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Mecmo pabomout, 0onxcnocmo: I'BIIOY MO «llasnoso-Ilocaockuii
mexHuxkym», 2. Ilasnoeckuii Ilocao, Mockoeckasa odaacme,
npenooasameiu UHOCHPAHHO20 A3bIKA.

Ilenesasn ayoumopusa: cmyoenmut 1-3 Kypcoe Hea3blK08bIX CHeYUAIbHOCH L.

MeTtoaunueckasi pa3padoTKa MO3ITHYECKOT0 Beyepa
"THE BEAUTY OF POETRY"

He.]'lb: HpOBepI/ITB HAaBBbIKU 1 YMCHUA MOHOJIOTUYECKON peun.

3agaum:

- OTpa6OTKa 3BYKOB aHTJINNCKOrO A3bIKa, CTPEMIICHUC K COBCPIICHCTBY
IMPOU3HOIICHUA HA aHTJIUHCKOM SA3BIKEC,

- AKIOCHTYAJIN3allhsa BHUMAHUSA HA q)OHCTI/IKG aHTJIUHCKOTO A3bIKA,

— INOBBIICHUC MHTCPCCA YHAIINXCA K YTCHHUTIO PIHOCTp&HHOﬁ I1I033UMH,

— Pa3BUTHE HABBIKOB BBIPA3UTEIILHOIO YTEHUS, KYJIBTYPE PE€UH U KYILTYpE
myOJIMYHOTO BBICTYILICHUS,

— Pa3BUTUC TBOPUCCKOI'O N HHTCIUICKTYAJIbHOI'O IIOTCHIOHWAJIA YIAIIIUXCA,

— CIIOCOOCTBOBATh PAa3BUTHIO IUTEPATYPHOTO BKYCA, XYI0KECTBEHHBIX
APTUCTHUYICCKNX HABBIKOB YYaIllUXCH.

-MIOMYJISIPU3ALMS 3apyO€KHOM IUTEPATYPhl CPEIH IIKOJIbHUKOB.
Annoranus. “We don’t read and write poetry because it’s cute. We read and
write poetry because we are members of the human race. And the human race is
filled with passion.

Medicine, law, business are necessary to sustain life.

...Poetry, beauty, romance, love — these are what we stay alive for.”



«MpbI HE YUTAEM U HE MUIIEM CTUXH, HIOTOMY YTO 3TO MUJIO0. MBI YUTAEM U ULIEM
CTHUXH, IIOTOMY UTO SIBJISIEMCS WICHAMH YEJIOBEYECKOM pachkl. 1 yenoBeyeckas paca
MIOJIHA CTPACTEM.

MenuuuHa, 1opucipyAeHIus, Ou3HeC He0OX0UMBI JIsl TOAIEP KAHUS )KU3HU.
[To33us1, kpacoTa, pOMaHTHKA, JJFOOOBB - BOT ISl YETO MBI OCTAEMCS )KUBBIMH. . . »

KmioueBble cioBa: Poetry, drama, lyrics, sonnets, ballads, limericks, nursery
rhymes.
[Toa3us1, npama, TUpuKa, COHETHI, OalIabl, IUMEPUKCHI, TETCKUE CTUXHU.

Xoa MeponpusaTHSL.

Teachers: Good afternoon, dear guests! Welcome to our English party which is
called «In the English poetry world». The party is devoted to the famous poets of

the past.

Buvixoosm 0seoe gedywux, nauunaemcs nokaz ciaidos npezenmayuu, Ha eé goue

cmydeﬂmw uumaron cmuxomeopenue C nepeeodoM.
— What is poetry? Who knows?

Not a rose, but the scent of the rose.

Not the sky, but the light of the sky.

Not the fly, but the gleam of the fly.

Not the sea , but the sound of the sea.

Not myself, but what makes me

See, hear, feel something that prose cannot

And what it is , who knows?

ITpocmoTp smm3oaa u3 punbma «OOIIECTBO MEPTBBIX TIO3TOBY



Yo Gbl BaM HY roBOpUnH,
CroBa W Maeun CrnocobHbIM3MEHUTb MUP.

Bexymmii: Poetry has always been one of the most favourite kinds of literature in

England.

HepeBou‘mK: I1oa3us BCCraa OblL1a OJHUM H3 CaMbIX JTFOOMMBIX BHUIOB

auTepaTypsl B AHIIIUN.

Bexymmii: English poetry has a lot of different styles: drama and lyrics, sonnets

and ballads, limericks and nursery rhymes for children.

HepeBonqu: AHTIHICKas 033U UMEET MHOTO Pa3INIHbIX CTHUJICH: ApamMa u

JIMPpHUKA, COHCTBI 1 6aJIJ'Ia,Z[BI, JIMMCPUKH U JCTCKUC CTHUIIKU.

Bexymmii: What is a nursery rhyme? A nursery rhyme is a poem for young

children in Britain and in other countries .

IMepeBogunk: Uto Takoe aerckas mo33usi? J[eTCKuil CTUIIIOK-3TO MaJICHbKOE

CTUXOTBOPCHHUC. Me1 mnpeajaracMm IocCiIymarb HCKOTOPLBIC N3 HUX.

Benymuii: What is a nursery rhyme? A nursery rhyme is a poem for young

children in Britain and in other countries .

