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. NTABUPUHT / labyrinth (with Somebody Bo) 04:34

. TAKCWU / taxi (with AcHbin-Svetly) 03:12

. CKA3KA / Myth (with Janne Nummela) 05:14

. KYKJ1A TENA / body-doll (with Ivan Kirichenko) 02:58

MAY3bl / pauses (with Vincent Eoppolo) 03:00

. CMbICN / sense (with Yamagishi) 03:44

. TMWWHA / silence (with The Black Diamond Train) 06:40

. CO3HAHMUWE / consciousness (with The Black Diamond Train) 08:29
. CMEX / laugh (with Yamagishi) 03:19

10. BAJ1bC / lullaby march (with DiscRateBye) 05:00

11. BECKOHEYHOCTb / infinity (with Ivan Kirichenko) 05:09

12. AENO / work (with Agitation ®) 04:19

13. CHUMKWM 3KPAHA / screenshots (with The Black Diamond Train) 07:00
14. NAPANNENBHOCTD / parallelism (with ScHbI-Svetly) 04:43

CONOUTAWN K



CRAZY COMPASS collaboratin 2015-2021: Russia, Finland, USA, Japan, Hungary, Austria

TOTAL ERROR
POETRY AND MUSIC

MpoekT Crazy Compass - 3T0 TBOPYECKOE B3aMMOAENCTBUE NIOAEN U3 pasHbIX
CTPaH MMpa C Lesnblo CO3AaHUS COBMECTHbLIX NPOU3BEASHUIA, HEB3MUPAS Ha
paccTosiHUA, A3bIKOBbIE 6apbepbl U NPOYME MPENATCTBUA U MPUBEPXEHHOCTU.

B nepsyto oyepeab — BCE Mbl HOAU, XUBYLLME HA 3eMne. MickyccTBo noMoraer
OLWYTUTb HaWy CBA3b, HAWe eAUHCTBO. B 3anucun sToro anbbomMa NpUHANK
yyactme AecsaTb My3blKaHTOB U3 WwecTn ctpaH Mupa (Poccun, CLUA, PuHnaHanm,
AnoHwn, BeHnrpumn, Asctpumn). AsTop ctnxos — Nata Boundariver., CTuxotsopeHns
6bISIM NONOXEHBbI Ha MY3blKy B pa3Hoe Bpems ¢ 2015 no 2021 roa.

Nata Boundariver / Crazy Compass (Moscow, Russia)

Alexander Bozhday / Somebody Bo (Penza, Russia)

Sergey Kobzev / AcHein-Svetly (Moscow, Russia)

Janne Nummela (Hausjarvi, Finland)

Ivan Kirichenko / ltoan Ha nbay (Moscow, Russia)

Vincent Eoppolo (Delaware, United States)

Shuji Yamagishi (Tokyo, Japan)

Michael VanderMallie / The Black Diamond Train (Eureka, United States)
Gyula Bodis / DiscRateBye (Szabadbattydan, Hungary)

Agitation ® (Wolfsberg, Austria)

Photo: A. Bozhday



Crazy Compass project is a creative interaction of people from around the
world to create joint works, regardless of distance, language barriers and
other obstacles. First of all, we are all people living on Earth. Art helps to
feel our connection, our unity. Ten musicians from six countries of the world
(Russia, USA, Finland, Japan, Hungary, Austria) took part in the recording
of this album. The author of the poetry is Nata Boundariver. All poems were
set to music at different times from 2015 to 2021.

You can find links to the pages of all musicians
involved in the recording here:




JIABUPUHT

BeirnaabiBas n3 ceoero nabupuHra
WHKOMHUTO-aHOHUMHO,

CHMMato CNnenku,

KOHHEKLWIOHVIPYI-O rmncoBbie CTaTy3TKVI.
YBnekawcb Tubetom —

OTCTpPaHEeHHO:

HeT aeHer Ha 6uneTsl.

BuneTtbl NnpoaaHbl abCoNOTHO.
3aHATbl BCE MeCTa

B KMHOTEeaTpax

NabUpUHTOB.

Mup TOHET B pPyKOMIECKaHUSX
naccaxmupoB,

YBUAEBLUMX KpPaeM rnasa He6o
B OKHE UA/ItoMUHATOpa.

K uemy Takue tpaTtbi?
Moyem 6unetsl?

Hdonoi comHeHus!

... B nabupuHTe racHer ceer:
BbIXOAWM Ha 3KPaH.



LABYRINTH

Looking out from own labyrinth
incognito-anonymously,

take off casts

collect plaster figurines.

Fond of Tibet -

detachedly:

no money for tickets.

Tickets sold out absolutely.

All places are occupied

in cinemas

of labyrinths.

The world is drowning in applause
of passengers,

which saw the edge of the sky

in the window of the porthole.

