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ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR KINDERGARTEN

ClassD001 SOLO POETRY- Serious PoetryKindergarten
MY DOG - Bernice Aylen

When thunder splits the sky
And lightening quivers at the window
My dog crawls behind the sofa.

He covers his ears with higws
and whimpers

|l 6m not really afraid
But my dog needs company.

So | crawl in beside him

And cuddle up

Close.

Class D001 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Kindergrten (Continued)
O EARTH 1 Chief Dan George

O earth

for the strength
in my heart

| thank thee.

O cloud

for the blood
in my body

| thank thee.
O fire

for the shine
in my eyes

| thank thee.

O sun

for the life

you gave to me
| thank thee.
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Class D001 SOLO POETRY- Serious Poetry, Kindergarte(Continued)
FALLING STAR - Sara Teasdale

| saw a star slide down the sky,
Blinding the north as it went by,
Too burning and too quick to hold,
Too lovely to be bought or sold,
Good only to make wishes on
And then forever to be gone.

Class D001 SOLO POETRYSerious PoetryKindergarten(Continued)
THE WINDOW CLEANER - M. Long

When | grow up | want to be

A window cleaning man

And make the windows in our street
As shiny as | can.

| 661 1 put mwl | adder by the w
And up the steps 1611 go
But when 1 dm up there with my pai/l

Ilhope the wind wondét bl ow.

Class D001 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Kindergarte(Continued)
THE SQUIRREL  Author unknown

Whisky, frisky,
Hippity hop,
Up he goes

To the tree top!

Whirly, twirly,
Round and round,
Down he scampers
To the ground.
Fury, curly,

What a tail!

Tall as a feather,
Broad as a sail!

Whereds his supper?
In the shell,

Snappity, crackity,

Out it fell!
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Class D001 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Kindergarte(Continued)
MICE - Rose Fyleman

| think mice
Are rather nice.

Their tails are long,
Their faces small,
They haven't any
Chins at all.

Their ears are pink,
Their teeth are white,
They run about

The house at night.
They nibble things
They shouldn’t touch
And no one seems
To like them much.

But | think mice
Are nice.

Class D001 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Kindergarte(Continued)
A LITTLE SEED - Mabel Watts

A little seed

For me to sow . ..
A little earth

To make it grow . . .
A little hole,

A little pat . . .
A little wish,

And that is that.
A little sun,

A little shower,
A little while.

And theni a flower!

Class D001 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Kindergarte(Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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Class D002 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Kindegarten

UPSIDE DOWN'i Aileen Fisher

| t fdnay how beetles
and creatures like that
can walk upside down
as well as walk flat:

They crawl on a ceiling
and climb on a wall
without any practice

or trouble at all,

While | have been trying
for a year (maybenore)

and stil]l I canbot stand

with my hea on the floor.

Class D002 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, KindergarteiContinued)

THE ALPHABET MONSTER - Robert Heidbreder

|l m the Al phabet Monster

And nothing tastes better

To the Alphabet Monster

Than eating letter.

A"J"and an "A"

And a "C" anda "K"

And the million more letters

| munch every day.

| 6m hungry now.
What shall | do?

Il think 1611 eat
a"y"

an"QO"

and a "U".

That means. . .YOU!
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Class D002 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, KindergarteContinued)
IF | WERE A FISH - Marie Louise Allen

| like to play in water;
And if | were a fish,
|l 6d have water all around me
In a big glass dish.

And my tail would make it splatter
Till it splashed the sky
And the Mother Fish would only say,
ANow, Tgdidm &t O

Class D002 SOLO POETRYi Humorous Poetry, KindergarteiContinued)
JACK BE NIMBLE - adapted by Joan Miller

Jack, be nimble.
Jack, be quick.
Jack! Jump over the candlestick!

Jack! Be careful!
Jack, take care.
Or el se youol ear'rburn your wunderw

O dear, Jack!
You should have jumped higher!
| 6m afraid youdbve caught your pants on fi

Class D002 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, KindergarteiContinued)
SNOWBALL - Shel Silverstein

| made myself a snowball
As perfect as could be.

| thought Id keep it as a pet
And let it sleep with me.

| made it some pajamas
And a pillow for its head.
Then last night it ran away,
But first - it wet the bed.
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Class D002 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, KindergarteiContinued)
PUZZLED - Margaret Hillert

| took a sip olemon pop

And then a sip of lime,

A little orange soda too

A swallow at a time.

Some grape came next and cherry red,
And then | almost cried,

How could my stomach feel so bad
With rainbows down inside.

Class D002 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Petry, Kindergaten (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten
WHEN YOUR SUCKER STICKS - Sheree Fitch

My sucker stuck to my sweater;
my sucker stuck in my hair.
Mum had to get the scissors

to cut it out of there.

All because of m sucker,
there's a bald spot on my head.
To tell the truth

I'd rather have

that sucker stuck instead.

Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten(Continued)
BABY'S DRINKING SONG - James Kirkup

Sip a little
Sup a little

From your little
Cup alittle

Sup a little
Sip a little

Put it to your
Lip a little

Tip a little
Tap a little

Not into your
Lap orit'll

Dip a little
Drop a little

On the table
Top a little.
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Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten(Continued)
THE HOUSE OF THE MOUSE - Lucy Spague Mitchell

The house of the mouse

is a wee little house,

a green little house in the grass,
which big clumsy folk

may hunt and may poke

and still never see as they pass
this sweet little, neat little,

we little, green little,
cuddledown hideaway

hous in the grass.

Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten(Continued)
THE MOONO6S THE NORTH Wiaché® birfslsaz OOK'Y

The Moonds the North Windds cooky.
He bites it, day by day,
Until thereds but a rim of scraps
That crumble all awa

The South Whd is a baker.

He kneads clouds in his den,
And bakes a crisp new moon

that . . . greedy

North ... Wind ... eats. .. again

Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten(Continued)
A SONG FOR SPRINGT Author unknown

Boom ChaBoom Cha, Boom Boom
This is a song for the coming of Spring
Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom
Webre tired of winter so | etbds alll S i
Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom
After a winter of snow and ice.
Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom
The first sings of Spring areally nice
Boom ChaBoom Cha, Boom Boom
The first rains of Spring wash the snow away.
Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom
Soon warm weather will be here to stay.
Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom
The grass will turn from brown to green.
Boom Cha, Boom Chd&oom Boom
Prettiestsighy ou6ve ever seen.
Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom
Soon wedoll hear robinds song.
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Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom
Before you know it the days get long.
Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom

So |l etdos all sing for the coming

Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom
For the funfilled days that it will bring.
Boom Cha, Boom Cha, Boom Boom

Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten(Continued)
JACK FROST - Cecily E. Pike

Look out! Look out!

