
sometimes when I listen to music it seems to me 

that we live in a world 

in which poetry cannot attain 

by force, the influence 

of music 

it seems to me that poetry 

often cannot even attain pornography; 

we have already said much about pornography 

and really have  

heard much about her 

interesing are, firstly, power, connections 

pain 

voice and strain 

inherent to pornography 

pain and lust 

emanating from the 

soul, three times and more 

diligently rubbing flesh, skin, bones 

before the public 

(deeply—dissolutely)   

copulating 

men and women 

we are all aware 

that pornography brings much 

to herself 

we know well 

that she contains in herself 

a great power and, perhaps, even presents herself 

as our main source of inspiration 

besides that 

she has in herself, it seems to me 

a deathly comfort 

and a deathly comfort 

is exactly that, which we are all 

now missing 

(not the common—pitiful—comfort 

and not the pitiful internal—half-penny— 



comfort 

and not the sweet—spiritual—neglect— 

(plague-stricken) 

but precisely the deathly comfort) 

this is why I think, that we now, more than ever 

we need pornography 

I see how we miss her 

she is always with us  

but from this we, for some reason, do not begin to miss her 

less 

we begin, from this, to miss her  

so much more 

probably, the thing here is  

that pornography has everything 

that we, in principle 

should strive towards 

pornography is everything, that we are able 

to desire to show— 

each other— 

pornography is our primary stronghold and confederate 

pornography is our debt, it is our 

final deposit 

pornography—is the pain and the last stronghold  

of that world 

in which we all now live 

and without which we 

cannot yet do without 

pornography 

is the song of clean snow 

pornography— 

is the language of roses 

pornography—the rustle, the silken crackle 

of wet snow under the feet 

a quiet rustle and crackle 

of a lightly dying snow 

pornography is roses for the passengers 

pornography is the language of roses 



pornography—the language of streets 

pornography—conversations of oysters 

pornography is somehow suspicious people smelling something out 

strange, obscured peoples 

black stamped entryways (covered with snow and smelling of a moist earth) 

death, fear 

deaf footsteps below 

empty houses 

in the center city 

crooked 

half-empty 

burnt out 

damned to demolition 

spread legs 

or lightly raised brows 

death, fear 

obscenities— 

our death 

our fear 

our obscenities 

our 

vanity 

our public diaries 

funny luck-less diaries 

engrained tight ass 

insomniacs 

the help-less 

third rate 

artists-exhibitionists, the hopeless 

underachievers—strip teasers 

who refuse money in advance 

because they understand 

that nothing shines on them 

they understand 

that it's not likely 

that something with help 

they know 



that there's nothing they'll be able  

to bare that they ought to 

(even belly buttons) 

nothing they can manage 

even in themselves they cannot mannage to awake the passions 

as they ought to 

our degraded style 

our decorative chaos 

our sweet ethereal wickedness 

our restrained drunkeness, beer hall fascism 

morning 

Moskovian intellectualism or 

German butchers 

this pornography 

this battle for ideology 

our deathly—heady 

disease 

(dread) 

to remain naked 

uncovered, desire necessarily 

to take cover 

to cover oneself 

with some kind of pitiful remains 

the crazed tatters 

frightful rags 

OF AN IDEA— 

and this is right, because 

it looks normal 

this appears 

in this very instance 

whichever tattered 

rags 

and the rather pitifully shabby sack-cloths of an idea 

from ages ago 

appeared as ideal costumes 

for pornography 

(isn't that right?) 



it sometimes happens to you, that what you can hear around you 

produces a firm sensation of pornography? 

and after some time it begins to seem  

that you already cannot live even a day 

without it 

it seems to you, that you cannot 

eat at peace 

or shave without it 

you are already certain, that you cannot 

refuse it 

and consequently it is found out that pornography is your only fetish and source 

and you, all the time 

are thinking about it 

and that you already, really 

cannot think of anything 

else 

and that your dream, your shame 

and your fear 

is pornography 

the moon, wind, salt 

linens 

elephants 

nightshades 

the salty smell 

of seaweed from the canal— 

pornography 

pornography is everything, that we are able to propose to one another— 

—to hand over— 

to each other 

pornography is our only fetish and source 

now, when I'm writing these lines 

in a corner of my computer screen hangs a window 

with a short videoclip, quoted from the internet 

a small Korean girl, with spread legs 

sucks the dick of a dark, curly-haired European 

young beautiful rising to his knees 

lays down between her legs 



when I listen to music I always desire that  

we should all appear in a world in which 

poetry does not attain 

the strength or the influence  

of music 

I regret 

that we appeared in a world 

in which  

poetry does not attain 

pornography 

we've heard much about pornography 

and read so much about it 

but now we've caught hold of pornography just so 

like not every child is able 

to catch to hold his mother's breast 

we grasped her as 

only very few girls or harlots 

is able to playfully grasp 

a man's cock 

I think, that with time we will even more strongly 

grasp her 

there will be much to  

remind us of her and pornography herself will thus appear to us 

as one of the last reminders 

of a world withdrawing from us 
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