Why such an expenses?
How much are the tickets?

Away of doubt!

...And in the labyrinth the lights go out:
we exit to the screen.



TAKCH

Sl NbiITanace NoMMaTb TakCu.

OcTaHoBMAACb MalnHa.

Mos mama cngena 3a pynem.

[BaauaTb NeT Hasaa.

A ckasana: noabpocb No NyTK.

OHa oTBeTMna: caauce, 6yay paaa.

N MHe 6bl10 Tak NPOCTO, TaK NIErKO U YIOTHO BHYTPU.

A nbiTanacb NonMMaTb TakCu.



TAXI

I tried to catch a taxi.

The car stopped.

My mom was driving.

Twenty years ago.

I said: give me a ride on the way.

She answered: sit down, will be glad.

And it was so simple, so easy and quiet inside.

I tried to catch a taxi.



CKA3KA

Kaxabln AeHb, NPOCLINAACh YTPOM, 1 BUXY, YTO S — YeOBEK.
N s 3Hato:

4YTO MIpbl CO CKA3KOWN — 6eCLluyMHbI,
4YTO UIPbl CO CKA3KON — 6eccTpaLlHbl,
YTO Urpbl CO CKA3KON — yCMeLHbl,

HO MUrpbl CO CKa3Kol - CMepTeSbHbl.

N a 3Hato,

4YTO 3TO HaKa3lyeMmo,

1 paxe cpeau CBOUX

MEeHS HUKTO He MONMET,

eCnu 8 paccKaxy,

Kak 6bl1s10 BECeNO rynstb

no rny6oKuMM ynuuam nobsu

M KaK OHa MeHs1 BbIGpOCUNa U3HYTPH

Tenepb Nonpobyl OCTaHOBM!...

N a9 npobyto XuTb

HOBbI€ HaBbIKWN MMeS

npo6yto roeopuTb
6eCCnoBeCHbIM CBOUM A3bIKOM
npo6yro NpocbiNaTbCs

yTpOM

Ye/10BEKOM.

M oHa MHe no3sonseT. Jta. Ckaska.

YTPOM MpOChLINaCh U C YAUBNEHLEM Y3HAI0,
YTO 1 OMATb XMUBY.



MYTH

Every day, waking up in the morning, i see that i am a human.
And i know:

that games with a Myth are noiseless,
that games with a Myth are fearless,
that games with a Myth are successful,
but games with a Myth are deadly.

And i know,

that this is punishable,

and even among mine

no one will understand me,

if i tell,

how joyfully it was to walk

by deep streets of love

and how it threw me out from inside

/not try to stop/

And i'm trying to live
with new skills,

trying to talk

with a wordless language,
i try to wake up

in the morning

as a human.

And it lets me. This Myth.

In the morning i wake up and find out with surprise, that i live again.



KYKJNA TEJNA

Kaxaoe ABMXeHMe — TOYHaa M3biCKaHHasa NnocienoBaTenNbHOCTb MMMYJ/LCOB.,
[eprato 3a HUTOYKM, BeAs Ha MOBOAY KYKJly CBOEro Tena.

[JymaeTe, 3TO OHa roBopuT?
[OymaeT, 5TO OHa rosopwuT.

JI0BNIO ee Ha MbICU...
3aWKanmMBaEeT AaTHKK...
VLY pYKaMu pybunbHUK...

nasa Ha NoBoAyYy Y KyKJ/ibl CBOE€ro tena.



BODY-DOLL

Each movement is an exact refined sequence of impulses.
I pull the strings, leading with rein the doll of my body.

Do you think that she talks?
She thinks that she talks.

I catch her at the thought...
the sensor go beyond...
i'm groping a breaker...

going on the rein of the doll of my body.



NMAY3bl

TBOW TaWHble XenaHua B bl A Y M a H bl JAJIEKO He To60M
BECb CBET OTAbIXaeT Ha nay3ax Mexay HUMU



PAUSES

your secret desires are not invented by you
the whole world is resting on the pauses between them



CMbICN

A Tepsato cMmbICn
B KOMHaTe, NOJHOW Nnoaen
Ha MOPCKOM nobepexbe
CpeAn MHOXECTBA CKa3aHHOro
MeXAy BbICOKUX AEPEBbLEB.
A Tepsw cmbiCh.

A mwy cmeicn
B KOMHaTe, NOJIHOW Noaen
Ha MOPCKOM nobepexbe
CpeAn MHOXECTBA CKa3aHHOro
MeXAY BbICOKMX AEpPEBLEB.
A vy cMmbICA.



SENSE

i'm losing sense
in room full of people
at the seaside
among of many statements
between tall trees
i'm losing sense

i'm searching sense
in room full of people
at the seaside
among of many statements
between tall trees
i'm searching sense



TULLMNHA

XoueTcs TUWUHBI?
MopaboTaii Ha TULWNHY.
Bo3bMu TULWINHY.

