


ТЕМА: “Robert Burns – the Famous Scotland's bard – poet”

МЕТА:  очікується, що на кінець уроку учні 
· поглиблять знання про життя та творчість Роберта Бернса, традиції Шотландії, пов’язані з іменем поета; 

· розвинуть навички аудіювання, активізують навички усного монологічного  мовлення, виразної декламації віршів, читання; 

·  удосконалять навички самостійної пошукової роботи та роботи у групі, мовну здогадку.

Учні виховуватимуть почуття толерантності,  повагу до культурних надбань народу Шотландії, інтерес до англійської поезії.

ОБЛАДНАННЯ:  комп’ютер, проектор, записи музичних творів, відео фільми в YouTube, роздатковий матеріал.
ФОРМА УРОКУ:  літературний клуб-кафе















	Слайд 1
Назва уроку 























Слайд 2
Члени родини Р.Бернса



(Роздати текст)



Слайд 3
Обкладинка книги


















































(Роздати завдання)


Слайд 4
Завдання 










Слайд 5
Відповіді 





Слайд 6
Цитата 






































Відео 1
Види Шотландії під музику




















































Слайд 7
Відповіді до завдання

Відео 2
Пісня “My Heart’s in the Highlands”.












Слайд 8
Малюнок до вірша про батька



















Слайд 9
Завдання до вірша «My Father was a Farmer»














Відео 3
Фрагмент із кінофільму «Здравствуйте, я - ваша тетя»)
































Відео 4
Пісня  із фільму “Службовий роман”.  























Відео 5 
-караоке пісні “A Red, Red Rose”





































Слайд 10
Малюнок до вірша “O Whistle, an' I'll come to you, my lad”. 


















Слайд 11
Зображення кранахану













Слайд 12
Молитва перед їжею. Автор Р.Бернс










	Хід уроку:
Teacher: Good afternoon, everybody! 
Glad to see you. Dear friends! You are at the meeting of our English Literary Club, dedicated to the great Scottish poet Robert Burns.
I hope that all of you will take an active part in our work.

Teacher: Burns Night traditionally takes place around the birthday of the great Scottish poet, Robert Burns. 
Do you know when do we celebrate Robert Burns’ birthday?

Pupil: We celebrate Robert Burns’ birthday on the 25-th of January.

Teacher: This year, participants will raise a dram on ... (January 25).
 However, in principle, celebrations may be held at any other time of the year. The very first Burns Night was in 1801, when friends of Rabbie came together to commemorate his death a few years earlier. 

Teacher: At the beginning of the Burns’ party the main speakers give a speech remembering some aspect of Burns' life or poetry. 
Let’s listen… 
Who is the bravest?

Pupils: (розповідають біографію поета)

Teacher: And now, let’s read about Robert Burns, his life, his beautiful poems and songs.
(Роздати текст)
Robert Burns
	

	


Robert Burns, Scotland's national poet, was born in 1759, on the 25-th of January in Alloway, in Aurshire, Scotland. His father, William Burns, was a poor farmer. There were seven children in the family, and Robert was the eldest. His father knew the value of a good education, and he tried to give his children the best education he could afford. When Robert was six, he was sent to school, but his school days did not last long as their teacher left the school. Burns’ father employed a tutor for his sons so they got a good education. In 1772 he had to begin working on the farm as his family was poor.

Robert's mother knew many Scottish songs and ballads and often sang them to her son in his childhood. His mother's friend Betty told Robert many fantastic tales about devils, fairies and witches. Bums' mother died in 1820. She lived long and enjoyed the fame of her poet son.

Robert Bums became fond of reading. He read whatever he could lay his hands on. His favourite writers were Shakespeare, Smolett, Robert Fergusson.
Robert Bums began to write poetry when he was fifteen. He composed verses to the melodies of old folk-songs, which he had admired from his early childhood. He sang of the woods, fields and wonderful valleys of his native land. 

Bums published his first volume of poems in 1786 in Scottish Dialect. Their success was complete. And Robert Burns became well known and popular.

When Burns came to Edinburgh, the capital of Scotland, a new edition of his poems was published. But soon Edinburgh society grew tired of him and forgot about the poet.
Two years passed and Robert Bums left Edinburgh and returned to his native village with money enough to buy a farm and  marry Jean Armour, the daughter of a rich master-mason. Burns devoted to Jean many beautiful poems.
Robert Bums' poems were very popular, he always remained poor. He worked hard and destroyed his hearth. His life was short. He died in poverty at the age of thirty - seven in 1796.
The poetry and songs of Robert Burns are famous all over the world.
Robert Bums's poems and verses inspired Beethoven, Schumann, Mendelssohn and other composers who wrote music to them.
The most popular poems of Robert Burns are The Tree of Liberty, My Heart's in the Highlands, A Red, Red Rose and many others.
Teacher: The fortune-teller told that Robin would be famous. And she was right. He became famous not only in Scotland and Great Britain, but all over the world. His life was short, he died at the age of 37. 

Teacher: Let’s recollect the most important dates of his biography.
Match the dates with the facts of R. Burns’ life.
(Роздати завдання)
Task: Match the dates with the facts of R. Burns’ life.
1. 1759   a) Robert was sent to school, but his school days did not last long as their teacher left the school. Burns’ father employed a tutor for his sons so they got a good education.
2. 1765   b) He was born in Alloway, on the 25-th of January.
3. 1772   c) He wrote his first poem “Handsome Nell”. It was written for a girl who worked in the field with him.
4. 1774   d) He had to begin working on the farm as his family was poor.
5. 1786   e) He married Jean Armour, the daughter of a rich master-mason.
6. 1788   f) He published his first volume of poems chiefly in Scottish Dialect.
7. 1796   g) He died on the 21-st of July in Dumfries.
Teacher: Let’s check your answers.
Key: 1.b; 2.a; 3.d; 4.c; 5.f; 6.e; 7.d

Teacher: Robert Burns, widely thought of as the national poet of Scotland, wrote some of the most popular and well-loved Scottish poems of all time. 
Teacher:  Burns is Love. “What  is life, when wanting love?
                                           Night without a morning; 
                                           Love’s the cloudless summer sun, 
                                           nature gay adorning.”
                                                                             Robert Burns

Teacher:  Burns is Love. Love for the Motherland. 
Now, I want you to reconstruct one of the poems written by R. Burns. “My Heart’s in the Highlands”.

 Teacher: But before the reconstruction listen to this poem,  please.

Pupuls: (учні декламують вірш) “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 I wander, wherever I rove,
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.

Farewell to the mountains high covered 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.

Teacher: And now,  let’s  reconstruct this poem. 
Use these lines:
(Звучить тиха музика, учні відновлюють вірш на картках)
	A
	Farewell to the torrents


	B
	wild-hanging woods


	C
	Farewell to the straths


	D
	high covered with snow


	E
	The hills of the Highlands


	F
	Wherever I wander


	G
	the country of worth


	H
	Farewell to the Highlands


	I
	wherever I go


	J
	and following the roe


	K
	a-chasing the deer


	L
	My heart’s in the Highlands




(1 )_________________________________, my heart is not here,
My heart’s in the Highlands, (2)___________________________
A-chasing the wild deer,  (3)_____________________________ -
My heart’s in the Highlands (4) ___________________________.
(5)_________________________________, farewell to the North,
The birth place of valour, (6)_____________________________;
(7)____________________________________, wherever I rove,
(8)_______________________________________for ever I love.
Farewell to the mountains  (9)____________________________;
(10)______________________________and green valleys below;
Farewell to the forests and  (11)___________________________,
(12)______________________________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.
 
Teacher: Please, check your answers.
Key:  1 L , 2 K , 3 J , 4 I , 5 H , 6 G , 7 F ,  8 E , 9 D , 10 C , 11 B ,12 A .


Teacher: Now, listen to the poem and try to sing.(Звучить відео з віршем)


Teacher: 1.What is the main idea of this poem? 
(The main idea of this poem is poet’s love for the Scottish Highlands)
2. What can you say about the Highlands?
(There are a lot of wild deer there.
The mountains are covered with snow.
There are a lot of forests there.
There are torrents and loud-pouring flood.)
3. Do you know what the main occupation of Highlander is?
 (It’s farming, fishing, hunting)

Teacher: Burns is Love. Love for his family. Listen to excerpt from 
«My Father was a Farmer» by Robert Burns

My father was a farmer upon the Carrick border, O,
And carefully he bred me in decency and order, O;
He bade me act a manly part, though I had never a farthing, O;
For without an honest manly heart, no man was worth regarding, O.

Then out into the world my course I did determine, O;
Tho’ to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great was charming, O:
My talents they were not the worst, nor yet my education, O;
Resolved was I, at least to try, to mend my situation, O.

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted fortune’s favour, O;
Some cause unseen still stept between to frustrate each endeavour, O:
Sometimes by foes I was overpowered, sometimes by friends forsaken, O,
And when my hope was at the top, I still was worst mistaken, O.

Teacher:  What is the characteristic that makes this ballad ?

A) the author teaches a lesson in the poem. 
B) the author follows a specific formula of meter. 
C) the author speaks directly to readers in the poem. 
D) the author talks about a specific place in the poem. 

Pupil: The answer is B because ballads are supposed to be rhythmic

Teacher: Robert Burns wrote a lot of beautiful songs. He was called “The greatest songwriter in English literature”. You know and love some of them very much. 

Teacher: R. Burns wrote for the common people. Today we’ll honour the memory of the great poet of Scotland by singing his song. He respected their honest poverty. 
Listen to one of his songs.
(Звучить пісня на слова Р. Бернса із кінофільму «Здравствуйте, я - ваша тетя») “O poortith cauld, and restless love”.)
(Учень танцює під музику)
O poortith cauld, and restless love,
Ye wrack my peace between ye;
Yet poortith a’ I could forgive,
An ’twere na for my Jeannie.
O why should fate sic pleasure have,
Life’s dearest bands untwining;
Or why sae sweet a flower as love
Depend on fortune’s shining?

