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O, noaT 3a060pHBII B FOOKE,
O6oTpu CBOM THI T'yOKH.
Yem cTuxu Tede mucars,
Jlyumie B KyKOJIKH UIPaTh.

Oh the poetess of the fence,

Baby toys are still your friends.
Quit your scribbling on the walls,
Just stay home and play with dolls.
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Konnera, Mmuiiplii Moii AHTOIIA,
Ceiluac HEMHOXEYKO YCTaB,

U Bosocel cebe epora,

[To obGemianpio MUTIO YCTAaB.
Ceituac KananrtaukoBa nmuBo
KOmopuctruecku urpuso

B crakane uckpurcs Ha nHe,

U B o0111eM KUTh HE XyJI0 MHE.
Kak mopexon Ha ocTpbiii pud, Mbl,
[ToaTh1, 1€3eM BcE Ha pUDMBEL...

My colleague, dearest Antosha,

Just slightly jaded, though no martyr,
My hair ruffled to contortion—

I’m sending you the promised charter.
Seeing Kalashnikov’s good ale
Playfully glint and never stale,

| feel the bottom of this grail

Inspires me to up my tail.

Just like the builder needs his lime
We poets hunger for the rhyme...



