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1. The day - break

0 0

Wake me up

Delicately and tenderly.

Blow away the dream

From my eye-lashes.

Then [ will see,

How Aurora with rose fingers
Cuts the darkness of the night
And lightens the blue sky.

All birds, curled up in the nests,

Will sing the hymn about dawn.

The first, warm rays of the sun

Will kiss the petals of sleeping flowers.

This is a miracle of the new day created.

Good morning
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2. Each day

[ would like to know each day,
Its colors and tastes,
As if it were my first day

And the last as well.

[ do not want to stay

In the sphere of silence.

[ want to change the
Minutes into notes.

The days were composed
Like symphonies.

The nights played the nocturnes
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3. The train

()
0

[ got onto the train of life

With nothing,

Without clothes,

Without feelings.

A blank sheet of paper.
Blotting-paper absorbing everything.

[ will get out burdened with bundles of
Recollections and impressions.

[ packed them carefully.

Some of them faded, like

Ink from old letters.

[ tied them with ribbons of all colors.
These white ones are my

Inessential remembrances

And black ones are heavy and traumatic.

[ met many passengers,
Throughout this long journey
And free-riders too,

Who were picked up

At different stops.

Each meeting,

Even this, the shortest one,

Like a flash of sun or

Flutter of butterfly wings

Enriched and filled my bag of experiences



3. Sewod

oo

I #2985 Bevwod Isud
D& SHome

@éen 8%

PO B

emi) sPABoer

B8 HT) ap3of HdEer

IBYPEH IroHeeH EQOSE
PO, werHe S,

B e 88 erdo

8°Q), &oeRRasrom,

> edvros® dorer

3 DL BoHe Oaaaégs éé@ﬁ&};?ﬁ)
BB SrEo

8o 035057 a;o“)s"en

508 HFEY, Maire BVE.

oBB® (HAIDHD) EOF
& ébg) (B Sresns®
EP085008 e
St e

(58 Seawse

dod HJwe, VI8 B

Kotiog® SYSEep,

deretsDens B8 BHBHer

T odgare $02D Jod, FrifiHodo BT .

13



14

4.1 am

()
Q

I am who I am.

Grounded in reality as a result of events,
Taking chances and informed choices.

[ do not know how much was up to me,
Or how much of fate was in the bones,
That leads me to meet people

And understand the real being.
Sometimes one sentence

Can change the world,

Just as a spark will burn old reality.

I am always amazed
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5. Borow

I no longer have a nest here
But I come back, like a swallow,

To places of my childhood.

[ wander the sandy hedgerows,

To participate in the mystery of lark song.
[ arrange bouquets

Of wild poppies and cornflowers -

And raise up to the clouds.

Old trees, to which I confided my secrets,
Still grow,

Tart, wild cherries

And sweet-scented linden

As once -

[ divine the world in the mirror of the lake.

[ listen to the waves and the wind.

Apparently nothing has changed.
Only the cemetery hill,
Like a diary of life,

Is ever more clear
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. 6. Little town

()
Q Q

[ walk along the streets of the town,
Which I once loved.
Today, I am an indifferent stranger.

[ barely recognize it.

There are no more old, hospitable aunts.
No more nosy neighbors hidden behind curtains,
Or brave men with war stories.

They are gone.

Time changed everything,
Not only the people, houses, streets and trees.
It seems to me that it even

Repainted the shade of the sky
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7. Drawers

()
Q

Large drawers,
Fat dragons with big bellies,

Swallow the pages of my poems.

Saved careless letters,

Scraps, bits of thoughts, dreams, feelings
About which I have been musing.
Scrambled words

On what you need and do not need -
Napkins from the bar,

Small pieces of paper,

Lie dormant.

Maybe someday

[ will open the drawer.

From the cocoon of pages

Will hatch poems, as colorful as dragonflies,
Or like crickets chirping,

And they will fly, who knows where,

And to whom
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8. A few things

[ forgot how little I need.
The force of possession deceived me.
[ drank the colors and shapes of ‘the next thing’.

Iwas like a bee, which drank the nectar of poisonous plants.

Everyone said to me [ would not be happy without them.
[ believed in the colorful ads and posters shouting at me.

They gave me a vision of beauty and satisfaction.

More and more, newer and ‘better’ items.

[ sank in the swamp of a thousand unnecessary things.

I stopped, turned back and I changed into stone like Lot’s wife.
It surprised me that I had to find my way back to the border

Between “to have” and “to be”
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. 9. The sadness

I don’t know,
Where you find the border of sadness.

Maybe it consists of circles like the Dante’s hell.

[ am pulled in deeper and deeper
By the quicksand of disappointment.

The blue heavens are closing over me.

My smile is more perfect than the moon.
It always looks like a half-moon

and leads the crowds of the observers astray.

Only the abyss in my eyes is getting blacker and deeper.

The eyes cannot lie

10. The matches

Q Q

[ am a child that has not been blessed.
[ stand at a street corner

With matches in my hands

And light my dreams with little sparks.

[ know why it is so and understand what happened.
My clock did not strike happy hours...

Or maybe didn’t strike them often enough
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11. The Chat

()
0

[ knocked at your mind.

Let me in - [ asked

[ have brought you something,
My crazy thoughts and dreams,
The works collected from

The oceans of creativity.

Look how pretty they are,

Even the smallest ones...
Smaller than grains of sand.

[ do not want them - you answered

My world is sterile,

Arranged and known.

Your every written poem

Can ruin my calm,

Which was built over years.

The recognition can be painful
Because of its insolence and ignorance.
The questions wake up the sleeping fears.
[ prefer to stay safely in

Well - known loneliness
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12. The string on the air

[ was singing,

Like the string on the air,

The sad song about loneliness,
The bitter disappointments,

The absence of love.

[ was hanging somewhere,
Far from the reality
And was looking obsessively for

Understanding and tenderness.

[ do not know why you plucked me.
Look what happened.

You broke the tensed string.

You have the piece of wire

In your hand, but it is too little, too late

Q
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13. Coat

()
Q

[ wear a body like a cloak,
Patience, humility, years.

It’s that time - it tore and I darned the holes.

My coat shrinks and disappears
With passing days,
Until one day it scatters and

So it is with all the coats.

And me? And what about me?

Perhaps they will hatch from the coat cocoon
And [ will turn into a cricket.

It’s a difficult metamorphosis,

The most difficult in life.

This is the price of immortality

Without the gift of eternal youth

30
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14. Conversion

() ()
0 Q

It is a pity that [ cannot buy a new soul.
In supermarkets, there are no special offers

- New Soul! On sale!

The old one is dysfunctional.

It is much easier to have a simple vision of the world.

Keep your feet on the ground and don’t have dreams.

Being greedy protects the heart.

Life has a physical dimension. Ideals hurt.

Gain a prominent place in the rat race,

Dispose of sentiments, tears.

My soul is able to forgive.

It cannot learn to trust again.

