William Blake

The Tyger

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests of the night;

What immortal hand or eye,
Could frame thy fearful symmetry

In what distant deeps or skies.
Burnt the fire of thine eyes!

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand, dare sieze the fire!

And what shoulder, & what art.
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand! & what dread feet!

What the hammer! what the chain,
In what furnace was thy brain
What the anvil, what dread grasp,
Dare its deadly terrors clasp!

When the stars threw down their spear
And water'd heaven with their tears:
Did he smile his work to see

Did he who made the Lamb make thee!

Turp! Turp! Buxy 4

B OAXYHMNAX ApKMUX ABa OrH4,
Uba 6eccMepTHAqa pyka

BceM Ha cTpax ux co3gana?

ne cToATb HaM, YTobbI HacC
He coxrno 6bl nnamsa rnas?
Mexay HaMun 3Ty HUTb
KTo cymeeT noracutb?

KTo ero pewwun co3aaTtb?



Upon Westminster Bridge

Earth has not anr}thin to show more fair:
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A sight so touching in its majesty:
This City now doth like a garment wear

The beauty of the morning: silent, bare,
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Open unto the fields, and to the sky,
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.

Never did sun more beautifully steep
In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill;
Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep!

The river glideth at his own sweet will:
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep;
And all that mighty heart is lying still!

Het B Mupe 60nbluero BOMMOLEHNA KPacoThl,
YeM Ta,4TO MMMO NMPOXOAsa YBUANLLb Thl.

Yem 3TOT 06pa3s,C/INLLKOM OCS3aeMbI B CBOEM
BE/INKOMENNN:;

Thbl BUANLL,rOPOJ, C/IOBHO 06/1aveH B oAexXAabl,
Cnensuien KpacoTbl paccBeTa M nNepBo3aaHHOM
TULLUHBI.

HeABMXHbIX WXYH,MPeKpacHbIX LunMTaaenen,
BEJIMYECTBEHHbIX 3J@aHMUN KYMNOJIOB,
TeaTpoB U CTEMEHHbIX XPaMoB,

FNagsawmux Ha nons u B Hebo.

Bcé cBeTnoe,cBepkatllee He3aabIMNEHHbIM
BO3YXOM €Lle.

N conHue B Hebe - HepeanbHO ApPKO.

B cBoeM nepBocTeneHHoM 6necke, ApeMioT
XOJ/IMbIl, YTECbI U NOLLUHBI.

Hukoraa He Buaen Thl,

7 Hml<orn.a ellé He oLyLan - CMOKONCTBUSA TakK
ABHO!

Peka ckonb3uT,CBOEN Kanpu3HoM Bosie byaTo
MOBUHYSCb.

Bor mon! loma, kak-6yaTo Toxe cnat!

Mpn BCEM 3TOM MOryLiecTBe HEBOJIbHO 3aMuUpaeT
cepaue.
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Dust Of Snow - Robert Frost

The way a crow
Shook down on me
The dust of snow
From a hemlock tree
Has given my heart
A change of mood
And saved some part
Of a day I had rued.

CHEXHbIN MOpPOX.
C 6epe3bl BOpPOH
CTPSAXHY1 CHEXOK,
N CHEXHbIN NOPOX
MEHS OXer,
nobaBunB pasom
B AyLUe OrHen,
W CTano cpasy
WATW CBETNEN.
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening
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.

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.

CHEXcHbIM-BEYEDOM-B-AECY.

S 3HAO KTO X0358IMH 34€eCh,
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Robert Lee Frost (March 26, 1874 -
January 29, 1963) was an American
poet. His work was initially published
in England before it was published in
America. He is highly regarded for his
realistic depictions of rural life and his
command of American colloquial
speech.** His work frequently
employed settings from rural life in

in the early twentieth
century, using them to examine
complex social and philosophical
themes. One of the most popular and
critically respected American poets of
the twentieth century



I never saw that you did painting need,

And therefore to your fair no painting set;

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed

That barren tender of a poet's debt:

And therefore have I slept in your report,

That you yourself, being extant, well might show
How far a modern quill doth come too short,

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.

This silence for my sin you did impute,

Which shall be most my glory being dumb;

For I impair not beauty being mute,

When others would give life, and bring a tomb.
There lives more life in one of your fair eyes
Than both your poets can in praise devise

S Ayman, 4yto y KpacoTbl TBOEM

B noapenbHbIX Kpackax HagobHOCTU HeT.
A AyMman: Tbl MpeKpacHen n MUnen
Bcero, 4to MoXeT BbiCKasaTb MO3T.
BoT noyeMy MonyaHusa neyatb

Ha ckpoMHble ycTa Mow nerna, -
YTob6bl CBOE Benmube gokasaTb

Be3 yKkpalweHunii kpacota morna.

HO Tbl cunTaellb AeP30CTHbLIM FPeXoM
Moeli BNto6/eHHON My3bl HEMOTY.
Mexx TeM apyrnme HEMOLLHbIM CTUXOM
BeccMepTHY0 XOPOHAT KpacoTy.

To, YTO BO B30pe CBETUTCS TBOEM,
TBOW MeBLbI HE BbIpa3siT BABOEM
ICoHeT 83 B nepeoae C. Maplaka

William Shakespeare ( ; 26
April 1564 ( ) — 23 April 1616) was

an English , , and actor,
widely regarded as the greatest writer in
the and the world's

pre-eminent dramatist. He is often called
England's , and the "Bard of
Avon".His extant works, including
, consist of approximately
, , two long

, and a few other verses, some of
uncertain authorship. His plays have been
translated into every major
and are performed more often than those
of any other playwright.



