I Lit the Fire Not in Vain

The hall becomes empty, making the soul also become empty for a moment.

I need to say so much, but the minutes hurry inexorably.

And I’m naively sending on the words for the farewell dance In hope to linger in your memory just for several days.

 I lit the fire at the edge of insomnia not in vain.

 I tried to feel your pain and make you feel mine.

 This evening I tried to share my dream with all of you.

 But I don’t demand and don’t ask you: “Please share my success”.

I’ve got tired of the weakness of pompous phrases.

I searched for the words that would unite us.

Maybe I found such words, maybe I lost them – It’s not difficult to guess this from your eyes.

I filled my songs with my soul as best as I could.

Maybe they are filled even with naivety but not lie, that’s for sure!

 I lit the fire at the edge of insomnia not in vain.

 I tried to feel your pain and make you feel mine.

 This evening I tried to share my dream with all of you.

 But I don’t demand and don’t ask you: “Please share my success”.

Translation by Anna of Russia

