Mowu BeHTepcKrue OOTHHKH
TEMHO-CHHETO IIBETA...

a0COIOTHOE COBEPIIIEHCTBO —

Jlake KOTJa Ha TI0I0IIBaxX
MOSIBUJTUCH JBIPKH,

sl HE MOT C HUMH PacCCTaThCA.

OHU yIUBUTEIBHO MHE TIOIXOIHIIH,
s HaJleBaJl UX JIoMa

Y TICAJ B HUX CTUXH,

CTUXH TOTY4YaTUCh TIOUYTH TAKHUE KE
U3SIIHbIE KaK OOTHHKH!

[IpuBet Unbe 3naneBuuy, KOTOPbIA TOBOPHLII:

"bammMak npekpacHee Benepst Muiocckoit”

My Hungarian boots

Dark blue colour...

Total perfection —

Even when on soles

There were holes,

I could not leave them.

They surprisingly approached me,

I put on their houses

Also wrote to them verses,

Verses turned out almost same

Graceful as boots!

Greetings of Ile Zdanevich* which spoke:
"The boot is finer than Venus Milossky"

Sergej Birjukov

* Ilia Zdanevich - Russian avant-garde poet 20 c.



