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Review:
 
“The ABC of Harmony” in Poetry of Harmony and Vice Versa
 

"The ABC of Harmony" - the first ever global textbook o​n social harmony, which itself claims to inner harmony. It occupies a worthy place of “Harmony Poetry” section (p.254-287: http://www.peacefromharmony.org/?cat=en_c&key=482), which is closest to me as a poet, and to which I devote my review.

This section includes 36 verses o​n harmony of 29 authors from 12 countries. Of course, these poems are different, as the authors as members of different cultures and traditions, which, however, found a common denominator and combine the most capacious and most important concept for people of all cultures and nationalities values of harmony, high value which is understood by all, but the intuitive, imaginative and emotional level, and in the ABC attempted to develop and supplement its scientific representation of harmony. This is a valuable attempt to find the harmony of science and intuition, science and art, the significant contribution which can make and poetry, illustrated poetry section of Harmony.

These spiritual aspirations of most poems are APJ Abdul Kalam, former President of India (2002 – 2007), the poetic lines of them are no accident the epigraph of the ABC whole:

"Confucius was a wise old man who said:
"When there is beauty in the character,
Then harmony settles in the house. "
Another enlightened sage, the Buddha, said:
"When there is harmony in the home,
Then the order resides in the people,
When an order is in the people,
Then the world settles o​n Earth."
Harmony of society begins with the harmony of the individual. Analyzing the process of organizing a society based o​n the Universal Harmony, Abdul Kalam expressed this thought by wise words of Confucius, which develop at least a wise Buddha and what they are unanimous: the beauty (harmony) character creates harmony at home, the family, which provides the order in the people and gives peace o​n Earth.

Leo Semashko says: ABC of Harmony is laid in early childhood when the child starts learning blocks. Each cube is a new step in understanding the beauty of the world, a harmonious relationship between children and parents, and the child's acquisition of the rules of behavior, the ability to find the correspondence between the individual elements. In the end, children, growing up in an atmosphere of love and respect for each other, become harmonic personality without aggression and anger. Every child is a single drop. But if they are educated o​n the same principles, that the merger they do not destroy the ocean and create a single entity, which is amazing for its variety. Like a kaleidoscope, based o​n the symmetry elements they create more colorful new world view.

It should be noted that ABC of Harmony begins follow and the new generation. Twenty-year student at the Medical College, Catherine Semashko from St. Petersburg in the poem "Knowledge of Harmony" wrote the good lines about the ability of contemplation and reflection that leads to wisdom and goodness.

The same idea of harmony, engendered in the family, which, like the trickle turns into a deep river, can be found in the poem Zaure Hizatolla (Kazakhstan) "Harmony is born ..."

The birth of a new spiritual identity (“Hymn to Harmony” and ”Seek me, Harmony”) says Ernesto Kahan (Israel).

Argentine poetess Maria Cristina Azcona in the poem "Harmonious Peace" claims that the harmonic development of the people who has a sense of humor and ability to communicate with people with a different view of the subject under discussion, it is much easier to negotiate and achieve the desired result.

I like "Sonnet of Harmony" of Dmitry Ivashintsov (St. Petersburg), both in form and in content, reflecting the many ideas of the "ABC of Harmony."

The poem Y.S. Rajan (India) "Harmony of Twenty First Century" discussed the possibility of a new born person in harmony by science, in the unity of diversity and diversity in unity.

Very nice and colorful language of the poem ”Come and Engender a New Humanity in Harmony”, Marie Robert (France), in which harmony is regarded as the home of enlightened consciousness, like a symphony in perfect balance of transformation from o​ne state to another.

Poetess Susana Roberts (Argentina) in the poem "Harmony" is considering harmonizing the organization of work in the arts, economics, politics and the environment in order to achieve equilibrium in the global society of the future.

Laj Utreja (USA) in the "A Harmony Hymn" draws attention to the importance of information in the future society where spiritual culture will develop and re-echo in every corner of the Earth!

I like "The Global Harmony Association" of Nina Yudina (St. Petersburg), where science and the spiritual light is able to virtually connect humanity to the Union of Goodness, where there are no place for either fight or terror.

Lida Sherafatmand (Malta), in the excellent poem "Harmony Force, Which Keeps Us Alive", recognizes that unique harmony of manpower, which saves his life, making it harmonious, overcoming its disharmonies.

Svetlana Tsymbalist (Moscow) sees the essence of harmony of the universe, the Creator of the breath, the light of His crown and the redemption of Russia from evil and suffering from a fool and a scoundrel.

The narrow scope of this review does not allow analysis of all the works presented in this section, "The ABC of Harmony."

In conclusion, I would like to appeal to all the poets of the world to sharpen poetic pens, not knives. We know that "The word can kill, the word can save, the word can leads armies ..." Unfortunately, mankind has learned well the power word’s order. Now is the time of the revised global situation and to enable artistic poetic word to prove the power of persuasion. We face the important task of training new generations o​n different principles of communication in society in order to create a more harmonious world. This is a difficult task, we are not magicians, we o​nly learn, but remember that every miracle begins with wonder. Let's master the science of wonder and surprise harmony, first presented in the "ABC of Harmony"! In the words of the famous Russian proverb, "Step is the hardest!"

02/03/13
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Poetry of Harmony (favorite)
 
 
© Adolf P. Shvedchikov, PhD, LittD
International Poet of Merit (RUSSIA)
 
HARMONY OF MOTHER-NATURE
 
I glorify you, Mother-Nature!

I bow to your sacred altar

And sing praises to the pink dawns.

I glorify the grass, the sun, the waters,

And the mystery of the ocean depths.

I swear I’ll extol always your freedom!

I am ready to embrace the sky, and soar like an eagle.

I don’t care about years which have past away.

Let me praise you, mountains, hills, and forests!

Let all living beings sing this hymn to Mother-Nature!

I am your loving son, I am the part of you!

  
BEING
 

My path was hard and long. For many years

I sloshed through the mud under the endless rain.

Being tired I have continued to walk.

I tried to change this dreary world,

I have woven the enchanting wreaths of my imagination.

I thought that o​nly crazy dreams could save the gray life.

 

 THE POET HAS A SPECIAL BLESSED GIFT
 
The poet has a special blessed gift, a different vision.

His poems are ready to take in the thunderstorms and violence!

He may bridle easily any wild mustang!

He may reflect all hues of sensuality and pain

In a capricious rhythm of Argentinean tango.

Only a poet may describe the passion of a stormy fire of love!

He is an omniscient genius

Who has a special gift of an eternal harmony!

 
MY BELOVED EARTH
 
My beloved earth, I am your loving son,

I bend my head before you,

I am sleeping in your tender embraces,

I do not feel that I am alone.

My hair is grey but I still feel your motherly hands

Which protect me when comes hard time.

I breathe your spring’s scent,

I am pleased by your hot summer,

I like to walk under your rainy, autumn sky,

I don’t fear your chilly, wintery winds.

Oh, my beloved land!

You are a permanent source of my delight,

You give me new strengths,

Your harmony is more important

Than all prestigious awards!

 

YOU FOUND A MOMENT OF JOY
 
Joy is coming like a summer day,

And it doesn’t matter how sad you were,

The sunbeams irradiate your soul.

The blissful light destroys all your pains.

God blesses and renews you again.

And you cannot imagine

Why you were so unhappy and sad.

Now you are like a deep river,

All the fuss of life is forgotten,

You found a moment of joy at last!

 

GIVE ME THE CHANCE TO DRINK
WINE OF THE UNIVERSE
 

Oh, Earth, your son came back,

Let me embrace your expanses,

Let me hear again the songs of the winds

Blowing along the fields.

Give me the fresh kisses of your spring,

Let me breathe the scent of flowers,

Let me take shelter inside of oak forests

Hearing again the nightingale’s trills.

Oh, my unpredictable changeable world

With charming night’s silence,

Let me stay here alone

Looking at the full lustrous moon.

