Творческий проект. Сочинение на иностранном языке «Об Улан-Удэ с любовью». (Никашова П., 11 класс)
Пояснительная записка

Данная работа предназначена в качестве примера при написании сочинения-рассуждения (эссе) про свой любимый город с описанием его достопримечательностей и может носить вспомогательный характер для учителя английского языка.

Данный проект является настандартным подходом к овладению навыками и письменной коммуникации и социокультурной компетенции. 

Процесс  написания работы состоит из определенных этапов, которые преодолеваются и планируются при совместной работе с тьютором. Следует отметить, что учитель выступает в роли советника и редактора, и лишь направляет ученика в его деятельности. 

1. Целеполагание

2. Выбор формы представления

3. Определение содержания работы

4. Работа с различными источниками информации

5. Обощение материала и рекомендаций.

Целью данного проекта является формирование коммуникативной и социкультурной компетенции учащегося, развитие его творческих способностей.

                                                     There are many beautiful cities

But there is only one favorite city in your heart.

The city where your home is, where you know every corner 

Is the city that is getting dearer day by day.

(from Leonid Derbenev’s song “My own Ulan-Ude”)                                               
      ‘…In a few minutes our plane lands in the capital of the Republic of Buryatia, Ulan-Ude,’ the stewardess told us cheerfully. 

     The news made all the passengers delighted, as we all were looking forward to landing. It seemed to me that the time slowed down, delaying my long-expected meeting with the city. At last the ladder was lowered, and I could not suppress my emotions any longer. There was a sunny smile on my face, elation and happiness overwhelmed me. I was here, breathing cool, fresh air, seeing such familiar native faces!

     On board I got acquainted with a nice young girl going to Irkutsk. She asked me to help her to get to the railway station as she didn’t know the city. 

     Having taken a taxi, my fellow traveler invited me to spend some free time with her before the train started. I agreed with pleasure. There was such a feeling that the car was moving slowly on purpose, giving us an opportunity to think over Ulan-Ude. The city was still sleeping, being invested with haze. Some lights grew brighter as the earth turned its sleepy face to the sun. The figures of the wild noble fallow-deer appeared from the darkness and the monument “Hospitable Buryatia” met us. 
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     ‘Hello, Mother! I am glad to see you too. Did you miss me? I did a lot,’ I whispered, ‘today you are meeting not only your sons and daughters, but also the guests of the city.’

     This early winter morning, while we were going by taxi, was snowy. Dancing fluffy snowflakes were falling down, covering the land with a white blanket. 

     I like snow which decorates the city and makes it enchanting, creating the atmosphere of a holiday even on working days. Taking a walk in the evening, I enjoy crisping snow under my feet. I like elated children and their parents playing snowballs, and even this biting frost in winter nights. 

     I find a special fascination in spring warm sunbeam, brooks rushing down the streets, smiles of the passers-by being in high spirits.

     I like hot summer making it impossible to sleep at night while gazing at the starry sky and talking all night long.

     I am enraptured by gentle autumn covering Ulan-Ude with gold, by rustle of colorful leaves and by rain’s tears.
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     A first sunbeam showed up. Being engrossed in thoughts, I even did not notice the appearance of the wooden buildings located in the old part of the city, the carved shutters on the windows, the quay, the cross having been established by the Cossacks.[image: image1.png]



     ‘Would you tell me about your city?’ asked my fellow traveler enthusiastically.

     ‘Ulan-Ude has quite a history. The first name of the city is Verhneudinsk. On the emblem of the city one can see a rod of the God mercury and a horn of plenty. It was Catherine’s the Great will,’ I responded. My voice seemed unnaturally proud.

     ‘I’d like to learn more about the city and its people,’ she said eagerly.

     ‘In big cities life is turbulent, people are always in a hurry. They have no time to make a pause and have a look round. While Ulan-Ude is a place where your life is easy,’ I ascertained.

     ‘Walking up and down quiet streets, you can feel pacification. On Arbat you can see smiling citizens. Try to stop any of them and put a question, they will do their best to help you. People living here are so different, but at the same time they are so similar. I like their generous spirit, simple soul, kindness, honesty and friendship. There are no indifferent people here. Once I asked the citizens of Ulan-Ude and just passing pedestrians some questions. I wanted them to give me some food for thought. It was such fun! I met several like-minded people, but some shy people just escaped,’ said I, when suddenly church bells resounded through the city, calling everyone for a morning service. 

     What a charming and measured melody! It put another idea into my mind.

     ‘You know, Ann, the Republic of Buryatia is a multinational region. Although there are different religions here, there are no ethnic or religious conflicts. We have mixed families, we are good neighbors and true friends,’ I exclaimed. ‘There is a combination of religions here. The Russians appreciate and have a profound respect for traditions and customs of the Buryat people and vice versa. Even the religions are getting mixed. The Buryat people attend Christian churches, while the Russians go to Buddhist monasteries. Lately a new Buddhist temple has been built with the help of a voluntary contribution.  A six meter statue of Buddha made of bronze and covered with gold leaf appears to be the main decoration and property of the temple. It is a very beautiful place on a hill. It looks as if it were somewhere in the sky. There is an amazing panoramic view here.’

     I looked at Ann, who seemed to have been impressed by my description, and decided to go ahead with my story.

     ‘In one of the museums of the city there is a relic of Buddhist monks, that is The Atlas of Tibetan medicine. The exhibit is under the protection of UNESCO. Some renewed traditional Buryat holidays also make our life more colorful and display the uniqueness of the nation,’ I asserted. 

     ‘Would you be interested to learn some of them?’

