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ANNOTATION
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The wind is picking up; in the night one can hear the rustle of leaves and the creak of branches. What awaits us in the mysterious thickets of our own thoughts when darkness becomes an inseparable part of life? Each will discover this in the night. And each will find something of their own in this collection. The collection Wind & Night brings together imperfect yet sincere poems from different cycles and periods.
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****

The poplar rustles in the wind,
Its whisper like a paper’s sigh.
I won’t come back to her again —
I’m caught in nets of web and time.

The poplar rustles in the wind,
By lamplight moths begin their dance.
If only, mid-flight, they could know
Life won’t be lost to careless chance.

The poplar rustles in the wind,
Forgetfulness strips leaves away.
I’ll follow them before too long —
My pain has softened into gray.

The poplar rustles in the wind,
This tree is stronger than the rest.
I take my lesson from its stance,
Yet bearing more is past my test.

The poplar rustles in the wind,
It seems like just a simple stir.
But memory races into void —
Only brief moments will endure.

The poplar rustles in the wind.
I yielded to you — no fight, no cry.
We’ll meet again upon the shore,
Where leaf-hush sounds like surf nearb.
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****

She-wolf. You bare your fangs at the Moon.
What calls you on, what gnaws inside,
Is known to wind and sleep alone.
The night awaits — with dark ahead.

She-wolf. You ought to howl at the Moon,
Like kin, like wolves of your own kind.
You tear life’s threads, send them to gloom,
With bared white fangs and savage mind.

She-wolf. You stare into the Moon.
Its silver lights the path you take.
What once was far dissolves in dark —
Leave all the rest. Let it forsake.
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If only I knew what lives in your mind —
An eclectic storm of a hundred worlds,
Ships and cities, the cosmos unlined,
Iterations of thoughts and dreams unfurled.

How do you live when the chasm still grows?
How do you fight the darkness within?
Sorrow will fade, resignation will close,
Existence looks outward from deep under skin.

If only I knew how to meet you there,
Among a thousand faces grown dim —
To forgive you again, forgive myself bare,
So I never again fall down on a whim.

If only I knew what stirs in his head,
When night gives his dreams their reign —
He is calm, all the grief has fled,
And the cup of guilt is cracked, can’t hold pain.

REALITIES

MASKS

Time slips through fingers, fleeting and fast,

I burn through my life, careless, aghast,

Becoming alike to the rest of the crowd,

We bow to a ruler we worship aloud.

How I long to tear off the masks of deceit

From those in their white brick houses so neat.

Let them choke on their fury, their venomous rage,

If only they’d spare loyal dogs in their cage.

Freedom will come only at the end,

When the clock strikes twelve — no more to pretend.

They liken us all to a docile sheep,

In a world where the deadly sins seethe and creep.

So where is your Great Dream, lofty and bright,

Like fifty striped stars blazing white?

You shatter the world — then you ask for no blame?

Then take your war, you who wallow in shame:

All liars and filth, every sordid pretender,

The rotten, the ruthless, the cruel and the slender.
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****

People fling flattery, curses, and spite,
People forgot what it means to feel light.
Everyone needs to be someone’s disgrace,
Everyone longs to wash hands in blood’s trace.

Each one proclaims: we are the generation,
All of them craving their own elevation.
The chance to escape is vanishingly small,
And strength won’t suffice to leap over the fall.
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****

Shatter yourself to a hundred shards,
So beautiful — yet razor-hard,
Like falling tears that leave their mark,
A glittering, unspoken scar.

Embrace the reason why you breathe,
Why thought still burns, why eyes still see,
Why silence screams inside your chest,
Why truth refuses to find rest.

Break into fates you’ll never know,
Swallow the nails they made you swallow whole,
Digest the pain, the rust, the lies,
That feed you slowly, bite by bite.

Wash off the blood with open eyes,
Look at your soul — don’t turn aside,
And die before the watching crowd,
Without a doubt, without a shroud, without a lie.
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****

Deceitful liars play their part,
They are actors — masked in art.
Behind those masks their lures they spin,
Pouring salt on wounds within.
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A STRANGER’S WORLD

Stop! Reflect—what path to take?
The chance to soar you failed to make.
Your dreams lie buried in the dirt,
Alone again, consumed by hurt.

Look close! Without your tinted eyes,
The world’s a stranger, draped in lies.
Once bright in dreams, now grim, unkind,
With filth and flattery intertwined.

Forget the hopes that once you knew,
Here truth is scarce, deception’s due.
Each soul in this strange, unwelcome land
Would stab your back to lift their hand.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

MACHINES

[image: ]


I

You’ll never taste what freedom means,
You’ll stay confined for endless years.
Fate rarely alters worn routines—
We bear our crosses, lives and fears.

Step off the path they call the right,
The swamp will pull you down, ensnare.
How hard to climb the spiral height,
That twisted road to self-despair.

And if you break — you’re cast aside,
Replaced by newer, flawless lines.
A drop of diesel flows inside,
No blood — we’re steel, we’re just machines.

II

It’s frightening. Lonely. Yet intriguing.
To stand alone feels oddly true.
This imitation life is fleeting,
Living watched is far worse to endure.

They tell me: “Fake your grief, your joy.”
It’s simple — this is how I live.
I search their eyes — no spark, no void,
No other life they could conceive.
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MY FALLEN ANGEL
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You are an Angel, scorched by the world’s ashen veil,
Your wings are burned forever, reduced to scars.
All dreams turned to dust — you never saw the light,
Your days in this realm are numbered by the stars.

Dose after dose erases every doubt,
Your tears and thoughts dissolve to drifting sand.
You glide along the rivers of forgetting,
Where every nightmare comes to pass as planned.
..........................................
..........................................
My Angel dies alone upon the bed,
With scorched wings folded, cigarette in hand.
Before the scythe of Death, he softly weeps —
For fallen angels Death alone commands.
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