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'"Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;
MornuaT BCe cocefii, CUJAT B TUIIIMHE

He 3HaeIs KTO ciIyoiaeT — JOoMa, BOBHE.

Bce meTH, KOHEUYHO, 3aTUXIIU U CIIAT
A 3TayKOM HUKe cocefU XpandrT.

Everyone dreaming of what they want most:
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A ticket to somewhere and a generous host.

When out in the gBop there arose such a clatter,
I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter.
[leTapasl — cupeHsl!? — nyramT cobak!

He BIDKY KTO IPUOBLI, HO YTO-TO HE TaK.

But the streetlight was dim on the new-fallen snow,
My gBop lay peaceful and quiet below.
When what to my wondering eyes did appear,

But a miniature sleigh and eight tiny reindeer,

The driver jumped down by a big rpy30BuK,
But I knew right away that he must be St. Nick!
He calmed down his reindeer and patted their heads,

Then, wiping his brow, he coughed and then said:

“TIpocTpaHcTBO — oracHo! C pagapoB ciegsT!
U nponbl cTpensiioT — they shot off my hat!
The reindeer are panicked, my nerves are shot, too.

Kak HaM fioexaTh?! MapIIpyT I1epecMoTpio.”

He jumped in his sleigh and gave quiet commands,
And then on the roof I heard sounds — 6apabau
Thirty-two hoofs danced across our tin roof

Like raindrops, the cTyk of those delicate hoofs!



And then with a whoosh he slid down the vent
And taking his sack, he slowly unbent.
But no toys and no books and no brown teddy bears.

This year, he said, he’d come to answer our prayers.

W BAPYT OH OTKPBUI CBOM MEIIIOK - TaM 3KpaH
B HEM MeJTKOM 51 BUjiejla KapTy U IIaH
“He BC€ MOKa)Ky, 3TO CTPAIIHBIN CEKPET

Haj TaliHOM TaKoI0 y Bac BjaacTu Het!”

But just for a second I saw in the sack
That something would happen to get our world back.
Weapons or actions or the death of old fools,

Peace in the future — if everyone pulled.

“CTonbKo mpobsieMm” — B cj1e3ax OH BCKpPHUYaJl,
“Ho mHoOroe B >KM3HHU 9 3TON BUAI
Ha cBeTe HEMaJIo CTpajlaHuM 1 601K

PaccTpowuscst TyT 651 110001 1oHeBose!”

He looked out the window and quietly said:
""Ho 3TO IIpOoUAET, BCE IIJI0X0€ YMPET
And good things, I promise, will come in its stead.

Ho mHe Bcé! [Toka! Bech mup meHs >kaéT!"

And laying his finger on the side of his nose,

And giving a nod, up the house vent he rose;



He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,

And away they all flew like the down of a thistle.

"BoT binHKeH u Baiinen, Kamiac v 3eman!
Bnepén, rosopro! Illonbil, PuHKeBUY, MaKpoH!
We’ve got to go faster, time is a-wasting,

We can’t dilly-dally, our ally is waiting!”

I know what you’re thinking — I was dreaming or drinking!
Or maybe it’s only my own wishful thinking.
But I saw him, I did! With his hands on the reins

Of a sleigh led by reindeer, flying faster than planes.

And I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight—
“Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night!”
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