




УЧИТЕЛЬ: КРОВЯКОВА М.А.
Ведущий (Верховская Ольга, 11 класс): Poetry… What is poetry? It is a gentle voice of a soul, crying out to be heard. Poetry is as love and spirituality, the melody of heart. Writing a poem or a sonnet a poet shares his soul with the world of imagination. It is beauty, sadness, pain, hope, glory, defeat, inspiration and motivation all tied in together with a sprinkle of love from the authors.

English poetry sounds like a marvelous song and today we’d like to present you some of its masterpieces created not only by outstanding poets but even by those ones who still remain anonymous.
Nurse’s song by W. Blake (Зайцева Татьяна, 11 класс; Полякова Полина, 6 класс)
When the voices of children are heard on the green

And laughing is heard on the hill, 

My heart is at rest within my breast

And everything else is still.

“Then come home my children, the sun is gone down

And the dews of night arise;

Come, come, leave off play, and let us away

Till the morning appears in the skies”

“No, no, let us play, for it is yet day

And we cannot go to sleep;

Besides, in the sky, the little birds fly

And the hills are all covered with sheep”.

“Well, well, go and play till the light fades away

And then go home to bed”.

The little ones leaped and shouted and laugh’d

And all the hills echoed.

Вбегает глава семьи

The coming War (Кузнецов Иван, 8 класс)
"THERE will be a war in Europe, 

Thrones will be rent and overturned," 

("Go and fetch a pail of water," said his wife). 

"Nations shall go down in slaughter, 

Ancient capitals be burned," 

("Hurry up and split the kindlings," said his wife). 

"Cities wrapped in conflagration! 

Nation decimating nation! 

Chaos crashing through creation!" 

("Go along and feed the chickens," said his wife). 

"All my love goes out to Europe, 

And my heart is torn and sad," 

("How can I keep house on nothing?" said his wife). 

"O, the carnival of carnage, 

O, the battle, malestrom mad!" 

("Wish you'd battle for a living," said his wife). 

"Down in smoke and blood and thunder, 

While the stars look on in wonder, 

Must these empires all go under?" 
Sweet and Low (Гончарова Анастасия, 8 класс под аккомпанемент Литвиненко Дарьи )
Sweet and low, sweet and low
Wind of the western sea;
Low, low, breathe and blow,
Wind of the western sea;
Over the rolling waters go
Come from the dying moon, and blow,
Blow him again to me,
While my little one, while
My pretty one sleeps.

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest
Father will come to thee soon;
Rest, rest, on mother's breast,
Father will come to thee soon;
Father will come to his babe in the nest,
Silver sails all out of the west,
Under the silver moon,
Sleep my little one, sleep,
My pretty one, sleep.

The Loneliness of One (Зайцева Татьяна, 11 класс)
© By Anonymous 


The loneliness that I feel
Way down deep inside my heart,
Has surrounded me in darkness
That is tearing me apart.

I am waiting for your call
But the phone in silence waits,
These pictures that if see
Are too much for me to take.

The images I see
Can't possibly be real,
Only you can brighten
The loneliness I feel.

The loneliness within
Passes through me like a knife,
I know you won't give up
Without putting up a fight.

I'm worried for your mother,
And I worry for our son.
Someday he will know
What great things his daddy's done.

But now the baby's crying
And the neighbor's coming in,
Nothing can subside
The loneliness within.

Oh God! The phone is ringing,
You're calling me at last!
But your phone is slowly fading,
You're loosing service fast.


Don't leave me now I'm crying
But the only thing I hear
Is screaming in the background
And your resonating fear.

I'm with you 'till the end
Though I cannot see your face.
I comfort you with words
Though I long for an embrace.

The screaming's getting louder
I hear a crash within,
The walls inside the building
Are slowly caving in.

And now the torture's over
But the crying's just begun,
For now I have to cope with
The loneliness of one.

Песня «Hallelujah» (Литвиненко Дарья - фортепиано, Кузнецов Иван, 8 класс)