It says it does not enter the same river twice.

Unreasonable? Perhaps. -

It does not listen to reason.

It pulls away from people
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15. Duty

() ()
Q Q

[ am trapped in the labyrinth of many duties.
My life like sign- posts

Predict the words

- You must

- You should

- You are not allowed

- It is your duty

[ would have liked to rise higher and run away.
I know now, that the only thing I must do is to die.
Nothing more

16. The rainbow

0

I look for the rainbow every day.
It does not matter that the day is
Gloomy, foggy, cheerless

And the sky is covered by
Heavy, stormy clouds.

The rainbow sleeps

In the drops of rain.

Warmed with sunshine,

It stretches on the sky like a bow
And blooms with six colors.

I blow away the worries
Together with grey fog
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17. Helping hand

What may happen someday is not significant.

The important thing is whom you can help today.
Do not expect to be paid or undying gratitude.
The shining joy in their eyes

And a smile of delight is reward enough.

As you cast thine seed, so shall you reap, one day
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18. Gypsy

() ()
Q Q

Sometimes, [ would like to free myself
From the cage of many duties to experience freedom
And the carefree joy of eternal wandering of a Gypsy.

To exchange

The chair for a stone,

My lamp for the moon

And comb for the wind

To untangle all of my worries.

[ would like to disappear

Like whispered incantations

And find the meaning of a simple existence
That’s easily understood.

Caravan, a deck of cards, and bonfires.

Dancing barefoot on the grass
Without a care in the world
Would be a blessing in disguise

To dance barefoot in the grass
Seems like so little, but for a Gypsy
It’s all that’s worth living for



8.
o 18.@dh,
&%827@"6, S8y R DXwEo BoHBenHhEoerdd,
OSB& Ao Hodo o) YWE0 5°aTeeHB0EPY,
80 ©H0B0P VOSBRI ) FHEER aHE SFTeotD.

SX8)E

Trand 8y B8y 8%,
B 59 SoEHEA BKysEo,
0B O (($8rosio,
T BIDE DENS0He P

RES ©&)E0 SPPOHTYD

Eﬁao@fsag)éeae) 1Jr0Jer,

& Jedes &8 oY, BB aronH
B8 @&@5:53&3323&

& AT, 'ﬁ)ézﬁwégren, LOK00e.

ﬁcz,ﬁ)acs Sifarore Eso
(©HoBo $HBoD Vo SHowe
TAGS) ediner

515 Forod® HYEP Ko
P ©JDOBDHEY), 5 ‘&%‘J’%
‘0b £DoTohS ©BE’

o 85050 208880?

39



40

19. The house on the tree-top

Q 0

I dwelled high, in the canopy,
Amongst the branches

And watched the decorations change
With the months.

There are strained and gloomy days,
Entwined in stormy clouds.
There are shiny and merry days too,

Like those when spring bursts upon us.

Although the frosty winter

Ruins my home.

[ know, that it won’t be long before

| feel the season change.

The spring will come again

And paint my home in green.

It will trim it with interlaced branches

And leaves until the rainy autumn
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20. A stranger

()
Q
It seems to me,
I know her from somewhere.

The familiar eyes look at me.

A smile lights up her face.

She holds a diploma in hand
And believes that she can easily
Change a man and the world.

Naive girl.

Young mother

Matured with love.

Secrets of the night were to be
The happiness of days.

Power suited business woman
Sells her soul for pennies

And is screwed by corporations.
One day she will wake up.

Time is merciful
It steals moments from memory
Leaving only small fragments

And whispers of her behind



20. 83 68

oo

TPEID0H

B & T HODSL.

B BOVISS & ShHaeen

B HETR) FBsedvodo T AV

oD I8’ o8 &P

BB TR0

03, (DD éﬁé&ﬁoé?ﬁ 26563&%0
BOSS @i00.

SOre

Bost HODE0 Bod
o8 Bergen

K085 K88 darex.

TgFBBET 80T
YRS E5 8 @t
S°6°°)E§é5 Eé?gzéé Srododne
D& 2.88% Hendrotnod.

P00 BoDid.

%gésw;éao{’b E&PoNdX06 Feaod
S &) oo

E°Q) 10008 DED 1L,

43



44

21. The winged goddess
% <

[ rise above the limits of imagination,
Soar over the horizon
On the border of the sky, the earth, the sea.

Fear has no meaning for me.

[ am no-one and everyone,

Transparent and elusive.

Wind carries me.
It can turn from the light blast into tornado.
[ am not a bird, do not break my wings.

There will be forces to cross the skies.

[ cut the Gordian knots with a sword
And release myself from the mundane affairs.

[ am as an antique Nike
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22. Dance on the dew

ole

Barefoot Aurora

Dance with me on the dew.

Look,
The night scattered jewels are everywhere.
They glisten on the leaves and grass.

The spiders wove rainbow necklaces for us.

[s it the Milky Way

Laying on the ground, or another spell?

The jealous day will hide the drops in the casket of time

And dry the tears of the moon by warm sunshine.

We only have a moment to dance,
When the night has not yet fallen asleep.
The day did not wake up until to the very end
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23. Dew

I know,

That I am only

A drop of dew
Hanging between
Night and day.

I know too,

That I exist only
A short time

In this world.

[ learn from yesterday,
[ live for today,
[ dream of tomorrow
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24. Almost perfect

oo

What does the word love mean?
[s it a mosaic of small parts of life?

Every day is like a design of words and deeds,
Full of colorful dreams and expectations.

This love is kissing in the morning
And serves breakfast to bed and roses.

It lights the fire of passion in the eyes.
And heats up in the warmth of feelings.

The thoughts of its beloved make it smile.
Love always trusts and is tender.

It does not like good-byes and separations.
They force love to stand in a square window and look
at the clock.

Love forgives mistakes, listens patiently.
Sometimes it suffers in silence, weeps in secret.

By changing the colors and shapes it matures and bears fruit.
Every day has similarities, though the years are passing.

Love drives out selfishness
And multiplies happiness by two.

Love is excellent
Despite many imperfections
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25. The meeting place

Our favorite bar exists in time and space.

Nothing changes there.
The floor like a mirror reflects lights

In shades of sky- blue and navy.

Bartender,

Trustee of love’s mysteries,
With the face of a Sphinx,
Concocts love potions

Or collects tears in chalices.

[ heard only your voice.

I held you by the hand.

The fingers trembled eagerly.
[ saw only your eyes.

We were alone in the crowd.

We found the silence among sounds.

We can return to here, where all began.

Let’s write another episode of life.

Our barstools like giraffes will reach the sky.

The bartender will smile

And give us another magic elixir

ole
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26. Homeless love

ole

Streetlights awake at dusk

And keep guard with their yellow eyes.
Night closes the turmoil of time

A gentle murmur flows

In the hourglass of thoughts

Intimate cafes invite
With the delicate aroma of coffee.
Parks wide open gates and lead to alleys,

Where rustling leaves play a concert in the trees.

