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Ocun MAHAENBIITAM

A oyoy memamubca no mabopy yauyst memuou

5l 6yay metarbes no Tabopy yaHULI TEMHOM
3a BeTKOI YepeMyXH B YEPHOH pPecCOpHOI KapeTe,
3a Kanopom cHera, 3a BEYHbIM, 33 MEJILHHYHBIM LIYMOM...

51 TONBKO 3aNOMHHI KAIITAHOBLIX NPAACH OCCYKH,
[TpHABIMIEHHBIX FrOPEYBIO, HET — C MYPaBbHHOMN KHCIHHKOI,
Ot Hux Ha ryBax ocTaeTcs AHTAPHANA CYXOCTh.

B Takne MHHYTBI H BO31YX MHE KaKETCH KapHM,
H kosbla 3pauKoB 0CBAIOTCA BbIMYLIKOH CBETION,
H 70, 4T A 3HaI0 0 A0I04HONH, PO30BOH KOXKE...

Ho Bce e ckpuneny H3B034HYbLHX CAHOK NON03bA,
B nuieTeHKy poroH riasienn KomouHe 38e3/bl,
M Onam BpaspaaKy KONMBITA MO KAABHIIAM MEP3IbIM.

H Tonbko 1 cBETY, 4TO B 3BE3/IHOH KONIOYEH Henpase,
A JKH3HB POTUILIBET TEATPAJILHOIO KArnopa reHoii;
W nexomy mMonBuTE: “H3 Tabopa yinubl TeMHOI...”
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Osir MANDELSTAM

I'll rush along a gypsy camp of a dark street

translated by lan Probseein

I'll rush along a gypsy camp of a dark street
In a black spring carriage chasing a bird cherry branch,
A hood of snow, an eternal noise of the mill . . .

I only remember the misfire of auburn locks,
Smoked with bitterness—no, with a touch of ant’s acid
That leaves amber dryness on the lips.

In such moments the air seems brown
And eye rings are covered with a light edging;
And all that I learned about a rosy-apple skin . . .

Yet the sledges of sleighs slightly screeched,

And prickly stars looked down art the wicker rag

While the hooves struck with intervals at the frozen keys.
The only light is that of starry prickly lies,

And life will float by as the foam of a theater bonnet,

But there’s no one to say: “From a gypsy camp of a dark street . . .
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