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JIHeCh TPOCBETIUTH MPUPOTY YETOBEKA —
M3BEUYHOE CTPEMIICHUE CBATHIX.
TEepPIIEHbEM BEUHBIM MPOsiBlIcHREe CBETa
MNAET oT npeXHUX TOYEK K 3aISAThIM.
Bxoawnu B )KU3Hb BEJIUKUE FEPOU
[IpeoOpa3uth HEBEIKECTBO 3EMIJIH,

Ho 1o xoH11a cBOEH UCIIOJHUTH POJIU
N3-3a yripsiMcTBa MHpa HE CMOTJIH.
Cepana ux, npeucnoiaHeHHble CBETOM,
Hapsl Beesbimnero Boopaiu B Hebeca.
3eMJig OTBEpIJIa UX IPOCTHIC Yyieca:
YynecHel npoCTOThl MOAAPKA HETY.

C TakuM MOJIapKOM B KM3HU MOXHO BCE —
B I'ocrioguuii Beibop npeobpas3oBatsh eé.

¢
1 ) o
To enlighten the nature of man today is the eternal
endeavour of the saints.

With patience the eternal manifestation of the Light
Goes from former dots to commas.

Great heroes entered into life

To transform the ignorance of the earth,

But they could not fulfil their roles to the end

Because of the stubbornness of the world.

Their hearts, filled with light,

They took the gifts of the Almighty into Heaven.

Earth rejected their simple miracles: ’

There is no gift more marvellous than simplicity.

With such a gift you can do anything in life -

To be transformed into God's Choice.



W

HoBbIil NyTh. (BEHOK COHETOB)

A new way. (wreath of sonnets)

P

B I'ocnioguuit Beibop npeodpaszoBath e€ —
JIxo0yro 1y1ry — MOXKHO YCTPEMIICHBEM,

U cunoit yrBepauTcs ObITHE,

Ho cnabocTtu MBI 1anu npeanoyTeHbe.
Kak cTpayc, nmpsdem rojioBy B eCOK,

W naneraem craeil NTUIil Ha BHICTPEIL,
3Hail — He MO3HABIINI AyIy OJUHOK,

On He noaaepxkan Cuioro BeeBbllHEH.
Ho B Tummune CBet cenuTcs B cepianax,
Jlymia HBETKOM pacIlyCTUTCS U B TEJE. ..
U cBpliie osyyaem B OJTHOU MepE,
Korpa He racHeT ycTpeMieHHs CBeyYa.

W xu3ub cebs momkHa — Oblta OBl Bepa —
HcrosHUTh BCIO, KaK €CTh — BCIO OT 3eMJiH 10 HeOa.

2 ~
To transform it into God's Choice

Any soul can be transformed by striving,

And strength will establish existence,

But we prefer weakness.

Like the ostrich, we hide our heads in the sand,
And we're like a flock of birds at a gunshot,

Know that he who knows not his soul is alone,

He is not supported by the Power of the Almighty.
But in silence the light settles in the heart,

The soul blossoms in the body.

And from above we receive in full measure, 5
When the candle of aspiration is not extinguished.
And life itself must - if we have faith —

To fulfil itself as it is, from earth to heaven.
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HcnonHuTh BCIO, KaK €CTh — BCIO OT 3eMuid 1o Heba
Ku3Hb yeI0BEeYECKYIO — JIECTHUILY OOTOB,
Ot kaMHs-T€JIa 10 CylIpaMEeHTaIbHOM Bebl
B yepenoBanbpu npeaHayepTaHHBIX SMOX.
[IpuHATH peanbHOCTh, 4 HE UCKYIICHBE.
Jly1ie BO3ABUTHYTh XpaM-JIBOPEI] BHYTPH.
HcTopust — Bcero nuiilb IPOSIBICHBE
PeanbHOCTH BCEUEmOBEUECKOM TYIIIHN.

MpbI HE CTpENOH JETUM, B KYCTax METISAEM,
A CBblllle HE3aMETHO OTKPHIBAIOT HAM —
JIJ1s KaK10ro — MpOCTOM U CBETJIBIM IUIAH.
Jlymo# napum, a TEJIOM UCTIIEBAEM.

Jyura st cepia TUX0 MECEHKY MOET —
Becb mup — Co3nanue, biiaxxeHcTBO, BI)ITI/IG

3 o

To fulfil all as it is - all from earth to Heaven |
The life of man is the ladder of the gods,

From stone-body to the supramental Veda.