This warld’s wealth when I think on,
Its pride, and a’ the lave o’t —
Fie, fie on silly coward man,
That he should be the slave o’t!
Her een sae bonnie blue betray
How she repays my passion;
But prudence is her o’erword aye,
She talks of rank and fashion.

O wha can prudence think upon,
And sic a lassie by him?
O wha can prudence think upon,
And sae in love as I am?
How blest the humble cotter’s fate!
He woos his simple dearie;
The silly bogles, wealth and state,
Can never make them eerie.

Teacher: In his poems he glorified true love and friendship.
 Listen to his poem “For The Sake O’ Somebody”. 
( Звучить мелодія із фільму “Службовий роман”. Учні співають)

My heart is sair-I dare na tell,
My heart is sair for Somebody;
I could wake a winter night
For the sake o’ Somebody.
O-hon! for Somebody!
O-hey! for Somebody!
I could range the world around,
For the sake o’ Somebody.

Ye Powers that smile on virtuous love,
O, sweetly smile on Somebody!
Frae ilka danger keep him free,
And send me safe my Somebody!
O-hon! for Somebody!
O-hey! for Somebody!
I wad do-what wad I not?
For the sake o’ Somebody.

Teacher: When you feel true love, but you're not sure how to say the magic words let poetry help!  Listen to his poem “A Red, Red Rose”.
(учні співають пісню “A Red, Red Rose”.)

O, my love is like a red, red rose,
That is newly sprung in June.
O, my love is like the melody,
That is sweetly played in tune.

As fair are you, my lovely lass,
So deep in love am I,
And I will love you still, my Dear,
Till all the seas go dry.

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

And fare you well, my only Love,
And fare you well a while!
And I will come again, my Love,
Although it were ten thousand mile!

Teacher: Robert Burns’ poetry is so much loved by people. What did he write about in his poems?


Pupil:-He wrote about the common people, their life.
-He wrote about his love for Scotland.
-He wrote humorous, ironical, satirical poems.
-He wrote about friendship.

Teacher:  The poet devoted a lot of beautiful and loving poems to people whom he loved. They are full of love, devotion and hope.  Please, listen to Burns’ poem “O Whistle, an' I'll come to you, my lad”.

Teacher:  In one of the variations of this poem the name of heroine was Jeanie, his wife’s name. This is Love’s Beginnings.

(Учні декламують у парі вірш)

I’ll whistle, and you'll come to me, my lassie;
O  I ‘ll whistle, and you'll come to me, my lassie; 
Though father and mother and all should go mad, 
O  I ‘ll whistle, and you'll come to me, my lassie.
	    
     But warily take care, when you come to court me,

	     And come not unless the back-gate be ajar;

	     Then up the back style, and let nobody see,

	     And come as you were not coming to me.

	

	

	 

	     At church, or at market, whenever you meet me,

	     Go by me as though that you cared not a fly;

	     But steal me a blink of your lovely black eye,

	     Yet look as you were not looking at me.

	

	

	 

	     Always vow and protest that you care not for me,

	     And sometimes you may make lightly my beauty a little;

	     But court nat another, though joking you be,

	     For fear that she entice your fancy from me.

	

	

	 


 Teacher: Well, and now let’s speak about  CRANACHAN - a traditional Scottish dessert for Burns Night. Do you know what cranachan is?
Teacher: A classic cranachan is a delicious mix of cream, cheese, raspberries or cherries, porridge or toasted oats and a splash of whisky.

Teacher: This lovely little Scottish dessert is usually wheeled out in January 
by chefs during Burns Night – but with some of the finest soft fruit in the world currently in season.

Teacher: But before eating some of pupils advertise this poem.



(Один з учнів промовляє молитву по рядку, а інші повторюють за ним)
Pupil: “Grace before meal” by Robert Burns

Some hae meat and canna eat,
          And some wad eat that want it;
          But we hae meat, and we can eat,
          And sae let the Lord be thankit.

( Вносять кранахан та пригощають всіх)

Teacher: Our party is over. In conclusion I’d like to say that your work was very good. And your marks are very good and excellent too.
Teacher:  Your homework is: Find the places dedicated to Robert Burns using the Internet. Tell your classmates about them.













 














































У которых есть, что есть, — те подчас не могут есть,
А другие могут есть, да сидят без хлеба.
А у нас тут есть, что есть, да при этом есть, чем есть, —
Значит, нам благодарить остается небо!



But to see her was to love her, 
Love but her, and love forever

There is no such uncertainty as a sure thing
    

ROBERT BURNS (1759—1796)
(Слайд 1 -  портрет Р. Бернса.)
Compere: We begin our party dedi cated to Scotland's greatest poet, Robert Burns.
 The first student: Robert Burns was the most democratic poet of the 18th century. His birthday is celebrated in Scotland as a national holiday.  
Роберт Бернс был самым демократичным поэтом 18 века. Его день рождения отмечается в Шотландии как национальный праздник.
(Слайд 2 -  портрет Р. Бернса.
The second student: Burns is very popular in Russia too. His first poems were translated into Russian at the end of the 18th century.
Russian people admire Robert Burns's poems and songs in the original and in the wonderful translations of Samuel Marshak. Now we’ll tell you about Robert Burns's life.
Бернс также популярен и в России. Его стихи и песни мы знаем в основном в переводе Самуила Маршака.
(Слайд 3 - дом, в котором ро дился Р. Бернс)
The first student: Robert Burns, Scotland's national poet, was born on January 25, 1759, in a small clay cottage at Alloway, in Ayrshire, Scotland. His father, William Burns, was a poor farmer. He built this small clay cottage with his own hands. There were seven children in the family, and Robert was the eldest.
        Роберт Бернс родился 25 января 1759 года в маленьком домике в селении Аллоуэй, графство Айршир, Шотландия. Его отец Вильям Бернс был бедным фермером. Он построил этот дом собственными руками. В семье было семеро детей, и Роберт был старшим из них
(Слайд 4 - Семья Р. Бернса)
The second student: His father knew the value of a good education, and he tried to give his children the best education he could afford. Robert was sent to school at the age of six, but as his father could not pay for the two sons, Robert and his brother Gilbert attended school in turn. When not at school, the boys helped their father with his work in the fields.  When the teacher left, the poet's father taught the children himself.
. Его отец знал цену образования и поэтому он старался дать детям хорошее образование (на сколько это было возможно). Роберт пошел в школу в возрасте шести лет, но его отец не мог платить за двоих сыновей, поэтому Роберт и его брат Гилберт ходили в школу по очереди. После школы дети помогали отцу и работали на ферме. После того, как учитель уехал, отец сам учил детей.
The first student: William   Burns  died   in   February   1784.    Later Robert Burns wrote about his father in his verses
Вильям Бернс умер в феврале 1784 года и позднее Роберт посвятил ему стихотворение
«Был честный фермер мой отец»
(Слайд5 - стихотворение  "My Father Was a Farmer")
	Был честный фермер мой отец
Перевод С.Маршака
	My Father Was A Farmer
By Robert Burns

	Был честный фермер мой отец.
Он не имел достатка,
Но от наследников своих
Он требовал порядка.
Учил достоинство хранить,
Хоть нет гроша в карманах.
Страшнее - чести изменить,
Чем быть в отрепьях рваных!
 
Я в свет пустился без гроша,
Но был беспечный малый.
Богатым быть я не желал,
Великим быть - пожалуй!
Таланта не был я лишен,
Был грамотен немножко
И вот решил по мере сил
Пробить себе дорожку.
 
И так и сяк пытался я
Понравиться фортуне,
Но все усилья и труды
Мои остались втуне.
То был врагами я подбит,
То предан был друзьями
И вновь, достигнув высоты,
Оказывался в яме.
 
В конце концов я был готов
Оставить попеченье.
И по примеру мудрецов
Я вывел заключенье:
В былом не знали мы добра,
Не видим в предстоящем,
А этот час - в руках у нас.
Владей же настоящим!
 
Надежды нет, просвета нет,
А есть нужда, забота.
Ну что ж, покуда ты живешь,
Без устали работай.
Косить, пахать и боронить
Я научился с детства.
И это все, что мой отец
Оставил мне в наследство.
 
О ты, кто властен и богат,
Намного ль ты счастливей?
Стремится твой голодный взгляд
Вперед - к двойной наживе.
Пусть денег куры не клюют
У баловня удачи, -
Простой, веселый, честный люд
Тебя стократ богаче!
	My father was a farmer upon the Carrick border, O,
And carefully he bred me in decency and order, O;
He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne'er a farthing, O;
For without an honest manly heart, no man was worth regarding, O.
Then out into the world my course I did determine, O;
Tho' to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great was charming, O;
My talents they were not the worst, nor yet my education, O:
Resolv'd was I at least to try to mend my situation, O.
In many a way, and vain essay, I courted Fortune's favour, O;
Some cause unseen still stept between, to frustrate each endeavour, O;
Sometimes by foes I was o'erpower'd, sometimes by friends forsaken, O;
And when my hope was at the top, I still was worst mistaken, O.
Then sore harass'd and tir'd at last, with Fortune's vain delusion, O,
I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came to this conclusion, O;
The past was bad, and the future hid, its good or ill untried, O;
But the present hour was in my pow'r, and so I would enjoy it, O.
No help, nor hope, nor view had I, nor person to befriend me, O;
So I must toil, and sweat, and moil, and labour to sustain me, O;
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father bred me early, O;
For one, he said, to labour bred, was a match for Fortune fairly, O.
Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro' life I'm doom'd to wander, O,
Till down my weary bones I lay in everlasting slumber, O:
No view nor care, but shun whate'er might breed me pain or sorrow, O;
I live to-day as well's I may, regardless of to-morrow, O.
But cheerful still, I am as well as a monarch in his palace, O,
Tho' Fortune's frown still hunts me down, with all her wonted malice, O:
I make indeed my daily bread, but ne'er can make it farther, O:
But as daily bread is all I need, I do not much regard her, O.
When sometimes by my labour, I earn a little money, O,
Some unforeseen misfortune comes gen'rally upon me, O;
Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or my goodnatur'd folly, O:
But come what will, I've sworn it still, I'll ne'er be melancholy, O.
All you who follow wealth and power with unremitting ardour, O,
The more in this you look for bliss, you leave your view the farther, O:
Had you the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to adore you, O,
A cheerful honest-hearted clown I will prefer before you, O.


