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CBITJI010 1AM ATTIO %z
Pumu XBUITIOIOTBCS, CTpOU KpUdaT X

"CBITJI010 TaM'ATTIO — PAAICTh
A TIOCMIXA€THCSA COHIIE 3 MeY

SIK 3aI1'ICTA 1 [BIX.

[Hi# kmiTAgEWA. JIsrae — MOBYMH.

Yac Hakonuuyi, MOBITPs 1 KU —
Xail monacye 1yMKaMmH TBIM kax.

He6o mix ne3oM — MeHi Ou Ty Iy,



Jie 3a TYyIIEI0 37T1Ta€ OJIKa,

CBiITJIa OpaKye, IporajuH B coOi,
YHM BIJICIKQTH, 3 SIKOTO IICYa. ..
SnHrony sicHo 1 ycHO TpyOi —
MOCMIIIIKA COHIIS BTIKA€ 3 Meya.

1 JIrotoro 2011






My joyful chord

Lines of worry, stanzas’ cry,
"Rest in peace, my joyful chord!"
Angels licked their lips and piped,
rays reflected in the sword.

Brassy sounds were wind-exhaled,
jungle crowds had swallowed them.
Sense to verse as wrist to nail...
Cells are dressed in rime. I am

hoarding air and show supine E !
weakness in a trembled mind.

Skies beneath the blade are mine.

Over there the lies shall grind,

nothing seals the gap of life,

nothing stands behind a werd.

Angels licked their lip

for the rays slid do
February 1, 2011




3anmax Bok3aJjy

IIcu HaOpexanu ayii NpUCyTHICTb
1 mo3rausiin 0e3BiTps TPYIHE
3 JIOJIOHb TIEPOHY MEH1 Ha CIIHHY.

CuauTh BOPOHHS 1 7KJI€ BOBY

MPUYKMHY LAY, OC

[Ipoiine Bo¥3amoM Ha JItOJ1 BiIUyTHA
1 BIH PO3KAJIUTh 11 OCYTHO.
Posmurta, 3BaHa, 3a0yTa, 3MMHa

JIYHORO CTaHC, MOA IPpUYNHA...



JlyHu He cTano, KaMiHHS B CTY/HI.
Mene Tak Masio — NpoOUTHCH I'PyIHEM
y Heba JIoHi, 1€ ceplie — KIMHOM,

Ta MEKJIO — CKPOHSIM... 32 baTbKiBIIMAHY.

20 XKoBtHa 2010



A railway station scent

1.

Dogs quested and the presence missed a soul.
They scared away the rigor out of air.

All platforms perched on shoulders, lonely crows

with eyes of wolves and beak-ends to repair

the reasons found in the acutest grin.

When mercury is burnt three fingers wide E
and water-elder blood chills on the scene \

In trainful bosom my heart is trebled...

raised hell in temples... home to remember.

June 6, 2011



Cepue koBHipa

[liBAMKU TIOTIISA, TIBIYCTHH.
Koro na nmoctpin miamycTus —
TOM MIT Ou cTtatu apyrom. Bpaxe,
ceil 01 BCi BY3ITUKU PO3 sIKe.

He ciit e Kynb — a BIACTYIH.

[eue 3ani30, 611b TynHii — q &
HI IUXaTU MEH1, Hl BMEPTH.
A meb6o, HiOU 1y1Iy 37€pTO, Q

ctoBmie. Bitep mpuroéru
roJKaMH T1JIO, L HECTH
i HIHHS

ce TPIMOT/IMBE BiMYCTH.

B>ke coHIle BHCOXJIO JI0 TiHI,

s Tpito ceprie barbkiBmnHI



CBOEMY BKOPOTHUBIIHU 014 —

aX Kparlka MpoCcUThes Haf 1,
aXX CKpaIlye ciab03a 3a CHHa

Ha OJTHOCTpiH, Jie 1lIe He3UMHa,

MOB IICJIFOCTKOBA, KBITHE KpOB.

CTHCHYB 4 IT ATUIIAJIO 3HOB
CBii O1JIb 1 CEPIIIO MOMYCTHIIO.

Hemnpasna, mo aymia 6e3kpuiia —

s JIEIBE BTPUMYBAB 11,

CTHUHAB 3y0aMH, 3eMJTIO 1B

a MpoCTO MIIIOB 70 ce0e

KHAJATH OISO 13 HeOa

B KpPUHMIII BalIoi TyIi.



A BM 3a MeHE IOMOBUYITh,
JTYMKH BU30UpYHTE Ha BlUe —

ATPITUMY y CTUTMaxX Cii.

JImo ctyku cepud...

y JOIIL...

10 Cepnas 2010
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A soldier’s heart (Variation 1)

The gaze stays wild and empty, half-and-half.
Sharpshooters’ distance milks a golden calf.
You could become a friend, my adversary.

