FpammaTtmKa u neKkcukKa

3apaHua rpynnbl B

Mpoyumaiime npueedéHHbili HUXce mekcm. Mpeobpa3syiime, ecnu Heob6xo0umo, c/108a, HaNE4YaMAHHbIE 302/108HbLIMU
6yKeamu 8 KOHYe CmpPOK, 0603HaYeHHbIX Homepamu B1-B7, mak ymobbl OHU 2pammamuyecKu coomeemcmeosanu
codepiaHuo mekcma. 3anoaHume npornycKu noay4yeHHoiMmu cnoeamu. Kaxcdolili nponyck coomeemcmeayem omaoenbHomy
3a0aHuto u3 epynnol B1-B7.

Nasrudin.

Once upon a time there was a carpenter who had
so much work to do that he decided he needed an
B1 . ASSIST Bl. ..o

R2 |He putan in the paper, and soon ADVERTISE B2. .
someone came to apply for the job. The carpenter
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was surprised and when a strange, APPOINT B3. e

weak-looking man named Nasrudin appeared at
the door.

At first the carpenter did not want to give Nas-
rudin the job because he didn’t look very strong;
B4 |however, since no one else the adver- ANSWER 2 S

tisement, the carpenter said to Nasrudin,

“Ok, I'll give you a chance. Do you see the forest
over there? Take my axe and chop as much wood
as you can.”

At dusk Nasrudin returned, and the carpenter
asked, “How many trees have you chopped down?”

“All the trees in the forest,” Nasrudin replied.

The carpenter ran to the window and looked out.
B5 [There were no trees left on the hill- STAND B5. coieirrrrrennennes
side. Nasrudin had chopped down the whole for-

est. The carpenter asked Nasrudin, “Where did you
learn to chop wood like that?”

“In the Sahara Desert,” Nasrudin answered.

Ra [|“That’s ,“ laughed the carpenter. RIDICULE 2] - Y
“There are aren’t any trees in the Sahara Desert.”

“There aren’t any now.” Nasrudin replied



