S ——

Tuxuie-Cseem
S Tamwana J. Xodoesux

L]
e s s,

—




TarpsaHa JlykpAHOBa XOIJAEBUK

Tuxun CBer. CrouThl
Bayrpennero IlpocTpancrBa

«ABTOp»
2026



JIykbsinoBa XoajaeBuk T.

Tuxwuir Ceer. Croutsl BuyTpennero IIpocrpancrsa / T. JIykpsHOBa
XoaaeBuk — «ABtop», 2026

AnnoTarmssCTUXH 3TOro COOPHUKA POIWIUCH HE U3 COOBITHI, a U3 COCTOSIHUN —
U3 BHYTPEHHETO MPOCTPAHCTBA. DTO MOITUYECKOE MyTEIIEeCTBUE CKBO3b TUIIIUHY,
J0O00Bb, MaMSTh U BpeMsl, T/ie BCTpeda OKa3bIBaeTCsl He CITyYailHOCThIO, a YaCThIO
BBICIIIETO 3aMbIC/Ia. DTa KHUTA — MPUIJIAIIEeHNe K 3aMeJIJIEHUI0, K CO3epIIaHuUIO0 U

K BHUMAaTeJIbHOMY CJTyIIaHuI0 cOOCTBeHHOM nymu. AnnotationThe poems in this
collection were born not from events, but from states of being — from an inner
space. This is a poetic journey through silence, love, memory, and time, where each
encounter reveals itself not as chance, but as part of a higher design This book is an
invitation to slow down, to contemplate, and to listen attentively to ones own soul.
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Coaep:xanue

Crpynbl Menuranun*Strings of Meditation
Koner| o3HaKOMHTEIBHOTO (hparMeHTa.
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Ctpynbl Meautanun*Strings of Meditation

JbIxanue JHA

Brpixast HOBBII JieHb — B YJIBIOKE PacTBOPWIIACH.
Jlylia cnemmT NpUMEpPUTh CBOM COTHEYHBIN HApSA. ..
OcTaHOBUCH, MTHOBEHHE !

Tak xo4eTcs, Y100 MTHOBEHUE IIAIIOCh. ..

Ho ckpbiThIi 3aMbIcen HE U3MEHUTh —

N HOYb pUAET ONATH.

Breath of Day

Breathing in the newborn day — dissolving in a smile,
The soul hastens to don its robe of sunlight...

Stay, fleeting moment — stay!

How I long for you to linger...

Yet the hidden purpose will not be undone,

And night will come again...

Taiina yrpa

U yTpo cTpynsiock Marueii 3ByKOB,

HaronHsist mpocTpaHCcTBO BHYTPH.

U B kax o pocunke JIoOOBb OTpaskaach,
PazOpaceiBas jtyum.

VcrioniHeHHOW CBETOM AyIlie CTalo Jierye,
OtpaBimch BO BiacTh THUIIMHE.

W pamocTh npuiiuia, Kak KpUCTAIUT OTPaKasiCh
B karsmiericst THXO ciese.

Mystery of Morning

The morning, filled with a magic of sound,
Gently replenished the space inside.

In every dewdrop Love was reflected

And scattered threads of light.

The soul, filled with light, grew lighter,
Surrendering to the hush of stillness.

Then joy arose, like a reflection

In a slowly-falling crystal tear.

Putm noxx s

CeronHs HOUb HACTPOEHA HA PUTM 10K,

U Betep cTHX, 3aCTyIIABIIUCH €T0 METOJUEH.
U karnm, ToKuHYB Hebeca,

[TpoTaHnieBanu KpaTkyio CBOIO UCTOPUIO.

A Ha CTeKJIe OKHa, YCWJIUB IPYCTH TOH,
JLOXKIMHKY NIPEBPALLAJIUCH B CJIE3BI.

Ho, B3apornyB, o3apsianck BAPYT JIy4OM
M muanuce BHUS. ..
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Rhythm of Rain

Tonight, the world is tuned to the rhythm of rain.
The wind falls still, entranced by its refrain,

And the drops, leaving the skies behind,
Descend in a graceful dance — a fleeting tale.

Upon the windowpane, the hush deepens,
Raindrops slowly becoming tears.

Then, trembling, they catch a sudden ray of light
And slip below...

B apomare Jmnb1

Bapixas aumsl apomMat, Tepsio pa3ym —
OH MHe He HyXeH 3/1eCb U He ceiuac.
Kak cnasok Bo3/1yx, U AbIXaHbe TIyOXke. . .
[Tpuiuén MoIMTBHI Yac.

OTKpoIoTCSl BpaTa — Oy/IeT MECHS JIUThCA. . .
MenoBbie cioBa B HEll. . .

51 cobepy ux Mo KpynuiaMm — | repeaam teoe,
Yro6 HaM 000MM B apoMaTe JIUITbI THXO CJUTHCS.

In the Fragrance of the Linden

Breathing in the fragrance of the linden, I lose my reason.
I have no need of it, not now and not here.

How sweet the air, how deep each breath becomes...

This is the hour to offer up a prayer.

The gates will open—a song will begin to flow...
And words, like drops of honey...

I'll gather them all and pass them on to you—
So that, in the fragrance of the linden,

We may quietly become one.

Betep

ITo mautam Betep mpodexan u 3aTepsics. . .
Kaunyn 6opra, CJIOBHO XOTeN UX B3ATh Ha abopIak.
be3monBHLBI BAaHTBI, IPOCHYBUINUCH, HATAHYJIUCh —
Kopa6nb mpoit crai.

U cTpyH MOTUB, HEUCTOBBIN, KaK BOJIHBI,
CmMeHsIcs MENOTOM TiecKa U TUIECKOM OpbI3r —
Tak raBafb 1eia, He 3aKOHYMB ITOCJIEAHUN TaKT.
N Berep crux... U Toneko...

Hespumblii cityimaresb 3aloMHII UX.

The Wind
Along the masts the wind came running, then was lost...
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It rocked the hull as though it meant to board the ship.
The silent shrouds awoke and drew taut—
The ship became a lyre.

The music of its strings, as wild as the waves,

Yielded to the whisper of sand and the splash of spray—
So the harbour sang, never completing its final phrase.
Then the wind fell still... And only...

An unseen listener remembered them.
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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