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AHHOTaAMSA

AunHOTaLA

CTtuxu 3T0ro COOPHUKA POIVIIMCH HE U3 COOBITHI, a U3 COCTOSTHUI
— W3 BHYTPEHHErO MPOCTPAHCTBA. DTO MOITUYECKOE IMyTEIIeCTBUE
CKBO3b THUIIIMHY, JIOOOBb, TAMSTh 1 BPeMsl, TIe BCTPeUYa OKa3bIBaeTCs
HE CJIyYalHOCTBIO, 4 YacThi0 BBICIIErO 3aMbiciia. JTa KHMIa —
MpUryalieHre K 3aMeIIeHU0, K CO3ePIIaHUi0 U K BHUMATEIbHOMY
CITYIIIAHUI0 COOCTBEHHOM AYIIH.

Annotation

The 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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JbIxaHue JHA

Brpixast HOBBIN JieHb — B YJIBIOKE pacTBOPHIIACH.
Hy1ia crienmur npuMepuTh CBOM COJTHEUHBIA HAPSIAL. . .
OcTaHoBUCh, MTHOBEHHE !

Tak xo4dercst, YT0OO MIHOBEHHUE JJIAJIOCh. . .

Ho cKpbITBIN 3aMbICET HE U3MEHUTh —

N HOYb pUIET 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...

TaiiHa yTpa

W yTpo CTpynioch Maruey 3ByKOB,
HanosnHsAs npocTpaHcTBO BHYTPH.

U B xaxaoi pocuHke JIloOOBb OTpaskanach,
PazOpaceiBast Jiyqn.



WcrionHeHHO# cBETOM JyIlIe CTaJIo JIierye,
OTpaBimch BO BiacTh TUIMHE.

N papoctsb npuiuia, Kak KpUCTAJLT OTPaxasich
B karsmeiica Tuxo 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 noxna

CerojiHst HOUb HACTPOEHA HA PUTM JOK/IS,

U Betep cTUX, 3aCITyMIABIINCH €0 MEJIOTUCH.
W karnm, mokuHyB Hebeca,

[TpoTtaHiieBaIM KpaTKyIo0 CBOIO UCTOPHIO.

A Ha CTeKJie OKHa, YCUJIUB I'PYCTH TOH,
JLOKTMHKY MPeBpalaJIUCh B CIIE3bI.

Ho, B3aporuyB, 03apsijiuch BAPYT JIy4OM
N Muanuce BHUS. ..



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 Jimnbl

Bnpixas nurel apomar, Tepsito pazym —
OH MHe He HyXEH 371€Ch U HE cervac.
Kak ciasok Bo3yx, U JIbIXaHbe ITyOxe. . .
[Tpuién MonuTBBI yac.

OTkporoTcs Bpata — Oy/IeT TIeCHS JIUThCS. . .
MenoBble CJIOBa B HEW. ..

4 cobepy ux 1o Kpynuiam — u nepegam teoe,
Yrob6 HaMm 000MM B apoMare JIMITbI TUXO CIIUThCS.

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

[To mauTam BeTep MpoOekKa u 3aTepsiics. . .
Kaunysn 60pra, CIIOBHO XOTeJI UX B3Th Ha abOpIax.
Be3MoJIBHBI BaHTHI, IPOCHYBILCH, HATSHYJIMCh —
Kopabmb mupoit crai.

W cTpyH MOTHUB, HEUCTOBBIN, KaK BOJIHBI,
CMeHsiics IENOTOM IeCKa U TIECKOM OpbI3r —
Tak raBanb 1esa, He 3aKOHYMB MTOCIIEAHNUMN TaKT.
W Betep crux... Y TonbKo. ..

He3pumbli ciryluaTesns 3aIOMHUI UX.

The Wind

Along the masts the wind came running, then was lost...
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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