Love is free like a Gypsy,
Who reads only cards with red hearts
And bring happiness for a thousand.

It does not matter, it has no home
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27. Little café

The little café is waiting for us
With white tables and chairs
A dreamer, forever sleeping

Into the drifting aroma of coffee
Weaves the scent of perfume and flowers
Concealing sunshine in wine

It adds sweetness to conversations
Colors lips carmine
Paints shadows on the walls

Here, lovers
Whisper tender vows
Gazing deeply into each other’s eyes

Quietly speak of hope
Tenderly touch hands
Smile brightly

Love dwells
In a small café
Nestled among the roses
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28. Sleeping girl

[ am a sleeping Cinderella.
It is so cold in the snow cave.
My tears freeze, [ die alone.

Return life with Kisses,
Warm me with your breath,
And lead me to the ball.

Stop the clocks.
Midnight will never pass.
The spell will not shatter.

See how pretty I am.
A fairy offered me a new dress.
Do not let me to go away.

Love is a beautiful gift.

[ have almost nothing.

[ will give you everything so easily,
Despite how hard my life is
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29. Love me

()
0

Love me unconditionally

For you [ will be

Water, air

The sun, the moon,
And the stars in the sky.

See me

The same way always.

Do not heed the years,

The first gray hair

And the wrinkles under the eyes.

You know

That when the body ages
The soul stays young.

The interior radiates beauty.
Love me for being me

<
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30. Blue kiss

()
Q

Let it play for us all ringtones
The evening song of love!

Look! It’s so beautiful here!

Green grass merges into blue tones.
The sun timidly touches the sky
Tingeing clouds yellow.

Does the earth weave carpets
Where the flowers bloom?

Are the trees dancing,
Or is it just the wind twirling
Branches and leaves?

Is it a breeze’s caress,
Or is it a kiss?
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. 31. Spring walk

Spring gave me new dresses.
They are made of clouds’ dreams,
Warm glances and soft touches.

Accessories are also important-

A necklace made of tender kisses
And a soft scarf of gentle smiles.
Do I'look well?

It seems, that shoes dance.
They have joyful bows
And heels made of bird’s trills

Where are we going?

The chill of the indifference
Need only disappear

For mistrust to melt.

Look! First snowdrop!
Do you want it?

[ will offer you something valuable...
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32. Strawberry cafe

Q 0

Let’s meet on the sheltered path
In our favorite Monet.

[ will wear a scarf, close my eyes
And cross over the frame of the imagination.

I'll be by the dark blue trees
On the pink way. You will find me there.

Let’s go to another picture.

The tables and chairs are waiting for us,
Dozing in the shade of magic, strawberry trees.

Look! See how easily the ripe fruit hangs
In the strawberry cafe.

[ like the taste of champagne
And pale flowers have a shy charm.

A bouquet of violets blooms in your hand.
I'm glad when I can drink in the scent.

An evening full of magic
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Spring in the garden

() ()
Q 0

Air smells of lilac in the May evening .

The bunches of white and blue flowers bloom.

The lilies of the valley rise above the leaves

And overshadow the modest beauty of daisies.

The inconspicuous violets crouched close to the ground.
Small flowers delight with exquisite fragrance.

Jasmine bushes join this symphony of smells.

The warm wind wafts down the petals of flowering trees.
It paints tiny, white specks on the green grass.

Nature creates another moving picture

And invites us to observe life awakened.

We sit on the terrace and look with wonder as

Magnolias toast the health of bees and singing birds.

We again find the joy of existence.
You take my hand and put it on your heatrt.
[ feel its beating - no need to say anything.

[ look at you and my smile says - | know everything
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Blooming

() ()
Q Q

I do not know what color May’s wind is.

It carries a sweet smell and wraps it in warmth.
It showers our hair with apple blossoms

And covers it with a delicate veil of petals.

The colorful meadow blooms on my dress.
I weave a wreath of white daisies
And carry a bouquet with blue rings.

Just for you I'm so beautiful.
Promises are hidden in my eyes
And an engagement of love waits inside them.

[ would like to cuddle up in the cloak of your arms
And hide from the rain of tears and bloom again in the spring



34. 500

ole

T°% O W’ O Borh des?

058D Boarddos” IFEKs® 8% soHE0b
% 88%reon DS Irest SnoBHBHE
FrBHe K HPes® Hord Syod.

T e VG $PEPS oo 81O
B3 Bowdire HBY I I
DO Sessre DYDY, BBHIF%.

8853 FQ08 woBorr &%)
T 850 T TP
o6t QDEGBEDRE (i SwFwe0.

D Do TAOS® swaDSL0 8Fo
8N 980 500D TEY SV0B0E® @D,

71



72

35. Do not burn the candles

Q Q

Do not burn the candles
For me, my darling.
Do not call me.

I am the night butterfly.
[ will fly to you,
Lured by warmth and flames.

My wings will burn

And I will stay forever
With you and your words

36. Request

()
Q

Protect me,
Like a burning candle,
Against the gusts of life.

Take care of me.

I will give you warmth and light.
Build a raft of your fingers.

Do not allow me to sink

In the sadness.

[ am imperfect

In this almost perfect world -
Ever more

Frail, faulty and weak
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37. June poems

Q Q

Only the June night

Lines writhe like wreaths,
Weaving a cool star

Into the transience of words,
Fading away at the mornings.

Sometimes the lyrical words
Are based in moonlight.
Peaceful melodies, whispers -
Strange and magical.

Sometimes jasmine blooms,
And the nightingale sings in it.
Developing verses

Likewise flowers on the shrubs.

Sometimes the night absorbs storms of passion
As well as affectionate lovers
Kissing and hidden smiles in the dark.
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38. Among stars

Q Q

[ wait for the downpour of stars,

Maybe I have time to whisper a wish.

[ look with hope to the Leonids.

[ believe that I will see the falling sparks.

The dancing Pleiades stirred up a cloud of dust.
Jealous Orion will not overtake them

And Sirius will not find the seven nymphs.

Morpheus leads to the land of sleep

Somewhere on the edge of the River Styx.

My beloved knows the secrets of existence

And all the metamorphoses of the cosmos.

Every night he carries me in his arms

And gives to the possession of Apollo and the muses.
He plaits visions into prophetic premonitions.

Berenice sacrificed her golden braid to the heavens.
She explains sadly,

That she has not found happiness on Earth

Among the gods and among stars
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39. Our love

()
Q)

We can swim far-away,
Somewhere

Over the white clouds

To the ocean of dreams.
Nobody will find us there.

We will disappear in

The fog of silent sighs,
Sweet promises and
Tender words about love.

We will see

The blue sky, green earth
And all colors of the sea
Reflected in our eyes.

We should live today and
Forget about bitter
Yesterday’s worries.
Let’s go nestle close

To our future.

