
ÇÜâ-àð îºÔ ºì ØÆ úð 

ÆÝã-áñ ï»Õ »õ ÙÇ ûñ
Ø»ÝáõÃÛáõÝë Ïáñ³í
àõÕÇÝ»ñáí Ëáïáñ
Ø»Ï ÑÛáõëÇë Ù»Ï Ñ³ñ³í
Þñç»óÇ ÷Ýïñ»Éáí
öáË³ñ»ÝÁ ·ï³
Ð³Ûó³Ï³Ý ÙÇ ÑáÉáí
Ð³ñó»ñÇ ÙÇ ßÕÃ³
ø³Õ³ùÇ å³ï»ñÇÝ
ÆÙ Ñ³ëó»Ý ÷³ÏóñÇ
²ßË³ñÑÇ Ã»ñÃ»ñÇÝ
´Ûáõñ ³½¹»ñ ïí»óÇ
¼áõñ Ï³Ýã»ñ ½áõñ ÑáõÛë»ñ
öáË³ñ»ÝÁ ù³Ý½Ç
²ëïí³Í ÇÝÓ ïí»ó ë»ñ
îí»ó ÇÝÓ áñå»ë½Ç 

ÆÝã-áñ ï»Õ »õ ÙÇ ûñ
ÎáñóñÇ ÇÙ ë»ñÁ
öáñÓ»óÇ »ë µáÉáñ
´»Ù»ñáõÙ ÇÙ ¹»ñÁ
âáõÝ»Ç áã ÙÇ µ³é
àñ ÇÙ íÇßïÁ å³ïÙ»Ù
²Ý³ÝáõÝ ÙÇ Ï»ñå³ñ
²Ý¹ÇÙ³Ï áõ ³Ý¹»Ù

Ü»ï»óÇ ³é ²ëïí³Í 
àñ ¹³éÝ³ Ï³ñ»ÏÇó
ÆÙ ëÇñïÁ ÝÇ½³Ïí³Í
ÆÙ Ñ³ëó»Ý ëñïÇë ÏÇó
¼áõñ ç³Ýù»ñ ½áõñ háõÛë»ñ
öáË³ñ»ÝÁ ù³Ý½Ç
Ü³ ïí»ó ÇÝÓ »ñ·»ñ
Ü³ ïí»ó áñå»ë½Ç 

ÆÝã-áñ ï»Õ »õ ÙÇ ûñ
ÆÙ »ñ·»ñÁ Ïáñ³Ý
ºí ³Ûëå»ë ·ÉËÇÏáñ
ÎáñáõëïÇ ÙÇ ß³ñ³Ý
î³Ý»Éáí ÇÝÓ Çñ Ñ»ï 
¸³ñÓñ»ó ÇÝÓ µ³ó³Ï³
¶Ý³óÇ ¹»åÇ »ï 
àõ áãÇÝã ã·ï³
âÏ³ñ »ñ· ãÏ³ñ ë»ñ
ºí ãÏ³ñ Ù»ÝáõÃÛáõÝ
ØÝ³óÇ ³é³Ýó ¹»ñ
ê³Ï³ÛÝ Ç ·ÇïáõÃÛáõÝ
ÆÝã-áñ ï»Õ »õ ÙÇ ûñ
Â» ·ïÝ»ù ÙÇ ëïí»ñ
²Ýï»ñáõÝã áõ ÙáÉáñ
Ð³Ù³ñ»É ³Ýí³í»ñ

Somewhere and Someday

 

Somewhere and someday
I lost my loneliness
From south to north
On winding roads
I hunted everywhere for it
But instead I found
A chain of questions
Useless things
On the walls of the city
I posted my address
I placed announcements
In every newspaper
But calls were in vain
Hopes were in vain
Instead
God granted me love
Granted love so…

Somewhere and someday
I lost my love
On every stage
I tried to play my role
But didn't have words
To describe my brief
A nameless character
With no face and no masque

I flung to God
My arrow-pierced heart
Enclosed my address
Imploring help
But efforts were in vain
Hopes were in vain
Instead
God granted me songs
Granted songs so… 

Somewhere and someday
Somewhere and someday
My songs were lost
A chain of losses
Dragged me along
Which I followed humbly
And became wholly absent
When I went back 
I found nothing
There was neither song nor love
Nor loneliness
I was left without a role
But be aware
Someday and somewhere
If you chance to happen upon
A wandering shadow with no 
owner
Leave it there
It is void

Âº Î²ðÌàôØ ºê 

Ëáëùª è. øÁÝáÛÇ
öáË³¹. ä»ñ× ÂÛáõñ³µÛ³ÝÇ 

Â» Ï³ñÍáõÙ »ë
Â» Ï³ñÍáõÙ »ë
æ³Ñ»É ³ÕçÇÏ
æ³Ñ»É ³ÕçÇÏ
àñ ³éÁÝ¹ÙÇßï åÇïÇ ï»õÇ
Ä³Ù³Ý³ÏÁ ùá ë»ñ»ñÇ
²ë»É Ïáõ½Ç 
êË³ÉíáõÙ »ë
æ³Ñ»É ³ÕçÇÏ ç³Ñ»É ³ÕçÇÏ
êË³ÉíáõÙ »ë 

Â» Ï³ñÍáõÙ »ë
Â» Ï³ñÍáõÙ »ë
æ³Ñ»É ³ÕçÇÏ
æ³Ñ»É ³ÕçÇÏ
àñ ³éÁÝ¹ÙÇßï åÇïÇ ï»õÇ
ì³ñ¹³·áõÛÝÁ ùá ³Ûï»ñÇ
æñ³Ñ³ñëÇ ùá ³½¹ñ»ñÁ
àõ ¿Ù³É» »ÕáõÝ·Ý»ñÁ
øÝùáõß Ã»Ã»õ ùá ù³ÛÉ»ñÁ
²ë»É Ïáõ½Ç
êË³ÉíáõÙ »ë

²ÝóÝáõÙ »Ý ûñ»ñÁ ëÇñáõÝ
îáÝ»ñÇ ûñ»ñÁ ëÇñáõÝ
äïïíáõÙ »Ý áõ åïïíáõÙ
ØáÉáñ³ÏÝ»ñ áõ ³ñ»õÝ»ñ
ÆëÏ ¹áõ ÷áùñÇÏ ù³ÛÉáõÙ »ë ÙÇßï
ÞÇï³Ï ßÇï³Ï ³ÝÑá· ³ÝíÇßï
ØÇßï ¹»åÇ ³ÛÝ ÇÝã ã»ë ï»ëÝáõÙ
ØÇÝã ù»½ Í³ÍáõÏ »Ý Ùáï»ÝáõÙ
²ñ³·³Ñ³ë ÏÝ×ÇéÝ»ñ
Ì³Ýñ³ÏßÇé ·ÇñáõÃÛáõÝ
ºí »é³Í³É ÙÇ Ï½³Ï 

¸» áõñ»ÙÝ 
Þáõï áõñ»ÙÝ
æ³Ñ»É ³ÕçÇÏ
æ³Ñ»É ³ÕçÇÏ
ø³ÕÇñ ÏÛ³ÝùÇ áÕç í³ñ¹»ñÁ
ºí ÃáÕ Ýñ³Ýó Ã»ñÃÇÏÝ»ñÁ
ºñç³ÝÏáõÃÛ³Ý Íáí ÉÇÝ»Ý ù»½
Ð³í»ñÅáõÃÛ³Ý Íáí ÉÇÝ»Ý ù»½
Â» ã»ë ù³ÕáõÙ ³Û¹ í³ñ¹»ñÁ
²ë»É Ïáõ½Ç
êË³ÉíáõÙ »ë

If You Imagine 

Adapted from R. Queneau’s
"Si tu t’imagines” 

If you imagine
If you imagine
Little sweetie
Little sweetie
It will last forever
The season of your loves
You're fooling yourself
Little sweetie
You're fooling yourself 

If you imagine
If you imagine
Little sweetie
Little sweetie
They will last forever
Your rosy cheeks
Your thighs of nymph
Your enamel nails
And your light foot
You're fooling yourself
You're fooling yourself