Hebs after our fingers and toes:
And, all through the night,

The gay litte sprite

Is working where nobody knows.

Hedll c¢climb each tree,

So nimble is he,

His silvery powder heo6ll shake;

To windows hedll creep,

And while wedre asl eep,

Such wonder ful pictures heoll mak e .

Across tle grass,

Hedl | merrily pass,

And change laits greenness to white;

Then home he will go,

And | augh, iHO! Ho! Ho!

What fun | have had in the night! o

Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten(Continued)
BIRDS IN THE GARDEN - Unknown

Greedyittle sparrow,
Great big crow,

Saucy little torrtits
All'in a row.

Are you very hungry,
No place to go?

Come and eat my breadcrumbs,
In the snow.
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Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten(Continued)
RUNAWAY ENGINE - Mollie Clarke

Run away engine
Ricketty Rack,
Running around the
Railway track.

All the way there and
All the way back,
Run away engine
Ricketty Rack.

Class D008 CHORAL SPEAKINGKindergarten(Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR GRADE ONE

Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Grad#
THE STORM by SaraColeridge

See lightning is flashing,

The forest is crashing,

The rain will come dashing,
A flood will be rising anon;

The heavens are scowling,
The thunder is growling,
Theloud winds are howling,
The storm has come suddenly on!

But now the sk clears,
The bright sun appears,
Now nobody fears,
But soon every cloud will be gone.

Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (continued)
MY DOG - Marchette Chu

His nose is short and scrubby;
His ears hang rather low;

And he alwaydrings the stick back,
No matter how far | throw.

He gets spanked rather often
For things he shouldn't do,
Like lying on beds, and barking,
And chewing up shoes when they're new.

He always wants to be going
Where he isn't supposed to go

He tracksup the house when it's snowing
Oh puppy, | love you so!
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Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (continued)

A LITTLE SEED - Mabel Watts

A little seed

For metosow. ..
A little earth

To make it grow . . .
A little hole,

A little pat . . .
A little wish,

And that is that.
A little sun,

A little shower,
A little while.

And theni a flower!

Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (continued)

UNDERSEA - Marchette Chute

Beneath the waters
Green and cool
The mermaids lep
A swimming school.

The oysters trot;
The lobsters prance;
The dolphins come
To join the dance.

But the jelly fsh

Who are rather small

Candt seem to | earn
The steps at all.
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Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (continued)

BEDTIME - Kate Cox Goddard

Sometimes when | get into bed,
And cannot go to sleep,

And after all my prayers are said,
And | hawe counted sheep,
| call to Mother, and | say:
AA Drink of wat
She knows |1 6m n
| only want to tease.

And so | laugp when she comes in
And opens wide the door,

She knows | only want to kiss
And hug her just once more.

er

ot t

hi

pl ease. 0

rsty, and

Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (continued)

HOSE 1 Valerie Worth

The hose
Can squeeze
Water to

A silver rod
That digs
Hard holes
In the mud,

Or, muzzled
Tighter by

The nozzle,
Can rain

Chill diamond
Chains

Across the yard,

Or, fanned
Out fine,

Can hang

A silk
Rainbow
Halo

Over soft fog.
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Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (continued)
GO WIND - Lillian Moore

Go wind, blow

Push wind, swoosh
Shake things
take things
make things fly.

Go wind, blow

Push things, wheee.
No, wind, no
Not mei
not me

Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (continued)
WINDY NIGHTS - Robert Louis Stevenson

Wheneve the moon and stars are set,
Whenever the wind ikigh,
All night long in the dark and wet,
A man goes riding by.
Late in the night when the fires are out,
Why does he gallop and gallop about?

Whenever the trees are crying aloud,
And ships are tossett sea,

By, on the highway, low and loud,
By at thegallop goes he.

By at the gallop he goes, and then

By he comes back at the gallop again.

Class D101 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (continued)
OWN CHOICE
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Class D102 SOLO POETR¥YHumorousPoetry, Gradel

GALOSHES - Rhoda Bacmeister

Susie's galoshes

Make splishes and sploshes
And slooshes and sloshes
As Susie steps slowly
Along in the slush.

They stamp and they tramp

On the ice and concrete,

They get stuck in the muck and the mud,;
But Suse likes much best to hea

The slippery slush

As it slooshes and sloshes,
And splishes and sploshes,
All around her galoshes!

Class D102 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradé (Continued)

DO FISHES GO TO SCHOOL By Ruth Whitman

After supper
beforethe dishes

we noticed sudenly
that fishes

were making little
leaps and swishes
under the setting sun.

Are they dolphins?
Brought in by some
far off gales?
Playing hopscotch
one by one?

Leda said, O silly fool,

these fishes clearly

are a school é
Davey irterrupted

Yes,

butwhen do they have their
recess?
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Class D102 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
FACE OFF - Lois Simmie

| got a fat lip last Saturday night

When the goal post said hi to my head;
Then a stick got stuck in the bladenoy skate
And | turned the blueline red.

| flattened my nose up against the board;

l 0m thinking it must be a sign
Not to forget my helmet again,

Or theface offis going to be mine!

Class D102 SOLO POETR¥Humorous Poetry, Gradé& (Continued)
AFTER A BATH - Aileen Fisher

After my bath

| try, try, try

to wipe myself

till l 6m dry, dry, dry.

Hands to wipe

and fingers and toes
and two wet legs
and a shiny nose.

Just think how mch

|l ess time |1 6d take
if | were d dog

and could shake, shake, shake.

Class D102 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
DANCING PANTS 1 Shel Silverstein

And now for the Dancing Pants,

Doing their fabulous dance,

From the seat to thaeat,

With no legs inside them

And no feet beneath.

Theyo!l | whandjiggle aadphnce, wi r |
So just start the music

And give them a chande

Letdébs have a big hand for the wonder ful
Super sensational, utterly fabulous,

Talented Dancingants!

) m
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Class D102 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
AT TH E BEACH - John Ciardi

-- Johnny, Johnny, let go of that crab!
You have only ten fingers, you know:
If you hold itthat way, it is certain to grab
At least one or two of thenPlease, let go!

--Thank you, Daddy, for teaching not scolding,

But t heething bBtlsink you should know:

|l believe itbés the icrab that is doing
I let goi OUCHT ten minutes ago

Class D102 SOLO POETR¥Humorous Poetry, Gradé& (Continued)
THE SNEEZE - Sheree Fitch

| winked and | blinked

And my nose got itchy

And my eyes watered

And my mouth went twitchy

| went AHHHH

| went AHHHH

| went AHHHH CHOOOOOO

And | blew

And | sneezed

Then | coughed

And | wheezed

And my brother said, AOh brother! o
And my mother said,

AGAZOONTI GHT! o

And my father said, ABless You!o
Andlsaid Ah...ah...ah...

