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IMTPEAVICIIOBUE

Ckaska, MOBecTBysd O BOJIIeO6CTBE U 4Yyzecax,
BIUIETEHHBIX B PEAJIbHOCTDb, COTIPOBOXKJAET HAC C Ca-
MOTO paHHero JeTcTBa. 3axBaThIBasg Hallle BoOoOpa-
>)KEHVe, OHa CTAHOBUTCA HAIIMM HACTaBHUKOM U
IIPOBOJHMKOM B 3allyTaHHBIX JIAOUPUHTAX >KXU3HU.
Cka3ka yJuT Hac OOILIeHUIO C APYTUMU JIIOJbMH, 00-
palleHuio C KUBOTHBIMM, OHA IIOMOTraeT HaM OTIU-
YUTh 0OPO OT 3J1a, TOJIE3HOE OT BPEAHOT'O, PACKPHI-
BaeT IlepeJ; HAMU YAWBUTEJIbHBIE CBOWCTBA IIPUPO-
ZTbL.

Bolifa B Hallle IeTCTBO, CKa3Ka He YXOJUT OT Hac
U TOTZ]a, KOTZIJa Mbl CTAHOBUMCSI B3POCTBIMU. UuTas
CKa3KU CBOUM [IeTsM, B3pOCJble CHOBAa U CHOBA IIO-
IPY’KarOTCsI B CKA30YHBIM MUP, HaXOZAsl B HEM CTOJIb
HeoOXoZMoe /I AyIIU OTBJedeHHe OT 3aboT, He-
yZAad U TOpecTel, BO3pOXKJeHUEe HAZEXIbl U BepPy B
CYACT/IMBBIA KOHeIl.

Bce 5Tu 3amMevaTelbHble OCOOEHHOCTH CKa3KU
IIpEBPAIIAIOT €e B YHUKAJIbHBIN TEKCTOBOU MaTepu-
an mpu ob6y4YeHUHU WHOCTPAHHOMY SI3bIKy. Ilorpyska-
ACh B TEKCT CKa3KH, MBI, CAaMHU TOTO He 3aMeyasd,
JIydIiie ycBauBaeM WHOCTPAHHBIE CJIOBA, a HPABCT-
BEHHO-BOCIIMTATEJIbHBIM acleKT CKa3KH JlaeT OTINY-



HYIO TIOYBY ZJis1 OOCY>K/JleHUs TeKCTa IPOu3BeJeHUd
Ha 3aHATUAX B TpYIIIe.

CrokeThl BOIIEANINX B IIpezjaraemMbiii cOOpPHUK
CKa30K XOpOIIO U3BECTHBI UMTATENI0, YTO 3HAYU-
TeJIbHO YIPOCTUT MOHUMAaHWE TeKCTa, II03TOMY
KHHUTa MOXeT OBITh peKOMeHJOoBaHa TeM, KTO He
Tak ZJlaBHO HavaJ MU3y4yaTb aHIVIMUCKUN A3bIK. Hawu-
6osiee TpyJHBIE [AJiA NMTOHHMAaHUSA CJIOBa U BBIpaXke-
HUA BBIHECEHBI B CHOCKHU, a CJIOBapb, MMOMelleHHBIH
B KOHIle KHUTH, COZEP>KUT OOJIBIIYI0 YacThb COJep-
JKalluxXcsd B KHUTE aHIIUHACKUX CJIOB.
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TOM TIT TOT

Once upon a time, there was a woman', and
she baked five pies. And when they came out
of the oven, they were very hard to eat. So she
says to her daughter:

“Daughter, put the pies on the shelf and
leave them there a little, and they will come
again®." That is® the crust will become softer.

But the girl says to herself, “Well, if they
come again, I will eat them now." And she ate
them all.

' Once upon a time, there was a woman — >Kuna-
OblAa JKeHIIMHAa

2 they will come again — oHUM TIOAOMAYT CHOBAa

3 that is — TO ecThb



AHrIHMiCKHEe CKa3Ku

Well, when supper-time came, the woman
said, "Go and get one of the pies. I think they
came again now."

The girl went and looked, and there were
only dishes. So she comes back and says, “No,
they did not come again.”

"No?" says the mother.

“No," says the daughter.

“Well," said the woman, "I'll'! eat one for
supper."

“But you can't’? if they didn't® come,” said
the girl.

“But I can,” says she. "Go you and bring
the best pie."”

"Best or worst," says the girl, "I ate them all,
and you can't eat the pie till it comes again."”

Well, the woman was very angry, and she
took her spinning to the door, and she began
to sing:

"My daughter ate five, five pies today.

My daughter ate five, five pies today."”

'TN = I shall, T will

2 can't = cannot
3 didn't = did not



Tom Tit Tot

The king was coming down the street, and
he heard her song. So he stopped and said:

“What were you singing, my good woman?"

The woman told him these other words
instead of that':

"My daughter span five, five skeins today.

My daughter span five, five skeins today."

“Oh!" said the king, "I never heard of anyone
who could do that." Then he said, "Listen, I want
a wife, and I'll marry your daughter. During eleven
months of the year, she will have everything that
she wants; but the last month of the year she
will spin five skeins every day, and if she can't,
I shall kill her.”

“All right," says the woman; she thought only
about a grand marriage. Her daughter was very
happy. “I'll marry a king!" she thought. “And in
eleven months the king will forget about skeins."

Well, so they were married. And for eleven
months the girl had all she liked to eat, all the
dresses she liked to wear, and all the friends
she liked.

