TrOpOJ, CTAHYTBIM B y3€ll, Crall.

B JIy’K€ ApoxkKai cladblii KOHTYp KapHH3a.

anpesib pacKypHuBaj TOPU30HT, AbIIIAT
YBEPEHHBIM KPACHBIM OPHU30M.

s 3HAK0 CHJIY 3TOI'0 4yBCTBa:

MO/l YTPO TaCHYT JIOOBIE MEUTHI.

BEJIb TaM, IJI€ 3aKaHYMBAETCSI UCKYCCTBO
HaunHaembcs Thl.

tied in a knot, the city slept.

roofs regarded the puddles their prison.
april was smoking the skyline, it kept
fully and firmly breathing.

this emotion is worth every second felt;
beside it, at sunrise, dreams fade from view.
for there, where art comes to its end,

start You.




