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IloBTOpPH 3a AHKTOpPOM 35TV PHOMOBKY, g (223).

Are they caps or hats?
Are they dogs or cats?
Are they ships or boats?
Are they socks or coats?
Are they boxes or books?
Are they pilots or cooks?




NosTOopu puPMOBKY 3a AUKTOPOM HECKONbKO pas, @ (41). A Te-
nepb nonpobyi BOCCTAaHOBUTL B NaMATU OTBETbI C MOMOLUBIO
KapTUHOK.

What Are They Doing?

What is he doing?
He’s playing a game.
What is she doing?
She’s writing her name.
What is Bill doing?
He’s reading a book.
What is Rex doing?
He’s watching the cook.
What are you doing?
I’m kissing my dad.
What is dad doing?
He’s going to bed.
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A. Listen to the poem “Dame Trot”, e (80), in English and in Russian.
Read the poem in English. Why do you think Dame Trot spoke to her

pet?
Dame Trot
Dame Trot and her cat rocrnoxa, JaMa
Sat down for a chat; DOJNTOBHA, pPasroBOP
The Dame sat on this side CTOPOHA
And puss [pus] sat on KHCKAa

that.
“Puss,” says the Dame,
“Can you catch a rat? MOHMATE KpPBICY
Or a mouse in the dark?” TeMHOTA
“Purr [p3:],” says the cat. MVD
Paarosop

Téra Tpor m Komka
CeJJM Y OKONIIKA.
Cenn psazoM BedepKOM
IloGonrares HEMHOMKKO.
Tpor cnpocuna: — Kuc-KHe-KHC,
Tel JOBHTHL yMeemb KphIC?
— Mypp!.. — ckazana Komka,
IToMoT9aB HEMHOMKKO.

(ITepesod C. A. Mapwaka)

B. Do you think people often speak to their pets? Why do they do it? Do
you speak to your pets if you've got any?



©)

Camyun flkoBnesm4 Mapuwak (1887—
1964) Obin NO3TOM, nNEpPeBOAYMKOM U
Apamartyprom. B Poccmm TpyaHO Hawutwm
yenoBeka, KOTOpbiM He 3HaeT Takux ero
npousseageHnn ana pagerten, Kak «Ckaska o
rMynoMm MbilOHKe» wunu «/[leHaguatb Mme-

caues». bnarogapsa ero nepesogamMm MWUNNMUOHDI B
yuTtaTtenenm B Hawewn CTpaHe MNO3HaKOMWUNUCHL

C TBOPYECTBOM BeNUKMUX aHrnunckux nostos — Lllekcnupa, bnewka,
BepHca, a Takxe ¢ HapoaHbiMu Bannagamu, nNecHIMU U CTUXaMMW.

AHIJIMHACKM SI3bIK
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Listen, e (94), and read the poem.

I Meant to Do My Work Today
by Richard Le Galleinne

I meant to do my work today —
But a brown bird sang in the apple tree,
And a butterfly flitted across the field,
And all the leaves [li:vz] were calling me.
And the wind went sighing ['sann] over
the land
Tossing the grasses to-and-fro [ tu:an'frau],
And a rainbow held out its shining hand —
So what could I do but laugh [la:f] and go?

0abouka nopxana
JUCTHA 3BaJIH
B3ALIXAaJ

packKkauuBas B3aj
U BHepén
paccMeAaTbhCHA
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Put the lines in the limericks in the right order.

a) Once he said, “Do not fail [feil]

b) If it happens to hail [heil]

c¢) Whose hat was exceedingly [ik'si:dimli]
wide;

d) To come under my hat at Deeside!”

e) There was an Old Man of Deeside.

OB Murnens, 1 1 Mo, £ M. st
AHIVIMACKHH SI3bIK
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Syu

He 3a0yab
ecJIu TOMAET rpaj
Ype3BbLIYANHO

Vv pexku [lu



Listen to the two poems, e (53), read them and say which of the two may be
about Australia.

