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	Т е к с т ы    с т и х о в    а н г л о я з ы ч н ы х    а в т о р о в

	1
	May Stevenson:
	The Cloud Mobile
	

	
	
	

	
	Above my face is a map,

Continents form and fade.

Blue countries, made

on a white sea, are erased,

and white countries traces

on a blue sea.

It is the map that moves

faster than real,

but so slow.

Only my watching proves 

that island has being,

or that bay.

              It is a model of time.
	Mountains are wearing away,

coasts cracking,

the ocean spills over,

Then new hills

heap into view

with river-cuts of blue

between them.

It is a model of change.

This is the way things are

with a stone or a star.

This is the way things go,

hard or soft,

              fast or slow.
	

	
	
	

	2
	Robert Burns:
	A Red, Red Rose
	

	
	
	

	
	О, my love is like a red, red rose, 

That's newly sprung in June.
O, my love is like the melody, 

That's sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonny lass,
So deep in love am I, 

And I will love thee still, my dear,
              Till all the seas go dry.
	Till all the seas go dry, my dear, 

And the rocks melt with the sun!
And I will love thee still, my dear, 

While the sands of life shall run.

And fare thee well, my only love, 

And fare thee well a while!
And I will come again, my love,
              Though it were ten thousand mile!
	

	
	
	

	3
	Robert Frost:
	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 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.
	

	
	
	

	4
	Robert Frost:
	The Road Not Taken
	

	
	
	

	
	Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 

And sorry I could not travel both 

And be one traveller, long I stood 

And looked down one as far as I could 

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

          Then took the other, as just as fair, 

          And having perhaps the better claim,    

          Because it was grassy and wanted wear;     

          Though as for that the passing there 

          Had worn them really about the same,
	And both that morning equally lay 

In leaves no step had trodden black. 

So, I kept the first for another day! 

Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 

I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh 

Somewhere ages and ages hence: 

Two roads diverted in a wood, and I 

I took the one less travelled by, 

              And that has made all the difference.
	

	
	
	
	

	5
	W.H.Davies:
	Leisure
	

	
	
	
	

	
	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 раss,

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.
	

	
	
	
	

	6
	Rudyard Kipling:
	If
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,
	

	
	
	If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you.
	

	
	
	But make allowance for their doubting too;
	

	
	
	If you can wait and not be tired of waiting,
	

	
	
	Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,
	

	
	
	Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
	

	
	
	And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise.
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	If you can dream – and not make dreams your master,
	

	
	
	If you can think – and not make thoughts your aim,
	

	
	
	If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
	

	
	
	And treat those two impostors just the same;
	

	
	
	If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken
	

	
	
	Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,
	

	
	
	Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
	

	
	
	And stop and build ’em up with worn-out tools;
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	If you can make one heap of all your winnings
	

	
	
	And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,
	

	
	
	And lose, and start again at your beginnings
	

	
	
	And never breathe a word about your loss;
	

	
	
	If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
	

	
	
	To serve your turn long after they are gone,
	

	
	
	And so hold on when there is nothing in you
	

	
	
	Except the Will which says to them “Hold on!”
	

	
	
	
	

	
	
	If you can talk to crowds and keep your virtue,
	

	
	
	Or walk with Kings – nor lose the common touch,
	

	
	
	If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,
	

	
	
	If all men count with you, but none too much;
	

	
	
	If you can fill the unforgiving minute
	

	
	
	With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,
	

	
	
	Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,
	

	
	
	And – which is more – you’ll be a Man, my son!
	

	
	
	
	

	7
	Walter De La Mare:
	Silver
	

	
	
	
	

	
	Slowly, silently, now the moon
	With paws of silver sleeps the dog;
	

	
	Walks the night in her silver shoon; 
	From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep 
	

	
	This way, and that, she peers, and sees 
	Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep;
	

	
	Silver fruit upon silver trees,
	A harvest mouse goes scampering by 
	

	
	One by one the casements catch 
	With silver claws and silver eye 
	

	
	Her beams beneath the silvery thatch; 
	And moveless fish in the water gleam, 
	

	
	Couched in his kennel, like a log, 
	By silver reeds in a silver stream. 
	

	
	
	

	8
	Alan Milne:
	Waiting by the Window
	

	
	
	

	
	There are my two drops of rain
	Something sorts of sticks to John.
	

	
	Waiting on the window-pane.
	John is moving off at last. 
	

	
	I am waiting here to see
	James is going pretty fast.
	

	
	Which the winning one will be.
	John is rushing down the pane.
	

	
	Both of them have different names.
	James is going slow again. 
	

	
	One is John and one is James.
	James has met a sort of smear.
	

	
	All the best and all the worst
	John is getting very near. 
	

	
	Comes from which of them is first.
	Is he going fast enough? 
	

	
	James had just begun to ooze.
	James has found a piece of fluff. 
	

	
	He's the one I want to lose.
	John has hurried quickly by. 
	

	
	John is waiting to begin.
	James was talking to a fly. 
	

