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Night

Night
Inside the insidious half-dark half-light of the goblet
In the sound of men's groans

Dissolutely burning.

All the lairs open their pitch black mouths
Waiting for me to fall into the net.

We were caught by a swarm of tyrannical angels



Unthinkingly rubbing it into soft recesses
Vision slips away as if by hypnosis
Ecstatic nerves drag me to exhaustion
Still gasping for breath and laughing crazily

On the ceiling
My father's corpse is pinned

I do not want to see it!
The bloodthirsty me has been cleansed
Retaliated against

Now only good intentions remain.

Flesh exuding a hint of fragrance

I lay on ocean bubbles

Waves of pleasant dizziness, accompanying the funeral music
As it slowly enters the city.

We are like sailors just ascending the dock

Talking and laughing, arms around shoulders

Dispersing to intimate surroundings.

Brothel clients fall sleep in the weariness of waiting

The gypsy’s recreation field empty, clear.

Give the night watch police a full night’s sleep,

They are also good men.

On such a night
I am the only one awake.
Mayakovsky, before being cast in a bronze statue,
Suffered such odd nights too
"Lily, love me!"
He bears a pathetic expression on a giant’s form,
Alone, legs hanging in front of the bed
Longing for the woman he loves, why
Shelter the look of passionate love in his eyes?

She is not afraid, besides

He will shoot a bullet into the heart?



Women are very strong
On such a night

They grieve only for their own lost youth.

Childhood has overflowed the glass
On such a night
A 12-year-old child

Is also exploring the secrets of another world.

Earth, ashamed of its mysteries
With the frightful music of black people, it rotates crazily, twists

Revealing it’s nudity covered in scars.

Stars,
Blinking their eyes in embarrassment
Now and again using the backhand of dark clouds

Obscuring themselves out of shyness and to hide their twinkling radiance.

Night,
Having gone through the square
Taking attics and houses
And places of human pleasure

Moving in the same way past my side

It strides on emaciated legs
Stands in the black by the Seine.