Do not be afraid.
Come with me
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40. Beautiful stranger

()
Q 0

[ saw her on a platform.

She stood, staring at the departing train.

The drops of tears glistened on her eyelashes,
The kisses hung in the air,

And the wind whipped the words of farewell.

Once, she walked past me in a cafe.

She sat at the next table

And ordered a glass of red wine.

Joy added splendor and beauty to her countenance,
When her eyes flashed the joy of a greeting.

I've seen her many times -
Walking slowly down park alleys,
Trying on diamond rings

And white dresses with long veils.

- What’s your name? - [ asked
- Don’t you remember? - She replied, surprised
- Blissful Love



40. ©0TPO) OOV TED

B SR PRS0 D

BT (Bl Frdr 6D Jeald e6Hd
@R B0BDPe oo ) BN
oS Jerthod) Hocpen

D&M Brredy MOSEHHD FHI 8!

2.8PE, SPE® $%y) BrBHD $EDBZod

38, 38 EensS 26%6 ERENHO.

BESS BoHBLG.

83 58 Jodog8 edotio HBod sord AY)ob.
8, HPDHEDD Den) e EFSE H0&trl) BOBOROH.

I WP PRI

SIS0 THE I oy
Slere GorTroln (H8E3Km

ErEoreed B3 Hdyen, SOBRHeS®

D DBDB? —e& ey I
V& HGB?” ~oHoeRd wddor
SO TS (D5

81



82

41. On the border of dream

[ fell asleep.

And walked from reality to fantasy.

The subconscious put together a mosaic
Made from feelings, memories, dreams.

I do not know who I really am.
[ float lightly upwards

To penetrate glass blue sky.

[ touch the black space during
My journey to distant galaxies.

Sudden anxiety and vision of the future
Bring me back to the Earth.
[ fall down with crazy speed.

Your touch stopped and saved me.

We met in Eden, ate the prohibited apples.
Then you gave me your hand

And we soared together among the stars.

You whispered

That you were waiting for me a long time.
You said - I love you

[s this Chagall’s painting,

Or just you and me?

[ do not know how you entered.
My eyelids were closed.
Reality? Dream?

Q
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42. Illusions

()
Q

I'm sorry that I imagined you.

[ created an unreal world

Answering the questions knocking at my mind

- Unasked.

[ did not give you a chance.

Nights brought dreams, the days, delusion.

I've been living in a dream, which, like watercolors
Blurred the reality

43. Color of love

Q Q

Difficult love sprinkles tears
Over pale mornings and long days.
It offers no dreams in the sleepless night.

It silent silence of unspoken words
And looks for shadow of longing,
Begs for a miracle of sensitivity.

This love collects smile’s crumbs
And waits for the track of reciprocity.
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44. Balcony scene

ole

She is a lone woman,

Of average beauty, no longer young.

She is standing on the balcony.

And watering the flowers.

For a moment she is Juliet Capulet.

Only a cup of coffee and a novel about love
Are waiting for her.

He’s single, with a long life behind him.

He is sitting in the sun

And drinking whiskey with water.

Does he dream of models in fashion magazines?
Those passionate cats with eyes filled with promises.

They do not know each other.
Greetings are killed by the silence
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45. Lost key

ole

You say that you love me,

But in these words

There are no roses, daisies,

Or the smell of morning coffee.

Somewhere you have lost the key
To stellar gardens.

We do not walk together anymore
Along the night sky.

We do not weave dreams

On the reel of thoughts

Or follow the thread down to earth.

You will not find me.

[ go through life barefoot
Barely touching existence

46. Reversal

()
Q

You are asking for a meeting.
It’s like watching a movie from the end.
Look!
Wind replaces the passersby hat.
The overturned chair rights itself.
A bouquet of red roses falls into someone’s hands.
A Kiss - to greet you?
- or to say goodbye?
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.47. Another love '

Love can be the enemy. The worst one.

It can blur the contours of reality,

And feed it with toxic illusions.

Unfinancial cheques are paid for the future.

Love gives you tinted glasses,

Tells you that the world is pastel.

It mocks the mind and leads it to the swamp
Where it strangles it in the sea of flowers.

There is no mercy when it leaves.

It takes its stand with miracles and dreams.
You are burnt in the fires of passion

And left in ruins.

48. Broken mirror

You said a few bad words.

My heart trembled and fell down,

Like a mirror from the wall.

It broke, cracked and lost some pieces.

People say -

It is seven years of bad luck

And I think perhaps more.

[ cannot glue it.

[ tried.

Something is missing.

Thoughts and words carry a bitter taste.
The world looks different now
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49. 1

()
0

You closed yourself
In the word 1.

It is the biggest one,
But there is no place
For words we or you

. 50. The Flying Dutchman

I'm losing hope.

[ close my eyes and fly in the air

Over the unfulfilled promises.

I'm pulling up the anchor, going away hastily.

My thoughts are rolled like sails in stormy weather.
Some of them are just the tattered illusions

Sadly waving in the wind.

And it would be so beautiful- I think in loneliness

[ feel the waves of disappointments overflowing .

The drops of sea water wet my face or maybe it is only tears.
Feelings have the destructive force of a tornado.
Dreams about a safe harbor

Vanished in the fog of helplessness and grief.

[ do not know the meaning of the word “peace”.
Distrust sentences me for another journey.

It is impossible to forget

To dissolve in reality - to become nothingness
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Let’s just be

oo

[ have met many Queen Consorts.

Their days are numbered, fates described.
They left some trifles

And traces of tears on the pages of diaries.

They look at me seriously from engravings and paintings
- Not for them reckless happiness.

They are trapped stiffly in their heavy robes,

Tethered by duties and diplomacy.

They stand one step behind the king

- Linked by fate, till death.

Always lonely in a crowd of courtiers,
They tread carefully on a web of intrigues.

Be my Consort - you pleaded.

I was one once, I crossed the scaffold.
Time stole my dreams and my crone.
[ turned into an elf with transparent wings.

Let’s open the door to a fairy tale

From One Thousand and One Nights,

Let’s light Aladdin’s lamp, let’s fly on a magic carpet.
- Frivolous in a very serious world
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52. The life risk

Everybody wants to be loved,

But not everyone can give it.

Egotism builds a lonely house

With strong and solid walls.

There are windows without a view

Of the future shared with someone else.
The doors are not locked and

It is possible to push them open

And risk happiness

53. An old mirror

When I walk into the house

The old mirror wakes up.

It winks knowingly with a big, glass eye.

On the other side I can see a girl that [ know.

It always faithfully accompanies the passing time

And reflects transience in the shimmering silver sheet.
[ suspect that it harbors all faces

But it is discreetly silent and it guards entrusted secrets.

It survived the conflagration of a revolution, turmoil of war.
Unstable and fragile, it remembers many owners.
We are together and we catch fleeting moments
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54. Hello my friend

You are created from breezes, mists and understatements
You fly through my mind like a light zephyr of warm words.
| feel a flash of your glance and incorporeal presence.