When the time came, she began to think
about the skeins. But the king did not say any

! jnstead of that — BMecTO TOrO

9



AHrIHMiCKHEe CKa3Ku

word about them, and she decided that he for-
got them.

However, the last day of the last month he
takes her to a new room. There was nothing
in it but a spinning-wheel and a stool. And he
says, "Now, my dear, I'll shut you here tomor-
row with some food and some flax, and if you
do not spin five skeins by the night, your head
will be cut'." And he went away.

The girl was very frightened; she didn't know
how to spin, and what will she show the king
tomorrow? Nobody will come to help her. She
sat down on a stool in the kitchen and began
to cry.

Suddenly, she heard a knock on the door.
She stood up and opened it, and she saw a
small black impet with a long tail. He looked
at her and asked:

“Why are you crying?"

“Why do you ask?" says she.

"Tell me," said he, "why are you crying."

And he turned his tail around.

So the poor girl told him about the pies and
the skeins and everything.

! your head will be cut — TeGe oTpyGAT TOAOBY
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Tom Tit Tot

“I'll help you," says the little black impet,
“I'll come to your window every morning and
take the flax and bring it ready at night."”

“What do you want for that?" says she.

He said, “I'll give you three guesses every
night to guess my name, and if you don't
guess it before the end of the month, you will
be mine'."

“Well," she thought, “I'll guess his name for
sure?". "All right," says she, "I agree."

The next day, her husband took her into the
room, and there was the flax and her food.

“This is the flax," says he, "and if you don't
spin it this night, you'll lose your head.” And
then he went out and locked the door.

So the girl heard a knock near the window.
She stood up and opened it, and there was the
little old impet.

"Where's the flax?" says he.

"Here it is," says she. And she gave it to
him.

When the evening came, the knock came
again to the window. The girl stood up and

! you will be mine — TB Gypems Moero
2 for sure — HaBepHSIKa
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AHrIHMCKHEe CKa3Ku

opened it, and there was the little old impet
with five skeins of flax on his arm.

"Here it is," says he, and he gave it to her.

“Now, what's my name?" says he.

“Is that Bill?" says she.

“No, it isn't!" says he, and he twirled his tail.

“Is that Ned?" says she.

“No, it isn't!" says he, and he twirled his tail.

“Well, is that Mark?" says she.

“No, it isn't!" says he, and he twirled his
tail harder and flew away.

When her husband came in, there were the
five skeins ready for him. "Well, I shan't' kill
you tonight, my dear," says he; "“you'll have
your food and your flax in the morning,” says
he and goes away.

Every day he brought the flax and the
food, and every day that little black impet
came mornings and evenings. And all the
day the girl was trying to guess his name
in order to? say it when the impet came at
night. But she did not say the right name.
By the end of the month, the impet began

I shan't = shall not
2 in order to — 4YTOOHBI
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Tom Tit Tot

to look very angrily, and twirled his tail faster
and faster.

Finally, the last day came. The impet came
at night with the five skeins and said:

“Do you know my name?"

“Is that Nicodemus'?" says she.

“No, it isn't," he says.

"Is that Sammle??" says she.

“No, it isn't," he says.

“Is that Methusalem?®?" says she.

“No, no, no!" he says.

Then he looks at her and says: "Woman,
there's only tomorrow night, and then you'll be
mine!” And he flew away.

She was very afraid. But the king came.
When he sees the five skeins, he says:

"Well, my dear, if I see the skeins ready
tomorrow night, I shan't kill you. And I'll have
supper here." So he brought supper and another
stool for him, and they sat down.

Suddenly, he stops and begins to laugh.

“What's up?" says she.

! Nicodemus — Hukopum

2 Sammle — CbsMMA

3 Methusalem — Madycaun
* What's up? — B uém aeno?
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AHrIHMiCKHEe CKa3Ku

"Oh," says he, "I was hunting today, and
I went very far in the wood. And I heard a
song. So I got offt my horse, and I went for-
ward. I saw a funny little black man. He had
a little spinning-wheel, and he was spinning
wonderfully fast, and he was twirling his tail.
And he was singing:

"Nimmy nimmy not,

My name's Tom Tit Tot."

When the girl heard this, she became very
happy, but she didn't say a word.

Next day, that little impet looked very mal-
iceful when he came for the flax. And when the
night came, she heard the knock. She opened
the window, and the impet came into the room.
He was grinning, and his tail was twirling very
fast.

“What's my name?" he asked when he was
giving her the skeins.

“Is that Solomon??" she says.

“No, it isn't," he said and came further into

the room.
"I got off — a cae3
2 Solomon — CoaoMOH
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Tom Tit Tot

"Well, is that Zebedee'?" says she again.

“No, it isn't," says the impet. And then he
laughed and twirled his tail like a wheel.
“Take time? woman,” he says, "next guess,
and you're mine." And he lifted his black hands.

The girl smiled and said:

"NIMMY NIMMY NOT,

YOUR NAME'S TOM TIT TOT!"

When the impet heard her, he cried awfully
and flew away into the dark, and she never saw

him any more.

YITPAJKHEHUA

1. Bhlbepume npaBUAbHBIU BAPUAHM:

1. The woman lies to the king; she tells him
that her daughter can spin five skeins.

2. The woman lies to the king; she tells him
that her daughter can spin three skeins.
3. The woman lies to the king; she tells him

that her daughter can spin six skeins.

! Zebedee — 3eBepeint
2 Take time — He Topomnuch
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