~
The snow lies white on roof and tree, Az ,\3
Frost fairies creep about, HAYT Kpagy4HCh % \f‘
The world’s as still as it can be, HeMOABHKHBII {L £
And Santa Claus is out. o~ (8,
He’s making haste his gifts to leave, TOPONHTCHA N b
While the stars show his way, T
There’ll soon be no more Christmas Eve,
Tomorrow’s Christmas Day!
Singing carols by the sea
Eating turkey on the sands POKJAECTBEHCKHUI ITHUpOTr
Paper hats, mince pies, and crackers XJIONYIITKHA
Never see a flake of snow CBepKawlue OrHy
But the flickering lights of fireworks (eitepBepKOB

Set their Christmas night aglow. OCBeIaoT

AHIVIMACKWH SI3bIK




n A. Listen to the poem, Q (35), and then read it.

o a Butterfly

I've watched you now a full half-hour,
Self-poised upon that yellow flower;
And, little Butterfly! indeed

I know not if you sleep or feed.

How motionless! — not frozen seas
More motionless! and then

What joy awaits you, when the breeze
Hath found you out among the trees,
And calls you forth again!

This plot of orchard ground is ours;
My trees they are, my Sister’s flowers.
Here rest your wings when they are weary:
Here lodge as in a sanctuary!

Come often to us, fear no wrong:
Sit near us on the bough

We’ll talk of sunshine and of song,

And summer days, when we were young;
Sweet childish days, that were as long
As twenty days are now.

£, Say:

AHIJIHACKHA SI3bIK

OanaHcupyomas

HEMOABHIXHAaA

= waits for you

= has

Briepén

y4acToK (ppyKkTOBOIO cana

Aa# OTABIX; YCTaBIIHE
JXHMBM Kak B ybexuuie
He Doilica Geanl

CVK, TOJICTas BETKA

William Wordsworth

« what, in your opinion, inspired the poet to write the verse;

in what mood it was written;

E In the verse “To a Butterfly” the poet and his sister often talked about “Sweet childish

days, that were as long as twenty days are now"”. Did it ever happen to you that one day
felt like many days or the other way round? How did it happen? When do such things

usually happen?



AHIJIHACKHA SI3bIK

A. Listen to the song “If | Could”, 6 (1), and sing along.

If 1 Could

I'd rather be a sparrow than a snail.
Yes | would.

If I could,

I surely would.

I'd rather be a hammer than a nail.

Yes | would.

If I could,

I surely would.

Chorus I’d rather be a forest than a street.
Away, I'd rather sail away Yes | would.

Like a swan that’s here and gone. If I could,

A man grows older every day. I surely would.

It gives the world I'd rather feel the earth beneath my feet.
Its saddest sound, Yes | would.

Its saddest sound. If | could,

I surely would.

Originally “If | Could” was a ritual song of Peruvian Indians
performed to ask gods for rain. The music of the song is
still very popular in Latin America. The English text was
written by the famous singer Paul Simon. Soon the song
became popular all over the world.

Paul Simon

B. Optional task. Try to translate the lyrics into Russian. Then compare your transla-
tions and decide whose is more successful. You may also see some translations on the
Internet and analyse them.



I A. Listen to the poem, e (11), and then read it.

The Road Not Taken
by Robert Frost

AHIVIMACKHA 3bIK

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood. PacxoIWTHCE B PA3HLIE CTOPOHE
And sorry | could not travel both aa
And be one traveller, long I stood —
And looked down one as far as | could
To where it bent in the undergrowth: CBOPa4YHBANA B MOLIECOK
Then took the other, as just as fair, 30.: MpaBHILHAA
And having perhaps the better claim, DoNBIIE OCHOBAHWH JUTH TOTO, YTODE! €€
BHIDpaTh
Because 1t was grassy and wanted wear; €€ HYXHO DLUTO NpoTONTaTh

Though as for that the passing there

Had wom them really about the same,

And both that moming equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black. IATOMTAN
Oh, 1 kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

1 doubted if | should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh B3I0X
Somewhere ages and ages hence: Yepe3 MHOIO NeT

Two roads diverged in a wood, and | —
I took the one less travelled by,
And that has made all the difference.

B. Answer the questions.

1) What kind of picture does the poet draw in his poem?

2) What is the difference between the two roads he sees in front of him?
3) What made the poet choose one road but not the other?

4) What is the message of the poem?



