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Busto Arsizio, lì 2 Febbraio 2012

Alle Classi 1ASU,1BSU,1CSU,2CSU

Ai docenti delle classi in indirizzo in servizio il 15/2/2012

Oggetto: Workshop Lingua Inglese del 15/2/2012


Come deliberato all’interno dei singoli consigli di classe nel mese di novembre u.s., le classi in indirizzo parteciperanno al Workshop Oh, my Love’s Like a red red Rose: Love Poetry across five centuries”in data 15 febbraio 2012, presso l’aula Magna dell’Istituto. I testi che verranno analizzati si possono scaricare in calce alla presente circolare. Si suggerisce di prenderne visione prima di assistere al workshop.

Le classi 1ASU e 2CSU scenderanno in Aula Magna al termine della prima ora accompagnate dai docenti in orario alla seconda ora di lezione. Durante il Workshop, che avrà la durata di circa 2 ore, saranno presenti i docenti di volta in volta in servizio.

Le classi 1BSU e 1CSU scenderanno in Aula Magna al termine dell’intervallo accompagnate dai docenti in orario alla quarta ora. Durante il Workshop saranno presenti i docenti in servizio.

Cordiali saluti.

Il Dirigente Scolastico

Prof.ssa Cristina Boracchi

APRON STAGE

Love Poetry    -  Texts

O MY LOVE’S LIKE A RED, RED ROSE

O my Luve’s like a red, red rose,

That’s newly sprung in June;

O my Luve’s like the melodie


That’s sweetly play’d in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonie lass, 


So deep in luve am I,

And I will love 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:

I will love thee still, my Dear,


While the sands o’life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only Luve!


And fare thee weel, a while!

And I will come again, my Luve,


Tho’ it were ten thousand mile!

THE FALSE BRIDE

I once loved a lass and

I loved her so well

That I hated all others 

That spoke of her ill

But now she’s rewarded me

Ill for my love

She’s gone to get wed to another.

When I saw my love 

To the church go

With bridesman and bridesmaiden

They made a fine show

I followed after 

With my heart full of woe

To see my love wed to another.

When I saw my love

A-sit down to dine

I sat down beside her

And poured out the wine

I drank to the lass

That should have been mine

But she’s gone to be wed to another.

The men of yon forest
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They ask it of me

How many strawberries

Grow in the salt sea

I answered them back

With a tear in my eyes

How many ships sail in the forest.

Go dig me a grave

Both long, wide and deep

And cover it over 

With flowers so sweet

And I’ll turn in for to take

A long sleep

And maybe in time I’ll forget her.

And  they dug him a grave

Both, long wide and deep

They covered it over

With flowers so sweet

And he’s turned in

For to take a long sleep

And maybe by now he’s forgot her.

So, We’ll Go No More A-Roving

So, we’ll go no more a-roving

So late into the night,

Though the heart be still as loving,

And the moon be still as bright.

For the sword outwears its sheath,

And the soul wears out the breast,

And the heart must pause to breathe,

And the love itself have rest.

Though the night was made for loving,

And the day returns too soon,

Yet, we’ll go no more a-roving

By the light of the moon

In the Bleak Mid-Winter 

In the bleak mid-winter


Frosty wind made moan,

Earth stood hard as iron,


Water like a stone;

Snow had fallen, snow on snow,


Snow on snow.

In the bleak mid-winte
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Long ago

What can I give him,


Poor as I am?

If I were a shepherd


I would bring a lamb,

If I were a wise man


I would do my part,

Yet what I can give him,


Give my heart.





-Cristina Rossetti-

IT WAS IN MAY  

It was in May, sweet time and gay

When all is fresh and gleaming

I rose to play and took my way

To where a fount was streaming.

Where blossoms bright 

Hedged fruit-trees white

I heard a viele entrancing

Before my sight , a gallant knight

And noble maids were dancing.

They spoke a while, with beck and smile,

Right off they trod a measure

With sportive kiss and light caress

They store the time with treasure.

A –down a path , the tow’r beneath,

Hands claspt, they walked at leisure

The flowers above , the game of love 

Theßy gently played at leisure.

“HOW SHOULD I YOUR TRUE LOVE KNOW?”

How should I your true love know from another one?

By his cockle hat and staff,

And his sandal shoon.

He is dead and gone, lady,

He is dead and gone;

At  his head a grass-green turf,

At  his heels a stone.

White his shroud as the mountain snow,

Larded with sweet flowers;

Which bewept to the grave did not go

With his true love showers.

Ophelia, “Hamlet”, Act IV, Scene V
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Sally Gardens

Down by the sally gardens, my love and I did meet;

She passed the sally gardens, with little snow-white feet.

She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the tree;

But I being young and foolish , with her would not agree.

In a field by the river my love and I did stand,

And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-white hand.

She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs;

But I  was young and foolish, and now am full of tears. 

W.B. Yeats

