Amumpuii Ycoe
IlepeBoaunk

HeaBuxHBIN Bedep ¢ KHUTOIO B pyKax,
M xo04 9yacoB Tak HEITOXOK Ha OErcTso.
IIepeao MHOIO B 4eThIpeX CTPOKax
PacrioaoxeHbe moaAMHHOTIO TEKCTa:

«B gac cymepex 3ByuyHee TUILIHA,
M ropog nepeg HOYBIO 3aTUXaeT.
I'asaMTCS B OKHa IOAHAS AYHa,
Ho mnue ona u3 sepkaaa custer».

Ot sTx CTPOK IIPOTATMBAIO HUTD,
Onn AaHbl — HE y>Ke I He IIpe:

A ue MOTIYy UX IIPsIMO IIOBTOPUTD,

Ho Bce-Taku mnx 6y,z1eT AN YEeTbIPe:

«B BeyepHMIT yac sicHee KaXKAbIN 3BYK,
I satuxaet B ropoae ABVIKEHbBE.

Ilepeao MHOV — He AyHHBIN IIOAHBIN KPYT,

A B 3epKaze ero oToOpa’keHbe».
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A peaceful evening with a book in hand.

The clock's tick tocks do not resemble racing.
Before me, figments from a poet's head

Lie represented in their author's phrasing:

“At dusk, the silence is more vibrant yet,

And streets before the night are growing quiet,
The moon puts on its windowpane lorgnettes,

But greets me through the looking-glass in private.”
From these four lines, I pull a guiding thread;
They're given — neither narrower, nor wider,

I cannot say directly what they said,

And nonetheless all four will be recited:

“In evening hours, utterings reverb,
And city noises, fading, disappear.
I'm facing — not the shining lunar orb,
But its representation in the mirror.”