The second student: Robert's mother knew many' Scottish songs and ballads and often sang them to her son in his childhood. His mother's friend Betty told Robert many fantastic tales about devils, fairies and witches. Burns's mother died in 1820. She lived long and enjoyed the fame of her poet son. Some of  Robert  Burns's  lyrical poems became very  popular as songs all over the world, for example "A Red, Red Rose" 
Мать Роберта знала много шотландских песен и часто пела их сыну в детстве. Она прожила долгую жизнь и радовалась славе сына.  Некоторые из лирических стихов Бернса стали очень популярны как песни, например песня «Красная, красная роза».
(Слайд 6 - стихо творений Р. Бернса "A Red, Red Rose")
My Love is Like a Red, Red Rose
0, my luve is like a red, red rose,                        Любовь, как роза, роза красная,
That's newly sprung in June.                                    Цветет в моем саду.
0, my love is like a melodie,                                    Любовь моя - как песенка,
That's sweetly play'd in tune.                                    С которой в путь иду.

As fair thou art, my bonnie lass,                        Сильнее красоты твоей
So deep in luve am I,                                             Моя любовь одна
And I will luve thee still, my dear,                        Она с тобой, пока моря
Till a' the seas gang dry.                                Не высохнут до дна.

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,                            Не высохнут моря, мой друг,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun!                        Не рушится гранит
And I will luve thee still, my dear,                        Но остановится песок,
While the sands of life shall run.                        А он, как жизнь, бежит...

And fare the weel, my only luve!                        Будь счастлива, моя любовь,
And fare the well awhile!                                Прощай и не грусти.
And I will come again, my love.                        Вернусь к тебе, хоть целый свет
Tho it were ten thousand mile!                        Пришлось бы мне пройти!

The first student: Robert Burns became fond of reading. He read whatever he could lay his hands on. His favourite writers were Shake speare, Sterne, Smollett, and Robert Fergusson, a talented Scottish poet (1750—1774). Fergus-son's tragic fate deeply touched Burns. Burns devoted many verses to Fergusson. In 1787, Robert Burns erected a monument over the grave of the Scottish poet Robert Fergusson at his own expense, when the book of his poems was pub lished. Robert Burns began to write poetry when he was fifteen. He composed verses to the melo dies of old folk-songs, which he had admired from his early childhood. He sang of the woods, fields and wonderful valleys of his native land.
Роберт Бернс очень любил читать. Он читал все, что попадало ему в руки. Но особенно он любил произведения Шекспира, Роберта Фергюсса, талантливого шотландского поэта.
Писать Бернс начал в 15 лет. Он воспевал леса, поля и прекрасные долины его родной страны.
(Слайд 7 – стихотворение The night was still )
	И ночь темна, взошла луна
Над древней замковой стеной,
Под песнь дрозда легла роса
Над древней замковой стеной.
Веселый танец светлячков,
Зучит в ночи припев весны
С вечерних зорь до петухов:
"Прекрасны Ирвина сыны".
	 The night was still, and o'er the hill
The moon shone on the castle wa';
The mavis sang, while dew-drops hang
Around her on the castle wa';
Sae merrily they danced the ring
Frae eenin' till the cock did craw;
And aye the o'erword o' the spring
Was "Irvine's bairns are bonie a'."


The second student: After William Burns's death the family moved to Mossgiel, where Robert and his brother Gil bert rented a small farm. The young men worked hard, but the land gave poor crops. The family began to live worse. Just at that time Burns fell in love with Jean Armour and was going to marry her, but the girl's father did not want to have a poor peasant for his son-in-law. Seeing that there was no way for a poor peasant to earn his living in Scotland, Burns decided to sail for Jamaica. To get some money for his passage, he published some of his poems. Six hundred copies of "Poems Chiefly in the Scot tish Dialect" were printed in Kilmarnock in July 1786. Their success was complete. The edition was quickly sold out and Robert Burns became well known and popular.
        После смерти отца семья переехала Моссгил, где Роберт с братом Гилбертом и матерью арендовали небольшую ферму. В это время Роберт влюбился в Джин Армор и собирался на ней жениться, но ее отец не захотел, чтобы его дочь выходила замуж за бедного крестьянина. Поняв, что в Шотландии он не сможет заработать на достойную жизнь, Роберт решил переехать на Ямайку. Чтобы заработать деньги на дорогу, Бернс опубликовал некоторые из своих стихов. Сборник издали тиражом 600 экземпляров, он имел огромный успех и Роберт сразу стал знаменит.
(Слайд 8 - памятник Р. Бернсу в деревне Аллоуэй (графство Эршир)
 The first student: Instead of going to Ja maica, Burns went to Edinburgh, the capital of Scotland. He had received a letter from several Edinburgh scholars, who praised his verses and invited him to come to the capital. In Edinburgh Burns was welcomed as one of the "wonders of the world". A new and enlarged edition of his poems was the result. But soon Edinburgh so ciety grew tired of him and forgot about the poet.
Robert Burns left Edinburgh and returned to his native village with money enough to buy a farm and marry Jean Armour, his "Bonnie Jean". Burns devoted to Jean many beautiful poems, such as "I Love My Jean", "It Is Na, Jean, Thy Bonnie Face" and many others.
        Вместо Ямайки Роберт отправляется в Эдинбург, столицу Шотландии. Там его принимали как одно из чудес света и вскоре, вышло второе, расширенное издание его стихов. Когда Бернс надоел столичному обществу, его все позабыли. Тогда Роберт возвращается в свою родную деревню, имея достаточно денег, чтобы жениться на своей возлюбленной Джин Армор.
(Слайд 9 – стихотворение   On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells )
	Живет девчонка за рекой
	On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells

	Живет девчонка за рекой,
Не описать ее лица.
Нет краше девушки такой.
Сияют у неё глаза.
        Милей, чем ранняя заря,
        Лишь Феб окрасит небеса,
        Как капельки росы горят,
        Сияют у неё глаза.
Стройна, как ясень молодой,
Там, где прибрежная коса,
Умыт живительной водой.
Сияют у неё глаза.
        Она невинна, как бутон,
        На лепестках дрожит роса,
        Раскрылся ранним утром он.
        Сияют у неё глаза.
Ее лицо - как май весной,
Зари вечерней полоса
И щебет птиц в глуши лесной.
Сияют у неё глаза.
     Ее волос туман хмельной,
     Что с гор спустился на леса
     Вслед за дождливой пеленой.
     Сияют у неё глаза.
Ее чело, как солнца луч,
Когда уже прошла гроза,
Как радуга, меж темных туч
Сияют у неё глаза.
      Ее румянец на щеках,
     Как роз цветущая краса,
     Что на тернистых стебельках.
     Сияют у неё глаза.
Жемчужных зубок белизна,
Как снег подлунный у крыльца,
Журчит ручьем под ним весна.
Сияют у неё глаза.
        Ее вишневые уста
        Манят отведать чудеса,
        Знать, искушают неспроста.
        Сияют у неё глаза.
Ее дыханье  - легкий бриз
Над полем спелого овса,
За море Феб стремится вниз.
Сияют у неё глаза.
    И голос у нее так тих,
    Как птиц вечерних голоса
    Примолкли в гнездышках своих.
    Сияют у неё глаза.
Мне мил не взгляд с шальным огнем,
Не королевская краса,
Но разум, что сверкает в нем.
Сияют у неё глаза.
	On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells;
Could I describe her shape and mien;
Our lassies a' she far excels.
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
   She's sweeter than the morning dawn
   When rising Phoebus first is seen
   And dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn;
   An" she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
She's stately, like yon youthful ash        
That grows the cowslips braes between
And drinks the stream with vigour fresh;
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
   She's spotless, like the flow'ring thorn
   With flow'rs so white and leaves so green
   When purest in the dewy morn;
   An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
Her looks are like the vernal May
When ev'ning Phoebus shines serene,
While birds rejoice on ev'ry spray;
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
    Her hair is like the curling mist
   That climbs the mountain sides at e'en,
   When flow'r-reviving rains are past;
   An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
Her forehead's like the show'ry bow
When gleaming sun-beams intervene
And gild the distant mountain's brow;
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
   Her cheeks are like yon crimson gem,
   The pride of all the flowery scene,
   Just opening on its thorny stem;
   An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
Her teeth are like the nightly snow
When pale the morning rises keen,
While hid the murmuring streamlets flow;
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
   Her lips are like yon cherries ripe
   Which sunny walls from Boreas screen;
   They tempt the taste and charm the sight;
   An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
Her breath is like the fragrant breeze
That gently stirs the blossom'd bean,
When Phoebus sinks behind the seas;
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
   Her voice is like the ev'ning thrush
   That sings on Cessnock banks unseen,
   While his mate sits nestling in the bush;
   An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
But it's not her air, her form, her face,
Though matching beauty's fabled Queen;
'Tis the mind that shines in ev'ry grace,
An' chiefly in her rogueish een.


