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/mo 3Ty cTOpOHY/

D1, BOH,

[Ipuser Amteny ['mH30epry uepes xorry!
[IpuBeT BceMy MpoXaBaHHOMY,
3abmyauBIIeMycs B KHIIKAX,
[lymenHomy B pacxon

UYepes kaccbl KHHOTEATPOB!
Tebs nmumuan cBOOOIEL.
Tenepsb Thl HE BOI1, a MyK.

B stom TBOs ipobIIEMa.

Ho, noxanyii,

Mos npobiema cepbé3Heil:
OHa B TOM,

Yrto 51 HAX0XKYyCh

He na cBoboze,

A Bcero nuib

[o 3Ty cTOpOHY 3aIHUIIBI.



fon this side/

Hey, howl,

Hail to Allen Ginsberg, up his!

Aloha to him—eaten up from inside and out,
Lost in his own guts,

Sold for pennies

By movie theater cashiers!

You forfeit liberty.

You are no longer a howl—just a fart.
That is your problem.

But looks like my problem

Is way more serious—

That is:

I’m not free,

Just on the other side of an ass.



/neMoKpaTusi, He CYUTASA BCEro 0CTAIbHOIro/

Koma! D10 xoma!

Ha pexiaMHBIX muUTax,

Ha o6oxkax,

Ha nennukax u TeneskpaHax,

Ha Botine n Ha mpuBae — >xoma!
Mzr Bcerga B moxoze? Her,

MeI Becerna B aHaerpayH/e,

A dT0 37O,

Ecnu cBepxy xoma?

ThI cpakaelbCs C KOIOH, 1apEHb,
Ho 151 BHU3Y,

W yauBnsaTees,

Ecnu te6st ob6ocpanu —

I'nymo.

Koma! D10 x0ma!

Kax ona paBHoaymiHa!

[Touemy BCIOAY TOBHO? — CIIPAITUBACIITH THI —
Hornsau naBepx! Ectb eme Bonpocs1? Her?
Torna unu cBoei Joporoi

U Gonbiie HE cMOTPH B HEOO.

Tr1 3H2CIIH

O XU3HH BCe.



/democracy, to set aside the rest/

Ass! This is ass!

On billboards,

On covers,

On price-tags and TV,

On battlefield and encampment—ass!
Are we always in a crusade? No—
We are always underground.

What if

There is an ass above us?

You are fighting against ass, dude,
But you are under

And it’s silly to wonder

Why

You have been shit upon.

Ass! This is ass!

How indifferent is she!

You are asking: Why the shit is all over?
—Look above! Any questions? None?
Then go your way

And don’t look at the sky.

You know everything about life.



/bonus track/

Bcro HOub med eit o J1ro0Bu.

HayTtpo siBuimch uersepo.

IepBeIii qocTan master record moeii mecHu
W mocTaBmi 3aKOPIOYKY B KOHTPAKTE,
Bropoii

Crneman ee pa3zoop

U o6bsacHMI, moueMy oHa

Heynauna, Henena, He MOJHa,

Tperuii

ITonan Ha MeHs B cyn

3a UCIoJIb30BaHNE HEHOPMATHBHOM JIEKCHKH,
UYerBepThlii

IIpennoxun ycinyru agBoxara.

Boxe, Bo3bMHU MOU clioBa 00paTHO!

Takast mMHHAS ACTOPHS

W3-3a 0THOrO KOPOTKOTO

YTpenHero MuHeTa.



/bonus track/

I sang love songs to her all night . . .
Four of them appeared in the morning.
First one showed master record of my song
And put a doodle in the contract.
Second one explained to me

Why the song is out of style.

Third one

Sued me for use of obscene language.
Fourth one

Offered his legal aid to me.

Oh, God, take back my words!

So, here’s my tormented story

Caused by a quick blow-job

Earlier this morning.



/60i1 ¢ TeHBIO/

boii ¢ TeHbio

INonHas epynna

TeHb HEe MPKMEITh K KaHATaM
He mumronews et B Mmopay
KpoBaBoii citoHoit
Teody!

