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A sepal, petal, and a thorn

Upon a common summer's morn -
A flask of Dew — A Bee or two -

A Breeze — a caper in the trees -
And I'm a Rose!



A sepal, petal, and a thorn

Upon a common summer's morn -
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LLinn, YawennucTuk, NnenecTok,
OB6bl4yHENLLINN pacCBeT,
[Tyena nnb OaBe, PoChI MMOTOK,

Bpwu3s, LWOPOX B NMNCTbAX, NTUYNU
CBUCT —

N 9 - uBeTok!



To make a prairie it takes a clover and one bee
One clover, and a bee,

And revery.

The revery alone will do,

If bees are few.



A Bird came down the Walk —
He did not know | saw —

He bit an Angleworm in halves
And ate the fellow, raw,

And then he drank a Dew

From a convenient Grass —

And then hopped sidewise to the Wall
To let a Beetle pass —

He glanced with rapid eyes

That hurried all around —

They looked like frightened Beads, | thought —
He stirred his Velvet Head

Like one in danger, Cautious,

| offered him a Crumb

He unrolled his feathers

And rowed him softer home —

Than Oars divide the Ocean,
Too silver for a seam —

Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon
Leap, plashless as they swim.
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Mow Koponek He 3Han,

YTO 1 CMOTPIO 3a HUM.

OH KITH0BOM YepBdAKa cxBaTun
A cben ero — colpbim!

[ToTOM nonun pocsl

N3 yawieyku nucra,

[TOTOM C JOPOXKKM OTCKOYMIT,
UT06 nponycTuUTb XYyKa,

A 6ycuHamu rnas
cnyraHHo cmoTpen,

He npsyyTca nu rge Bpary,
1 ronoBou BepTen.

A KpOoLUKY npeasioxuna

EmMy —a OH B OTBeT
PacnpaBus Kpbinbsa 1 NONMbIT
Yepes nonaHeBHbIN CBET —

Tak nogoyka cnewmT

Ocunnutb OKeaH —

MenbKHET cepebpsiHbIN CTEXOK —
N y6exnt B TymaH.



It's all | have to bring today —

This, and my heart beside —

This, and my heart, and all the fields —
And all the meadows wide —

Be sure you count — should | forget
Some one the sum could tell -

This, and my heart, and all the Bees
Which in the Clover dwell.
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BoT BCcE, uTo A Tebe Hecna,
YTo npoHecTn morna —

Bot 3710, cepaue, Bce nong,
Bce cnawme nons.

Ha BCAKun criy4yam nepedru...
Hecno)xeH pesynbrar:

LiBeTbl — 1 cepaue, Bce LuMenu,
UTO B KneBepe XnByT.



Wild Nights--Wild Nights!
Were | with thee

Wild Nights should be
Our luxury!

Futile--the Winds--

To a Heart in port--

Done with the Compass--
Done with the Chart!

Rowing in Eden

Ah, the Sea!

Might | but moor--Tonight--
In Thee!



| cannot live with you

So We must meet apart —

You there — | — here —

With just the Door ajar

That Oceans are —and Prayer —
And that White Sustenance —
Despair —



"Hope" is the thing with feathers—
That perches in the soul—

And sings the tune without the words—
And never stops—at all—

And sweetest—in the Gale—is heard—
And sore must be the storm—

That could abash the little Bird

That kept so many warm—

I've heard it in the chilliest land—
And on the strangest Sea—

Yet, never, in Extremity,

It asked a crumb—of Me.
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Hapgexna — 9710 KOpPOriek,
UT0 BbET B AyLUe rHe3qo.
[NoeT menoauto 6e3 cnos,
He cMonKHeT HuKoraa.

A B Bypto CBULLIET BCE BOSbHEN,
N Bypsi He cobbeT

Toro, KTo nepbs pacnyLiuns
 Tak Tenno noer.

A cnbiwana ero B Kpato,

[Oe WTOopM U MePTBLIN LWTUIb —
A OH HM pa3y y MeHS

Hw KpoLlkn He cnpocwun.



I'm nobody! Who are you?

Are you — Nobody -- too?