AHHHHHHHHH CHOOOOOQOO!

Class D102 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class 04 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Grade 1
OWN CHOICE

Class 05 PROSE READING- Humorous Reading, Gradé
OWN CHOICE
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Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel
MY FAVORITE WORD - Lucia and James L. Hymes, Jr.

There is one word

My favourite-

The very, very best.

It isn't No or Maybe

It's Yes, Yes, Yesyes,YES!

"Yes, yes, you may," and

"Yes, of course,and

"Yes, please help yourself."

And when | want a piece of cake,
"Why, yes, it's on the shelf."

Some candy? "Yes."
A cookie? "Yes."
A movie? "Yes, we'll go."

I love it when they say my word:
Yes,Yes YES (Not Na)

Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel (Continued)
HIDING - Dorothy Aldis

I'm hiding. I'm hiding,

And no one knows where;
For all they can see is my
Toes and my hair.

And | just heard my father
Say to my mother

"But, darling, he must be
Somewhere or other;

"Have you lo&ed in the ink well?"
And Mother said, "Where?"

"In the INK WELL," said Father. But
| was not there.

Then "Wait!" cried my mother
"l think that | see

Him under the carpet.” But

It was not me.

"Inside the mirror's

A pretty good plae,”

Said Faéher and looked, but saw
Only his face.

Rainy River District
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"We've hunted," sighed Mother,
As hard as we could

And | AM so afraid that we've
Lost him for good."

Then | laughed out loud
And | wiggled my toes

And Father said "Look, dear,
| wonder if those

Toes cald be Benny's.

There are ten of them. See?"

And they WERE so surprised to find
Out it was me!

Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel (Continued)
FURRY BEAR - A. A. Milne

If | were a bear,

And a big bear too,

Ishoul dnot much <car e
if it froze orsnew;

I shoul dnot much mind
If it snowed or frizi

| 6d bdnedl!l | fur

With a coat like his!

For 1 6d have fur boots and a brown fur wra
And brown fur knickers and a big fur cap.

| 6d have -rafftdcaver mpjaws,f | e

And brown fur mittens on mlgig brown paws.

With a big brown furrydown up to my head,

| 6d sl eep all winter in a big fur bed.
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Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel (Continued)
CATS - Eleanor Farjcon

Cats sleep
Anywhere,
Any table,
Any chair,
Top of piano,
Window-ledge,
In the middle,
On the edge,
Open drawer,
Empty shoe,
Anybodyo6s
Lap will do,
Fitted in a
Cardboard box,
In thecupboard
With your frocksi

Anywhere!
Theydondét car e!
Cats sleep
Anywhere.
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Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel (Continued)
FALLING ASLEEP - lan Serraillier

lcandét fall asl eep

When Mummy goesadt o choir. I

My prayers, the cat is purring on my bed,

And Daddyoés reading downst ai
Lies pillowed deep,
But | candét fal/l asl eep,

Il candot fall asl eep
Or settle. Though Mummy has undressed me
And bahed me and bedded me and kissed me,
Iwonder-wh i | e s h el@as shemissegl me?g

Will I never fall asleep?

The long hours creep,

The long hours creep,
So slowly ... Then at least the front door
Bangs, and | hear her cross the floor.
| call good night and she kisses me once more
And hug me. | could weep
For joy. But | fall asleep.

Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel (Continued)
NOISE - J. Pope

| like noise.

The whoop of a boy, the thud of a hoof,

The rattle of rain o galvanized roof,

The hubbub of traffic, the roar of &in,

The throb of machinery numbing the brain,
The switching of wires in an overhead tram,
The rush of the wind, a door on the slam,
The boom of the thunder, the crash of the waves,
The din of a rier that races and raves,

The crack of a rifle, the cland a pail,

The strident tattoo of a switslapping salil
From any old sound that the silence destroys
Arises a gamut of sodtirring joys.

| like noise.

Rainy River District
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Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel (Continued)

THE GOLD -TINTED DRAGON - Karla Kuskin

What 6s t he
Without any dragon
To pull you for mile after mile?
An elegant lean one

A gold-tinted green one
Wearing a dragonly smile.

Yo u ol pdownvine galleys

good of a

Youodl !l sail up the hi

Your dragon will shine in the sun
And as you ush by
The people will cry
Al wish that my

wagon

wagon

| s

had onel! 0

Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel (Continued)

ECHO - Sara Asheron

Hello!
Hello!
Are younear?
near, near.
Or far from here?
far, far from here.
Are you there?
there, there
Or comirg this way,
Haunting my words
Whatever | say?

Halloo!
halloooo

Listen, you.

Who are you, anyway?
who, who, whooo?

Class D108 CHORAL SPEAKING Gradel (Continued)

OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR GRADE TWO

Class D201 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradg
TREES - Joyce Kilmer

| think that | shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree.

A treewhose hungry mouth is pressed
Against the earth's sweet flowing breast;

A tree that looks at God all day
And lifts her leafy arms to pray;

A tree that may in Summer wear
A nest of robins in her hair;

Upon whose bosom snow has lain;
Who intimately liveswith rain.

Poems are made by fools like me,
But only God can make a tree

Class D201 SOLO®ETRY - Serious Poetry, Grade 2 (Continued)
SOME ONE - Walter de la Mare

Some one came knocking
At my wee, small, door;
Some one came knocking,
| Oguré surd sure;
| listened, | opened,
| looked to left and right,
But nought there wasstirring
I n the stild]l dark nighto
Only the busy beetle
Taptappng in the wall,
Only from the forest
The screeclto we 6 s cal |
Only the cricket whistling
While thedewdrops fall,
So | know not who came knocking,
At all, at all, at all.

Rainy River District
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Class D201 SOLO®ETRY - Serious Poetry, Grade 2 (Continued)

WINDY NIGHTS - Robert Louis Stevenson

Whenever the moon and stars are set
Whenever the wind is high,
All night long in the dark and wet,
A man goes riding by.
Late in the night when the fires are out,
Why does he gallop and gallop about?

Whenever the trees are cryialpud,
And ships are tossed at sea,
By, on the highway, low and loud,
By at the gallop ges he.
By at the gallop he goes, and then
By he comes back at the gallop again.

Class D201 SOLO®ETRY - Serious Poetry, Grade 2 (Continued)

STEAM SHOVEL - Chales Malam

The dinosaurs are not all dead.

| saw one raise its iron head

To watch me walkig down the road
Beyond our house today.

Its jaws were dripping with a load

Of earth and grass that it had cropped.
It must have heard me where | stopped,
Snorted wite steam my way,

And stretched its long neck out to see,
And chewed, and grinned quaeniably.