Fae npsayercs TMwmHa?
Bce npsayeTca B TUWMHE.

Bokpyr yxacarowas TMwuHa.
[MpOH3MTENBHOCTL TOHET B TULIKHE
M NOrNoLWAeTCs TULLMHON.

HUWKTO He CNbIWWT HUKOIO
B 9TOW OFNYyWMUTENBHOW TULWINHE,



SILENCE

Do you want silence?
Work for silence.
Take the silence.

Where is the silence hiding?
Everything hides in silence.

There is a terrible silence all around.
The shrillness drowns in silence
and is absorbed by silence.

Nobody hears anyone
in this deafening silence.



CO3HAHME

3aTtaéHHOe co3HaHue
nepecynTbIBano pasHULbI
OMpPOKMAbIBANO 3HAHMSA
pa3buBano Ha Kycku

BCE MpeKpacHbIe CO34aHNs
YenoBeYeCKOro 34aHus
pa3BOpPOYEHHOro pasyma
LIEBENUNUCE NTOCKYTKU

W NeTenun Kanam MeiCiu
rno3abelnn NAACKY 6pbI3run

M nexanun 4enoBeydyku

HOUYbIO CMasu Ha KPOBaTSX

M bnecreno Hebo CcTpawHoe
daHTacTM4ecknMu 3BE3gamm
W WEenHYN MHe KTO-TO Ha yXO:
«oBOpUTL 06 3TOM XBaTUT».



CONSCIOUSNESS

deep-seated consciousness
re-counted the differences
overturned knowledges
smashed to pieces

all beautiful creatures

of a human building

shreds of mind

moved on wind

and the drops of thought flew
forgot the dance of splashes
and the little people lay down
to slep at night on the beds
and the terrible sky was shining
of fantastic stars

and someone whispered in my ear:
"it's enough to talk about this"



CMEX

OHun cMmeloTCa Tak, Kak 6yaTo 4TO-TO 3HatoT. Ja?
OHu cmeloTCs Tak, kak byaTo 4To-TO 3HatoT. Ja.
OHM UTO-TO 3HAOT?

OHM 4YTO-TO 3HAIOT.

51 He 6yay cnpawmnBaTb, CKOIbKO BPEMEHMU
noHaaobutcs, 4tobbl C HAMKU AOrOBOPUTLCS.

Bcs XN3Hb.

N Tam. Tam -
B NocnegHwnin pas
Thl YCNbIWNLWb 3TOT CMEX.



LAUGH

They laugh as if they know something. Yes?
They laugh as if they know something. Yes.
They know something?
They know something.

I will not ask how much time will need to arrange with them.
All life.
And there. There -

in last time
you'll hear this laugh.



BAJ1bC

noz pobkue 3ByKU AOBOEHHOMO BasibCa B TaKT TeNaM KOMbIWYTCA CBEYU
Ha CToNax OMbAHEHHbIX HAPOAOB TaHLUYIOLWNX NPa3aHMK A0 KOHYMKOB MATOK
NMPOHM3aHHbIX BO3AYXOM ByayLiero

NblJ1b FOPOAOB YCbIMJIAEMbIX 3BYKAMWN BasibCa B OrHAX A0roparwolmx KneTo4YyekK OKOH
ocefad Ha cndawmx Ha AHO U HaBe4YHO XPaHUT uX 3acCTbiBlIME OTNEYaTKn

He KOCHYBLUWMACS YAuL, TYCK/bIM CBET (DOHapen pacTBOpPSeT CTEeK/ISHHbIE NMeperopoaku
MeXAY MeXAy N Mexay U TUXO Te4YeT MUMO YNuL, CBOMX 6eperos He KacasncCb

yb6alokaHHbIlA 3ByKaMu BasibCa BEAYLEro CHET HE HOYaM U HE AHAM
OTAAIOWMIA NPUKA3bl XUAKNIA BO3AYX CTONETUI KOMbIWET TEHN KPOLWEYHbIX TeN
nnamsa SpKMX CBeYeln 3a CTEK/IOM 6e3B03BPaTHbLIX CO6bITUM



LULLABY MARCH

To the timid sounds of prewar waltz

Candles are flickering to the beat of bodies

On the tables of besotted peoples

Which dance the festival to the tips of heels
Which are permeated with the air of the future

In lights of burning window cells

Dust of cities which lulled by waltz sounds
Settles on sleepers on the bottom

And forever keeps their frozen prints

Without touching the streets

Dim lantern light dissolves the glass partitions
Between, between and between...

