A. Tapkoeckuu [laynb Knee

XKun ga 6bin xygoxHuk MNayns Knee
['oe-To 3a ropamu, Hag nyramu

OH cupen cebe oauvH B annee

C pasHouBeTHbIMW KapaHaalamm,

Pucosan kBagpatbl U KPHOHOYKN,
Adpuky, pebeHka Ha neppoHe,
[bsBoneHka B ronybown copouke,
3Be3abl 1 3Bepen Ha HeOOCKITOHE.

He xoTen oH, 4To6 ero pucyHkm
Bbinn yecTHLIM NacnopToM NPUPOAbI,
'Ae NOCNYLIHO CTPOATCS MO CTPYHKe
JTroawn, KoHKW, ropoada u Boabl,

OH xoT1en, 4YTob6 NUHUM 1 NATHA,
Kak Ky3HeunKkn B MOSTIbCKOM 3BOHE,
oBOPUNKN CAIMTHO M NMOHATHO.

N ogHaxabl yTPOM Ha KapTOHe

MpoTynNuUnu KpbifbIWKN U TEMS:
AHren cmepTtn ctan obo3HayaTbCs.
MoHsan Knee, 4To HacTano Bpems
C My301 1 3HaKOMbIMU NPOLLATHLCS.

Monpowanca n ckoHvancsa Knee.
Huyero He MmoxeT ObITb NnevanbHen!
Ecnun 6 Knee Obinn HamHoro 3anee,
AHren cmepTtn 661N Obl HATYpanbHEN.

W Toga ¢ XyaAoXXHWKOM BCe BMeCTe
Mbl 6bI TOXXE CTMHYNK CO CBEeTa,

MopacTtpsic 6bl aHren Hawun KOCTH.
Ho ckaxnte MHe: Ha 4To Ham 3T0?

Ha norocTte xyxe, 4eM B My3ee,
['0e nopou CIIOHATCA XUBble,

W Bucart pagkom kapTuHel Knee —
ony6bie, xenTtble, GnaxHbie. ..

A. Tarkovsky Paul Klee

Far away, behind the mountain ranges,
There lived an artist, Paul Klee

He would sit alone and cover pages
With his colored crayons day by day.

He drew Africa with points and squares,
Children in a noisy platform crowd,
Funny imps in their funky wear,

Flying beasts among the starry clouds.

Klee didn't like to copy nature

Photos are for passports, not for painting.
If lined up in order, things and creatures
Would be boring and not worth creating!

Let the lines, and curves, and color patterns
Speak the language eloquent and vital,

Like grasshoppers that in summer chatter
In their chirping cheerful recital.

One day Klee saw his picture changing
Two black wings arising like two sprouts.
Looking at the head of his Death Angel,
Klee knew: his time was running out.

It's so sad: his life did not last longer!

Mourned by Muse and friends he then was buried;
If Paul Klee's soul had burned with anger

His Death Angel would have looked more scary!

Then we would, together with the artist
Perish from the face of Earth like bubbles,
Thrown by Death into the utmost darkness.
Now you tell me: do we need this trouble?

Better be in galleries where mortals

Idly wander, curiously gazing,

At the art of Klee's cubes and circles

In his pictures - yellow, blue, and crazy...