Class D201 SOLO®ETRY - Serious Poetry, Grade 2 (Continued)

NIGHTMARE - Siv Widerberg

| never say his name aloud

and dono6t tell anybody

| always close &the drawers

and look behind the door before | go to bed
| cross my toes and count tiglet

and turn the pillow over three times
Still he comes sometimes

one two three

like a shot

glaring at me with his eyes,

grating with his nails

and sneering his big sari

the Scratch Man
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Oh-oh, now | said his name!
Ma ma , [ canot

sl eep!

Class D201 SOLO POETRY - Serious Poetry, Grade 2 (Continued)

SHADOW DANCE - lvy O. Eastwick

O Shadow,
Dear Shadow,
Come, Shadow,
And dance!
On the wall

In the firelight
Let bothof

Us prance!

| raise my
Arms, thus!
And you raise
Your arms, so!

And dancing
And leaping
And laughing
We go!

From the wall
To the ceiling,
From ceiling
To wall,

Just you and
I, Shadow,
And none else
At all.

Class D201 SOLO®ETRY - Serious PoetryGrade 2 (Continued)

SEASIDE - Shirley Hughes

Sand in the sandwiches,
Sand in theea,

Flat, wet sand running
Down tot he sea.

Pools full of seaweed,
Shells and stones,
Damp bathing suits

And icecream cones.

Waves pouring in

to a sanetastle moat.
Man the defences!
Now weobr e
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Waterds for splashing,
Sand is for play,

A day by tte sea

Is the best kind of day.

Class D201 SOLO®ETRY - Serious Poetry, Grade 2 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D202 SOLO POETR¥Humorous Poetry, Grad@
MOTHER DOESNO6 T WANT -AludbhQ/®Grst

Mother doesn't want a dog.

Mother says thegmell,

And never sit when you say sit,

Or even when you yell.

And when you come home late at night
And there is ice and snow,

You have to go back out because

The dumb dog has tag

Mother doesn't want a dog.
Mother says they shed,

And always let the stragers in

And bark at friends instead,

And do disgraceful things on rugs,
And track mud on the floor,

And flop upon your bed at night
And snore their doggy snore.

Mother doesn't ant a dog.

She's making a mistake.
Because, more than a dog, | think
Shewill not want this snake.

Class D202 SOLO POETRYHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
| BOUGHT OUR CAT A JETPACK - Kenn Nesbitt

| bought our cat a jetpack
which | think sheiked a lot.

She strapped it on and instantly
she took off like a shot.

She zoomed around my bedroom
then she blasted down the hall.
She ricocheted off every piece

of furniture and wall.

Our dog freaked out and ran away.
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Our hamster squeaked and fled.
| even saw my sister hiding
underneath her bed.

Our cat is so fired up

| almost hate to break the news:
She'll never catch our mouse;

| bought him rocket powered shoes

Class D202 SOLO POETR¥Humorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
THE SNEEZE - Sheree Fch

| winked and I blinked

And my nose got itchy

And my eyeswatered

And my mouth went twitchy

| went AHHHH

| went AHHHH

| went AHHHH CHOOOOOO

And | blew

And | sneezed

Then | coughed

And | wheezed

And my brother said, AOh brother!o
And my mother said,

AGAZOONTI GHT! o

And my father said, ABless You!o
Andlsaid Ah..ah...ah...

AHHHHHHHHH CHOOOOOOO!

Class D202 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
AMBROSE AND PERCIVAL i ElizabethKouki

Ambrose and Percival
Conversed one eve
In the waters of Lily Bay

AGarrump, 0 sai d Ambrose,
AWhot aeg ? 0

Anwered Percival
In a gallumphous tone

AWhy, dondt you know?

Theybébre a tribe called camper s,

And theyore filling all rivers and coves
6Ti l a decent frog can hardly find
Aquietplaeb sl eep these days. o0
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Class D202 SOLO POETRY¥YHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
THE WORM - Ralph Bergengren

When the earth is turned in spring
The worms are fat as anything.

And birds come flying all around
To eat the worms right off the grnd.

They like worms just as much as |
Like bread ananilk and apple pie.

And once, when | was very young,
| put a worm right on my tongue.

I di dnot

|l i ke the taste
And so | di dnot swal |l ow it.
But oh, it makes my Mother squirm
Because she thinksate that worm!

Class D202 SOLO POETR¥YHumorousPoetry, Grade (Continued)
|l &M JUST A M&HIyihE R

|l 6m just a spider, hanging here.
| spin my web all day.

| work so hard now on my web

| dondt have time to play.

Some people say | 6m scary
And | dondét know what for.
But what those people need kmow

Is that they scare mmaore!

6Cause | 6m-ijtusst may g poibder

To spin my web each day.

|l dondt try to frighten you.
so be kind with what you say.
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Class D202 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Petry, Grade2 (Continued)
AT THE BEACH - John Ciardi

T Johnny, Johnny, let go of that crab!
You have only ten fingers, you know:
If you hold it that way, it is certain to grab
At least one or two of thenPlease, let go!

T Thank you, Daddy, for teachinmgpt scolding,

But thereds one thing I
| believe i1itds theicrab
| let go OUCH!i ten minutes ago!

hi nk
hat

Class D202 SOLO POETR¥Humorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class @204 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Grade 2
OWN CHOICE

Class @205 PROSE READING- Humorous Reading, Grade 2
OWN CHOICE

Class D208 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade2
COPYCAT - Robert Heidbreder

Copycat, copycat
Shadow's &opycat!

Out in the sun
Whenever | run,
It runs.
Wherever | twirl,
It twirls.

I curl up small.
It curls up small.
| stand up tall.

It stands up tall.

Copycat, copycat,
Shadow's a copycat.

Whenever | hide,
It hides.

| spread out wide.
It spreads outvide.
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| pat my head.

It pats its head.

| fall down dead.
It falls down dead.

But when | go inside to stay,
Copycat, copycat goes away!

Class D208 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade2 (Continued)

THE GRASSHOPPER - Conrad Aiken

Grasshopper
grasshopper
all day long
we hear your scraping
summer song
like
rusty
fiddles
in
the
grass
as through
the meadow
path
we pass
such funny legs
such funny feet
and how we wonder
what you eat
maybe a single blink of dew

sipped from a clover leaf would do

then high in air
once more you spring
to fall in grass again
and sing.
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Class D208 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade2 (Continued)
THE SECRET SONG - Margaret Wise Brown

Who saw the petals
drop from the rose?
I, said the spider,

But nobody knows.

Who saw the sunset
flash on a bird

I, said the fish

Bur nobody heard.

Who saw the fog
come over the sea?

I, said the sea pigeon,
Only me.

