КОНКУРС «ЮНЫЙ ПЕРЕВОДЧИК»
Отрывок из поэтического произведения
The nature of Russia is wearily tender,
A sorrow lives in it, a pain that is speechless,

A grief that is voiceless and hopeless and endless,

A coldness that marks vast and measureless reaches.
Come early at down to a cliff overhanging

A river…Beyond it, a forest stands rooted

In darkness…You pause there, and lo! – a soft languor

Steals over the heart, and it aches dully, mutely.

