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William Sﬁd:{espmre (baptised
26 April 1564 — died 23 April 1616)
was an English poet and playwright,]
widely regarded as the greatest writer
in the English language and the
world's preeminent dramatist. He 1s
often called England's national poet
and the "Bard of Avon". His
surviving works, 1ncluding some
collaborations, consist of 38
plays,154 sonnets, two long narrative g
poems, and several other poems. His @
plays have been translated into every§
major hiving language and arcg
performed more often than those of™
any other playwright.

Shakespeare was born and raised in
Stratford-upon-Avon.




Ilexcnup. Coner 121

VYK Jydiie rpeiHbiM ObITh, YEM T'PELIHBIM

CJIBITh.

Hamnpacnuna ctpariHee o0JUYeHbs.

W rubHeT pagocTh, KOJIb €€ CYIUTh

JIOKHO HE Hallle, a YyKO€ MHEHBE.

Kak MoxeT B3I UyKUX ITOPOYHBIX T71a3

[[laguTe BO MHE UTPY TOpsTUENA KPOBU?

[TycTh rpemieH s, HO He IPelIHee Bac,

Mowu mnroHkI, MacTepa 3J10CI0BbA.

4 - 3710 4, a BBl TPEXU MOU

ITo cBOEMY paBHAETE TPUMEDY.

Ho, MOXeT ObITh, 5 PSIM, a y CyIbU

Hermpasoro B pykax KpuBasi Mepa,

W BuauT OH B II00OOM U3 OJIMIKHUX JIOKD,

ITockonbKy OJMMKHUNM HA HETO MOX0XK!
ITepeBox C.Mapmiaka

Shakespeare. Sonet 121

"T1s better to be vile than vile esteem'd,
When not to be receives reproach of being,
And the just pleasure lost which 1s so deem'd
Not by our feeling but by others' seeing:
For why should others false adulterate eyes
Give salutation to my sportive blood?
Or on my frailties why are frailer spies,
Which in their wills count bad what I thin

good?
No, I am that I am, and they that level
At my abuses reckon up their own:
I may be straight, though they themselves b
bevel;
By their rank thoughts my deeds must not b
shown;
Unless this general evil they maintain,
All men are bad, and in their badness reign.
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George Gordon Byron (22 January 1788
19 April 1824) was a British poet and a
leading figure in Romanticism. Amongst
Byron's best-known works are the brief
poems She Walks in Beauty, When We
Two Parted, and So, we'll go no more a
roving, in addition to the narrative poems
Childe Harold's Pilgrimage and Don Juan.
He 1s regarded as one of the greatest British
poets and remains widely read and
influential, both in the English-speaking
world and beyond.




OHa udem eo ecel Kpace — She walks in beauty, like the night

Ceemuia, Kak HOYb €€ CMpPaHhbI. Of cloudless climes and starry skies;

Bcs 2nybb Hebec u 38630bI ece And all that 's best of dark and bright

B e€ o4ax 3aKst04eHsbl. Meet in her aspect and her eyes:

Kak conHue e ympeHHeu poce, Thus mellow'd to that tender light

Ho mosibKoO MpaKoM cMsi24yeHbl. Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

2

lMpubaeums ny4 unb meHb omHsimb One shade the more, one ray the less,

U 6ydem yx coeceM He ma Had half impair'd the nameless grace

Bosioc aczamoeasi npsiob, Which waves in every raven tress,

He me ana3a, He me ycma Or softly lightens o'er her face;

U nob, 20e nombicsioe ne4amsb Where thoughts serenely sweet express

mak 6e3yripe4yHa, mak Yucma. How pure, how dear their dwelling-plac
3

A amom e3251510, u ueem JsiaHum, And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,

U néakuil cmex, Kak ecrisieck Mopckou, So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
o The smiles that win, the tints that glow,

Bcé e Helu o mupe 2ogopum. But tell of days in goodness spent,
OHa e dyuwie xpaHum rnoKou. A mind at peace with all below,
N ecnu cyacmbe nodapum, A heart whose love is innocent!

To camou wedporo pyKoll.







Thomas Moore (28 May 1779
— 25 February 1852) was

an |rish28 May 1779 — 25
February 1852) was

an Irish poet, singer,
songwriter, and entertainer28
May 1779 — 25 February 1852
was an Irish poet, singer,
songwriter, and entertainer,
now best remembered for the [
lyrics of "The Minstrel Boy28
May 1779 — 25 February 1852
was an Irish poet, singer,




THOSE EVENING BELLS BEYEPHWU 3BOH

(Air: The bells of St.Petersburg) Be4yepHuli 360H, ee4epHUU 380H!
Kak MHO20 dyM Hagodum OH

Those evening bells! Those evening bells! O rOHbIX OHsIX 8 Kpar POOHOM,

How many a tale their music tells, oe s1 nrobusn, 20e omyuti oom,

Of youth, and home, and those sweet time,/ kak s1, ¢ HUM HageK rnpocmsichb,

When last | heard their soothing chime. Tam cnywarsn 380H 8 nocriedHuUl pa3s!

