Coaneynas 3uma Bo DopeHuum.

Pannee yTpo — rosy6oe u 30710T0e€, a

YEpHBIN (PIIOPEHTUHCKUIA BO3[yX BECH YK€ 3 FOPOJ
BBILICJT U MBILICJT Y2K€ 3a TOpOJ] BECh: OGCpHle, 10O HUM
U CTEKasl, XOJIMbl — HE CTOJIb OKPECTHBIE, CKOJIb
OKpYKHBIE.

Hao xonmamu Ho4HOE, Oelloe elé He6O0 MEIJIEHHO
roiay6eeT CKBO3b cebsi. A mexndy XOIMOB FOPUT
KPacCHbII XBOPOCT TOCKAHCKUI, CKOPO 30JI0ThIM
CTaHeT...

CautHoe He0o.
BaMbIkuBaromme XoaMbl.

YneHopasneabHbIE T0JVHBI.

KI/IHapI/ICbI — CJIOKCHHBIC 30HTUKMH,
NMNMHUN — PACKPBITLIC.

[Ton nuHMSIMM M KUNapucaMy y 3epKaJiel] CBOuX 1

4y>KUX MOTOPOJIIEPOB UTAJIMAHLbI TPUYECHIBAIIN

3aKanaHHyo CEJMHY U HaNeBaJM IoJ0CaMU CIaJ0CTHO!

XPUIUIBIMA — TOJIOCAMU KaK Obl C UTAJIbSIHCKOW

TPEXJHEBHON LLIETUHO.

A sunny winter in Florence.

Early morning - blue and gold, and

the black Florentine air - eeny meeny miney moe — has completely vanished from the city: and

is now wrapping up and flowing down the hills that are more orbital than surrounding.

Above the hills — the still-white night sky slowly turns blue. And between the hills, red Tuscan
brushwood burns, which will soon become gold...

The conjoined sky.
The mooing hills.

The well-defined valleys.

The cypresses are like folded umbrellas,
and the stone pines - unfolded.

Under the stone pines and cypresses, Italians brushed the drips from their gray hair in the rear-
view mirrors of their own and others’ motor scooters and sang sweetly with voices as hoarse as
though they had an Italian three-day stubble.

®eBpasib B BUHOTPATHUKAX.

Kot nepexogut gopory.

KTo-TO ¢ Takoii cuioil 1 paBHOMEPHOCTBIO BKU/BIBAET OYTHUIKM B KOHTEMHED /7151 CTEKJIOTAPHI,
YTO KaXKeTCsl, OYyATO pyOsIT CTEKJISIHHBIE [IPOBA.



Bapyr 3ambruana KopoBa, Kak JBEpb.

Jlopory HETOpOIUIMBO NEPEXOAUT KOT C IMPOBUCLLIEN CIIMHOM U 3a/IHULIEN, KaK y KOpoBbl. He yim
Obl U HE XBOCT, TaK Obl U Ka3aJICsl MAJICHbKOIN Y€pHOI KOPOBOWA.

["onbie BUHOrpajHUKu B cHery. Ceiluac HEMOHSITHO, YTO 3/1eCh, COOCTBEHHO, BbipaluBaetcs. Cyps
N0 KOHIIAr€pHOM MJIAHUPOBKE, KOJIKOYask MPOBOJIOKA.

W3-nop cHera HaBcTpevy KOTY B yKace 3a4YMOKAJIA NTUYKH.

February in the vineyards

A cat crossing the road.

Someone is throwing bottles into the glass bin with such force and regularity that it seems as if
glass logs are being chopped.

Suddenly, the cow moaned like a door.

A cat is slowly crossing the road with a hollow back and an ass like a cow. Were it not for the
ears and tail, it would have looked like a little black cow.

Bare vineyards in the snow.

One couldn’t now guess what they are growing here. Since it’s laid out like a concentration camp
it must be barbed wire.

From under the snow the horrified little birds making smacking sounds at the approaching cat.

Illocce nag mopem. O mooBu K Ponune

[Toxxap B mnpupgopoxkxHoM KycTe. CepeOpsiHblil OroHb, [00€KaB MO JIOMaHO OTIMOAIOLIUMCS
NPYThsM Jajbllle HEKyja, MOANPLIrMBACT W MPEBPALLAETCS B MAJEHbKYIO 4epHOTY. Bor-BOT
3aI0JIbIXaeT BECh CKJIOH, BECb AJIpMaTUYECKUil Oeper.

MaiuuHsl 3amMeJIsitoTes, Kak Obl ornsabiBasick. Ho ocTaHaBnmBaeTcst TONBKO OfiHAa — (PyproH ¢
MOpPOXKEHbIM, BECb HAUCKOCh U3PUCOBAH KaKUMU-TO 3e0pamu. Bouiesaer modep, packaTbiBasi o
KaMy(pusDKHOM  Maiike orHeryumTesb. [lopackaTeiBas-mopackaTbhiBall, NOTpEC-NOTPEC, Ha
MTHOBEHHME C NPUCJIOHEHHBbIM YXOM 3aMep — M NYCTWI OOPEYEHHO KATUTHCS: C XKUBOTA — IIO
CKJIOHY — B CHSIOLLIEE MOPE.

Bosparuics K ¢yprosy u, pasMepeHHO 000pauMBasiCh TO Yepes JIEBOe IUIEYO0, TO Yepe3 MIPABoe,
Hayaj 3a0pachlBaTh MbUIAIOLIMNA KYCT Pa3HOLBETHbIMU IpaHaTaMM B MOPO3HOM CTaHHUONIE —
KOHUYECKVMU, IUIVMHAPUYECKUMU U NapAJIJIeNIeUIEeHbIMMU.

A Highway Over the Sea: Love for One’s Homeland
A fire in a roadside bush. The silver flame dances to the tips of the broken twigs, and then,
having nowhere left to go, leaps off and vanishes into the darkness. The entire slope, the entire

Adriatic coast, is just about to flare up.

Cars slow down, as if looking back. But only one stops - an ice-cream truck covered with
painted zebras. The driver gets out, rolling a fire extinguisher in a camo t-shirt. He rolls and



shakes it, then stops short and for an instant presses his ear against it, before letting it roll,
fatefully, from his stomach down the hill and into the shining sea.

He returned to the truck, and turning carefully to the left, then to the right, into the burning bush,
he began tossing colorful grenades wrapped in silvery foil — cones, cylinders, and cubes.