In the alternation of the destined epochs.

To accept reality, not temptation.

To build a temple-palace for the soul within. | _~
History is but a manifestation of the reality of the
human soul.

We don't fly like an arrow, we dash through the
bushes,

But from above we are unnoticed -

A simple and bright plan for everyone.

We soar with our souls and decay with our bodies.
The soul sings a quiet song for the heart -

The whole world is Consciousness, Bliss, Being.
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Becb mup — Co3nanue, biiaxxencto, beitue —
Bo3BrIlieHHENH MBI HE CIIOCOOHBI MBICIIHTh,
Hamr pasym Tak mo3Hasn v OTpa3uii CBOH
boXkeCTBEHHOE CYIIECTBO U UMS.
BO3BPATHUBIIKCH K CaMOMY ce0e,

BHUJIMM, YTO CTOJICTHS U TOABI —
i1r03us1 B MIBMEHYMBOM CyIbOE:

€pBa HEIPOHUIIAEMBIE CBOJIbI,

0CJI€ — CBETO3aPHBIX JBA KPbLJIA.

D CYIIIHOCTh OCTAETCSI HECU3MEHHOM,

b B TBOPCHBH IIEIb MPEOOpaKEHUM
HCTBA, pa3enBIIEro ceosl.

PPBO/1C JIyHa THXOHBKO OTPa3ujach,
5’1(}:);;;1 no Uctrnbl pa3BUIack.

/

4

The whole world is Consciousness, Bliss, Being -
Higher than we can think,

Our minds have so learnt and reflected

Divine being and name.

And returning to ourselves,

We shall see that centuries and years

are an illusion in a changing fate:

First the impenetrable vaults,

And afterwards, two wings of light and light. =
But the essence remains unchanged, B
And only in creation is the chain of transformations
of a unity that has divided itself. d
The moon is reflected in the water,

[llusion has de ed into Truth. g~~~ ¥ -
e
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. Miumro3us no VictuHbl pa3Buiiace.

{ B enuncTBe Mctuna, u Maiisg — 9acTh €ro,

Nnmro3um 3aragouHas cuia,
W MbICHB, ¥ KU3HDb, U TEJIO pa3aeaua.
Tak, eciu MacjioMm NyMcaHa KapTHUHA:
. Bonmsu — masss, yBuners cyTb cymeit!
) Paznpobiennas npaB/ibl MOJOBUHA,
T ~ [Topoi1 camol peaIbHOCTH BaXKHEM.
JIro0ast 9acTh peaibHO OECKOHEYHA,
C wumto3ueit u ¢ MlctuHoO#M B pOJCTBE,
ak pazoopartbcs B 3ToM boxkectse?
bl 3Ha€M B bECKOHEYHOM BCE KOHEYHO.
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JKU3Hb, €CTh CMEPTh... BOT BpeMsi mog011LIO0:
JTaHbE B:CBeTe z;o 6J‘Ia>KeHCTBa nopocno

N
~ 00
-7 (\.,

—r " \.?‘,

5

Illusion before Truth has evolved.

In unity is Truth, and Maya is part of it,
Illusion's mysterious power,

And thought and life and body divided.
Like an oil painting:

Close up, it's a smear, but see it for what it is!
The half of the truth that's shattered, :
is sometimes more important than reality its
Every part is really infinite, )
With illusion and truth in kinship, |
How do we make sense of this divinity? |
We know in the Infinite everything:is fing
There is life, there is deg@™. The time Ig
Suffering in the Light had gfown to blisS:
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Crpananbe B CBete 10 Oy1a’keHCTBa I0POCIIO,
Crpananbe — 3aTeMHEHHOE OJIaXKEHCTBO,

OHo Kkorja-To npoOyxkaeHNe HECIIO

Jyure, yraBiien B JEHb U CKOTCTBO.

U BOT cTpananbe oOpaiaercs K ayiie
HacroltunBbiM sxenaHbeM 00JIeTYeHbS,

B HEM mpoCBETIIEHUE TOCTUTHYTO YXKE,

XOTs ¥ CIIPSITAHO 34 KAMEHHBIE CTEHBI.

bonw — Heoco3HanHbIN O0xkecTBeHHBINH BocTopr,
A moGenuTh e€, co3/1aB JIF0O0Bb U PaJOCTh,
HeseposTHO Tpy1HO, XOTh U HAJO.