And quietly flows through the streets

Without touching own shores

Liquid air of centuries is lulled by waltz sounds
Keeping count of neither nights nor days
Giving orders

Stirs the shadows of tiny bodies

Sways the bright candle lights

Beyond the glass of irretrievable events



BECKOHEYHOCTb

KOHEeYHOCTb.

PeanbHOCTb KOHEYHOCTU.
HepeanbHOCTb KOHEYHOCTMU.
BeckoHe4YyHOCTb.



INFINITY

Finity.

The reality of the finity.
Unreality of the finity.
Infinity.



OENO

34paBCTBYM AEN0, KOTOPOE MOABAAETCA B MOEM MOJE 3peHus.
Cpoenato T1ebs.

NCTOUHMK 3TOro Aena MeHsl He UHTepecyeT.

KoHeuHbIli pe3ynbTaT MEHSl HE MHTepecyerT.

Cpoenato T1ebs.

C rogamum 8 CTaHOBNKOCh CTapLie.
A gena MeHs BCE eLlé OKpYXatoT.
OHU NpUWAn KO MHE.

A nx caenaro.

34paBCcTBYN, AeN0, KOTOPOEe A Aenal.
C rogamm Tbl He NOKNAAELWb MEHS.
[lenaewb MeH{.

Jlrobnto Teb64 3a TO, YTO Tbl MEHS AeNnaellb.
Mokopsatock Tebe.
Jlobno Tebs, paaytocb Tebe, aenai Tebs, NOKOPAOCH Tebe.

Caenaewb MeHs.

34paBCTBYN, Ae510, KOTOPOE AENAET MEHS,

a a aenato ero.

YTto nogenaews?

Bce caenaHo Tak, 4Tobbl Mbl Aenanu Apyr Apyra.

Ynbei6arocCb OT PagocTtu n 06pe"y&€HHOCTU.
noToMy 4To N6
Aeno, KoTopoe s Aenato.

3Hato, Aeno, KoTopoe A genato
YCNOKOUT ME€HA HaBcerja.

Korpa-Hmbyab. B KOHLE KOHLOB.
OHO yCrnokouT MeHsa Haeceraa.



WORK

Hello, work, that appears in my field of vision.
I'll make you.

The source of this work doesn't interest me.
The end result doesn't interest me.

I'll make you.

As the years go by, I get older.
And work still surround me.

It came to me.

I'll make it.

Hello, the work I'm making.
Over the years, you don't leave me.
You make me.

Love you for that you make me.
Submit to you.
Love you, rejoice you, make you, submit to you.

Make me.

Hello, work, that makes me

and I make you.

What can we do?

Everything is done so that we make each other.

I smile with joy and foredoom
because I love
the work I make.

I know the work that I make
will calm down me forever.

Someday. Finally.
It will calm down me forever.



CHMUMKUN 3KPAHA

CHUMKMW 3KpaHa

OTpaXeHbe CO3HaHWA CRSALEero B NepepbiBax Mexay npoby>XaeHnsaMu
Kanns BOAbl HA AHE OKeaHa

BOCMOMMHAHME O CAMOM MEPBOM AHE POXAEHUs

NPSMOX0XAEHNE

obbeanHsaoWas 0CO6eHHOCTb YeN0BEKOO6pasHbIX

0CcBO6OXAEHME

OT HaA0EBLUMX Pa3INYMA YHUKANbHbBIX MPeKPaCHbIX U pasHbIX



SCREENSHOTS

screenshots

reflection of the consciousness of the sleeping in the intervals between awakenings
a drop of water at the bottom of the ocean

memory of the very first birthday

upright posture

unifying feature of anthropoid

liberation

from the annoying differences of unique, beautiful and different



NAPANNNEJIbHOCTDb

[yMaro HeyCTaHHO O MapansiesbHOCTU NyTeWn
MaHAT MEHSA HeYCTaHHO

ThICSUM FONOCOB

He OTpa)kas Ha3BaHUM

nagatoT Kak necok

JyMaro HeyCTaHHO O NeprneHAUKYAPHOCTU A0POr
cepaueM BONTU B NepekpecTku
1 BbINTWN Ha cnepn
HEeOTBpPaTUMbIN

Hebpockuii

NUTL NeasiHble 3payku
3BOHKUX CKOJIb3AWMUX NJAaHET
COTHU ThICSUYU MUNNMAPAbI
KBagpaTHbIX

KU/IOMEeTpoB

CBETOBbIX

ner

[lyMalo HeyCTaHHO O NapannefbHOCTU MUPOB



PARALLELISM

! think untiringly about parallelism of the ways
thousands voices

attract me untiringly

no reflecting the names

fall like a sand

! think untiringly about perpendicularity of the roads
let heart to enter to crossroads

and go on the track

inescapable

low-key

to drink the ice pupils

of ringing and sliding planets

hundreds thousands billions

square kilometers

light years

! think untiringly about parallelism of the worlds



Listen here:







