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yunTenb anrmickoro sizbika MBOY «Ilomroxkckast CII um. B.A. Ab6pamoBay

BuekiaccHoe MCPOIIPHUATUC B 9 xjacce Ha aHIJIUHCKOM A3BIKC, ITOCBAIICHHOC
tBopuecTBy C.A.Ecenuna “His only love — the birch-print countryside”.

Lenu:

OOpa3oBaTeIbHbIE:

O3HAKOMHUTH y4damuxcsi co cruxamu Cepresi EceHMHa B aHIVIMACKOM U PYCCKOM
BapUaHTAaX;

pPaCIIMPUTh JTUHIBUCTUUECKUN KPYTO30p yUaIINXCS;

yr1yOuTh 3HaHUS TBopuecTBa u 6uorpadun Cepres Ecenuna.

BocnurarenbHele:

BOCIIMTBIBATh Y YYAIIUXCSA ICTETUYECKUI BKYC;

NOJJIEP>KUBATh Y YUAIIUXCS NHTEPEC K U3YUEHUIO ITPEAMETA AHIIIMIUCKHAN A3BIK;
NOJJIEP)KUBATh y YYalllMXCSd HWHTEPEC K M3YYEHUIO KYJBTYpbl CTpaHbl POJHOIO
A3BIKA,;

(GbopMHUpPOBATH TOJEPAHTHOCTh U YBAXKEHHUE K MPEACTABUTEISAM JPYTUX HAPOJOB U
KYJIbTYP.

PassuBaromue:

COBEPILIEHCTBOBATH 00IICyYeOHbIE YMEHUS U HABBIKH,

dbopmupoBaTh (HPOHEMATUYECKHUNA CITYX U IPOU3HOCUTEIbHBIE HABBIKH,

pa3BUBaTh HABBIKK MOHOJIOTHYECKOU PEeYH;

pa3BUBATh HABBIKH BBIPA3UTEIBLHOIO YTECHUS,

pa3BUBATh TBOPUECKHE CIOCOOHOCTH YHAIIUXCS;

pa3BUBaTh NaMATh U BHUMAaHUE;

COBEPILIEHCTBOBATH HABBIK BBICTYIUIEHUS NIEPE] ayAUTOPUEN

Pa3BUTh MOTHUBALMIO K H3YYEHHUIO aHTJIUHCKOIO SA3BIKA.

O6opynoanue cuienbl: moptpeT C.A. Ecenuna.
[Ipn mnpoBeAeHUM MEPONPHUITUS HUCIOIb3YETCS MY3bIKAJIbHOE COMPOBOKICHUE
(My3bIKa, HaMMCaHHAs Ha CTUXU T03TA).

Benymuii: Today we shall speak about our great poet Sergey Yesenin. He was
Russian not only because he was born in this country but he had a really Russian
soul.

S Oyny BocmieBaTh I still shall laud

Bcewm cymiectBoM B moste With all my poet’s power
[Tectyro yacTh 3eMin This one-sixth of the world
C Ha3BaHbeM KpaTkuM «Pychby. Which «Russia» we call.

Beaymmii: “l was born in the village of Konstantinovo, Ryazan Region, on
October 21st, 1895.

At the age of two | was sent to be raised in a well off family of my grandfather on
my mother’s side. My uncles were mischievous and daring. They treat me in rather



severe ways. They and my granddad thought | would grow firm and strong that
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way.

Benymuii: “I was good at climbing trees. Among the boys in the neighbourhood |
was known as a horse breeder and a big fighter, for |1 would always have scratches
on my face. Grandmother loved me devoutly, and her tenderness was boundless. |
started writing poems at an early age, maybe at the age of nine or so. That was the

way my childhood went on.”

VYuenuk 1:
3BE3/1bI

3BE37I0YKHU SICHBIE, 3BE3/bl BHICOKHE!
Yro BBl XpaHute B cebe, UTO
CKpBIBaeTe?

3Be3/1bl, TASIIUE MBICIIH ITYyOOKHE,
Cuiioii Kakoro BbI 1ylly IUieHsieTe?

YacTteie 3BE3/I0YKHU, 3BE3/I0YKHU
TECHbIC!

Uto B Bac mpeKpacHOro, 4ro B Bac
MOT'y4yero?

Yem yBnekaere, 3B€3/1bl HEOECHBIE,
Cuity BEJIMKYIO 3HAHHS )KTy4ero?

W nouyemy Tak, KOrja Bbl CUSETE,
Manute B HE00, B OOBATHS IMUPOKHUE?
CMmoTpute HEXKHO TakK, Cepaue
JIacKaere,

3Be3/bl HeOECHbIE, 3BE3/Ibl JaeKue!

THE STARS

Stars little stars, you’re so high and so
clear!