Who saw thdir st
green light of the sun?
I, said the night owl,
The only one.

Who saw the moss
creep over the stone?
[, said the grey fox,
All alone.
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Class D208 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade2 (Continued)

GOOD MORNING - Muriel Sipe

One day | saw a downy duck,
With feathers on his back;

| said, fAGood morning, downy duck, 0
And he said, fAQuack, quack, quack. o

One day | saw a timid mouse,

He was s®hy and meek;

| said, AGood morning, timid mouse, O
And he said, ASqueak, squeak, squeak. o0
One day | saw a curly dog,

| methim with a bow;

| said, fAGood morning, curly dog, O
And he s-wdwav,o0 wil Bo w

One day | saw a scarlet bird,
He woke me from my sép;
| said,

And he said, fACheep,

AGood morning,

scarlet bird, o
cheep, cheep. o

Class D208 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade2 (Continued)

A MOSQUITO IN THE CA BIN - Myra Stilborn

Although you bash her,
swat her, smash her,
andgo to bed victorious,
happy and glorious

she will come winging,
zooming and zinging,
wickedly singing

over your bed.

You slap the air

but sheabagy i n
cackling with laughter.

You smack your head,
but sheilisnot
shedbs on the r
Sheds out for
yours my friend,

and she will get it, in the end.
She brings it first to boiling point,
then lets it steam.

With a fee, fi, fo and caented fum
she sips it

while you dream.

you

o ma

o o
o -

e
f
I

o o
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Class D208 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade2 (Continued)
EIGHT BALLOONS - Unknown

Eight balloons no one was buyino

All broke loose one afternoon.

Eight balloons with stringsa | yi n 6,
Free to do what they wantéal

One flew up to touch the suriPOP!

One thought highways might be fu?OP!
One took a nap in a cactus pilBOP!

One stayed to play with a careless chiROP!
One tried to taste some bacon fryiPOP!
One fell in love with a porcupinePOP!

One | ooked cl oseh-POPla crocodi
One sat aroundWBOASH! hi s air
Eight balloons no one was buyin
They broke loose and away they flew,
Free to float and free to fly
And free to pop where they wanted to.
Class D208 CH®AL SPEAKING- Grade2 (Continued)
FALLI NG ASLEEP - lan Serraillier
|l canot f all asl eep
When Mummy goes to choir. | 6ve

My prayers, the cat is purring on my bed,

And Daddyods reading downst ai
Lies pillowed deep,
But | campdt fal/l asl ee

|l canot f all asl eep
Or settle. Though Mummy has undressed me
And bathed me and bedded me and kissed me,
Iwonder-wh i | e s h eh@sssheanissed me? g

Will I never fall asleep?

The long hours creep,

The long hours creep,

So slowly ... Therat least the front door

Bangs, and | hear her cross the floor.

| call good night and she kisses me once more
And hugs me. | could weep
For joy. But I fall asleep.
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Class D208 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade2 (Continued)
JACK FROST - Cecily E. Pike

Look out! Look out!

Hebs after our fingers and toes:
And, all through the night,

The gay little sprite

Is working where nobody knows.

Hedoll c¢climb each tree,

So nimble is he,

His silvery powder heo6ll shake;

To windows hedoll creep,

And whi bskeepwe o6r e

Such wonder ful pictures heoll mak e .

Across the grass,

Hedl | merrily pass,

And change all its greenness to white;

Then home he will go,

And | augh, iHo! ho! Ho !

What fun | have had in the night!o

Class D208 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade2 (Conthued)
OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA

SELECTIONS FOR GRADE THREE

Class D301 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradad
THE MOUSE - Elizabeth Coatsworth

| hear a mouse
Bitterly complaining

In a crack oimoonlight
Aslant on the floor

"Little 1 ask

And that Ittle is not granted.
There are few crumbs

In this world any more."

"The bread box is tin
And | cannot get in"

"The jam's in a jar

My teeth cannot mar."
"The cheese sits by itself
On an icebox shelf."

"All night | run
Searching and seeking;
All night | run

About on the floor."

"Moonlight is there

And a bare place for dancing,
But no little feast

Is spread anymore."

Class D301 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)

SOMETHING TO LD THE WILD GEESE - Rachel Field

Something told the wildepse
It was time to go,
Though the fields lay golden
Something whispered, "Snow!"
Leaves were green and stirring,
Berries lustreglossed,
But beneath warm feathers
Somethingcautioned, "Frost!"
All the sagging orchards
Steamed with amber spice,
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But each wild beast stiffened

At remembered ice.
Something told the wild geese

It was time to fly-
Summer sun was on their wings,

Winter in their cry.

Class D301 SOLO POETR¥Serious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
FOR SALE - Shel Silverstein

Onesister for sale!
One sister for sale!
One crying and spying young sister for sale!

|l 6m really not kidding,

So whoo6ll start the bidding?

Do | hear a dollar?

A nickel?

A penny?

Oh,i snét there, isnb6t there, i1snbdét there an)

One kid who will buy this old sistdor sale,
This crying and spying young sister for sale?

Class D301 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
MY NOISY BROTHER - Bruce Lansky

My br ot heagisgldd, such a n
When he eats soup he slurps.

When he drinks milk he gargles.

And ater meals he burps.

He cracks his knuckles when heds bored.
He whistles when he walks.

He snaps his fingers when he sings,

and when heds mad he squawks.

At night my brother sna&s so loud

It sounds just like a riot.

Even when he sleeps

My noisy brothers n 6t qui et .
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Class D301 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
CRYING - Galway Kinnell

Crying only a little bit

is no use. You must cry

Until your pillow issoaked!

Then you can get up and laugh.

Then you can jump in the shower

And splashksplashsplash!

Then you can throw open your window
And, fAdnHa ha! Ha ha'! o

And i f people say, fnHey,
What 6s going on up there?o0
AHa ha'! o6 sing back, fAHappiness

Was hiding in thedst tear!
| wept it! Ha ha'!o

Class D301 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
PEGASUSI Eleanor Farjeon

He could not be captured,
He could not be bought,
His running was rhythm,
His standing was thought;
With one eye on sorrow
And one ge on mirth

He galloped | heaven
And gambolled on earth
And only the poet

With wings to his brain
Can mount him and ride him
Without any rein,

The stallion of heaven,
The steed of the skies,
The horse of the singer
Who sings as he flies.

Class D301 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
SHADOW DANCE - vy O. Eastwick

O Shadow,

Dear Shadow,

Come, Shadow, And dance!
On the wall

In the firelight

Let both of

Us prance!

| raise my
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Arms, thus!
And you raise
Your arms, so!

And dancing
And leaping
And laughing
We go!

