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A SNOWY EVENING by
Robert Frost

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.
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He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound's the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep.
But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.



Yewu 3710 Jiec, s Y3HAKO:

OH Ha IPYIoOM KMBET KPar —
Emy, 3a 31Ol CHEe:KHOU MIVIOH,
He BuaHO, Kak 51 31€Ch CTOIO.

COuT ¢ TOJIKY KOHb MOCJYIIHbIA MO
Tem, uTO HE ey o1 TOMOH,

A CTaJ B CHeEry, Ijie HeT KUJIbi,

Ilox Beyep, TEMHOKO 3UMOI.



OH MHeTCsl, 0yOeHIIOM 3BEHA:

Yik He ¢ IMyTH JIM COMJICS 517
B oTBeT — JIMIIIbL BeTep B THUILHHE,
CHEKUHOK JIerkasi CTpys.

Jlec uyieH B CHEKHOM IeJIeHe,
Ho Hac B apyrou s;kayT CTOpoHe,
M Ha nokou He CKOPO MHe,

M Ha oKoM He CKOpPO MHe.
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Bunny

Once a little scatter-brain

Left poor Bunny in the rain.

What could little Bunny do?

He got wet just through and through.
Once a little scatter-brain

Left poor Bunny in the rain.

What could little Bunny do?

He got wet just through and through.



The Arrow and the Song
enry Longfello

I shot an arrow into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight
Could not follow it in its flight.

I breathed a song into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;

For who has sight so keen and strong,
That it can follow the flight of song?

Long, long afterward, in an oak
I found the arrow, still unbroke;
And the song, from beginning to end,
I found again in the heart of a friend.



Crpesa u necHs

Crpesy u3 JyKa sl IyCTHJI

He 3Ha4a 1, rae oHa ymnaJja;
HanpacHo B30p 32 Hed cjeau,
OHa MeJIbKHYJIA U mponaJa.

Ha Berep nmecHio opocu. si:

3BYyK 3aMep 11e-T0 B OTAAJICHbH...
Kyna ynajia necHb Mos

He mMor cka3atrb 1 B T0O MTHOBEHbE.

HemHoro Jiet cnycrs, noToM
CrpeJsa Hanj1ach, B COCHE y JIyra,
CBO10 K€ NMEeCHI0 HeJTUKOM

Hames g1 B Teriom cepaue apyra.



W. Shakespeare Sonnet 147

JIro00Bb - Heayr. Most ayiia 00JibHa
ToMurTeJabHOM, HEYTOJTUMON KAKIOU.
Toro ke siza Tpedyer OHA,

KoTopbiil 0TpaBUII €€ OXHAK/bI.
Moii pazymM-Bpa4 Jitl000Bb MO0 JICYMJI.
OnHa orBepriia TpaBbl U KOPEHbA,

N OeaHbIi JIeKAPh BHIOMJICS U3 CHJI
U Hac mMOKMHYJI, MOTEPSAB TEePIICHbE.
OTHbIHE MOM HeAYI HEH3JIeYUM.
Jlynmia Hu B YeM MmMOKOsl He HAXOIAUT.
IlokuHyTHIE pA3yMOM MOMM,

U yyBCTBA U CJI0BA 110 BOJIe OPOAAT.



My Love (1asha-Shores) —

My love is like an ocean

It goes down so deep

My love is like a rose

Whose beauty you want to keep.

My love is like a river

That will never end

My love is like a dove

With a beautiful message to send.

My love is like a song

That goes on and on forever
My love is like a prisoner
It's you that I surrender.



Jr/_\ -
rees (by Joyce Kilmer)

boroch cTUXOB MHE HEe BUAATH
Takux, 4T0 JAepeBy NMOJ CTATH.

YbM KOPHU COK celde HAILIU
B riiyOMHHOM CYITHOCTH 3€MJIH.

Yro nenHo umer boxkuu JuK,
Yurasi JUCTUKHA MOJIUTB.

B ubeill JieTHell KpPOHE eCTh THE310
MaJIMHOBOK MJIM JAPO3/10B.

YeM CTBOJI, YTO CHEI'OM 3aMeTEH,
Ou4HeTcs ¢ MPOJUBHBIM J10XK/IEM.

CTHUX COUMHMTH BCerjaa si Mor,
Ho nepeBo - Tyt HyxkeH bor.



