Konkypc uTenoB Ha aHI/IMiicKOM si3bIKe «Spirit of Spring»

eas:

- pa3BUBaTh TBOPUYECKHUE CIIOCOOHOCTH YUaIIUXCS;

- IOBBIIIATh MOTHBALIMIO YYAIUXCS K N3YUYEHHIO aHTJIMHCKOTO S3bIKA;
- cr1oco0CTBOBATh O0JIee NITyOOKOMY OBJIaJICHHIO SI3bIKOM;

- BOCIIUTBIBATh YBAXXEHUE K KYJIbTYPE CTPAaHbl H3y4aeMOro SI3bIKa;

- pa3BUBaTh HABBIKH MTyOIMYHBIX BBICTYIIJICHUH.

OO0opynoBaHme: KOMIIBIOTEP, MYJIbTUMEIUNHBIA IPOEKTOP, JIUCTHI OLIEHUBAHUS JJIS J)KIOPH,
IpaMOThI [JIsl HArpaXKA€HUs, MUKPO(QOHBI, PEKBU3UT AJIs1 Y4aCTHUKOB.

Homunanmu: “Jlyuymee npousnomenue” , “BripasutenbHoe uteHue”, «ClieHn4ecKoe
MacTEpCTBOY.

Kpurepun oueHuBanmsi.

BBICTYHJ'IGHI/IC z[eTeﬁ OLCHHUBACTCA I10 I[eCSITI/I6aJ'IJ'IBHOI7I [IKaJIC MO CJICAYHOUIUM KPUTCPHUAM:

- IPpaBUJIbHOCTDb ITPOU3HOIMICHUA aHT. TIMACKHX CJIOB,

- coOJIIOICHYE MHTOHALIUY,

- ApTUCTH3M,

- BBIPA3UTCIIbHOCTDb YTCHUA CTUXOTBOPCHMUS.

Hesu3: The Beauty Of Poetry Is The Beauty Of Language.

Dear friends! Today we are going to have competition of Poetry. You will listen to different
poems of the English and American poets of different times. Your judges are your teachers and
Head teacher. Imagine your poem before your eyes and try to present it as clear as you can to
reach the hearts of the listeners. Let’s start with one of the most beautiful poems of and listen to
our student.

Spring is coming

Edith Segal

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.

Let’s start! Good luck!




My dog Jack

I have a dog,

His name is Jack,
His coat is white
With spots of black.
| take him out
Every day,

Such fun we have,
We run and play.
Such clever tricks
My dog can do,

I love my dog,

He loves me, too.

Y MeHs ecTsb Iiec,

Ero 30ByT Jlkek,

Ero mryOka Gemnast

C 4epHBIMU MATHAMU.

51 Gepy ro Kaxabli 1eHb
MEI Becenmmcs,

Mpg1 6eraeM u urpaem.
Kakue ymHbIE TpIOKH
Moii nmec ymeeT Aenars,
S mo6mro Moero apyra

U on mro0ut MeHs.



Three Little Kittens. Eliza Follen.

Three little kittens they lost their mittens,

And they began to cry,

"Oh mother dear, we sadly fear

That we have lost our mittens.”

"What! Lost your mittens, you naughty kittens!
Then you shall have no pie."

"Meeow, meeow, meeow,

Now we shall have no pie.”

The three little kittens they found their mittens,
And they began to cry,

"Oh mother dear, see here, see here

For we have found our mittens."

"Put on your mittens, you silly kittens

And you shall have some pie™

"Meeow, meeow, meeow,

Now let us have some pie."

IlepuaTku

(mepeBop C. 1. Mapuraka)



[ToTepsanu KOTATKU
Ha popore nepuartku
VB cie3ax mpubekaTu JOMOM:

- Mama, mama, mpocTy,

MB51 He MOXKeM HaiTH,
MpbI He MOKEM HAWTHU

[TepuaTku!

- IloTepsinu mepyatku?
Bot nypHbIe koTATKH!
A BaM HBIHUYE He JIaM TUPOTa.
Msay-msy, He fawM,
Msay-msay, He 1am,

A Bam HBIHUE He aM nupora!

