


THE SAIL

A lonesome sail is white afar,
In the endless blue of misty seal..
Why set he out the breadths to mar?

In native country what left he?..

The waves do play — the wind does blow,
The mast does bend and stoop and grate...
Alas! not happy fate he'd know

And does not fly from happy fate!

Above a stream e'er clear and warm,
Below the golden ray of the sun,
He, mutinous, would seek a storm,

As if by storms would peace be won!



ITAPYC

beneet napyc onMHOKOM
B tymane mops ronyoom!..
YTo UIIET OH B CTPaHe JajeKoit?

YTOo KMHYJI OH B Kpat0 pOOAHOM?..

HrparoT BOJIHBI — BETEP CBUILET,
W mauTta rHETCS U CKPBINHUT...
VYBBI, OH CYaCTHS HE UILET

U e ot cuactusg 0exur!

ITon HUM cTpys cBETIIEH J1a3ypH,
Hapn auM J1yd costHIa 30JI0TOM. ..
A OH, MATEXHBIH, IPOCUT OypH,

Kax 6ynto B Oypsix ecTb OKOM!



A& sk ok

At the silver spurs I stare

With a bit of indecision;

For your sides, my steed, I fear:
Will you bare the incision?

Our fore-fathers never nipped
Steeds when prancing mid the plains.
With a sturdy lash they whipped

Those who weren't used to reins.

But enlightenment's advances
Rooted out barbaric ways:
Foreign wisdom now enhances

The effectiveness of chase.

Nowadays they curry, feed,

Save back's honour from the blows...
Once they struck — now prick the steed!..
What to favour? — heaven knows!..



A& ok ok

Ha cepeOpsiHbie mmopsl
51 B pazmymuu IiseKy;
3a Te0s1, CKaKyH MOV CKOPBIH,

3a 60Ka TBOM JPOXKY.

Hamwy npenku ux He 3Hanu
U, rapuys cpens crenen,
TosicToN ImiIeTKON MOTOHSIINA

HenoesXeHHbIX KOHEH.

Ho c ycriexoM npocseleHbs,
Bwmecto rpy0oii cTapuHsl,
BBenensl n300peTeHbs

Yyxe3eMHOU CTOPOHBI.

B Hae BpemMs KOpMSAT, XOJIAT,
beperyT cliMHHYIO 4ECTb...
ITpexne Ounu — HeIHYE KOJIOT! ..

Y10 e BBITOIHEN — OOr BECTH!..



PRISONER

Set the dungeon's lock aside,

Let me reach the sun-lit plain,

Bring a maiden sable-eyed

And a steed with a sable mane.

To the virgin then in bliss

I shall give a honied Kkiss,

Mount the steed, and, strong and free,
To the steppe, like wind, shall flee.

But the lattice is my bonder,
Doors support a heavy lock;
And the sable eyes are yonder,
In the chamber on a rock.

All alone, without a rider,

In the meadows, ever wilder
Plays my steed, his tail unfurled,
Who can catch him in the world?



There's no solace — I am lonely:
Naked walls are all around,
Falling drops produce the only
Tedious, redundant sound;

Now and then behind the doors
Measures out his quiet course
With the foot-steps sure and hard
The inapproachable night guard.

Y3HUK

OTBOpHUTE MHE TEMHHUILY,
JlafiTe MHE CUSIHbE OHSI,
YepHornasyo AeBHUILY,
YepHOrpuBOIro KOHsI.

41 xpacaBuiy Maayro
IIpexne cnagko nouemyto,
Ha xoHs motom Bckauy,

B crens, kak Betep, yeuy.



Ho 0KkHO TIOpBEMBI BBICOKO,
JBepsh TspKenas ¢ 3aMKOM;
YepHookast najéxo,

B neimHOM TEpemMe cBoeM;
J1oOpBIi KOHB B 3€JIEHOM IOJIE
bes y3ab1, oquH, 10 BoJie
CkaueT BeceJl U Urpus,

XBOCT IO BETPY PacCIlyCTUB.

OnOuHOK 51 — HET OTpadbl:
CTeHBI roJible Kpyrom,
TyCKJIO CBETHUT JIy4 JIaMIIabl
YMuparmnmm Ooraem;
TONBKO CIBINIHO: 32 ABEPSIMHU
3BY4YHO-MEPHBIMU IIaraMu
XOoOuT B TULIMHE HOYHON

Be3oTBeTHRIN YaCcOBOM.



PRAYER

O, Virgin Mary, now pray I unsparingly
Facing Thy radiance in humble attitude;
Not of salvation, not perishing daringly,
Not with my penitence, not with my gratitude,

Nor of my desert soul here I speculate,
Not of my soul of a kindred-less wanderer, —
Wish to entrust I a maiden immaculate

To the Defense in this world full of thundering.

Give happy days to the soul meritorious,

Find her companions devoid of severity,

Brighten her dawn, make the evening be glorious,
Let the kind heart in a world lit with verity.



Whether the hour for parting comes nearer,
Be then deaf midnight or morn loud and dutiful —
Let Thee the best of your angels be bearer

Of the innocuous soul ever beautiful.