I smile at the morning and your invisible face.

We open the day with a gentle banter and recollection of the night,
Sitting at the same table separated by loneliness.

We drink our coffees in separate corners of the world,
And write polite sentences - curious about each other and life.

Fate joined us in the puzzle of impossible meetings
With probability approaching infinity

55. The letter to Marie

oo

My far-away sister, Marie..
The same sky is over us
And at the same moment
The moon lights its lantern.
But we dream under
Different, silver stars.

Our thoughts can flow
From north to south.
They are able to blow,
Like beautiful flowers
Off sweet friendship,
Full of the magic powers
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56. Sailing - ship

oo

[ know, you are tired.

And that old ships should not sail

On the rough waters.

It is time to hide within the harbor walls
While we tell your story to the children
And the crowds of visitors.

Sometimes it’s only the cry of the gulls
That will remind you of days gone bye.
Then you will miss the crashing waves,
The salty smell and crazy ocean

57. Girl in the mirror

Smiile,
Sad girl in the mirror.
Yesterday you worried

About tomorrow.
Today is full of miracles.

[s every morning gray?

Look!

For you, the dawn radiates colour
Large clouds of pink and white.
Make friends with every hour

And discover the colours of minutes
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58. Kipu

Q

Longing sleeps in the network.
Awakened it travels by fiber,
Distance does not matter.

She taps on the keyboard “good”
He’s types in “morning”

The mails are bound in knots.
Emotions choose their colors

59. Hidden gateway

[ drink from the cup of your longing.
The energy of thoughts gives flavor.

I absorb the sadness, bitterness,
And sense a little bit of hope

That it may not always be the case.

Once the cup is empty

- Pour another type of wine!
Meet the sweetness of grapes
And sun-ripened expectations.

Life has got not only a bitter taste

And is not made of duty’s signposts.

Somewhere in the wall of hopelessness

There is a hidden gateway to the Garden of Eden.
Remember, it is never closed
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60. Only human

Let the tears flow.
You have the right to emotions.
Joy and sorrow sculpt your face.

Look...

How thin are the borders
Between love and hate,
Sensitivity and indifference.
Life and death come together
On the road of time.

Tired wanderer.

You pull the baggage of experiences

- Stumble and fall down.

Feelings tend to be heavier than stones.
Forgive the past,

Get up and move on

61. People on photograph

[ can still see and recall their laughter,
Hear them talk about all unimportant matters.

They walked slowly through life leaving little behind,
Just a few photos and the grounded memories
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62. Network of silence

Q) 0

Loneliness is silence,
Unseen in the world of noise and rush.

Do not cry.

You can say that it is cool and nice.
Find a shelter in a virtual world

To forget about the real one.

So many lonely people,

Who thirst for touch and warmth.

So many evenings and nights without words,

So many dreams of intimacy with another person,
Woven on the web of internet



62. &%ag@ g)é‘é’)ig

Q 0

2,088850 & BEDIS dao
288, SeafiPe oo 05 SPRTE.

BozosE

DH5B) 26 I, $020 ©
S8 [HHoBos® elEcho Soartow
TIDESE LBV IHR.

Doss’ e.oeBa

BB, SHETE BTSET.

IS Frchoseeren, TolEen Jrr Seeren S%ome
AT Bepmen ©08°5588° SHEM et

8063 BT é?gé‘cgés SHed.

107



108

63. Unloved

()
Q

Early in the morning
An old woman rummages
In the garbage with a long stick.

Her stick is as long as a human life.

She is looking for something
That will bring her happiness.

Maybe there is something
Among the things she sees
Unwanted ,unloved

And useless to anyone

- Such as herself.

Together they are able to
Take comfort and survive
Another day

In a world where

There is no place for them
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64. Good morning .

()
¢

The morning brings new promises.

Look

The rising sun drives out the darkness
Strokes purring cats and wakes up flowers.
Wind dances in the leaves

And arranges images of white clouds.

Listen

Birds whistle tunes

Written on staves of branches.
Bees gently buzz.

Crickets softly play serenades.

For you

The air smells of honey

And the sky is smiling

With all colors of the rainbow.

Night hides
Yesterday’s sorrows and worries

In oblivion.

Forgive, forget

110



64. HSBoHo

ole

()
Q

&50H0 BHD0E eSS TTPIPO0

S,

BEoNoDS Jrdygd SOWRTNE HES
%ago%s Henen Fred Q@é@éaa‘g\ow,
™ wdHed® Toigo TRK)B,

Bane DEPLH RO

D

Hen @oRHoT Trred
TPOP ([FRF) Azrodo

B33 Ken 6;,1)26;&0&3350&0;3
&eorey ST 3T

S88%0

wd 060 HODTLIRHH
Qoh DEDRen Lo B0
BO(BE) BorHest.

@ B
Qe osgren, BIHFD
S8HSt

E00, LB

111



112

65. People around me

A background

Reflection in the window of the bus
Occupied parking space

Clattering trolley in a supermarket

We pass every day
Avoid touching

Smile politely
Sometimes say a few
Casual sentences

Meetings are only a date on the calendar
And separations do not move

I understand almost everything

And forgive a lot

[ speak loudly about tolerance

Indifference is convenient

No cries of longing

No stretching of minutes to infinity
No waiting impatiently in the window
No twinges of jealousy

Love is hard
It shapes in its image and likeness
In the long act of creation

ole
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66. White sheets of paper

Creativity requires a bit of madness,
Beyond the proven patterns.

It’s easy to become a prisoner of habits
Make pale copies of consecutive days
And drown in the foreseeable boredom.

Understanding needs some risk
Abandoning certainty for uncertainty,
Exchanging of proven solutions for dreams.
Curiosity leads to hell or discoveries.

We need love and support

- Just like air to breathe

Passions add piquancy to days.

Intense experiences enlighten memories.

Complaining does not change anything.

Self-pity draws in the sense of
Hopelessness and helplessness
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67. Sonnets to Laura
in the museum of antiquities

()
Q 0

They wanted to live forever-among gods, equal to gods.
They ordered their names incised in the stone of stelas,
So they would endure enchanted in the hieroglyphs-
Immune to rain and wind.

They took necessary and valuable things on their last journey.
Carefully prepared, they crossed the threshold of eternity.
Dark, gazes, full of surprise, follow me from the sarcophagi.
This is not how they imagined Eden and the meeting with fate.
The Book of the Dead did not mention crowds of sightseers.
Their jewels disappeared in display cases, and thieves’ pockets.
Desiccated bodies and ancient linen wrappings,

Remain the only souvenirs of life.

No one knows exactly what she looked like or who she was.
Was her hair flaxen?

She did not know she would become the warm breath of a poem.
He fell in eternal love with her. Life parted them, but not death.
The song of sonnets erected an ephemeral monument,

And bestowed immortality.