Kakas maxa

boii ¢ Tenpio

Bce nmo-anrnuiicku:
Manpumiika ¢ TEHbIO
Jlakeii ¢ TeHBIO

Yero u3BOIUTE C TEHBIO?
Ilo sitiam eii!

Otkyzna y TeHu sina?
becnonas TeHp

Jlaxke ecu oHa

Vxe Ha oty

DTO HEe HOKayT
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[fight with a shadow/

Fight with a shadow—

Bullshit

You can’t press a shadow to the ropes
Nor spit blood into its face

Ugh!

What crap

Fight with a shadow

British style:

A boy with a shadow

A butler with a shadow

What is a shadow good for?

Kick a shadow in its balls!

Where would a shadow get its balls from?
A shadow without a gender,

Even if it’s

Already on the ground,

It’s not a KO.
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/mpuxypuBas/

CKBO3b 30JI0TO HE BUHO BOJBI.
Bubparus yepHOi THMBI.
CoenMHEHUEHECOEIUHUMOTO.
Most BoroIIiasi Ha BETEp CIMYKA,
YTo THI IOHMMAEIIh!

Wnu nomoit, B cMepTh.
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/lighting a cigarette/

You can’t see water through gold.
Vibration of the darkness.
Bonding of the unbounded.

What do you know,

My match, howling in the wind?
Go home to face the death.
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/Bce TaK HEOKUIAHHO... /

Ara! Yxe npouunte?

A Beb MBI TOJIBKO COOUPANUCH Pa3eThes!
Ara! Vixe xoHuaere?

A BeJlb 3TO TOJIBKO HAYAJIO MPEICTaBICHHs!
Uro? Yxe yxogure?

MoskeT, X0TsI ObI BBIIILETE Yar0?
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/everything is unpredictable .../

Ahal Jerking off already?

But we were just about to get undressed!

Ha! You are coming?

But it’s just a beginning of the show!

What? You are leaving?

Maybe you would like a cup of tea for the road?
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/0a30BbIii HHCTUHKT/

Yero-To 51 HE NOHUMALO,

ITouemy BaM Tak HHTEPECHO.

BeposaTHO, BBI 9TO-TO TaKOE€ YHUTAIH PO ACTaeTy MOKOICHHUI.
[Ipo Mo3uTHBHYIO POJIb.

IIpopsis.

Xopowo. beut ogun npopsiB. Lenku.
besycnosHo,

MHorue u3 Bac

Celtuac

[MocTaparorcst MOHSATB 3TH cJI0Ba Kak MeTadopy,
J1aGbl COXpaHHUTB CBOIO LIEIIKY.
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/base instinct/

| don’t get it—

Why you are so interested.

Probably you read something about offshoot of generations.
About role models.

Breakthrough.

OK. There was one breakthrough. Of a cherry.
Of course,

Most of you—

Right now—

Will try to interpret these words as a metaphor
In order to save your flowers.
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/camocTpen/

OTOT napeHsp Tak U He CMOT OOBIrpaTh CBOH MOOMIIbHUK.
JlexxuT Teneps ¢ NPOCTPEIEHHON TOJIOBOM.

Hano npusHath, AbIpoyKa JOBOJIBHO-TAKH aKKypaTHAs.
Cpaborarn autoshooter.

Crpanno. Ko BceMy nmpuBbIKaelib,
U 3T HECYaCTHBIC B BATOHAX METPO
Bouiblie He HABOIAT HA MBICIIb

O KoHIIE CBETA.
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/crossbow/

This dude couldn’t win a cell phone game.

And now he rests with a self-inflicted wound in his head.
It should be recognized—Ilittle hole is very neat—
Crosshow performed well.