The second student: Though Burns's poems were very popular, he always remained poor. He worked hard on his farm. But in 1791 Burns went bankrupt and had to sell the farm. He became a customs officer in the town of Dumfries. The work was hard, and it destroyed the poet's health. He died in poverty at the age of thirty-seven. Burns was buried in Dumfries. His funeral was attended by a crowd of ten thousand. They were the com mon Scottish people whom he had loved and for whom he had written his poems and songs.
        Несмотря на то, что стихи Бернса были очень популярны, он всегда оставался бедным. Он много работал на ферме, но обанкротился. Тяжелая работа подорвала здоровье Роберта и он умер в возрасте 37 лет. На его похороны собралась толпа (примерно 10 тысяч) простых шотландских людей, которых он любил и которым он посвящал свои стихи.
(Слайд 10 -  the Monument to Robert Burns at Alloway, in Ayrshire)
 Compere: The poetry and songs of Robert Burns are famous all over the world. Burns is very dear to many Russian people. He was a demo cratic poet. His sympathy was with the poor, he hated the rich and hoped for a better future for the people, for equality and justice for all.
        Стихи и песни Роберта Бернса известны во всем мире. Он был демократическим поэтом. Его симпатии были на стороне бедных, он ненавидел богатых и надеялся на лучшую, справедливую жизнь в будущем.
Now you will hear his most popular poems. Listen to his poem "Is There for Honest Pov erty".
А сейчас вы услышите некоторые известные стихи Бернса.
Compere:   Robert Burns was a revolutionary poet. He wrote many revolutionary poems. "The Tree of Liberty" is the best of them.
Бернс написал много революционных стихов. Одно их лучших среди них «Дерево свободы»
THE TREE OF LIBERTY
Heard ye o' the tree o' France?
I watna what's the name o't;
Around it a' the patriots dance,
Weel Europe kens the fame o't.
It stands where ance the Bastile stood,
A prison, built by kings, man,
When Superstition's hellish brood
Kept France in leading-strings, man.
Let Britain boast her hardy oak,
Her poplar and her pine, man,
Auld Britain ance could crack her joke,
And o'er her neighbours shine, man.
But seek the forest round and round,
And soon 'twill be agreed, man,
That sic a tree cannot be found
'Twixt London and the Tweed, man.
Without this tree, alake! this life
Is but a vale o' woe, man;
A scene o' sorrow mixed wi' strife,
Nae real joys we know, man.  
Wi' plenty o' sic trees, I trow,
The warld would live in peace, man;
The sword would help to так a plough,
The din o' war wad cease, man.
Like brethren in a common cause,
We'd on each other smile, man;
And equal rights and equal laws
Wad gladden every isle, man.
ДЕРЕВО СВОБОДЫ
Есть дерево в Париже, брат,
Под сень его густую
Друзья отечества спешат,
Победу торжествуя.
Где нынче у его ствола
Свободный люд толпится,
Вчера Бастилия была,
Всей Франции темница.
Британский край! Хорош твой дуб,
Твой стройный тополь — тоже.
И ты на шутки был не скуп,
Когда ты был моложе.
Богатым лесом ты одет -
И дубом и сосной, брат,
Но дерева свободы нет
В твоей семье лесной, брат!
А без него нам свет не мил
И горек хлеб голодный.
Мы выбиваемся из сил
На борозде бесплодной.
Но верю я: настанет день, —
И он не за горами, —
Когда листвы волшебной сень
Раскинется над нами.
Забудут рабство и нужду
Народы и края, брат,
И будут люди жить в ладу,
Как дружная семья, брат!
(Слайд 9 - MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS (В горах мое сердце)
Compere: Burns had a deep love for Scot land, its history and folklore.
  Burns  also sings the beauty of his native land.
Бернс очень любил Шотландию и часто воспевал красоту родной природы.
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!
All hail to the Highlands, all hail to the North,
The birthplace of valour, the country of worth!
Wherever I wander, wherever I 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-pour ing floods!
Adieu for a while, I can never forget thee,
The land of my fathers, the soil of the free,
I sigh for the hour that shall bid me retrace
The path of my childhood, my own native place.
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!
 В ГОРАХ МОЕ СЕРДЦЕ
В горах мое сердце... Доныне я там.
По следу оленя лечу по скалам.
Гоню я оленя, пугаю козу.
В горах мое сердце, а сам я внизу.
Прощай, моя родина! Север, прощай, —
Отечество славы и доблести край.
По белому свету судьбою гоним,
Навеки останусь я сыном твоим!
Прощайте, вершины под кровлей снегов,
Прощайте, долины и скаты лугов,
Прощайте, поникшие в бездну леса,
Прощайте, потоков лесных голоса.
В горах мое сердце... Доныне я там.
По следу оленя лечу по скалам.
Гоню я оленя, пугаю козу.
В горах мое сердце, а сам я внизу!
Compere:   Burns was a remarkable lyric poet. In his lyrical poems and songs Burns glorifies true love and friendship.
Бернс был замечательным лирическим поэтом. В своих стихах он воспевал настоящую любовь и дружбу.
F A' THE AIRTS  THE WIND CAN  BLAW
Of a' the airts the wind can blaw,
I dearly like the West,
For there the bonnie lassie lives,
The lassie I lo'e best;
There wild woods grow, and rivers row,
And mony a hill between;
But day and night, my fancy's flight
Is ever wi' my Jean.
I see her in the dewy flowers,
I see her sweet and fair;
I hear her in the tunefu' birds,
I hear her charm the air;
There's not a bonnie flower that springs
By fountain, shaw, or green,
There's not a bonnie bird that sings
But minds me o' my Jean.
ЗАПАДНЫЙ ВЕТЕР
Из всех ветров, какие есть,
Мне западный милей.
Он о тебе приносит весть,
О девушке моей.
Леса шумят, ручьи журчат
В тиши твоих долин.
И, как ручьи, мечты мои
К тебе стремятся, Джин.
Тебя напоминает мне
В полях цветок любой.
И лес в вечерней тишине
Заворожен тобой.
Бубенчик ландыша в росе,
Да и не он один,
А все цветы и птицы все
Поют о милой Джин.
Compere: Robert Burns's poems and verses inspired Beethoven, Schumann, Mendelssohn and other composers who wrote music to them. The best-known cycle of songs to Robert Burns's verses was composed in Russia by Georgi Sviridov.. One of the most popular song by Robert Burns is "Auld Lang Syne». It has now become a parting song at any party or meeting of friends.
Стихи Роберта Бернса вдохновили Бетховена, Шумана, Мендельсона и других композиторов. Одна из самых популярных песен на стихи Бернса -  Старая дружба . Это баллада о старом знакомом, заброшенного судьбой за моря. Ее поют на всех вечеринках, когда встречаются  друзья.
	AULD LANG SYNE
	СТАРАЯ ДРУЖБА 
(Перевод С.Я.Маршака) 

	Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to mind? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

CHORUS: 
For auld lang syne, my dear, 
For auld lang syne, 
We'll tak a cup of kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne! 

And surely ye'll be your pint-stowp, 
And surely I'll be mine, 
And we'll tak a cup o kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne! 

CHORUS: 
For auld lang syne, my dear, 
For auld lang syne, 
We'll tak a cup of kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne! 

We twa hae run about the braes, 
And pou'd the gowans fine, 
But we've wander'd monie a weary fit, 
Sin auld lang syne. 

We twa hae paidl'd in the burn 
Frae morning sun till dine, 
But seas between us braid hae roar'd 
Sin auld lang syne. 

And there's a hand my trusty fiere, 
And gie's a hand o thine, 
And we'll tak a right guid-willie waught, 
For auld lang syne 

CHORUS: 
For auld lang syne, my dear, 
For auld lang syne, 
We'll tak a cup of kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne!
	Забыть ли старую любовь 
И не грустить о ней? 
Забыть ли старую любовь 
И дружбу прежних дней?

ПРИПЕВ: 
За дружбу старую - До дна! 
За счастье прежних дней! 
С тобой мы выпьем, старина, 
За счастье прежних дней. 
Побольше кружки приготовь 
И доверху налей. 
Мы пьем за старую любовь, 
За дружбу прежних дней. 

ПРИПЕВ: 
За дружбу старую - До дна! 
За счастье юных дней! 
По кружке старого вина - 
За счастье юных дней. 

С тобой топтали мы вдвоем 
Траву родных полей, 
Но не один крутой подъем 
Мы взяли с юных дней. 

Переплывали мы не раз 
С тобой через ручей. 
Но море разделило нас, 
Товарищ юных дней... 

И вот с тобой сошлись мы вновь. 
Твоя рука - в моей. 
Я пью за старую любовь, 
За дружбу прежних дней! 

ПРИПЕВ: 
За дружбу старую - До дна! 
За счастье прежних дней! 
С тобой мы выпьем, старина, 
За счастье прежних дней.


Meanings: 
(auld=old; auld lang syne - times gone by; be - pay for; braes - hills; braid - broad; 
burn - stream; dine - dinner time; fiere - friend; fit - foot; gowans - daisies; 
guid-willie waught - goodwill drink; monie - many; morning sun - noon; 
paidl't - paddled; pint-stowp - pint tankard; pou'd - pulled; twa - two.)
	FAREWELL TO ELIZA
	ПЕРЕД РАЗЛУКОЙ 
(Перевод С.Я.Маршака) 

	From thee, Eliza, I must go, 
And from my native shore; 
The cruel fates between us throw 
A boundless ocean's roar: 

But boundless oceans, roaring wide, 
Between my love and me, 
They never, never can divide 
My heart and soul from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 
The maid that I adore! 
A boding voice is in mine ear, 
We part to meet no more! 

But the latest throb that leaves my heart, 
While Death stands victor by, - 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part, 
And thine that latest sigh!
	Прощусь, Элиза, я с тобой 
Для дальних, чуждых стран. 
Мою судьбу с твоей судьбой 
Разделит океан. 