The lovely days disappear
The lovely days of feasts
Suns and planets
Go round in circles

But you my little one you keep 
going
Straight straight painless and 
careless
Always toward what you don't see
While very slowly draw near
The swift wrinkles
The weighty fat
And triple chin 

So hurry up
Hurry up
Little sweetie
Little sweetie
Gather the roses of life
And may their petals
Be a sea of happiness
Be a sea of eternity
If you donut gather those roses
You're fooling yourself
You're fooling yourself

Somewhere and Someday

Lyrics and music
by Berge Turabian

Êáëù ¨ »ñ³ÅßïáõÃÛáõÝ
ä»ñ× ÂÛáõñ³µÛ³ÝÇ

ÆÝã-áñ î»Õ ¨  ÙÇ úñÆÝã-áñ î»Õ ¨  ÙÇ úñ



Ð²ð²Èº¼Üºð 

ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ ·Ý³É
¸»åÇ ³ÝóÛ³É
²é³ëå»ÉÝ»ñÇ ³ßË³ñÑÁ
ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ ·Ý³É
¸»åÇ ³ÝóÛ³É
Ð³ñ³É»½Ý»ñÇ ³Ýï³éÁ 

ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ ·ïÝ»É
Ð³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
Ð³½³ñ áõ Ù»Ï Ñ»ùÇ³ÃÝ»ñ
ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ Ï»ñï»É
êáõï »ñ³½Ý»ñ
²ÝÑ³ë³Ý»ÉÇ ÉáõëÇÝÝ»ñ 

ºë µ³ó ÏÃáÕÝ»Ù Ñ³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
ÆÙ ÑÇÝ ë»ñ»ñÇ ³ßË³ñÑáõÙ
àõ »ë Ï³ñÓ³Ï»Ù Ñ³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
ÆÙ ³ñÓ³·³ÝùÇ Óáñ»ñáõÙ 

ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ ÉÇÝ»É
ÐÇÝ ¹Çñù»ñáõÙ
ä³ï»ñ³½ÙÝ»ñÇ ¹³ßï»ñáõÙ
ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ í³½»É
øá ÏáÕù»ñáõÙ
øá ÷³ËáõëïÝ»ñÇ ù³áëáõÙ 

ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ áñë³É 
Ð³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
ÐÇÝ ³Ýï³éÝ»ñÇ Ëáñù»ñáõÙ
ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ µ³Ý³É
ÐÇÝ ·³ÕïÝÇùÝ»ñ
²é³ëå»É³Ï³Ý »ñÏ»ñáõÙ

ºë µ³ó ÏÃáÕÝ»Ù Ñ³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
ÆÙ ÑÇÝ íßï»ñÇ µ³Ýï»ñáõÙ
àõ »ë Ï³ñÓ³Ï»Ù Ñ³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
ÆÙ ã³É»ÏáÍíáÕ Íáí»ñáõÙ 

ÆÙ ÑÇÝ ë»ñ»ñÇ ³ßË³ñÑáõÙ
ÆÙ ÑÇÝ íßï»ñÇ µ³Ýï»ñáõÙ
ÆÙ ³ñÓ³·³ÝùÇ Óáñ»ñáõÙ
ÆÙ ã³É»ÏáÍíáÕ Íáí»ñáõÙ
¸áõ »ë ÙÇ³ÛÝ
¸áõ »ë ÙÇ³ÛÝ
ÆëÏ ¹áõ ³Ûëûñ ÇÙ ·ñÏáõÙ
ØÇ ùÇã Ù»éÝáõÙ »ë áõ ¹Ç³Ï »ë
ÆëÏ ¹áõ ³Ûëûñ ÇÙ ·ñùáõÙ
ØÇ ùÇã Ý»ñÏ³ áõ ß³ï ³ÝóÛ³É »ë
ø»½ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ ÉÇ½»Ý áõ ÉÇ½»Ý
Ð³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ Ñ³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ 

ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ ·Ý³É
¸»åÇ ³ÝóÛ³É
²ÛÝï»Õ áõñ Ï³Ý ³é³ëå»ÉÝ»ñ
ÆÝÓ Ñ³ñÏ ¿ ·Ý³É
¸»åÇ ³ÝóÛ³É
²ÛÝï»Õ áõñ Ï³Ý Ñ³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
Ð³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ 
Ð³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
Ð³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ
Ð³ñ³É»½Ý»ñ

THE HARALEZ 

I need to go back
To the past
The world of the Haralez
I need to go back
To the past
The land of the Haralez 

I need to evoke
The Haralez
And thousands of fairy tales
I need to engender
Fake dreams
Unreachable moons 

I will unleash the Haralez
In the world of my old loves
I will release the Haralez
In the canyons of the echoes 

I need to remain
On the old scenes
Of the battlefields
I need to follow at your heels
Be in the chaos of your escapes 

I need to hunt
The Haralez
In the depths of forests
I need to discover
Old secrets
In the realm of myths

I will unleash the Haralez
In the prisons of my old sorrows
I will release the Haralez
In my stagnant seas  

In the world of my old loves
In the prisons of my old 
sorrows
In the canyons of my echoes
In my stagnant seas
There is nothing but you
There is nothing but you 

But today in my arms
You are almost dead almost a 
corpse
And today in my book
You are a little present and too 
absent 

The Haralez must lick you and 
lick
The Haralez must lick you and 
lick 

I need to go back
To the past
The world where myths still live
I need to go back
To the past
The world where the Haralez 
still live 

ºð¶ ºð¶ ¶ðºÈàô Ø²êÆÜ 
Î²Ø öàøðÆÎ 

öáùñÇÏ »Ã» ÇÙ ÏÇÃ³éÁ
ø»½ ³ÛÝù³Ý ¿É ¹áõñ ãÇ ·³ÉÇë
ºë ÏåáÏ»Ù ëÇñá É³ñÁ
ºí ¹áõñ Ï·³Ù »ë ù»½ Áëï Çë 

öáùñÇÏ »Ã» ÇÙ ³Ûë á×Á 
ø»½ ·»ñ»Éáõ ÑÝ³í³Ý¹ ¿
ÎË³Õ³óÝ»Ù »ë ÇÙ åáãÁ
øá ë»ñÝ ÇÙ Ù»ç Ù³Ý³í³Ý¹ ¿ 

¸Åµ³Ëï³µ³ñ ÇÙ »õ ùá Ù»ç
âÏ³ áãÇÝã ÝáõÛÝÇëÏ ÙÇ §»õ¦
ú å³ñ½³å»ë ×»ñÙ³Ï ÙÇ ¿ç
¶áõó» ¹³éÝ³ñ ÙÇ ùÇã ë»õ 

öáùñÇÏ »Ã» ³Ûë å³Ñí³Íùë
Þ³ï ¿ »ñÏãáï áõ µéÝ³½µáë
ä³ï×³éÝ ³ÛÝ ¿ áñ Ëáëí³Íùë
²Ýµ³ëÇñ ¿ áõ å»ñ×³Ëáë 

öáùñÇÏ »Ã» ¹³ñå³ëáõÙë
²Ý×³ñ³Ï ¿ ÍÇÍ³Õ»ÉÇ
â¿ áñ ùá Ù»ç ëáÕáëÏáõÙë
ä»ïù ¿ ÉÇÝÇ ³Ý½·³ÉÇ

¸Åµ³Ëï³µ³ñ ÇÙ áõ ùá Ù»ç
âÏ³ áãÇÝã ÝáõÝÇëÏ ÙÇ §áõ¦
ú å³ñ½³å»ë ·ñí³Í ÙÇ ¿ç
¸³éÝ³ñ Ù»Ï »ñ· Ï³Ù »ñÏáõ 

öáùñÇÏ ·Çï»ë ³ÝÇÙ³ëï ¿
È³ñ»ñÝ áõ á×»ñÁ ÷áË»É
àñ »ë Í»ñ »Ù ¹³ Ñá ÷³ëï ¿
ºí ¿É ÇÝãáõ ¹»é Ë³ñ¹³Ë»É 

