MeHHaduu LWWnanukoe

NONOBUHA OEBATOIO

ConHuem o6pbi3raH Lenbin mup,
MpasgHuyHO GneLeT ynuua.
Mocne
YTPEHHEN TbMbl

KBapTup
JTloaun ctoaTt

N WypaTcs.

CaoBuHbCSA, nonpobyn,—
He XBaTWUT cun,
Ny nogbesnos,
CMPOCOHOK,
Mopopn 60onbLUO HA MIHOBEHbLE
3acTbin,
3aXXMypUBLLACD,
KaK KOTEHOK.
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HALF PAST NINE

The world is splattered by sunlight,
Sparkling with festive luster.
Leaving
the morning darkness

behind,
People stand blinded,

And blink, adjusting.

Any move now is an effort -
don’t try!
The city has halted,
by brightness smitten
At the front doors, half-awake
it lies
Squinting at light
like a coddled kitten.