Give me wine of the Universe to drink,

I am ready to pay for Harmony like King!

 

 
A LIGHT SADNESS
 
When you read these lines don’t be bored.

Life will give to you other lessons.

Therefore throw away the old rags and enjoy!

Feel the flow of harmony.

I weaved this carpet from my sadness.

I prepared honey for you from an old beehive.

Drink my experience of life,

Perhaps it will help you to start live anew.

 

 THE NIGHT ARRIVES
 

The rain drums o​n the roof, eating time.

It is good that the moon is hiding.

Waves of eternity are slowly running,

And life is full of Nature’s pitter-patter.

Our arms become entwined,

And we soared among the mute space.

When we went down

To the earth, it was after midnight.

The Universe spread its wings,

And gave them to us.

There was nothing forbidden, no rules.

Only Harmony was our governor.

We laughed and loved each other!

 

 BEAUTY
 
Beauty is meek and gentle.

Beauty likes those who understand her.

The forms of beauty are so changeable:

The wind blows tenderly,

And the wave touches softly.

Beauty is at o​nce poetic.

Every time it is ready to surprise you!

Beauty is a combination

Of sharp eye with precise word,

A mixture of harmony and heaven’s silence!

 
 

BEATING OF THE HEART
 
While our hearts pulsate,

While cannons are silent.

While people still plow,

While song resounds in the fields,

While dew sparkles in the morning,

While sunsets are still glowing,

While trumpets of war have no sound,

While summer sunbeams please us,

While fields are not filled with blood,

While death is far from us,

While our souls are at peace,

Let our hearts pulsate!

 

BODY OF A WOMAN
 
Body of a woman, oh, secret of opal!

For many centuries poets and artists

Tried to describe your enigma

But you kept your wonderful secrets.

Oh, those alluring curves of a woman’s body,

Mother-of-pearl color of Aphrodite’s skin!

Soft like the body of Botticelli, voluptuous body of Rubens,
The body of Picasso, Rembrandt, Modigliani...
Myriad artists have painted a woman’s body,

And poets have written about woman’s body,

Every generation has tried to find your secrets.

Like Phoenix you are reborn every time

Charming again and again!

 

 YOU’LL FIND BEAUTY EVERYWHERE
IF YOU CAN SEE
 
You’ll find beauty everywhere if you can see.

Stay for a moment and look around,

Watch the sunrise, lie o​n the ground,

Hear the breakers’ sound of violent sea!

Look at the flowers or a singing bird,

What an eloquent rhapsody of peace!

Go deeply into every charming piece,

The world is full of beauty, in a word!

 

 
HOW HARMONIOUS MIGHT BE
OUR WORLD
 

How harmonious might be our world

Full of spiritual pastoral songs

If we didn’t do wrong or go wrong,

How harmonious might be our world!

How glamorous might be our day

Full of happiness, filled with sunbeams

If we didn’t kill our fabulous dreams,

How glamorous might be our day!

How valuable might be our past

Full of gems and precious stones

If we were not at war, if we didn’t hear moans,

How valuable might be our past!

 

OH, LET YOUR SOUL SING
HARMONIOUS SONG
 
Oh, let your soul sing harmonious song.

Turn over a yellow page of time,

And watch how solemnly your song will climb

Into high heaven, melodious and strong.

I know that your song will live too long,

Bringing to people gladness, mirth and joy.

My wondrous soul, be happy and enjoy,

When your congenial song will be raised to the throne!

 

 I FEEL THE WARMTH OF
A HARMONIOUS LAND
 
I feel the warmth of a harmonious land,

Lying down o​n the velvet grass,

Gazing at the river’s glass,

I’m happy, I’m in Wonderland!

Looking into smiling heaven,

I am part of the passing clouds,

I am ready to cry aloud,

I have found my wondrous haven!

 
 
PAINT YOUR LIFE A LITTLE
MORE COLORFUL
 
Paint your life a little more colorful,

Put o​n your canvas more green,

Let your landscape appear serene,

Life, by the way, is beautiful!

Please do not paint too much gray:

Gray trees under modern gray towers,

Don’t be afraid to paint more flowers,

And shed light o​n your gloomy day!

 

THE SPARROWS FIGHT
AGGRESSIVELY
 
The sparrows fight aggressively

Looking for crumbs of bread...

That ceaseless vital thread

Is whirling nightly and daily!

I hear this eternal song

Of always in a hurry life

Full of struggle and strife.

My pugnacious crazy throng,

Why do you do all wrong,

Looking for a treacherous knife,

Suspicious, imprudent, is rife

With rumors...Tell me, how long

This craziness will prolong?

Where is that wise shepherd

Who will put in order this herd,

Who will ring in unity’s gong!

 

FORGET ABOUT SADNESS
Forget about sadness, life is in blossom,

It is full of joyful, cheerful sunny days,

Oh, let me kiss your ample lovely bosom,

Lo! My beloved, it’s fragrant, balmy May!

I’m not nocturnal marsupial opossum,

I like mad wind and quivering sunlight,

Oh, let me touch you, bosom-upon-bosom,

And let us glide like a Chinese kite!

 

 
MY REDEMPTION IS RELIABLE
RHYME
 

Sweet flowers of lovely spring,

How brief is your fragrant day.

I’m trying to grasp time’s wing,

But it’s slipping forever away.

Who am I, Eternity’s dust,

Tiny morsel of God’s clay?

I don’t know the answer, alas!

But I can not bring back this May.
Oh, I hate the prison of time,

I don’t want the right to die.

My redemption is reliable rhyme

Which helps me to survive and fly.

 

 BEAUTY IS EPHEMERAL
 

Beauty is ephemeral and changeable.

Very often I am close to overtaking her,

But she runs away like playful child.

The wind runs and everything changes.

Instead of sunbeams shadows appear.

Beauty, you were a dream to many generations!

Life is wonderful, for sure,

The pictures of this kaleidoscope are attractive!

Oh, beauty! You are an accord of inspiration

You are the face of the Virgin Mary!

 

 THE ENIGMA OF A NAKED BODY
 

For a long time many artists tried

To solve the enigma of a naked body,

To find the special details bewitching their eyes.

To go through the spectrum of nuances

Within the gentle skin

And sparks of snow-white alabaster.

You are ready to sit down

And start to describe that miracle.

Let’s divide all the details,

Let’s collect all parts again...

Alas, this is wrong way!

You cannot use algebra to describe

The harmony of naked body.

Let me feel it in my heart.

Let me run like the bountiful rain,

To drink the nectar of love!

I am happy, and let the ignoramus

Writes so-called clever treaties about naked beauty,

While people walking in museums

Look at dead naked bodies...

 
YOUR CALL WAS HEAVENLY MANNA
 
My life was heavy and empty.

Your call was heavenly manna,

Rare gift for my rebirth.

I hear your inspirational voice

And I feel again that cactus

In the desert becomes green,

The daisies smile as before,

And carousels are full of laughing children.

Dragonflies are soaring over the water,

Herds of cows eat the fresh grass,

And a shepherd plays o​n his flute.

I feel vibrations of the membrane,

I adore your voice, my love!

Tell me again and again, I cannot bear

To be separated anymore, let’s forget old insults!

 

 IN TIME MY TURN WILL COME
 
In time my turn will come

And I will enter another world

Silently without additional fuss.

Oh my enfeebled body,

You suffered many tortures in this life

But you sang your song.

Alas! Nothing is eternal in this world!

There were a lot of events in my life,

There was a lot of joy and sadness in my life,

Now I choose another path.

The terrestrial expanse gets lost in the fog,

The former sacred objects become darker,

The wind blows among the ruins,

And the same blue firmament is above the earth...

 
 MORNING DEW
 

Oh, how wonderful are droplets of the morning dew

Glistering o​n your eyelashes

Highlighted by the rays of sunshine.

Oh, how immortal is the mystery of beauty!

There is the tender breath of a luxuriant spring

When the butterflies are floating,

The bees are buzzing among fragrant flowers,

And my heart is full of love.