Listen to the song, §) (26), and then sing along.

by Stevie Wonder

No New Year's Day to celebrate

No chocolate covered candy hearts to give away
No first of spring

No song to sing

In fact here’s just another ordinary day

No April rain

No flowers bloom

No wedding Saturday within the month of June
But what it is, is something true

Made up of these three words that | must say to you

Refrain:

I just called to say | love you

I just called to say how much | care

I just called to say I love you

And | mean it from the bottom of my heart

No summer’s high

No warm July

No harvest! moon to light one tender August night
No autumn breeze

No falling leaves

Not even time for birds to fly to southemn skies
No Libra' sun

No Halloween

No giving thanks to all the Christmas joy you bring
But what it is, though old so new

To fill your heart

Like no three words could ever do

Refrain:

What is the song about? Why are the three words “though old so new” more
important than anything else? Why is it important to communicate what you feel to
other people? Do we always manage to do it? Why may it be hard to speak about
one's feelings?




HPDHHTEI:"‘I CTUXOTBOPpEHHUE M JAKOHYK €ero.

This Is the Key of the Kingdom'

This 15 the key of the kingdom: ~

In that kingdom there is a city. V
In that city there is a town. 3d.: paioH

In that town there is a street. ropojga

In that street there is a lane [lem]. nepeyaoK

In that lane there is a yard [ja:d]. IBOP

In that vard 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 [ba:skit]. | xopauna
In that basket there are some flowers.
Flowers in a basket.

Basket on the ... .

Bed in the ... .

Room in the ... .

House in the ... .

Yard in the ... .

Lane in the ... .

Street in the ... .

Town in the ... .

City in the ... .

Of the kingdom this is the key.




Read the poem after your teacher and guess which of the three names
the poet gave it. st ®

AHIJIMACKHI S13bIK
KHK'A AAI YTEHMA

a) What Is in the Sky?

b) What Is Pink?
c) What Is in the Wood?

(Name?)

By Christina Rossetti

What is pink? A rose is pink.

By the fountain’s ['fauntinz] brink. v (hoHTAHA
What is red? A poppy’s red

In its barley bed. AYMEHL

What is blue? The sky is blue.

‘Where the clouds fleat [flaut] through. MJLIEYT, JETAT
What is white? A swan [swon] is white nedelh

Sailing ['seilin] in the night. MILIEYIHH
What is yellow? Pears are yellow,

Rich and ripe and mellow. COYHBIE, CHeTRIE,
What is green? The grass is green, Tawliue BO pTy
With small flowers between.

‘What is vielet ['vamlInt]? Clouds are violet CHpeHeBkRIe

In the summer twilight [‘twarlast] . CYMEDHKH

What is orange? Why, an orange.

Just an DI‘EI]]E‘E'
0 J




Read the poem silently and complete it with one of the three variants.
Then read the poem after your teacher.

Winter Calls
By B. J. Eaton

The hills are calling,
“Come away, come away,
snow 1s falling,

AHTJTMACKUI A3bIK

Come and sleigh [sler]!” KATATECH
HA CAHKAX

The pond is calling,

“Come, don’t be late.

Water's freezing IAMEep3aeT

Come and (1) ... (ski, skate, jump).”

The fields are calling,
“We’'re covered white, NOKPEITE OeIEIM
snow 1s falling,

(2) ... (Children’s, People’s,
Evervbody’s) delight.” | vaopoawcTEHe

g -3




Read the poem and continue it.

A Day at the Seaside
(by Jane Saddler)

Sand on my face
Salt on my lips
Sand in my hair
Salt on my chips.

Sun

Wind

Sun

L — — e
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Wind _KHWTA AAR ‘l‘l’!Hul




Read the poem to yourself and then out loud. Formulate the message of

the poem as you see it.

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

By Robert Frost (1874—1963)

Whose woods these are [ think [ know.
His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the yvear.

He gives his harness bells a shake

To ask if there is some mistake.

The only other sound’s the sweep

Of easy wind and downy ['dauni] flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep.
But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.

LY ¥ TR - —— e

AHTJIMACKWUH SI3bIK

KHUFA AASl YTEHMA
g

CTPAHHO

VIPAKE
KpViHeHHe

3d.: IyIIHCTEIH CHET

ofeniaHuA, KOTOPEIE
HYXKHO CIEPHATE

Read the poem again and then describe the picture the poet sees. You
may add to it some details, think of what the poet could see, hear, smell,

and feel.



B S5, 6 U7 Knaccax WKONbHUKKU 3HAKOMATCA
CO CTUXamu He meHee 30 aBTOpOB.

