Приложение1

Конспект урока

по теме «W. Shakespeare – a great English writer»

(There are sounds of music of the XVII century.)

Sonnet № 2

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,

Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,

Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held;

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use

If thou couldst answer «This fair child of mine

Shall sum my count and make my old excuse»,
Proving his beauty by succession thine!

This were to be new made when thou art old

And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.
***
Когда твое чело избороздят

Глубокими следами сорок зим,-

Кто будет помнить царственный наряд,

Гнушаясь жалким рубищем твоим?

И на вопрос: «Где прячутся сейчас

Остатки красоты веселых лет?» -

Что скажешь ты? На дне угасших глаз?

Но злой насмешкой будет твой ответ.

Достойней прозвучали бы слова:

«Вы посмотрите на моих детей.

Моя былая свежесть в них жива.

В них оправданье старости моей».

Пускай с годами стынущая кровь

В наследнике твоем пылает вновь!» 
(The music is turned down and there appear two «Shakespeares»).

Shakespeare I: Good morning, my dear friends! I’m glad to greet you here, at my party. We are here just to have a good time, and I hope, that this will be so. 
Shakespeare II: And now it’s my turn to speak. I’m his «alter ago».What am I here for? Sometimes it’s rather difficult for a person to speak about himself, my task is to help him now and then.

Sonnet №13
Oh, that you were yourself! But, love, you are

No longer yours than you yourself here live:

Against this coming end you should prepare,

And your sweet semblance to some other give. 

So should that beauty which you hold in lease

Find no determination: then you were

Yourself against after yourself’s decease,

When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.

Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,

Which husbandry in honor might uphold

Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day

And barren rage of death’s eternal cold?

O, none but unthrift’s! Dear my love, you know

You had a father: let your son say so.
***

Не изменяйся, будь самим собой. 
Ты можешь быть собой, пока живешь.
Когда же смерть разрушит образ твой,

Пусть будет кто-то на тебя похож.

Тебе природой красота дана

На очень краткий срок, и потому

Пускай по праву перейдет она

Наследнику прямому твоему.

В заботливых руках прекрасный дом

Не дрогнет перед натиском зимы,

И никогда не воцарится в нем

Дыханье смерти, холода и тьмы.

О, пусть, когда настанет твой конец,

Звучат слова: - Был у меня отец!

Shakespeare I: Would you like to know smth about my native town: I wished you had visited Stratford-on Avon… What a marvelous place! I was born here and I went back there to die. 
Shakespeare II: William was still a boy when he began to write for the stage and produce plays. 

Shakespeare I: Why didn’t you mention that on leaving school I began foreign languages? My father had an Italian teacher in our house. We learnt the poetry of many Latin, Greek and Italian authors. 
Shakespeare II: Along with his first plays his first poems appeared. He met and fell in love with Anne Hathaway. They both expressed their feelings in verse. Am I right?
Shakespeare I: Just so.
Sonnet №22
My glass shall not persuade me, I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one dare;

But when in thee time’s furrows I behold,

Then look I death my days should expiate.

For all that beauty that doth cover thee

Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me: 
How can I then be elder than thou art?

O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary
As I, not for myself, but for thee will;
Bearing my heart, which I will keep so chary

As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain;

Thou gavest me thine not to give back again.
***

Лгут зеркала, - какой же я старик!
Я молодость твою делю с тобою.

Но если дни избороздят твой лик,

Я буду знать, что побежден судьбою.

Как в зеркало, глядясь в твои черты,

Я самому себе кажусь моложе,

Мне молодое сердце даришь ты,

И я тебе свое вручаю тоже.
Старайся же себя оберегать –

Не для себя: хранишь ты сердце друга.

А я готов, как любящая мать,

Беречь твое от горя и недуга.

Одна судьба у наших двух сердец:

Замрет мое – и твоему конец!

Sonnet №27
Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,
The dear repose for limbs with travel tired,

But then begins a journey in my head,
To work my mind, when body’s work’s expired:

For then my thoughts, from far where I abide,
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,

Looking on darkness which the blind do see:

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view,

Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,

Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.
Lo! Thus by day my limbs! By night my mind,

For thee and for myself no quiet find.
***

Трудами изнурен, хочу уснуть,

Блаженный отдых обрести в постели.

Но только лягу, вновь пускаюсь в путь – 

В своих мечтах – к одной и той же цели!

Мои мечты и чувства в сотый раз

Идут к тебе дорогой пилигрима,

И, не смыкая утомленных глаз,

Я вижу тьму, что и слепому зрима.

Усердным взором сердца и ума

Во тьме тебя ищу, лишенный зренья.

И кажется великолепной тьма,

Когда в нее ты входишь светлой тенью.

Мне от любви покоя не найти.

И днем и ночью – я всегда в пути.