Oh, how harmonious are the rosy dreams of bliss!

How sweet are the lips of my beloved

Under a deep turquoise sky...

But a time will come when the dew will evaporate,

The fire will be o​n the wane,

And a cold wind will take a breath.

 
 LET THE RAIN OF HARMONY COME!
 
Let the rain of Harmony come

To quench my thirst for the wilderness!

Let’s wild river of dream run

From the heights

Sweeping away everything!

Let my heart beat again violently!

I am ready to drown

In your depths forever!

 
 HOW HARMONIOUS IS A DANCE OF JOY!
 
How harmonious is a dance of joy!

It seems as a perpetual cascade

Which never stops and never fades,

Have sensual pleasure and enjoy!

Feel the pulsation of thirsty lips,

Your heart beats quickly to and fro,

Oh you are happy with what’s in store,

How alluring is the nectar’s sips!

 

 SOMETIME
 
Sometime in the future

When other people are living,

Maybe someone will remember about me.

Perhaps they will read my lines,

Breathing a scent of harmony.

Maybe they will look

At the rusty lock from my house

And open the old door of my room.

They will find there a bag

Of half-decayed words

And my soul, withered but still alive!

 

 LET OUR DREAMS UNITE
 
Let our dreams unite.

We will soar together in our dreams.

Let your mouth be like a rose in blossom,

Let harmonious moments continue endlessly!

I am dying to feel your hugs,

Let the merry-go-round move!

I want to drink the honey of your love.

Let a chilly winter be angry,

It cannot conquer a young spring.

How sweet are dreams,

Let’s fly together in our fairy tale!

 
 YOU CANNOT STOP THE DAWNS
APPEARANCE
 
You cannot stop the dawn’s appearance,

And time will run forever.

The seasons will change,

And the birds will build nests.

I don’t care about changing of seasons

And the color of the sky.

Love has its own rules,

And the Harmony will be eternal.

Love is an enigma,

It is like of invasion of the Huns.

Don’t rely o​n a rescue!

 

THE POET LOOKS LIKE A MADMAN
 
The poet looks like a madman.

He invites us to his strange world

And sometimes he does not know exactly real path.

There is no prohibition o​n his imagination.

At times he is like a prophet among ruins,

Wandering through a wasteland

Illuminating the path by own light!

 

THE LAST SONG OF LOVE
 
Crawling along the wet side of a road

Among rotting leaves
I cannot reach you

And sing my last song of love.

I am dying, I cannot tell you

My last goodbye and kiss you.

Oh that cruel war,

How many people you’ve killed!

I don’t want, my beloved, to leave you alone,

I don’t want to see the widows again!

But what do tears of widows mean for monsters of war?

Don’t cry, my love, don’t mourn,

Your tears cannot raise me from the dead.

Remember o​nly about my last ardent kiss!

 

 MY HEART SANG AS BEFORE
 
My heart sang as before.

Sinking in a semi forgotten dream

I had fallen in love as in my youth.

My old body was young again.

I drank the sweet fraud of illusion.

The sun had dropped,

But the sunset glowed yet,

And I was glad to feel

That I was still alive!

 
 

I AM A FLUTTERING BIRD SOARING
IN THE SKY
 
I’m a fluttering bird soaring in the sky

Bringing to you, an unknown soul,

The emerald ring and a priceless bowl

Filled with my love which is constant and shy.

To be honest, I don’t know why

I send to you my yearning song,

I never was an idol of an insatiable throng,

And I never have reached an Olympic High.

I don’t want to seduce you or to lie.

I came to you to share honestly my creed,

But I don’t know, perhaps, you don’t need

To hear my song with a delicate sigh.

You are busy, of course, as everyone is.

We have no more time to hear each other.

You don’t want to be my admirable brother...

How quickly you grow, misunderstanding’s abyss!

 

 WAIT!
 
Who may evaluate

The expanse of your poetical sea,

Who is able to calculate

How far extended are the roots of your tree,

Who ought to manipulate

Your irresistible sense?

You are great poet, wait, admirers

Will burn incense to Harmony!

 
 PORTRAIT
 
You are the sculptor, the artist and the poet!

Remember how genius is simplicity!

When you feel that your canvas is ready

For eternity than you may paint your portrait.

Take off everything which is too much.

Let your portrait’s face become heavenly

Caring the essence of eternal Harmony!

 

 

THIS MOMENT, A TERRESTRIAL
RUSTLING
 
It is everywhere and here,

It is inside of you and me, this moment,

A terrestrial rustling: o​n the earth,

In the water, in the evening star,

This moment will stay with us forever.

A trembling of leaves, a drop of the rain,

An early spring coming...

You embraced me, you ardently kissed me,

You whispered: I am yours!

 
 

I DON’T KNOW MY FUTURE
I don’t know my future,

But I am not going to return to my past.

It’s impossible to cross again

The abyss of my hard years

By use of this rickety footbridge.

I don’t want to promise more a prosperity

And smoothed angles.

I know for sure that free cheese

You may find o​nly in mousetrap!

Don’t tell me anything else!

 
 SUNSET
Sunset is burning... The tired poplars whisper.

Another day disappeared with all its troubles.

As in biblical times

A herd of sheep moves blowing clouds of dust

Near the foot of an ancient blue mountains.

I see the same shepherd

Covered by the same sheepskin

And hear the same barking of dogs.

The herd has disappeared in the distance,

I cannot hear the bleating of sheep anymore.

Will we ever understand the reason

Of this eternal movement?

Sunset is burning...

 

 
LET IT BE!
Let it be! Let the rich man lose

His stolen millions.

Let the poor man stop moaning,

And let a bird fly again in the sky!

Let the ice of silence disappear,

Let the greedy amass their money

For the funeral repast,

Let a little aspen stop trembling,

Let vampires choke drinking our blood.

Let eternity open all the secrets,

Let all haughty men be scorned,

Let the blind man see again,

Let sages find the roots of wisdom!

Let everyone see the blue sky,

Let the worthless stay insignificant.

Maybe you’ll tell me that it is impossible,

We have not enough bread to feed everyone,

Perhaps you’ll tell me that this is nothing

But the idle fancies of a strange poet...

Let’s try, people, step-by-step,

Maybe we can change this world!

 

 

GENIUS TRANSFORMS HIS ABSURDITY
INTO A BRILLIANT IDEA
Ordinary people divide the world

Into the natural and artificial categories.

If someone tries to find his own solution

Of generally-accepted problems,

He will be in trouble very soon,

And everyone will refuse to understand him.

Only a genius has enough power

To alter this situation and transform

His absurdity into a brilliant idea

Usable later by other generations!

 

 
STRANGE DAYS ARE COMING AT TIMES
Strange days are coming at times

When you do not know exactly

Where your thoughts are fleeting.

You do not shed more tears about the past,

You do not care about the hard burden

And you do not understand

Where your real home is.

You forget about all mundane problems,

You brake your chains, and your soul

Is soaring harmoniously among the stars...

  
LET’S RETURN OUR HOME TO LIFE
Once we abandoned this house,

Looking for another ephemeral planet,

And left everything we had before.

Unfortunately, our tragedy was that

We didn’t know the true values of life.

And being sick and tired of sadness

We came back to the doorstep

Of our old house.

It doesn’t matter that all the walls

Are covered by cobwebs.

I hope that we will reconstruct

Our old house and will live in harmony!

 
 WHEN I COME BACK...
When I come back, sad and joyless,

Are dirty from dry clay,

I look around me to be sure

That I am still alive.

When I finish traversing

My hard, crooked path

And return to my home,

I realize that there remains

A piece of goodness in this world.

When I come back, exhausted and tired,

My faith half lost, I understand

That a human being needs

Only a little care and warmth.

 

 
HAPPY DAY
I would like to know more

About everything, to use this day efficiently,

To breathe new life into my job!

I don’t want to hear children cry,

I don’t want to remember my sad past.