Lermontov wrote the poems 'Prisoner' and 'Prayer'
while being in custody for writing his 'Death of the Poet'.

The translations of 'At the silver spurs..., 'Prisoner’,

'Prayer' and 'My doubt of coming days grows greater...' were
edited by Irina Kadis.

MOJIMTBA

5, matepb 00Xusl, HBIHE C MOJIUTBOIO
ITpen TBOMM 00pa30OM, SIPKUM CUSTHUEM,
He o cnacenun, He nepea OUTBOIO,

He ¢ GiiarogapHOCTBIO WiIb TOKAsTHUEM,

He 3a cBOIO MOJIIO Aynty MyCTBIHHYIO,

3a oymry cTpaHHMKA B CBETE OE3pOAHOrO, —
Ho 51 BpyunTh X04y A€By HEBUHHYIO
Temnno# 3acTynHUIE MUPA XOJIOAHOTO.
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Oxpyxu cqyacTueM Iyuly JOCTOWHYIO,

Jlaii el COMyTHUKOB, OJIHBIX BHUMAaHUS,
MosioaocTh CBETIIYI0, CTAPOCTh NOKOWHYIO,
Cepauy He37100HOMY MUD yIIOBaHUS.

Cpoxk 1 npuOIM3UTCA Yacy NpOIAIbHOMY
B yTpo 51 mymHOe, B HOUb Ji1 G€3r1acHyI0 —
Thl BOCHPUSITH MOILIN K JIOXKY MeYaJTbHOMY

Jlydmero a"resna gymly nNpeKpacHylo.

JIepMOHTOB Hamucajq CTUXOTBOpPEHUs "Y3HUK' U
"MonuTBa", HAXOASICh MO APECTOM 3a CTUXOTBOpPEHHUE

"CmepTb mosTa".
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A& ok ok

My doubt of coming days grows greater,
The past is ills and torments drear...
What for no earlier or no later

Has Nature caused me to appear?

How did the Maker seek me out,

Why did so menacingly flout

At aspirations of my youth?..

He gave the cup of peace and strife,

And said, "I'll ornament thy life,

Thou shalt be famed 'mongst men for truth!.."

And I put faith into His word,

And, with the passionate will replete,

I then my future ways explor'd

Through measuring my soul's vast sheet.
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Fought ill with sanctity in me —

The voice I choked of sanctity,

My heart of any tears wrung I.

As if a fruit deprived of juice,

It languish'd young of Doom's abuse
Beneath the Being's torrid sky.

Then, for the daring contest set,
I penetrated human hearts
Through the mysterious coverlet
Of passions and of worldly arts.

%k ok ok

Moe rpsayuiee B TyMase,
Bru1oe nonHo Myk U 371a...
3aueM He MO3XKE UJIb HE PaHe

Mens npupozna coznana?
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K uemy TBOpEN MeHs rOTOBUIL,
3aueM Tak rpO3HO MPEKOCIOBUIT
Hanexnam roHocTi Moeii?..
HoOpa 1 371a OH Jajl MHE Yaly,
Ckazas: "SI xu3HB TBOIO yKpanmly,

Tb1 Oynems cllaBeH Mex JIFOAeH! ..

N 51 cnoBam ero nosepui,
W, nosHbIi BOJIEIO CTpacTel,
41 OyaymHOCTB CBOIO U3MEPHUIT

OOMmMPHOCTHIO IYIIH CBOEH.

C cBATBIHEN 3710 BO MHE OOpOJIOCh —
51 ynymmi CBSATBIHM IOJ10C,

N3 cepana ciessl BbDKA .

Kax roHBIH TJI0, JIMIIEHHBIA COKa,
OHo yBs110 B Oypsx poka

ITox 3HOWHEBIM COJTHIIEM OBITHSL.

Toraa, ass nonpuia roTOBbIH,
51 nep3ko BHUK B cepAla JIOAEH
CKBO3b HENOHSITHBIE TOKPOBBI

ITprnyuunii CBETCKUX U CTPACTEN.
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RELEVANT LINKS

Site built by Tlya Golubitskiy
http://year1837.narod.ru

Poesis guestbook and online link bank
www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet/guestbook
www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet/links
www.salicicola.com/servlet/poeservlet/index

Translations by I. Golubitskiy. Index

Other translations of 'The Sail'
www.poetryloverspage.com/poets/lermontov/sail.html
by Yevgeny Bonver
www.learningrussian.com/library/lermontov/thesail(4).htm
by Elaine Freeland Galaktionova
www.learningrussian.com/library/lermontov/thesail(5).htm
by Alan Myers
www.geocities.com/y_volkov/thesail2.htm
by Irina Zheleznova

Another translation of 'Prisoner’
friends-partners.org/friends/literature/19century/lermontov/lermontov8.html

To 'Prayer': portrait of V. A. Lopukhina by Lermontov
orpheusandlyra.homestead.com/Lermontov.html
(with other paintings and watercolors by Lermontov)
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