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B tymane mops roryoom. —
YT uILET OH B CTPaHE NaJIEKOU?
YUTO KUHYJ OH B Kparo poaHOM?

HrpatoT BOIHBI, BETEP CBUIIIET,
W MadTa THETCS U CKPBITINT;
VBEBI! — OH cUacTHA HE UIIET
U e ot cuactus 60exut! —

Iloxn HMM CTpPYys CBETIIEH J1Aa3ypH,
Hanx vHuM myd costHIla 30J10TOM: —
A OH, MATEXHBIN, TPOCUT OypH,
Kak Oyaro B Oypsix ecTh mOKO#!

Michael Lermontov
The Sail

A silver sail, the ocean loner,

Is lurking in the azure mist.

What has she lost in foreign corners?
What in her homeland did she miss?

Her mast is clattering and bending
Midst whistling wind and raging wave.
Alas, she seeks no happy ending,

Nor runs from happiness away.

Beneath — the crystal torrent tempteth,
Above — the golden rays caress,

Yet she, rebellious, longs for tempests
As though a tempest granted rest.



