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Tema meponpusaTus: «KOHKypC YTEOB aHIITMHACKON ITOI3UN»
dDopMa NpoBeAEeHUS — IUTEPATYPHBIN BeYep.
3apaun:

o Obpaszosamenvhbie: TO3HAKOMUTH YUAIIMXCS C TBOPUECTBOM AHTIIMACKUX
M03TOB;

o Paszsusarowue: pazBuTHe SMOIMOHAIIBHON U UHTEIJIEKTYaIbHOU cepbl
yUYalIuXCsl; pa3BUTHE AKTUBHOTO, OCO3HAHHOI'O BOCIIPUATHUS yUaITUMUCS
00pa31oB OPUTAHCKON MO33UH, Pa3BUTHE 00PA3HO-XYA0KECTBEHHOTO,
aCCOILIMAaTUBHOTO MBILICHHUS;

o BocnumamenbHbie: TPUOOIIEHUE YUAIIMXCA K JINTEPATYPHOMY HACIIEAUIO
CTpaH U3y4aeMoOTo 53bIKa, BOCIIUTAHUE TEPIUMOCTH K MHOW LIUBUIIU3AIUH,

»

NOBBIIICHUE UHTEPECA K IPEIMETAM ‘“pyccKas IuTepaTypa’, “aHrJIMUCKUN
29
A3BIK .

Ob6opynoBanme: KOMIIbIOTEpHAS MIPE3EHTAIUSA, MYJbTUMEINITHAS YCTAHOBKA,
BUJICO3AINCH , TPE3CHTALIMSI.

MepornpusitTue mpoBouTCs B 3 JTarma:

1. opr. MOMeEHT
2. OCHOBHAs 4acTh
3. 3aKITIOYUTENBHBIN ATAl

Ope. Momenm HACTPOWJI yUaIUXCA HAa paboTy: yUYUTEb MPECTABISAET TEMY, LIETH
MEpOIPUATHSA, NPEJIaracT y4yaluMcsl Ha3BaTh aHTJIMMCKUE ITOCIOBUILIBI,
CBSI3aHHBIC C JTUTEPATYPOH U MOI00pATh UX PYCCKHUE SKBUBAJICHTHI.

OcHosnas yacms 8KII0YACN MOMEHMbL:!

e BBIXOJT y4YaIllHecs, KOTOPBIC MPEICTABISIOT OPUTAHCKUX ITO3TOB,
paccKa3pIBalOT HEMHOTO O ce0e, Ha3bIBAlOT CBOM MPOU3BEICHHS —
OCTaJIbHBIC YYaIIIUECS MBITAIOTCSA YrajaTh, O KOM UAET PEUb

e YYAIIUMCS IpeIaraeTcs pacckazaTh MOJAPOOHO O 3HAMEHHTHIX T03TaX
bputanuu, npounTaTh UX CTUXU U TBOPUYECKHUE MTEPEBO/IBI.

o IloxBenenue nToros



THE BEAUTY OF POETRY IS THE BEAUTY OF
LANGUAGE

1) Co3naBaTh ycnoBusl sl O3HAKOMIICHHS CTYISHTOB C
JYYIIUMHU 00pa3laMu CTHUXOTBOPEHUW aHTIUMHCKUX H
aMEpPUKAaHCKUX aBTOPOB, OWOrpagusMU MOITOB, JiA
(dbopMHUpOBaHUS JTEKCUYECKUX HABBIKOB.

2) Co3maBaTh  yCIOBHS Ui Pa3BUTHS  MPABHIBHON
WHTOHAILIMM U MIPOU3HOILICHHUS.

Hean:
3) CrocoOcTBOBaTh pa3BUTHIO HMHTEpECa K HU3YUYCHHIO
AHTJIMICKOTO A3bIKA.
4) CrnocoOCTBOBaTh  Pa3BUTHIO  TaKUX  TBOPYECKHUX
CIIOCOOHOCTEH, KaK BBIPA3UTEIIBHOCTb,
SMOULMOHAIBHOCTb, YYBCTBO KPAaCOTHI.
OcHamenue: KOMIIBIOTEPHBIE Ipe3eHTanu, MM mnpoekrop, nocka, MP3 —
¢aitn necan "Auld Lang Syne™
Tun 3ansaTus: KOHKYpC YTELIOB

X0 3aHATHA:

Dear friends! Today we are going to have a lesson of Poetry. You
1.Opranm3zamuon Will recite and listen to different poems of the English and
HbIii MoMeHT. American poets of different times, also the thought about poetry
of famous people. As poetry is a very special thing, which you
cannot see, but only feel, everybody from you must express the
image of your poem by means of excellent expressiveness and
correct intonation and tone of your speech. Your judges are your
teachers. Imagine your poem before your eyes and try to present it
as clear as you can to reach the hearts of the listeners. Somerset
Maugham once said “The crown of literature is Poetry. It is its
end and aim. The writer of prose can only step aside when the
poet passes”. Let’s start with one of the most beautiful poems of
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow and listen to our student.