What have you got in you, so
fascinating?

Stars, deep in thought, so discreet you
appeatr,

What is the power that makes you so
tempting?

Stars, little stars, you’re so dense and
so solid!

What is it that makes you so great and
alluring?

How can you, heavenly bodies, afford
it:

Stirring a thirst and desire for
learning?

Why, as you shine, are you nice and
inviting
Into your wide open arms, on the
instant?
Pleasing the heart, so benign and
enticing,
Heavenly stars, so remote and so
distant!

Benymuii: “When | was eighteen | sent my poems to various magazines and | was
surprised at the fact that they refused to publish them, so | went to Saint
Petersburg. | was given a warm welcome there. The first man | saw was Blok.”

YueHuk 2:

BEPE3A

benas 6epésa

[Tox MOrM OKHOM
[IpuHakpbLIaCh CHETOM,
TouHO cepebpom.

Ha nmymmcTeix BeTkax

CHexHOIo KaitMoi
Pacniyctrimcs xuctu
benoii 6axpoMoti.

U crout Gepéza

B connoli Tumune,
U ropsT cHEXKUHKHU



B 3010TOM OTHE.
A 3aps, JICHUBO
O6x015 Kpyrowm,
OOchInaer BEeTKU
HoBbsiM cepebpom.

THE BIRCH-TREE

Just below my window
Stands a birch-tree white,
Under snow in winter
Gleaming silver bright
On the fluffy branches

Sparkling in a row
Dangle pretty tassels

Of the purest snow.
There the birch in silence
Slumbers all day long
And the snow gleams brightly
In the golden sun.

And the dawn demurely
Going on its rounds
With a silver mantle
Decks again the boughs.

Beaymmii: “At around this time | entered Shanyavsky University where | spent a
year and a half. At the University | got acquainted with poets. And then | went

back to my village.”

VYyenwnk 3:
* k%
Bot oHo, riynoe cuactbe
C OenpIMU OKHaMHU B caf!
[To npyxny nebenem KpacHbIM
IImaBaeT THXWUi1 3aKaT.

30paBCTBYH, 3]1aTOE 3aTHIIIBE,
C tennto Oepessbl B Bojie!
["anouss cTas Ha KpbILIe
City>KUT BEUEPHIO 3BE3/IE.

I'ne-to 3a cagom HecMeno,
Tawm, rae xkajauHa 1BETET,
Hexwnas neByiika B 6eom
Hexnyto necHro mnoer.

Crenercst CUHEIO psICOU

C o1 HOYHOM XOJIOJIOK. ..
I'mynoe, mumnoe cyactoe,
Caexast po30BOCTb Iek!

* k%

There’s the silly elation,

The garden the windows look on!
Soundless sunset reflection
Swims in the pool, like a swan.

Greetings, golden serenity,
Shadows of trees, black as tar!
Crows on the roof, in sincerity,
Hold vespers in praise of the star.

Timidly, over the garden
Where the guelder-rose springs,
A girl in a snow-white garment
A beautiful melody sings.

Like a blue gown, the evening
Cold from the meadow sweeps...
Happiness, sweet silly feeling!
Virginal blush of the cheeks!

Benymwmii: “During the revolution | was on the side of the October, but | accepted
it in my own peasantry way. As for the rest of my personal data they are in my

poems.”

VYyenuk 4:
* Kk *

HwuBbI cxatThl, poly roJiel,



OT BOJBI TYMaH U CHIPOCTb.
Kosiecom 3a cuHu ropsl
CouHIIe TUXOE CKaTUIIOCh.
JpemiieT B3pbITas Jopora.
E¥i cerogss npuMeyTanocs,
YT0 COBCEM-COBCEM HEMHOT'O
Knath 3UMBI ceq0i OCTAJIOCK.
AX, u caM 5 B 4allle 3BOHKOM
YBunai Buepa B TYMaHe:
Perxuii Mecsny xxepeOEHKOM
3anpsirajics B Hallld CaHH.

* * *

Geared the cornfield, bare the boughs
are,

From still waters mist is rolling,
Like a wheel beyond the mountains
Has the silent sun gone bowling.
Dozing is the cart track yonder.

In a daydream it is thinking

One won't have to wait much longer
For the coming of grey winter.
Yesterday as mist came creeping
Did not | see in the darkness

Like a foal the bay moon leaping
Into our snow sledge's harness?

Beaymmii: In autumn 1921 Sergey Yesenin met a famous French dancer Isadora
Duncan. She taught Russian children to dance. In 1922 Yesenin and Duncan
married and went abroad, stopping in Germany, France, Austria, and the United

States.

Yuenuk 5:
Sl HOKWHY pOAUMBIN OM,
["onyOyto octaBuia Pycek.

