3abnygusumninca Tpameam The Lost Tram

Hukonait T'ymunés Nikolay Gumilyov
LLIEén A no yarue He3HaKomoM | was walking an unfamiliar track,
M BApYyr ycablWwan BOPOHUM rpan, Suddenly startled by the cawing of crows,
M 3BOHbI IIOTHW, U AaNbHUE FTPOMBI, The strings of a lute and a loud thunderclap.
MNepeno MHOW fieTen Tpamsan. Then a tram in flight from nowhere arose.
Kak s BCKOYMA Ha ero NoAHOMXKKY, How | managed to get on board
Bblno 3araKkoto Ans MeHs, Was nothing short of a miracle.
B BO34yxe OrHEeHHY0 AOPOXKKY It left a fiery path as it soared
OH ocTaBnsAN 1 NpU CBETE AHSA. High into the dawn sky — clearly visible.
Muanca oH bypeit TEMHOM, KpblNaToMn, It raced along as if on wings.
OH 3abnyaunca B 6e3aHe BpeMEH... It lost all sense of reality.
OcTaHOBUTE, BAaroHOBOXaTblN, Driver, stop this ridiculous thing,
OcTtaHoBuWTe ceiyac BaroH! Before we confront our mortality.
Mo3AaHO. YK Mbl 060OTHYN CTEHY, Too late. We’ve gone more than a mile
Mbl NPOCKOYMAN CKBO3b POLLY NasibM, Through groves of every kind of tree,
Yepes Hesy, yepe3 Hun u CeHy Across the rivers Neva, Seine and Nile,
Mbl nporpemenu No TPEM MOCTaM. Rouring along bridges over the three.
N, NpOMenbKHYB Y OKOHHOM pambl, Flashing by the window frame
Bpocnn Ham Bcneq, NbITANBLIN B3rNAL A pauper casts an inquisitive leer.
HUWmM cTapumK,- KOHEYHO, TOT CaMbli, Could he be the very same
Y1o ymep B benpyte rog Ha3zaga, Who died in Beirut last year?
Foe a? Tak TOMHO M Tak TPEBOXKHO Wondering where | exited the storm,
Cepaue MOE CTy4yuT B OTBET: | face a magical looking station.
"BuAaniib BOK3an, HA KOTOPOM MOXKHO This must be where | find the platform
B UHauto Oyxa kynutb bunet?" That will take me to an India sensation.




BbiBECKa... KPOBbIO HA/INTblE OYKBbI
lnacat: "3eneHHas"- 3Hato, TyT
BmecTo KanycTbl M BMeCTO H6pHOKBbI
MEpTBble ro/ioBbl MPOAAIOT.

B KpacHo pybaluke ¢ IMLOM, KaK BbIMA,
lonoBsy cpesan nanay u mHe,

OHa nexana BmecTe ¢ Apyrumm

34ecb B AWMKe CKOJIb3KOM, HA CAMOM JHe.

A B nepeynke 3abop gowaTtbii,
[1O0M B TPM OKHa U Cepblin Fa3oH...
OcTaHOBUTE, BAaroHOBOXaTblN,
OcTaHoBMTE ceiyac BaroH!

MaweHbKa, Tbl 34€Cb *XWUIa 1 Nena,
MHe, *XeHnXy, KOBEp TKaNa,

[Oe ke Tenepb TBOW ronocC 1 Teno,
MoeT nun bbITb, YTO Tbl YyMmepaa?

Kak Tbl CTOHaNa B CBOEM CBETAMLE,
Al )Ke c HaNyApPEeHHO KOCOoM

LLIén npeacTaBnaTbca Mimnepatpuue
N He yBuaenca BHOBb ¢ TO6OA.

MoHAnN Tenepb A: Halwa cBoboaa
TonbKo oTTyaa 6bloWMiA CBET,
Jlitogn v TeHM CTOAT Yy BXOAa

B 300n0rnyeckuii cag naaHert.

N cpa3y BeTep 3HAaKOMbIM 1 CNagKun,

N 33 MOCTOM NETUT HA MEHS

BcagHuKa gnaHb B XKenesHou nepyaTtke
M nBa KonbiTa ero KoHsA.

A billboard advertises vegies and fruit,
Written in blood-painted letters of red.
But instead of selling cabbages and jute,
It trades in the heads of the dead.

In a red shirt with a horrid face,

The executioner cuts off my head.

It lies with all the others in place,

Cast aside carelessly into a greasy shed.

| see a house with fenced-in clover,
For me it’s such a familiar site,
Driver, you must pull over,

This is where | have to alight.

Mashenka, your house still rings with song,
You wove a carpet here on which we wed.
But where have you now gone?

Could it be that you are already dead?

You sat and wept in your room.

| was fawning with royals seeking fame,
Decked out in my finest costume.

| never did see you again.

| now understand it was our fate

That lives for us were under a curse.

We were mere shadows at an entrance gate
To be lost in an imaginary universe.

Suddenly across the bridge a familiar breeze
Brings a horseman, gauntlets clear to see,
With rising hooves - all caught in a frieze,
He seems to be heading straight for me.




BepHoi1 TBEpAbIHEIO NPABOC/1ABbA
BpesaH UcaKkunit B BbllMHE,

Tam oTcnyKy monebeH o 34paBbu
MalleHbKM M NAaHUXNAY NO MHE.

M BCE XK HaBeKU cepaue yrpromo,

N TpyaHo ablwaTtb, n 60NbHO XUTb...

MaleHbKa, A HUKor4a He aymarn,
Y10 MOXHO Tak NHOOUTL M rPyCcTUTB!

St Isaac’s, as the keeper of Orthodox faith,
Rises in glory to the heavens on high.

It’s there I'll pray to keep Mashenka safe
And where I'll be laid when | die.

Forever my heart bleeds in gloom,

It’s painful for me to be alive,

| never thought there would be room
For love and grief to exist side by side.




