Moments of life
The sun is waking at this moment

Inspiring everything by beams,

I took this picture, and it seems

That every single real poet,

Who had ever seen this scene,

Would like to catch it and to keep,

To wrap in simple words of poem,

To strew the rhyme around it

And hide inside his heart so deep,

That never will to be revealed…

I feel.

The snow is always stubborn-falling

Confused and infinity-odd

When endless snowflakes are going 

By their own living road:

Born from the water drop,

They fly all over the world,

And die on someone’s face

Leaving a tiny wet spot – 

A place of death’s phace

For the next to reborn again
In rain…
The sky is burning like great fire
And scarlet mirage shroud the light,

We sink in darkness with desire

To dissolve in deepen ocean night

And feel again the rising power

At time when we get up with lark

Of yellow-white and fervent bark
That everything can spear and cover,

To melt the ice in someone’s eyes,

Revive to life and light the sky
To save from all-absorbing stark

Dark.
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