Hukonan Munues, TU U KOTKUTE CIIEQOBEN

26 CTUXOTBOPEHUA OT NNIOBOB

You and the Cats in the Afternoon
26 poems of love

NMpeBoa Ha aHrNMUUCKU AHrennHa AnekcaHgpoBa

2

B cpepnaTta Ha KocuTe T € CIbHYEBO.

B cpeparta Ha kocuTe Tu € tonn.

W ctasa Bce no tonu —

3aLL0TO CK Ce cpecana Ha NnbT,

KOWTO BbPBW OT HAN-BUCOKMSA TU NMpeLusieH
1 NoTbBa B NATOTO.

A nHa4e KocataTn e YepHa.

2

The center of your hair holds the sun.

The center of your hair holds July.

July is getting more and more July

because you parted your hair

and the path rises from your highest vertebra
and sinks into the summer.

And anyway, your hair is black.

4
Ty MupuLLeLw Ha OTBOPEH NPO30peEL,
3aLL0TO MABALL BUHArM OTHAKbAE.

W TouHO B Ta3n nunca Ha KOHKPETHOCT
ca Mb4yHUTE

onaroyxaHusi.

MposopeubT, pa3bupa ce, e pokns,
KOSITO a3 3abpassim Aa 3aTBOPS.

B rpaguHaTa noHMKBa MEHTOB OXJ1H0B
v rmena

KbM KOCUTE T Harope.

4
You smell of open window

as you always come from somewhere.
And that lack of concrete form

holds

the difficult aromas.

The window is a dress, of course

which | forget to close.

A spearmint snail grows in our garden
and watches up, his gaze up on your hair.

7

A3 we HanycHa paboTa 3aBuHarm,

3a [Ja Te Yyakawm,

KaTo cBbpLuBaLl paboTa.

M Wwe octaBam ¢ YacoBe Ha brbna

B M3TPBMHAMNO OT CEHKN HETbLPNEHME.

A3 Te obnyam noBeye OT BPEMETO,
Korato umeHaTta HU rm HAMaLle.
JlekyBait MosiTa HENOHOCKMa fornKa

C NpucbLCTBUE

OT APYrn U3MEPEHUSI.

A3 CbM HanycHarn BCUYKUTE CU CTUXOBE
N BCUYKNTE CU paboTu 1 pymu.

Ena cu paHo,

3a Ja cbuMHABamMe

Mernoauu 3a pubuTe B rpaguHara.

7

| will forever leave my working place

To wait for you

when you leave work for home .

And I'll remain to wait around the corner
for hours in the shadows of impatience.

| love you more than all those old passed days
when our names were equal to none.

Repair my unbearable logic

with presence

from another amplitudes.

And | have left behind all of my poems

and all of my occupations and my verses
Please, come home early

so we can put together

some music for the fish in our garden.




He ce nnawm,

ye nuwem bruorpadun,

KaTo pucyBame C pble no Bogonaja.

A3 LWe Te B3ema B LecT 6e3 MHOro Marsiko,
3a da v Kaxa

0a OTUAEM HAKbAE.

Do not be scared

we are writing memoirs

when we are drawing on the waterfall.
I'll come to meet you very close to six
and tell you

that we have to go to somewhere.
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OuunTe TV LWe cm BbpHaT
Npo3payYyHus BKYC Ha iHTap
caMo KoraTo onuTtam
rneakuTe B Tax

M TU Kaxa,

ye CbM MHOMo AbJ160KO.

Lian >kvBOT CbM rnagysan nensaxu...
M 3aL0To BevepTa e CbM cTap,
nckam To3un cnepnobepn

Ja Me rnegatu

1 ga Mucns,

ye CU BCUYKO HAOKOIO.
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Your eyes will regain
their clear taste of amber
only when | taste

the views in them

and confirm to you

| sunk into the deep.

I've starved without landscapes all my life.
And as I'm getting old toward the evening,
| want you to watch me

in this afternoon

and think that you are

everything around.
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Korato me BMAs 3a NbpBy NbT, MU Ka3a:
, 1y cn gonge”.

Korato Te Bugsx 3a nbpBu NbT, T Kasax:
,Camo c Tebe cbM HAKbAe.”

W 3abpaBux ga Te nonutam
Ha KOs ynuua n agpec XXuseem B TOBa
CTUXOTBOPEHWE...
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When you met me for the first time, you told
me:

“You got home.”

When | met you for the first time, | told you:
“Only with you I’'m somewhere.”

And | forgot to ask you
which street we dwell in at

this poem...
17 17
loBopwm ce, A rumour goes

ye nmall eguHanceT OT BCUYKUTE MU AieceT
KHUTWN.

U owie ce rosopw,

ye KoraTo HULLIO He CbM nucan,

TW CV roBopuna ¢ eaHa 3abpaBeHa Bbpxy
ObpBOTO MMAA

1 CM s MONnuna 3a HALLO Ha CBeTa Ja He
nonuTa.

Ako TOBa e BSIpHO,

3Ha4un a3 CbM TO3M XKaHp,

onpegeneH KaTo eneruvsi, NoHMKHana B
ropara.

M nmam npaso

caMo JEeCeT LUMNKW Aa pasgam

that you got eleven of my ten books.
Another rumour goes

that when | did not write a single word,

you spoke with a clam forgotten on the tree
and bid her, for the sake of Lord, not to fly.
If this is true,

then I'm this very genre,

defined as an elegy, which sprouted in the
forest.

| have the right

to give away just ten briars

and to confess to you - the highest holds your
wind.