	
	He's the one I want to win.
	John is there, and John has won! 
	

	
	James is going slowly on.
	Look! I told you! Here's the sun!
	

	
	
	
	

	9
	G. Dillon:
	In Two Months Now
	

	
	
	
	

	
	In two months now or maybe one
	Red roses in the green twilight
	

	
	The sun will be a different sun
	Will glimmer ghostly blue and swell
	

	
	And earth that stretches white as straw
	Upon their vines with such a smell
	

	
	With stony ice will crack and thaw
	As only floats when the breeze is loud
	

	
	And run in whistling stream and curve
	At dusk from roses in a crowd.
	

	
	In still blue-shadowed pools. The nerve
	I know that there will be these things,
	

	
	Of each pink root will quiver bare
	Remembering them from other springs.
	

	
	And orchards in the April air
	All these and more shall soon be seen;
	

	
	Will show black breaking white.
	But not so beautiful as they
	

	
	
	Seem now to be, a month away.
	

	
	
	
	

	10
	Robert Burns:
	My Heart In The Highlands
	

	
	
	

	
	
	My heart’s in the Highlands, my hear is not here,
	

	
	
	My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer, 
	

	
	
	A-chasing the wild deer and following the roe -
	

	
	
	My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever I go!
	

	
	
	Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
	

	
	
	The birthplace of valour, the country of worth!
	

	
	
	Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow,
	

	
	
	Farewell to the straths and green valleys below,
	

	
	
	Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods,
	

	
	
	Farewell to the torrents and long-pouring floods!
	

	
	
	My heart’s in the Highlands, my hear is not here,
	

	
	
	My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer, 
	

	
	
	A-chasing the wild deer and following the roe -
	

	
	
	My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever I go!
	

	
	
	

	11
	Unknown Author:
	Warning
	

	
	
	

	
	When it's English that we speak
	Gone will never rhyme with one
	

	
	Why is steak not rhymed with weak?
	Nor home and dome with some and come.
	

	
	And couldn't you please tell me how
	Nose and lose look much alike,
	

	
	Cow and now can rhyme with bough?
	So why not fight and height and bite?
	

	
	I simply can't imagine why
	Dove and dove look quite the same,
	

	
	High and eye sound like buy.
	But not at all like rain, rein, and reign.
	

	
	We have food and blood and wood.
	Shoe just doesn't sound like toe,
	

	
	And yet we rhyme should with good.
	And all for reasons I don't know,
	

	
	Bead is different from head,
	For all these words just prove to me
	

	
	But we say red, bread, and said.
	That sounds and letters disagree.
	

	
	
	
	

	12
	Unknown Author:
	Just For You
	

	
	
	
	

	
	I picked the reddest apple from the tree
	Some day I’ll be grown up too
	

	
	It was the finest one that I could see
	And if I can I’ll grow up just like you
	

	
	I saved it all except a bite or two 
	I ate up all my lunch just like you said 
	

	
	Just for you.
	But I think there was a little too much bread
	

	
	I carried home the groceries from the store
	And so I left the crust when I was through
	

	
	I wanted to be helpful with a chore
	Just for you.
	

	
	I put them all away except a few
	
	

	
	Just for you.
	
	

	
	
	

	13
	Ogden Nash:
	Dogs
	

	
	
	

	
	The dog is man’s best friend.
	He wants to be in again.
	

	
	He has a tail on one end.
	Dogs cheer up people who are frowning
	

	
	Up in the front he has teeth.
	and rescue people who are drowning.
	

	
	And four legs underneath.
	Dogs in the country have fun.
	

	
	Dogs like to bark.
	They run and run and run.
	

	
	They like it best after dark.
	But in the city this species
	

	
	A dog that indoors
	is walked around on leashes.
	

	
	Want to be outdoors.
	Dogs are friendly, loyal and honest.
	

	
	But let him out – and what then?
	Of all the pets I like them most.
	

	
	
	
	

	14
	Richard Le Yalleinne:
	I ment To do My Work Today
	

	
	
	
	

	
	I meant to do my work today -
	And the wind went singing over the land
	

	
	But a brown bird sang in the apple tree,
	Tossing grasses to and fro,
	

	
	And a butterfly flitted across in the field,
	And a rainbow held out its shining hand -
	

	
	And all the leaves were calling me.
	So what can I do but laugh and go?
	

	
	
	
	

	15
	H.W.Longfellow:
	The Arrow & the Song
	

	
	
	
	

	
	I shot an arrow into the air,
	For who has sight so keen and strong,
	

	
	It fell to earth, I knew not where;
	That it can follow the flight of a song?
	

	
	For so swiftly it flew, the sight
	Long, long afterward, in an oak
	

	
	Couldn’t follow it in its flight.
	I found an arrow still unbroken;
	

	
	I breathed a song into the air,
	And the song from beginning to end,
	

	
	It fell to earth, I knew not where;
	I found again in the heart of a friend
	

	
	
	
	

	16
	Raymond Wilson:
	Why?
	

	
	
	
	

	
	Why should the world be usual?
	WHEN
	

	
	It surely isn’t right!
	We can stand on our head?
	