Get knotted! I untie the muzzle’s staring.

Retreat, so blood could rest in bullets’ chaff.

When iron burns in pain, a hush is deaf. E
Nor do I breathe or die, nor... care or teary.
The sky’s a stripped off soul by harg

The dried out sun becomes a shade. My comrade,

I’11 keep it warm for you this heart of homeland
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By shortening the gritted beat of mine
Until I dot the last and shell-less ‘i’.
A tear, it smacks against the crumbled fate-scene,

The other — falls while hopes deteriorating.

Oh bloody bloom, still petalous and warm
Don’t cover fast the field of uniform.

Five fingers made a stone to ease the torment,

To feel and share a soul, its wingless moment

ep-self spreads roots in heavens.
The soul indows, those are eyes of ravens.
I see you as a well with flaky stars,

nocturnal tars and, seen in daylight, scars.
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I am a stigma of forgotten battles.

My heart is pounding in the rainy rattles.

30 August 2010

Y,
&
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A Soldier s Heart (another variation)

The gaze is fixed and empty now.
A friendly range where kills avow
to keep an eye on you, a rival.
A finger triggers my survival

and claps a sound of body bow.

When metal burns the pain is dull.

A death can’t meet a gasp to lull

A needleful of wind and chill

for stripped off souls are skies in stiQ

pokes deeply through a pallid

The sun dries out, becomes a shade

for nothing settled, nothing staid
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in this parade of blasts and shelling,
in these honed badly grows of dwelling

for notches on a priceless blade.

I warm the Heart of Motherland

by shortening the beat and strand

of mine, so minds could bloom in madness
on flowered uniforms by redness.

Eyes muddle up red cells and sand.

The end of hell is in a fist.
I squeezed it hard and reminis

about my life without thisqui

could make an enemy my brother

or cease the lease of lungs at last.
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I’m still alive. I couldn’t die,

just stepped inside your heart to pry...
Your silence is the best cantata.
Remember me, the sky stigmata

will dry and cry resembling sighs.

The skies are openers

for eyes...

&
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Y koxHoro csoe PizaBso

“A baby was born
Last night

In soot and grit,
broken glass.”

“Christmas in the Alley” by Jeff Howe

(Onararo 3yNnmUHUTHUCH 1 33 TyMaTHCh) %E
[#1 6u He naB M ATHAIIATH JIIT. \

Mapis qoHocuna i,

I Bix mromeit ciibo3y Tamy

HamiBnputomHua, miBxuB

KomrroBuuii TepMiH 10 ,
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B HoOpi roTensHii, HOMeD "Tpu"
BonbsppamHy cBiUKy 3ananu,
Hexait BoHa 3 HyTpa CTpyMye.
3ammMopryii TpeMoJIO BiKOH,
Kpuit maToM mpaBo 1 3aK0H,
Burpumyii HoTy aninys.

A Bbory BuaHo,

Bin ce uye.

A-mi-mysi.

A-mi-mysl.

A-mi-ny-si.

TopkHyUCh HIOH OJIBIS

['ycTiIOTh KOHTYpH

Bin ce uye.

A-mi-mysi.

A-mi-myst.
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A-mi-ny-51.

VY cepii mycTo, HIOH IIOB

Sk posiiimoBcs, Oir, He WIIOB
AOU HE CXOJIUTHUCS BCYE.

Tam 3a BIKHOM KHITHTH CMOJIa,
A TyT Opakye He Tera.

XTO BMHUE T1J10, TIOIITY€E?

A Bbory BuaHo,

Bin ce uye.

A-mi-nysi.

A-mi-nysi.

A-mi-ny-5i.

SI3uk He IMOBCPHYBCA — Y,

UYwuraiics, nuxai, anuys.

A bory BugHO,

Bin ce uye.
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A-mi-nysi.
A-mi-mysi.

A-mi-my-1l.

Komucky 3 mimacTuku y3apii,
OH Tpu 1mypi, K TpH HAapi,
Hopory, ne mans, IIUKYIOTb.
A 3aMICTh SIHTOJIIB 1 TPYO
Jlsrae cHir i Tuma 3 ry0.
Pi31BO MpOHU3INBO BIHUIYE.
A bory BuaHO,

Bin ce uye.

A-mi-nysi.

A-mi-nysi.

A-mi-ny-si.

16 YepBun201
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Another Christmas Story

“A baby was born
Last night

In soot and grit,
broken glass.”

“Christmas in the Alley” by Jeff Howe

She is a teen. She hates her guts

For carrying God and growing jut.

She’s Mary. You might know her. DD @
And semiconscious, half alive
The girl keeps secrets to survi

In her maternal strifeds Hallelujah®

Hallelujah.
Hallelujah

Halleluja

Hotel. A w number “Four”,
A wolfram candle’s turned to pour
Internal light, it might subdue you.

