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A Sail
Mikhail Lermontov

Beneet napyc ogMHOKMUI

B TymaHe mopsa ronybom!

YTO MWeT OH B CTpaHe Aganexkon?
YTO KMHYN OH B Kpato pogHOM?

UrpatoT BONHbI - BETEP CBULLET,
N mauTa rHeTcAa u CKpbINUT
YBbl, - OH CY4ACTMA HEe ULLET

M He oT cyacTma 6exkut!

Moa HUM CTpyA CBETNEN Nasypu,
Haz HMM Nyd conHua 3010TOM

A OH, MATEXHbIN, NpocuT bypw,
Kak 6yaTo B 6ypax ectb nokow!

A white sail stands alone

In contrast to the azure sea.

What does it seek so far from home?
What is it trying to flee?

The wind howls, the waves roll.
The straining mast cries for relief.
The sail’s not searching for its soul;
Nor is it leaving behind any grief.

In the blue abyss it feels free.

The sun transforms it to a golden fleece.

Restless, it looks for a rougher sea,
As if in a storm it will find its peace.

Commentators say the poem is symbolic. Autobiographical. Lermontov sees himself as the
sail. He was attending university in Moscow but ran foul of some lecturers, motivating him to
move to Saint Petersburg, ever restlessly searching for his goals, which he seeks to achieve
willingly confronting - even relishing — the tumultuous challenges facing him.




