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Task 1: Imagine that the things that you normally use can speak. Tell a story in the name of one of these subjects. 

I am a mobile telephone. My name is A50 and my surname is Siemens. I am six years old – quite an age for the telephone. That’s why I can say that I’ve lived an adventurous and happy life. 

Once my owner was - you won’t believe me! – Prince Charles’s servant. There are still some of his fingertips on my body. It was a happy time! I heard a lot of amazing things about the Royal family, the Parliament, the nice boys called William and Harry. But very soon my master seemed to be disappointed with me and he just threw me into a litter basket. Luckily for me, very soon some poor man saw me lying in a heap of the rubbish that had been brought out of the Royal Palace. The man didn’t put me into his pocket, but hang me on a string on his neck. Thanks to this, I could see a big part of London – what a beautiful city! 

Then I was sold to a lorry driver; that gave me a chance to see some parts of Europe. By and by the lorry reached Russia. This is how I got to this cold but beautiful country. I was sold again, this time to some shop assistant in the café nearest to the parking place. He appeared to be so careless that lost me that very night. I caught cold and was already thinking about a close death. Luckily, a kind girl whose name was Natasha Chasova found me and took me home. She saved me, and I am very much thankful to her. Now I am healthy, wealthy and happy.

So, I am at your service. Do call Natasha – I will do my best to connect you with her.

With all my best wishes,

Yours,

A50 Siemens

Task 2: You have just read a passage from “Robinson Crusoe” by D. Defoe, and certainly remember how he got onto a desert island. Speak about his first days on the island in the name of one of its inhabitants, say, an old parrot. Think of the parrot’s pre-story:  why and how he found himself there.

I am an old parrot. I’ve lived on this island for fifteen years. The beginning of my story is both happy and sad. Before I got to the island, my mistresses were two young girls, very pretty and kind. Unfortunately, they were rather careless. I was like a toy for them, nothing else. Once they went skiing somewhere in the mountains – I don’t know where exactly that place is as I am bad at geography. So they found a maid to look after their flat, to water the flowers and to take care of me. What was bad about her was her strong dislike of animals. One sunny morning she opened the window, gave me an old map with a route to the south marked there and pushed me out of the window. Oh, my poor girls! I was so much sorry for them. When I thought how disappointed they would be, I couldn’t help crying. Why was the fate so unfair to me? I will not describe my long way through the ocean – it would take too much time. Finally, I came to this island and started my new life here.

At first everything around me seemed wild and inconvenient. A lot of questions occurred to me: “Are there any shops here and where is the nearest one? What can the prices be? Why did all the beautiful birds and animals I saw take lot of various fruits off the trees without anyone’s permission? Why aren’t they punished then?” Once I even cried out, “They will arrest you!” but nobody understood my warning. As time passed on, I began to get accustomed to my new life. Now I realize how silly my ideas and fears had been. So I lived a simple and quiet life. I think I had spent on the island several years till an unexpected event changed our schedule dramatically. 

One morning, when the ocean was stormy, a new creature was seen on the coast. I can say proudly that I was the only one to understand that it was a human, though he hardly looked like a human being – so dirty, torn out and exhausted he was. For half a day he was lying motionless on the sand, and I practically lost any interest in him. Next day when I began my usual tour about the island, I saw a lot of new things: a new small hut that had been obviously built by that stranger, a hedge made of big stones and a fire burning inside it. The man was cooking something on the fire; the smell was just delicious. How had he done all those wonderful things? I decided to watch what the man was doing, and now I know a lot about his life.

 Now and then he went to the coast and started swimming to the place where I could see the remains of his ship. For some time he was diving, and then came back to the land with some useful things, like a box of nails, some clothes or some tools. Later he used them to build a better hut for himself.  Now I know that his gun and axe had been also brought from the ship.  

At first all the inhabitants of the island were very much frightened of the newcomer, but now we know that he is just a part of our common world, though a very big part. Quite often he begins to shoot from his riffles, but I realize that he has to do it not to die of hunger. In general, he seems to be a peaceful creature, and I think I have to get acquainted with him. I am trying to recollect the words and phrases I once knew. I hope very soon I will be ready for a friendly talk.
Task 3: Write a Christmas story using the following sentences as the beginning:
It was 15 minutes past 12. The New Year had just started. There was no one in the street, no one but Santa Claus.  …

He had a big red bag on his shoulder, with a beautiful red-and-golden band on it. I thought that there were lots of presents in it for little kids and teenagers like me. I knew for sure that Santa Claus always had a sledge harnessed with deer and one or two elves to help him. I was looking for them, but they were not there. I had a strange feeling that Santa was also looking for his ‘transport’. Suddenly he saw me staring at him out of the window. He looked so unhappy that I went downstairs. And do you know what I immediately realized? Santa Claus really existed, believe me or not. I told him that it would be better for him to hide somewhere because some of his ‘fans’ – lots of children of different age were running in our direction. They would certainly like to touch the old man to see whether he was a real one or not. Santa didn’t like the idea either. So thanks to his magic we flew up onto the roof and began going down the chimney. I asked Santa how many presents were still in his bag, and he said at once that there were 9,996 presents for the children under 12, three presents for teenagers and one for an adult – a lady called Svetlana. My first thought was about my English teacher, also called so. It turned out that the present was really for her. How lucky she was!

It was so dark inside the chimney that we could see neither each other nor the presents. When we got out of the chimney, I realized that we were inside my school. It was 5 o’clock in the morning, and there was nobody in the school. It suddenly occurred to me that I could show Santa our school. We were walking about the building till the time for school came. 

We looked out of the window and saw the sledge, that very sledge, with deer and elves, and also a crowd of schoolchildren around. Some of them were just making a snowman, but others were trying to start the sledge, and the bravest ones were trying to play snowballs with the elves! When Santa saw that scene, he rushed downstairs to save his friends. He evidently was in a hurry. He had time enough only to ask me to forward the present to my teacher and then added, “Bye. I’ll call you, my dear friend, and we’ll have a chat”. 