The words of the songs remained more legible

Than stone pyramids.

She did not do anything, but exist
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68. The long, winding road

We should die

To be born again.

We must burn

In the ocean of flames,
Like the mythical Phoenix.

Our life shuts some doors
And opens the next ones.
It is like a long,

Winding road.

It is impossible to go back.
We must walk ahead,
Right to the end

69. The coupons

We, the people of atomic era,
The epoch of inventions,

The millionth part of a second,
Have no time for ourselves.

The lack of time

Excuses everything,

Every sign of negligence
And every absence of love.

Time has sharp eyes.

It scoffs at us.

Time cuts the coupons of life

And throws them into the bin.

Our years of hard work and those things
Which were important to us
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70. The old age

In the age of fractal geometry
We aim at perfection.

People want to equal the Gods.
There is no place for getting old.

This unsuccessful work of God,
Is carefully hidden

In the waiting room of death,
Where life is ending.

There, old age,

With twisted fingers,
Wrinkled faces

And a toothless mouth,
Is waiting patiently for us

. 71. The words

The words never die.
They live forever,
And remain like stones.

The spoken words are

Thoughts as fleeting as soap bubbles.
The written ones

Stand the test of time.

There is no Plato or Petrarch.
The body of Dante changed
Into dust, but their words
Are still alive

120



70. ée)mgéfso

& [ES DB sFod®
o0 BDIHEE*0 JOFLE &80
BHAE® $Srbo et otro
éaq:&éaéé&é S B

& Hodoso 2 BH é@azé
P[RS rodhad God
é)aéaegz@ Swoher Kot
BDS0 SoADS .

©E)E Hrgo

BoHIEE, Sntde Sogros’
5580 5L’

3D Gonod £.188° HHssSdo!

oo

Heen HBHoND
ol Fdgornr SDFow
Boer eodfzeon

Sortoen e&tSSenre

D2 NG IABTES0ETD
FEondS Bores

FoHdED Joaisaron.

et B, IerE, B
ot S0 ey Bobob
e, 520 ¥ Hueen
a@éﬁé eImon dfHore!

121

oo



122

72. The flowers from paradise

Q Q

We are sentenced to be alone
From the moment of our birth,
When the tie of being together
For good or bad, is cut.

Later we grow and get prettier,
And bloom like flowers from paradise.
Each flower has its own beauty and meaning.

We give to the next generation
Everything that was given to us,

Just at the moment when we

Create a new life and resign our own .

However, we must live alone,
Slowly losing our colors and shapes.
We wilt in the loneliness
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Indifference

()
Q

Indifference has

Eyes of stone and an
Unaffectionate heart,
Which beats rhythmically...
IonlyI-1onlyl

It is better not to see
And not to sympathize.
Poverty is ugly,

Foul and fetid,

And sometimes drunk.

The easiest thing is to pass it by
And think

- It is not my business

- I have no time
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74. Few days

()
O Q

Death arrived invisible, crafty like a thief.

Its long arms were hidden
In the glow of May sunshine,
In the warm breeze

In the sound of bird song.

Knowledge and truth were buried
Deep in the sarcophagus of silence.
The press became illiterate,

Radio was deaf, television blind.
No bad news.

[ try to relive
The memory of the old days,
Which later were called

Chernobyl

75. Triangle

Q Q

They are enclosed in their triangle of feelings,
She-he- and the third one.
They suffer and pray for the happiness they seek.

Everybody has got an angle of seeing,
Their vision and their history of events.

It will not be more than one hundred and eighty degrees
In the total settlement. Neither more nor less will do
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76. Stones

oo

3
I love stones,
Their history, structure and language.

People think, that stones are hard,
Insensitive and introverted

[ see in them
The molten passion of lava and the whirls of fire.

You have to know how to read them.
To see what was, what is now and what will be

77. Sculptures

Reality has sculpted us dealing
Hard, strong blows and soft touches.
Ultimately, I do not know if we made ourselves,
And how much was random force.

It is important to just be who we are,

And go where we want to go.

There are people of granite,

Lasting for years unlike those cut from sand,
Allayed by strong winds.

Most are made of sandstone

With faces blurred by rain and the passing of time,
But on these nameless sculptures

The world was erected for centuries
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78. The glass reality

The eyes skate over the reality
Like smooth, frosted glass.

The cracks and deep splits are well seen.
The tensions are hidden and invisible.

One day everything can break into pieces
And turn into a shower of shards.

We are surprised that we forgot about nature of glass

79. Mercy

() ()
Q Q

Mercy has soft eyes and generous hands.

Like an Alchemist, it turns copper into gold,

And listens patiently, giving good counsel.

Does not judge, does not criticize.

Attempts to penetrate to the depths of understanding.
Leans, as carefully over a bird with a broken wing,

As over the lost man.

Not wanting praise, recognition.

Not wanting evidence of gratitude.

Mercy lives in deeds, thoughts, words
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80. Ingratitude

()
O Q

It goes by many names, has different faces
Wears a mask in the hunt for the naive.
It knows only barter, nothing for free.

Like a thief it steals kind thoughts and deeds,
To use and throw out later.
It pretends that it does not remember yesterday.

It cannot smile and say thank you.

Because it is not taught in any school.

Where there is emptiness in the heart,
everyone is the enemy

.81. Something new

Reality sits on the edge of imagination
And looks with interest at the unknown lands.

It sees something and writes it down.
Maybe it tries to capture the fleeting ideas.

Imagination creates the future
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82. Four stamps

() ()
0 Q

Do not wake up the Horsemen of Apocalypse!

Four horses snort, hooves tap.
They are ready to gallop.

War, death, hunger, plague are always together
And ride side by side.

Auschwitz was not a dream.
The demons are born in the dark side of human nature.

The lust for power

The glory of winning

The greed

The fraudulent propaganda

Do not break the seals!



82. ToeID AoV

Q 0

DETH corrosH e8!

Jee0rd Horen $EDowrow, Ae FIIpid
FAWTBHOMT HORB0HE vEorr P

0‘530630, @80, 'f.gﬁ) @5& O Hrow
3*135 35_‘;030 éé&éégﬁ,

2P FEabb 52
Se5H éaé:{ééééso 35 &538rogen exQQoTeon

OO S0,
Reny) e
ooed,

BJPLo> (Dedo

DERFPLE S5 JF!

135



136

83. It is she

ole
o

We pass each other nearly every day,

Distance of fear between us.

Life forces us to mutual disregard and acceptance.

At times, like an unruly child, she will spoil something,

To garner attention, to arrest with a gesture.

[ see her in the wind, which carelessly

Turns over the withering leaves

And standing proudly erect in stalks stiffened by frost.
She paints shriveled trees gray, breaks limbs with a
crack.

She is mute in the clenched throats of birds,

She stares with glassy eyes.