B tpu 3Be31b1 Oepe3HIK Haa PYAOM
TemmT matepu cTapoil TpyCTh.

30JI0TOIO JIATYIIKOM JIyHa

Pacruracranachk Ha TUXOM BOJIE.
CoBHO I01OHHBIN LIBET, CEANHA

VY ota nposnunacek B 6opoje.

51 HEe cKOpo, HE CKOPO BEPHYCH!

Jlonro neTh U 3BEHETH Iypre.
Crepexér ronyoyro Pych
Crapsblii KJIEH HA OJJTHOM HOTE.

W 4 3Ha10, €CTh pafOCTh B HEM

Tem, KTO TUCTHEB LIENYET N0K/Ib,

OTTOTrO0, YTO TOT CTAPBIN KIEH
['0s10BOI HA MEHS TTOXO0XK.

| left my father's home,

Blue Russia too. Like three
Bright stars the small birch grove
Consoles my mother's grief.

The moon, spread like a frog,
Has on the pond appeared.
Like apple blossom, locks
Of grey fleck father's beard.
Long shall you wait for me,
And many a blizzard blow!
Let the old maple be

On one-legged sentry-go.

To kiss its rain of leaves

Is joy, and none so fine —
The head of the maple-tree
So closely resembles mine.

Benymwmii: He didn’t know any foreign language and was not going to study.
Yesenin told his friends he was afraid to spoil his native language. In his letter to
A. Mariengof he wrote: «...Hukak He enar0 TOBOPHUTh Ha 3TOM MPOKJISITOM
arauiKoM si3bike. KpoMe pycckoro, HUKakoro Jpyroro He mpu3Haro, U IepxKy ceos



TaK, 4TO €XKEJIU KOMY-HHUOYAb JIOOOMBITHO CO MHOM TOBOPUTH, TO MYCTh YUUTHCS

MO-PYCCKU».

Benymuii: He couldn’t live without his Motherland. Europe and America surprised
him and disappointed. In his sketch «lron Myrgorod» Yesenin wrote: «IlycTh MbI
HUIIKE, TyCTh Y HAC TOJIOJ, XOJIO U JIF0JIOCICTBO, 3aTO Y HAC €CTh AyIa, KOTOPYIO
37IECh CIIAJIM 332 HEHAJOOHOCTBIO B apeHAy IO0J] CMEpAsSKOBIIMHY». He returned in

Russia very tired and lonely.

Yyenuk 6:

OTtroBopwuiia poiia 3010Tast
bepe3oBbiM, BECETBIM SI3BIKOM,

W xypasnu, ne4aibHO NPOJETas,
VXK HE KaJelT OOJIbIIE HU O KOM.

Koro xanets? Benp kaxawlii B MuUpe
CTpaHHHUK -

[Ipoiiger, 3alIeT ¥ BHOBb IIOKHHET
JIOM.

O Bcex ylIeamux rpe3uT KOHOTIISTHUK
C mUpOKUM MecsilieM HaJl ToJIyObIM

MPYAOM.

CTOr0 OZIMH cpeii paBHHUHBI T'OJION,

A KypaByiell OTHOCHUT BETPOM B J1aJib,
Sl monmoH aymM 0 IOHOCTH BECETOM,

Ho Huyero B mpomeaniemM MHE He
Kalb.

He xanp MHe IleT, pacTpadyeHHBIX
HaInpacHo,

He xanb gymm cupeHeBYIO 1[BETh.

B camy ropur Kkoctep psOUHBI
KpacHOW,

Ho HMKOro HE MOKET OH COTPETh.

He oOropsr pssiOMHOBBIE KUCTH,
OT KenTU3HbI HE IPOIAJIET TPaBa,
Kak nepeBo poHsieT TUXO JIUCThA,
Tak 51 pOHSAIO TPYCTHBIE CIIOBA.

N eciu Bpemsi, BETpOM pa3MeTasi,
Crpeber ux Bce B OJMH HEHYXHBIN
KOM. ..

CKaXuTe Tak... 4YTO POILa 30J10Tas

OTFOBOpI/IJIa MMUJIBIM A3BIKOM.

The grove of golden trees has fallen
silent,

Shorn of its gay leaves, in mute
silhouette,

And so the cranes in sad file past it
flying

Have no cause any more to feel regret.

For whom, for what? We are all
rovers, starting

Out, coming home awhile, then
traveling on.

The hemp field’s dreaming of all who
departed

And there’s a full moon gazing at the
pond.

| stand alone, the bare expanses
viewing,

While on the wind the cranes are
borne away.

Remembrance of my merry youth
pursuing,

| find nothing | would relive today.

I don’t regret the years that I have
wasted,

| don’t regret the lilac time of life.

A rowan fire is in the orchard blazing
But none shall from its brightness
warmth derive.