ITobexxanu KOTATKH,

OTpIcKany nepyaTKu



U, cmesich, mpubekatu JOMOH;
- Mama, mama, He 3JI1Ch,
IToTroMy 4TO HaIILJIUCB,
[Toromy uTO HaAMLIUCH

[TepuaTku!

- OTBICKaJIN IEPYATKU?
Bor criacu6o, kotaTku!
A 3a 3T0 BaM Jlam nupora.
Myp-myp-Myp, IUpOTa,
Myp-myp-Mmyp, nupora,

A 3a aTo Bam gam nmporal

Robin the Bobbin

Robin the Bobbin, the big-bellied Ben,
He ate more meat than fourscore men;



He ate a cow, he ate a calf,

He ate a butcher and a half,

He ate a church, he ate a steeple,
He ate the priest and all the people!
A cow and a calf,

An ox and a half,

A church and a steeple,

And all the good people,

And yet he complained

That his stomach wasn’t full.

ITepeBon C. S. Mapiaka:

Po6un-bo606uH

Koe-kak

[Moaxpenumncs

Haromaxk:

Coen TeneHka

YT1pom paHo,

[Byx oBeuek

U Gapana,

Cpen kopoBy

enmukom.

U npunapoxk

C MSCHHKOM,

COTHIO )KaBOPOHKOB B TECTE,
N xoHs ¢ Tenero BMecre,
I1aTb LEpKBEN U KOJIOKOJIEH -
a emte u HetOBOJIECH!

A Child’s Wish
| want to live
And not to die!

I want to laugh

And not to cry!



| want to feel

The summer sun.

| want to sing
When life is fun.

| want to fly

Into the blue.

| want to swim

As fishes do.

| want to stretch out
Friendly hands

To all the young of other lands.
| want to laugh
And not to cry!

| want to live

And not to die!
JleTckue MeUTHhI.
51 xouy xKuTh

" ne ymupars!

51 xouy cMmeATbCs

A He mTakathb!

51 Xxouy omrymare
JleTHee comHILE.
Korna »xuth Beceno.
S xouy nerarb

ITox nebecamu.

Xouy naBathb



S Xxouy NpOTSAHYTH PyKY OMOIIHU
BcewM nersim Ha 3emute.

51 xouy cMmeATbCs

A He mu1akats!

Sl xouy KHUTh

A He ymHpath!

Kak psi0a.

January is Wet and Cold (CaBun)

January is wet and cold,



February is when we all feel old.
March is windy,

April —rain,

May brings birds and flowers again.
June is sunny,

July’s a dream,

August — berries and ice-cream.
Gold September,

October — brown —

Leaves change colour

And fall down.

Grey November —

Nights are long,

December — Christmas comes along.
SIHBapb MOKpBIN U XOJIOHBIM,
®deBpasib KorJa cedst 4yBCTBYEIb CTAPhIM.
Mapt — BeTpeHBbIid,

Arpens — 10K 1p,

Maii — BepHYyJIUCh NITULIBI U [IBETHI.
W10Hb COTHEYHBIHN,

Hions — MEUTHI,

ABFYCT — AroAbl 1 MOPOIKECHOC.
30J10TO# CeHTSAOPb,

OKTs0ph — KOPUUHEBBINA —

JINCTLS MEHSIIOT LIBET

W magaroT BHU3



Cepplit HOSIOPB —

Houn mymmanee,

Jexabpb — PoxecTBo mpumuio.

When We Two Parted by Lord Byron
(CraxoBa)

When we two parted

In silence and tears,

Half broken-hearted,

To sever for years,

Pale grew thy cheek and cold,
Colder thy Kiss;

Truly that hour foretold
Sorrow to this.

The dew of the morning
Sank chill on my brow—
It felt like the warning
Of what | feel now.

Thy vows are all broken,
And light is thy fame:

I hear thy name spoken,
And share in its shame.

They name thee before me,
A knell to mine ear;

A shudder comes o'er me—
Why wert thou so dear?
They know not | knew thee,
Who knew thee too well:—
Long, long shall I rue thee
Too deeply to tell.

