BHekJjaccHoe MEpoNpUusiTue 1Mo aHFJIl/IﬁCKOMy SI3BIKY

IJId 7 KJ1acca

“ENGLISH LITERARY CLUB”
IO OTOBWJIA YUUTEJIb AHTJIMMCKOI'O SI3bIKA

PEHIETHAKOBA HUHA HUKOJIAEBHA

Hesu:

- pazeumue HA8bIKOG 208OPEHUSL HA UHOCNPAHHOM SI3blKe;

- pazsumue CmpaHo8eoyecKol KOMNemeHyuu, uxmepecd, Jar0O03HAMENIbHOCU
yuawuxcs,

- goCnUmMaHue y y4auuxcs atoo6eu K OpumaHnckou iumepamype,

- pazeumue HABbIKO8 MOHOJI02UYECKOU pedu U 80CNPUAMUSL UHOCMPAHHOU pedl Ha
CyX;

- 3Hakomcmeo ¢ meopuecmeom L. bponme, P. bénca, B. lllexcnupa,
P. Kunnunea, M. Teena, /[. /legpo, A. Munna, ¢ ycmuoim HApOOHbLIM MEOPUECBOM
Benuxoopumanuu (cxasku).

OO6opynoBanme: mopTpeThl OpuTaHckux modToB W mmcarenei: IlI. bponre,
B. lllekciupa, P. béuca, P. Kunmmnara, M. Tsena, /. Jledo, A. MunHa; nekopa-
I[MU; BBICTABKAa KHUT OPUTAHCKUX IOATOB, MHUCATEJCH, JpaMaTyproB; 3alucH Me-
noamii: IyGepr, Pokcerr “Good bye”, menomus u3 kuHOGMIbMA «THTAaHUKY,
necin Puxu Maptuna, ¢poHorpamma necHu «B TpaBe cupen Ky3HEUHK», (OHO-
rpaMmma pomasnca Ha cioBa P. Kunmara « MoxHaTteIi mmMensy.

Benymuii 1 Hello, boys and girls, teachers and our guests. Today you’ll visit
our literary English club. You’ll meet different literary heroes.

Benymuii 2 Do you know English literary well?
Benymuii 1 Oh, yes. I like English literary very much and know it well.
Benymuii 2 Can you name me some English writers?

Benymuii 1 Yes, | can, of course. Mark Twain, Alan Milne, William Shake-
speare, Lewis Carroll, Rudyard Kipling, Daniel Defoe.

Benymmuii 2 Oh, Now I see: You are great in literature.

Benymmumii 1 And you? What is your knowlede in literary?



Benymmuii 2

Vyenuk 1

YyeHuk 2
B porm M. Broddlehurst

YyeHuk 3
B poiu Jane Eyre

YueHuk 2
B porm M. Broddlehurst

YyeHuk 3
B poiu Jane Eyre

YyeHuk 2
B parm M. Broddehurst

VYuenuk 3
B poiu Jane Eyre

YVueHuk 2
B porm M. Brocklehurst

Vuenuk 3
B posiu Jane Eyre

YyeHuk 2
B porm M. Brodklehurst

Well, I’ll prove you that I have got fine knowledge of literature
and now let’s go with me I’ll show you how much interesting
there is in the country called literature. In literature there are
three main kinds: epos, lyrics, and drama. Let’s stop on the
epos. Do you remember the novel “Jane Eyre” by Charlotte
Bronte.

(6b1X00UM C KHUSOU Yumaem meKkcn)

Ompuieok uz pomana ILl. bponme «/[xceiin Jiip»

Jane Eyre, a little girl of ten, had no mother or father and lived
in the family of her uncle, Mr. Reed. When her uncle died, Jane
stayed in the family. Mrs. Reed, the uncle’s wife, had three chil-
dren: a boy of fourteen and two younger girls. Mrs. Reed was
not kind to Jane and her children beat the little girl. One day
Mrs. Reed decided to send Jane to a school for poor girls. She
asked Mr. Brocklehurst to come to her house. Mr. Brocklehurst
came and asked to see Jane. Jane is telling the history herself.