2.0cHoBHAA
4acCTh.
Student 1.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (February 27, 1807 — March 24,

] 1882) was an American poet and educator. He
was also the first American to translate Dante
Alighieri's The Divine Comedy and was one of
~ the five Fireside Poets.

Longfellow was born in Portland, Maine, then
part of Massachusetts, and studied at Bowdoin
College. After spending time in Europe he
became a professor at Bowdoin and, later, at Harvard College.
His first major poetry collections were Voices of the Night (1839)
and Ballads and Other Poems (1841). Longfellow retired from
teaching in 1854 to focus on his writing. His first wife Mary
Potter died in 1835 after a miscarriage. His second wife Frances
Appleton died in 1861 after sustaining burns when her dress
caught fire. After her death, Longfellow had difficulty writing
poetry for a time and focused on his translation. He died in 1882.

Longfellow wrote predominantly lyric poems, known for their
musicality and often presenting stories of mythology and legend.
He became the most popular American poet of his day and also
had success overseas. He has been criticized, however, for
imitating European styles and writing specifically for the masses.

THE TWILIGHT CYMEPKU
The twilight is sad and cloudly, [levanbHBIi 1 TACMYPHBIN
The wind blows wild and free, BeYep,
And like the wings of sea-birds Cratb Oypeii BETEp TOTOB...
Flash the white caps of the sea. MenbkaloT, KaK KpbUIbs
4aekx, benecoie
But in the fisherman's cottage rpeOHY BaJIOB.
There shines a ruddier light,
And a little face at the window Y Mopst B perbaubeit
Peers out into the night. 130y1IKe
MepuaeT B OKHE OTOHEK.
Close, close it is pressed to the W monro na Geper cMoOTpUT
window, ITeITIMBEIN TETCKUM TIA30K.

As if those childish eyes



Student 2.

Were looking into the darkness,
To see some form arise.

And a woman's waving shadow
Is passing to and fro,

Now rising to the ceiling,

Now bowing and bending low.

What tale do the roaring ocean,
And the night-wind, bleak and
wild,

As they beat at the crazy
casement,

Tell to that little child?

And why do the roaring ocean,
And the night-wind, wild and
bleak,

As they beat at the heart of the
mother,

Drive the color from her cheek?

K crexny nuno npuxaro,
Kaxk Gynro pebenka B3risig

XO04YeT CKBO3b MIUIy YBUJIETh
Toro, KTo crienmuT Ha3a.

A ’KeHCKasl TeHb, KOJIEOJISACh,
biyxnaer, 4ero-To xuaer...
B3meTur K moTosky Ha
MT'HOBCHBE

W Ha 11071 BHOBB ynaJieT.

O yem mrymsmiee Mope

W nukuit HOUHOMN yparaH
Paccka3biBatoT peOeHKYy,
Bpesasicb B HOUHO TymMaH?

3adem Ha OypHOE MODE,
['me xoauT Mo BETpoM

BOJIHA, C
TPEBOTOM JKECHIIIMHA
CMOTpHT,

3agymuunBa u 6sieiHa?

Ilepesoo b.
Tomawesckoco

Lord George Gordon Byron (1788-1824) was as famous
in his lifetime for his personality cult as for his poetry. He created
the concept of the 'Byronic hero' - a defiant,

melancholy young man, brooding on some
mysterious, unforgivable event
Byron's influence on European poetry, music,
novel, opera, and painting has been immense,
although the poet was widely condemned on
moral grounds by his contemporaries.

George Gordon, Lord Byron, was the son

in his past.

of Captain John Byron, and Catherine Gordon.

He was born with a club-foot and became extreme sensitivity
about his lameness. Byron spent his early childhood years in poor
surroundings in Aberdeen, where he was educated until he was
ten. After he inherited the title and property of his great-uncle in
1798, he went on to Dulwich, Harrow, and Cambridge, where he
piled up debts and aroused alarm with bisexual love affairs.
Staying at Newstead in 1802, he probably first met his half-sister,



Augusta Leigh with whom he was later suspected of having an

incestuous relationship.

SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY

by G.G. Byron

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 mellow'd to that tender light

OHA UJET BO BCEH KPACE

Omna ujeT Bo Beeli kpace — |
Csetna, Kak HOUYb €€
CTpaHBI.

Bces riy0n HeOGec u 3BE3/1b1
BCE

B e€ ouyax 3aKIrO4EHBI.
Kak connie B yrpeHsHe poce,
Ho TonbKO MpakoM CMATYEHBI.

Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impair'd the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress, [TpuGaBUTH JIy4 WIIb TCHb

Or softly lightens o'er her face; OTHSTh —

Where thoughts serenely sweet express W Oyzaer yx coBceM He Ta
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place. Bosoc araToBas nipsijib,

He te rja3a, HC TC yCTa

U 1006, rae moMbICIOB I1e4aTh
Tak Oe3ynpeyvHa, Tak YncTa.

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!

