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Xon ypoka

Hello everyone. I'm glad to see you again. Welcome to our poem competition.
Today we will to meet some famous poets and their poems. On the blackboard are

some of these poets. Do you know their?
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Hello everyone. I'm glad to see you again. Welcome to our poem competition.
Today we will to meet some famous poets and their poems. On the blackboard are
some of these poets. Do you know their?

Let's start our competition.

(et ynTaroT MOArOTOBIICHHBIE 3apaHEE CTUXOTBOPEHUS)

For example...

1. The Spider and the Fly poem by Mary Howitt

Will you walk into my parlour?" said the Spider to the Fly,

‘Tis the prettiest little parlour that ever you did spy;

The way into my parlour is up a winding stair,

And I've a many curious things to show when you are there."

Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "to ask me is in vain,

For who goes up your winding stair can ne'er come down again."

2. William Shakespeare (Yunbsam Llekcmup)

Winter

When icicles hang by the wall

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail

And Tom bears logs into the hall,

And milk comes frozen home in pail,

When Blood is nipped and ways be foul,

Then nightly sings the staring owl,

Tu-who;
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Tu-whit, tu-who: a merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the parson's saw,

And birds sit brooding in the snow,

And Marian's nose looks red and raw

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,

Then nightly sings the staring owl,

Tu-who;

Tu-whit, tu-who: a merry note,

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Well done!

And now, while the jury defines winners, | would like to offer you to translate
one poem into Russian. Like a russian poem!

let's start.

So. I'm ready to declare winners.

Thank you for your taking part in our competion.

Good bye!
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