ºÃ» ·ñí»ó ³ñ¹»Ý »ñ·ë
øá ë»ñÝ ÇÙ Ù»ç ³í»Éáñ¹ ¿
ØÝ³ó Ù³ùñ»É ¹ÇÙ³Ý»ñÏë
ºí ³ÛÝ ÇÝã áñ ÇÙ Ù»ç ËáñÃ ¿ 

ºí ù»½ ³ë»É í»ñçÇí»ñçá
Â» »ñ·ë ù»½ ³ÝÙÇï Ãí³ó
îáÕ»ñÇ Ù»ç ÇÙ ã³÷³Íá
öáùñÇÏ ùá Ñ»ñÝ ¿É ³ÝÇÍ³Í 

ºí ù»½ ³ë»É í»ñçÇí»ñçá
öáùñÇÏ ùá Ñ»ñÝ ¿É ³ÝÇÍ³Í

SONG ABOUT WRITING A 
SONG OR LITTLE GIRL

Little girl if you really 
Donut like my guitar
I’ll put off its love strings
Perhaps then you'll like me 

Little girl if my style 
Of charming you is obsolete
I’ll clown around
Your love for me is so urgent 

But alas between you and me
There is nothing not even an “and”
Only a blank white page
I wish had blackened a little 

Little girl if my demeanor
Is much too awkward and shy
The reason is the way I speak-
Too eloquent and silver-tonqued 

Little girl if my seduction
Is ridiculous and clumsy
The reason is that my intrusion
Must be very crafty

But alas between you & me
There is nothing not even an “&”
Only a scribbled page
Which could have been a song or two 

Little girl you know its meaningless
To change styles and strings
And that I'm old is certain
There is no point in cheating 

If my song is already written
Your love in me is needless
Let me wash off my makeup
And everything fake in me 

And let me tell you at last
In my lines in verse
If my song seemed silly to you
Get lost little girl the hell with you

*Aralez or Haralez:
the ancient Armenians believed in the existence of these 
dog-like creatures, which had the power to revive the fallen 



ÐàðÆ¼àÜÀ 

ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ í»ñçÝ ¿ ÏÛ³ÝùÇ
ºñÏñ³·Ý¹Ç Å³Ù³Ý³ÏÇ
ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ ÏÇÝÝ ¿ í»ñçÇÝ
ºí ëÏÇ½µÁ ³Ù»Ý ÇÝãÇ
ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ í»ñçÇÝ Ï»ïÝ ¿
Ø»ñ ûñ»ñÇ Ï³Ý·áõÝ ÉáõÛëÁ
ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ Ù»ñ ³ãù»ñÝ ¿
Ø»ñ ³ãù»ñÇ í»ñçÇÝ ÑáõÛëÁ
ºë ·ÝáõÙ »Ù áõ Ï·Ý³Ù 
ÐáñÇ½áÝÇ Ýí³×Ù³Ý
ºë ·ÝáõÙ »Ù áõ Ï·Ý³Ù 
ÐáñÇ½áÝÇ ×³Ý³ãÙ³Ý
ºë ·Çï»Ù áñ ³ÛÝï»Õ ÙÇ³ÛÝ 
äÇïÇ ·ïÝ»Ù ³ÏáõÝùÝ ÇÙ 

ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ Ï³ÝãáõÙ ¿ Ù»½
ºñ³½Ý»ñáí ï³ÝçáõÙ ¿ Ù»½
ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ Ù³ñ¹Ý ¿ í»ñçÇÝ
ºí ëÏÇ½µÁ ³Ù»Ý ÇÝãÇ
ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ í»ñçÇÝ ë»ñÝ ¿
Ø»ñ ³é³çÇÝ ³é³íáïÁ
ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ Ùáé³óáõÙÝ ¿
ÐÇÝ ûñ»ñÇ Ù»ñ Ï³ñáïÁ
ºë ·ÝáõÙ »Ù áõ Ï·Ý³Ù 

ºë Ï·Ý³Ù áõ ÏÓáõÉí»Ù 
ÐáñÇ½áÝÇ Ã»õ»ñÇÝ
ÐáñÇ½áÝÁ Ï·ñ³í»Ù 
Î¹³ñÓÝ»Ù ÇÙ ·»ñÇÝ
ºë ·ÝáõÙ »Ù áõ Ï·Ý³Ù 
¸»åÇ ÇÝÓ ÇÙ Ýí³×Ù³Ý
ºë ·ÝáõÙ »Ù áõ Ï·Ý³Ù 
¸»åÇ ÇÝÓ ÇÙ ×³Ý³ãÙ³Ý

The Horizon 

The horizon is the end of life
The end of the world and time
The horizon is the last woman
And the beginning of everything
The horizon is the ending point
The still light of our days
The horizon is our sight
The last hope in our eyes
I am going toward the horizon
To discover it
I’ll be going toward the horizon
To conquer it
I know that only there
I shall find my source 

The horizon invites
And tortures with dreams
The horizon is the last man
And the beginning of everything
The horizon is the last love
And our first break of day
The horizon is oblivion
The longing for old days
I am going toward the horizon…

I shall go and I shall merge
With the horizon
I shall go and I shall make
The horizon my captive
I am going toward myself
To discover myself
I’ll be going toward myself
To conquer myself 

øà ÒºèøºðÀ 

¶»Ãë»Ù³ÝÇó ÙÇÝã»õ Ï³ñÙÇñ ¶áÕ·áÃ³
øá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý Ó·í»É ¹³ñÓ»É ÇÙ áõÕÇÝ
¶»Ãë»Ù³ÝÇó ÙÇÝã»õ ³ÝÑ³ë ¶áÕ·áÃ³
øá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ù ï³ÝáõÙ ¹ñ³Í ÇÙ áõëÇÝ
¶»Ãë»Ù³ÝÇ å³ñï»½áõÙ ùá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý ÓÇÃ»ÝÛ³ó
¼áí áõ Ã³ËÍáï Í³é»ñÇ Ù»ÕÙ áõ Ï³åáõÛï 
Ñáí³ÝÇÝ
²ÕáÃùÝ»ñÇ ·»ß»ñáõÙ ùá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý »ñÏÛáõÕ³Í
êå³ëáõÙÇ å³Ñ»ñáí ÉóÝáõÙ Å³Ù»ñÝ ÇÙ í»ñçÇÝ 

¶»Ãë»Ù³ÝÇó ÙÇÝãeu Ï³ñÙÇñ ¶áÕ·áÃ³
øá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý Ùïñ³Ï»Éáí ÇÝÓ ï³ÝáõÙ
¶»Ãë»Ù³ÝÇó ÙÇÝã»õ ³ÝÑ³ë ¶áÕ·áÃ³
øá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý ÇÙ í»ñù»ñÁ ¹³ñÙ³ÝáõÙ
¶áÕ·áÃ³ÛÇ ×³Ù÷»ùÇÝ ùá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý áëÏ»½ûÍ
öß»åë³Ï ÇÙ ·ÉËÇÝ ¹³÷Ý»åë³Ï ÇÙ ëñïÇÝ
â³ñã³ñ³ÝùÇ É»éÝ»ñáõÙ ùá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý »ñ· »ñ·áó
Æµñ»õ »Õ»·Ý ÇÙ Ó»éùÇÝ áõ ¹ñáß³Ï ÇÙ íßïÇÝ 

ÆÝãù³Ý ³ñÛáõÝ áõ ùñïÇÝù
ÆÝãù³Ý ë»ñ áõ Ý³Ë³ïÇÝù
ÆÝãù³Ý ³ÕáÃù ³é »ñÏÇÝù
ÆÝãù³Ý ³Ý»Íù ³é »ñÏÇÝù 

¶»Ãë»Ù³ÝÇó ÙÇÝã»õ Ï³ñÙÇñ ¶áÕ·áÃ³
øá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý Ë³ã»ÉáõÃÛ³Ý å³ïÏ»ñÁ 
¶»Ãë»Ù³ÝÇó ÙÇÝã»õ ³ÝÑ³ë ¶áÕ·áÃ³
øá Ó»éù»ñÝ »Ý ÇÙ Ñ³ñáõÃÛ³Ý å³ïÏ»ñÁ