A 3TOT B3IJISA/I, U UBET JIAHUT,
N nérkuii cMeX, Kak BCIIECK
MOPCKOH, —

Bcé€ B Helt 0 Mupe TOBOPHUT.
OHa B mynie XpaHUT MNOKO.
U ecnu cuacTee nmogapur,

To camol meaporo pyKomu.

Ilepesoo C.A. Mapwaka

ADIEU, ADIEU!
by G.G. Byron
Adieu, adieu! My native shore [Tpommaii, mpomaii! Moit 6per
Fades o'ver the waters blue; pOJIHOM
The night-winds sigh, the breakers roar, B na3ypu Boj OHHK.

And shrieks the wild sea-mew. B3napixaet Opus, peBeET
npuooi,
Yon sun that sets upon the sea U qaiiku BEETCS KPUK.
We follow in his flight;
Farewell awhile to him and thee, CKpBIBAIOT COJHIIE BOJIH
My native Land-Good Night! XpeOTHI,

Y Hac oiHM IyTH.

A few short hours, and he will rise [Ipomaii ke, COTHIE, C HUM



To give the morrow birth; U THI,

And | shall hail the main and skies, Ponxnol Moit kpait, mpocTu!
But not my mother earth.

Deserted is my own good hall, Henosor cpok — ¥ BHOBb OHO
Its hearth is desolate; B3oiinér, a s npuset

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall; Jlums Mopro ¢ HEOOM IILTIO:
My dog howls at the gate. JABHO

3eMIIM pOAUMOM HET.
IlycT oTynii 10M, OCTBLI
ouar,

W Buxps pasHEc:

Ha rpeGHe cten npopoc
COPHHIK,

YV BXoJ1a BOET IIEC.

Student 4. William Blake (1757 -1827)

William Blake was born in London on

November 28, 1757, to James and Catherine

Blake. Two of his six siblings died in infancy.

~ From early childhood, Blake spoke of having

B visions—at four he saw God "put his head to

the window"; around age nine, while walking

around the countryside, he saw a tree filled

with angels. Although his parents tried to discourage him from

"lying,” they did observe that he was different from his peers

and did not force him to attend conventional school. He learned

to read and write at home. At age ten, Blake expressed a wish to

become a painter, so his parents sent him to drawing school.

Two years later, Blake began writing poetry. Blake believed that

his poetry could be read and understood by common people, but

he was determined not to sacrifice his vision in order to become

popular. When he turned fourteen, he apprenticed with an

engraver because art school proved too costly. One of Blake's

assignments as apprentice was to sketch the tombs at

Westminster Abbey, exposing him to a variety of Gothic styles

from which he would draw inspiration throughout his career.

After his seven-year term ended, he studied briefly at the Royal
Academy.

In 1782, he married an illiterate woman named Catherine



Boucher. Blake taught her to read and to write, and also
instructed her in draftsmanship. Later, she helped him print the
illuminated poetry for which he is remembered today; the couple
had no children. In 1784 he set up a printshop with a friend and
former fellow apprentice, James Parker, but this venture failed.
For the remainder of his life, Blake made a meager living as an
engraver and illustrator for books and magazines. He also began
training his younger brother Robert in drawing, painting, and
engraving. Robert fell ill. As Robert died, Blake saw his
brother's spirit rise up through the ceiling, "clapping its hands for
joy." He believed that Robert's spirit continued to visit him and
later claimed that in a dream Robert taught him the printing
method that he used in Songs of Innocence and other
"Illuminated” works.

Blake's final years, spent in great poverty. In 1818 he met
John Linnell, a young artist who helped him financially and also
helped to create new interest in his work. It was Linnell who
commissioned him to design illustrations for Dante's Divine
Comedy, the cycle of drawings that Blake worked on until his
death in 1827.

THE DIVINE IMAGE CBSITOH OBPA3
by William Blake Bunwvsim bnetix
To Mercy Pity Peace and Love, Jlo6po, Teprumocts, Mup,
All pray in their distress: JIr000Bb
And to these virtues of delight B HecuacTbe MbI 30BeM
Return their thankfulness. U1 cuMm 10CTOMHCTBaM
For Mercy Pity Peace and Love, CBSITBIM
Is God our father dear: Bo3HocuM Hal mcajaom.
And Mercy Pity Peace and Love, Jlo6po, Teprumocts, Mup,
Is Man his child and care. JIxo60BSb -
For Mercy has a human heart Bce sto bor bnaroii;
Pity, a human face: Ho6po, Tepnumocts, Mup,
And Love, the human form divine, JIxo60BSb -
Ahd Peace, the human dress. Bce aT0 MbI ¢ TOOOI!
Then every man of every clime, Benp namme cepane y {o6pa,
That prays in his distress, TepnmuMoCTh JTHET HAIII CBET.
Prays to the human form divine CasiToit Hamn o0pa3 y JIroOBu
Love Mercy Pity Peace. -
And all must love the human form, N Mup, KaK MBI, OJIET.
In heathen, turk or jew. MGzl - T100U, JKUTEIN 3€MIIH,
Where Mercy, Love & Pity dwell, B HecuacThe Bce 30BeM

There God is dwelling too. Ho6po, Tepnumocts, Mup,



Love’s Secret
by W. Blake

Never seek to tell thy love,
Love that never told can be;
For the gentle wind does move
Silently, invisibly.
| told my love, I told my love,
| told her all my heart;
Trembling, cold, in ghastly fears,
Ah! she did depart!
Soon as she was gone from me,
A traveler came by,
Silently, invisibly
He took her with a sigh.

Student 5. Rudyard Kipling

JI1000BB

Bo o6paze mronckom!
O ecnu 6 o0Opa3 Haill CBATOM
JIro6o0ii B moOom Oeper!
I'me Mup, TepriumocTts u

JIt060Bb -
Tam, coOCTBeHHO, U

Cexpet J1100BH
llepesoo C. Mapwaxka
CnoBoM BBICKa3aTh
HEJIB3S
Bcro m1000Bb K
JTFOOUMOM.
Berep nBuxercs,
CKOJIB34,
Tuxui U HE3PUMBIH.
S cxazan, s Bce
cKaszarll,
Yro B ay11e TauiaocChk.
AX, 11000Bb MOS B
cie3ax,
B cTpaxe ynanunace.
A MTHOBEHHE CITYCTSI
[IyTHUK, mIeammn
MHMO,
Tuxo, BKpaguuBo,
Iy TS
3aBiazen JF00UMOI.

RUDYARD KIPLING was born in
Bombay on December 30th 1865, son of
John Lockwood Kipling, an artist and teacher
of architectural sculpture, and his wife Alice.
Young Rudyard's earliest years in Bombay
were blissfully happy, full of exotic sights
and sounds. But at the age of five he was sent

back to England to stay with a foster family,
where he was desperately unhappy. When he was twelve he
went to the United Services College, where the Headmaster,
Cormell Price, a friend of his father and uncles, fostered his
literary ability. In 1882, aged sixteen, he started working for
the Civil and Military Gazette. In his spare time he wrote



many remarkable poems and stories which were published
alongside his reporting. When these were collected and
published as books, they formed the basis of his early fame.

After the death of an American friend and literary
collaborator, Wolcott Balestier, he married his sister Carrie in
1892. After a world trip, he returned with Carrie to her family
home in the USA, with the aim of settling down there. It was
in Brattleboro, deep in New England, that he wrote Captains
Courageous and The Jungle Books, and where their first two
children, Josephine and Elsie, were born.

A quarrel with Rudyard's brother-in-law drove the
Kiplings back to England in 1896 where their son John was
born. Life was content and fulfilling until, tragically,
Josephine died while the family were on a visit to the United
States in early 1899. Life was never the same again after
Josephine's death.

Kipling's reputation grew from phenomenal early critical
success to international celebrity, then faded for a time as his
conservative views were held by some to be old-fashioned.
The balance IS now being restored.
More and more people are coming to appreciate his mastery
of poetry and prose. His autobiography Something of Myself,
written in 1935, the last year of his life was published
posthumously.

“Blue Roses”
by R. Kipling
Roses red and roses white BykeT jxeaHHOMN 51 IpUHEC
Plucked I for my love's delight. W3 6enbix po3, U3 KpaCHBIX PO3.
She would none of all my posies-- Hamnpacuo. He Takue!

I'osyOblie po3bl

Bade me gather her blue roses.
Half the world | wandered through,
Seeking where such flowers grew.
Half the world unto my quest
Answered me with laugh and jest.
Home | came at wintertide,

But my silly love had died,
Seeking with her latest breath
Roses from the arms of Death.

It may be beyond the grave

She shall find what she would have.

Mine was but an idle quest--
Roses white and red are best.

Eit nano romxyOsie!

Ymén 1 u3 poIUMbIX MECT,
3a po3aMu - TaKOB MO KBECT.
Chpolily — HUKTO HE 3HaeT,
Bens cuaux He ObiBaet!

Hu c yem k 3ume BepHyC A...
U ymepna 10060Bb MOAI.

Y cMmepTH, 4TO €CTh CHUJIBI,
[[BeTOB npocuiia CHHUX.

Ha cBete TOM ecTh BUJIHO BCE,
KycT romy6oii iBETOK HECET...
A 371ech UCKaTh HaMpacHo

Hu OenbIx U HU KpacHBIX



IF

by R. Kipling

If you can keep your head when all about you
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 by 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 imposters 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 stoop 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 with 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!

