Speed
by Bakhtiyar Vahabzade (born 1963)

Time was, we would sit

in the compartment of a train
Three days and three nights
Counting the miles
Baku-Moscow

For lack of anything else to do.

Then, eight hours by plane,
Baku-Moscow,

And now just three hours,
Still sorry,

Bored stiff.

We want to fly

With the speed of light,
But even the speed of light
Is too slow to catch

The flight of our thoughts.

| am the son of modern times.
Give me now

The speed of my mind

The speed of my thoughts,

Not to worry me,

Not to bore me to death.

Just now,

Match the swiftness of my mind,
Move now!
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