- [Ipuau xk Biaasike, TUXO Cs11b Y HOT:

. Yeunus 1y BAPYT NPOSIBUIIKCH,

W xu3nb OeccMepTHas U3 HUX POJIUIIACE.

6

Suffering in the Light has grown to bliss,
Suffering is a darkened bliss,

It once brought awakening

To the soul that fell into sloth and beastliness.

And now suffering turns to the soul
with the insistent desire for relief,
And in it enlightenment is already attained,

Though hidden behind stone walls.

Pain is an unrecognised divine delight,

And to conquer it is to create love and joy,

It's incredibly difficult, though it's necessary.
Come to the Master, sit quietly at his feet:

The endeavours of the soul suddenly manifested,
And immortal life is born from them..
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N xu3Hb OeccMepTHas U3 HUX POJIAIIACK:
JlumeHuii, TpyTHOCTEM, OOpEHU, MATEXA,
Tepnienssi, XpaOpoCTH, OTYASTHHBIX YCUIIAN —
CMmepTh nociyiaHueM Obljia IpeB30HIeHa.
Jyiiie moCIIyIIHbI TEJIO, )KU3Hb U pa3yM —
Hyura npex ['ocmiogom BeeBbIIHUM OTPEKIIACH,
N B oTpeuenbe oOpena Harpasy

N HernpenoxxHyto 60’KeCTBEHHYIO BJIACTb.
He obenneer xu3Hb, U Karisg HE UCYE3HET,
JInmib pa3oBBETCS 10 HEOECHOM YUCTOTHI,

N B napcTBe pagOCTHON UCKPUCTOM KPACOTHI
Ounémibes, yenoeue — Cpera Oe3aHa.
Jlymie OTKpbUIOCH COJIHIIA KENTOE OKHO,

=M COBEPIICHCTBO B KU3HH OECCMEPTHYIO BOIILIO.

7

And life immortal from them was born:
of hardship, hardship, struggle, rebellion,
Patience, courage, desperate endeavour.
Death was surpassed by obedience.
Body, life and mind are obedient to the soul -
The soul has renounced itself before the Lord
Almighty,

And in renunciation found its reward
And in renunciation the divine authority.

Life will not be impoverished, nor a drop disappear, -

but grows to heavenly purity,
And in the realm of joyous, sparkling beauty.
Wake up, man, the abyss of light.

And perfection entered the immortal life.
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W coBepiieHCTBO B KU3Hb OECCMEPTHYIO BOIILIO,
Xo0T €€ BO BEK HE OKHUIAJIO,

U tonbpko Yaca bora oxupgaio,

[Tpo6un Yac bora — TyT ke paciuseo.

N3 coBepiiieHCTBa MUP MPOU3OIIET,

OH coBepIlIeHEeH, COBEPIICHHBIM OYyIEeT —

Ha coepiiencTBo mup BeeBbIiHuM 00peuéH.
OTKpBIThE HE NPOSBIEHHOTO — YY/I0,

WM cosepiiaeTcs B TBOPEHUU IIPOIPECC.

N npouutoe yx Hac HE BIOXHOBIISIET,

JInmib Oymyiiee CKBO3b TYMaH CHUSIET.

A Ha IMyTH BAPYT BCTaJ APEMYUHI JIEC. ..
Buepa 1oCcTUrHYTO YK TPOCBETIIEHBE,

Ho BoT yxe npyroe noCTuxeHsbe. ..

8

And perfection came into immortal life,
Though it never left it for ever,

And only waited for God's Hour,

When God's Hour came, it blossomed.

Out of perfection the world was born,

It's perfect, it's perfect, it will be perfect

The world is doomed to perfection by the Almighty.
The discovery of the unrevealed is a miracle,
It makes progress in creation.

And the past no longer inspires us,

Only the future shines through the fog.

And the forest is suddenly in the way...
Yesterday we reached enlightenment,

But now another achievement...
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Ho BoT yke npyroe 10cTuxeHbe

Hagesino 6poasxuii AErKuii 1yX.

W naunnaetcs B yme OpokKeHbeE,

B3nét cBexXuX MbICIIEH, BCIUIECKH CTPAHHBIX UYBCTB.
MenbkatoT Npo0IeCcKr WIH aKKOP/IbI,
@parmMeHThl TEM, MEJIOINU BecHsl,

N mupaxamu npu3pavHble TOPbI

Bcrarot u3 HenmoHATHOM ri1yOWHBI.