ECJIN
nepesoo C. Mapwaxa

O, eclM Thl CIIOKOEH, HE
pacTepsH,

Korpa tepstoT rojioBsl BOKpYT,
U ecnu ThI cebe ocTancs BEpeH,
Korna B Te0s He BepuT JIyqiui

APYT,

U ecnu xnath ymeenib 6e3
BOJTHEHBS,

He cranemnis 10KbI0 OTBEYATH
Ha JIOXKb,

He Oynems 3100€H, cTaB A
BCEX MUIIICHBIO,

Ho u cBaTbIM cebst He
Ha30BeIIIb, -

N ecam TBI cBOEGH BiIajieellb
CTpacThblo,

A He TOOOI0 BJIACTBYET OHA,
W Gynemib TBep1 B yJaue U B
HECYacThe,

KoTopsimM B CynmHOCTH LI€HA
OJlHa,

W ecnu ThI TOTOB K TOMY, 4TO
CJIOBO

TBOE B JIOBYIIKY IpeBpaniaeT
YT,

W, noreprieB KpylLIeHbe,
MOKEIIb CHOBA -

be3 npexxHux cui -
BO300OHOBUTH CBOH TPYI,

U ecin TBI ciocoO€H BCE, YTO
CTaJo

TeOe npUBBIYHBIM, BBUIOKHUTH
Ha CTOJI,

Bce nmpourparts 1 Bce Hauath
cHayasa,



He nmoxaines Toro, 4to
npuoOper,

N ecnu moxews cepaue,
HEPBBI, )KHUIIbI

Tak 3aBecTH, UTOOBI BIIEPE
HECTHUCh,

Korna ¢ ronpamMmu u3amMeHstoT
CUJTBI

N TOJIBKO BOJISL TOBOPUT:
"lepxuce!" —

N ecnu Moxenib ObITH B TOJITIC
co0o10,

[Tpu xopoJie ¢ HapOJOM CBS3b
XpaHUTh

U, yBaxxas mHeHHe Jito0oe,
['maBbI meper MOJIBOKO HE
KJIOHUTb,

W ecnu Oynenis MepUTh
PacCTOsIHbE

CekyHaaMu, TyCKasch B
anbHUM O€r,-

3eMiIs - TBOE, MO MaJIbYHK,
JIOCTOSIHBE.

U Goiee Toro, ThHI - YEIOBEK!

Student 6. William Wordsworth (1770 — 1850)

On April 7, 1770, William
Wordsworth was born in Cockermouth,
Cumbria, England. His mother died when
he was eight — this experience shapes
much of his later work. Wordsworth
attended Hawkshead Grammar School,
where his love of poetry was firmly
established and, it is believed, he made
his first attempts at verse. While he was at Hawkshead,
Wordsworth's father died leaving him and his four siblings
orphans. After Hawkshead, Wordsworth studied at St. John's
College in Cambridge and before his final semester, he set
out on a walking tour of Europe, an experience that
influenced both his poetry and his political sensibilities.

He married Mary Hutchinson, a childhood friend, and
they had five children together. In 1812, while living in




Grasmere, they grieved the loss of two of their children,
Catherine and John, who both died that year.

Equally important in the poetic life of Wordsworth
was his 1795 meeting with the poet, Samuel Taylor
Coleridge. It was with Coleridge that Wordsworth published
the famous Lyrical Ballads in 1798. While the poems
themselves are some of the most influential in Western
literature, it is the preface to the second edition that remains
one of the most important testaments to a poet's views on
both his craft and his place in the world. In the preface
Wordsworth writes on the need for "common speech™ within
poems and argues against the hierarchy of the period which
valued epic poetry above the lyric.

Wordsworth's most famous work, The Prelude (1850),
Is considered by many to be the crowning achievement of
English romanticism. The poem, revised numerous times,
chronicles the spiritual life of the poet and marks the birth of
a new genre of poetry. Although Wordsworth worked on The
Prelude throughout his life, the poem was published
posthumously. Wordsworth spent his final years settled at
Rydal Mount in England, travelling and continuing his
outdoor excursions. Devastated by the death of his daughter
Dora in 1847, Wordsworth seemingly lost his will to
compose poems. William Wordsworth died at Rydal Mount
on April 23, 1850, leaving his wife Mary to publish The
Prelude three months later.
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DAFFODILS

| wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once | 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 stretch'd in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw | at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

OW e

HAPIINCCHBI

Kak o0nako, mapsiiee BHICOKO,
51 O6pen oquH cpeny paBHUH
MyCTHIX.

W Bapyr yBuzen cpazy MHOIo-
MHOTO -

CkoruieHre HapIUCCOB
30JI0TBIX.

3a 03epom, OJIaKEHCTBYS B
TEHH,

Kavanuce ¢ BETpoM J1aCKOBBIM
OHH.



Student 7.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

| gazed—and gazed—but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch | 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.

Thomas Moore (1779-1852)

Kak 3BE3/1bI, YTO HE YCTAIOT
MepLaTh

Bnoisp mieqnoro nytu
CILIOLTHOW YpeHOM.

[To Gepery 3anuBa 6e3 KOHIIA
[{BETOB TAHYJICS MOSAC 30JI0TOM.
Tam ThICcSlUM IIBETOB, Ka3aJIOCh
MHE,

['onoBKamMu Kadaiau B THILHHE.

Kaxk Obu1M BOJIHBI B TaHIIE
xopomu!

Ho ux B Becelnbe npeB3onuium
LBETHI,

Kocnynace pagocts u Mmoei
h18%0007¢

Cpenp 3T0i HEOBIBAIOM
KpacoOTHI.