From the wall
To the ceiling,
From ceiling
To wall,

Just yu and

I, Shadow,
And none else
At all.

Class D301 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
WILLIAM WORM - Sheree Fitch

William Worm
Hadquite a squirm
So | picked him up

| kept him for a pet
And put him in a cup.

Then | took him home

Sol could show my dad

But for some strange reason
May dad goimad!

Oh, nooo! he said

A worm! A worm!

A squirmy slimy worm!
Oh, nooo! he said

A worm! A worm!
Worms are full of germs

But look, | said

Just watch this worm
See how he squiggles?
How he squirm®

His name is William
William Worm
And Bill and | are friends

Well, William Worm
How do you do?
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My father started to grin
| 6m sorry Iubbtave to tell vyo
YOU CANOT COME | N!

Now take that worm

With his squiggly squirm
And put him on the ground
T h a t hérs wowns belong
| cannot have Bill around.

So William Worm

He squirmed away

| looked for him

The other day

| found some worms

Bur not onesquirms

In quite that squiggly way.

Class D301 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D32 SOLO POETRY- Humorous Poetry, Grad8&
MI LLI CENTG6S -N&MASES R

Millie buttons her coat, gives her mother a kiss,
thenMillicent's mother says something like this:

"Millie, take your umbrella in case there's a storm,

and be sure twear mittens to keep your hands warm,
and, since it may snow, take your snowshoes and parka,
and pack your big flashlight in case it getslda.

This bicycle pump will help fix a flat tire,

this fire extinguisher puts out a fire,

and take this roastitkey, you may need a snack,

this map and this compass will help you get back,
andtake your galoshes, there may be some mud,

and your scubdive outfit in case there's a flood,

and in case you get bored, take your toys in your wagon
and please weaioyr armor, in case there's a dragon.”
"Oh, Mommy!" says Millie. "l don't need alhat!"

"Okay," says her mother. "But wear a warm hat."
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Class D302 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
THE ELF AND THE DORMOUSE - Oliver Herford

UNDER a toadstool
Crept a wee Elf,
Out of the rain
To shelter himself.

Under thetoadstool,
Sound asleep,

Sat a big Dormouse
All'in a heap.

Trembled the wee EIf,
Frightened and yet

Fearing to fly away
Lest he get wet.

To the next sheltér
Maybe a mile!

Sudden the wee EIf
Smiled a wee smile.

Tugged till the toadstool
Toppled in two.

Holding it over him,
Gaily he flew.

Soon he was safe home,
Dry as could be.

Soon woke the Dormoude
"Good gracious me!

AWhere is my toadstool ?0
Loud he lamented.

And that's how umbrellas
First wee invented.

Class D302 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
ALL FOR AN ICE -CREAM by Karen Jackson

"Mum, can | have an ieceream?"

"Go ask your dad."

"Dad, can | have an ieeream?"

"Go ask your mum."

"But I've just asked her and she told me to ask you."
"Well tell her that I've told you to ask her."

A Mu m, dad's just told me to tell -gre@am” t hat
"Oh well | suppose you can bgo ask your dad for 10 pent
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"Right."

"Dad, can | have 10 pence for an-meam?"

"l haven't got |0 pence."

"Oh come on dad you haven't looked yet and oh hurry the van'll go soon."
“Let's have a look then, ah, there you are."

"Thanks dad, Ohh!"

"What's the matter now?"

"The van's gonebo

Class D302 SOLO POETR¥Humorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
HARVEY ALWAYS WINS - Jack Prelutsky

Every game that Harvey plays
Harvey always wins,

he knows he will

before the game begins.

Follow the leadr, leapfrog, tag
whatever game we choose,

as long as Harvey's in the game
then Harvey doesn't lose.

We hate to play with Harvey,
he loves to spoil our fun,

as soon as a game is over
heshouts, "You see, | won."

Harvey's always showing off,
he wirs when he competes,

it isn't that he's better,

it's that Harvey always cheats.

Class D302 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Grad& (Continued)
WITCH GOES SHOPPING - Lilian Moore

Witch rides off

Upon her broom

Finds a space

To park it.

Takes a shinghopping cart
Into the supermarket.
Smacks her lips and reads
The list of things she needs:

"Six batsd wings
Worms in brine

Ears of toads

Eight or nine.

Slugs and bugs
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Snake skins dried
Buzzard innards
Pickled, fried."

Witch takes herself

From shelf teshelf

Cackling all the while.

Up and down and up and down and
In and out each aisle.

Out comes cans and cartons
Tumbling to the floor.

"This," says Witch, now all-&witch,
"Is a crazy stre.

I CANOGT FI ND A SINGLE THI NG
| AM LOOKING FOR!"

Class D302 SOO POETRY- Humorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
CHORES1 Gordon Korman

When you're tired from doing your schoolwork,
And there's something great on the TV,
They can't bear to s¢leat you're idle,
They call out, "Please come and help me."
Then they gie you a carrot, and tell you to grate it.
| hate it!

You're about to go out to play baseball,
You're putting your cap on your head,
They pull you back in through the doorway,
And shav you your nice unmade bed.
You'll soon be back in it, but they won't deé it.
| hate it!

You're standing and drying the dishes,
You've swept the garage out today,
You figure you're well off the hook now,
They pat your sore back, and they say,
"We're mwving the piano; please go in and crate it."
| hate it!
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Class D302 SOQ POETRY- Humorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
SPAGHETTI - Frank Flynn

A plate heaped high
with spaghetti
all covered with tomato sauce
is just about my favourite meal.
It looks just like a gigantic heap of:
steaming
tangled

mixed

up

twizzled

twisted
wound
up

woozled
WORMS!

| like picking them up

one at a time;

swallowing them slowly
head first,

until the tail flips

across my cheek

before finally wriggling
down my throat.

But best of all,

when I've finished eating

| go and bok in a mirror
because the tomato sauce
smeared around my mouth
makes me look like a clown.

Class D302 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Grad& (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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Class D304 PROSE READINGSerious Reading, Grades 3 and 4
Excerpt from an aaptation ofTHE JUNGLE BOOKS - Rudyard Kipling

But just as Teddy was stoopirgpmething flinched in the dust, and a tiny voice
said, "Be careful. | am death!" It was Karait, the dusty brown snakeling. His bite is as
dangerous as the cobra's; butfiea small that nobody thinks of him and so he does
more harm.

Rikki-tikki's eyes grew red again. He rocked back and forth, looking for the best
fighting position. Karait struck out. Rikki jumped sideways to miss the bite. Then Rikki
struck back, msed, and avoided a return lunge by Karait.

Teddy shouted, "Oh, Look! Our morage is killing a snake!"

