Приложение 3

This is a poem that was written by Ineshina Tatyana (11th form):

The Ring

The fellowship, where all were worth

To save the life of Middle-Earth

From this dark power of the Lord

And legions of his dead knights

Who trespassed the Virtue's rights,

Would win the gloom by the Light’s sword,

Where every Man and every Elf

Could sacrifice just by himself

Adoring other’s pain and grief

The Hobbit he’s or he’s the Gnome

They all protected their home

And the immortal heart’s belief.

They fight for justice in the world

To crush the tremendous Ring’s hold

That turned the soul into black ghost

It gave the overwhelming wealth

But took instead the strength and health

It claims the cruel and huge cost.

They all were Keepers of the Ring

But only one of them could bring 

This burden on his uphill way

The evil would fall to his foots

As mischief’s tree would shed its roots

The Lord of Rings would lose his sway.

He was the Hobbit of the Shire

He could get over his own fear

With only one true faithful mate

Though he was helpless and so small

His heart was stronger than they all

He reached the horror Mordor’s gate.

Because the friendship always wins

The army of the lie and sins

It doesn’t matter who you are

It doesn’t matter what your growth

You must believe the dream is close

And follow your high lodestar.

It’s one of the most ancient tales

That Elves retold me in details

But if you think that I was naive

Look back! The world is full of Rings

That govern by the soul’s slim strings!

Be careful! Don’t be their slave!