Wx Bu1OM OBLI 5 TaK
3aBOPOXKEH,

He Benast, kak MHOTO 3HAYUT
OH.

briBaeT, Ha NUBaHE 5 JEKY,
PaccnabnenHno-3a1yMunBbIf
TIOPOH,
B yenuHeHuMn c4acTbe HAXO0XKYy,
[IpunoMHIO XOpOBOJ TOT
30JI0TOM,
U pagocTHa onsiTh Ay1ia Mos,
M BHOBB C HapLKCCaMH TaHIIYIO
o.

nepesoo M. Tumowenko

Thomas Moore was the son of a
shoemaker, born in Dublin May 28, 1779.
He was a poet, satirist, composer and
musician of note. Moore had tremendous
charm and was a gifted performer. His ten
volume work Irish Melodies (1807-34)
consisted of 130 poems set to music
composed by Moore and Sir

John

Stevenson. Irish Melodies was so popular that Moore earned



500 pounds annually for more than 25 years for it's publication.
He was paid 3,000 pounds — a record at that time — for his
poem Lalla Rookh (1817). His reputation equaled that of Byron
and Shelley.

In 1795 Moore, a Catholic, was able to enter Trinity
College. At Trinity Moore was introduced to Edward Bunting's
collection of traditional Irish music. Bunting's General
Collection of Ancient Irish Music (1796) was the beginning of
a revival of Irish music. Most of Moore's first volume of Irish
Melodies was based on Bunting's work.

After graduating from Trinity, Moore studied law in
London. His first book, Odes of Anacreon was a success and he
was able to spend a year traveling to Bermuda, the West Indies
and the United States. He returned to London in 1804 and lived
there the rest of his life.

Although a Catholic, Moore married a Protestant and had
his children raised Protestant. Late is his life he suffered the
loss of his five children and his life was further shadowed as he
was condemned by many of his countrymen as a false patriot.
Thomas Davis in 1844 criticized Moore for not being strong
enough in his passion for Irish nationalism.

Moore died on February 25, 1852. His work endured.
Irish Melodies was translated into every European language,
including Hungarian, Polish and Russian. More than a million
copies of The Last Rose of Summer were sold in the United
State alone. Thomas Moore's work popularized Irish music
throughout the world.

THOSE EVENING BELLS BEUYEPHUWI 3BOH
by Thomas Moore Ilepesoo Heana Kosnosa

Those evening bells, those evening bells! Beuepnuii 380H, BeUepHHIA
How many a tale their music tells 3BOH,
Of youth, and home, and that sweet time, Kak MHOTO 1yM HAaBOAWT OH
When last | heard their soothing chime! O 10HBIX JHSX B KParO POTHOM,

I"ne st mro0MII, TAE OTYHUI TOM,
Those joyous hours are pass'd away! U xaxk s1, c HUIM HaBeK
And many a heart, that then was gay MPOCTSCH,
Within the tomb now darkly dwells, Tam ciymran 3BoH B
And hears no more those evening bells! MIOCIICTHUH Pas.

VY3ke He 3peTh MHE CBETJIBIX
And so 'twill be when | am gone; JTHEH
That tuneful peal will still ring on, BecHbl o0OMaHunBO# Moeii!

While other bards shall walk these dells, U cxoibKo HET Teneph B



And sing your praise, sweet evening bells! JKUBBIX

Student 8.

Torma BecenbIx, MOJIOIBIX!

N Kpenoxk ux MOTWIBHBIN COH,
He cipllieH um BeyepHU
3BOH.

JlexxaTp 1 MHE B 3eMJI€ CBIPOA!
HamneB yHbIBHBIM HaZ0 MHOU

B nonune Berep pa3HecerT,
Hpyron  meBenw 1no  HeH
MPOUJIET.

U yx He 51, a Oyaer oH

B pa3aymbe neTh Be4epHuii
3BOH!

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792 — 1822)

Percy Bysshe Shelley, the son of Sir Timothy Shelley,
the M.P. for New Shoreham, was born at Field Place near
Horsham, in 1792. Shelley was educated at Eton and Oxford
University and he was assumed that when he was twenty-one
he would inherit his father's seat in Parliament. As a young
man he was taken to the House of Commons where he met Sir
Francis Burdett, the Radical M.P. for Westminster. Shelley,
who had developed a strong hatred of tyranny while at Eton,
was impressed by Burdett, and in 1810 dedicated one of his
first poems to him.

Shelley eloped to Scotland with Harriet Westbrook, a
sixteen year old daughter of a coffee-house keeper. This
created a terrible scandal and Shelley's father never forgave
him for what he had done. Shelley moved to Ireland where he
made revolutionary speeches on religion and politics. He also
wrote a political pamphlet A Declaration of Rights, on the
subject of the French Revolution, but it was considered to be
too radical for distribution in Britain.

In 1814 Shelley fell in love and eloped with Mary, the
sixteen-year-old daughter of William Godwin and Mary
Wollstonecraft. For the next few years the couple travelled in
Europe.