Пусть нам в разлуке до конца 
Томиться суждено, - 
Не разлучаются сердца, 
Что спаяны в одно! 

Оставлю я в родной стране 
Тебя, мой лучший клад. 
И тайный голос шепчет мне: 
Я не вернусь назад. 

Последнее пожатье рук 
Я унесу с собой. 
Тебе - последний сердца стук 
И вздох последний мой.




Слайд 2
Robert Burns (1759 - 1796) Robert Burns was the most democratic poet of the 18th century. His birthday is celebrated in Scotland as a national holiday.
Слайд 3
Burns is very popular in Russia too. His first poems were translated into Russian at the end of the 18th century. Russian people admire Robert Burns's poems and songs in the original and in the wonderful translations of Samuel Marshak.
Слайд 4
Robert Burns was born on January 25, 1759, in a small clay cottage at Alloway, in Ayrshire, Scotland. His father, William Burns, was a poor farmer. He built this small clay cottage with his own hands. There were seven children in the family, and Robert was the eldest. His father knew the value of a good education, and he tried to give his children the best education he could afford. Robert was sent to school at the age of six, but as his father could not pay for the two sons, Robert and his brother Gilbert attended school in turn. When not at school, the boys helped their father with his work in the fields. But when the teacher left the poet's father taught the children himself. William Burns died in February 1784. Later Robert Burns wrote about his father in his verses
Слайд 5
"My Father Was a Farmer " My father was a farmer upon the Carrick border, O, And carefully he bred me in decency and order, O. He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne'er a farthing, O, For without an honest, manly heart no man was worth regarding, O.
Слайд 6
Был честный фермер мой отец Был честный фермер мой отец. Он не имел достатка, Но от наследников своих Он требовал порядка .Учил достоинство хранить, Хоть нет гроша в карманах. Страшнее - чести изменить, Чем быть в отрепьях рваных! Я в свет пустился без гроша, Но был беспечный малый. Богатым быть я не желал, Великим быть - пожалуй! Таланта не был я лишен, Был грамотен немножко И вот решил по мере сил Пробить себе дорожку. И так и сяк пытался я Понравиться фортуне, Но все усилья и труды Мои остались втуне. То был врагами я подбит, То предан был друзьями И вновь, достигнув высоты, Оказывался в яме. В конце концов я был готов Оставить попеченье. И по примеру мудрецов Я вывел заключенье: В былом не знали мы добра, Не видим в предстоящем, А этот час - в руках у нас. Владей же настоящим!
Слайд 7
My Love is Like a Red, Red Rose 0, my luve is like a red, red rose, That's newly sprung in June. 0, my love is like a melodie, That's sweetly play'd in tune. As fair thou art, my bonnie lass, So deep in luve am I, And I will luve thee still, my dear, Till a' the seas gang dry. Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, And the rocks melt wi' the sun! And I will luve thee still, my dear, While the sands of life shall run. And fare the weel, my only luve! And fare the well awhile! And I will come again, my love. Tho it were ten thousand mile! Любовь, как роза, роза красная, Цветет в моем саду. Любовь моя - как песенка, С которой в путь иду. Сильнее красоты твоей Моя любовь одна. Она с тобой, пока моря Не высохнут до дна. Не высохнут моря, мой друг, Не рушится гранит, Но остановится песок, А он, как жизнь, бежит... Будь счастлива, моя любовь, Прощай и не грусти. Вернусь к тебе, хоть целый свет Пришлось бы мне пройти!
Слайд 8
A monument to Robert Burns
Слайд 10
To Miss Isabella MacLeod The crimson blossom charms the bee, The summer sun the swallow: So dear this tuneful gift to me From lovely Isabella. Her portrait fair upon my mind Revolving time shall mellow, And mem'ry's latest effort find The lovely Isabella. No Bard nor lover's rapture this In fancies vain and shallow! She is, so come my soul to bliss, The Lovely Isabella. С утра к цветам спешит пчела, Стрижи над нивой спелой, Но мне мелодия мила Прекрасной Изабеллы. Её портрет в мечтах моих Смыть время не посмело, И вспомню я в последний миг О милой Изабелле. Смешны и Бард, и любодей В фантазии несмелой. Блаженство всей души моей С Прекрасной Изабеллой.
Слайд 11
MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS В горах мое сердце... Доныне я там. По следу оленя лечу по скалам. Гоню я оленя, пугаю козу. В горах мое сердце, а сам я внизу. Прощай, моя родина! Север, прощай, — Отечество славы и доблести край. По белому свету судьбою гоним, Навеки останусь я сыном твоим! Прощайте, вершины под кровлей снегов, Прощайте, долины и скаты лугов, Прощайте, поникшие в бездну леса, Прощайте, потоков лесных голоса. В горах мое сердце... Доныне я там. По следу оленя лечу по скалам. Гоню я оленя, пугаю козу. В горах мое сердце, а сам я внизу! 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! All hail to the Highlands, all hail to the North, The birthplace of valour, the country of worth! Wherever I wander, wherever I 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! Adieu for a while, I can never forget thee, The land of my fathers, the soil of the free, I sigh for the hour that shall bid me retrace The path of my childhood, my own native place. 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!
Слайд 12
Statue to Robert Burns, Stirling, Scotland
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Robert Burns as a cultural symbol of Scotland (1759-1796)
S: Good morning/afternoon dear friends,
Today we have gathered together to commemorate the glorious, dignified and the most prominent Scottish poet of all the times- Robert Burns. Amazingly people admire his works for more than 200 years and still get inspiration and strong emotions. You can ask why we have decided to devote our lesson particularly to Robert Burns, why the poetry of Robert Burns is so famous worldwide.
O: Yes, in simplistic terms Robert Burns is one of the greatest poets who ever lived. Actually the poetry of Robert Burns inspires millions of readers not only in English speaking countries but all over the world. Ask anyone outside Scotland, what they associate most with Scotland and you will probably get a variety of answers like Tartan, Kilt, Thistle, Bagpipes, Tattoo, and Robert Burns of course.
Now we are going to present some of the most famous symbols of Scotland.
PRESENTATION
 Only Scotland could inspire Robert Burns to write so many wonderful poems about his country.  He felt a special bond with the Highlands, with its high mountains and wild lochs. Now I’d like you to listen to the most famous, I should say, his masterpiece “My heart’s in the Highlands”.
“My Heart’s in the Highlands” (poem).
Background (pictures of the Highlands, NO MUSIC!)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=g9Rsle5ehgo&feature=related
	[bookmark: 8eca9957c1be07f4f7b862cb3527f099941467a8][bookmark: 0]My heart is in the Highlands
	

	Chorus
	

	My heart is in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
	Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

	My heart is in the Highlands a-chasing the deer,
	The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.

	A-chasing the wild deer and following the roe –
	Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow,

	My heart is in the Highlands, wherever I go!
	Farewell to the broad valleys and green valleys below,

	Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
	Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods,

	The birthplace of valour, the country of worth!
	Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods!


 So how can we define the significance and impact of Robert Burns in Cultural History of Scotland?
S: Actually, Robert Burns is a representative not only of Scotland's historic roots but of modern Scotland as well. His impact into the cultural history of the country is incredible. His poems and songs not only demonstrate his genius, common identity and worldwide fame, but also rise the readers’ imagination, fuel the hearts, and depict life in Scotland in the 18th century. Robert Burns is a national hero and a cultural icon in Scotland. After passing by more than two centuries, the glory of Robert Burns is still immortal.
In 2009 he was chosen the Greatest Scot, through a poll conducted by Scottish television channel STV.
Why does the poetry of Robert Burns inspire not only common readers but also prominent writers and musicians? What makes his lyrics so special and actual nowadays?  
 
O: Robert Burns is a living tradition. His poems reflect deep feelings and emotions and describe the eternal topics such as friendship, love, compassion, empathy, patriotism and humanism. The art of Robert Burns has inspired many outstanding writers and musicians, including John Steinbeck, Jerome Salinger, Bob Dylan and even Michael Jackson. When asked the source of his greatest creative inspiration, Bob Dylan selected "A Red, Red Rose" by Robert Burns as the lyric that had the greatest impact on his life.
 "A Red, Red Rose" is one of the best love poems of all time. Now you can listen to Burns's wonderful avowal of passionate love-  
A Red, Red Rose by Robert Burns (Song)
(Background pictures, NO MUSIC)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZGckB16HMY0
	[bookmark: 15339f30d6ea2078b29c228afb1a7518cf5ce3e4][bookmark: 1]Oh, my love is like a red, red rose
	Любовь, как роза, роза красная,

	that's newly sprung in June
	Цветет в моем саду.

	and my love is like the melody
	Любовь моя – как песенка,

	that's sweetly played in tune
	С которой в путь иду.

	And you're so fair, my lovely lass,
	Сильнее красоты твоей

	and so deep in love am I
	Моя любовь одна.

	that I will love you still, my dear,
	Она с тобой, пока моря

	till all the seas run dry.
	Не высохнут до дна.

	Till all the seas run dry, my dear,
	Не высохнут моря, мой друг,

	and the rocks melt with the sun!
	Не рушится гранит,

	And I will love you still, my dear,
	Не остановится песок,

	while the sands of life shall run.
	А он, как жизнь, бежит…

	And fare you well, my only love!
	Будь счастлива, моя любовь,

	And fare you well, awhile!
	Прощай и не грусти.

	And I will come again, my love,
	Вернусь к тебе, хоть целый свет

	though it were ten thousand miles!
	Пришлось бы мне пройти!


