Конкурс чтецов на английском языке «Winter surprises»
Конкурс проводится с целью воспитания у подрастающего поколения эстетической культуры и художественного вкуса к поэзии на английском языке.

Задачи:
1. Содействовать мотивации к изучению гуманитарных наук.
2. Развивать у учащихся дикторские способности, умение держаться на сцене, ораторское мастерство.
3. Выявить наиболее талантливых и артистичных чтецов и создание условий для их самореализации.

Условия участия в конкурсе:
1. В конкурсе принимают участие учащиеся 2-11 классов.
2. Продолжительность выступления не должна превышать 5-7 минут.
3.Учащиеся самостоятельно выбирают стихотворение, которое будут представлять на конкурсе.
4. Во время выступления могут быть использованы: музыкальное сопровождение, декорации, костюм.

Критерии оценки выступления:
1. Артистизм, эмоциональность 
2. Внятность и слышимость речи, качество произношения 
3.Культура поведения на сцене

Подведение итогов конкурса и награждение:
1. По итогам конкурса жюри выявляет лучших чтецов по наибольшему количеству баллов 
2. Победители награждаются грамотами
3. Победитель определяется по каждому звену отдельно (среди2-4 классов; 5-6 классов; 7-8 классов и 9-11 классов).

Dear friends! Today we are going to have competition of Poetry. You will listen to different poems of the English and American poets about winter, Christmas and winter surprises . Your judges are your teachers. Imagine your poem before your eyes and try to present it as clear as you can to reach the hearts of the listeners. Let’s start with one of the most beautiful poems of  and listen to our student.

















The best season
This is the season
When mornings are dark,
And birds do not sing
In the forest and park.
This is the season
When children ski,
And Santa Clause
Brings a Christmas tree. 

Time to play
Snowflakes falling
One by one,
Time to play,
And have some fun.
Build a snowman
Snowballs, too,
Come and see what you can do.

Winter
Winter, winter.
Let’s go skate.
Winter, winter.
Don’t be late.
Winter, winter.
Let’s go roll.
Winter, winter.
In the snow.
Winter, winter!
Winter, winter!

Winter time
This is the season 
When mornings are dark, 
And birds do not sing 
In the forests and park. 
This is the season 
When children ski 
And Father Frost brings 
The New Year Tree!

New Year
A year to be glad in, 
And not to be sad in, 
To gain in, to give in, 
A happy new year.  
A new year for trying, 
And never for sighing,  
A new year to live in,   
Oh, hold it most dear.  



Winter   by Dorothy Aldis.                                                                   
The street cars are                       
Like frosted cakes 
All covered up          
With cold snowflakes.  

The horses' hoofs    
Scrunch on the street;  
Their eyelashes 
Are white with sleet.  
And everywhere   
The people go 
With faces tickled  
By the snow.   

January Leland B. Jacobs
January opens 
The box of the year 
And brings out days 
That are bright and clear. 
And brings out days 
That are cold and grey, 
And shouts, "Come see 
What I brought today!" 

January C. Marshall
Little January 
Tapped at my door today. 
And said, "Put on your winter wraps, 
And come outdoors to play." 
Little January 
Is always full of fun;  
Today we coasted down the hill, 
Until the set of sun. 
Little January 
Will stay a month with me 
And we will have such jolly times - 
Just come along and see. 

Snow is falling
Snow is falling  
From the sky above 
Snow is falling 
Put on scarf and gloves 

Snow is falling 
Go look outside 
Snow is falling 
The old landscape it hide 

Snow is falling 
What a beautiful sight 
Snow is falling 
It sparkles in the light 

Snow is falling 
Soft cotton wool flakes 
Snow is falling 
A white blanket it makes 

Snow is falling 
Short flowers disappear 
Snow is falling 
The cold is here 

Snow is falling 
Its time to play 
Snow is falling 
Let’s make snowmen today. 

The Snowman
One day we built a snowman, 
We built him out of snow;  
You should have seen how fine he was, 
All white from top to toe.  

We poured some water over him, 
 To freeze his legs and ears; 
And when we went indoors to bed, 
We thought he'd last for years.  

But, in the night a warmer kind 
Of wind began to blow;  
And Jack Frost cried and ran away, 
And with him went the snow.  

When we went out next morning 
To bid our friend "Good Day", 
There wasn't any snowman there...  
He'd melted right away! 

