ZK6pma Ta péda, KpAaci 6To NOTNPI

AvakateUw TNV OKEWN PoU
Kal €iocal nAvta Nnapwyv, ayannuéve Qile
EouU oile

H kapdid pou pupilel To KAPEVO TNG YNG

Mupicel Tnv epnpid Tou 0ACOUG

TOV NOVO TOU OEVTPOU

Me novdel n anwA&ia Twv avunoyiacTwy NOUAIDV
JE MOVAEl N oTAXTN GTO BOAG vEPD

JE MOVAEI TO HaUPO TwV PORICPEVWY POdWV

TO TPOPAYMEVO YARYIOUA TOU OKUAOU

0 onapayuog yia Tov AvBpwno

H pop@n cou kai ndAl unpooTd pou MNATpokAe
VA KOITAEI Kal VA OEIXVEI

Xioviopévo Aeukod To Bouvd

okopmnia Ta péda, Kpaci 6To NOTNPI

Tn AUpa ota OAXTUAQ

Xapapdda oTo pwe

aonida otn Anén

Tng yng ol NANy€Q
Ol NANYEG Uag
va KAgioouv



Pa3bpocaHHbie po3bl, BUHO B GoKane

(MeLwaHHble YyBCTBA M HABS34MBbIE MbICIU
Ho Bceraa B HUX Tbl, MO NtOOUMBII ApYr
Tol, MOV opyr

Moé cepjLie YyBCTBYET 3anax ropenomn 3emam
[lukoro neca

bonu pepesbes

MHe 60/1bHO OT HELOCTaTKa HUYEro He NOAO03PEBAIOLLMX MTHLL
MHe 6011bHO OT Nenfia B MyTHOM Boge

MHe 60/1bHO OT YePHOTbI HaMyraHHbIX o3
OT HanyraHHoro nasHMa cobak

Ot rops 3a yenoseka

1 BHOBbL TBOS PUrypa Npeao MHoM, [aTpokn
CMoTpS 1 noka3blBas

Ha 6enyto ropy, NOKpbITyt0 CHErom
Pa3bpocaHHble posb

BuHo B 6okane

JIMpy Ha KOHUYMKax ManbLes

TpewuHy B cBete

LLlnT 3a6BEHNS

PaHbl 3emnu.

Hawwu pabl

[lycTb 3aKpoIOTCS

2 xoAn Oudédoug



Scattered roses, wine in a glass

| dig into my thoughts
And you are always there, my beloved friend
You, my friend

My heart can smell the burnt earth,

the wilderness of the forest

the pain of the tree

I'm hurt by the loss of the unaware birds

I'm hurt by the ashes in the blurry waters

I'm hurt by the blackness of the scared roses
by the frightening barking of the dog

by the heartache for the human

Your figure stands in front of me

once again, Patroclus

looking and pointing at the mountain covered in snow
Roses scattered everywhere, wine in a glass

The lyre touching the fingers

A crack in the light

A shield to oblivion

These wounds of the Earth

Our wounds

May they heal

2 xoAn Ouoédoug