Shakespeare II: But they say that the marriage was not a happy one. 
Shakespeare I: The life in Stratford became impossible for me, there was no work to earn money, so I decided to go to London and try myself as an actor  or even a playwright. 
Shakespeare II: London had many playhouses. Our company, called “The Lord Chamberlain’s Men”, had many difficulties and we planned to build a new theatre. It was built in Maiden Lane near the river and was called the Globe. It was a summer theatre. The Latin words say: All the world is a stage. And all the men and women merely players.
A Scene from the tragedy «Romeo and Juliet»
Romeo: Oh, what light is there?
              It’s Juliet. My sun. 

              Oh, if I were her glove,

              I should touch her cheek with it!

Juliet:   Romeo! Oh, what for you are here, Romeo?
              Leave your father and your name for ages!

Romeo: Oh, I don’t know, how I can call myself.
              My name became me hated.

Juliet:    But how have you come here?

               And say, what for?
Romeo: Love is capable for everything.
             And your relatives are not a ban for me!

Juliet:   My face is hidden under the mask of night,
              But it has flamed because of shame

              Of that you heard at night! 

Romeo: Oh, will you leave me, my dear?
Juliet:    My tenderness has no limits!
              My love is very deep!
Romeo: The happiest of nights!
Juliet:   And if you love me and think about our marriage,
              Let me know where and when 

              You want to make this rite!

              And I will put my life to your feet
              And follow you anywhere in the world!

Romeo: Good night to your eyes
              And happy peace to heart!
Shakespeare I: Who do you think was a famous actor? Richard Burbage, the great old friend of mine. He was the first to play Hamlet, King Lear. Othello, Richard III. 

Shakespeare II: But not only an actor, he was also an exellent painter who made one of the best portraits of William. 

Sonnet № 1
From fairest creatures we desire increace,
That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,

But as the riper should by time decease,

His tender heir might bear his memory;

But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,

Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel, 
Making a famine where abundance lies,

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.

Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament
And only herald to the gaydy spring,

Within thine own bud buriest thy content

And, tender churl, makest waste in niggarding.

Pity the world, or else this glutton be,

To eat thee world’s due, by the grave and thee.

***

Мы урожая ждем от лучших лоз,

Чтоб красота жила, не увядая.

Пусть вянут лепестки созревших роз,

Хранит их память роза молодая.

А ты, в свою влюбленный красоту,

Все лучшие ей отдавая соки,

Обилье превращаешь в нищету,

Свой злейший враг, бездушный и жестокий.
Ты – украшенье нынешнего дня,

Недолговременной весны глашатай, -

Грядущее в зачатке хороня,

Соединяешь скаредность с растратой. 

Жалея мир, земле не предавай

Грядущих лет прекрасный урожай!

Shakespeare I: Most of my plays were first performed at the Globe until 1613. 

Shakespeare II: It had burnt to the ground. 
Shakespeare I: Nothing was left of the stately Globe, but its foundation was used when the new Globe building was erected. It was said to be the most beautiful theatre that had ever been built in England. But I had little to do with it. 

Shakespeare II: Just so. Some of the actors died. In April 1616 Shakespeare himself passed away. It was really a terrible loss. He had been the delight and the wonder of the stage. 

Shakespeare I: I had lived in London for 5 years. They were the best years of my life. I write and I couldn’t do without writing. 

Sonnet № 2

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,

Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,

Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held;

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use

If thou couldst answer «This fair child of mine

Shall sum my count and make my old excuse»,
Proving his beauty by succession thine!

This were to be new made when thou art old

And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.
***

Когда твое чело избороздят
Глубокими следами сорок зим,-

Кто будет помнить царственный наряд,

Гнушаясь жалким рубищем твоим?

И на вопрос: «Где прячутся сейчас

Остатки красоты веселых лет?» -

Что скажешь ты? На дне угасших глаз?

Но злой насмешкой будет твой ответ.

Достойней прозвучали бы слова:

«Вы посмотрите на моих детей.
Моя былая свежесть в них жива.
В них оправданье старости моей.
Пускай с годами стынущая кровь
В наследнике твоем пылает вновь!» 

Sonnet №18
Or I shall live your epitaph to make,

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten;

From hence your memory death cannot take,

Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortal life shall have,
Though I, once gone, to all the world must die:

The earth can yield me but a common grave,

When you entombed in men’s eyes shall lie.

Your monument shall be my gentle verse,

Which eyes not yet created shall o’er-read;

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse

When all the breathers of this world are dead:

You still shall live - -such virtue hath my pen – 

Where breath most breathes, even in the mouth of men.
***

Тебе ль меня придется хоронить
Иль мне тебя – не знаю, друг мой милый.

Но пусть судьбы твоей прервется нить,

Твой образ не исчезнет за могилой.