	
	I don’t want to confuse you all,
	Why shouldn’t star-fish sing like thrushes?
	

	
	BUT    Why shouldn’t day be light?
	Why shouldn’t elephants fly?
	

	
	            Why shouldn’t snow be hot and black?
	Why shouldn’t pork-pies grow on bushes?
	

	
	            Why shouldn’t pigs have wigs?
	AND
	

	
	            Why shouldn’t the front be at the back?
	Why shouldn’t the sea be dry?
	

	
	AND
	I won’t let the world be usual!
	

	
	Why shouldn’t dustmen be kings?
	And if you disagree
	

	
	Why shouldn’t marmalade taste like meat?
	I really confuse you all,
	

	
	Why shouldn’t grass be red?
	’COS
	

	
	Why must we always stand on out feet?
	Why shouldn’t you be me?
	

	
	
	
	

	17
	Edith Seagal:
	A Question
	

	
	
	
	

	
	Some people live in the country
	But in the country where the houses are small,
	

	
	Where the houses are very small.
	The gardens are very big,
	

	
	Some people live in the city,
	And in the city where the houses are tall,
	

	
	Where the houses are very tall.
	There are no gardens at all.
	

	
	
	Where would you rather live?
	

	
	
	
	

	18
	Christina Rossetti:
	The Wind
	

	
	
	
	

	
	Who has seen the wind?
	Who has seen the wind?
	

	
	Neither you nor I.
	Neither you nor I.
	

	
	But when the trees bow down their heads,
	But when the leaves hang trembling,
	

	
	The wind is passing by.
	The wind is passing through.
	

	
	
	
	

	19
	Christina Rossetti:
	A Naughty Pig
	

	
	
	
	

	
	Mary Middling had a pig,
	Not very good, not very naughty,
	

	
	Not very little and not very big,
	Not very humble, not very naughty,
	

	
	Not very pink, not very green,
	 Not very thin, not very fat,
	

	
	Not very dirty, not very clean,
	Now what would you give for a pig like that?
	

	
	
	
	

	20
	Alan Milne:
	The King’s Butter & Cheese
	

	
	
	
	

	
	The King asked the Queen, and
	The Dairymaid 
	

	
	The Queen asked the Dairymaid:
	She curtsied and went and
	

	
	“Could we have some butter for 
	Told the Alderney:
	

	
	The Royal slice of bread?”
	“Don’t forget the butter for 
	

	
	The Queen asked the Dairymaid,
	The Royal slice of bread.”
	

	
	The Dairymaid said:
	The Alderney said sleepily:
	

	
	“Certainly, I’ll go and tell the Cow now
	“You’d better tell His Majesty 
	

	
	Before she goes to bed.”
	That many people nowadays
	

	
	
	Like marmalade instead.”
	

	
	
	
	

	21
	Caroline Graham:
	Take Your Elbows off the Table
	

	
	
	
	

	
	Take your elbows off the table.
	Keep your mouth shut when you’re eating.
	

	
	Keep those big feet on the floor.
	If you’re hungry, ask for more.
	

	
	Take your hat off when you come in.
	 But take your elbows off the table,
	

	
	You’re not outside anymore.
	And keep those big feet on the floor.
	

	
	
	
	

	22
	Round Up English 1:
	Can You Jump?
	

	
	
	
	

	
	Can you jump and tough the sky?
	Can you drink and can you eat?
	

	
	Can you skip, can you fly?
	Can you walk along the street?
	

	
	Can you swim and climb up high?
	Can you stamp with both your feet?
	

	
	Can you sing with me?
	Can you sing with me?
	

	
	
	
	

	
	Can you listen, can you look?
	Can you catch and can you throw?
	

	
	Can you clean and can you cook?
	Can you watch a TV show?
	

	
	Can you read an English book?
	Can you wave and shout HELLO?
	

	
	Can you sing with me?
	Can you sing with me?
	

	
	
	
	

	23
	Round Up English 1:
	I Have Got a Kite
	

	
	
	
	

	
	I have got a kite
	My mum has got a dress
	

	
	I have got a doll
	My mum has got a hat
	

	
	I’ve got a TV
	My mum has got a rabbit
	

	
	And I have got a ball!
	And she’s got a cat!
	

	
	
	
	

	
	My dad has got a watch
	My brother’s got a mouse
	

	
	My dad has got a car
	My brother’s got a frog
	

	
	My dad has got a radio
	My brother’s got a big snake
	

	
	And he’s got a guitar!
	And he’s got a little dog!
	

	
	
	
	

	24
	Unknown Author:
	I go Forth
	

	
	
	
	

	
	I go forth to move about the Earth.
	I go forth as the dove, peaceful and gentle.
	

	
	I go forth as the owl, wise and knowing.
	I go forth to move about the Earth
	

	
	I go forth as the eagle, powerful and bold.
	In wisdom, courage and peace.
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