His father came out with a stick, but by the time he came up, Karait had lunged
out too far, and Rikktikki had sprung. Rikki's bite killed Karait

Teddy's mother picked Rikdtikki up from the dust and hugged hiorying that
he had saved Teddy.

That night Teddy carried him off to bed and insisted on Rikki sleeping under
his chin.

Class D304 PROSE READINGSerious Reading, Gradesahd 4 (Continued)
Excerpt fromA BUMPY RIDE FOR A BEAR - Shirley BentorKerr

"Dad! Dad!" | called. "There's a bear down by the barn."”

Dad pushed back his cap, shook his head, and muttered. | couldn't hear what he said, but
it was probably somethingkk, "What an imagination!"

He yelled, "Get on with your chores. Théasn't been a bear around these parts for
twenty years or more."

| knew there was no use arguing with him so | ran to the house and shouted, "Mom!
There's a bear down by the barn."

Mom called out the door, "Really, Jason? Well bring him in for soomey buns."
| could hear her chuckle.

| went right into the house and said, "Mom, there really is a bear down by the barn. 1
mean it."

Mom scolded. "This is too much, Jasdrdon't mind you having an active imagination,
but you have t&know when to stop pretending.”

"Please come down by the barn, Mom," | pleaded. "I'm not imagining anything. There is
a bear there. Honest!"
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| walked slowly out of the house, hoping sheuld call me back; she didn't of course.
She remembered too maather times | guess. Like when my "ghost" down in the
cornfield was one of her sheets that had blown off the cldithes

| saw Dad heading for the barn. "He must have believed nee adift' | thought. | ran to
meet him.

"The bear must have gerinside the barn,” | said.

"Are you still on about that bear?" Dad asked. He walked over to the tractor that was
parked beside the barn. He climbed up, and started it. The noisdraictbe must have
made the bear curious, because he poked hisdwdaof the barn door.

"There he is," | shouted.

Dad looked where | was pointing and saw the bear. "My stars!" he exclaimed. "There
really is a bear."

Class D304 PROSE READINGSelious Reading, Grades 3 and 4 (Continued)
Excerpt fromWORM PIE - Beverly Scudamore

After French, we were supposed to do math.
But instead Mr. Stanley said, "Time for a Brain Drain!"

He divided the class into groups of three. He gave each group @ pil
newspapers and a roll of maskingeap

"This is a contest!" he announced, rubbing his hands together. "Let's see which
group can build the highest tower. You may use three things: newspaper, masking tape
and your hands."

That's all he said! Heidh't give us any instructions.

Jason ad Cory were in my group. No matter how we taped the papers together,
our tower kept flopping over.

"This is impossible!" | grumbled. "The only thing these newspapers are good for
is making paper airplanes.” | w@usy making a supersonic missile whasoh poked
me. "Look at Melissad s group!"™ he said,

| dropped my missile. Their tower was almost as high as the ceiling. They were
rolling pieces of newspaper into tubes. Then they were stickiegend of each tube
inside another antping the joints. Melissa was holding the bottom of the tower with her
hands.

"Hey, no fair!" 1 cried out "Melissads
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"You weren't listening,"” Mr. Stanley said. 'l saidjldwa tower using newspaper,
masking tape and your hands."

"Oh, yeah," | said, feeling my face turn red. | forgot."

When each group had finished building a tower, Mr . Stanley looked pleased. He
stood up and said, "Today you built a tower out of sfaper. Who knows? Maybe
someday youol |l build a bridge out of steel

Class D304 PROSE READINGSerious Reading, Grades 3 and 4 (Continued)
PUPPIES FOR SALE- Dan Clark

A store owner wastackimy si gn above his door that r.
Signs like that have a way of attracting small children, and sure enough, a little boy

appeared under the store owner's sign. fAHo:
he asked.
Thestoreowner e pl i ed, AAnywhere from $30 to &

Thelittteboyr eached i n his pocket and pull ed c
he said. ACan | please | ook at them 2?0

The store owner smiled and whistled and out of the kennel came Lady, who ran
down the aisle of his store followed by five teeny, tiny balls of@ure puppy was
lagging considerably behind. Immediately the little boy singled out the lagging, limping
puppyand sai d, AWhat's wrong with that | itt] e

The store owner explained that the veterinarian had examined the little puppy and
had discover@ it didn't have a hip socket. It would always limp. It would always be lame.
The little boy became excited. That i s the | ittle puppy that

The store owner said, fANo, you don't wa
want him, I'll'jwt gi ve him to you.o0"

The little boy got quite upset. He looked straight into the store owner's eyes,

poit i ng his finger, and said, Al don't want
every bit as much as abprice. hfad, Ilgivelyeur$2.3¥ogs an
now, and 50 cents a month unti/l |l have him

The storeownec ount er ed, AYou really don't want
never going to be able to run and jump and

To this, the little boy reached down and rolled up his pant leg to reveal a badly
twisted, crippled left lg supported by a big metal brace. He looked up at the store owner
and softly replied, fAWell, | domned run so
someone who understands! o
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Class D304 PROSE READINGSerious Reading, Grades 3 and 4 (Continued)
Excerpt from EDDIE AND THE FAIRY GODPUPPY - Willo Davis Roberts

The sign in front said RIVERPARK CHILDREN'S HOME, but it didn't fool

Eddie.

AAnplmanage, thatoés what it is, 0 he sai
it, only smaller,on hed e s k . (o I I I be stuck here foreve
some daisies from the field next door, and he stuck them in the little green sakeeHs
name sign.

Miss Susan was a pretty lady with brown hair who smiled a lot. She looked up at
him and shook her head.

AOh, Eddi e, you know that Mrs. Wilson e
children on a temporary basis, until permanent horarse found for them, or they can

rejoin their own families. r Twohlbgstefilastt hi nk
week to go into | ovely homes. 0

Eddie rattled the marbles in his pocket
Nobodyds @di meg.t o Nnbody | i kes me. l 60m too

in a foster home. O

Miss Susan laugheaihd ruffled his hair with her fingers. Eddie liked it when she
did that, though he never let it show. He remembered his grandma had done it, leefore sh

died.
A Oh, Eddi e, 0 Miss Susan said, fAstop fee
al. Whydonét you go and tel]l Cook | said you m
Eddi e sighed. Eating wasnodot as good as
cod d do. He | eft Miss Susandés office and wa

glassfronted bookcases thelhe could see his own reflection; he stopped and scowled at
it. Red hair standing in stiff bristles, a short nose sprinkled with freckles; no wonder
nobadly wanted hi m. Whodéd pick out a boy who

Class D304 PROSE READINGSerious Readig, Grades 3 and 4 (Continued)
Excerpt fromJAKE DRAKE: BULLY BUSTER i Andrew Clements

Then Link stopped. His face looked pale, and his lips lookeal Hlua small voice he
said, Al candét do this. Repassts O Heu gokop
then very softly he said, Al canodt . o

We were faceo-face, about two feet apart. | was looking up at him. No
SuperBully in sight. Justscared kid. And then | knew why Link had kept telling me
that | had to give the report.

