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Tvan de Monbrison

Ha yanie naer caeroii yeaosex.

Cobaka caeayet 3a HUM Oe3 pyK.

Tpyn B mamune, caaloTyeT O4HON PYKOI
IIOTepPsiA BpeMsl.

Te1 aaelrs MHe B3TAsA4,

51 Bo3BpaIaio Tebe MbICAbD.

KOTOpasl Ae’Kala Ha CToae.

TBoOM yace! uAyT Hazaa.

51 capllly KpUK posKgaronierocs: peOeHka.

1AV KPUK yOeraroIiero MepTsell.

Ablind man is walking in the street,

a handless dog follows him.

A cadaver in a car says hello to lost time.
You hand me a look,

I give you back a thought,

which was lying on the table.

Your watch is running backwards.

I hear the cry of a baby being born.

or the one of a running dead man.
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/nno yAaaeHo ¢ moprpera.

B kapTune ectsb apipa.

C apyToOi1 CTOPOHBEI MOE TeA0 KPOBOTOUNT.

KuBoTHOe ¢ oTpy0.AeHHOI T0A0BOI

€IIIé IIeTh IIeCHIO,

OH IIBeT BeTep, OH ecT HeDO.

sl 10A0>X1A MUP B KOPOOKY.

sl ocrapalo ero Ha cToze.

1 3aKpbBIBaIO ABepPb, BBIXOXKY 113 KOMHATBI, BLIXOKY U3 AOMa.

V1 s 6pocaio Ka104 B HOYb.

The face is removed from the portrait.

There is a hole in the picture.

On the other side my body is bleeding.

An animal with the severed head

Keeps on singing a song,

It drinks the wind, it eats the sky.

I put the world in a box.

I leave it on the table.

I close the door, I leave the room, I leave the house.
And I throw the key into the night.