In secret we met—

In silence | grieve

That thy heart could forget,
Thy spirit deceive.

If I should meet thee

After long years,

How should I greet thee?—
With silence and tears.

Korga paccraBanuch
B cie3ax u MmomyaHuu,



Y Hac pa3pbIBaJIUChH

Cepana ot nevaiu.
brnenueii cranu ry0sl TBOM —
bbL1 TOT "ac
IIpenBecTHUKOM IpycTH
I'psiayiueit nis Hac.

N xononom ytpo

JIna MHE KOCHYIIOCB,
[Ipensunaeno 6yaro,
Kak Bce 00epHYIOCH.
Bce knsTBBI HapyIIEHBI,
TBoM ipUroBop —
JIronckas MosBa.

S nenro TBOM MO30D.

IToBcrony 3ByuuT

TBoe umsl, noBcoy,
HpoxKy s, HO HE)KHOCTh

K tebe He 3a0yny.

U te, uTo TCOA

Cauikom OM3KO y3HAJH,
He 3Hatot 00 3ol
['my0oxoii nevyanu.

Bcerpeuanuce Mbl TaliHo,
Tockyto 51 TaliHO,

Yro cepaiie 3a0bL10,
Bce 6bu10 0OMaHOM.

N ecnu yBuxky

Tebs s cinyyqaiiHo,

Kak BcTpeuy 1e0s 51?

B cne3ax nu MonmyaHuu.

She Walks In Beauty by Lord Byron
( BaunoBa Cama)

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

One shade the more, one ray the less,



Had half impaired the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,

Or softly lightens 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,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,

The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,

A mind at peace with all below,

A heart whose love is innocent!

She Walks In Beauty by Lord Byron

Ona BoymeOHON KpacoToi

YapyeT CI10BHO HOYBIO 3BE3/IblI

W sipxuii cBET ¢ KPOMEIHON ThbMOM,
B rnaszax ee ciauBasich B ciiesbl,

Tak HexxeH, HO ce¥ OJeCK CBITOM
[Tox ConHuleM pacTBOPUTCS B TPE3BI.

YeM TeHHU TyIlle, CBET TEMHEE,
Ho Bo BceM mupe Oiiaronath
KocHeTbcsi BCSIKOTO TIHUTMes..
A MOXET BCe TEIUIO ABISITH

Ee nuio, uto Bcex muiiee,

Urto mbicau OyneT IpOoCBETIISTh
W nymry rpemnyro corpeer.

ThICAYM PASOCTHBIX MTHOBEHUM
3aneyatsiirt ee YepThl.

HctrHbl npoLibiX MOKOJIEHUN
B30ypnar Bapyr B Mos10A0M KpOBH:
Benukuil yM B CTO KpaT IIpe3peHHee
Cep/iia moJIHOTO JIFOOBH.



To Thomas Moore by Lord Byron
(Po:kkoBa CHeskaHa)

My boat is on the shore,

And my bark is on the sea;
But, before | go, Tom Moore,
Here's a double health to thee!

Here's a sigh to those who love me,
And a smile to those who hate;
And, whatever sky's above me,
Here's a heart for every fate.

Though the ocean roar around me,
Yet it still shall bear me on;

Though a desert should surround me,
It hath springs that may be won.

Were't the last drop in the well,
As | gasp'd upon the brink,

Ere my fainting spirit fell,

'Tis to thee that | would drink.

With that water, as this wine,

The libation I would pour

Should be—peace with thine and mine,
And a health to thee, Tom Moore!

Jlopa Jdxopmx baiipon
«Tomacy Mypy»

Bot u noaka y npuyana,
Ckopo B Mope KopabJIto.
Ckopo B MOpe, HO cHavasa
51 3a Toma Mypa nibro.

B310x 4 mu1t0 Apy3bsM CEpIEYHBIM
N ycmemniky - 3716IM Bparam.

He cornych nog BeTpoM BCTPEYHBIM
U B 6010 HUTIE HE CHAM.