S: Robert Burns also became a source of inspiration to the founders of democratic, liberal and socialist movements around the world. A good illustration of his influence can be found in these lines from one of his poems about the worth of the individual: "The rank is but the guinea’s stamp, / The man’s the gowd [gold] for a’ [all] that!" (He was saying that the common man is as good as any king or lord).
 Are there any examples to prove that the poetry of Robert Burns influenced the liberalization of the society? 
O; Yes, for instance, the American president Abraham Lincoln had a lifelong admiration for the works of Robert Burns. It is considered  that the poet’s verse “A Man's A Man For All That“ played a key role in helping Lincoln win the American civil war and abolish slavery.
In fact, it is one of the most poignant of Burns' songs, which draws stark comparison between the rich nobility and the poor peasant. Lets sing a song “A Man's A Man For All That” altogether.
A Man's A Man For A' That (Song)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b2pGWkjwOBw&feature=related
(1.22)
	[bookmark: 984a88db2c6a7a3bf7c61584c944626fec95bc61][bookmark: 2]Is there for honest Poverty,
	Is there for honest poverty

	That hings his head, an' a' that;
	That hangs his head, and all that?

	The coward slave-we pass him by,
	The coward slave, we pass him by

	We dare be poor for a' that!
	We dare be poor for all that!

	For a' that, an' a' that.
	For all that, and all that,

	Our toils obscure an' a' that
	Our toils obscure, and all that,

	The rank is but the guinea's stamp,
	The rank is but the guinea's stamp,

	The Man's the gowd for a' that.
	The man's the gold for all that.

	What though on hamely fare we dine,
	What though on homely fare we dine,

	Wear hoddin grey, an' a that;
	Wear course grey woolen, and all that?

	Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine;
	Give fools their silks, and knaves their wine

	A Man's a Man for a' that:
	A man is a man for all that.

	For a' that, and a' that,
	For all that, and all that,

	Their tinsel show, an' a' that;
	Their tinsel show, and all that

	The honest man, tho' e'er sae poor,
	The honest man, though ever so poor,

	Is king o' men for a' that.
	Is king of men for all that.


Честная бедность
	[bookmark: 773dab2bcdb6da136e9b5976ff466c7b6a3b1c1d][bookmark: 3]Кто честной бедности своей
 Стыдится и все прочее,
 Тот самый жалкий из людей,
 Трусливый раб и прочее.
 
	Король лакея своего
 Назначит генералом,
 Но он не может никого
 Назначить честным малым.

	При всем при том,
При всем при том,
Пускай бедны мы с вами,
Богатство -
Штамп на золотом,
А золотой -
Мы сами!
	При всем при том,
При всем при том,
Награды, лесть
И прочее
Не заменяют
Ум и честь
И все такое прочее!

	Мы хлеб едим и воду пьем,
 Мы укрываемся тряпьем
 И все такое прочее,
 А между тем дурак и плут
 Одеты в шелк и вина пьют
 И все такое прочее.
	Настанет день и час пробьет,
 Когда уму и чести
 На всей земле придет черед
 Стоять на первом месте.

	При всем при том,
При всем при том,
Судите не по платью.
Кто честным кормится трудом,
Таких зову я знатью,
	При всем при том,
При всем при том,
Могу вам предсказать я,
Что будет день,
Когда кругом
Все люди станут братья!

	 Вот этот шут - природный лорд.
 Ему должны мы кланяться.
 Но пусть он чопорен и горд,
 Бревно бревном останется!
	

	При всем при том,
При всем при том,
Хоть весь он в позументах, -
Бревно останется бревном
И в орденах, и в лентах!
	


S: Do you know that Burns supported women’s rights and shared the view of gender equity and social justice in the society?  Burns was a freethinker and a man ahead of his time:  on the eve of the French Revolution, he was already writing "The Rights of Woman".  
"The Rights of Woman" (poem)
	[bookmark: a43de7e210e65c8388ebcdbff0faf9f06372db16][bookmark: 4]While Europe's eye is fixed on mighty things,
	

	The fate of empires and the fall of kings;
	

	While quacks of State must each produce his plan,
	

	And even children lisp the Rights of Man;
	

	Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention,
	

	The Rights of Woman merit some attention.
	

	First, in the sexes' intermixed connection
	

	One sacred Right of Woman is Protection:
	

	The tender flower, that lifts its head elate,
	

	Helpless must fall before the blasts of fate,
	

	Sunk on the earth, defaced its lovely form,
	

	Unless your shelter ward th' impending storm.
	

	Права женщины
	

	1 Европы взгляд прикован с изумленьем
К судьбе империй, королей паденью,
И государства сотрясаются от века,
Лепечут дети: Право Человека.
Позвольте мне средь суеты убогой
О Праве Женщин помянуть немного.
        
Во-первых, право, что давно забыто,
Святое Право Женщины - Защита.
Как нежный и ликующий цветок
Не может одолеть суровый Рок,
Когда мечты и чаянья разбиты,
Когда от бури нет ему защиты.
	2 Второе Право Женщины - Вниманье,
Достойно так же здесь упоминанья,
И души чуткие лелеют право это,
Умрут, но не нарушат этикета.
Бывали дни, когда и в самом деле
Царила в мире грубость без предела,
Кураж, попойки, бранные слова,
Тогда попрали женщины права.
Спасибо звездам! Варварских времен
Исчез и след (здесь каждый - джентльмен)
И, верно, (мы надеемся на это)
Такое поведенье канет в Лету.

	И третье Право - не последнее из списка,
Оно для сердца женского так близко,
Что даже Права Королей священней -
Великое, простое Восхищенье!
[В блаженной сфере воскресает вновь
Жизнь жизни - бесконечная любовь].
Улыбок, слёз и пылких вздохов шквал,
Кто б перед этим сонмом устоял?
Коль Красота предстанет в дивном платье,
Кто сможет воспротивиться объятьям?
Довольно королей и конституций,
Кровавых потасовок, революций,
Единому Величеству по праву,
Величью Женщины поем мы славу!!
	 


O: Another interesting fact about the poetry of Burns is his compassion not only to human beings but to all living creatures.  It’s unbelievable but he immortalized mice and insects—long before Walt Disney! There is a curious story behind that. One day whilst ploughing a field, he noticed that he had disturbed the nest of a small field mouse. This clearly upsets Burns. He then wrote down his thoughts in simple verse about fragility of life, destruction he had caused, his guilt and his sorrow.
Background Music
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AS5VqxDAf1I
“To a mouse” (poem)
	[bookmark: 780ee98d45631815634f3da8838755995b75af06][bookmark: 5]To a mouse
	Полевой мыши, гнездо которой разорено моим плугом

	Small, sleek, cowering, timorous beast,
	Зверек проворный, юркий, гладкий,

	O, what a panic is in your breast!
	Куда бежишь ты без оглядки,

	You need not start away so hasty
	Зачем дрожишь ты в лихорадке, За жизнь свою?

	With hurrying scamper!
	Не трусь, - тебя своей лопаткой Я не убью.

	I would be loath to run and chase you
	Я понимаю и не спорю

	With murdering plough-staff.
	Что человек с природой в ссоре,

	I'm truly sorry man's dominion
	И всем живым несет он горе  Внушает страх, -

	Has broken Nature's social union,
	Хоть все мы смертные и вскоре  Вернемся в прах

	And justifies that ill opinion
	Пусть говорят: ты жнешь, не сея.

	Which makes thee startle
	Но я винить тебя не смею

	At me, thy poor, earth born companion
	Ведь надо жить!.. И ты скромнее, Чем все, крадешь.

	And fellow mortal!
	А я ничуть не обеднею, - Была бы рожь

	I doubt not, sometimes, but you may steal;
	Тебя оставил я без крова  Порой ненастной и суровой,

	What then? Poor beast, you must live!
	. Когда уж не из чего снова  Построить дом

	An odd ear in twenty-four sheaves
	Чтобы от ветра ледяного  Укрыться в нем...

	Is a small request;
	Все голо, все мертво вокруг. Пустынно поле, скошен луг.

	I will get a blessing with what is left,
	И ты убежище от вьюг

	And never miss it 
	Найти мечтал, Когда вломился тяжкий плуг

	
	К тебе в подвал.

	
	Травы, листвы увядшей ком -

	
	Вот чем он стал, твой теплый дом

	
	Тобой построенный с трудом. А дни идут...

	
	Где ты в полях, покрытых льдом Найдешь приют?

	
	Ах, милый, ты не одинок: И нас обманывает рок,

	
	И рушится сквозь потолок На нас нужда.

	
	Мы счастья ждем, а на порог Валит беда...

	
	Но ты, дружок, счастливей нас...

	
	Ты видишь то, что есть сейчас.

	
	А мы не сводим скорбных глаз С былых невзгод

	
	И в тайном страхе каждый раз Глядим вперед.


O: One more example demonstrating love to Nature is the poem To a Mountain Daisy
To a Mountain Daisy (Poem)
Background music
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=M5g2Z2s3TKc&feature=related 
	To a Mountain Daisy
	Горной маргаритке, которую я примял своим плугом

	Small, modest, crimson-tipped flower,
You have met me in an evil hour;
For I must crush among the dust
Your slender stem:
To spare you now is past my power,
You lovely gem.
	О, скромный, маленький цветок,
Твой час последний недалек.
Сметет твой тонкий стебелек
Мой тяжкий плуг.
Перепахать я должен в срок
Зеленый луг

	2.

	Alas it is not your neighbour sweet,
The bonny lark, companion meet,
Bending you among the dewy wet,
With speckled breast!
When upward springing, blithe, to greet
The purpling east.
	Не жаворонок полевой -
Сосед, земляк, приятель твой -
Пригнет твой стебель над травой,
Готовясь в путь
И первой утренней росой
Обрызгав грудь.

	. 3.

	Cold blew the bitter-biting north
Upon your early, humble birth;
Yet cheerfully you sparkled forth
Amid the storm,
Scarce reared above the parent-earth
Your tender form
	Ты вырос между горных скал
И был беспомощен и мал,
Чуть над землей приподымал
Свой огонек,
Но с бурным ветром воевал
Твой стебелек.

