З ангельскай

Lawrence Ferlinghetti
(1919)
Constantly Risking Absurdity 
Constantly risking absurdity
and death
whenever he performs
above the heads
of his audience
the poet like an acrobat
climbs on rime
to a high wire of his own making
and balancing on eyebeams
above a sea of faces
paces his way
to the other side of the day
performing entrachats
and sleight-of-foot tricks
and other high theatrics
and all without mistaking
any thing
for what it may not be
For he's the super realist
who must perforce perceive
taut truth
before the taking of each stance or step
in his supposed advance
toward that still higher perch
where Beauty stands and waits
with gravity
to start her death-defying leap
And he
a little charleychaplin man
who may or may not catch
her fair eternal form
spreadeagled in the empty air
of existence
Charles Bukowski
(1920—1994)
Cut While Shaving

It's never quite right, he said, the way people look,

the way the music sounds, the way the words are

written.

It's never quite right, he said, all the things we are

taught, all the loves we chase, all the deaths we

die, all the lives we live,

they are never quite right,

they are hardly close to right,

these lives we live

one after the other,

piled there as history,

the waste of the species,

the crushing of the light and the way,

it's not quite right,

it's hardly right at all

he said.

don't I know it? I

answered.

I walked away from the mirror.

it was morning, it was afternoon, it was

night

nothing changed

it was locked in place.

something flashed, something broke, something

remained.

I walked down the stairway and

into it.

Denise Levertov
(1923—1997)
The Secret

Two girls discover

the secret of life

in a sudden line of

poetry.

I who don't know the

secret wrote

the line. They

told me

(through a third person)

they had found it

but not what it was

not even

what line it was. No doubt

by now, more than a week

later, they have forgotten

the secret,

the line, the name of

the poem. I love them

for finding what

I can't find,

and for loving me

for the line I wrote,

and for forgetting it

so that

a thousand times, till death

finds them, they may

discover it again, in other

lines

in other

happenings. And for

wanting to know it,

for

assuming there is

such a secret, yes,

for that

most of all.
Richard Brautigan
(1935—1984)
It's Raining In Love
I don't know what it is,

but I distrust myself

when I start to like a girl

a lot.

It makes me nervous.

I don't say the right things

or perhaps I start

to examine,

evaluate,

compute

what I am saying.

If I say, "Do you think it's going to rain?"

and she says, "I don't know,"

I start thinking: Does she really like me? 

In other words

I get a little creepy. 

A friend of mine once said,

"It's twenty times better to be friends

with someone

than it is to be in love with them." 

I think he's right and besides,

it's raining somewhere, programming flowers

and keeping snails happy.

That's all taken care of.

BUT 

if a girl likes me a lot

and starts getting real nervous

and suddenly begins asking me funny questions

and looks sad if I give the wrong answers

and she says things like,

"Do you think it's going to rain?"

and I say, "It beats me,"

and she says, "Oh,"

and looks a little sad

at the clear blue California sky,

I think : Thank God, it's you, baby, this time

instead of me.
З французскай

Serge Gainsbourg
(1928—1991)
 
L’aquoiboniste 

 
C'est un aquoiboniste
Un faiseur de plaisantristes
Qui dit toujours à quoi bon
A quoi bon

Un aquoiboniste
Un modeste guitariste
Qui n'est jamais dans le ton
A quoi bon

C'est un aquoiboniste
Un faiseur de plaisantristes
Qui dit toujours à quoi bon
A quoi bon

Un aquoiboniste
Un peu trop idéaliste
Qui répèt'sur tous les tons
A quoi bon

C'est un aquoiboniste
Un faiseur de plaisantristes
Qui dit toujours à quoi bon
A quoi bon

Un aquoiboniste
Un drol' de je m'enfoutiste
Qui dit à tort à raison
A quoi bon

C'est un aquoiboniste
Un faiseur de plaisantristes
Qui dit toujours à quoi bon
A quoi bon

Un aquoiboniste
Qui s'fout de tout et persiste
A dir' j'veux bien mais au fond
A quoi bon

C'est un aquoiboniste
Un faiseur de plaisantristes
Qui dit toujours à quoi bon
A quoi bon

Un aquoiboniste
Qu'a pas besoin d'oculiste

Pour voir la merde du monde 

A quoi bon

C'est un aquoiboniste
Un faiseur de plaisantristes
Qui dit toujours à quoi bon
A quoi bon

Un aquoiboniste
Qui me dit le regard triste
Toi je t'aime, les autres ce sont
Tous des cons

Паслухаць песню можна па спасылцы http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4yo9Y0WRUqc