A Chubby Little Snowman
A chubby little snowman  
Had a carrot nose 
Along came a rabbit 
And what do you suppose? 
That hungry little bunny,  
Looking for his lunch, 
ATE the snowman's carrot nose... 
Nibble, nibble, CRUNCH!

The Snowman  had run away
I made a great tall snowman 
With two huge coal black eyes 
And just to reach around his neck 
Took two of Daddy's ties. 
I put a hat of mother's 
Upon his rounded head 
And then I ran and left him 
And hurried off to bed. 
When I awoke next morning
Imagine my surprise 
My snowman had run away 
And left his hat, ties, and eyes! 

New Year Day!
It is winter, it is cold.
Father Frost is very old.
But he’s always full of joy
And glad to give me a nice toy.
New Year Day, happy day!
We are glad and very gay.
We all dance, and sing, and say
“Welcome, welcome, New Year Day!”

Dust of Snow / Robert Frost 
The way a crow
Shook down on me
The dust of snow
From a hemlock tree

Has given my heart
A change of mood
And saved some part
Of a day I had rued.

Happy New Year
If it didn't bring you joy
just leave it behind 
Let's ring in the New Year 
with good things in mind 
Let every bad memory 
that brought heartache and pain 
And let's turn a new leaf 
with the smell of new rain 
Let's forget past mistakes 
making amends for this year 
Sending you these greetings 
to bring you hope and cheer 
Happy New Year! 

New Year's Beginning  by Jamie Edson Opielski
The biggest night of the year 
To say goodbye to the past 
And bring in the new with cheer 
Surrounded by family and 
Friends so dear - 
Memories are made to last 
Throughout our forthcoming years 
At the birth of each New Year 
God lights a candle for us all 
To give guidance in our lives 
To see his children free from fall 
As the wonder of time 
Finally strikes twelve 
We celebrate together 
New Year's first hours 


She Walks In Beauty like the night   by Lord Byron
She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that's best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes:
Thus mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.
One shade the more, one ray the less,
Had half impaired the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress,
Or softly lightens o'er her face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet express
How pure, how dear their dwelling place.
And on that cheek, and o'er that brow,
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,
A mind at peace with all below,
A heart whose love is innocent!

On snow by Jonathan Swift (1667-1745) 
From Heaven I fall, though from earth I begin,
No lady alive can show such a skin.
I'm bright as an angel, and light as a feather,
But heavy and dark, when you squeeze me together.
Though candour and truth in my aspect I bear,
Yet many poor creatures I help to ensnare.
Though so much of Heaven appears in my make,
The foulest impressions I easily take.
My parent and I produce one another,
The mother the daughter, the daughter the mother.


Santa's Lap
I like to visit Santa Claus
When Christmas time is near.
It's fun to climb up on his lap
And whisper in his ear.
He says, "My dear, have you been good?
Have you done what Mother said you should?
Do you brush your teeth and hair each day?
Are you kind to others when you play?
I listen to each question
And answer every one.
Although I am ashamed to say
I must say no to some.
But Santa never scares me;
He doesn't even scold.
He just says, "Try again, my dear,
You're a fine lad, I am told."
Gee, I like to visit Santa Claus
When Christmas time is near.
It's fun to climb up on his lap
And whisper in his ear . . .


Christmas is for Children
(Elsie Melchert Fowler)
Christmas is for children--
at least that's what they say,
It's time of wide-eyed wonder,
a magic holiday
When candy canes and gingerbread
fill tummies with delight
And little sleepyheads try hard
to stay up through the night.
Yes, Christmas is for children-
anyone will tell you so.
The twinkling, colored lights on trees
make youngsters' eyes just glow!
Each package and each stocking
is approached with childish joy
And toys bring squeals of laughter
from each eager girl and boy.
Yes, Christmas is for children--
all they say is true.
How wonderful that at Christmas time--
grownups are children, too!


Robert Louis Stevenson 
Winter-Time
Late lies the wintry sun a-bed,
A frosty, fiery sleepy-head;
Blinks but an hour or two; and then,
A blood-red orange, sets again.
Before the stars have left the skies,
At morning in the dark I rise;
And shivering in my nakedness,
By the cold candle, bathe and dress.
Close by the jolly fire I sit
To warm my frozen bones a bit;
Or with a reindeer-sled, explore
The colder countries round the door.
When to go out, my nurse doth wrap
Me in my comforter and cap;
The cold wind burns my face, and blows
Its frosty pepper up my nose.
Black are my steps on silver sod;
Thick blows my frosty breath abroad;
And tree and house, and hill and lake,
Are frosted like a wedding cake. 