	4.

	The flaunting flowers our gardens yield,
High sheltering woods and walls must shield;
But you, beneath the random shelter
Of clod or stone,
Adorns the bare stubble field,
Unseen, alone.
	В садах ограды и кусты
Хранят высокие цветы.
А ты рожден средь нищеты
Суровых гор.
Но как собой украсил ты
Нагой простор!

	5.

	There, in your scanty mantle clad,
Your snowy bosom sun-ward spread,
You lift your unassuming head
In humble guise;
But now the plough-share tears up your bed,
And low you lie!
	Одетый в будничный наряд,
Ты к солнцу обращал свой взгляд.
Его теплу и свету рад,
Глядел на юг,
Не думая, что разорят
Твой мирный луг

	6.

	Such is the fate of artless maid,
Sweet floweret of the rural shade!
By loves simplicity betrayed,
And guileless trust;
Until she, like you, all soiled, is laid
Low in the dust
	Так девушка во цвете лет
Глядит доверчиво на свет
И всем живущим шлет привет,
В глуши таясь,
Пока ее, как этот цвет,
Не втопчут в грязь

	
	

	Such is the fate of simple Bard,
On Life's rough ocean luckless starred!
Unskilled he to note the card
Of prudent lore,
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard,
And whelm him over'.
	Так и бесхитростный певец,
Страстей неопытный пловец,
Не знает низменных сердец -
Подводных скал -
И там находит свой конец,
Где счастья ждал.

	
	

	Such fate to suffering Worth is given,
Who long with wants and woes has striven,
By human pride or cunning driven
To miseries brink;
Till, wretched of every stay but Heaven,
He, ruined, sink!
	Такая участь многих ждет...
Кого томит гордыни гнет,
Кто изнурен ярмом забот, -
Тем свет не мил.
И человек на дно идет,
Лишенный сил

	
	

	Even you who mourns the Daisy's fate,
That fate is yours - no distant date;
Stern Ruin's plough-share drives elate,
Full on your bloom,
Till crushed beneath the furrow's weight
Shall be your doom!
	И ты, виновник этих строк,
Держись, - конец твой недалек.
Тебя настигнет грозный рок -
Нужда, недуг, -
Как на весенний стебелек
Наехал плуг


S: External nature had tremendous charm for him but the theme of love was the red line of Burns art. He has written more from his own heartland his own feelings than any other poet. He was much more acquainted with the secret fountains of passion in the human soul, especially when he had to part with someone he cherished. Now you will listen to the marvelous poems” One fond kiss”,” From you Eliza,”From the Friends and Land I love”
One Fond Kiss (poem)
	[bookmark: 224c7952e73e3af9d7b8d8de55c0eafd4d28896f][bookmark: 7]Burns Original
	Standard English Translation

	1Ae Fond Kiss
	One Fond Kiss

	1

	Ae fond kiss, and then we sever!
	One fond kiss, and then we sever!

	Ae farewell, and then forever!
	One farewell, and then forever!

	Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,
	Deep in heart-wrung tears I will pledge you

	Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee
	Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee

	2

	Who shall say that Fortune grieves him
	Who shall say that Fortune grieves him

	While the star of hope she leaves him?
	While the star of hope she leaves him?

	Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me,
	Me, no cheerful twinkle lights me,

	Dark despair around benights me
	Dark despair around overtakes me.

	3

	I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy
	: I will never blame my partial fancy:

	Naething could resist my Nancy!
	Nothing could resist my Nancy!

	But to see her was to love her,
	But to see her was to love her,

	Love but her, and love for ever
	Love but her, and love for ever.

	4.

	Had we never lov'd sae kindly,
	Had we never loved so kindly,

	Had we never lov'd sae blindly,
	Had we never loved so blindly,

	Never met - or never parted --
	Never met - or never parted -

	We had ne'er been broken-hearted
	We had never been broken-hearted.

	5

	Fare-thee-weel, thou first and fairest!
	Fare-you-well, you first and fairest!

	Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest!
	Fare-you-well, you best and dearest!

	Thine be ilka joy and treasure,
	Yours be every joy and treasure,

	Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure!
	Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure!

	

	From Thee Eliza
	From You Eliza

	1

	From thee Eliza, I must go,
	From you Eliza, I must go,

	And from my native shore:
	And from my native shore:

	The cruel fates between us throw
	The cruel fates between us throw

	A boundless ocean's roar;
	A boundless ocean's roar;

	But boundless oceans, roaring wide
	But boundless oceans, roaring wide

	Between my Love and me,
	Between my Love and me,

	They never, never can divide
	They never, never can divide

	My heart and soul from thee.
	My heart and soul from you

	2.

	Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear,
	Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear,

	The maid that I adore!
	The maid that I adore!

	A boding voice is in mine ear,
	A boding voice is in my ear,

	We part to meet no more!
	We part to meet no more!

	But the latest throb that leaves my heart,
	But the last throb that leaves my heart,

	While Death stands victor by,
	While Death stands victor by,

	That throb, Eliza, is thy part,
	That throb, Eliza, is your part,

	And thine that latest sigh!
	And yours that last sigh!


[bookmark: 8699b3391bc1398bf118b9e5a6605165553979d4][bookmark: 8]
	Burns Original
	Standard English Translation

	Frae The Friends And Land I love
	From The Friends And Land I love

	1.

	Frae the friends and land I love
	From the friends and land I love

	Driv'n by Fortune's felly spite,
	Driven by Fortune's relentless spite,

	Frae my best belov'd I rove,
	From my best beloved I rove,

	Never mair to taste delight!
	Never more to taste delight!

	Never mair maun hope to find
	Never more must hope to find

	Ease frae toil, relief frae care.
	Ease from toil, relief from care

	When remembrance wracks the mind,
	When remembrance wracks the mind,

	Pleasures but unveil despair.
	Pleasures but unveil despair.

	2

	Brightest climes shall mirk appear,
	Brightest climes shall gloomy appear,

	Desert ilka blooming shore,
	Desert every blooming shore,

	Till the Fates, nae mair severe,
	Till the Fates, no more severe,

	Friendship, love, and peace restore;
	Friendship, love, and peace restore;

	Till Revenge wi' laurell'd head
	Till Revenge with laureled head

	Bring our banish'd hame again,
	Bring our banished home again,

	And ilk loyal, bonie lad
	And each loyal, handsome lad

	Cross the seas, and win his ain
	Cross the seas, and win his own!


S: Burns was interested in the culture of Scotland, and collected old folk tales and poems. He said that one day he heard an old songAuld Lange Syne  "from an old man" and wrote it down. Being a writer, Burns revised and compressed it. He found the phrase auld lang syne "exceedingly expressive". It is an old song, of the olden times. The song spread throughout Scotland, where it was sung to mark the end of the old year, and soon to the English-speaking world, where it's sung to mark the New Year.
Auld Lange Syne (song)
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZGBb7IbY56k&feature=related
	[bookmark: 4fe37df2d1779262f127f44fab2d757ffd3410c1][bookmark: 9]Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to min’?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
For auld lang syne?
For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne,
We’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,
For auld lang syne!
	And surely ye'll be your pint-stowp,
And surely I'll be mine!
And we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.
For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne,
We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.


O: Dear guests and participants.  Thanks for your attention and participation. Hopefully, today you have discovered a new side of Scotland and you got inspiration to read more poems of Robert Burns afterwards. Perhaps you will go even further and decide to visit beautiful Scotland one day as seeing is believing!  


Подписи к слайдам:
Слайд 1
SCOTLAND the beautiful
Слайд 2
Tartan Tartan is one of the nation's major symbols. It is recognised all over the world as uniquely Scottish. What makes tartan different from other chequered materials is the history and romance of the Highlands that is woven into every aspect of the fabric.
Слайд 3
Kilt The skirt-like kilt which is familiar to us today evolved in the 18th century . Before that belted plaid was more commonly worn .
Слайд 4
Thistle Alongside tartan and kilt , the thistle is perhaps the most identifiable symbols of Scot land. The thistle has been the national emblem since it was adopted by King James the third, in the 15th century.
Слайд 5
Tattoo T he original meaning of military tattoo was a military drum performance . One of the best known Tattoos is held every August in front of Edinburgh Castle.
Слайд 6
Bagpipe The bagpipe is the national instrument of Scotland and is best represented in the music of the Scottish Highlands .
Слайд 7
Highlands Wild, rugged and remote, the Scottish Highlands are among Europe's last great areas of untamed wilderness.
Слайд 8
With a charm and grandeur of their own, the Highlands are a place where nature rules supreme.
Слайд 9
It is an ancient wilderness of austere rock-hewn landscapes and windswept summits.
Слайд 10
Scotland is a land of scenic beauty and remoteness.
Слайд 11
Snow-capped mountains of Highlands and shining lochs hypnotize by its mysterious views.
Слайд 12
Clean fresh air of Highlands and its crystal pure water is a tonic for the mind and soul.
Слайд 13
Scotland is also a country of breathtaking landscapes of meandering salmon rivers...