In 1822 Shelley, moved to Italy with Leigh Hunt and
Lord Byron where they published the journal The Liberal. By
publishing it in Italy the three men remained free from
prosecution by the British authorities. The first edition of The
Liberal sold 4,000 copies. Soon after its publication, Percy
Bysshe Shelley was lost at sea on 8th July, 1822



EVENING

by P.B.Shelley

The sun is set; the swallows are asleep;
The bats are flitting fast in the gray air;

The slow soft toads out of damp corners creep,
And evening's breath, wandering here and

there

Over the quivering surface of the stream,
Wakes not one ripple from its silent dream.
There are no dews on the dry grass tonight,
Nor damp within the shadow of the trees;
The wind is intermitting, dry and light;

And in the inconstant motion of the breeze
The dust and straws are driven up and down,

And whirled about the pavement of the town.

Within the surface of the fleeting river

The wrinkled image of the city lay,
Immovably unquiet, and for ever

It trembles, but it never fades away;

Go to the...

You, being changed, will find it then as now.

The chasm in which the sun has sunk, is shut
By darkest barriers of enormous cloud,

Like mountain over mountain huddled - but
Growing and moving upwards in a crowd,
And over it a space of watery blue,

BEUYEP
nepegoo - B. B. Jlesuxa

Jlensb 3akatuiics. JIacTOUKM yCHYIIH.
[ITHBIPSOT B CEPOM MIJIE€ HETOIBIPH.
['ynsTh BBIXOAAT ka0bl. B cMmyTHOM
ryie

Cnunuce Bce 3ByKH. TyCKIbIN CBET
3apu

[lorac na xposuax. Tens snerna
HOYHas,

U B neTHeM cHe HEeIBHKHA 3bI0b
peuHast.

Het cbipocts 1 B mO31HUI 3TOT 4ac,
TpaBa cyxa, Ha JTUCTHAX HU
POCHHKHW.

Cyxoil U JIETKU1 BETep BCAKUN pa3
B3apiMaeT nblib, COJJOMUHKHU,
OBUIMHKH,

3aKpy>KUTCS U CTUXHET, U OJHA

[To ynuiam OrykaaeT THIINHA.

JloMOB, LIepKBE, Orpaa
H300paKeHbs

B cebe KoJbIIIeT U HeceT BOJA.
B HenBuxHOM OECIIOKONMCTBE
OTpaKCHbBS

Jpoxar, He ucuyeszass HUKOT1a.

Which the keen evening star is shining B3rnsau Ha 3Ty 36106, Ha 3TH

through

CTCHBI:
ThI cTan Apyrum, OHU XKe
HEU3MEHHBI.

U cusbie Hajg O0e31HO0M 00J1aKa,

['ne conHue, CKpPBIBIINCH, HOBO
XKIeT ABpPOpBI,

OHu - Kak rpyJia rop U3ajieKa,

Ho MHOKaTCsl ©1 MYaTCs 3TH TOPHI.
A TaM, B IPOCTPAHCTBE, CHHEM, KaK
BOJIA,

Y3ke ropuT BeYepHsis 3BE€3/1a.



Student 9.

Robert Burns (1759 — 1796)

Born in Alloway, Scotland, on January 25,
1759, Robert Burns was the first of William and
Agnes Burnes’ seven children. His father, a tenant ==
farmer, educated his children at home. Burns also
attended one year of mathematics schooling and,
between 1765 and 1768, he attended an
“adventure” school established by his father and
John Murdock. His father died in bankruptcy in 1784, and Burns and
his brother Gilbert took over farm. This hard labor later contributed to
the heart trouble that Burns’ suffered as an adult.

At the age of fifteen, he fell in love and shortly thereafter he
wrote his first poem. As a young man, Burns pursued both love and
poetry with uncommon zeal. In 1785, he fathered the first of his
fourteen children. His biographer, DeLancey Ferguson, had said, “it
was not so much that he was conspicuously sinful as that he sinned
conspicuously.” Between 1784 and 1785, Burns also wrote many of
the poems collected in his first book, Poems, Chiefly in the Scottish
Dialect, which was printed in 1786 and paid for by subscriptions. This
collection was an immediate success and Burns was celebrated
throughout England and Scotland as a great “peasant-poet.”

In 1788, he and his wife, Jean Armour, settled in Ellisland,
where Burns was given a commission as an excise officer. He also
began to assist James Johnson in collecting folk songs for an
anthology entitled The Scots Musical Museum. Burns’ spent the final
twelve years of his life editing and imitating traditional folk songs for
this volume and for Select Collection of Original Scottish Airs. These
volumes were essential in preserving parts of Scotland’s cultural
heritage and include such well-known songs as “My Luve is Like a
Red Red Rose” and “Auld Land Syne.” Robert Burns died from heart
disease at the age of thirty-seven. On the day of his death, Jean
Armour gave birth to his last son, Maxwell.

