
Английский язык 
 

Стихотворение для 3-4 классов 
Spring Is Coming 
(English folklore) 
 
Spring is coming, spring is coming, 
Birdies, build your nest, 
Weave together straw and feather, 
Doing each your best. 
 
Spring is coming, spring is coming, 
Flowers are coming too, 
Pansies, lilies, daffodilies 
Now are coming through. 
 
Spring is coming, spring is coming, 
All around is fair, 
Shimmer and quiver on the river, 
Joy is everywhere! 
 
Стихотворение для 5 класса 
GOOD NIGHT 
C. J. Dennis 

And so, Good Night. I'm rather tired. 
I hardly thought I'd be required 
To draw a lot of pictures, too, 
When I arranged to write for you. 
I found it hard, but did my best; 
And now I need a little rest. 
If you are pleased, why, that's all right. 
I'm rather tired. And so GOOD NIGHT! 
 
Стихотворение для 6-7 класса 
The Microbe 
Hilaire Belloc 
 
The Microbe is so very small 
You cannot make him out at all, 
But many sanguine people hope 
To see him through a microscope. 
His jointed tongue that lies beneath 
A hundred curious rows of teeth; 



His seven tufted tails with lots 
Of lovely pink and purple spots, 
On each of which a pattern stands, 
Composed of forty separate bands; 
His eyebrows of a tender green; 
All these have never yet been seen - 
But Scientists, who ought to know, 
Assure us that they must be so.  
Oh! let us never, never doubt 
What nobody is sure about! 
 
Стихотворение для  8-9 классов 
Leisure 
(by W.H. Davies) 

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 if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare. 
 

Стихотворение для 10-11 классов 

W. Wordsworth 
Daffodils 

I wandered lonely, as a cloud 
That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host of golden daffodils, 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
Continuous as the stars, that shine 
And twinkle on the Milky Way 



They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of the bay; 
The thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee; 
A poet could not but be gay 
In such a jocund company. 
I gazed – and gazed – but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought. 
For oft’, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude 
And then my heart with pleasure fills 
And dances with the daffodils. 
 