Yxe He 3pemb MHe ceemJibix OHel

Those joyous hours are passed away; BecHbl obMaH4ueolU moel!
And many a heart, that then was gay, U ckonbko Hem menepb 8 )KUuebiX
Within the tomb now darkly dwells, To20a eecenbix, MoOs100bIx!

And hears no more those evening bells. U kpenok ux Mo2usibHbIU COH,
He cnibiweH um ee4epHUU 380H.

And so’t will be when | am gone; Jlexxamb u MHe 8 3emiie cbipou!
That tuneful peal will still ring on, Hanee yHbI6HbIU Ha00 MHOU
While other bards shall walk these dells, B dosiuHe semep pa3Hecem;
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells. [Jpyzoli neeeu rno Hel npoudem,
1817 200 U yxx He 51, a 6ydem oOH
B pa3dymbe nemb ee4epHuUl 360H!
1827 200
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 John Keats«isl (kits/ 31 October 1795 — 23

}February 1821) was an English (/'ki:ts/ 31 October

1795 — 23 February 1821) was

!an English Romantic (/'ki:ts/ 31 October 1795 — 23

,February 1821) was an English Romantic poet. He

} was one of the main figures of the second generation

- of Romantic poets, along with Lord Byron (/'ki:ts/ 31

} October 1795 - 23 February 1821) was

' an English Romantic poet. He was one of the main

 figures of the second generation of Romantic poets,

}along with Lord Byron and Percy Bysshe Shelley,

!desplte his work having been in publication for only

, four years before his death.

' Although his poems were not generally well received
by critics during his lifetime, his reputation grew after
his death, and by the end of the 19th century, he had
become one of the most beloved of all English
poetsAlthough his poems were not generally well
received by critics during his lifetime, his reputation
grew after his death, and by the end of the 19th
century, he had become one of the most beloved of

} all English poets. He had a significant influence on a




«Ky3Heuukx u cgepuox»

Boeeku He 3aMpem, He rnipeKkpamumcs
lMoa3us 3emnu. Ko2da e nucmee,

Om 3HOs ocnabees, yMONIKHym nmuuyabil,
MbI cnbiwuum 20510C 8 CKOWEHHOU mpaese
Ky3He4duka. Cnewum oH Hacradumbcsi
Ceoum yyacmbem e JiemHeM mopikecmee,
To 3a3eeHum, mo cHoea npumaumcsi

U nomondum muHymy unu dee.

lMo33usi 3emMsiu He 3Haem cmepmu.
lMpuwna 3uma. B nossix Memem memernsb,
Ho ebI nokoro MepmeomMy He sepbme.
Tpewum ceep4ok, 3abuswucb 20e-mo 8
weJsb,

U e nackoeoM mensie HazpembiXx reYek
Hawm kaxxemcsi: 8 mpaee 36eHUM KY3HE4YUK.

The grasshopper and cricket
The poetry of earth is never dead:
When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,
And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run
From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;
That is the Grasshopper's--he takes the lead
In summer luxury,--he has never done
With his delights; for when tired out with fun
He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.
The poetry of earth is ceasing never:
On a lone winter evening, when the frost
Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills
The Cricket's song, in warmth increasing ever,
And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,
The Grasshopper's among some grassy hills.







Charles Lutwidge Dodgson
(27 January 1832 — 14 January
1898), better known by the
pen name Lewis Carroll,
was an English author,
mathematicianmathematician
, logician, Anglican, Anglican
deacon, Anglican deacon and
photographer. His most
famous writings are Alice’s
Adventures in Wonderland
and its sequel [hrough the
Looking-Glass as well as the
poems "The Hunting of the
Snark as well as the poems
"The Hunting of the Snark"
and "Jabberwocky as well as
the poems "The Hunting of the

000




Kapon Jibrouc. Bepriuoka.
JABBERWOCKY

Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe

Beware the Jabberwock, my son!

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun

The frumious Bandersnatch!

He took his vorpal sword in hand:
Long time the manxome foe he sought
— So rested he by the Tumtum tree
And stood awhile in thought.




A humorous poem with five lines that always have the same
rhyme and meter patterns. Lines one, two, and five share the
same rhyme, and lines three and four rhyme with each other.







There was an Old Man of Peru,
Who dreamt he was eating his shoe.
FHe awoke in the night

In a terrible fright

And found it was perfectly true!

OOdHa)k0ObI yeuoes 4yyoak
Bo cHe, ymo oH ecm ceou
6awmak

OH emue npobyourcs

U ybedurics,




There was a Young Lady of Niger,
Who smiled as she rode on a tiger;
They returned from the ride

With the Lady inside,

And the smile on the face of the
tiger.

Oodna xoxomywka-oesauua
JNoouaa kamamsbes Ha absuue.
IHpuznamuvca eam HeCMmHo —
/lesauua ucuesaa,

3amo yavtoaemen abeuud.




There once was a man from Harare,
Who bought a brand new Ferrari.
Now the buck and the gnu

And the elephant too

Hide away when he goes on safar.

OO0Hax0Obl agppukKkaHeu 8
Xapape

Kynun cebe HoeblIU
«@Peppapuy.

N menepb U os1eHb U
CJ/1IOHbI

Bce nonpssmanucs 8