Your Hands 

From Gethsemane to crimson Golgotha
Your hands are stretched to become my path
From Gethsemane to unreachable Golgotha
I carry your hands upon my shoulders 

In the Garden of Gethsemane your hands are
The blue shadows of cool and sad olive trees
In the night of prayer your hands are filling
My final hours with fearful wake 

From Gethsemane to crimson Golgotha
Your hands are lashing me and pushing me ahead
From Gethsemane to unreachable Golgotha
Your hands are like a balm on my wounds 

On the roads of Calvary your hands are
A crown of thorns upon my head
And a laurel crown on my heart
On the Mount Golgotha your hands are the Song of Songs
A reed in my hand a flag for my suffering 

So much blood and sweat
So much love and blame
So much blasphemy towards heaven
So many prayers towards heaven 

From Gethsemane to crimson Golgotha
Your hands are the vision of crucifixion
From Gethsemane to unreachable Golgotha
Your hands are the vision of resurrection



Ê²ÔÀ 

ØÇ ³ÕçÇÏ µ³ÏáõÙ Ë³ÕáõÙ ¿ ·Ý¹³Ï
Æñ µáÉáñ ëÇñ³Í ïÕ³Ý»ñÇ Ñ»ï
Ü³ Ñ»ñÃáí Ýñ³Ýó Ý»ïáõÙ ¿ ·Ý¹³Ï
Üñ³Ýù µ³ñ»ËÇÕ× Ý»ïáõÙ »Ý ³ÛÝ »ï
ê³Ï³ÛÝ Ýñ³Ýó Ù»ç Ï³ ÙÇ Éáõé ïÕ³
àñÝ ³Ýï»ëíáõÙ ¿ Ë³ÕáõÙ Ùßï³å»ë
Ü³ í×éáõÙ ¿ áñ Ë³ÕÇó ¹áõñë Ï·³
ÎÃùÇ Ï»ñÃ³ »õ ÁÝ¹Ñ³Ýñ³å»ë 

²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý Çµñ ãÇ ï»ëÝáõÙ 
¶Ý¹³Ï ãÇ Ý»ïáõÙ
²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý ³Û¹å»ë ¿ ëÇñáõÙ
²Ûë Ë³ÕÁ »ñÏ³ñ »ñÏ³ñ ¿ ï¨áõÙ
ê³Ï³ÛÝ áãÇÝã ãÇ ÷áËíáõÙ
²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý ³Û¹å»ë ¿ ëÇñáõÙ 

ØÇ ³ÕçÇÏ Ñ»ïá ¹³ëÇ Å³Ù³Ý³Ï
ÐáõßáõÙ ¿ µáÉáñ ïÕ³Ý»ñÇÝ ÍáõÛÉ
àõÕ³ñÏáõÙ Ñ»ñÃáí Í³ÍÏ³·Çñ Ý³Ù³Ï
´³é»ñ áõ Ãí»ñ ßßÝçáõÙ ¿ ÃáõÛÉ
ê³Ï³ÛÝ Ýñ³Ýó Ù»ç Ï³ ÙÇ Éáõé ïÕ³
àñ ß³ï ¿ Ñá·Ý»É ¹³ë»ñÇó å»ë-å»ë
Ø»Ý³Ï áõ ³Ýû· áñáßáõÙ ¿ Ý³
¸åñáóÁ ÃáÕÝ»É »õ ÁÝ¹Ñ³Ýñ³å»ë 

²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý Çµñ ãÇ ï»ëÝáõÙ
àãÇÝã ãÇ ÑáõßáõÙ
²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý ³Û¹å»ë ¿ ëÇñáõÙ
²Ûë ¹³ëÁ »ñÏ³ñ »ñÏ³ñ ¿ ï»õáõÙ
ê³Ï³ÛÝ áãÇÝã ãÇ ÷áËíáõÙ
²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý ³Û¹å»ë ¿ ëÇñáõÙ

ØÇ ³ÕçÇÏ ³ñ¹»Ý ÷áÕáóáõÙ Ù»Ý³Ï
¶»ñáõÙ ¿ ÃáíáõÙ ïÕ³Ý»ñÇÝ ÷áõã
î³ÉÇë ¿ Ýñ³Ýó ÑáõÛë»ñ ³Ýù³Ý³Ï
Þ³Ý å»ë åïïíáõÙ Ñ³ÍáõÙ »Ý Çñ ßáõñç
ê³Ï³ÛÝ Ýñ³Ýó Ù»ç Ï³ ÙÇ Éáõé ïÕ³
ØÇ ³ÝÏÛáõÝ ù³ßí³Í ³åñáõÙ ¿ ³Ýï»ë
¶áõó» µ³Ý³ëï»ÕÍ ÙÇ ûñ Ý³ ¹³éÝ³
ºñ³ÅÇßï »ñ·Çã »õ ÁÝ¹Ñ³Ýñ³å»ë 

²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý Çµñ ãÇ ï»ëÝáõÙ
ÐáõÛë»ñ ãÇ ï³ÉÇë
²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý ³Û¹å»ë ¿ ëÇñáõÙ
öáÕáóÁ »ñÏ³ñ »ñÏ³ñ ¿ ï»õáõÙ
ê³Ï³ÛÝ áãÇÝã ãÇ ÷áËíáõÙ
²ÕçÇÏÁ Ýñ³Ý ³Û¹å»ë ¿ ëÇñáõÙ 

ØÇ ³ÕçÇÏ ÑÇÙ³ ÏÛ³ÝùáõÙ ÙÇ³ÛÝ³Ï
âÇ Ë³ÕáõÙ ·Ý¹³Ï áõ ãÇ ÑáõßáõÙ ¹³ë
ÐáõÛë»ñ ãÇ ï³ÉÇë ãáõÝÇ Ýß³í³Ï
àõÝÇ ÉáÏ »ñ³½ »õ Ñáõß»ñ ³ÝÙ³ë
ê³Ï³ÛÝ Ýñ³Ýó Ù»ç Ï³ ÙÇ Éáõé ½ÕçáõÙ
ºí Çµñ ³åñ³Í ëÇñá ÙÇ Éáõé Í»ë
ØÇ Éáõé ³÷ëáë³Ýù ÙÇ Éáõé Ù»Õ³ÝãáõÙ
ØÇ Éáõé ÉéáõÃÛáõÝ »õ ÁÝ¹Ñ³Ýñ³å»ë 

²ÕçÇÏÁ Çñ»Ý Çµñ ãÇ ï»ëÝáõÙ
àõ ãÇ ³÷ëáëáõÙ
²ÕçÇÏÝ ÇÝùÝ Çñ»Ý ³Û¹å»ë ¿ ëÇñáõÙ
²Ûë ÏÛ³ÝùÁ »ñÏ³ñ »ñÏ³ñ ãÇ ï»õáõÙ
²Ýßáõßï ß³ï µ³Ý ¿ ÷áËíáõÙ
²ÕçÇÏÁ ÇÝùÝ Çñ»Ý ³Û¹å»ë ¿ ëÇñáõÙ

THE GAME 

A little girl in the courtyard
Is playing ball with her favorite friends
She passes the ball in turn to everyone
And everyone tosses it back carefully to her
But among them there is a shy little boy
Who is always ignored in this game
He decides to leave the game
Forget about them go away and etc. 

The little girl pretends not to see him
Doesn't toss the ball to him
The little girl loves him in her own way
This games goes on and on
And nothing changes
The little girl loves him in her own way 

Then the little girl during class
Whispers the answers to the lazy boys
She passes the little notes in turn to everyone
She whispers words and numbers
But among them there is a shy little boy
Helpless and fed up with all these classes
He decides to drop out away and etc. 

The little girl pretends not to see him
Doesn't whisper anything to him
The girl loves him in her own way
The classes go on and on
And nothing changes
The little girl loves him in her own way 

The little girl now in the street
Attracts and seduces the idle guys
Gives them hope endless hopes
And they surround her like little pets
But among them there is a shy little boy
Who lives quietly hidden in his corner
Perhaps one day he'll become a poet
A songwriter a singer etc. 

