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HUKAJIE NOWHERE
Translated by Samuel
Mkrtchian

Cu u3rpapus KyKa

BO MOJTHOXKjETO HA PHA.
[1nanunara ce ypHa

7 cera cyM 0e3 JIOM.

I built my house
on the foothill.
The mountain gave way

Ci m3rpamus KyKa and I am homeless, now.

Ha MUPEH MOPCKH Oper.
Ho nomuna 6ypa
u cera cyM 6e3 oM.

I built my house
on a peacefull seashore.
There was a tempest, and

¢ I am homel now.
Cu usrpagus KykKa am homeless, now

Kpaj IeBCTBEHA IIIyMa.
Ce 3ananu noxap
U cera cyM Oe3 JJOM.

I built my house
by a virgin forest.
There was a fire, and

Cu m3rpajms KyKa I am homeless, now.

BO OyjHa crermna.

Ce 3aTpece 3emjaTa I'built my house

in an abundant steppe.
The land quivered, and
I am homeless, now.
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u cera cymM oe3 JTOM.

Jac cera cym 6e3 fom.
BesnomHuK cym cera jac.

Jac cemak umam J0M, 1aKoO
JOMOT MHU € C€Tra HUKaJC.

CEIMUOT JEH

OCTaTOKOT € MOJIK-HEKOTalll,
aKo CMPTTa € 3aYHaTa Kora jja €
CEeKOj CIIefIcH YeKOp He ce KWHE
o1 OMBIINOT KUBOT IITO M Jia €.

Cexoj >KuB He € XKMBOT-HUKOTalll,
TYKY TOj Tpeba jia ce mpeskKuBee,
WCIIVIEH O] Yalla OTPOB MOJHA
m1a00Ka KaKO XOPU30HTOT.

W ako HemMa HUIITO BO HETO,
OCTaTOKOT € UCT KO CeKorall,
Jiporara e MOJIK 3a4HaT B OBOj MUT,
KaKO IIITO € TPECKABUOT YEKOP

Ha OHOj KOj HUKOTall He XUBEed. ..
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I am homeless, now.
Homeless am I, now.

I have a home, though
my
home is nowhere now.

THE SEVENTH DAY

The rest is silence-ever,

if death’s concieved whenever
each next step doesn’t sever
from the former life whatever.

Each living’s not life-never,
but it has to be lived over,
drunk from a cup of poison
as deep as the horizon.

And if there’s nothing in it,

the rest is the same as ever,
dope’s silence at this minute
concieved, as the pace, in a fever

of the one who lives never...



