10 клас 31. 03.2020р. 

ENGLISH

Тема:  Урок граматики. Словниковий диктант


Хід роботи
1.Запис дати та теми уроку
Hallo, my dear students! Write the day, the date and the theme of our lesson.
2. Перевірка домашніх завдань
3. Повторення граматичного матеріалу 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pxbQ2U3Uuv0
4. Виконання завдань
Cкористайтесь QR-кодом або увійдіть за посиланням  join.naurok.ua
Код доступу 937815
[image: QR code]

5. Домашнє завдання
Read the story
https://linguapress.com/intermediate/girl-denim-jacket-2.htm	


The Girl in the Denim Jacket

Who was the mysterious girl waiting for the underground train on a suburban station platform, one winter's evening, and what was she doing there?
The clock in the living room has just struck two, but I'm still awake. Wide awake. Usually I'm a good sleeper, but not tonight. I can't stop thinking about that girl. I've got to write down what happened.
    It was this evening around seven thirty, as I was on my way home from college. I was waiting for the connection at Willesden Junction. As usual at that time of night, there was only one train to Watford every twenty minutes, and the platform was crowded. Most of the people looked pretty familiar, the kind of people who stand on the same platform at the same time every day;  ordinary people going about their ordinary life.


    Then, just near me, I noticed this girl. I reckon she was a bit younger than me, seventeen or eighteen maybe. She had on a thick denim jacket, and was carrying a bag which looked as if it contained books. She wasn't talking to anyone, just standing alone. There was nothing unusual about that, mind you; most of the people on the platform were standing alone, stabbing their phones or pads, staring at their feet, or looking anxiously down the railway track, as if by doing so they would make the next train come sooner. But the girl — she didn't seem to be looking at anything.
    She was pretty, I thought. Very pretty, in fact. Shoulder-length brown hair, and a kind-looking face. From where I was standing, and under the poor light of the station platform, I couldn't make out the colour of her eyes.
    Now I don't usually stare at girls on station platforms, but somehow I couldn't keep my eyes off the girl in the denim jacket. Perhaps she realized I was looking at her, for suddenly she turned in my direction and looked straight at me; straight in the eyes. Normally that would have been enough to make me turn away and look in the other direction, and pretend I hadn't been looking at her, but this time I couldn't turn away. There was something in the way she looked that stopped me turning.
    I imagined she would look away from me, or even move further down the platform to avoid me, but she didn't. To my surprise, a smile came to her lips, almost the sort of smile that you give when you meet an old friend again after a long absence — though I'm certain I had never seen her before.
    At that moment, there was a rumbling behind my back, and an underground train rolled into the station. The mass of people waiting on the platform surged forward, to compete for standing room and something to hang on to in the already-crowded train. 
    Though the girl and I got into the same carriage, I lost sight of her in the crush inside. I was hedged in between two enormous fat businessmen, who were talking their heads off about banks and investment. She was somewhere in front of me.
    However, from one station to the next the carriage slowly emptied, and when we got past Wembley, there was almost room for everyone to sit down. She was still standing though, about twenty feet from me, and looking in my direction.
    Between us, I noticed two empty seats. Tired of standing, I moved over and sat down in one of them; hardly had I done so however than, to my surprise and secret pleasure, the girl moved up and sat down in the other.
    For some reason I felt embarrassed. I managed to bring out a half-hearted "hello again", and smiled at her. As she smiled back at me, I could see that she was indeed very pretty. There was a shine in her soft dark eyes, but at the same time she looked worried; strangely worried.

 She put her bag on her knees, and began to open it. It contained books, and I just had time to read the title of the top one, something about learning English.
    Maybe she was a foreign student, or an au-pair girl, I thought. I wondered what country she was from. I couldn't bring myself to say anything to her though, and she didn't say anything to me.
    As the train approached Harrow, most of the remaining people in the carriage got up to leave. The girl and I, however, stayed sitting in our seats. Why hadn't I begun to talk to her, I wondered? Maybe she too was going back to Watford. I decided I'd say something after the station.

   With a squeal of brakes, the train shuddered to a stop. The doors slid open, and most of the people got out, leaving the carriage almost empty. Just five people remained in their seats, two men, an old lady, me and the girl in the denim jacket. I looked at the ceiling, waiting for the doors to shut.
    However, the train did not move, and the doors did not roll shut. That was strange; there wasn't usually any delay at Harrow. Why weren't we moving? The seconds seemed like minutes, as I willed the train to start again. What was up?
    Finally I decided to wait no longer. "I wonder what's holding us up?", I said in a matter-of-fact way.
    "Yes, it is long," she answered in broken English.
    I continued more boldly.
    "You're not local are you? Where do you come from?"
    At that moment, two men and a woman entered the carriage noisily, and stood at the door, looking round.
    "There she is," shouted the woman. "Come on."
    At that, the three of them moved swiftly over to where we were sitting, and the woman flashed a card under the girl's nose.
    "Police!" she said sharply. "Come on now! Don't try and do anything silly, we've got you now. "
    "You'd better just come along with us quietly," said the man behind, who looked like an inspector.
    "What? What do you mean? What is this?" said the girl, looking frightened and surprised. She grabbed my arm.
    "What's up?" I blurted out angrily. "What's going on? Leave her alone!"
    "You just mind your own business, young man," said the inspector gruffly, "Or we'll be running you in too."
    They took the girl by the arms, and began to march her towards the door. For a moment she struggled, and one arm came free. In the disturbance, a bracelet fell to the floor. No-one paid any attention to it.
    They hustled her out of the carriage and onto the platform. I heard one of them shout O.K.; I turned round to watch as they pulled the girl, struggling fiercely, towards the station exit. For an instant, she looked back at me; I could see she was crying. Then the doors shut, and the train began to move.
    Station lights passed slowly in front of my eyes, then faster; then all was dark.
    As I sat there, trying to understand what had happened, my eyes fell on the bracelet. I bent down and picked it up. It was an identity bracelet. I turned it over to look at the name. There was no name.
.
The End
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