SPRING IS IN THE AIR




The weather is fine,
the sun usually shines,
the clouds are not in the sky
and the birds want to fly













BLUE —BUTTERFLY DAY
It is blue-butterfly day here in spring,
And with these sky-flakes down in flurry on flurry
There is more unmixed color on the wing
Than flowers will show for days unless they hurry.

But these are flowers that fly and all but sing:

And now from having ridden out desire
They lie closed over in the wind and cling
Where wheels have freshly sliced the April mire.

Robert Frost (1874-1963)



S.T. Rufov W. Shakespeare



Sinkvain — coeaguHenue ctaporo 3HaHus ¢

HOBbIM — OCMbICINEHHbLIM, NEPEXUTLIM,
BbICTPOEHHbIM:
1-4 CTpOKa — Ha3BaHue TeMbI;

2- 1 CTPOKa — onncaHne OencTeud B 2x
clioBax — Npu3Hakax, npunaraTenbHbIX;
3-9 CTpOKa — onncaHue gencTBus B pamMkax
3TOU TeMbI 3M4A CliloBaMU:

4-5 CTpOKa — 3TO (ppasa U3 4x CroB.,
NOKa3bIBAET OTHOLLEHMNE K TEME;

5-A CTPOKa — CUHOHUM, KOTOPbLIV MOBTOPSET
CYTb TE€MbI (KONMMYECTBO CJ10B
NPOnU3BOJIbLHOE).