The little girl pretends not to see him
Doesn't give him any hope
The little girl loves him in her own way
The street goes on and on
And nothing changes
The little girl loves him in her own way 

Today the little girl alone in this life
Doesn't play ball doesn't whisper the answers
Doesn't give hope doesn't have an intent
She has just dreams and souvenirs she can't 
display
But among them there is a silent penance
A silent guilt silent regrets
A silent silence and etc. 

The little girl pretends not to see herself
And has no regrets
The little girl loves him in her own way
This life does go on and on
And of course everything changes
But the little girl loves herself in her own way



ì²Ôàôò Æ ìºð 

ì³Õáõó Ç í»ñ ¹³ñ»ñ Ç í»ñ
äïïíáõÙ »Ý ï³ñµ»ñ Çñ»ñ
Æñ»ñ ï³÷³Ï Çñ»ñ ÏÉáñ
Æñ»ñ ³ÝßáõÝã áõ ßÝã³íáñ
äïïíáõÙ »Ý ÙÇÙÛ³Ýó ßáõñç
ºí åïïíáõÙ ß³ï ³ã³Éáõñç
àñ ãµ³Ëí»Ý Ñ³ÝÏ³ñÍ Çñ³ñ
âÏáñÍ³Ý»Ý ³ßË³ñÑÝ ³ñ³ñ
´³Ûó Ç í»ñçá áÙ³Ýù Ñá·Ý³Í
²Ûë ßáõñçå³ñÇó Ñ³Ù³ï³ñ³Í
öáñÓáõÙ »Ý ùÇã Çñ³ñ Ñåí»É
ì»ñáõëï ïñí³Í ÍÇñÇó ß»Õí»É
Øáï»ÝáõÙ »Ý Ù»Í ÑáõÛë»ñáí
´³ËíáõÙ Çñ³ñ Ù»Í ³ÕÙáõÏáí
àõ Ñ»é³ÝáõÙ ³ñ¹»Ý ³éÙÇßï
ÎáñóÝáõÙ »Ý Çñ³ñ ÁÝ¹ÙÇßï
Îáñóñ»É »Ýù Çñ³ñ »ë ¹áõ
Ö³Ï³ï³·ÇñÝ ¿ ë³ Ù³ñ¹áõ
Ö³Ï³ï³·ÇñÁ ãÙ³ñ¹áõ
Ö³Ï³ï³·ñÇÝ ã»ë Ñ³ÕÃÇ ¹áõ 

ì³Õáõó Ç í»ñ ¹³ñ»ñ Ç í»ñ
ÊáÛ³ÝáõÙ »Ý ï³ñµ»ñ Çñ»ñ
Æñ³ñ ÏáÕùÇ Çñ³ñ ëáíáñ
Æñ»ñ ³ÝßáõÝç áõ ßÝã³íáñ
ÊáÛ³ÝáõÙ »Ý ËÇëï Ã»õ³ÝóáõÏ
Ø»ÏÁ ÙÛáõëÇÝ áñå»ë Ý»óáõÏ
Ø»ÏÁ ÙÛáõëÇÝ »õ Ñ³Ûñ »õ Ù³Ûñ
ÜáõÛÝ ³ÝáõÝáí ÝÙ³Ý Çñ³ñ 
´³Ûó Ç í»ñçá áÙ³Ýù Ñá·Ý³Í
²Ûë ßù»ñÃÇó Ñ³Ù³ï³ñ³Í

ÊáõÛë »Ý ï³ÉÇë Ù»Ïáõë³ÝáõÙ
ì»ñáõëï ïñí³Í ¹»ñÇó åñÍÝáõÙ
ºí ³åñ»Éáí ³ÛÉ ÏÛ³Ýù ³ÛÉáõñ
ì»ñ³åñáõÙ »Ý ³ÝóÛ³ÉÁ ½áõñ
Æñ»Ýó ÏÛ³ÝùÇ ³ÏáõÝùÝ»ñáõÙ
Ð³Ý¹ÇåáõÙ »Ý Çñ³ñ Ý»ñáõÙ
¼áõñ »ù ÷³Ë»É »õ Ý³ »õ ¹áõ
Ö³Ï³ï·ÇñÝ ¿ ë³ Ù³ñ¹áõ
Ö³Ï³ï³·ÇñÁ ãÙ³ñ¹áõ
Ö³Ï³ï³·ñÇÝ ã»ë Ñ³ÕÃÇ ¹áõ 

ì³Õáõó Ç í»ñ ¹³ñ»ñ Ç í»ñ
äïïíáõÙ ¿ »ñÏÇñÁ Ù»ñ
äïïíáõÙ ¿ áõ ËáÛ³ÝáõÙ
Ø»ñ ßáõñç Ù»½ Ñ»ï áõ Í»ñ³ÝáõÙ
ºí ³ÝÁÝ¹Ñ³ï Í»ñ³Ý³Éáí
âÇ Ù»éÝáõÙ Ý³ áã ÙÇ Ó»õáí
¸»é Ù»Ýù ·áÝ» ÇÝã-áñ ÙÇ ï»Õ
¸³¹³ñ áõÝ»Ýù ÙÇ Ýëï³ï»Õ
ºí Ç í»ñçá ãÇ ¿É Ï³ñáÕ
ÎñÏÝ»É Ù»½ å»ë Ñ³ÛïÝÇ ÙÇ ïáÕ
Î³Ý·ÝÇñ ³Ûëï»Õ áí »ñÏñ³·áõÝ¹
ºë ÇçÝáõÙ »Ù Ï³Ý·ÝÇñ Í»ñ ·áõÝ¹
Ü³ Çñ ¹»ñÁ ß³ñáõÝ³Ï»Éáí
Ø»Ýù Çñ³ñ ßáõñç åïïí»Éáí
ÊáÛ³Ý³Éáí ÙÇßï Ó»éù-Ó»éùÇ
ÐáñÇÝáõÙ »Ýù í»ñçÁ »ñ·Ç
ØÇ ù³ÝÇ ïáÕ ß³ï Ó»éÝïáõ
Ö³Ï³ï³·ÇñÝ ¿ ë³ Ù³ñ¹áõ
Ö³Ï³ï³·ÇñÁ ãÙ³ñ¹áõ
Ö³Ï³ï³·ñÇÝ ã»ë Ñ³ÕÃÇ ¹áõ

FOR AGES FOR CENTURIES 

For ages for centuries
Millions of things have been turning 
in circles
Things that are flat things that are 
round
Things that breathe and things that 
do not
They circle around
Alert and vigilant
So as not to crash into each other
And leave the world in ruins
But after all a few of them
Tired of this circle dance
Attempt to deviate from their path
To brush against one another
They approach each other with great 
hopes
But collide with a big fracas
Vanishing once and for all
They lose each other once and for all
We lost each other you and I
This is the fate of humankind
This is the fate of any kind
You cannot fight fate 

For ages for centuries
Millions of things have been rushing
Side by side used to each other
Things that breathe and things that 
do not
They rush ahead arm in arm
Like a crutch for each other
Like mother and father
Sharing one name and one face
But after all a few of them
Tired of this endless march
Stray apart

Ridding themselves of their fated 
role
Live in another place in another 
life
But alas it's the same life
They meet on their past path
And forgive each other
For their futile escapes
This is the fate of humankind
This is the fate of any kind
You cannot fight fate 

For ages for centuries
This globe revolves
Rushes and spins around us
Growing old with us
Though it grows older and older
It doesn't die in any way
We at least have a break
And sometimes have a rest
The globe after all spins and 
spins
And cannot even say as we do
“Stop here my friend
I'm getting off”
It keeps playing its role
We keep rushing arm in arm
To conceive the end of this song
A very propitious refrain
This is the fate of humankind
This is the fate of any kind
You cannot fight fate