Christmas Long Ago 
By Jo Geis 
Frosty days and ice-still nights,   
Fir trees trimmed with tiny lights, 
Sound of sleigh bells in the snow, 
That was Christmas long ago. 
Tykes on sleds and shouts of glee, 
Icy-window filigree, 
Sugarplums and candle glow, 
Part of Christmas long ago. 
Footsteps stealthy on the stair, 
Sweet-voiced carols in the air, 
Stocking hanging in a row, 
Tell of Christmas long ago. 
Starry nights so still and blue, 
Good friends calling out to you, 
Life, so fact, will always slow… 
For dreams of Christmas long ago.


Santa’s Workshop
The elves in Santa's workshop 
Are busy as can be.
They all are working 'round the clock
On toys for you and me.
They're painting dolly faces,
And running trains on tracks.
They're testing all the snare drums,
And tightening the tacks.
While all of you are sleeping,
And resting in your beds,
The elves up north are making
Strong runners for your sleds.
They do their best to make up
A gift for everyone
And give us each a special taste
Of merry Christmas fun! 




Christmas Time
Christmas trees with sparkling lights,
Candles tipped with fire,
Carols sung at home and school,
Happy days inspire.
Greeting cards the Postman brings,
Crisp and cold the weather,
Letters, gifts, and friends for tea,
Families get together.
Plates of cookies, special sweets,
Popcorn, nuts, and candy,
Secrets whispered back and forth,
Christmas time is dandy.





Christmas Lights
On Christmas Eve, just after dark,
We hurry to our little park
And join a happy crowd, to see
The lights come on the Christmas tree.
The tree is proud and very high.
It points a finger to the sky.
It waits all year for this one night
When it is dressed in jewels of light.
And now it’s time to light the tree.
The crowd is quiet as can be,
And then the lights begin to shine.
Red ones, blue ones, gold ones twine.
And at the top a Christmas star!
It can be seen from near to far.
The star that once on Christmas night
Guided the shepherds with it’s light.



97 Sonet by W. Shakespeare
How like a winter hath my absence been
 From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!
 What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen!
 What old December’s bareness everywhere!
 And yet this time removed was summer’s time;
 The teeming autumn, big with rich increase,
 Bearing the wanton burden of the prime,
 Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ decease:
 Yet this abundant issue seemed to me
 But hope of orphans, and unfathered fruit;
 For summer and his pleasures wait on thee,
 And, thou away, the very birds are mute:
 Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheer,
 That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s near.

Memories

Memories are a special house 
We build inside ourselves 
Where love and laughter linger, 
Where all our past life dwells
On holidays like Christmas
We can draw upon the store,
Reliving happy times 
And feeling all that warmth once more. 
Wherever we may travel, 
This house is always there 
To help to blend the old and new, 
To build on… grow… and share. 
This house can never get too full, 
Just grow from floor to floor, 
Because the joy of memories 
Is always making more. 

Secrets 
by Elsie Melchert Fowler 
The wind is whispering secrets; 
Its voice is soft and low. 
There are white and wintry secrets 
In the quiet-falling snow. 
Hear secrets in the footsteps 
Of the people on the street,
And in gay, ribboned packages 
Of everyone you meet. 
There are merry secrets twinkling 
In the eyes of many a child. 
Secrets kept by Mom and Daddy 
When you asked they only smiled. 
Oh, our world is full of secrets, 
Now steal quietly away 
Till they open up like magic 
On a wondrous Christmas Day! 
Winter morning 
Cold frost and sunshine: day of wonder!
But you, my friend, are still in slumber —
Wake up, my beauty, time belies:
You dormant eyes, I beg you, broaden
Toward the northerly Aurora,
As though a northern star arise!

Recall last night, the snow was whirling,
Across the sky, the haze was twirling,
The moon, as though a pale dye,
Emerged with yellow through faint clouds.
And there you sat, immersed in doubts,
And now, — just take a look outside:

The snow below the bluish skies,
Like a majestic carpet lies,
And in the light of day it shimmers.
The woods are dusky. Through the frost
The greenish fir-trees are exposed;
And under ice, a river glitters.



Here also our competition came to an end. Today we heard many beautiful works by different authors. Time to sum up the result. (Слово жюри конкурса).

[bookmark: _GoBack]I want to finish our competition with D. Dzhebran's words "Poetry is a flow of joy, pain, amazement and a little bit of words from the dictionary". Be happy. 