ITycTh BoJIHA pEBET B MMy4YHHE,
Sl nerko Hax HeW pouay.
3a0yKyCh JIH 51 B TyCTHIHE,
Sl ponHUK B meckax Halmdy.



Byib XOTh Karuis B HEM JKHABas -
TonbKO Karis ObITHS, -

DTy Karuio, ymupas,

Beimbio, npyr Moi, 3a Te0s1.

51 HamoJIHIO TOPCTH BOJOKO,
Kak celiuac 60okaJ - BUHOM,
W na 6yner mup ¢ To6010, -
3a TBOE 310pOBbE, ToM!

London by William Blake

(KpyrsioBa AJjuca)

I wander thro' each charter'd street.

Near where the charter'd Thames does flow
A mark in every face | meet

Marks of weakness, marks of woe.

In every cry of every Man.

In every Infants cry of fear.

In every voice; in every ban.
The mind-forg'd manacles I hear

How the Chimney-sweepers cry
Every blackening Church appalls.
And the hapless Soldiers sigh
Runs in blood down Palace walls

But most thro' midnight streets | hear

How the youthful Harlots curse

Blasts the new-born Infants tear

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse



IlepeBon:

biyx/1ast 1o NbUIBHBIM YIIUIIAM CTOJMIIBI,
Tam, rae TeM3bl NOTOK CTPYUTHCH,

51 By JMna - Ha HUX KJIEUMO IPOXKIKEHHO,
[leyaTh HUIIETHI, IEYAJIA KIEUMO.

B MommTBe Kaxkao#, KaXkgoTro 13 Hac,

B mutajenueB miaye, He CMBIKAIOLIUX OT CTpaxa IJas,
Bo Bcex oTUasHHBIX CTEHAHHUAX K HeOecaM,

3BEHUT LIETISIMU O€3yXOBHOCTH, HE UYXK/1ast HaM.

[Tornsaure, Kak KPUKH TPYOOUUCTOB

BBepraroT B Xaoc 11epKBei OCHOBHI M COPHUCTOB,
W kak rOpeMBIYHBIX COIAAT PEACMEPTHBIA XPUIL
VY CTeH ABOPIIOBBIX AJION PEYKOIO OEXKUT.

U xak xke, boxe, cTpaltHo MHE B HOYH,

Korpga B 6opaerne aeBouka KOIIYHCTBYET, KPUYUT...
Torma HEBUHHAS CJi€3a YEPHEET U THHET,

W oT 4yMBbI Yk CKOPO BOBCE JINLIEMEPHBIN Opak MOMpET.

This is the key of the kingdom

This is the key of the kingdom:
In that kingdom there is a city.
In that city there is a town.

In that town there is a street.
In that street there is a lane.

In that lane there is a yard.

In that yard there is a house.
In that house there is a room.
In that room there is a bed.

On that bed there is a basket.
A basket of flowers.

Flowers in the basket.
Basket on the bed.
Bed in the room.
Room in the house.
House in the yard.
Yard in the lane.
Lane in the street.
Street in the town.
Town in the city.



City in the kingdom.
Of the kingdom this is the key.

ITO KJII0Y IIApCTBA

OTO KIIIOY LapCTBa:

B 3TOM KOpOJIEBCTBE €CTH TOPOLI.
B ToMm, 4To ropox ecTh ropoa.
B 3TOM ropone ects ynuuna.

B at10ii ynune ects nosoca.

B aToMm nepeyiike ectb ABOP.

B srom aBope ecth oM.

B sToM nome ectb KOMHaTa.

B xomHaTte ecTb KpoBaTh.

Ha sToi1 kpoBaTH €CTh KOp3UHA.
Kop3una 1ipeTos.

L[BeTHI B KOp3UHE.
Kop3una Ha KpoBars.
KpoBatb B HOMED.
Komnara B nome.
JloMm BO nBOpE.

JBOp B mepeysox.
[lepeynok B ynuny.
Vuua B ropoze.
I'opon B ropoe.
I'opox B KOposEBCTBE.
[{apcTBa, 3TO U €CTh KIIIOU.