(uHCYeHuposanue ompoleKa)

She is small. How old are you?

Ten years.

So small? Your name, little girl?

Jane Eyre, sir.

Well, Jane Eyre, and are you a good girl? It is better to say noth-
ing. That’s too bad I must talk to you. Come here, Jane Eyre.

(0esoura nooxooum)

Do you read Bible?

Sometimes.

Is it interesting?

No, sir.

This shows that you are a bad girl. I’ll speak to the teacher about
you. You will stay at the school during her holidays. And now,



girl, good bye.

Yuenuk 1 Three days passed. Then very early in the morning she left the
house and never went back again. A new life began for her at
wood school for poor girls.

Beaymui 1 And 1 like lyrics. My favourite poets are Robert Burns and Wil-

liam Shakespeare.

(Ymenue cmuxomeopenusn P. Bepuca «Kpacnas posza» na ¢hone my3viku uz Kunogpuioma
« Tumanux»)

Yuenuk 4 A Red, Red Rose

O my love’s like a red? Red rose,
That’s newly spring in June;

O my love’s like the melodic
That’s sweetly played in tune.

As fair are you, my beautiful lass,
So deep in love am I;

And I will love you still, my Dear,
Till the seas gang dry. —

Till the seas go dry, my Dear,
And the rocks melt with the sun:
I will love you still, my Dear,
While the sands life shall run.—

And fare you well, my only love!
And take you well, a while!

And I will come again, my love,
Though it were ten thousand mile! —

JI1000BL

JIto00Bb, Kak po3a, po3a KpacHasl,
[IBereT B MmoeMm cany.

JIf000BB MOS — KaK IIECCHKA,

C KOTOpO¥H B IyTh UIY.

CuiibHEe KpacoThl TBOEH
Most m060Bb OfHA.

Omna ¢ T0o00i1, moka Mops
He BpICOXHYT 10 IHSA.

He BbICOXHYT MOpsI, MOM YT,
He pymmrcs rpanur,
He octaHoBHUTCS IECOK,



VYVyenuk 5

Benymuii 1

A OH, KaK >XU3Hb OCKHT. ..

Bynp cuactnuBa, Most JIFOOOBb,
[Ipomraii u HE TPyCTH.

BepHych k TeOe, XOTh IeIbIi CBET
[Tpumninock 661 MHE TPOTH!

(Ymenue conema Y. Illexcnupa na gpore my3viku)

My mistress eyes are nothing like the sun,
Coral is far more red than her lips red,;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are fun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

| have seen roses damask, red and white;
But no such roses see | her clucks;

And in some perfumes is there move delight
Than music hath a far more pleasing sound;

| grant I never saw a goddess go;

My mistress, when she wares, treats on the ground.
And yet, by heaven, | think my love as rave

As any she belied with tales compare.

Ee rna3a Ha 3Be3/1bl HE TTIOXO0XKHU,
Henb3s ycra kopayutaMu Ha3BaTh,

He GenocHexHa 11€4 OTKPBITHIX KOXKa,
N yepHOI1 MOBOJOKOW BHETCS NIPSA/Ib.

C mamacckoi po30H, anoi uim 0esou,
Henb3st cpaBHUTH OTTEHOK ATHUX IIIEK.

A Tejo maxHeT Tak, KaK MaxHeT TeJo,

He kax ¢uanku 10>KHBIN JIETIECTOK.

Thl HE HalIENIb B HEW COBEPIICHHBIX JIMHUM,
Oco0eHHOro CBETa Ha Yelie

He 3Hato 51, Kak mIeCTBYIOT OOTHHH,

Ho munas crymaer no 3emue.

U Bce K OHA YCTYIHUT TEM €/1Ba JIH,
Koro B cpaBHEHBSX IBIITHBIX 000KAIIH
(mepeox C. Mapiaka)

It’s wonderful, of course. Shakespeare and Burns are great! But
besides lyrics, I like drama, and all dramatic works: a comedy
and a tragedy. And now let’s watch a small scene from ‘“Romeo
and Juliet” by William Shakespeare.