Red rowan-berry clusters cannot
scorch you,

The grasses will no yellow and
decline.

As leaves fall softly from a tree in
autumn

So | let fall these mournful words of
mine.

And if time with its breezy broom
should pile them

Into a heap to burn without regret...
Just say this ... that the golden grove
fell silent,

Shorn of its leaves, in pensive
silhouette.

Benymuii: Yesenin died on the night of December 27, 1925 in Leningrad. Shortly
before his death, when he was at hospital he wrote these words:

Yuenuk 7:

Knén Te1 MOM omaBmiuii, KIEH
3aJICJICHEIIbIN,

Yro crowuib
METEIIBIO OCIIOM.
Ny uTo yBUACH, WIIM YTO YCIIbIIIAT,

CJIOBHO 3a JIEpEBHIO TOTYJISATH ThbI
BBIIIEII.

N xak nOpgAHBIM CTOPOXK, BBIMAS Ha
J0pory,

YTonyn B cyrpobe, NPUMOPO3UI
HOTY.

AX, M caM s HBIHYE 4YTO-TO CTal
HECTOMKUM,

He nmovimy no aoMy C JIpyx’eckou
MOIIOMKHU.

Tam oH BCcTpeTun BepOy, TaM COCHY
MPUMETHI,

HameBam uMM mecHH 1OJ MeETEIb O
JeTe.

Cam cebe kazaica s TaKuM JKe
KJIEHOM,

TonpkO0 HE oONDaBIIMM, a BOBCIO
3CJIEHBIM.

W yTpaTuB CKPOMHOCTH, OJIYPEBIIU B
JIOCKY,

Kak sxeHy uykyto oOHMMan OepesKy.

Kak xeny uyxyto oOHUMaN 6epesKy.

HAaIrHyYBIIHUCb o g

Maple bare of foliage, freezing in the
snowstorm,

Why are you bent over as the wind is
blowing?

Have you witnessed something?
Have you heard some tidings?

It's as if beyond the village you've
gone striding.

Like a drunken watchman, straying
off the roadway,

In a drift you tumbled, now your leg
is frozen.

| too am unsteady on my feet, |
thinking,

And | can't get home when | have
been out drinking.

Here | met a willow, there a pine |
greeted,

To a song of summer both of them |
treated.

I'd a feeling | too was a maple like
you,

Not bare and bald one, but bright
green and thriving.

By both common sense and modesty
deserted,

In a lustful freeze | embraced a birch-
tree.

m

Benymmii: Yesenin’s poems were translated into many languages. His poetry’s
music is exciting. Russia was his only love and passion.



Vuyenuk 8:

He »xanero, He 30By, HE TJ1a4y,

Bcé mpoitaer, kak ¢ Oenbix s0J0HB
JTBIM.

VYBsiaHbs 30JI0TOM OXBauyCHHBIN,

S He Oyny O0JIbIIIE MOJIOABIM.

TrI TeTieps HE TaK YK Oymenrb OUThC,
Cep/tie, TPOHYTOE XOJIOIKOM,

U ctpana Oepé3zoBoro cutua

He 3amMaHUT HUIATHCS OOCUKOM.

Hyx Oponsoxuit! Tel BC€ pexe, pexe
PacmieBenuBaenib miaMeHb yCT.

O MoOs1 yTpaueHHas CBEKECTb,
byicTBO 17183 M T1OJIOBOABE YYBCTB.

S Teneph CKymee cTall B JKENaHbsIX,
Kuznp Mos? Wb Thl IPUCHUIACH
MHe?

CII0BHO 51 BECEHHEN T'yJIKOU PaHBIO
[Ipockakan Ha PO30BOM KOHE.

Bce MBI, BCE MBI B 3TOM MHpE
TJIICHHBI,

Tuxo 1npércs ¢ KIEHOB JIMCTHEB
MEJIb...

Bynb e Thl BOBEK 0J1aroCIoBEHHO,
Yto npunio mpouBecTh U YMEPETD.

No regret | feel, no pain, no sorrow,

Wcrounnku nHbopmarmm:

Blossom blows away, a song is sung.
Overcome by autumn gold, tomorrow
I myself shall be no longer young.

You'll not throb, heart, as before, but
tremble,

Feeling chills that you have not yet
known.

In bare feet you shall no more be
tempted

Through the birch-print countryside to
roam.

Roving spirit, ever now less often

Do you rouse a flame upon my lips.
Freshness | have lost, keen looks
forgotten,

Feelings running at full flood I miss.

I'm austerer now in my desiring.

Life, were you real, or of fancy born?
It's as if in spring I've been out riding
On a pink horse in the vibrant dawn.

In this world of ours we all are mortal,
Copper leaves from maples gently
slide...

Ever blest was | to be accorded

Time for blossoming before | died.
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