Cuenka —oTpbIBOK 13 0a/uianbl «Pooun 'y
Hean:
- [lo3nakomuTsk ¢ mogBuramu 3HameHuToro Pooun I'yna, nerennamu AHrinu
- Hayuuts yuamnmxcst o00pa3Ho MBICIUTh, COTIEPEKUBATH CBOUM I'e€POSM

- Pa3Buth HHTCPCC, BHUMATCIIbHOCTDb, MBIIIIJICHUC, Ha6HIOI[aTCJ'H>HOCTB, pcub,
YMCHHA 1 HABBIKH oerioro YTCHUAI, B006pa)KeHI/Ie

- Bocriutath caMOKOHTPOJIb, TUCIIUTUIMHUPOBAHHOCTD, aKKYPaTHOCTD,
OepexHOe OTHOIICHHUE K OKPYXaIoLel cpesie, JH0IIM, UCTOPUN



CueHapuM cLEeHKM:
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.......

Charocters

Roger, o willager
Jadn, his wife
Ava, their daughter

Henry, a furmer

A man

2 Heud tha play on pages 92-—94 Where are the choroclers?
Whut s the problem? How many ldeas do they have to galve it?

| Joan:
¥ Henry:

Reocing time 3 Read a oy

N stranﬂ

to the ‘

|| rRSCUe

Seene 1

2 A leofy foract in Englond. A farmer (5 on hig way o the vlloge n

wihan ke fingdz o harse and cort in the middla of the poitli
Goad morning! Whet's: hoppensd harg?

A e [ell aver during the night and it's blocking the pot
Wife hove 10 oot to the morket to sell our vegeioblas.

Henry:
Roger:
Henrg:  Oh nol How lang hove you been here?
Jaarn: Sinee 7 o'clock this moming! We don't anaw what 1o de
Henry: Hove you tried Lifling the tree cut of the way get?

Yoz we howe, bt its oo beowy.

Frn sura yaur horsc is strong enough ta move the troe.
Wihy don't you untie the horse and then tie thesa leot
straps rend the tres?

L

Mow 'l gel the harss o pull whils gou push the tree fro
ather side. One, fwa. three . go!

Rogen
Henry:




Ten mingtes fafer ...

Henry:  Oh, dear! This isn't working.
The troa is too heouy far the
Norse to pull!

Roger:  And 've hutt my back! Cuch!
Ava, Maw wihdt are we going to do?

Henry:  Hmmm. Maghbe we could go
thrcugh the tree. Hove gou got
ony toals in your cart?
flootdng mside the corl and
holeng ue on oxe) We've got this. |
Whalisit?

I's an axe. I's used for cutting
winod. [t will Ut the e in balf in
no time! Carne onl Who's fecling
enerpeticy?

Hoger tokes [he axe from his wife and storts

i cit e Nea.

Cne hour tofar

Roger:  This isn't going to work. The oxg is 100 small and it sl shiarp
enaugh. We'll be hete uniil midnight! What ore we geing to do now?

Joan: | know! Lets make o fire ond burn the tres,

Henry  Bum the tree? Thol's too dongerous. Wo'ne in the middle of o forest —
we'll burn down he whele forest!

Joan:  Ne, we won'l We'll anly make a very small fire undemeath the ree.
Ceme an, lats try.

They ol stort collecling leoves mnd bronohes fom 1he frest loor

14 rminutes [oler ...

Avar Look! The branches aren't going o cotch firg,
they're tan wat, Whal arn wa going 1o do now?

Henry:  I'm going te baok for halp. Fye heard iore's o
community of peopls who Tive in this forest and
help poopla in trouble. fruis off into the forasi)
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