


William Shakespeare Sonnet 102

My love is strength'ned, though more weak in seeming;

I love not less, though less the show appear:
That love is merchandised whose rich esteeming
The owner's tongue doth publish every where.
Our love was new, and then but in the spring,
When | was wont to greet it with my lays,

As Philomel in summer's front doth sing,

And stops his pipe in growth of riper days:

Not that the summer is less pleasant now
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,
But that wild music burthens every bough,

And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.
Therefore like her, | sometime hold my tongue,
Because | would not dull you with my song.
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George Gordon Byron
She Walks in Beauty

She walks in beauty, ke the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And alf that 's best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellow 'd to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impair d the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,

Or softly hightens o 'er her face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet express
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place.

And on that cheek, and o 'er that brow,
So0 soft, so calm, yet eloguent,
The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,
A mind at peace with alf below,
A heart whose love is innocent!
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4 William Butler Yeats
WHEN YOU ARE OLD
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Summer or winter for aught | can say;
So unrecorded did it slip away, ,
So blind was I to see and to foresee,
So dull to mark the buddling of my tree
That would not blossom yet for many a
May.

If only I could recollect it, such

day of days! I let it come and go

As traceless as thaw of bygone snow;

It seemed to mean so little, meant so much;

If only now I could recall that touch,
First touch of hand in hand - Did one but
know!
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For whom the bell tolls

by John Donne
1o KOM 360HUM KOJTIOKOJI.

AHamonuu LUknapyk

No man is an island,

Entire of itself.
He >XnBeT, Kak OCTpOB caMm no ceoe,

Hu ognH YyenoBsek.
Kaxxabiv gennt cyab0y KOHTUHEHTA,
YacTb OCHOBHOIO HaBEK.

Each is a piece of the continent,
A part of the main.............

For | am involved in mankind.

Therefore, send not to know
CBA3aH Kpernkmmm y3amm ¢ MUPOM.

[NlocnaHHbIN, YTOOBLI HE 3HaTb
UTO KONOKOMN rpOMKO 3BEHUT
A mepTBbIe oYL POOHUT.

For whom the bell tolls,
It tolls for thee.



Langston Hughes

Tenez-vous bien aux réves

b ast to dreams Les réves sont quelque chose de haut
For if dreams die Car quand ils meurent dans notre monde cruel
Life is a broken-winged bird La vie devient un pauvre oiseau
That cannot fly. Qui n’a plus d’ailes
Hold fast to dreams Tenez-vous bien aux réves
For when dreams go Car quand ils disparaissent comme un dernier baiser
Life is a barren field La vie devient un champ stérile

Frozen with snow. Tres pauvre et enneigé




Leisure
William Henry Davies

Jlo3einns
Teopumii nepexiaa:OQuekcii MapTHHYYK

What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

No time to stand beneath the boughs
And stare as long as sheep or cows.

No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.

No time to see, in broad daylight,
Streams full of stars, like skies at night.

No time to turn at Beauty's glance,
And watch her feet, how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began.

A poor life this is if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

Yoro BapTe KUTTHA, 10 B TYPOOTi OiKUTH,
KOJIi Yacy He Ma€ll CIHHUTHCH HA MUTh.

He maem mu yacy nia qepeBom cTaTu,
i3 KBiTaMM B NOJIi 1eii JeHb NPUBITATH.

B Typ6oTi MUHaEeM MU ropu JicucTi,
Je 0iJIKM ropixu XOBaKTh y JHUCTI.

He 6auum MU BIeHb IO CTEKKAX iTy4H,
NMOTOKM 3iPKOBi Ik He00 BHOUI.

Ha norusin Kpacu BianoBicTu He B3MO3i,
naJKi ii TaHui He 6a4yuM B TPUBO3i.

Tikaem paHim HizK ycTa 105KeHYTh,
YCMIIIKY, 10 04i i pO3MOYHYTh.

Hiuoro He BapTe :XKUTTA 110 TYpOOTi
0i2KNTh,He CIIMHAIOYNCH HA TIOBOPOTI.