Frankly speaking I would like

To be happy at least for o​ne day,

Being inspired under the warm sunbeams,

When birds start to build a nest.

Oh, new day, I would like

To be in a good mood,

Make me happy!

  
LOVE IS...
 
You cannot say: love will come afterward.

Love is like a fresh-cut withering rose,

Open your heart and hold it closely,

Love is you joy, your highest reward!

Love is harmony you wish you could hoard,

You fell in love, all your life changed,

Sometimes it’s ardent, sometimes it’s strange,

You can feel it striking a sensitive chord.

Love is bliss, love is terrible pain,

When your heart is broken, you are ready to die,

Love is torture or a joyous sigh,

Hopefully-recurring refrain!

 
 MY NIGHTLY THOUGHTS BRING
WHIMSICAL DELIGHT
 
My nightly thoughts bring whimsical delight

When I by stellar shawl do enfold,

Keep in my hands this spacious hectic world,

Sitting in the shadow of scattered candlelight.

To be honest, I don’t like a burning broad daylight,

And I don’t like the glorious landscape.

I am glad to find a miraculous escape

In my beloved impenetrable midnight.

I like the mystery, a slowly rolling moon,

I like an opalescent cold moon beam

When I am at the mercy of a sweet dream

Stirring black coffee by a silver spoon.

My gentle Muse believes still in my might,

Sometimes she is teasing me, after a while

We are looking at each other with a smile...

I love this sable magic harmonious night!

 

 AN EXPECTATION
 
We all are looking for our own star,

For that bright star which is faraway,

We search for a celestial way

To reach that guiding morning-star!

We all accept a sacred love,

Which every soul wants to adore,

Which gives us wings so we may soar,

When everyone is a cooing dove!

The crowning triumph waits for us,

The glory weaves a laurel wreath,

This moment comes soon, hold your breath

And leave forever a nasty fuss!

 

I AM AN ETERNAL CHILD OF SPRING
 
I am an eternal child of spring,

I fall in love with my tender Muse.

Inside of her womb I completely fuse,

I am soaring o​n romantic wings.

I am o​ne of the happy human beings

Singing a spiritual song,

My voice is extraordinarily strong,

I feel my might, I am a powerful King!

I know for sure that I must bring

To everyone the sparkling dew,

When someone finds a rainbow hue,

Then he will start to smile and sing!

 
 
HIDDEN DELIGHT
 
You are in the field. Lo and behold!

The hidden warbles suddenly unfold.

Look in the sky, turquoise and bright,

An invisible skylark sings with delight!

A joyful grass hoper crackles in the grass,

Trust me, you will never find him, alas!

The buds are wrapped in a shawl of leaves

To hide their pleasure from the eyes of thieves.

The delight for a poet is to melt into thought

Full of the feelings and finely wrought!

 
THE POT OF CLAY
 
People may think: it isn’t a big deal

To make a simple pot of clay,

You need to turn a potter’s wheel

And do the same job every day!

I beg your pardon, you can’t say

A pot of clay means nothing, still

For many centuries turns a wheel,

A lot of pots buried, old and gray.

Any chance you will find in sand

The pot of clay with a graceful form,

So perfect that it might perform

Not by the man, but by God’s hand!
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INSPIRATION
I would like to describe gently

The endless transformations of Nature.

I want to glide like a free eagle

In the space of my imagination.

I want to feel a calm current of water,

The swift flight of a swallow

With sparkling blue-black wings.

How to tell about the creation of a poem,

How to describe pearls 

Of the willow in April,
The languor of a hot summer day

And burning chilly wind?

Only an inspiration 

Will give you poetic wings!

BE GENIUS LIKE A CHILD
Be  genius like a child who is able to give

His own answer to any question.

His feet are not stable yet but he is close

To Nature speaking with flowers.

He is not a genius or unknown prophet

But he accumulates the wisdom

Of all previous generations,

Which will manifest very soon.

FACE
Oh my flower, your face is divine!

You are innocent!

I like your peach-tinted cheeks

And long flaxen hair.

You give rise to everything,

You reflect everything in this world!

How I couldn’t see before

Your gift to be a brilliant chameleon!

MOONLIGHT
A dense fog covers the Black sea,

A cool wind blows 

From the mountains,

Cicadas are still singing.

The tall weeds give off a scent 

That calms my soul.

I gaze at the faraway lights 

Of a small village...

The moon floats peacefully 

Among hazy clouds.

I am sinking slowly enveloped 

In this blissful moonlight. 

My eyelids are closed,

I am fall asleep, 

Nothing disturbs me.

I hear only the constant song of cicadas...
CRIMEAN SULTRINESS
My memory is torn into pieces...

Let me remember that sultry Crimea,

Let me touch the dry clay again.

Do you remember 

That lavender scent?

Do you remember 

How ardently I kissed you?

Oh that hot Crimean summer

With white clouds and melted valleys!

Do you still remember

Those days of happiness, my gray hair?

MY BELOVED CRIMEA
My beloved Crimea,

You appear frequently in my dreams.

My soul is devoted to you forever,

I don’t know a better place in the world!

I remember every inch of your shore,

I know every one of your roads.

Here, I spent all my youth!

Now in old age I think about you again

Rebuilding in my memory

All those days of happiness.

I would like to be today in your embrace, 

My beloved Crimea, to feel the summer’s heat,

To breathe the scent of wormwood

And white acacias.

Oh, Crimea, you are my paradise!

Will I see you once again?
LIVADIA
Oh, Livadia, I haven’t seen you

For such a long time!

You are in blossom again 

As in old days,

And the same glittering clouds

Are floating in a luminous sky.

"The Path of the Tsar" leads me

Along the Black sea coast

As it was thirty years ago.

At times it seems to me

That the traces of my shoes

Still linger in the huge park at Miskhor.

I walk around "Livadiya’s Tsar Palace"

Where the fate of Europe was decided

At the famous Conference in Yalta
During the World War II.

Everything has a beginning and an end,

Everything becomes history.

Only you, Livadiya, are still 

As young as before.
EXULTATION

The branch in blossom

Touches me silently,

And my soul is so exited!

Springs comes,

And trees are white and pink again.

I am drunk without wine!

I am full of harmony,

I am graceful cloud

Travelling along the meadows!

CROSSROADS

I was torched many times
By fate at the crossroads.

It poisoned my drink,

It burned my words

But like a Phoenix I arose.

Now I wander again

Along an unknown road

And still hope to find

The luxurious palace

Of Harmony!

BLESSING
Sometimes very special moments happen

Which are difficult to describe by words.

Perhaps this is an inspiration or blessing.

At these moments everything is so easy to do!

You feel the hidden forces of nature.

Suddenly you discover the moment of truth!

You are an important part of this world

And God talks to you!

DREAMS

I hang over my dreams

Ready to fly somewhere

And to build my nest.

I don’t know yet

What kind of rock I will find,

Where I will float at full speed,

What dew will drop on my face,

To whom will I offer up a prayer?

What kind of fantasies

Will decorate my rare diamond?

Will I finish my thick folio?

If it happens and my grains

Will sprout, how long

Will people sing my songs?

Let the spindel twirl! 
A NEW SPROUT APPEARS

A new sprout appears

Through the rotten moss-grown leaves.

April is coming bringing new life!

The grass is still frozen every morning

Under the chilly winds,

But an incessant uproar of rooks

Tell us that spring is on the way!

We keep yet in our memory March snow,

But new life is coming,

A new sprout appears!
LIFE IS A SONG

How often we forget that life is a song!

If you start to drink champagne,

Drink it to the bottom!

When you delete 

Only one word from the song,

The song dies at once.

This is the best you may find

When your soul is singing!

Harmony is without beginning, without end.

It leads us to that pier

Where hearts beat in unison!

WRAPPED IN THE MANTLE OF TIME

Wrapped in the mantle of time

I am like unrecognized astronomer

Who observes unknown universe.