ÆÜâø²Ü ÆÜâø²Ü ºÜ ¶ºÔºòÆÎ 

ÆÝãù³Ý ÇÝãù³Ý »Ý ·»Õ»óÇÏ
Ø»ñ Ù³ÝÏáõÃÛ³Ý ûñ»ñÁ áñµ
Î³Í³ÝÝ»ñÁ Ù»ñ ¹³ñÓ¹³ñÓÇÏ
Ð»ùÇ³ÃÝ»ñÁ Ù»ñ ³Ýë÷á÷
ºñµ ß³ï ¿ñ å³ñ½ ³Ûë ÏÛ³ÝùÁ 
µ³ñ¹
´³Ûó Ù»ñ ³ÝÑá· ûñ»ñÝ ³í³Õ
î»õ»É »Ý ÉáÏ ÙÇ ³ÏÝÃ³ñÃ
àõ ã»Ý ÃáÕ»É Ù»½ áã ÙÇ Ë³Õ
ÂáÕ»É »Ý Ù»½ ÙÇ ³ÝëÏÇ½µ í»ñç
Ø»ñ Ñ³Û³óùáõÙ Ã³ÝÓñ Ùßáõß
Ö»ñÙ³Ï ¹³ï³ñÏ ÙÇ »ñÏáõ ¿ç
ÀÝ¹³Ù»ÝÁ ÙÇ »ñÏáõ Ñáõß
´³Ûó »õ ³ÛÝå»ë áñù³Ý »Ý Ã³ÝÏ
Ø»ñ Ë³Õ»ñÁ »Õ³Í-ã»Õ³Í
Ø»ñ Ñ»ùÇ³ÃÁ ëáõï áõ ëÝ³ÝÏ
Ø³ÝÏáõÃÛáõÝÁ Ù»ñ ÑáñÇÝ³Í 

ÆÝãù³Ý ÇÝãù³Ý »Ý ·»Õ»óÇÏ
Ø»ñ ë»ñ»ñÁ ÏÇë³ï-Ù»ñÅí³Í
Ø»ñ ë»ñÁ Ù»Í µ³Ûó í³Õ³ÝóÇÏ
ºí ³Ù»Ý ÙÇ ëÇñá Ñ³ñí³Í
ºñµ ë»ñÁ Ï³ñ ã»Ýù áõÝ»ó»É
àã ÙÇ Ï³ëÏ³Í áõ ï³ñ³ÏáõÛë
´³Ûó ³ÛÝù³Ý ßáõï ¿ Ñ»é³ó»É
àõ ãÇ ÃáÕ»É Ù»½ áã ÙÇ ÑáõÛë

ÂáÕ»É ¿ Ù»½ ÙÇ Ï³ñ-ãÏ³ñ
ºí Ù»ñ Ù³ßÏÇÝ µáõÛñÝ Çñ óÝ¹áÕ
ºñÏáõ ·áõÝ³ï Éáõë³ÝÏ³ñ
ÀÝ¹³Ù»ÝÁ ÙÇ »ñÏáõ ïáÕ
´³Ûó »õ ³ÛÝå»ë áñù³Ý »Ý Ã³ÝÏ
ºñ³½Ý»ñÁ Ù»ñ ÑáñÇÝ³Í
Ø»ñ Ñáõß»ñÁ ëáõï áõ ëÝ³ÝÏ
Ø»ñ ë»ñ»ñÁ »Õ³Í-ã»Õ³Í 

ÆÝãù³Ý ÇÝãù³Ý »Ý ·»Õ»óÇÏ
ö³ËáõëïÝ»ñÁ Ù»ñ ÏóÏïáõñ
Ø»ñ ËéáíùÁ Ù»É³Ù³ÕÓÇÏ
Ø»ñ ¹»Ù ÷³Ïí³Í ³Ù»Ý ÙÇ ¹áõé
ºí ³Ù»Ý Ý³í áñ ³é³Ýó Ù»½
¶Ý³ó»É ¿ áõñÇß ó³Ù³ù
ÆëÏ Ù»Ýù ³÷ÇÝ ÑÉáõ »õ Ñ»½
Öá×»É »Ýù Ã³ó ÙÇ Ã³ßÏÇÝ³Ï
ì»ñ³¹³ñÓ»É »Ýù ÏñÏÇÝ ïáõÝ
ä³ñïí³Í Ý»ïí»É »Ýù ³ÝÏáÕÇÝ
àõ »ñ³½»É ùáõÝ Ã» ³ñÃáõÝ
ö³Ëáõëï»ñÇ Ù»ñ Ýáñ áõÕÇÝ
´³Ûó »õ ³ÛÝå»ë áñù³Ý »Ý Ã³ÝÏ
ö³ËáõëïÝ»ñÁ Ù»ñ ÑáñÇÝ³Í
²ñÏ³ÍÝ»ñÁ ëáõï áõ ëÝ³ÝÏ
ºí Ù»ñ ÏÛ³ÝùÁ »Õ³Í-ã»Õ³Í

HOW BEAUTIFUL THEY WERE 

How beautiful they were
The orphan days of our childhood
Our wandering paths
Our inconsolable fairy tales
The time when this puzzling life was so 
simple
But alas our carefree days
Lasted for only the blink of an eye
And took away our childhood games
And left an end without the beginning
A hazy fog in our sights
A few blank white pages
Just a few souvenirs 

And yet how dear they are
The games we never played
Our hollow fairy tales
The childhood we had
And didn't have 

How beautiful they were
Our incomplete and rejected loves
Our great but evanescent loves
And even every painful blow of love
The time when love was there
And having no doubts
We took it for granted
But it passed so quickly
And didn't leave us any hope
Only words like “once upon a time”
And its evaporated scent on our skin
A few faded photographs
Just a few short lines

And yet how dear they are
Our made-up dreams
Our hollow and deluded memories
The loves we had
And didn't have
How beautiful they were
Our hesitant escapes
Our sentimental revolts
Every door slammed before us
And every ship which sailed
Without us to lands
While we sat docile on the dock
Waved a wet handkerchief
And then returned back home
Defeated we fell to bed
And awake or asleep
Dreamt of new escapes 

And yet how dear they are
Our devised escapes
Our hollow and untrue 
adventures
The life we had
And didn't have



ø²ÜÆ ¸ºè Î²Ø 

ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ù
²Ý¹áõÝ¹Ý»ñÇ 
º½ñÇÝ Ï³Ý·Ý³Í
ÆÙ ë»÷³Ï³Ý
ØáõÃ íÇÑ»ñÇ 
ìñ³ Ã»ùí³Í
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ù
Î³ñÓ³·³Ýù»Ù
øá ³ÝáõÝÁ
àõ Ï·áé³Ù
Î³ñáï»É »Ù
øá ³ñÛáõÝÁ 

ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³ë
´³Ýï»ñÁ ë»õ
äÇïÇ ¹³éÝ³Ý
ØÇ ÏáõÛï ³í³½
ä³ï»ñÁ ë»õ
Î³ÝÑ»ï³Ý³Ý
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³ë
Î³åñ»Ù Ñ³Ù³ÛÝ
ìÇßïÁ Ù³ñ¹Ï³Ýó
Ð³ÝÏ³ñÍ³Ñ³ë
àõ ùÙ³Ñ³×
Ø³ÑÁ ³Ýë³ÝÓ 

ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ù
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³ë
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ù
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³ë
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ýù

ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ýù
²ñÇ Ù»Ïï»Õ
²ÝÏáõÙÝ»ñÇ
º½ñÇÝ ÙÝ³Ýù
àõ áã ÙÇ ï»Õ
êËñ³ÝùÝ»ñÇ
¾É ã·Ý³Ýù
ØÇ³ÓáõÉí»Ýù 
àõ Ù»Ï ëïí»ñ 
ØÇ³ëÇÝ ¹³éÝ³Ýù
àõ í»ñ³åñ»Ýù
â³åñ³Í Ñáõß»ñ 

àõ Ã» ÙÇ ûñ
ê³ÛÃ³ùáõÙÇó
¶³Ñ³íÇÅ»Ýù
¸»åÇ ÙáõÃ Óáñ
¾ÉÇ ÝáñÇó 
ÎÑ³Ý¹Çå»Ýù
Ø»Ýù Çñ³ñáõ
²Ýó³Í ÏÛ³ÝùÇ
Øáé³óÙ³Ý Ù»ç
ØÇ Ñ»ïÙ³Ñáõ
ºí Ññ³ßùÇ
àñáÝÙ³Ý Ù»ç 

ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ù
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³ë
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ù
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³ë
ø³ÝÇ ¹»é Ï³Ýù

AS LONG AS I AM 

As long as I am
On the edge 
Of the precipice
Bowed toward
My very own
Dark abyss
As long as I am
I will echo
Your name
And cry out
That I miss
Your blood 

As long as you are
Every dungeon
Will turn
Into dust
Ominous walls
Will disappear
As long as you are
I will subdue
Any pain any grief
Even the sudden
Whimsical
Untamable death 

As long as I am
As long as you are
As long as I am
As long as you are
As long as we are

As long as we are
Let us remain
On the edge
Of the fall
Let us forget
About new 
Adventures
Let us meld together
And share
A single shadow
And relive
Unlived memories 

And if someday
We stumble
And fall
Into the darkness
We will find
Each other
Once more
In the oblivion
Of our past life
In a posthumous
And miraculous
Quest 

As long as I am
As long as you are
As long as I am
As long as you are
As long as we are

²ðÒ²ÜÜºðÀ 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÉóíáõÙ »Ý
´³½Ù³ÝáõÙ »Ý ³Ù»Ýáõñ
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ß³ñíáõÙ »Ý
öáÕáóÝ»ñáõÙ ¹éÝ»¹áõé 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÍÝíáõÙ »Ý
àõ ß÷³ÝáõÙ Ù»½³ÝÇó
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÷ùíáõÙ »Ý
Æñ»Ýó å³ïß³× ¹Çñù»ñÇó 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÍáõÛÉ»ñ »Ý
ºí Ñ»ïÙ³Ñáõ ¹³ë³ÉÇù
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÍÝáõÙ »Ý 
ØÇÉÇáÝ³íáñ ³ñÓ³ÝÇÏ 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ³ÝóÝáõÙ »Ý
â³ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ù³Ý³ÏÇó
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ùßáõÙ »Ý
²Ýóáñ¹Ý»ñÇÝ ×³Ù÷»ùÇó 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ¹³ñÝ ¿ ë³
Ø»é³ÍÝ»ñÇ ¹ÇÝ³ëïÇ³Ý
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ¹³ñÝ ¿ ë³
²Ýóáñ¹Ý»ñÇ ³ùëáñÙ³Ý... 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ Ï³Ý·ÝáõÙ »Ý
Ü»ñë áõ ¹áõñë áõñ å³ï³ÑÇ
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÑëÏáõÙ »Ý
ø³Õ³ùÝ»ñáõÙ ³Ù»ÑÇ 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÏéíáõÙ »Ý
àõ ÏáïáñáõÙ ù³Õ³ùÝ»ñ
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ³ñÓ³ÝÝ »Ý
´³Ûó Ñéã³ÏáõÙ ûñ»ÝùÝ»ñ 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÝ Çñ³ñ³Ù»ñÅ
ÎéíáõÙ »Ý Çñ³ñ ÁÝ¹¹»Ù
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ·³Ñ³í»Å
Øáõïù »Ý ·áñÍáõÙ ÏñÏÇÝ µ»Ù

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ó³Í ÁÝÏ³Í
²Ý·ÉáõË ³Ýáï »õ ³ÝÓ»é
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÙáËñ³ó³Í
ì»ñëïÇÝ Ñ³éÝáõÙ »Ý í»ñ 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ¹³ñÝ ¿ ë³
Ø»é³ÍÝ»ñÇ ¹ÇÝ³ëïÇ³Ý
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ¹³ñÝ ¿ ë³
²Ýóáñ¹Ý»ñÇ ³ùëáñÙ³Ý... 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ Ñ³ñµáõÙ »Ý
úñ áõ ·Çß»ñ ù³ñß ·³ÉÇë
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ áéÝáõÙ »Ý
Ø³ñ¹Ï³Ýó Ñ³Ý·Çëï ã»Ý ï³ÉÇë 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñáí »Ý Éóí³Í
²Ù»Ý ¹³ÑÉÇ× áõ ëñ³Ñ
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÝ Çµñ»õ ²ëïí³Í
àõÝ»Ý ßù»Õ ¹³Ùµ³ñ³Ý 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÝ ÑÛáõñ »Ý ³ÝÏáã
Ü»ñËáõÅáõÙ »Ý ³Ù»Ý ïáõÝ
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ Ù»½ ³ÝËáÝç
ÐëÏáõÙ »Ý ùáõÝ Ã» ³ñÃáõÝ 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ ÉáõÛë»ñ »Ý
²Û·ÇÝ»ñáõÙ ³Ù³ÛÇ
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÁ »ñÏÛáõÕÝ »Ý 
Æñ³ñ ëÇñáÕ ½áõÛù»ñÇ 

²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ¹³ñÝ ¿ ë³
Ø»é³ÍÝ»ñÇ ¹ÇÝ³ëïÇ³Ý
²ñÓ³ÝÝ»ñÇ ¹³ñÝ ¿ ë³
²Ýóáñ¹Ý»ñ ³ùëáñÙ³Ý...

THE STATUES 

The statues abound
Crowding everyplace
Lining up in the streets
From door to door 

The statues we give birth to them
And then we spoil them
The statues puff up
On their secure pedestals 

The statues are fainéants
And posthumous deserters
The statues give birth
To millions of statuettes 

The statues surpass
The number of non-statues
The statues drive away
The pedestrians from the streets 

This is the era of statues
The dynasty of the dead
This is the era of statues
And the exile of passersby 

The statues stand up
Indoors outdoors anywhere
The statues reign
Over titanic cities 

The statues battle
And destroy states
The statues are statues
But they ordain new rules

The statues rival
Fight one another
The statues dethroned
Ascend the stage again 

The fallen statues
Headless armless and legless
Rise renewed 
From their ashes 

This is the era of statues
The dynasty of the dead
This is the era of statues
And the exile of passersby 

The statues get drunk
Hang around all day long
The statues howl
Donut give us a break 

The statues overfill
All theaters and halls
The statues like idols
Have their own shrines 

The statues are intruders
They invade every house
The statues tirelessly
Follow us day and night 

The statues are lanterns
In dark public gardens
The statues are the fear
Of loving couples 

This is the era of statues



´²òÆ ØºÎÆò 

²Û¹ ½ÇÝíáñÁ
àñÇ Ñ³Ù³ñ ã»ù ³ÕáÃáõÙ
àñÇ Ñ³Ù³ñ ã»ù ³ñï³ëíáõÙ
Ü³ Çñ áõëÇÝ ã¿ñ ß³É³ÏáõÙ
¼ñ³Ñ áõ ½»Ýù 
Îñ³Ï áõ ½»Ýù 
´³Ûó ÷áË³ñ»ÝÁ
àõÝ»ñ ÙÇ »ñ· ëÇñá ÙÇ »ñ·
Ø»É³Ù³ÕÓáï ÙÇ »Õ³Ý³Ï
È³ó³ÏáõÙ³Í ÙÇ çáõÃ³Ï
êÇñá ·áõÛÝÇ ÙÇ ¹ñáß³Ï 

Ü³ »ñ·áõÙ ¿ñ áõ Ýí³·áõÙ
²Û¹ ³Ýëáíáñ å³ï»ñ³½áõÙ
Ü³ ÃéãáõÙ ¿ñ áõ Í³Í³ÝíáõÙ
²ÝÍ³Ûñ³ÍÇñ å³ï»ñ³½ÙáõÙ
àÕç áõ Ù»é³Í ÉëáõÙ ¿ÇÝ
Üñ³ »ñ·Çó ÍÝíáõÙ ¿ÇÝ
´³óÇ Ù»ÏÇó
´³óÇ Ù»ÏÇó
´³óÇ Ù»ÏÇó...

