This is my letter to the \World
That never wrote to Me —
The simple News that Nature told —
With tender Majesty

Her Message is committed
ToHands|cannot see —
For love of Her — Sweet — countrymen —
Judge tenderly — of Me

Zde je mUj dopis pro ten svét,
kterg mi nechtél psat,
priroda kazdé z prostych vét
danéznyg majestat.
Svou zpravu svéfi rukam,
jez jsou mi ukryté -
kéz z lasky k ni, mi krajané,
mirné meé soudite.

Emily Dickinson (1830 -1836)
prelozila Eva Klimentova

muj dopis svétu
. J
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