It’s strange. You can get used to anything . . .
And these wretched faces in metro cars

No longer give a nudge

About the end of the world.
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/Brooklyn, NY/

CeMuineTHss I€BOUKA, MyTAOIIas aHTJIHICKUE U PyCCKUe
cioBa

Ha oxpaune bpyknuHa,

Mos maneHbKas nozapyra,
3abporrenHast OMTOI BpEMEHH B JIOBYIIKY KeTuepa
ITo umenu IIpoctu-npomai,

XOTsl HITPArOT MECTHBIE OPKECTPBI

U Bce Tak xopoio

[Tox 3TM BeYepHUM COJIHLIEM

B myumem ropone Ha cBete

W K13Hb TOJBLKO HAYMHACTCH,

Tebe-10 uto?

IToxaxwu cBoii trick,

AxpobaTnyeckuii HoMep

Ha prxaBbIX Kauensx,

Paccmetics eme pa3

CBOMM HEJIOBKHM H NPOCTOJYLIHBIM CMEXOM,
[Tpexxae yem MoB3pociIeTh HaBCer a.
Kax Obl BeITAIIUTL TEOS!

Ho Te6s Hamo BhITaCKUBaTh

Hazan, gepe3 ytpo0y,

Uepes Tpu, HET, MATh MOKOJICHUH,
Kpyrtanytbcs uepes okean,
OTMaxHYTBCS OT BOIH U PEBOJIIOIHIA. . .
S 651 ¢ pagocteio. Ho Her.

He npHE KO MHE, s HE MOTY.

51 He BOMIICOHUK.

Her.

Bce, uTo MoxHO

(1 10 TONBKO MEXAY HAMH) —

S nepenam Ty 60Jb,

Koropast Hakoniack B Tebe,

CnoBawm.

CrnoBamu, COJIBIO CIIE3.

Korpa nmpuner HoBas Boza,

OHna pacTBOpUT OYKBBI

B upux-HHOYZAP TNIa3aX.

3amoMHH 3TO PYCCKOE CIIOBO:
Pac-TBO-purT.
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/Brooklyn, NY/

A seven-year-old girl mixes Russian and English words
In the outskirts of Brooklyn

My little friend

Cast-off by the baseball bat of time into the net of a
catcher

Who goes under the name Forgive-and-Forget
Despite the concert of local orchestras

And everything seems so peaceful

Under the evening sun

On the best broken land in the world

And life is about to begin

But why would you care?

Show me your trick—acrobat

On a rusty swing

One more time

Give me your angular and innocent laugh
Before you turn into an adult—forever.

How to drag you out?

You should be fished out—

Back—through the womb—

After three, no, five generations

Spin across the ocean,

To kiss off wars and revolutions ...

| would be happy to do so. But

It would never work.

Don’t cuddle with me—I can’t.

I’m not a magician.

I’m not.

All that can be done

(and it’s just between you and me)—

Is for me to pass to the words

That pain of yours.

Pass it to words by words and the salt of your tears.
When the new water will come around

It will dissolve letters

In someone’s eyes.

Memorize this word—

Dis-sol-ve.
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/HenmoGeauMasi Kpenocrb/

TsI — HEMOOEIMMAST KPETIOCTb.
“Kapkue o0bsTHSI COOCTBEHHOH TIOTH.
Jlyx mpokpaabIBaeTCsi He3aMeTHO.
OH mEeKoYeT, CTPOUT KaBep3bl, HCIOIB3YET YKOIBI
UyBCTBEHHOCTH.

VY Hero Tak Majo MAaHCOB — M ¢ KaXKIIBIM TOI0M
Bce menblue.

OH BXOIUT B TeOS B IIEPKBH,

Wnu xoraa Thl TUIaYENTh HAJl KHUTOM,
Wnu ¢ 310l My3BIKOI,

Kotopas ymepina cTo neT Ha3as.

OH Kpy>XUT HaJ TOOOH,

VYranpiBasi MOMEHT,

Koraa Te1 oTBepHebCs

Or ce0s.

OH arakyeT BMecTe

C KenaHHusIMH,

OH BpBIBAaeTCS B TBOE TEIIO

Bwmecre ¢ oTyasiHUEM,

W panauM ytpom

C meHueM MTHIL,

Korma Te1 nexuis B mocTenu

He onun.