1 [a TV Kaxka — B Hail-BUCOKaTa e TBOST
BATHP.

A3 He npecmsiTam HULWLO... [laxke To3u Nnoc
Me pasntonsiBa u TPEBOXN C HEBb3MOXXHOCT.
[oBOpM ce, Ye 3HaeL BCUYKO MOE Han3ycT,
O0pu TOBa NpoBna4YyeaHe Ha nyfnca Mu KbM
npo3sa.

AKO He e TaKka, ToraBa Kow e 4yen

OykBapa C U3noKbCaHun pacTeHms?

M ko Hag MeH Taka ce e npuBen —

KaTo NOCneaHoTO B CBETA CTUXOTBOPEHUNE?

M nocne ce rosopu,

ye TOBa e M,

UI031s B HEOBNaAeHN CTpodu.
He 6pon o gecer...

Heka cn cegum —

KaTo goLunu

B OMONMoTeKa rocTu.

| do not calculate a thing ... Even this plus
makes me nervous and worried with
impossibility.

A rumour goes that you know all my words by
heart,

even this slow pace of my pulse to prose.

If it's not so, then who has read

the grammar book with torn plants?
And who has leaned over my shoulder, -
like the last poem of the world?

And then a rumour goes

that it is smoke,

illusion in unconquered verses.
Do not count to ten ...

Let us sit down -

like visitors

in public library.
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3aloTo 3HamMm, Ye noboBTa e pestome
Ha MOKbP CHS,

He Mora [a TU Ka)ka HULLIO noBeYe

OT MOJTOBUH CHEXWHKA.
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As I'm aware love ‘s a summary
of soggy snow,

| cannot utter anything exceeding
half a snowflake.
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Korato ce pasxoxgam c Tebe nog pbka,
a3 BMK4am MHOro npunaratesiHu.

Ho HuKoe He T noaxoxaa

noBeYe OT MEH.

Korato ce pasxoxgam c Tebe nog pbka,

as Cu 3anuceBamM Han3ycT KakBOTO MUCTIULLL.
M cbm 3anomMHMN eaHO NPOCTO n3peveHne:
,He nckam Huo noeeye.”

Korato ce pa3xoxngam Cc Tebe nopg PBKa,
as npemMmmnHaBam nog AbpBeTta N 3Ha4EeHUA.
M HuKkora He e gocTaTb4yHO ganede,

3a [ia T pa3Kaxa.
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When we walk, your hand under mine,
| see many adjectives.

But none of them is more adjacent

to you than me.

When we walk, your hand under mine,

| write by heart of what you think.

| have remembered just one single sentence:
“I ask for nothing more. “

When we walk, your hand under mine,
| pass under trees and meanings.

And it is never too far for us

to tell you all about it all.
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KoraTo ce pasxoxaam ¢ Teb,
3abpaBsiM No eAHO CTUXOTBOPEHME.
3abpassm kydapa cu,

B KOWMTO HOcex obnauu,

rpaguHaTa c YepeLum

W pekarta.
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When | walk around with you,
each time | forget a poem.

| forget my suitcase

full of clouds,

the cherry orchard

and the rivers.




3abpaesim cnbHYorneguTe —
Te BUHaru ca My npunuyanu
Ha MpaBKM B KOLLUHMLA.

Mnu Ha MHOro mpaBku

B XXbJ1Ta KOLWHMLA.

LLle T npn3Has HeLlo yanBUTENHO —
KoraTto ce pasxoxgam ¢ Teb,
3abpaBsM MMETO Ha KHUTUTE,
KOMTO CbM npoyen.
3abpassam cu rpamaTukaTa —
C HeMHaTa rpagmHcka

W yXXxacHa nogpeaeHocT.
3abpasam gaxe,

Yye ga TM Hanuwa NMeTo,

MK TpsibBaT noseve

OT BCMYKM BykBU B a3bykara.

W 3aTtoBa e Han-eCcTeCTBEHO
Aa He noMmpbaBaMme...

M pa He xoaum

CbBbPLUEHO HUKBAE,

OCBEH [0 Kpas

Ha oTbnacbUUTE B CTaATa,
KOWUTO ce npeckavar

KaTo 3apyeTa.

| forget the sunflowers-
they’ve always reminded me
of ants in a basket.

Or of many ants

in yellow basket.

| will confess to you a marvelous thing —
when | walk with you

| forget the titles of the books
I've read.

| forget about my grammar
with its cultivated

and horrible order.

| even forget that

to write your name

| need more letters

than exist in alphabet

And that’s why it is most natural thing
not to move...

And not to walk

perfectly to nowhere

apart to the end

of the flicks in the room

which jump over one another

like dices.
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He nomHsa nmeHa...

W 3aToBa TV BUHaru ce kassall rno eauH u
CbLLM HAYUH.

He ce cbpan — He NOMHS UMeHa.

Ho 3Ham, 4e UMeTO T e HanpaBeHo OT
6aBHM ByKkBW.

N konkoTo Aa 6bp3am Aa ro nspeka,
TO CW CEQIM Ha Kpasi Ha XX1BOoTa MU
N HUKBbE HE XOaM.
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| do not remember names...

That’s why your name is always one and the
same.

Don’t get mad at me — | do not remember
names.

But | know your name is written in capitals.

No matter how fast | strive to pronounce it,
it stands at the end of my life paragraph
and moves to nowhere.