     Ann nodded her approval.

     ‘Many years ago Sagaalgan was considered to be a holiday of dairy products and was celebrated in autumn. As winter got near, the cattle grew up. The nomads visited each other, drank and ate only white festive food. Later there appeared a tradition of adding a year to the cattle at that period of time. Under the influence of Lamaism, which had come from Tibet, people began to celebrate the New Year day according to Buddhist calendar. The old holiday was almost forgotten. Though now you can find a great variety of dairy products on a festive table in families of the Buryat people. On this holiday people ask each other’s pardon, perform a solemn rite of purification, visit their relatives and friends and receive guests,’ I remarked.

     Ann was looking at me with obvious eagerness and keen interest. This seemed to inspire me and I continued more confidently.

     ‘Another ancient holiday is Tailagan. It is a clan holiday. People make a sacrifice to local spirits protecting their clan. Only those women, who belong to the clan, can take part in the rite. If a small boy attends it for the first time, his family should make another personal sacrifice, as he is his clan’s future. On this holiday people sing different songs. Yohor is the most popular national dance.’

     ‘I can only imagine how deep the roots of the Buryat people’s holidays go,’ said Ann enthusiastically. 

     ‘Undoubtedly,’ I exclaimed. ‘The third holiday widely celebrated in Ulan-Ude is Suharban. This word means “archery at a leather target”. It is held at the beginning of July. In ancient times different lamas and shamans arranged special services with a lot of believers taking part in them. The ceremonies were held near big monasteries. All local tribes and their leaders called “The Noyons” came to participate in the service. The Father Superior was at the head of the event. Nowadays the holiday is held on the open stadium, and it is controlled by the head of the district administration. The most popular competitions are in archery, horse riding and wrestling.’

     ‘Would you tell me anything more about sport life in your city?’ asked Ann politely. 

     Her interest rather touched me. I smiled at her and added: ‘Recently the city-dwellers have received a new Physical Culture Complex, a central stadium, a school of Olympic reserve. Soon an indoor skating rink will be built. We have 5 Olympic medalists, a lot of champions of the world and Europe. Now our volleyball team “HaraMorin” is doing its best to get in the playoffs.’

     Changing the subject with a sport activity for a philosophical discourse, she interposed suddenly: ‘The integration of nations is a long and complex process.’

     ‘We even don’t notice that our unity is becoming stronger day by day. We are trying to revive some forgotten national holidays and language of the Buryat people, some knowledge of our ancestors, because if you don’t know your background, you are doomed to being a man with no present and future,’ affirmed I.

     As we passed the square of the Soviets, Ann asked me to tell her about our cultural life. I replied to her: ‘We don’t deny our soviet history. Having taken its best achievements, our city is being improved. The youth of Ulan-Ude has an active social position. We take part in various public actions and volunteering. We attend exhibitions, galleries, libraries, museums and theatres. By the way, the theatre, we have just seen, is our pride. His architecture is unique. In the postwar years it was built by the Japanese war prisoners. It reflects the epoch of socialism.’

     ‘What a beautiful fountain near it!’ said my fellow traveler admiringly. She was carried away by its unusual construction and musical accompaniment.

     ‘You know, Ann, it reminds me the voices of our glorious singers, such as L.Linhovoin, K.Bazarsadaev, D.Dashiev, G.Shoidagbaeva and many others. Their voices sounded in the best world’s musical concert halls: The Metropolitan Opera, La Scala Opera House, The Grand House and Covent Garden,’ I stated proudly. ’Larisa Sahyanova and Peter Abasheev are legendary national artists. The whole world applauded their talent. The Arab Sheikh was captivated by Sahyanova’s Persian dance.’

     ‘Is it the only famous theatre in Ulan-Ude?’ inquired Ann, raising her eyebrows at me in astonishment.

     ‘Nothing of the kind!’ I remarked in a determined voice.

     The surprise that followed this declaration found voice in a sustained ‘Ah-h-h!’

     ‘The State Theatre of Song and Dance “The Baikal” introduces the citizens and guests of the city to the art of folk singing and ethnic dancing. It has a worldwide fame,’ I said. ‘In The Theatre of Buryat Drama named after Hotsa Namsaraev the performances are staged only in the Buryat language. The interior of the theatre is decorated with different interesting elements of design work. One can see a unique curtain made of horsehair or an unusual wood engraving. Their magnificence strikes anyone, who has ever been there. The State Russian Drama Theatre named after Bestuzhev is a splendid present for the city-dwellers. The theatrical square has become one of the most favorite places among the citizens. The State Puppet Theatre “Ulger” has got several Gold Mask Prizes.’
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These facts were infinitely astonishing to Ann. The silent delight reigned for a moment before the driver uttered unexpectedly: ‘We have come to the railway station’.

     I said farewell to my fellow traveler, who was thankful for my detailed story about the unknown city. Then I hurried home.

     I don’t understand those, who say that they don’t like my city. How can you not love your birthplace, the place of your childhood, the place where you have met close and beloved people?

     Having been apart from Ulan-Ude for some time, I realized the miss of it. I can’t imagine what I will do when I leave it in a half of the year. It will be always on my mind and in my heart. Every time I will look forward to our meeting. I will fancy our first day after a long separation, how I will walk in its streets, how I will come home and embrace my relatives. I love you, my native city, my Ulan-Ude!

     Day by day Ulan-Ude is getting more attractive and noble. People change and you change either. You share your cordiality with us. In response we present you with our smiles, good mood, fresh thoughts and bright ideas about your improvement. As we make you more beautiful and modern, you change us for the better.
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