Цитаты
«Не разлучаются сердца, 
Что спаяны в одно»
«В крепкой дружбе наша сила. 
Дружбе слава и хвала»
«Мы ловим радости в пути.
Пугливо наше счастье,
Оно исчезнет - и найти
Его не в нашей власти»
«Но лучше труд до изнуренья, 
Чем с жалкой жизнью примиренье»


ХОД УРОКА
I. Сообщение цели урока
     T. Do you like poetry? I’m sure you do. Today we are going to read the poem by the famous Scottish poet Robert Burns. Then you will listen to the beautiful song “My Bonny Lies over the Ocean”. At the end of the lesson you will learn a new quotation.
   II. Фонетическая разминка
   T. First let’s do a phonetic drill. Do you remember the tongue-twister about the ragged rascal? Let’s see which of you can say it quicker. 
III. Ознакомление биографией Р. Бернса.  
T. What do you imagine when you hear the word “Scotland”? The man in tartan kilts, sad and monotonous sounds of bagpipes, gloomy gray castles on rocks , tasteless oatmeal porridge in the morning, heater moors, mysterious  with monsters steaming haggis… And, of course, Robert Burns, Scotland’s national poet.
Robert Burns, Scottish poet and writer of traditional Scottish folk songs was born in Alloway, south-western Scotland , on the 25th of January, 1759. He was the eldest of seven children born to William Burns, a struggling tenant farmer. Burns spent his youth in hard work and poverty. He had only a few years schooling, but was an avid reader, especially of Shakespeare and Robert Fergusson, The talented Scottish poet.
Burns began writing at the age of fifteen, but he was twenty-seven when his first book – “Poems Chiefly in Scottish Dialect” was published in 1786. And it was a great success. A sense of liberty and patriotic feelings are the animating force of his genius.
But the name of Robert Burns is still alive. Every year on January 25 (on his birthday) Burns Night is celebrated not only in Scotland but throughout Britain and Scottish-speaking world.
IV. Чтение стихотворения “My Heart’s in the Highland” (упр. 21, с.184)
T. Scotland ! A beautiful  country has inspired Robert Burns to write so many wonderful poems about its countryside and its people… He felt a special bond with the Highlands, with its high mountains and wild lochs. I’d like you to listen and read one of the most famous Burn’s poems about Scotland – “My Heart’s in the Highlands”.
Ученики слушают стихотворение
T. It’s very beautiful, isn’t it? Before reading, let’s learn the new words.
Ученики вместе с учителем разбирают новые слова, данные в сносках.  
T. Try to translate the poem.
Ученики с помощью учителя переводят стихотворение.
T. There is Russian translation of this poem by Marshak. Open your work-book, page 60. Read the poem in Russian, please.  
Ученики вслух читают  стихотворение Маршака.
T. compare the two poems and give the English equivalents to the underlined parts of the Russian poem.  
Ученики находят и читают вслух соответствующие слова из стихотворения.
T. Now read the poem after the speaker, please.
Ученики читают стихотворение сначала за диктором.
T. Read the poem line by line.  
Ученики читают стихотворение по строчкам.
T. Readout the part of the poem you like most of all.
Ученики читают стихотворение по четверостишиям.  
T. Which of you is ready to read the whole poem?
Несколько учеников читают целое стихотворение.
T. Learn the poem by heart for the next Lesson.
V. Прослушивание песни “My Bonny Lies over the Ocean”
T. One of the most famous Scottish songs, known all over the world is “My Bonny Lies over the Ocean”. It’s a song about Prince Charles Edward Stewart who was known as Bonnie Prince Charlie because he was young and good-looking (“bonny” means “good-looking”). You can see his portrait on page 185. He was also Scotland’s national hero. The song is very tender and sad. Let’s listen to it.            
Ученики слушают песню.
T. What pictures can you imagine while listening to the song?
Ученики говорят, какое впечатление произвела на них песня.
T. Let’s read the words of the song and then you will try to sing it all together.
Ученики читают слова песни по четверостишиям, а затем поют все вместе.
VI. Ознакомление с афоризмом (Today’s Quotation, c. 186)
T. At the end of the lesson I’d like you to learn a new quotation. Open your books, page 186. Read the quotation, please.  
Ученики читают афоризм вслух и переводят его
Три самые важные слова, которые вы можете сказать самому себе: Да, я могу.
VII. Итоги урока
T. Our lesson is coming to the end. At home you have to translate the sentences from ex.20 and learn the poem by heart.  
Учитель подводит итоги урока и оценивает работу учеников.
Домашнее задание: L13, ex. 20,21.      


He wanted to be the voice of his country.
Robert Crawford
Robert Burns was a man of great intellect and considered a pioneer of the Romantic movement

   T. Do you like poetry? I’m sure you do. Today we are going to read the poem by the famous Scottish poet Robert Burns. Then you will listen to the beautiful song “My Bonny Lies over the Ocean”. At the end of the lesson you will learn a new quotation.
   II. Фонетическая разминка
   T. First let’s do a phonetic drill. Do you remember the tongue-twister about the ragged rascal? Let’s see which of you can say it quicker. 


V. Прослушивание песни “My Bonny Lies over the Ocean”
T. One of the most famous Scottish songs, known all over the world is “My Bonny Lies over the Ocean”. It’s a song about Prince Charles Edward Stewart who was known as Bonnie Prince Charlie because he was young and good-looking (“bonny” means “good-looking”). You can see his portrait on page 185. He was also Scotland’s national hero. The song is very tender and sad. Let’s listen to it.            
Ученики слушают песню.
T. What pictures can you imagine while listening to the song?
Ученики говорят, какое впечатление произвела на них песня.
T. Let’s read the words of the song and then you will try to sing it all together.
Ученики читают слова песни по четверостишиям, а затем поют все вместе.
VI. Ознакомление с афоризмом (Today’s Quotation, c. 186)
T. At the end of the lesson I’d like you to learn a new quotation. Open your books, page 186. Read the quotation, please.  
Ученики читают афоризм вслух и переводят его
Три самые важные слова, которые вы можете сказать самому себе: Да, я могу.
VII. Итоги урока
T. Our lesson is coming to the end. At home you have to translate the sentences from ex.20 and learn the poem by heart.  
Учитель подводит итоги урока и оценивает работу учеников.







“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 I wander, wherever I rove,
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.
Farewell to the mountains high covered 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.

«My Father was a Farmer» by Robert Burns
My father was a farmer upon the Carrick border, O,
And carefully he bred me in decency and order, O;
He bade me act a manly part, though I had never a farthing, O;
For without an honest manly heart, no man was worth regarding, O.

Then out into the world my course I did determine, O;
Tho’ to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great was charming, O:
My talents they were not the worst, nor yet my education, O;
Resolved was I, at least to try, to mend my situation, O.

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted fortune’s favour, O;
Some cause unseen still stept between to frustrate each endeavour, O:
Sometimes by foes I was overpowered, sometimes by friends forsaken, O,
And when my hope was at the top, I still was worst mistaken, O.






Пісня на слова Р. Бернса із кінофільма «Здравствуйте, я - ваша тетя»
 «Любов та бідність»
O poortith cauld, and restless love,
Ye wrack my peace between ye;
Yet poortith a’ I could forgive,
An ’twere na for my Jeannie.
O why should fate sic pleasure have,
Life’s dearest bands untwining;
Or why sae sweet a flower as love
Depend on fortune’s shining?

This warld’s wealth when I think on,
Its pride, and a’ the lave o’t —
Fie, fie on silly coward man,
That he should be the slave o’t!
Her een sae bonnie blue betray
How she repays my passion;
But prudence is her o’erword aye,
She talks of rank and fashion.

O wha can prudence think upon,
And sic a lassie by him?
O wha can prudence think upon,
And sae in love as I am?
How blest the humble cotter’s fate!
He woos his simple dearie;
The silly bogles, wealth and state,
Can never make them eerie.


Poem “For The Sake O’ Somebody”. 
( Звучить мелодія із фільму «Службовий роман)
My heart is sair-I dare na tell,
My heart is sair for Somebody;
I could wake a winter night
For the sake o’ Somebody.
O-hon! for Somebody!
O-hey! for Somebody!
I could range the world around,
For the sake o’ Somebody.

Ye Powers that smile on virtuous love,
O, sweetly smile on Somebody!
Frae ilka danger keep him free,
And send me safe my Somebody!
O-hon! for Somebody!
O-hey! for Somebody!
I wad do-what wad I not?
For the sake o’ Somebody.

Poem “A Red, Red Rose”.
(Звучить пісня із кінофільму «Шкільний вальс». Учень читає вірш на пам’ять)

«A Red, Red Rose»
O, my love is like a red, red rose,
That is newly sprung in June.
O, my love is like the melody,
That is sweetly played in tune.

As fair are you, my lovely lass,
So deep in love am I,
And I will love you still, my Dear,
Till all the seas go dry.

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

And fare you well, my only Love,
And fare you well a while!
And I will come again, my Love,
Although it were ten thousand mile!


	(слова парубка)
O  I ‘ll whistle, and you'll come to me, my lassie 
O  I ‘ll whistle, and you'll come to me, my lassie 
Though father and mother and all should go mad, 
O  I ‘ll whistle, and you'll come to me, my lassie  

	

	



		 

	O WHISTLE, and I ’ll come to you, my lad,
	

	O whistle, and I ’ll come to you, my lad,
	

	Though father and mother and all should go mad,
	

	O whistle, and I ’ll come to you, my lad.
	

	 
	

	But warily take care, when you come to court me,
	

	And come not unless the back-gate be ajar;
	

	Then up the back style, and let nobody see,
	

	And come as you were not coming to me.
	

	
	

	
	

	 
	

	At church, or at market, whenever you meet me,
	

	Go by me as though that you cared not a fly;
	

	But steal me a blink of your lovely black eye,
	

	Yet look as you were not looking at me.
	

	
	        

	
	

	 
	

	Always vow and protest that you care not for me,
	

	And sometimes you may make lightly my beauty a little;
	

	But court nat another, though joking you be,
	

	For fear that she entice your fancy from me.
	        20

	
	

	
	

	 
	





Grace before meal
Some hae meat and canna eat,
          And some wad eat that want it;
          But we hae meat, and we can eat,
          And sae let the Lord be thankit.


У которых есть, что есть, — те подчас не могут есть,
А другие могут есть, да сидят без хлеба.
А у нас тут есть, что есть, да при этом есть, чем есть, —
Значит, нам благодарить остается небо!
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