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FALL FOLIAGE  

By Adolf P. Shvedchikov 

 

Fall foliage, fall foliage, autumn leaves spin again, 

An ardent wind pulls them stubbornly from the frozen branches, 

And the poor leaf whirls, no one needs it anymore, 

And it lies on the ground, forever akin to it. 

Every day is colder, and in the hollows fogs are gathering, 

In a gray haze hiding an old abandoned garden 

And in the autumn life lies again, 

Only every person stubbornly does not want to believe in them. 

 

Why do we remember in vain? 

Why do we remember in vain about the long dead springs, 

About fragments of silver mirrors that run along the river, 

We are sailing on a boat, dropping lazy oars, 

We are wondering about the years which the cuckoo predicts to us. 

All that the memory keeps forever floating somewhere, 

And the soul longs for something unrealizable forever, 

It is impossible to return what was with you once, 

Only the years stubbornly pace themselves leisurely... 

 

How quickly our days flew by 

How quickly our days flew by, 

How many times does autumn fall again, 

Soul, we are alone with you again, 

From life we ask nothing more. 

A sad line flows down from the pen, 

Simple speech, not at all for the parade, 
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Clouds float across the sky, 

Autumn day, as the highest award... 

 

I have been digging for a long time 

I have been digging for a long time: 

Layer upon layer of past days, 

Stand out all the rubbish  

Out of the brackets of my poor memory. 

There is a lot of litter, 

Belief in the wisdom of being, 

Mirages, illusions, nonsense, 

All that is, from A to Z. 

 

It is evening, and I want to go again  

It is evening, and I want to go again,  

I walk on a stubble stems of yellowed field 

At random, without a road, without knowing the way, 

I’d like plenty to breathe the air of plenty! 

Not to think about anything, walk and walk, 

With a boot, crushing all the withered herbs, 

And feeling in my heart the grace of the earth, 

Forever renounced the poison of daily life. 

The hour will strike, and the last sunset will burn off, 

The dying light flashes for a moment, 

The night sneaks, the star says with the star, 

And my soul is looking for a way to discernment... 
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