Then there's a pair of us?

Don't tell! they'd advertise -- you know.

How dreary -- to be -- Somebody!
How public -- like a Frog --
To tell one’s name -- the livelong June

To an admiring Bog!



| lost a World — the other day!
Has anybody found?

You'll know it by the Row of Stars
Around its forehead bound.

A Rich man — might not notice it -
Yet — to my frugal Eye,

Of more esteem than Ducats -
Oh find it — Sir — for me!
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A notepana Mup Ha gHAX.
HwukTO HE Haxoaun?

[IpmeTa eCTb: BOKpYr
Yyena

KonbLo HOYHbIX CBETUI.

Boratbin MMMO Obl
npoLuernn.

A MHe — Hy>XHeW Bcero!
[lopoxe Bcex oyKaToB...
BepHute —cap —ero



| took my Power in my Hand —

And went against the World —

"Twas not so much as David — had —
But | — was twice as bold —

| aimed by Pebble — but Myself
Was all the one that fell —

Was it Goliath — was too large —
Or was myself — too small?
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A BcTana, XXn3Hb MO0 B3dna
1 oBuHynacb Ha mup.

[asna Obin ny4dwe CHapsXXeH,
Ho BaBoe A — cmenen.

A kameHb Luenuna, Ho BOpyr
[ToBeprkeHa cama.

bbin cnuwkom 'lonuad Benuk —
nb cnnwikom a4 mana?



The Heart asks Pleasure -- first --
And then -- Excuse from Pain --
And then -- those little Anodynes
That deaden suffering --

And then -- to go to sleep --
And then -- if it should be
The will of its Inquisitor
The privilege to die —



This quiet Dust was Gentlemen and Ladies
And Lads and Girls

Was laughter and ability and sighing

And frocks and curls

This passive place a Summer’s nimble mansion
Where Bloom and Bees

Fulfilled their Oriental Circuit

And ceased like these



Because | could not stop for Death--
He kindly stopped for me--

The Carriage held but just Ourselves--
And Immortality.

We slowly drove--He knew no haste
And | had put away

My labor and my leisure too,

For His Civility--

We passed the School, where Children strove
At Recess--in the Ring--

We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain--

We passed the Setting Sun--

Or rather--He passed us--

The Dews drew quivering and chill--
For only Gossamer, my Gown--

My Tippet--only Tulle--

We paused before a House that seemed
A Swelling of the Ground--

The Roof was scarcely visible--

The Cornice--in the Ground--

Since then--"tis Centuries--and yet
Feels shorter than the Day

| first surmised the Horses' Heads
Were toward Eternity
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A He 6pana ¢ coboto cmepTb —
OHa B3451a MeHs

C cobon n npaBuT nowwagbmu,
BeccmepTbe 3acnoHs.

En 661510 HEeKyga cnewnTs.
A otnoxuna Bcé —

Moto paboTy n gocyr

Mo npuxoTun ee.

Mbl MMHOBanNu LWKOIYy, rae
JleHnnuceb wkonsipsl,

N none, rae 3BeHena poxb,
N conHue y ropeol,

A 6egHbI QOMUK, YTO TopYarn,
Kak 6yropok semnw.

Mbl exanu yxe Beka,

Ho mHe ka3zanocb — OHMW.

N3 wénka Obin1 MO KantoLLOH,
N nnaTtbe ObINO — ras,

Korga npoxnagHas poca

Mo cTopoHam 3axrnace.

 BeyHOCTH owyulana 4,
N ObINO ACHO — K HEWN
Ob6palleHo MOE Nnuo

W ronoBbl KOHEN.



| heard a Fly buzz — when | died -
The Stillness in the Room

Was like the Stillness in the Air —
Between the Heaves of Storm —

The Eyes around — had wrung them dry —
And Breaths were gathering firm

For that last Onset — when the King

Be witnessed — in the Room —

| willed my Keepsakes — Signed away
What portions of me be

Assignable — and then it was

There interposed a Fly —

With Blue — uncertain stumbling Buzz —-
Between the light —and me —

And then the Windows failed — and then
| could not see to see —



