TRANSLATOR'S NOTE
The connection between these words was, perhaps, made at another time.

L. Wittgenstein

King's College is on fire.

Don't talk nonsense.

What is the object of your desire?

I want Mr Smith to walk into this room.

Are you sure that that is exactly what you want?

Of course, I am bound to know what I want.

Don't talk nonsense.

I want for this and this to happen.

That which you believe in is not a fact.

I feel fear.

I am afraid of something, but I don't know what.

Wherever you were, you must get 

from wherever it was

to the place from which you left.
Why do you assume that your toothache corresponds to the fact

that you hold your cheek.

…

There most certainly exist entirely determined actions,

ideas about

another person sensing pain.

I was never taught 

to correlate the depth of water underground 

with the sensations in my hand, 

but when I feel a certain tension, 

the words “3 feet” immediately appear 

in my consciousness.

Well, of course red exists, 

and you are bound to see it, 

if you are capable of imagining.

An increase in pressure on my eyes

produces red images.

King's College is on fire.

Don't talk nonsense.

I want this and this to happen.

In that case what a strange mechanism

our desire must be, 

if we can desire that 

which will never be fulfilled.

Of course, that's not all, 

but you can come up with more

complicated cases, if you want.

But we are bound

we will speak further

of the significance of the expression

“forgetting the meaning of a word”

Translator's note:

This was actually never

Done.

THIS PAGE DOES NOT EXIST 

All of the human race on this earth

Knows but one sacred idol,

He rules over all the universe,

That idol is the golden calf!

To please the god of gold

From all ends of the earth rises war;

And a river of human blood

Flows along the steel of sword!

No not Great Method –– Ghost’s mate

This isn't Skandiaka, and it won't be Ochirov either

“This page does not exist”.

It seems really strange to me 

that revolutionaries used to be summoned 

to completely destroy the old culture,

to toss from ships and so son,

while nowadays that which is usually called

civil society

is primarily engaged in protecting

the butt-ends of the city and ruinised artefacts.

“Trusted methods to get to nowhere” 

“People are dying for metal” –

sang Magomaev and Agata Kristi.

“A metal allergy” – my roommate says. 

I have no idea where he works

He almost never leaves his room.

One time I accidentally broke his door
With my head. 

We were just dancing

in the corridor.

“If you think we brought you here for a reason”  

There won't be any more colourful bonfires

of books on squares.

Just every once in a while error

#404 will appear on individual users' screens:

The page you are reading does not exist.

Trusted methods to get to nowhere:

write рудз.yandex.ru instead of help.yandex.ru 

(download and install Punto Switcher, 

if you don't want to keep making that mistake)

Another potential method -

To write inex.html, idnex.html or index.htm instead of index.html

If you think we brought you here for a reason 

by putting up the wrong link, 

send us that link at: 404@yandex-team.ru.

But if you really want to find something on the Internet, 

use the following Yandex search:

And remember: you didn't read this.

EXAMINATION

Using the given poem as an example,

We will once again see how

Political declarations

Included in a work of art

Straighten out,

Simplify

And remove the work

From aesthetic space,

Transfer it onto a different plane.

We will see that the author

Will attempt

To express his political

Views and convictions,

Clumsily disguising them

In an aesthetic form.

While the objective qualities of the latter,

According to many experts, 

Will necessarily be revealed as

Significantly lower,

Than if he were to just do what he knows

And just write poems

Seeking out his own style

And his own place in the literary process.

If the author were, for a start,

To slightly restrain his arrogance,

To read some classics,

Study some at the faculty of philology,

Where they certainly know how to inculcate love for them,

He would realize the full incompatibility

Of politics and art,

And only afterwards 

Would try

To compose something of his own

Ideally in a derivative spirit,

Then we would actually be able 

To talk about poetry here.

But in this case 
We cannot allow ourselves

To talk about poetry.

We will also see that the author

Will have to acknowledge

Right in the text of the poem 

The total groundlessness of his own claims, 

However we will also be able to follow 

His inevitable attempts

To somehow wiggle out,

Resorting to such concepts 

Alien to Russian poetry

As conceptualism, 

Postmodernism etc.

Furthermore, we will see the author

In the given poem

In blasphemous fashion flouting  

The foundations of Russian syllabo-tonic verse,

Laid down by such great men 

As Lomonosov, Derzhavin, Zhukovsky 

And, of course, Pushkin

From which we will be able to conclude,

That the author probably cannot boast of 

A truly patriotic relationship 

To our great two-hundred-year-old

Russian culture.

Bearing in mind all of the above,

As well as the fact that the author

Has resorted to the use of  

Forbidden symbols,

Exploiting hatred towards 

The social group “the authorities”

And, finally, has been noticed

At gatherings of certain ultra-leftist groups,

We can conclude that

These pathetic aesthetic exercises

Do indeed contain an extremist component,

And that he himself can be convicted

According to art. 280 of the Criminal Code 

Of the Russian Federation “Public

calls to the execution 

of extremist activity,

abetted by the use of 

mass media”. 