(Ha ¢one menoouu Poxcemm “Good bye "umenue ompuoiexa uz «Pomeo u /Jrcyrvemmar

B. Hlexcnupa



YyeHnuk 6
B poi Juliet

YyeHuk 7
B posii Romeo

YdaeHuk 6
B poiu Juliet

YyeHnuk 7
B posii Romeo

YVueHuk 6
B poi Juliet

Yyenuk 7
B poi Romeo

Benymuii 1

Benymuit 2

Will thou be gone! It is not near day:

It was with nightingale, and not the lark,
That pierced the fearful hollow of thin ear;
Nightly she sings on you pomegranate tree:
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

It was Me lark, the herald of the morn,

No nightingale: look, love, what envious streaks.
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east:
Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day
Hands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops:

I must be gone and live, or stay and die.

Yon light is not daylight, I know it, I:

It is some meteor that the sun exhales,

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,

And light thee on thy way to Mantua:

There fore stay yet: thou neediest not to be gone.

Let me be ta’ en, let me be put to death;

| am content, so thou will have it so.

I’ll say yon grey is not the morning’s eye.

| is but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow;
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat
The vaults heaven so high about our heads:

| have more cave to stay, than will to go:
Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it so.
How isn’t, my soul? Let’s talk, it is not dog.

It is, it is, me hence, he gone, away!

It is lark that sings so out of tune,

Straining harsh discords and ump leasing sharps.
Some say the lark makes sweet division,

This doth not so, for she divided us:

Some say the lark and loathed toad change eyes;
O! now I would they had changed voices too,
Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray,
Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day.

O! now be gone; more light and light it grows.

More light and light; more dark
and dark our woes.

There are 3 kinds of literature. | hope our guests know them.

Stop! How about a tale?



Benymun 1

YVuenuk 8
Vuenuk 9
Vuenuk 10
Vyennk 11

Yyenuk 8
B poJsiu Percy

Vuenuk 9
B posii mother

YyeHuk 8
B poiu Percy

Yuenunk 9
B poix mother

VYuenuk 8
B poiu Percy

Yyenuk 9
B poJsii mother

Vuenuk 8
B poJin Percy

Yyenuk 9
B poJsii mother

Oh, yes. How could | forget about it? Tale. It is our childhood.

Let’s remember it. Now you’ll watch a scene “I myself”. It is an
old Scottish folk — a tale.

Uncyenuposanue Illomnanockou ckazku «A camy:

Characters: Percy (a little boy)
His mother

Brownie (an elf)

Old Fairy (Brownie's mother)

(oxono kposamu)

My name is Percy. | live with my mother in a small house in
Scotland. Our house is warm and cozy, especially in the even-
ing, when my mother tells me old Scottish tales sitting by the
fireplace.

(6xo00um)

Here is a jug of cream for our little Brownie. He comes every
night and helps me about the house. That’s why our house is so
clean and tidy.

Mother, why do you always put the jug near the fireplace?

Little Brownie lives behind the fireplace. He lives there with his
mother, the OIld Fairy. She never comes here, she is very wick-
ed, she hates people and, besides, she hates to be troubled. Little
Brownie is kind, but he is very touchy and if | forget to leave a
jug of cream for him, he’ll be able to turn every thing upside
down.

(kn1adem KysuwiuH ¢ Keqpupom)

Here it is. Help yourself, little Brownie. Percy! It’s time for you
to go to bed.

But it’s too early. I don’t want to go to bed tonight.

You never do. Stop arguing for once. All good boys are already
in bed. So turn over and go to sleep.

I’'m simply tired of going to bed every night.
(caoumcs Ha kposamy)
(310)

Sit here alone by the fire. Just wait for the Old Fairy to come
and take you because you don’t obey your mother.