Ты сохранишь и жизнь и красоту,

А от меня ничто не сохранится.

На кладбище покой я обрету,

А твой приют – открытая гробница.

Твой памятник – восторженный мой стих.

Кто не рожден еще, его услышит.

И мир повторит повесть дней твоих,

Когда умрут все те, кто ныне дышит.

Ты будешь жить, земной покинув прах,

Там, где живет дыханье, - на устах!

Shakespeare II: The last few years he spent in Stratford. He died on his birthday 52 years later. 
Shakespeare I: But still life goes on. And I invite you to our theatre. The actors are waiting for and there is much in store for you. 
Grammar Test
1. Shakespeare … in 1564 in Stratford-on-Avon. 

  a) is born     b) was born      c) were born     d) is

2. The 23rd of April … the days of his birth and death. 

   a) is             b) was                c) were           d) are      

3. Shakespeare … in the family of a glover.

   a) was grown    b) were grown      c) grew      d) grows

4. He … captivated  by walking in the wood and parks.

   a) were captivated  b) was captivated c) will be captivated d) is captivated

5. When he was young, he … 

   a) was charmed  b) were charmed   c) is charmed      d) charmed

 by the theatre and game of the actors, who …

   a) came    b) come          c) were come      d) comes

 to his native town.

6. He … for hours watching acting of the actors.

   a) was stood     b) had been standing    c) stood    d) stands   

7. At the age of 18 he … Stratford-on-Avon for London.

   a) left     b) leaves    c) was left      d) wee left
8. He …
   a) joined   b) join   c) was joined   d) joins 
the Burbage group  and Globe Theatre, which …

   a) was built    b) was build      c) were built    d) built
 by his group.
9. He … well.
   a) does act    b) does not act   c) did not act   d) did act
10. That’s why Shakespeare … a brilliant actor.

    a) did become  b) did not become   c) becomes not       d) was become
11. He … to be a famous playwright.

   a) are considered     b) is considered    c)  considered  d) will be considered
12. His sonnets, comedies and tragedies  never … 
    a) forgets   b) forgot    c) is forgotten    d) will be forgotten
Quiz 
1. When was Shakespeare born? (23.04.1564)
2. What was his grandfather? (a farmer)
3. What was his father? (a glover)
4. What was his native town? (Stratford-on-Avon)
5. What magic stories did he hear in his childhood? (about Robin Hood, fairies, legends)
7. What school did he attend? (Grammar School)
8. Who taught him foreign languages and the poetry of many authors? (Italian)
9. Who was his wife? (Anne Hathaway, the daughter of a rich farmer)
10. At what age did he marry? (18)
11. How many children did he have? (3)
12. What is the name of his son? (Hamlet)
13. What did he   do in London? (worked)
14. What is the name of the theatre in which he worked? («The Globe»)
15. What did he write about? (life)
16. What is the name of the best actor, Shakespeare’s friend and the author of his portrait? (Burbage)
17. How many plays did he write? (37)
18. What is his last play? («The Tempest»)
20. What does his surname mean? (shaking with a spear)
Song For Any Season
 When winter days are long and grey,

 We dance in the snow.
 Like a flower in the spring

 We watch our love grow.

      Refrain: You and me – always together.

                      Me and you – together for ever.

                      You and me – always together.

                      Me and you.
 When summer days are long,

 With roses red and warm,

 And golden sun,

 When the summer season leaves,

 We walk together under autumn trees.

     Refrain.    
Decoration of the blackboard
Quotations about Shakespeare
- Admiration, approval, wonder of our stage.

- He has not lived a century, but he will remain with us for centuries.
- Shakespeare is the top of the world literature.

Ben Johnson

- His books are always in hands and on lips.

Eleonora Marx

Quotations of Shakespeare
- The work, which we do with pleasure, treats our pain.

- To be or not to be – that is the question.
- What a piece of work is man!
- Cowards die many times before their death, the valiant never tastes of death, but once.

- Nothing can come of nothing.
- All the world is a stage. And all the men and women – merely players.
- Любовь – над бурей поднятый маяк, 
  Не меркнущий во мраке и тумане.

  Любовь – звезда, которою моряк

  Определяет место в океане. 

A poem about Shakespeare by an unknown author
Плебея сын создал, взойдя на трон,
Мир целый, им и правит, знает он

Пружины тайные людского рода, -

Как тронуть жалостью сердца народа,

Как вызвать радость или гнев в душе,

Умеет он в божественном огне

Сделать заново и нас самих. 
About the sonnets of Shakespeare

They say, that new times are new songs. It is so. But there are works, which are immortal. Shakespeare’s sonnets apply to such works. They were read, are being read and will be read, because they are exciting and call to life. Sonnets of Shakespeare found the greatest glory from Russian readers in the translation of S. Marshak. He was awarded Stalin prize for this.
