Ocun Manoenvuumanm

becconnunna, ['omep, Tyrue napyca.

S criicok kopabiei mpoyest 10 CEPeIUHbI:

Cell WIMHHBINA BBIBOJOK, CEU IMOE3] )KYPaBIUHBIH,
Yro Hax Dinagoro KOTAa-TO MOAHSIICS.

Kak »xypaBiuHbBIN KJIUH B Uy>KHE PyOCIKH -
Ha ronoBax mapeit 60xecTBeHHas MeHa -
Kyna mueiBete BoI? Korma Ob1 He Enena,
Yro Tpost Bam ofHa, axeickue MyKu?

U mope, u ['omep — Bce ABMKUMO JTIOOOBBIO.
Koro e cnymars mHe? 1 Bot, [oMep momuurT,
N Mope uepHOe, BUTUIMCTBYS, IIyMUT

N ¢ TSKKUM IpOXOTOM MOAXOAMT K U3TOJIOBBIO.
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Insomnia. A cure by Homer. Sails, filled tight.

The roster of the ships is halfway to its ending:

This lengthy colony, this train of cranes ascending,
That through Hellenic skies one day began its flight.

Aimed like a brood of cranes en route to foreign lands —

The crowns are strewn with foam, descending from the heaven —
Where are you heading to? If it were not for Helen,

What is that Troy alone, for you, Achaean lads?

And Homer, and the seas — all is impelled by passion.
Whom shall I heed then first? But Homer speaks no more,
And lo, the wine-dark seas rhetorically roar,

And storm the bedstead with persistent heavy crashing.
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