ITepeBoguuk: Uto Takoe aerckas mo33us’? JIeTCKui CTUIIOK-3TO MaJICHbKOE

CTUXOTBOPCHHUC. Mpl npeajaracMm 1mmocCiiymarb HCKOTOPLBIC N3 HUX.

Cmyoenmol uumarom oemcKue Cmuxu ¢ nepesooom.



Pussy - cat

Pussy - cat, pussy - cat,

Where have you been?

I’ve been to London to look at the

Queen.

Pussy-cat, pussy-cat,

What did you do there?

| frightened a little mouse under her chair.
Humpty Dumpty

Humpty Dumpty sat on the wall

Humpty Dumpty had a great big fall

All the kings horses

And all the kings men

Couldn't put Humpty together again



Bexymmii: And what is a limerick? A limerick is a kind of a witty, humorous

and sometimes nonsense poem.

HepeBogunk: Uto Takoe TuMHUPUK? JIMMEPUK-ITO CBOETO POjJa OCTPOYMHOE,

IOMOPUCTHUYCCKOC, a4 MHOT' 1a U 0eCCMBICIIEHHOE CTUXOTBOpPCHHUC.
There was a young lady of Niger
There was a young lady of Niger
Who smiled as she rode on a tiger
They returned from the ride
With the lady inside
And the smile on the face of the tiger.
The Wise Men of Gotham.
The Wise Men of Gotham
Went to sea in a bowl;
If the bowl had been stronger,
My story
Would have been longer.

Bexymmii: Now we hear fascinating sounds of Scottish national musical

instrument. Do you know how this musical instrument is called?

IHepeBogunk: MpbI CABIIIMM 3aBOPAKUBAOIIME 3BYKH IIOTJIAHACKOTO

HallMOHAJIbHOI'O MY3bIKAJIbHOI'O HHCTPYMCHTA. I[a, 9TO BOJIBIHKA.

Bexymmii: Robert Burns was a remarkable Scottish lyric poet, glorified true love,

friendship and motherhood.



IlepeBogunk: PoOept bepHc ObLT 3aMedaTeIbHBIM IOTAAHICKUM JTUPUIECKUM

MOATOM, MPOCTABUBIIUM UCTUHHYIO JIIOOOBB, IpYyk0y U Poauny.
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;

A-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.

Farewell to the mountains high cover’d with snow;
Farewell to the straths and green valleys 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;
A-chasing the wild deer, and following the roe,

My heart’s in the Highlands wherever I go.



Bexymmii: One more famous English poet is William Blake. He wrote one of the

greatest poem of English literature - “Tyger”.

IlepeBogunk: FEmie oAWMH W3BECTHBINM AHTIIUMUCKUANM MNO3T-YuibaMm bieiik. On

Hamucasa OAHO U3 BEIWYANIINX CTUXOTBOPEHUM aHTJIMICKON tuTepaTypsl - "'Turp".
Tyger!

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright In the forests of the night, What immortal hand or

eye Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies Burnt the fire of thine eyes? On what wings dare he

aspire? What the hand dare seize the Fire?

And what shoulder, and what art, Could twist the sinews of thy heart? And when
thy heart began to beat, What dread hand? and what dread feet?

What the hammer? what the chain? In what furnace was thy brain? What the anvil?
what dread grasp Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears, And water'd heaven with their tears, Did

he smile his work to see? Did he who made the Lamb make thee?

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright In the forests of the night, What immortal hand or

eye, Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?



3eyuum nromuesas nromuesas mysvika 15-16 eexa

Bexymmii: What unusual music we hear. Do you know anything about it? Yes, we
hear the music of the 16th century. The last half of the 16 and the beginning of the
17 centuries are known as the Golden Age of English literature. It was The Age of
Shakespeare»

IlepeBoquuk: Kakyro HEOOBIYHYIO MY3bIKY MBI CIBIIIIUM. Bbl 3HaeTe 4T0-HUOYIH
o Hei? la, mbl ciaplmuM My3bIKy 16-ro Beka. Ilocnennsis monoBuHa 16-ro u
Hayaiao 17-ro BEKOB M3BECTHBI KaK 30J0TOW BEK AHTJIMICKON JIUTEPATypbl. ITO

onuta smoxa Illekcrmpa.

Sonnet 130
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 dun;
| have seen roses damask'd, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.



I live to hear her speak, yet well | know

That music hath a far more pleasing sound:

| grant | never saw a goddess go,-

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet by heaven, I think my live as rare,

As any she belied with false compare.

Bexymmii: They say, that new times are new songs. It is so. But there are works,
which are immortal. Shakespeare’s sonnets apply to such masterpieces. We can

hear Shakespeare’s sonnets in modern songs.

HepeBouqmc: FOBOpSIT, YTO HOBBIC BPCMCHA - 3TO HOBLIC IICCHMU. Tak oHO U eCTb.
Ho ectb IMPOU3BCACHUA, KOTOPLIC 6€CCM€pTHBI. ConeTnl ]_HGKCI'[I/Ipa OTHOCIATCA K
TaKUM HICICBPAM. MBI MOXeM YCIbIIIATh COHCTHI H_IeKcnnpa B COBPCMCHHBIX

oOpaboTKax.

36yuum necHs 6 ucnonnenuu epynnol bu-2 «Eé enasza...» (8onvHulil nepesoo 130

conema Y.lllexcnupa).
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