JEST TAKI UKOS SWIATEA



There is another sky,

Ever serene and fair,

And there is another sunshine,
Though it be darkness there;
Never mind faded forests, Austin,
Never mind silent fields —
Here is a little forest,

Whose leaf is ever green;

Here is a brighter garden,
Where not a frost has been;

In its unfading flowers

I hear the bright bee hum;
Prithee, my brother,

Into my garden come!

1851 1894



Jest tez inne niebo,

Weciaz jasne i piekne,

I jest takze inne stonce,
Cho¢ tam bywa ciemno;

Co tam splowiatle lasy, Austin,
Co tam pola ciche -

Tutaj jest malenki lasek,

Z wcigz zielonym lisciem;
Tutaj jest jasniejszy ogrdd,
Nietkniety przymrozkiem;
W nieplowiejacych kwiatach
Zywy szum pszczot stychaé;
Do mojego sadu

Bracie, prosze, przychodz!

1851 1894
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The Gentian weaves her fringes -

The Maple’s loom is red —

My departing blossoms
Obviate parade.

A brief, but patient illness -
An hour to prepare,

And one below this morning
Is where the angels are —

It was a short procession,

The Bobolink was there -

An aged Bee addressed us -
And then we knelt in prayer -
We trust that she was willing -
We ask that we may be.
Summer - Sister — Seraph!
Let us go with thee!

In the name of the Bee -
And of the Butterfly -

And of the Breeze — Amen!

c. 1858 1891



Goryczka przedzie fredzle -
Krosna Klonu rude -
Moje wiednace kwiaty

Nie chcg parady.

Cierpliwa, krétka niemoc -
Godzina szykowania,

I'ta co rano jeszcze z nami
Jest juz z aniotami -
Procesja byla mata,

I Szczygiel tam byt -
Kazanie Pszczola miata -
I pomodlili$my si¢ -
Ufamy, ze tak chciala -
Prosimy niech nam wolno
Serafinie - Siostro — Lato!
Udac sie z toba!

W imie Pszczoty -
I Wazki -

I Wiatru — Amen!

c. 1858 1891
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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!

C. 1858 1896
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Precik, platek, oraz kolce

Latem kiedy wstaje stonce —

Fiolka rosy — Pszczota, dwie osy -
Wiaterek - w drzewach sus - i Rdza
Jestem juz!

c. 1858 1896
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I never lost as much but twice,
And that was in the sod.
Twice have I stood a beggar
Before the door of God!

Angels - twice descending
Reimbursed my store -
Burglar! Banker - Father!
I am poor once more!

c. 1858 1890
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Nigdy nie stracitam tak wiele, jak
Dwa razy w tej darni.

Dwa razy jak zebrak

Statam w boskiej bramie!

Anioty - zeszty dwa razy

I pokryty straty -

Rabusiu! Bankierze - Ojcze!
Zndéw jestem nedzarzem!

c. 1858 1890