I keep in my memory vacillating dreams,

I try to find a grain of truth in different faiths

And count the phases of the Moon in high night spheres.

The path of knowledge is full of enigmas,

How difficult to understand the laws of harmony!

I ADOPT EVERYTHING 

WITH AN OPEN SOUL

I adopt everything with an open soul:

A captivating chord of enchanting music,

The mirror of a frozen river

And the brilliance of a bright star.

I am so pleased hearing your melodious voice,

And my soul is soaring in the sky!

I don’t care about my age,

I feel like an almond tree in blossom!

WHEN LOVE SPARKS APPEAR

BETWEEN US

When love sparks

Appear between us,

And suddenly

The heart will start to sing,

We understand

That the flame 

Will never quench.

It will fade nevermore!

We are building harmoniously

Our crystal palace of love

Where we will live in accord

Happily for a long time.

We will create

Wonderful melodies

For the unique sonata 

Of our love!
WE TRY TO FIND THE TRUTH

We try to find the truth,

That invisible sacred truth

That irresistible, incorruptible truth

Breaks through the asphalt.

There does not exist such a shaman

Who is able to entreat this truth.

That truth may carry everything 

On their shoulders!

Like drops of water split the stone,

That truth will win any battle,

Because it isn’t afraid

Of our depraved world! 

UNITY OF THE WHOLE

The sun is in zenith,

The heavens are turquoise,

The unrestricted wind

Plays with the wild flowers...

Such a harmonious picture!

You feel the unity of all

At the bountiful midday!

A SONG OF THE WIND

Everything that I keep in my heart,

I give to the people ardently.

The song of my soul I give to the birds,

Let them sing my song in the morning.

I give my sorrow to the barren trees,

And everything I have written

I give to the free wind.

Let it carry my words around the world.

Perhaps some of them

Will be deposited on the old stones

And will stay there forever

Like the ancient hieroglyphs.

WHEN THE DAY HAS SAID EVERYTHING

When the day has said everything

And the foggy night comes, I have a strange feeling

That I have drunk a gulp of eternity.

I am trying to the fullest extent possible

To fill my words with the portion of the passed day.

When a new day comes tomorrow morning

And sunbeams illuminate everything,

I will keep the passed day in my memory

Like an unforgettable remembrance.

And I believe that all the past

Will be reborn when I find that trembling word

For the chaste, sacred life...

I AM FULL OF PASSION YET

I am full of passion yet

Hearing the sound of silver trumpets,

I still feel the taste of tender, desired lips.

I feel the warmth of breasts,

I still hear your excited breathing.

Oh, how pretty you are, my beloved!

But the waterfall becomes exhausted,

The water disappears.

I see that your tired eyes are ready to fall asleep.

Live coals glow peacefully.

The candlelight is still flickering...

SARCOPHAGUS

Lovers of the sonnets and ballades!

When you find this sarcophagus,

Open the rusty lock and take out the old sheets.

Please read slowly the yellow pages,

And you’ll find the garden in blossom again.

The bees with broken wings will buzz around flowers.

You will hear the warbles of the birds from the past.

You will see the beautiful sunset.

You will feel the sorrow of people 

Involved in terrible wars of the past.

You will hear the battle of furious waves with wet cliffs.

It doesn’t matter that time divides us by an unseen wall.

To be with you again is a big reward for me,

Let shine again the diamond of harmony!

THE BEGINNING AND THE END

You think that you are full of new thoughts,

You try to become firmly established.

Alas! You follow a beaten path!

You think that you are from the very beginning,

That you are able to conquer the world,

That you will be famous forever.

You don’t know yet the black sorrow,

You have no experience of bitter losses,

You don’t feel yet how changes

 The rhythm of modern life.

You don’t understand that your standard rhymes

Are faded, that everything you wrote now is nothing.

There are no more trumpets! Don’t be in despair. 

Gather together everything you did before,

Light the icon lamp of your soul

And tune yourself into harmony.

THE SULTRY SUMMER 

DISAPPEARED SUDDENLY

The sultry summer disappeared suddenly,

You may feel the cool of the autumn.

The cluster of grapes basks in the sun

And the wind roams around...

But in the moonlight you see

The neglect of an old garden.

True love is so rare, it is really

An embellishment of our life!

I AM LOOKING AT THE TREE SOLEMNLY...

I am looking at the tree solemnly

And see many scars on the bark

After numerous hurricanes.

I am wandering around the world so long...

I was an eyewitness

For many unexpected events in my life.

To be honest, I must tell you that sometimes 

The reason of all our quarrels are so petty,

That I cannot understand how is it possible 

To embezzle our life for such trifles?

I am looking at the tree solemnly...

This tree is very courageous.

It won the terrible battles with many furious storms

And may be an example for others 

How to survive in this violent world.

WHEN MY SOUL IS PEACEFUL AGAIN

When my soul is peaceful again

And a virginal holiness will be established,

My beloved faces will appear in memory.

At this time of tranquility I appeal to off springs.

Perhaps they will find a drop of inspiration in my lines.

But if my labor disappears in vain, I don’t care, in either case

I know the taste of Harmony, which governs the world!

RASPBERRIES

I wandered around 

Dry bushes of raspberry

Touching rotten berries.

And suddenly I found a bush

Full of fresh red raspberry!

I had no idea why I was so lucky!

Perhaps this bush 

Had a hidden spring!

I touched by my lips 

These scarlet sweet raspberries

Obtaining unforgettable pleasure.

I still remember that unique taste!

JOY

Oh, what a pleasure

To lay down on the warm grass,

To eat red strawberries

And to hear the joyful 

Singing of birds!

How nice to be happy-go-lucky

Looking at white clouds

And numerous patches 

Of light on the river.

I wish I were to be here forever

Under the tender sun beams!

Alas! Joy is short-lived...

I TRY TO UNDERSNAND

I try to understand

How the correlation of shapes of objects

Are possible to reflect the radiant colors of summer?

Gazing the waterfall of light, you understand

How intensive and vibrant life can be!

Looking for the answers to many puzzles of nature

I try to adopt this brilliant mysterious world.

Perhaps I’ll find something simple solution

How to overcome the barrier of prohibition.

OH, MY TERRESTRIAL LIFE

Oh, my terrestrial life, my bitter sorrow,

My interest will never wane to study the maze of being.

I don’t know why I am a victim of doubt,

And how long will I look for my true path?

THE LIGHT OF A FOGGY MORNING

The light of a foggy morning

Penetrates through the dim clouds,

But my hands are not trembling yet.

The pink flowers are still vivid

At the crossroads, and the reflection

Of a former dream glows in my lines.

The last beam of sunset makes my soul shudder.

Don’t worry! The best is yet come!

I LAY ON THE VELVETY GRASS

I lay on the velvety grass

Forgetting all my woes,

Looking into balmy and singing a sweet song.

My soul is full of blissful light ready to fly

To the glittering clouds immediately!

These moments of life are unforgettable.

I am ready to soar lire a bird.

Go away, sadness and grief, life is wonderful!

A FURIOUS WIND HOWLS

A furious wind howls and kills gorgeous flowers.

It glides like a black raven around constellation of beauty.

It sings a song for the repose of the dead.

Oh. Terrible wind, why are you so severe?

Perhaps we will meet a hurricane one day

Standing firmly before ferocious elements…

We know that only harmony and beauty will save mankind!

RURAL MOOD

I disappear from the stuffy apartment

In wide fields where my song flows,

Where a murmuring brook talks to me,

Where air is fresh and rural path is attractive,

Where I stroll aimlessly all day in grassy meadows

Under the bright sunlight being blissfully happy!

OH, MY LIFE
Oh, my life, I am ready

To bless my sadness

After all my prayers,

When I am in pacification

And look into my past

Full of ups and downs,

Love, tears, misfortunes…

Enough is enough!

I DON’T KNOW THE TURNING

POINTS OF MY FATE

I don’t know the turning point of my fate,

What is the next step?