JIumb mocrenenHo odperaet popmy
MeuToi1 yJIOBJIICHHBIN 3aBETHBIN HJI€AI,

TOT, 4TO HEBHATHO CKBO3b TYMaH CBEPKAJ. ..
A cep/iiie Bepuiio, He CTpost GOpPMYIL.

U BoOT B pasrape yue3apHbIi JICHb:

B 3enuT BocxoauT Briepeau 0oJibiias 1eb.

9 L e
But now another achievement

A vagabond's light spirit.

And the mind begins to ferment,

A burst of fresh thoughts, a surge of strange feelings.
Glimpses or chords,

Fragments of themes, melodies of Spring,

And mirages of ghostly mountains

Rise from the unknowable depths.

Only gradually takes shape

A cherished ideal caught in a dream,

The one that shone through the fog.

But the heart believed without formulae. )
And now the radiant day is in full swing: :

A great goal is rising to the zenith.
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B 3enuT BocxoauT Briepeau Oosibiiias Leb,
Heenomebie 3eMiu sx1yT KOITyMOOB.

H" € OCTaHOBSAT OypH, ITWIb Wb MEJh

Nx KopabJield, B KOTOPBIX KakKITyT TPIOMBI
BoOpath cokpoBHIla 3aBETHBIX OEPETOB. ..

U rpesut kanurad — To My3a JlaneHux CTpaHCTBUH,
Brnanprunna ToCKyronmx yMoB,

UYro B nepeMeHax BUIUT IIOCTOSTHCTBO,
Packpsuia 1Beps B HEMBICIUMBIN IPOCTOP. . .
OODBATHS MOpPsIKaM paCKUHET Oeper

N xaxxnomy BO31acT B U3PSAIHOU MEPE.

V3K BBIPOCIIM U3 MOPSI ITUKU TOP,

W npokpuuan Buepéacmotpsinmii: «Beceneii!
bitaxkeHCTBO — JIeiicTBHE, HE MSITKas MOCTEINb!»

10

There's a big goal ahead,

Uncharted lands await the Columbus.

No storms, no calm or shoal will stop them
Their ships, with their eager holds ~
For the treasures of the cherished shm‘es
And the captain's dream is that ofdhe
Travelling,

The mistress of longing minds,
Who sees in change the constanc(f of cha
Opened the door to the unimagifiable:
The shore will open its arms ta sailor
And each one will be rewarded in af
The peaks of the mountains ;i§e fro
And the lookout shouted, *Cheer up!
"Bliss is an action, not a,soﬁ bed!"

Ay |
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biia’)keHCTBO — IeCTBUE, HE MATKAs MMOCTEIIb.
N noromy ["'octions nmpuaalt mokow
AKTHUBHOCTb, B BEUHOCTHU ITPOCHYJICS BPEMSA-3MEM
W konpliamMu urpaet, caM ¢ coodoro.

U B Gere Bpemenu ['ocnioib OCYIIECTBIIEH:
Ha nne paciienun, B 6J1eCKe TOpHBIX MUKOB,
B xape u cTryxe, CBEXKECTH PYUbEB —
HecoBMmecTMOCTh ThMbI, OTTEHKOB, OJIUKOB
3arajjou”o BMemnaeT AOCoioT,

B Héwm kpaitHocTe! yIiibl HE BBIIUPALOT,
CBo0o/ie ¥ €IMHCTBY HE MENIAIOT —
TpornuHKYU BBIOTCS, B BEYHOCTH OCTYT.

Mup — Tanen (paHTaCTUUHON CBETOTCHH.

B nokoe coBepiiaercst 1BUKEHbE.

11 Stvemean

Bliss is an action, not a soft bed.

And so God gave rest

And in eternity the time-snake wakes up.

And plays with rings, by himself.

And in the running of time the Lord is realised:

At the bottom of clefts, in the splendour of mountain
peaks,

In the heat and the cold and the freshness of the streams.
The incompatibility of darkness, shade, glare.

The Absolute mysteriously accommodates,

In Him the extremes of extremes do not protru

Freedom and unity are not hindered -

Paths winding through eternity.

The world is a dance of fantastic light a

In peace there is movement.



