if not posed

what is the question exactly?

if a slug reaches out,

body extending toward movement
from the eternity of “where?”

to the eternity of “after,”

we can gauge

the corporeality of the world.



€CJIM OH HE ITOCTaBJIEH,
KaKoB OH, BOIIPOC?

€CJIM TSHETCS CIIN3EHb,

TEJIO MPOTATHBAS TBUKCHUIO
13 OECKOHEUHOCTH «TAe?»

B 0ECKOHEYHOCTDH «IIOTOM,
COBEpILACTCS

M3MEPEHHUE TEJICCHOTO B MUDE.



the lines would close in,
if you didn’t leave your hand between them,
and when they shut, they might go underground.

and you feel them,
warm or cold —

as they hold onto you.



CTPOKHU CMBIKAIIUCH OFI,
HE JIEP)KH MEXK HUX PYKY,
a COMKHYBIIUCH YIIUTH OBI TIOJ] 3€MITIO.

TaK Tbl YyBCTBYCIIb UX
TCIJIOTY UJIK XOJIOA —

Y OHU TeOsI epxKar.



not a darkening, but an eclipse —
the only way the corona grows
on its own

not a crown not a wreath

and not a regime

you don’t even need to carry it —
it will carry on by itself

with the body.



HE IOMPAYCHHE a 3aTMEHUE —
TOJIBKO TAaK BBIPACTAET KOPOHA
cama

HE BEHELl HE BEHOK

Y HE BJIACTh

Y HECTH €€ Ja)Ke HE HYKHO —
MPOHECETCS caMa

BMECTE C TEJIOM.



mass migration

not of people but books.

a hand exchanging money —

is just a price,

but every book — another hand.

hands matter,

imply exchange

of a question for a question
instead of an answer.



HE HApOJIOB a KHUT
BEIIUKOE MEepPEABIKCHIUE.
CKOJIBKO PYK MEHSIOT JIEHbI'H —
3HAYUT HE OOJIBIIIC IICHEI,
CKOJIBKO KHHUT — 3HAYHT PYKH.

3HAYaT PyKH,
3HAYUT OOMEH

Ha BOMPOCHI BOTIPOCa
Ha MECTE OTBETA.



what do you think

after meeting a passing glance?

that the mind is sharp but thoughts are elusive,
no understanding, no answer.

maybe, you can only find your way in —

if you act —

as if it were forbidden.



YTO ThI IyMaellb,

MoiMaB Cy4aHbIN B3I ?

YTO YM OCTP HO MBICIIb HEJIOCTYIIHA,
HH IOHATH, HU OTBETHUTh.

MOXET, TOJIbKO IPOHUKHYTh —

Kak OyaTro —

HEJIb34.



this door

is almost not ajar,

this key, almost not in your hand,
almost doesn’t fit.

two movements:
either grind it down
(become a watchmaker)

or make it grow,
grow the room
out from under a draft of air.



9Ta ABEPH

IIOYTH HE IIPUKPBHITA,

9TOT KJIOY II0YTH HE B PyKE
Y IIOYTH HE MOAXOIUT.

IIBa OBIDKEHUS:
niy 00TaYrMBaTh
(CTaHOBUTHCS YACOBIIIMKOM)

WJIU TIPOCTO PACTUTh,
pacTUTh KOMHATY
U3-TI0J] CKBO3HSIKA.



anxiety releases through your feet and into the earth
like a long pale bolt of lightning.

but the germ of future darkness
will remain,

from there, grows
the smoke of redemption.



TPEBOra yXOIUT B ITSITKU U 3EMJITIO
KakK aoJjras 6H€I[Haﬂ MOJIHHA.

0CTaéTCs 3a4aTOK
OyayIieit TeMHOTBI,

U3 KOTOPOU pacTér
UCKYIIUTEIIbHBIN JBIM.



ecce homo,
look: the desert;

someone is skirting it underground,
someone — I, thine human —
abbreviates the expanse

in good time,

in this, my own,
immediate world.



CMOTpH, YEJIOBEK,
ce: MyCThIHS;

KTO-TO OOXOIUT €€ IO 3eMIIEH,
KTO-TO — a3 YEJIOBEK —
COKpaAIIao MPoCTOp

B CBOCBPEMCHHOM,

B CBOEM,
HEIMOCPEICTBEHHOM MUpE.



this candle —

not from a church or holiday tree —

1s on a chestnut, alive —

illuminating November with one little eye.

sometimes curiosity
is the only thing
that survives.



3Ta cBEYa —

HE LIEPKOBHAs U HE Ha EJIKE —

Ha KallTaHe, )KUBas —

OCBEIIAET HOSOPh HA OJTHU TI1a30K.

MHOTJa
OCTa€TCs PU KU3HU
OJIHO JIFOOOMBITCTBO.