Alan Alexander Milne

Christina Rossetti

Robert Graves Walter de la Mare



KHura ana uteHua (8 knacc)

A.E. Houseman (1859-1936): Loveliest of Trees, the Cherry Now
Robert Frost (1874-1963): Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening
George Gordon Byron (1788-1824): She Walks in Beauty

Robert Browning (1812-1889): Home-Thoughts from Abroad

W.B. Yeats (1865-1939): Song of Wandering Aengus

William Shakespeare (1564-1616): Sonnet 18

Edward Thomas (1878-1917): Adlestrop
William Wordsworth (1770-1850): Daffodils




KHura ana uteHua (9 knacc)

James Henry Leigh Hunt (1784-1859): Jenny Kissed Me
Hartley Coleridge (1796-1849): Song

Robert Burns (1759-1796): A Red, Red Rose

Charles Kingsley (1819-1875): Young and Old

William Allingham (1824-1889): Four Ducks on a Pond
Alice Meynell (1847-1922): At Night

Charlotte Mew (1869-1928): | So Liked Spring

AHTJIMMCKHUA 93bIK

John Masefield (1878-1967): Sea-Fever
Walter de la Mare (1873-1956): Silver

Edward Thomas (1878-1917): Thaw



Alice Meynell
239 ®ge Poet of Poets, 1847 - 1922 -85 @¢e

At Night
To W.M.

Home, home from the horizon far and clear,
Hither the soft wings sweep;
Flocks of the memories of the day draw near
The dovecote doors of sleep.
Oh, which are they that come through sweetest light
Of all these homing birds?
Which with straightest and the swiftest flight?
Yours words to me, your words!




BO3MOXHbIX BapUaHT
MHTEepnpeTauumu CTUXOTBOPEHMUSA

In the evening the poet remembers the day that
has passed and compares her memories with
birds coming back home. She says that above all
and with the greatest pleasure she remembers
what the man she loves said to her.



James Henry Leigh Hunt
239 8¢e Poet of Poets, 1784 — 1859 -39 @ee

Jenny Kissed Me

Jenny kissed me when we met,
Jumping from the chair she sat in;
Time, you thief, who loves to get
Sweets into your list, put that in!
Say I'm weary, say I'm sad,
Say that health and wealth have missed me,
Say I'm growing old, and add,
Jenny kissed me.




Mgl BuIeNN, KaK BpEMEHU pyKa
CpeiBaer Bce, BO YTO PANMTCS BpEMs,
Kak cHocar GalliHio ropayio Beka

U pymmr mean ThicsueneTuii opems,
Kak naap 3a naapi0 y npuOpeKHbIX CTpaH
3axBaTbIBaeT 3€MJIIO 3bI0b MOpPCKas,
Mex Tem Kak cymia rpaduT okeaH,
Pacxon npuxonoM MOIHBIM MOKpPbIBAs,
Kax npo0eraer aneii Kpyrosopor

U xoponescTea OGnu3aTcsa K pacnazny...
Bce roBoput 0 ToM, 4T0 Yac NpodLET —
U BpemMsa yHeceT MO0 OTPazy.

A 310 — cmeprts!.. [lewanen moii ynen.
Kakum s Xpynkum c4acTbeM oBliazien!

Vuneam Hlekcnup 1564-1616

THE NORTH SHIP

_ XXVI

|| This is the first thing

| I have understood:

' Time is the echo of an axe
Within a wood.

,Ai .'n
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[lo Bonpocam npuobpeteHua obpallaTthes:
sales@rosuchebnik.ru, 8-800-700-64-83

3a UHPOpPMaLUOHHOU M METOAUYECKOW NOALAEPXKKOU
obpawartbea: language@rosuchebnik.ru

B NOMOLLb YHUTENIO U YHEHUKY:
MaTepuanbl K ypokam, pabovme nporpammeil,
BeOuHapb!, KOHKYPCbI U akuuu pocy4ebHuKk.pd/meton

ONeKTPOHHbIE hopMbl Y4EOHUKOB,
QNEeKTPOHHbIE MaTepuanbl U CEPBUCHI:
LECTA.ru, 8-800-555-46-68

AyamnonpunoXxeHua OOCTYNHbI Ha cauTe:
pocy4ebHuk.pdh/audio
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bnarogapum 3a BHMMaHue!
[lpurnawaem K cotpygHudecTBy!

https://drofa-ventana.ru/
https://lecta.ru/
https://book24.ru/



