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I AM CRYING YOU, MORNING
Translated into English by Smiljana Piksiades (CANADA)

Eehind the horizon the light is spraying.
The sky trembles like a tear

The wingad summer wilts.

Through the algas a lonesome dew slides.

Trees hold empty nests in their hands,

1 quietly sing birds psalms.

In the empty night, empty star is falling.
Empty gaze of water is still cloudy.

I read an exclamation of silence
and drink the morning blood stream aloud.
The morning is taking deep breaths.

With its soft palms of the hands,

the haze crumbles poams.

Heart's bezting is not quieter
Unbelievable sobs, like as if it was dead.
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NIGHT BUS

SUMMER Translatad into English by James Sutheriand Smith [UK)

Translated inte English by James Sutherland Smith (UK)

i 1 admire the smiles
The sun smashes our windows.
of the wax figures

An urgent song reaches us from the street. and the drunks

on the cellophane sky Their faith
steam condenses, Their humillit-,,r
Unconfirmed reports are reproduced Their pmcisio;._

zbout the wind. Their infallible wisdom

The trees are the first to begin to talk determined by the office of normalization.

about the twao of us. .
I admire

their wallpapered souls

full of light and brecade.

Their responsibility and legality
surpassing

the price of taxis and wine.

I'm terrified by the indifference
with which they listen
to the heavy breathing of the last trolley buses.
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