The tremolo of window’s shut,

21



Confession groans in reeky smut
Composing notes for tender Hallelujah.
Hallelujah.

Hallelujah.

Hallelujah.

As touched with pencil, slightly glazed
The contours thicken baby face
And spasms are painting pain, a new “you’.

Oh paradise, the opened cut,

How warm and tearful could be blo
When Heaven’s washed away lef@ah?
Hallelujah.

Hallelujah.

Hallelujah.

heat, as cyt-through seam,
ith thoughts to gleam
nothing left to cure you.
While window licks nocturnal tar

The brightness lives. It is a star,

The little star in edgeless Hallelujah.
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Hallelujah.
Hallelujah.

Hallelujah.

She waddles out with swaddled...blessed
But holds the key, her tongue, and breath.
A dumpster is your crib, oh new “you”.

And Mary swings, tears cellophane

In mindless state and wordless pain. E
Oh God, forgive her madness, Hallelujah.
Hallelujah.

Hallelujah.

Hallelujah.

It’s Christmas time. Forgive me. Hallelujah!

Hallelujah.

Hallelujah.
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Cabo3u i Kpoku

Cnp0o3u 1 KPOKH — IIOTOKHU ¥ MOCTH,
COJICHI HOTH 1 TIPiCHI.
Caarni Kupnariit 1opir He 3HANTH

B [IapCTBO KPHUCIATOI MICHI.

Bixu enoxu — rep0Oapiii 3 rep0Ois,
BIXOTb IJIAHUIU CYXOl —

BHUKAXITh BITPY MOBYAaHHS TPOOIB,

110 HE 3HAWIIUIO CYMOKOIO.

bB’er PEMTHUTH Ha IIOLI

>

1 PO3MTUHARLELCS IIIEMOM.
Cnpo3u 1 KpOKH — IIpaBja 1 b,

ITOKHM HE BCOXJIN — XKMBEMO.
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IToxu 10 MACTS CTEKUHA JIETUTD,
KOJIIp MIHSI€ CyTaHHUH,
[IOKY III€ TEIJIO MEHI B1JI XOIH

a MK aKOp/iB — AYXMSIHO —
CJIbO3H 1 KPOKHU — MOTOKU ¥ MOCTH,

COJICH1 HOTH 1 MPICHI.

XTO 6 CTpYyHOIO TeOE MPUTOCTUB

1l TOJIOCOM, BUTHaHa ITiCHE? %E
3 Ceprms 2011 QX
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Steps and tears

Bring out

steps and tears,

those bridges and streams,
the musical notes

with vibes, fresh and salty.
You have

to be clear,

the choice of young dreams
and voice to denote

a new-age Vivaldi.

Revolts
and eras,

herbarium

armorial
an ed prairie,
express
in lyrics

exclusions of love,

deadendness to roads,
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grave silence for burying.

Wind winds,

nest heart-deep

time blizzards and thirst,
cast lead of the words

in a buckshee chantry .
Stay free

of sky-weep,

be always the first

to give home to Lord

and nerves for the country.

Don’t miss

throbs and fear

steps and tears,

your purpose and truth,

the crossway of lines
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for senses and reasons.

The wee’s

short story,

a trip to New Past,

in colors your change,
soutane and prolific.
I’'m warm

and storing

soul fuel at last

for life’s rifle range

is broad and specific.

Bring out

steps and tears,

be your ears,

the plectrum for strings,

and voice to denote
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all basses and altos?

August 9, 2011

Y,
&
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Ioxopo:xyrw4u 3 BiTpamu

XTO0 TO MaHAPY€ MPOIIIOM KyJ1aTuM?
[Ipuyecane macTak BiH OKpaJaTH,
el 3axiHuii 6pojsira HeBeceuii,

nigMancTep JIMNKKA Ha HeOeCcH1H cTel.

Paii npoTtikae. bauy HeBMonuMoO
KpaIlJIMHU Ha MI0KaX CTAI0Th BaXKKUMU
1 TPOMU TIPUTITHOCSTE CEPIIO TIIMHHICTb.

A KpOKH, reHepaTOpy HOBHHHI,

31pKH 11e
He c OHI[IO Ha MOKJIOHH,
Homy s Th OTPiIOHA — MATH KJIOHA

13 IOTUKAMH — SIK HIXTO paHilie,

3aIaTKaMU — MCPCIIMCTATU TUILLY.
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Travelling with winds

He travels throughout hairline woods,

rips them off for trimness and soot.

Another westward vagabond

replasters the skyish plafond.

I look up to Heaven, it leaks.

Its droplets are heavy on cheeks

and thunders heart-lifting my muse.

Made steps, generators of news, Q
splash wide cumulonimbug blge

His
itusesas d to clone
the touches like never before

and something to live... to the fore...
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May 10, 2011

PR

DIOGEN pro kultura
http://diogen.weebly.com
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