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Ivan de Monbrison

two poems translated from the Russian

Hebo cepoe.

BAIIIC AHIIO IIOKPHITO PAHAMI.

BBI HACTE 11O IIPOBOAOKE.

HIDKE IIyCTOTA.

32 CTEHKOM IIAQ4YeT PeOCHOK, a BB €IO HE BUAUTE.
MOJKET 9TO ThI IIAQYCIIIb, 4 MOKET KTO-TO APYTO.
OKHO OTKPBIBACTCA B HOUb, 3TO KBAAPAT CBETA.
KAIIAM BOABI ITAAQIOT C HeDA,

TEHU HAYT IO AOPOTE.

BbI HUYECTO HE CABIIIIUTE.

TOABKO COBA ITAAYET B TEMHOTE, 3TO ITOXOKE HA BAIIE UM,

Grey sky.

Your face is covered with wounds.

You are walking on a wire.

Below is emptiness.

A child is crying behind the wall, but you can’t see him.
Maybe it’s you crying, or maybe someone else.

The window opens into the night, it is a square of light.
Drops of water fall from the sky

Shadows are walking along the road.

You don’t hear anything.

Only an owl cries in the dark, and that sounds like your name.



Mbeicab youTa.

I'Aa3 BIITUBAETCSA B OAEKAY.

M3 oTpyOAEHHBIX TOAOB ACAAIOT OYKET IIBETOB.
DTO HE BHI B 3€PKAAE,

IIOTOMY YTO TBOE OTPAKEHUE HCIE3AO,

13 CTAKAHA,

KaK BOAA.

Thought is killed.

The eye is sewn into clothes.

A bouquet of flowers is made from the severed heads.
It’s not you in the mirror

Because your reflection is leaking

From the glass,

Like water.