Most of Burns’ poems were written in Scots. They document
and celebrate traditional Scottish culture, expressions of farm life, and
class and religious distinctions. Burns wrote in a variety of forms:
epistles to friends, ballads, and songs. His best-known poem is the
mock-heroic Tam o’ Shanter. He is also well known for the over three
hundred songs he wrote which celebrate love, friendship, work, and
drink with often hilarious and tender sympathy. Even today, he is often
referred to as the National Bard of Scotland.




o
o A RED, RED ROSE
Q//

O, my Love’s like a red, red rose
That’s newly sprung in June:

O, my Love’s like a melody
That’s sweetly played in tune.

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

And | will love thee still, my dear,
Till all the seas gang dry:

Till all the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt with the sun;

| 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 | will come again, my Love,
Though it were ten thousand mile.

MY HEART’S IN THE HIGHLANDS

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
My heart’s in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer;
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 birth-place of Valour, the country of Worth ;
Wherever | wander, wherever | rove,

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.

JIIOBOBb MOS1, KAK
PO3A KPACHAA

JIro60Bb MOSI, KaK po3a
KpacHas,

[[BeT€T B MOEM cany.
JIto60BB MOSI — KaK
MIECCHKA,

C KOTOpOI1 B IyTh UAY.

CuiibHEE KpacoTsl TBOEH
Most 11000BB OJTHA.

Omna c T000i1 moka Mopst
He BbICOXHYT 10 AHAa.

He BrICOXHYT MOpsI, MO
APYT,

He pymurcs rpasur,

He ocTtanoBuTCS necok,
A OH, KaK U3Hb, OCKUT.

byaw cuactiuBa, 11000Bb
MOSI.
[Ipomrait 1 HE TPYCTH.
BepHych k TeOe, X0Th
ENbIA CBET
[Tpumnock Ob1 MHE
MIPOUTH.

nepesoo C. Mapwaka

B I'OPAX MOE CEPJAIE

B ropax moe cepaue... JloHbIHE 5
Tam.

[1o cneny osieHs n€e4y MO CKaJIaMm.
['oHIO 5 OJIEHS, IMyrar Ko3y.

B ropax moe cepaue, a cam s
BHU3Y.

[Tpomiait, most ponuna! Cesep,
po1an,
OTeuecTBO ClIaBbl U 100JIECTH



Farewell to the mountains, high-cover’d with
snow,

Farewell to the straths and green vallies below;
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods,
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
My heart’s in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer;
Chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,

My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever | go.

Kpam.

[1o 6enomy cBety cyan00t10
TOHUM,

HaBeku ocTaHyCh 51 CBIHOM
TBOUM !

[IpomraiiTe, BEpIIUHBI IO
KPOBJIEH CHETOB,

[IpomraitTe, TOJIUHBI U CKATHI
JIyTOB,

[IpomaiiTe, moHUKITHE B O€3AHY
jeca,

[IpomraitTe, HOTOKOB JIECHBIX
roJjioca.

B ropax moe cepaue... JJoHbIHE A
TaM.

[To cneny osieHs ey MO CKaJiaMm.
["oHtO s oJieHs, yraro KO3y.

B ropax moe cepjiie, a caM 4
BHH3Y!

Teacher: “Auld Lang Syne” is one of Burns’s most widely known
works. It is sung by British people when they celebrate the
beginning of the new year at 12 o’clock on December 31%
and on other important occasions. Let’s listen to the song

and sing it along.

AULD LANG SYNE 3a0bITh M CTapyro JHOOOBB
N He rpycTUTH O HEN?
Chorus: 3a0BITh JIH CTAPYIO JTHOOOBH
For auld lang syne, my dear, . U npyx0y mpekHuX JHei?

For auld lang syne,
We'll take a cup o’ kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.
l.
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days o’ lang syne?
.

3a npyx0y crapyro
Jo nna!

3a CUacTbe
MIPEXKHUX JTHEH !

C TOOOM MBI
BBITIBEM, CTApHHA,
3a CYacTbe
MPEKHUX JTHEH.

And there’s a hand, my trusty fiere, [ToOonple KpyKKH IPUTOTOBb
And gie’s a hand o’ thine, W noBepxy Hamen.

And we’ll take a right guid-willie waught ~ M&1 mbeMm 3a crapyto JIF0OOBb,
For auld lang syne. 3a npy)0y MpexHUX THEH.



1. 3a npyx0y crapyro
And surely ye’ll be your pint-stowp, —
And surely I’ll be mine; .. o nua!
And we’ll take a cup o’ kindness yet 3a cyacTbe IOHBIX
For auld lang syne! JHEi!
ITo kpyxke craporo
BHHA
3a cyacTbe IOHBIX
JTHEH.
N BOT ¢ TOOOM CONUTUCH MBI BHOBb.
TBOs pyka — B MOEH.
S nbio 3a cTapyto J1I000Bb,
3a npyk0y npexHux JHei !
nepegoo C.A.Mapwaka

Kropu noosooum umoeu KoHKypca, Ha3viéaem 1y4uux 4meyos.