Is my lira in tune or did I hit a false note?

How precise is my reproduction

Of groaning, tormented world?

LIVE WITHOUT TROUBLES

Live without troubles,

Trust to your dreams,

Fall in love, 

Heal your wounds with balm.

Enjoy the scent of your passion,

Be happy every day,

Never regret the past!

Believe in fairy tales,

Open the door to a sweetheart,

Adore enchanting beauty!
I DON’T WANT TO BE FAMOUS

I don’t want to be famous.

I prefer to be out of modern life

Like a yellow autumn leaf.

I don’t want anymore to be involved

Into an endless fight

To detangle myself from disputed situations.

I would like to reach holy simplicity,

To live in peace with righteous world,

And now, at the end of my life I say:

I don’t want to be an idol! 

HOW BOTTOMLESS IS THE SKY!

How bottomless is the sky!

You stay always in my dreams,

You are permanently on lips of everyone.

I like your azure color,

I dedicate to you my verses, my tender words!

I cannot imagine for a moment that the sun

May disappear from the horizon.

Oh, sky, you are the source of my inspiration.

I continue to write odes to you!

I AM READY TO MELT INO YOU,

NATURE

I am ready to melt into you, nature/

To drink your blue sky, 

I am ready to fly into the dim forest

And to stay there forever.

I am ready to interrupt

The drowsiness of the pine forest,

Singing my joyful song and hoping

That other birds will sing in unison.

SUNSET IS GLOWING…

Sunset is glowing

And swift swallows

Rush about the scarlet sky…

Oh, my soul, how are you tired,

Fighting all the time!

I did not find pure love

And spent my life in vain

Like a shell without the pearl.

OH, WISE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE

Oh, wise tree of knowledge,

I nestle close to your trunk.

Can I understand your wisdom?

Can I follow your harsh logic law,

Or the door of the shrine

Will never open to me?

I AM A SEED OF ETERNITY

I am a seed of eternity.

Here, on the earth 

Is my terrestrial body with celestial soul.

Wandering around this world

I composed my melodious song with a special design.

Looking at this design

The eye finds a contour of snow-covered peaks,

And the heart finds sultry summer days!

Goodbye, my hospitable home,

Where I spent the best moments of my life,

And where inspiration was frequent guest!

TO MY UNKNOWN MAN AND WOMAN
 

I am an Eternal spirit of Harmony

Wandering in the Universe,

Trying to awaken souls,

Waiting for radiant smile

Which appears on the eager lips.

But I never know when a new love will come

Or when everything might be reduced to dust.

I expect that a blue reflection of Earth

Will appear in your wondrous eyes.

I don’t know when the feather of the Firebird

Will touch your heart.

Will you bind me by a golden chain

Or will you disappear like a haze?

I want to be with you as a flap of a wing,

I am ready to fall madly in love

And realize all your dreams!

I am an Eternal spirit of Harmony,

I am the hearth for the unknown Man and Woman,

I am their connecting half,

I am the Fire of Love on the trembling lips!

  TO EMBRACE AN ETERNITY
How to describe these hills and groves,

How to embrace an eternity

And put into one line endless space?

How to describe that strange dream

When everything is mixed,

Where is no time and space,

Where is exist only your soul,

Where you drink the divine enjoyment,

Where you are in ecstasy!

THE WORLD WILL BE SAVED

BY BEAUTY AND ART

In this cruel life where coexists

Heavenly love and dreadful death,

I believe in the beauty’s eternal fiesta

To the rest of life, to my last breath!

I don’t know how long the terror will rule,

How often new bloody wars will start?

To survive, we must use a reliable tool:

The world will be saved by beauty and art!

GOD GAVE US AS A GIFT A PIECE
OF ETERNITY
 
God gave us as a gift a piece of eternity.

We may use it as we like.

We may soar among white clouds

If you have enough forces to fly up into the sky.

God gave us as a gift a piece of eternity.

Transform this gift for a benefit of everyday life.

Save the diamond of your soul

To illuminate your path.

God gave us as a gift a piece of eternity.

Deliberately use this gift

For the good words and useful deeds,

And the thankful off springs will remember you.

 

A SIMPLE TRUTH
 
In time of meditation and wandering

I thought how great was our Creator!

My soul dreamed about significant deeds,

But life had become full of monotonies.

The end of life is more sad.

But nevertheless I don't know

Where I may find the proper words to describe

How dear to me is this withered grass. 
 
IT’S TIME...
 
It’s time to finish my job.

Counting all my former days

And sending Pegasus to the stable,

I’ll stay here among ancient stones.

Goodbye, my Muse!

 
THROUGH BLISS AND TORTURE

Our hard way passes

Through bliss and torture,

Through meetings and separations,

And that is the essence of our life!

The same winds waft around us,

And we feel the smell of the same ancient herbs.

Men sow the wheat in the spring,

And gather in a harvest in the autumn.

It was repeated many times all the same,

Nevertheless you have a rare moment

When to stupor, to shiver

You grasped the essence of existence!

ETERNAL BLISS

The sky is sprayed by blue color,

All permeated with light,

Just throw back your head 

And keep in mind this moment!

Remember how the sunbeam fondles

Your face at the end of the summer,

Not dazzling and burning,

Filling your heart by pleasure...

You immerse yourself in this light,

Not knowing who you are and where you are,

Soul senses for years connected with fine thread.

THE SECRET MAGIC OF LIGHT

Everything is permeated with secret magic light

That the sun shines into the space illuminating our planet.

Light is the great power of nature, 

World of darkness rose from the cold grave, blue sky lit tent,

The light fell to the ground and crushed atoms, one by one.

Having tried a lot of combinations,

Infinitely tired, found still the gold,

He got the result of its operations.

Life born on Earth from something of a dead,

The soul comes to a standstill!

Light has a lot of work in the Milky Way,

But it knows in point of fact what to do perfectly!

TERRESTRIAL BLESSING
You write the verse

When you cannot not to write,

When you are ready to cry: 

O God, from where came this blessing?

When you don’t know 

From whence these first leaves came?

Spring is a miracle,

When everything is intertwined!

Once mixed paint

Meadows intricate carpet

Appeared like from a fairy tale.

Soul is in a silent stupor,

When the world can only sing,

A whole life is in ecstasy,

And before her death is powerless!

SPRING

From where comes this spirit of spring,

This tireless current of life?

Nobody can stop this violent stream!

Under this pressure the buds 

Wakes up from winter sleep,

Burst and give the first leaves.

Spring marches proudly!

A happy bird choirs

Voiced the animated forest,

The slopes of hills become green,

And you are happy looking into the blue sky.

Where it all came from?

You see the explosion of life each spring!

Who created this unknown wonder?

STOP, THE MOMENT IN A FLASH

Stop, the moment, in a flash,

Give a little rest to the time,

Yet I never discovered the secret of life,

Still unclear is seen my way.

Stop, the moment, in a flash,

Give me a sip of being to drink,

And let me cry from the delight!

Stop, the moment, in a flash,

You opened before my eyes like an expanse,

As an inspiration, as a heavenly face.

Stop, the moment, in a flash,

And sanctify the soul by beauty,

I do not know how long will live my verse,

But this moment will stay with me forever!

HOLY WATER

I am working continuously day and night

Braking the road to the spring of Holy Water,

To permanently took away doubt of spirit from life,

To destroy forever my sorrow,

To save from the cold grave, to change the chaos,

And to find the power for the second wind!

YOU ARE WHOLE, YOU NEED ALL 

TO THE WORLD

Irrepressible thought tries to know

The universal laws of all being.

Stop and let the heart to hug

The quivering crown of living tree.

Stop for a moment, delight in silence,

Forget about higher intentions and purposes,

Only admire the full moon,

What is hidden among the spruces.

The veil of uncertainty is removed,

And my heart opens sacred beauty,

When you become involuntarily beauty.

And you feel a rush of love.

You are everything in this sublunary world,

Beside singing the nightingales,

And their warbles displaying the night air.

