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BVOIPAOUA

Smuam Inmnsabet JUKUHCOH poaunnack B 1830

ro4y B MasieHbKOM NPOBUHLIMAIbHOM FrOpoAKe

AmxepcTe, wtat Maccauycetc, CLLUA. Tam xe u
3aKOHYM/ICA ee NyTb B 1886 roay.

OHa bblna cpesHen U3 TpoUX feTen B ceMbe
lopuCTa N KOHrpeccMeHa 4Bapaa AMKMHCOHaA.
BocnuTaHme oHa nony4mna nypuTaHCcKoe, 370,

BO3MOXHO, CKa3a/10Cb BNOC/eACTBUM Ha ee CTu/e
U13HW. OHa BbIpOoC/aa CAepPXKaHHOM U
6narovectnBon gesylwkon. Cembs bbiia
A0CTAaTOYHO PEIUTMO3HON, U DIMUAN TaKXKe
npuewau Bepy B bora.
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Emily Dickinson

-205 -
I should not dare to leave my friend, He moazkeH BBITE OCTABAEH APYT —
Because — because if he should die Benr ecan CMepTE K HEMY IIPHIET,
While I was gone — and I — too late — Korza Mens He Gyzer, — pyK
Should reach the Heart that wanted me — AackaronEx OH He HaHZeT.

If I should disappoint the eyes U ecam Barasgza MOEro —

That hunted — hunted so — to see — Koroporo oH Xaan H KJan —

And could not bear to shut until He BCTpeTHT, — OH rAaza CEOH

They "noticed" me — they noticed me — 3aKpEITE HE CMOZKET, XOTE YCTaA.

If I should stab the patient faith U ecan Bepy st yOEIO —

So sure I'd come — so sure I'd come — YTo 5 HpHAY, YTO S IPHAY, —

It listening — listening — went to sleep — OH ByzeT HMH IIOETOPHATE

Telling my tardy name — Moe B ropsriesHOM Openy.

My Heart would wish it broke before — Tak ay4nre paHElle S yMpy —

Since breaking then — since breaking then — O, ay4iile paHblile, €M IOTOM, —

Were useless as next morning's sun — g’m Toaky B CoaHIle TIOYTPY, ;
Where midnight frosts — had lain! DL oM ORI ALAO
-1860- ITepesod Apradusa Iagpunosa

CTo/1b NOpa3suTebHbIN MHTepec AMKNUHCOH K
CMepTK MNO3BO/ISET BblABUHYTb MMNOTE3Y O
CepbE3HOM AyLeBHOM Hagome. [1o3Tecca

BepwJ/ia: TO, Kak YesioBeK yMmnpaeT, roBOPUT O

COCTOSAHUM ero AyLwu, U COOTBETCTBEHHO,
CNOKOWHAs CMepPTb CUMBOJIU3UPYET FAPMOHMIO
c borowm.
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Emily Dickinson

-243-

Ive known a Heaven, like a Tent —
To wrap its shining Yards —

Pluck up its stakes, and disappear —
Without the sound of Boards

Or Rip of Nail — Or Carpenter —
But just the miles of Stare —

That signalize a Show's Retreat —

In North America —

No Trace — no Figment of the Thing
That dazzled, Yesterday,

No Ring — no Marvel —

Men, and Feats —

Dissolved as utterly —

As Bird's far Navigation

Discloses just a Hue —

A plash of Oars, a Gaiety —

Then swallowed up, of View.

1861

5 zmarw — Hebo, xkak miatep,
CeepHyT Korza-HHOYAE,
TlorpyzaT B IEPKOEOH hypros
H THXO TPOHYT B IyTE.

Hu nepecTyka MOAOTKOE,

Hu ckpezxera reosges —
Yexan IIHPK — H TZe Telepsb
OH pangyer ArOOeH?

H To, 4TO yBA€KaAO HAC

H Tenmano Byepa —
ApeHEI OCEEIIeHHEIA KPYT,
H 6aeck, H MHIIypa, —

ITepeeod A. I'aspunoea

HecmoTps Ha To, 4TO [IMKMHCOH r1y6OKO packpbiBaeT
TeMbI, KOTOPbIM MOCBSLLEHO €€ TBOPYECTBO, TAKOBbIX Y
Hee HemHoro. HopTpon ®pan oTMmeuyaeT, 4TO Bpsig n
MOXHO Ha3BaTb APYroro no3Ta B UCTOPUWN aHT/IMNCKOM
NnTepaTypbl, KOTOPOMY bbinn Hbl Tak 6e3pasnnyHbl
NOSIMTUYECKME NN COLMabHbIE COBbITUS . XOTS OHa
XWM1a BO BPEMS rPaXKaHCKON BOMHbI, MOC/E4HIOI0 OHa
OTpasua /nLlb B HEMHOTMX CBOUX NPOU3BEAEHUSIX.



JIMPUKA

Tema oTHowWweHWNA Yenoseka k bory n npupoge bora
SIBIAETCA OAHOM U3 LLeHTPa/IbHbIX B M033UKN JNKMHCOH. Ee
APYy3bs U pOAHbIe BCErAA XUIN C HYBCTBOM HOXbew
6narogaTu, 4yBCTBOM TOrO, YTO OHM cnaceHbl. OgHaKo XOTA
penunrns bblna oveHb 6113Ka NO3TECCE, OHA HMUKOrAA He
c/blwana 3o0Ba bora, 4To cTano NpuymMHOM ee 6€CNOKOMCTBA
n 6onun: «Tis a dangerous moment for any one when the
meaning goes out of things and Life stands straight - and
punctual - and yet no signal (from God) comes» .UHoraa
nosTecca OTHOCUTCS K Bory apy>ecTBeHHO, MHOTAA - CO
3/10CTbIO; Takxke 1 bor nHorga 6e3pasnnyen, MHOrAa ecTok
K Hen. [oBopsi 0 Teme Bora B TBOpYeCTBe NO3TECChI, HE/b3S
He YNOMSIHYTb C/iedytolme ee cTuxoTBopeHus: «He fumbles
at vour spirit», «Heaven is what | cannot reach!»
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POEMS. 185

XLVII.

DRIFT! A little boat adrift !
And night is coming down !
Will no one guide a little boat
Unto the nearest town?

So sailors say, on yesterday,
Just as the dusk was brown,
One little boat gave up its strife,

And gurgled down and down.

But angels say, on yesterday,
Just as the dawn was red,
One little boat o’erspent with gales
Retrimmed its masts, redecked its sails
Exultant, onward sped !
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