ThI oTpaaels ero.

Tbl NOAXOIUIIB K 3EPKAITy.

W Bugumib,

UTO MOpUIMH BOKPYT TJia3
[Touemy-To

Crano MeHblIe.

Tebs B35,

HenoGennmast KpenocTs.
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/unassailable fortress/

You are—an unassailable fortress.
Warm hugs by your own flash.

Spirit saps you.

It tickles and intrigues against you, vaccinates you
With sensuality.

It doesn’t stand much of a chance—decaying
With every passing year.

It doesn’t fill your insides in a temple
Nor when you cry over a book

Nor when you live with music—

A stiff century-old.

It circles above you

Guessing a moment

When you’ll turn away

From yourself.

It attacks accompanied

By desires.

It bursts into your body

Together with despair.

And in the dawn

During an aubade

When you are not alone—

Lying in bed

You reflect that Spirit.

You approach the mirror.

And realize

Most of the wrinkles

Under your eyes somehow are gone.
Your fortress fell.

23



/’KV3Hb HAM He MPeHa/JIeKNT/

S npeacrasisiio cueny B narepe. bapaku, mar.
OOBIKHOBEHHAs, TOBCEAHEBHASI PEAILHOCTB.
CoBepIIeHHO CiTydaifHO

S Haxoxych B Apyroit. CIycTs cTONEeThE

3Ot0 OymeT HACTOIBKO YK€ MHUMO BaXKHO —
XO0J0AHBIE CTEHBI, KOMIBIOTED TIEPBOTO ITOKOJICHBS,
Kakne-To moBoabsl 9TOOBI IHCATh CTUXH.

Het HUKaKkuX pe30HOB, YTOOBI IIOCIIOPUTH C ITUM:
JKv3Hb HaM He PUHAIICHKHT.

Kpacoty u mogyocts

Brluncisenis o Ipou B pyKe, 110 TOMY, YTO BO3IyX
3acTpeBaert B ropiie, ¥ 3TO YHUBEPCATbHOE MEPHIIO —
Takoe *HMBOTHOE YyBCTBO!

Ha camowm nene
Ha camowm nene
Ha camowm nene

Bce nena Ha 3emiie 3aKOHYEHBI 3a IIEPBHIE CEMb THEH.
C Tex Hop MBI TOJIBKO JaeM UMEHa

Towmy,

Yro Ham

He npunaiexur.
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/life doesn’t belong to us/

I’m imagining a camp scene. Barracks, drill ground.
Common everyday reality. Purely accidental

I’m in another reality. A century later

It’s gonna be professedly important by that much—
Cold walls, first generation computer,

A reason to write poems.

There are no reasons to argue with this:

Life doesn’t belong to us.

Beauty and meanness

Can be determined by a shake of a wrist, measure by air
Jam in the throat; it’s universal—

Such an animal felling!

Actually
Actually
Actually

All business on Earth was conducted within the first seven days.
Since then we only name things

That

Don’t belong to us.

25



/mpobaeckn/

IIpocTtu MeHs, TpOM.
51 cBepKHYyJa CIIMIIKOM PAHO.

BoOnXBBI HAYT € ECHAMH.
Kyna mHe cnpsitaThes B Moeit KOTbI0emi?

Bpo1ieHHbI B MOpE BEHOK.
Ceifuac 51 y3HaI0, T/ie OH.

JlBecTH JeT OT 3Be3/Ibl 10 TBOETO TJa3a.
Sl yxe HEe BepHYCh 00paTHO.

MEI yxe He JIOJH.
Ho MbI enie MokeM poKIaTh JHOIEH.
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/dawning/

Forgive me, thunder.
| flashed too early.

The Wise Men of the East are coming with songs.
How am | going to hide in my cradle?

Circlet of flowers thrown into the sea.
In a second I’ll find out where it went.

Two hundred years from a star to your eye.
| won’t come back.

We are no longer human.
But we are still able to give birth to humans.
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