This endless song elevates you in heaven.

The world needs you all,

Let the tears of joy flow without limits!

WHO CAN DO THE GREAT WORK?

To whom God tells to take a chisel,

To chop off all excess of marble block,

To carve immortal sample

Such a beauty, when you become speechless?

Who can catch the finest sense 

For a line to be forever alive,

Who weave the broken thread

When stopped the communication between centuries?

Who can do the great work available only to the gods?

You or I, or someone else may say: "Open the door, Sesame!"

SECRETS OF THE UNIVERSE

What kind of magnet drawn to a high?

We are all gazing at the sky, tirelessly,

And looking for that coveted star

That shines only to us.

One would think, that there are worlds,

From where we are unlikely to be visible,

Galaxy hosts of anyone not to consider,

We disappear, and they are immortal.

But if the stars stop flight,

Remove one link in the chain of cognition,

Universal connection terminates thread

And at once dissolve the universe!

POETRY

Before you, before me,

And tomorrow, when we will die,

Up to the Day of Judgment

Poetry will abide forever!

She lives in us eternally,

In its intimate space,

Flowing like holy water

Whirling in languid dance.

Poetry, like birds, live

In the garden of the primeval paradise,

Singing the songs and waiting

When your heart will be pleased ...

Our soul asks about this sacrament hour

And quietly cradling us in the celestial spheres.

THE PITTER-PATTER OF RAIN

The pitter-patter of rain,

Drops are dancing on the street.

For God’s sake, show at the lane

Where I can you meet.

Which that umbrella size

Hiding an unfamiliar face,

Melt your distrust’s ice,

Give me a smile, Your Grace!

Where is that “Promised Land”,

Which I hope to obtain?

Answer, my spoiled friend,

The pitter-patter of rain…

I GROW MY VERBAL GARDEN

I grow my verbal garden,

Every year I select new seed.

My aim is to become the guardian

Of hard job I have done indeed.

I don’t need any diamond or treasure,

I don’t care for Golden Awards,

It will truly give me an immense pleasure,

If people will remember a couple of my words.

HUMBLE LOVE

My love does not wear a golden garment,

She is dressed in common homely clothes,

But she helps to grow a nice garden

With my beloved gorgeous roses.

She is naïve, shy, meek and humble,

She gives the strength to live in silence.

My love is a reliable bumper

Against the rebellion and violence.

She brings the joy of early morning,

Gives me comfort when night is coming,

Without sadness, cry and mourning

I fall asleep, and she is humming…

GIVE ME A CHANCE!

Rain tap-taps on the roof,

Gently fall the bright tears.

Don’t remain, please aloof,

Take my heart, it is here.

I like this silent rain,

God this weather conceived.

Don’t pretend, do not feign,

I would like to be wreathed

By your beautiful arms

And your wonderful body,

Give a chance to embody

Into love all your charms!

EARTH AND HEAVEN

I glance at the reddish straw of your hair,

You are the beautiful girl, my terrestrial creature,

Brightness of sun, rupture of spring air,

You have captured too much from generous nature.

I gaze into deep wells of your eyes,

I never get tired looking at the goddess,

I am ready to give you love’s fire,

You are unforgettable, you are gorgeous.

I kiss ecstatically your ripe cherries,

I drink the sweet wine of your splendid body,

You are undoubtedly a mysterious fairy,

The revived Galatea of eternal melody!

WAKE UP, MY LOVE, SPRING

KNOCKS AT THE DOOR!

Wake up, my love, spring knocks at the door,

Nature has suddenly changed,

Days became longer evermore,

Life is revived and arranged.

Every blade of grass sings by alto

In spring musical accord,

It deserves of the Golden Award

When it makes way through the asphalt.

Wake up, my love, it is spring again,

Look, your beautiful freckles

Are weaving an elegant necklace

Gathering together sunny droplets of rain.

Get up, and kiss me as before,

Let’s drink again Zinfandel wine.

Wake up, my love, spring knocks at the door,

My gladness, you are divine!

LOVE

THIRST FOR LOVE

Love runs like water through the fingers.

When will you stop this endless race,

And whose bosom will be your harbor?

Trust me, without you I am like fading star,

I am a dry bush among scorched-earth.

I was tired wandering all my life.

I am craving for your love!

REMEMBRANCE
I remember all your graceful gestures.

Your smile excited my imagination

Like the light of perfect crystal.

I gazed at you and trembled,

You were a goddess which I met at last!

I felt myself like a dandelion!

But later everything converted into nothing.

Now I don’t know who you are and where you are.

Sometimes only your alluring glance

Slides into my memory like a slumbering breeze.

TENDERNESS

I lie in drowsiness

And feel the warmth of your cheeks…

How long we searched for each other

To be lost in amorous languor,

How long I thought about that moment

When your tremendous arm

Would fire up the love in our home!

IT IS RAINING...

It is raining, it is raining…

How endless is this rain!

Slanting streams spurt like twisted threads. 

Bubbles are popping up in paddles.

Windows are full of endless tears.

Droplets fly monotonously, 

My soul is longsome.

I cannot return my love…It is raining…

REVIVAL

The dawn spread bunches of pink carnations in the sky.

The restless night with nightmares is over,

I am reborn anew! 

How enchanting is the moment of restoration!

I take my flowers and run along the morning streets

And hope to meet you again, my beloved!

MIRACLE

I want to keep you in my memory

As an unforgettable miracle.

You will be my holy talisman,

You will stay as a symbol

Of desirable, immortal flesh,

Like a torch of love.

GHOST OF LOVE
Oh love! I try to catch you, but you slip away like a ghost.

I am sad but I don’t want to look for another path.

My heart is full of bliss and torture.

I hate to be single, the love gives me new strength.

TO MY UNKNOWN BELOVED

I write to you, my unknown beloved.

I’ll bring my love to you from faraway past.

There are no such forces

Which stop my bright feeling.

I hope that at least one of my words

Will reach you and inflame your heart!

I AM NOTHING WITHOUT YOU

I am blind without you, 

I am in despair without you,

I am homeless without you,

Don’t push me away,

Don’t stop forever my dream.

Give me your languor love,

Let me become your rare flower,

Let me touch your ruby lips!

Let me embrace your graceful figure,

Let me drink a desirable poison of your love!

ETERNAL DANCE OF LOVE

Eternal dance of love carries us over the earth.

Even humdrum existence will never stop this dance,

The blush in your cheeks will glow forever!

Nobody will break our intimacy!

BE NAKED

Be naked, opened like earth,

To show the essence of your sinful flesh.

Be like Sleeping Venus wound around by grape-vines.

Relax, and let Cupid care about you 

With a quiver full of sharp arrows.

Be ready to pierce the heart of everyone by swift arrow!

I KNEW ABOUT YOU BEFORE 
MY BIRTH

I knew about you before my birth.

I knew that your rose were in blossom.

I knew that we would meet each other

Before a shy word, before diffident glance.

I knew that a murmuring rivulet would run,

I knew that ivy would weave along my wall.

I knew all that before the horses

Carried swiftly the chariot of love!

UNREQUITED LOVE

You are full of secret desires of unrequited love.

Your face reflects the suffering of your soul.

Your eyes are faded they lost the hope.

Your tortured lips are like a mirror of your hard life.

Every day you read your bitter novel

Wandering on tedious and dismal path…

DO YOU WANT A QUIET LOVE?

Do you want a quiet love 

Without pain, without risk?

In that case you are dead,

Order your marble obelisk!

Do you want to be always right,

To keep your passion in prison?

Then the love exists for crazies,

But not for corpse!

 I CREATED YOU, MY BELOVED!

I created you, my beloved!

I was so happy with you all the time and everywhere.

Your passion was desired, your love’s wine was delicious!

You were my goddess! It is my fault, of course,

I cannot fall in love with Galatea whom I created!

Perhaps you are right, I cannot reach the eternal beauty!