²Û¹ ½ÇÝíáñÁ
Ð³½³ñ ³Ý·³Ù ·»ïÇÝ ÁÝÏ³í
Ø»é³í Ù»é³í µ³Ûó ãÙ»é³í
àñ çáõÃ³ÏÝ Çñ ãÏáñãÇ
àñ »ñ·Ý ³Ýí»ñç
²Ýí»ñç ÑÝãÇ
Ü³ »ñ·áõÙ ¿ñ
àÕç áõ Ù»é³Í ù³é³Ñ³ïí³Í
¸Ç³ÏÝ»ñÇ ÏáÕùÇÝ Ýëï³Í
àõ ã¿ñ ·ïÝáõÙ ³ÛÝ ³ãù»ñÁ
æÕ³Ó·í³Í ³ÛÝ Ó»éù»ñÁ 

Ø³Ûñ³ÙáõïÇÝ »ñµ µáÉáñÁ
²ñ¹»Ý Ù»é³Ý ÇÝãå»ë ûñÁ
Ø»é³í Ý³»õ ÙÇ íÇñ³íáñ
Æµñ»õ ³ñ¹»Ý í»ñçÇÝ ½ÇÝíáñ
ÈéáõÃÛ³Ý Ù»ç »ñ·Á Ã³Õí»ó
àÕç ³ßË³ñÑÁ ·»ñ»½Ù³Ýí»ó
´³óÇ Ù»ÏÇó
´³óÇ Ù»ÏÇó 
´³óÇ Ù»ÏÇó...

ALL BUT ONE 

The soldier 
For whom you do not pray
For whom you do not weep
Across whose shoulder is not slung
Neither arms nor shield
But instead
A song a song of love
A melancholy melody
A lamenting violin 
And a flag the color of love 

He plays and sings
In that unusual war
He soars and circles 
In that infinite war
Where the living and the dead
Listening to his song rise once again
All but one
All but one
All but one

The soldier
Falls and falls a thousand times
Dies and dies but doesn't die
Lest he leave behind his violin
And kill the echo of his song
There sitting beside the mangled 
bodies
Some dead and some still stirring
He sings his song but never finds
Those eyes imploring
Those arms held out 

As twilight falls all are dead
Like another day
And dies one more wounded man
As if the last the very last soldier
The song is buried in the silence
The whole world lies in the grave
All but one
All but one
All but one

ÎàôÚðºðÆ ì²ÈêÀ 

ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ ãÇ ï³ñµ»ñíáõÙ
ØÛáõë í³Éë»ñÇó ÙÛáõë å³ñ»ñÇó
â³÷Ý áõ Ó»õÁ ã»Ý ÷á÷áËíáõÙ
ºí ù³ÛÉ»ñÁ ÝáõÛÝÝ »Ý ÝáñÇó 

öáËíáõÙ ¿ ÙÇ ùÇã å³ñ³¹³ßïÁ
âÏ³ ÷áùñÇÏ Ï³Ù ¿É Ù»Í ¹³ßï
²ÛÉ Ï³ ÏáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÇ ¹³ßïÁ
àõñ å³ñáõÙ »Ý ³í»ÉÇ Ñ³ßï 

ÎáõÛñ»ñÁ ½áõÛ· ³é ½áõÛ·
äïïíáõÙ »Ý Çñ»Ýó Ù³ñÙÇÝÝ»ñÇ ßáõñçÁ
ÎáõÛñ»ñÁ ½áõÛ· ³é ½áõÛ·
Êáëï³ÝáõÙ »Ý å³ñ»É ÙÇÝã»õ í»ñçÇÝ ßáõÝãÁ 

Êáëï³ÝáõÙ »Ý å³ñ»É Ñ³í»ñÅ
ÜáõÛÝ ½áõÛ·»ñáí ß³ñÅáõÙÝ»ñáí
ÜáõÛÝ ÅåÇïáí »õ ÝáõÛÝ ëÇñáí 

ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ Ï³ÝãáõÙ ¿ Ù»½
Æñ Ï³Ë³ñ¹áÕ ßáõñçå³ñÇ Ù»ç
ºí Ù»Ýù ÏáõÛñ»ñ ÑÉáõ »õ Ñ»½
Ð»ï»õáõÙ »Ýù Çñ³ñ ³Ýí»ñç 

ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ ÑÝãáõÙ ¿ ÙÇßï
ÐÝãáõÙ Ù»ñ Ù»ç ÑÝãáõÙ ãáñë ¹Ç
²é³Ýó »ñ·Çã áõ »ñ³ÅÇßï
¸³ ·áõó» Ù»ñ ½³ñÏÝ ¿ ëñïÇ 

¼áõÛ·»ñÁ ÏáõÛñ ³é ÏáõÛñ
äïïíáõÙ »Ý Çñ»Ýó Ù³ñÙÇÝÝ»ñÇ ßáõñçÁ

¼áõÛ·»ñÁ ÏáõÛñ ³é ÏáõÛñ
Êáëï³ÝáõÙ »Ý å³ñ»É ÙÇÝã»õ í»ñçÇÝ ßáõÝãÁ 

Êáëï³ÝáõÙ »Ý å³ñ»É Ñ³í»ñÅ
ÜáõÛÝ ½áõÛ·»ñáí ß³ñÅáõÙÝ»ñáí
ÜáõÛÝ ÅåÇïáí »õ ÝáõÛÝ ëÇñáí 

ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ ëÇñá í³Éë ¿
ºñµ »ñ· ãÏ³ áõ »Õ³Ý³Ï
ºñµ ÉáõÛëÝ ¿ Ù³ñáõÙ ßáõñç¹ ÙáõÃ ¿
ºñµ Ó»ñ ë»ñÁ ß³ï ¿ Ñëï³Ï 

ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ ¹³ Ù»ñ í³ÉëÝ ¿
Ø»ñ ³ãù»ñÇ ½³é³Ýó³ÝùÇ
ºÃ» Ù»ñ ë»ñÁ ÙÇ ùÇã ß³ï ¿
¸³ Ù»ñ í³ÉëÝ ¿ í³ÉëÁ ÏÛ³ÝùÇ 

ÎáõÛñ»ñÁ ½áõÛ· ³é ½áõÛ·
Ð»é³ÝáõÙ »Ý Çñ»Ýó Ñ»ï ï³Ý»Éáí 
í³ÉëÁ
ÎáõÛñ»ñÁ ½áõÛ· ³é ½áõÛ·
ºñ³½áõÙ »Ý ÝáñÇó ÝáñÇó ëÇñá í³ÉëÁ 

ºñ³½áõÙ »Ý Ñ³í»ñÅ å³ñ»É
ÜáõÛÝ ½áõÛ·»ñáí ÝáõÛÝ ù³ÛÉ»ñáí
ÜáõÛÝ ÅåÇïáí »õ ÝáõÛÝ ëÇñáí 

ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ ëÇñá í³Éë ¿
ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ ¹³ Ù»ñ í³ÉëÝ ¿
ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ ëÇñá í³Éë ¿
ÎáõÛñ»ñÇ í³ÉëÁ Ñ»Ýó Ù»ñ í³ÉëÝ ¿



THE WALTZ OF THE BLIND 

The waltz of the blind is no different
Than other waltzes other dances
Nor does the rhythm and style differ
And the steps are the very same 

Only the dance floor changes a little
No matter if it is large or small
It's just a floor for the waltz of the blind
Where they dance in harmony 

The blind couple by couple
Are turning themselves around
The blind couple by couple
Promise to dance until they're out of breath
They promise to dance forever
Couple by couple with the same gestures
The same smile the same love 

The waltz of the blind invites us
Into its enchanting circle dance
And we blinded gentle and docile
Follow each other forever 

The waltz of the blind echoes forever
Echoes inside us all around us
With neither musicians nor singers
Perhaps it's the pulse of our heart 

The couples blindly blindly
Are turning themselves around
The couples blindly blindly
Promise to dance until they're out of breath
They promise to dance forever
Couple by couple with the same gestures
The same smile the same love 

The waltz of the blind is the waltz of lovers
When there is neither song nor music
When lights turn out and darkness reigns
And your love is crystal clear 

The waltz of the blind is our waltz
The waltz of our raving eyes
If our love is overflowing
This is our waltz the waltz of life 

The blind couple by couple
Are going away taking along the waltz
The blind couple by couple
Dream again and again the waltz of love
They dream of dancing forever
Couple by couple with the same steps
The same smile the same love 

The waltz of the blind is the waltz of love
The waltz of the blind is our waltz
The waltz of the blind is the waltz of love
The waltz of the blind
It is our waltz
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