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	MATERIAIS INTERCULTURAIS
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	MATERIAL
	Nome da música
	Good Monsters

	FONTE
	Álbum 
	Good Monsters (2006)

	
	Faixa
	5

	
	Autor
	Dan Haseltine, Charlie Lowell, Stephen Mason e Matt Odmark

	
	Cantor
	Jars of Clay

	PÚBLICO ALVO
	Alunos de: (idioma)
	Inglês

	
	Nível:
	Intermediário

	OBJETIVOS
	
	Compreender identidade; questionamentos sobre os conceitos de bom/mau

	ATIVIDADES PROPOSTAS
	Antes: 
	Vocabulário necessário; recortes de jornal mostrando fatos de outras culturas que aos nossos olhos são “maus” ou “ruins”. 

	
	Durante:
	

	
	Depois:
	Divisão em pequenos grupos (dois ou mais) para trabalhar com os recortes (cada grupo com um), para apresentação e discussão; depois, reflexão sobre a identidade – quem somos nós?

	
	Vivência: (orientação para depois)
	Entender melhor a si mesmo; refletir antes de fazer julgamentos. 

	LETRA DA MÚSICA
	All the good monsters open their eyes
To see the wasteland where the home fires rise
And the people shouting, "Why, why, why"

Do you know what you are?
Do you know what you are?

All the giants wake from their sleep
And roll outside of safety's keep
And the pain makes them feel so alive

Do you know what you are; do you know what you are?
We are bored of all the things we know
Do you know what you are; do you know what you are?

Not all monsters are bad
But the ones who are good
Never do what they could, never do what they could

All the good monsters rattle their chains
And dance around the open flames
They make a lot of empty noise

While all of the bright eyes turn away
As if there wasn't anything to say
About the justice and the mystery

Do you know what you are?
Do you know what you are?
We are bored of all the things that we know
And we are forms of everything we love, we love..

If good won't show its ugly face,
Evil won't you take your place?
Nothing ever changes, nothing ever changes
By itself

We are bored of all the things that we know
Do you know what you are?
Because we are so in love with ourselves

We are forms of all the things we love.
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