Maybe I am too romantic, but otherwise

Our life would be too tedious!

SECRET VOW

I give to you my secret vow,

And I am glad to wear the chains of your love

Reading the rear book about our blissful years.

My love, you illuminate my path with a bright light,

You give me the roses of happiness!

I must use sonnet form to describe my feelings

And to do the job available only for God!

But I cannot find such titanic power

Because I am only your courtier poet!

BLESS THE DAY WHEN I MET YOU

Bless the day when I met you

With your adorable eyes.

Cupid noticed me and pierced my heart

With his fiery arrows.

You gave me passionate feelings!

I was like a fish inside the net of your sensuality.

How wonderful to be your captive,

Give me the chance to drink the wine of love!

WHO CREATED YOU?

Who created you, heavenly being?

Who put virgin snow on your face?

You illuminate everything around!

Are you terrestrial or celestial creature?

You are an embodiment of eternal beauty.

I am ecstatic looking at you!

You animated all my dreams,

You gave me a sense of life!

WAITING FOR MIRACLE

Playing among spring limbs

Cupid pierced my heart by his arrow.

I lost forever my rest and look for you.

Come to me like a night fairy,

Give me the key of your heart.

I rush as a mountain night stream.

Give me the charm of your love!

The music of unknown is so attractive!

I DON’T BELIEVE YOU

I don’t believe in your distrustful glance,

I know that everything will come back.

Sometimes a chilling wind appears in April,

But the winter is over, roses are in blossom!  

Your eyes will reflect the blue sky as before,

Nothing will dull our senses!

GIVE ME A CHANCE TO FALL IN LOVE 

FOREVER

Give me a chance to fall in love forever.

Give me an opportunity to delight in your beauty.

Don’t dismiss me, don’t run away like a spring.

I am not so young, but id does not matter,

I will be devoted to you!

You can transfer the winter 

In hot summer again,

It will help me to find the second wind!

HUG ME, MY LOVE, HUG ME

Hug me, my love, hug me,

Shed a few tears before I leave.

Our happy days are in the past,

Life went so quickly.

Hug me, my love, hug me,

Tell a sweet word and don’t cry, 

Hug me, my love, hug me…
I AM IMMENSELY RICH IN MY POETRY

I am immensely rich in my poetry, I give you gems,

I spread diamonds in the night sky,

I nurture an extraordinary garden with ripe fruits,

Gorgeous fountains and rare birds.

Tell me only one word, and I’ll order the servants

To fulfill any of your whimsy.

The orchestra is ready to begin the parade of my soul,

Give me only your signal now!

IN THE MOST INTIMATE RECESSES

OF MY HEART

I have a hiding place

In the most intimate recesses of my heart.

There I keep my pure spring water,

Which I drink all my life.

Tat place is the holy place

Where I keep my secrets of love.

In that place is a shy of my first kiss,

There I keep my holy words,

In that place is everything

I would like to save in my life.

BEATING OF THE HEART

Don’t count the beating of my heart,

They all are full of you.

I am so happy! Don’t forget these moments!

Give me the joy of terrestrial paradise!

VAGUE MEMORIES

When I feel asleep,

Tired from my night tortures,

Vague memories came to me.

I remember your gentle hands,

And a sad song of separation

Brings pain to my heart again...

YOUR GLANCE IS FULL OF SADNESS

Your glance is full of sadness.

What can I tell you? We discussed everything.

The only word we are able to say to each other,

Is goodbye forever…

THE LAST LOVE
It is awkwardly to fall in love in late sixties.

Nevertheless, let’s start, maybe the years will turn back?

Let’s run through the fields to unknown house.

Let’s go to an early spring trough the coldness of years!

Maybe this is your last chance to be happy!
Saddle your horse, fellow! 
NEVER TELL ME GOODBYE

Never tell me goodbye!

You cannot pronounce these words.

Even in front of death

I am ready to drink the last gulp of love. 

Never tell me goodbye!

Life calls us to have a feast.

We came in this world to say: Life is Love! 

Never tell me goodbye!

MY SONG ABOUT YOU

There is no beginning, no end, life married us forever!

“Troyka” will carry us from one milestone to other.

I will sing the praises of your holy name,

I will kiss your trembling fingers!

YOU ARE MY CRAZY REALITY

You are my crazy reality, my wild beauty!

You are not refined, not educated, my saint simplicity!

You are not a chatterbox or mischievous child.

You are such an inconspicuous creature,

How did you captivate my heart so easily?

I fell in love quickly feeling myself like a moose

Who blared all night his loving song in a remote corner!

DO YOU WANT TO KNOW WHAT

LOVE MEANS?

Do you want to know what love means,

When hearts are broken,

And you cannot stop your hysterical tears?

Do you want to understand the mystery of love?

Do you want to evade an avalanche?

This is a waste of time, you’ll never predict love’s logic!

ONLY FOR YOU
Only for you are all my feelings,

And the fire of my heart!

Only for you are all my songs!

Only for you, my heavenly being,

I give my vow to stay with you forever!

You are my life, my obsession!

LOVE, WHERE ARE YOU COME FROM?

Love, where are you come from

And being never understandable,

Settled in our hearts!

Are you reality or eternal illusion?

You are always soaring in heaven,

And a crowd never understand you.

Sometimes you bring the delight of paradise,

But often you die inside of nets of routine reality...

PEACE IN THE 21st CENTURY

The bloody twentieth age,

An insoluble paradox –

A black box

Of an old mental cage.

Our memory is too short,

An incredible phenomenon!

What will be the verdict of History’s Court

About life: “off” or “on”? 

Years run after years,

Now is coming deadline.

Are you ready again for tears?

Tell me honestly, mankind!

Are you ready again for the war,

Hot or Cold,

Just say the word:

Where are you going, world?

People – politicians, businessmen,

Scientists and poets,

Let’s reject our former distrust,

Let’s write a new poem

About Peace, Wisdom, and Trust!

TORNADO OF WAR SPREAD

AROUND THE WORLD
When hot and cold winds collide,

Tornado appears, violent and wild.

That funnel-shape huge mushroom

Spreads into fields like a devil fume.

This roaring whirlwind with endless noise

Looks as a fearsome monster with mortal voice.

Blind evil forces bring death and woe,

But wise mankind, where will you go?

People are religious, they know God’s law,

And with this knowledge create the war!

Through a violent past, through the generations

It can be seen the moan of nations.

The voice of wisdom does not learn,

And war’s tornados back return.

Eternal battle of Death and Life…

Let’s hope that Peace will still be alive!

I WISH I WERE A LINE IN THE BOOK 

OF ETERNITY

I came to this violent world

To live in the glory of love,

To tell you my cordial word,

To bring you peace like a dove.

I wandered  too long

Being tested by mankind’s grief, 

I am fed up with sorrowful song

About a lonely torn leaf.

I came to be with all

From sunrise until sunset,

From spring to a fading fall,

And I’ll never ever forget

Fragrant scent of the fresh hay,

Juicy flavor of orange’s gold,

Heavy traffic of the stuffy freeway,

Heaven vastness of perpetual world.

I hear the creak of tall pine

Near murmuring sparkling brook,

I wish I were a line

From the page of Eternity’s Book.  

DO YOU HEAR ME, MANKIND?

I AM DYING SEQUOIA
I am Sequoia, five thousand years old,

The oldest living being.

Do you hear me, mankind? I hold

In my memory an eternity’s wing.

One million eight hundred twenty five thousand days

I was happy and upset

To meet the first morning rays,

To say farewell to sunset.

I am like an ancient monument

Turning millennium pages,

I have heard right words about Peace Dove,

Followed unfortunately by war’s drum.

I thought about the numerous dead,

The victims of a multitude of wars,

I became inconsolably sad 

With a situation that grew worse and worse.

I kept the history of the world in my mind,

I am the same age as Sphinx at Gaza, pyramids of Maya…

Can I believe in wisdom, mankind,

Or my destiny to be dying Sequoia?
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