She is all-around and she reminds us of her presence.
She patiently explains the meaning of certainty.
[ know she does not allow us to take anything,

When she plays the requiem and invites eternal sleep
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. 84. The crystal tears

It is said, that time cures all wounds
And that people are not irreplaceable.
The emptiness and longing always stays.

The most difficult tears are those not cried.
They turn into transparent crystals to jab the memory.
The muted cry hanging on the edge of

despair and helplessness

85. Inheritance

() ()
Q Q

He left a number in his account.

He lost his sense of balance,

Forgot about the purpose of existence.
Unrealized dreams, he froze in the tally.

He would say: later, sometime, some other day
Death and fragility of existence

Were dislodged from his consciousness.

A flight of black mourners flocked,

Everyone wants to be a raven, to tear off a morsel.
A few bitter tears, the rest is a game of appearances.
They divide, add, and plot in their minds.

They will fly away in different directions,

Richer by a few zeros.

Elegant attorney - the master of ceremonies,

Reads the last will, in a monotone.

In a minute, nothing will be left of life’s achievement.
He will divide it into fractions.

A headstone on a sliver of earth will serve as farewell
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86. Nostalgia

() ()
Q Q

Helpless in the face of the passage of years,
[ surrender to their passing.

The clock, still the same,

Strikes the hours in a different rhythm.

I notice that it accelerates,

Shortens the year to a few moments.

Memories wind back the spring of ruthless time.
They revive sleeping longings, forgotten dreams.

[ return with nostalgia, to remembered happiness.

[ find again, the joy of greetings,

And the quiet sadness of farewells.

The home breathes once again,

With the scent of freshly baked bread and cinnamon.

Discussions on long forgotten subjects, ring out again.
[ record in poems this immaterial fluff of existence,
Feelings and a melody of spoken words.

[ grasp at the rainbow, gleaming in soap bubbles
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87. A little angel

[ will send you my angel.
Take care of him.

He is so little, that

You can hide him

In your hand or

Deep in your heart.

Remember that my angel
Feeds on your smiles,
Well-wishing words and
Good deeds.

Do not allow him to die from
Hunger

88. Christmas

3
There is still time.
Today she revels in the first cry.
She marvels at the tiny fingers
And listens to the infant’s breath.
It’s for them that the stars shine,
The comet points the way,
The music flows from angels’ wings.

There is still time.

Someday she will cry
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§9. Christmas Seasoq

Q 0

Light is born on the longest night.
Love and goodness show the way in the darkness,
A chance to break selfishness.

Time slows and strikes the hours reflectively,
Faces appear from the crowd,
It’s possible to smile, say a few nice words.

Empathy and tenderness have a sweet taste,

Mercy generously bestows gifts,
Time for rebirth

. 90. Expectation

Empty chair by the Christmas table.
Thousands of glittering flames

Dance on colorful ornaments.

The whole world trembles, it slowly rocks.
Green spruce smells like the woods.

Like Ariadne, | weave

Angel hair into memories and silence.

[ return to happy hours,

To events that are now but dreams.

[ listen to every murmur, rustle.

It seems, that at last I will hear

Familiar footsteps on the other side of the door
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91. Eve

()
0
This is only once a year -

For heaven is approaching Earth.
Quiet flows like the veil.
Disputes, quarrels disappear.

Less

Sadness, despair
Children’s tears
Emptiness in the hearts
Lonely old men.

Love and mercy.
It is a pity, that this is not every day

Man to man - brother.
Peace

92. Annunciation

O Q

I was there,

By the well in Nazareth,

Where the girls drawing water
Dreamed of happiness and love.

[ saw,
When she ran away frightened

By the request for her suffering.

She left an overturned pitcher
And a puddle of tears
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93. A prayer

oo
oo

Dear God,
Smile and forgive

Ordinary weaknesses of men.

You lead down difficult paths

To the knowledge of the power of love

You left
Words suspended like lanterns

Among the stars
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94. Cathedral

oo
oo

[ entered

To know what is unnamed
To believe without seeing
To recover hope

To feel the love

My thoughts like a flock of startled birds,
Soared to the ceiling of the Gothic cathedral.
So high, where the slender columns

Reach the golden stars on the ceiling

And saints guard the holy mysteries

The notes of chants hang

On the long threads in the air
Echo plays with sounds and music
The sun paints pictures

In colorful stained glasses

And tells the Bible stories.

I can see again how

Mercy leans over a beggar

Love attires in a white veil

Death plays requiem

Arranging the words in a prayer

[ forget about fear and sadness.

And find a piece of heaven on the Earth
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95. Gaia

Q

Emerged from the depths of chaos
Mother of sky, mountains, sea, man.
She wove the thread of life

From many intimately linked elements.

We are one big family.

And depend on each other

- Humans, plants, animals.
We share a common destiny.

Man belongs to the Earth

And is a small part of the weave.

Harming the soll, flora or fauna

He condemns himself to death in solitude
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96. A perfect man

()
Q Q

I was late.

[ added my name

To the visitor’s Red Book.

Most of the guests left.

[ did not get to know them.

Here [ am, almost alone in the big hall.
Sorrow - I did not get to know them.

The trees from the Amazon
Went out roaring.

A few leaves on the ground.

The birds flew.

Some feathers remain in silence.
Mammals and fish disappeared.
A few pieces of hair and scales.

Lonely, sad planet.

| feel alienated.
[ - the perfect Man
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97. The twilight

oo

[ like this moment very much,
When sun greets the moon.

It is the end of a hard - working day
And the beginning of night.

The twilight covers the sky
Delicately with a black veil and
Slowly scatters silver stars.

The coolness and grey of night
Put out colorful bird’s song

And wake up the noiseless bats.
The frogs and crickets

Begin their evening concert.

[ admire this time of transformation
As the light turns into darkness
And the day turns into night
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98. The smell of bread

¢

At dawn the wind blew

The first ray of the sun

Looked out from behind dark clouds
And warmed the green sea of grass.
Golden pollen of blooming cereals
A huge flower rises up and

Elegantly smiles at the world

Was it truly created by the wind
Wandering among the ears of corn.

Maybe the wind ran across the field,
Like a wild horse, its main flowing
Whilst its hooves kicked up dust

In the undulating field.

Millions of particles blown together

To create a flower so beautifully formed
It releases a sweet smell from its cup
For all to enjoy

Q
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99. Autumn

oo

Autumn is sometimes
Sleepy, sentimental and reflective.

Shrouded in fog of mystery.

It teaches us to make sense of concepts
Such as -

Persistence, sleep, hibernation,
Departure, death.

Golden-purple leaves fall from trees,
And cover the hideousness of the earth.

I know, that all of them will fall.

[ know, what will happen next,

When they change color to rusty-brown
And mix with the mud.

It does not grieve, surprise or worry me.
It must be so. There is no turning back.

Nothing will change the order of the world.

Everyone and everything will turn into dust,
That the earth will absorb, the wind sweep away
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100. Autumn letters

() ()
Q 0

Time hangs the colorful lanterns on the trees.
The sun illuminates the dyed leaves.
Beeches glow purple, maples are gilded.