VYuenuk 8
B poiu Percy

Yaenuxk 10
B poiu Brownie

Yyenuk 8
B poJsiu Percy

Yaenuk 10
B pou Brownie

Yyenuk 11
B posnt Old Fairy

Yyenuk 10
B posix Brownie

Yyenuk 11
B posnt Old Fairy

Yyenuk 9
B poJsii mother

Benymuit 2

Benymuii 1

Vyenuk 12

(3abupaem nooceeunux u yxooum)

I don’t care a bit! I’'m not afraid of witched old fairies!

(cuoum ma kposamu, Onvgh evinpvicusaem us-3a OeKOpayuu KAMUHA,
CMOmMPSIM YOUBIeHHO Opye Ha Opyea).

What’s your name?

Myself. And what’s your name?

(kopuum poorcuyy manvuuxy)

(cam cebe)
It’s a lie! So I won’t tell him the truth either.

(Onvghy)
My name is | Myself .

Catch me, | myself.

(3eyuum secenasn mysvika Puxu Mapmuna Onu manyyrom)

(u3 kamuna)

Who has hurt you? I’ll give him a sound scolding.

(Manvuux 3anpvicusaem 6 kposams nood 00esno)

| Myself.

Then you’ve only got your self to blame.
(cxeamuﬂa 34 60pOMHUK U yeena 3a KCZMMH)

I wonder what happened, but since them little Brownie has nev-
er come again to help me. Of course, I regret that I’ve lost my
helper. But I’m very content with Percy. For now | never have
to tell him twice that it’s time to go to bed.

Tales! It’s our dreams. Everybody wants to be Robin Hood or
Cinderella.

Don’t be melancholy. Let’s be happy and fun.

Let’s take part in the literary quiz. It’s a game for our guests
Guess the literary heroes.

Cuena Ne 1

Where is that naughty boy? I can’t find him.



B POJIM TeTH

Vyeuuk 13 (Ha Mmomue necnu «B mpaege cuden Ky3HeuuK»
B poiu Toma | am here, Aunt.

What can | do for you, Aunt?

What can | do for you, Aunt?

What can | do for you, Aunt?

What can | do for you?

What can | do?

What can | do?

What can I do for you?

Yaenuk 12 What would you like to do, boy?
B POJIH TeTH What would you like to do, boy?
What would you like to do, boy?
What would you like to do?
What would you like?
What would you like?
What would you like to do?

Yuenuk 13 | want to dust the carpets,
B posii Toma | want to clean the tables,
| want to wash the fishes,
| want to sweep the floor.

Yaenuk 12 How nice of you,
B POJIH TeTH How nice of you?
I’1l bake a cake for you.

(Omeem: Aunt Polly and Tom Sawyer from “The Adventures of Tom Sawyer” by
Mark Twain.)

Cuena Ne 2.

Yyenuk 14 | live on the Island. I am lonely. There is nobody with me. It’s
bad. It’s terrible.

(Omesem: Robinson Crusoe from “Robinson Crusoe” by Daniel Defoe.)
Cuena Ne 3

Yuenuk 15 Hello! May | come in?
B POJI MeaBens

Yuenuk 16 You are welcome. Sit down. Help yourself.



B POJIM KpoJHKa

VYuenuk 15
B POJIN MezaBens

Yyeuuk 16
B POJIM KpOJIMKa

VYVuenuk 15
B pOJIK Meznsens

Yyeuuk 16
B pOHI/I KpOHI/IKa

VYuenuk 15
B POJIM MenaBens

(ecm mé0)

It was tasty. | am full. I must go home.

Maybe anything else?

What else have you got?

Some honey.

Then I’ll stay.

(Omesem: Winnie-the-Pooh and the Rabbit from “Winnie-the-Pooh” by Alan

Milne.)

Benymuii 1

Sometimes poems can be set to music. Listen to the song which
was created on R. Kipling's words.

Yuenuk ucnonnsem pomanc «Moxnamowtii wimens) na cioea P. Kunaunza

Benymuii 2

Benymuii 1

Benymuii 2

Dear quests! That’s all we wanted you to show and say. We
were glad to see you. I hope you’ll like our and British litera-
ture.

Thank you very much for your attention. Read, learn and love
literature. Good bye!

Good bye!
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