L

HoBbIN 1yTh. (BEHOK COHETOB)
A new way. (wreath of sonnets)

-2

B nokoe coBepiiaeTcsi 1BUKEHbE,

N HEoOBATHOCTH paCKpHIBACTCS B YME,
N xu3Hb, HE 3HAIOLIAS IOPAKECHUN
Cam03a0BEHHO CIIYXKUT COJTHEYHOM JyIIIe.
OTKpBITHEM OPUCYIIETO TOKOSA

Mg yrBepxkaaeM ocHoBanue [1ytu,

WU neiictBue ompasiaHo ao0oe,

Korpa nyiia roroBa BHyTpb HETO BOMTH.
EcTtp BICOTA, €CTH MOJIE TIPOSIBJICHBS,

A MBI — COeTUHUTEIILHAS 1IETIb,
EnnHcTBO — 3aMeuaTesibHas 1ellb.

M GerctBoM Ha3bIBATh OCBOOOXKICHBE —
Omuobxka. Y cB0001010 MBbSHEL:

Mamnsie n1b€tcsa CBET HEBEIOMOM CTPAHBI.

]2

In stillness, movement is made,

And vastness is revealed in the mind,

And the life that knows no defeat

serves the sunny soul selflessly.

By discovering the inherent peace

We establish the foundation of the Way,
And every action is justified,

When the soul is ready to enter into it.

There is a height, there is a field of manifestation,
And we are the connecting chain,

Unity is a wonderful goal.

And it's a mistake to call escape liberation. -
It's a mistake. And freedom is drunk:

The light of a strange land is beckoning.
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Mamnsiie 1p€tca CBET HEBEIOMOW CTPAHBI.
B HEM ecTb cokpoBHIIE JTFOOBU-TIPOIICHBS.

) BborarcTBOM 3TUM 0CBOOOXKIEHBI
Ot npomuworo. M 4yBcTBO 00JI€r4€Hbs,
Hecér co3nanue u B ri1y0Ob, U B BHIIINHY.
U ntpmeii B 66CKOHEUHOCTH JIETAET.
0e3/1Hy, HEIOCTYITHYIO YMY,
CepJIe COBCTBEHHOE ITOMEIIIALO,
PUHOIIIEHbEM 00€3/10JICHHOM 3eMIIe
c00pa3uTCs COOCTBEHHOE TEJO.
LpaKoHy HOYM OPOIITY BEI30B CMEIIO,
8 1c5x71a Bouna B 3a061auH0M Kpemie.
Ch TTOOETUTH — CBATOE MPABO BEKA,

OCBCTIIMTD IMPUPOY YCIIOBCKA.
x

e
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The light of an unknown land flows invitingly.
It contains the treasure of love-forgiveness.
It's a treasure that frees us

From the past And a sense of relief

that carries the mind to the depths and the heigh
And a bird flies in infinity.

And the abyss beyond the mind's reach,

| place it in my own heart,

And as an offering to a destitute earth

| will transform my own body.

| will challenge the dragon of the night,

The warrior's hope is in the clouded Kremlin.
Here to win is the sacred right of the age,

And to enlighten the nature of man.

VAV AVA
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N npocBeTnTh NpUpOy YETOBEKA,

TeM caMbIM BO3JI0°KUTh Ha KU3Hb 3€MIIM BEHEI,
[InaHety BbIpBaTh U3 HEMOTO TJIEHA —

Onoxu Hamel 30J10TON KOHEII.

MBI HOBBIE YBUIUM T'OPU30HTHI,

Ha 6eacTBUsX MOCTaBUM >KHPHBIN KPECT,

U crapsie 3a0yayTcs 3a00ThI.

[lo6ieKHET MPONUIBIN, YK OCYIIECTBICHHBIN CBET
[Ipen Oyaymum npexkpacHbIM HOBbIM CBETOM.
U BHOBB 110 JiecTHHIIE O€KUM U BBEPX, U BHU3,
MHoroo6pa3be yTOJIuT 0001 Kanpus.

- A MBI KaK JIUCThS, BIaJIb HECEMCS C BETPOM,
. A BeTep yeT U3 3aMaH4YUBOM CTPAHBI:

N3 cepana KocMoca — BCeneHCKOM TTyOUHBL..

14

And enlighten the nature of man,

and thereby crown the life of the earth,
To break the planet from its mute captivity.

The golden end of our golden age.

We shall see new horizons,

We'll put an end to the troubles,

And old worries will be forgotten.

The past Light that has been realised will fade away
Before the future beautiful new Light.

And once again we run up and down the stairs,
The variety will satisfy every whim.

And we, like leaves, are carried away by the win
And the wind blows from a tempting land:
From the heart of the cosmos, the univers
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