Wind lays the rustling carpets,
Hangs on the branches and flowers
Long, silver gossamer threads.

It casts down the chestnuts with a crash,
Dries flowers with droplets of morning dew

Seals yellow letters - leaves, spreads.

Invitations to welcome Indian summer

101. Autumn rain

ole

It rained.
A few drops changed the world.
Autumn began and summer was ovetr.

The park was no longer green.
Trees were in purple fire of leaves
The gold ones glittered in the sun.
Damp mists spin among grasses.

Summer hung on a thread

Of Indian summer.

The cobweb burst and cold wind
Swept it away
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102. Autumn walk

ole

Bubbles on the slopes

Foretell bad weather.

We wander along the park’s paths.
Hidden under an umbrella,
Despite the damp cold.

Look my dear!
So recently it was spring,

The world displayed colours.

Then, summer was over -
Now it is autumn and chestnuts are bursting.

Another year is passing.
Our life is getting shorter

103. Autumn peace

oo

Autumn woven from mists,
Flows with rain drops.

Dampness is gray.

Colors of the leaves fade

Bare trees fall asleep

Under the rustling shawls.

Cawing crows announce winters chill.

[ admire the constancy of
Life’s rhythm and nature.
It’s the same every year.
There is fragile nostalgia
And sleepy calm in the fall
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. 104. November .

November arrives.

Rain clouds, as big as pillows, cover the gray sKky.
Trees no longer whisper and the birds fall silent.
Only sometimes,

Sad crows slash the silence with loud cawing.

At night, frost visits the fields, turning meadows gray.
The last colorful leaves flow off with the wind somewhere.
The naked birches sleep, dream winter dreams,
Patiently wait for the distant spring,

Silhouette blackly, against the distant sky,

Like lofty Corinthian columns

105. Not surrendering to autumn

() ()
Q Q

Big drops of rain splash the windows.
Strong wind plucks the last leaves from the trees
It is dark outside as the days wane.

I light our home with scented candles,
Drink some raspberry tea with honey.
[ do not give up depression
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) 106. Sometime in autumn

()
Q 0

We walked in the park, hidden under an umbrella
Thick fog imbued us with melancholy,
and cold touched our hands.
Clouds supporting the weight of the rain,
hung low over the trees.
Puddles mirrored the reflections of lanterns,
tired by the night vigil.

Suddenly the sun glimmered, and autumn smiled.
Trees discarded grayness, in favor of color.
Droplets of dew sparkled, and rusty chestnuts
danced across the paths.
Yellow leaves, fragrant with moisture,
twirled in the breeze.

You spoke quietly of love.

You spun words like threads of Indian Summer.

I committed to memory vibrations of voice

And embrace of clasped fingers.

You held me,

And then you wove an engagement ring out of the grass
-With a white daisy for the diamond
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107. The next chance

() ()
Q Q

Carmine roses bloom in the midst of winter,
Drowsy violets peak from under leaves

And daisies stand white in the grass.

The sun heats the earth

And brightens short days with a warm glow.

[ notice a tenderly embraced couple in a park.
Gracious fate gives them one more chance
For an unexpected meeting.

Eyes, surrounded by rays of wrinkles, laugh.
Wind ruffles hair, tosses delicate

Silver threads of gossamer.

And so, unannounced, tardy love arrived
They have a choice of a new path,
Maybe the last chance for happiness.
Life took away their naive faith

And burned away old feelings.

It left them some dreams

And much hope for a better tomorrow

They are lost in thoughts

Doubts and fears spring up

From the shadows like ghouls

The head says: no... it’s not worth it... think it over...
The heart says-yes... go forwards... fall in love...

Nature stopped the hands of the clocks.
Red flowers bloom
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108. As the city sleeps.

Q 0

As the city sleeps

Only the single, yellow eyes of the windows sense.
The street lamps delicate light,

Scattering the darkness of the night.

Within its arms,
Silence covers the city and rocks it to sleep.
A gray, heavy fog engulfs the city in a tight cocoon.

Sleep, sleep, sleep

Whisper the shops and neon signs.
Dream, dream, dream

Murmur the houses and cars.

Good night
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Poetry (Telugu)

1
2
3
4.
5.
6
7
8
9.
1

0.

Alchemy

Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam

Tea Kappulo Toofan

Tangeti Junnu

Karakatakam (Cancer)

Oka Sarassu — Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
Marana Saasanam

Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram

Kuyyo — Morro Satakam

Bhairava Satakam

Poetry (English)

11

15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.

21

. Shades
12.
13.
14,

The Twilight Zone

My Poem is My Birth Certificate

The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,

The Typewriter and The Pen

The Vigilance Whistle!

How to Cook a Delicious Poem

Windows and Apples

The Guerdon of Poesy

The Haste Land

Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...

. The Poet that launched a thousand poems
22.
23.

Walking with My Moon
Reflections



lll. Stories, Novels, Essays... (Telugu

24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)

25. Chupke — Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana

27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)

29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)

31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu — kavitalu

34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

IV Stories, Novels, Essays (English)

35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

V Translations (English to Telugu)

38. lliad (Homer)

39. Odyssey (Homer)

40. Epic Cycle (Homer)

41. Three Greek Tragedies

42. The Poems of Sappho

43. Aeneid (Virgil)

44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)

46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)

48. Faust (Goethe)

49. World Famous Stories

50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry

51. William Blake Poetry

52. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part |
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part I
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part lll
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part V
57. Russian Poetry

58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
59. Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)

175



60.
61.
62.
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70.
71.
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91.
92.
93.
94.
95.

Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)

Christu Adbhuta Geethalu

The Path of Christ

Silappadikaram

Manimekhala

Sangam Poetry

Conference of Birds (Attar)

Masnavi - Part 1

Masnavi - Part 2

Masnavi - Part 3

Masnavi - Part 4

Masnavi - Part 5

Masnavi - Part 6

Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)

Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)
Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)
Prema Kurisina Velalo... (Master Poems in English-3)
Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)
Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)
Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)
Endaa — Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)
Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)
Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)
The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)

Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)

Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)

Century of Love (Roula Pollard)

Pablo Neruda Poetry

Mexican Poetry

Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)
Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)

Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)

Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)

96.
97.
98.

176

Bhagavatam (Potana)
Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)
Modern Bhagavadgita



99.

100.
101
102.
103.
104.
105.
106.
107.
108.
109.

Samparayam (Suprasanna)
The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)

. The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)

We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)

The Tears of Bliss

This is no Streaking (Stories — K.K. Menon)

The Pool of Blood (Novel — Ampasayya Naveen)
Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

New ones- to be released

110.
111.
112.
113.
114.
115.
116.
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119.
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121.

Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)

Inanna (The queen of Earth and Heavens)

Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)

Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)

Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)

Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)

The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)

The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)

The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)

The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)

The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad and many more...
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