Then | felt this rush of power. At last, the great and fearsomeLaaknpletely
at my mercy! At last, it was my turn to be the bulliest SuperBully of all!

lcoul d have said, AOhpawoakd oftaswW@portl &

I coul d ha& yoemagkeane teel terfilledor a whole month, and now
you want me to feel sorry for you? Wel |
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Or 1 coul d hoaveet 6ssa igdantsoithehwhdlerojass cao see
mighty Link Baxter throw up all over the flodrh a, ha, ha! o

But | didnot.

|l said, Aaltoll okay. Real |l y. Al l 'y
when | talk about it. Thte thimakgreas mbd

Link swall owed hard and t ooekgonaaddthee p br e
report, right?o0

| nodded, and we carried the project into the room and up to the table by the
chalkboard.

| looked at a card | had made and séidVe made somet hing to st
Native Americans |lived before the pilgrims

And Link pulled the bag off the model. Some kids in the back stood upso they
could see it better. And Mr s. Brattle sai
see This is really special. Careful, dono

The kids were blown away. Arsdlo  wa s | . . . Linkbs face
And 1t wasnied tt waa hisbreallsmile.

Class D304 PROSE READINGSerious Reading, Grades 3 add(Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D305 PROSE READINGHumorous Reading, Grades 3 and 4
THE ELEPHANT AND HIS SON - Arnold Lobel

The Elephant and his son were spending an evening at home. Elephant Son was singing a
song.

"You must be silent,” said FaghElephant. "Your papa is trying to read his newspaper.
Papa cannot listen to a song leHe is reading his newspaper."

"Why not?" asked Elephant Son.

"Because Papa can think about only one thing at a time, that is why," said Father
Elephant.

After a while, Elephant Son asked, "Papa, can you still think about only one thing at a
time?"

"Yes, my boy," said Father Elephant, "that is correct.”

"Well then," said Elephant Son, "you might stop thinking about your newspaper and
begin to think about thglipper that is on your left foot.”

"But my boy," said Father Elephant, "Pap@esvspaper is far more important and
interesting and informative than the slipper that is on his left foot."”
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"That may be true," said Elephant Son, "but while your newspgpeat ion fire from the
ashes
of your cigar, the slipper that is on your left feettainly is!"

Father Elephant ran to put his foot in a bucket of water. Softly, Elephant Son began to
sing again.

Class D305 PROSE READINGHumorous Reading, Grades &nd 4 (Continued)
Excerpt fromBUNNICULA - Deborah and James Howe

Bunnicula opaeed his eyes wide and turned his face, as best he could, to me. |
jumped up onto the nearest chair and placed the rabbit safely on the table's edge.

"Okay," | whispered, here's your dinner. Go to it! Get your fill as fast as you
can, poor bunny. II'stand guard.” | don't know that Bunnicula fully understood what
was going on, but the sight of the vegetables piled high in the center of the table sent him
scurrying in heir direction. He waseryhungry!

As luck would have it (and | shoulthve anticipated), Chester's sense of timing
was as astute as my own. No sooner had Bunnicula reached the edge of the salad bowl
than the door swung open and Chester boundedhatmbm. He surveyed the scene
frantically. | was unable to act fast eghu Upon seeing Bunnicula about to enjoy his
first bit of nourishment in days, Chester leaped across the table, seemingly without
touching floor, chairs, or anything else betweandelf and our furry friend and landed
directly on top of the bunny.

"Oh no, you don't!" he shrieked. Bunnicula, not sure what to do, jumped high in
the air and landed, with a great scattering of greens, smack in the centre of the salad bowl.
Lettuce ad tomatoes and carrots and cucumbers went flying all over the tabletand on
the floor. Chester flattened his ears, wiggled his read end and smiled in anticipation. To
cat observers, this is known as the "attack position."

"Run, Bunnicula!" | shoutedBunnicula turned in my direction, as if to ask
where.

"Anywhere!" | cried. "Just get out of his way!"

Chester sprang.

Bunnicula jumped.

And in the flash of a second, they had changed positions. Chester now found
himself flat on his back (owintp the slipperiness of the salad dressing) in the bowl. And

Bunnicula, toadazed to even think about food now, hovered quivering on the table.

Chester was having a great deal of difficulty getting back on his feet, but | knew it
was only a matter of sends before he'd attack again. And | knew also that Bunnicula
was too petfied to do anything to save himself. So I did the only thing | could: |
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barked. Very loudly and very rapidly.

The whole family rushed through the doors. Mr. Monroe must jugt€ome
home because his coat was still on.

"Oh, no!" cried Mrs. Monroe “"That's it, Chester.
Chester rolled his eyes heavenward and didn't even try to move.

Class D305 PROSE READINGHumorous Reading, Grades 3 @ (Continued)
Excerpt fromBLUE RIBBON BLUES - Jerry Spinelli

She whispered, fAWebre pals, arenodt we
Pepperoni seemed to nod.

"And we're going to work hard and win that blue ribbon, aren't we?"

She put her ear to Pepperoni's mouth. Sheghioshe heard the goat sas

Just then Guckie and Harvey came running over. Chuckie was holding a book.
He handed it to her. "Aunt Sally says you're supposed to study this. It's about goat parts."

Chuckie and Harvey ran off.

Tooter opened thedok. On one page she found a drawing. It shibthe parts of
a goat.

"Okay, Pep," said Tooter. "These are your pin bones." She pointed to spots on
either side of Pepperoni's tail. She spoke clearly and slowly into Pepperoni's ear. She
figured her goat shuld learn her own parts.

"And this is your dewclaw." She pointed to a spot just above Pepperoni's hoof.
"That's a funny one," she said to herself. "Wonder if | have one of those." She pulled up
her pants leg and pulled down her sock. "Nope," she shidt the old anklebone.”

She pronounced and pointed out other parts.

"Stifle."

"Chine."

"Withers."

And, of course, "udder" and "wattles," which she already knew.

She walked around the goat pasture, studying the parts. A great way togelt he
came to mind. She ranto the house and returned with a pad of yellow ftasdtes.

She wrote down each part name on a sheet. She pressed each part name where she
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thought it belonged on Pepperoni's body. When she checked the drawing in the book,
she'd gotten them all right

Behind her she heard laughter. And arfing.
Her mother stood there, paintbrush in hand, with Chuckie and Harvey. When her
mother stopped laughing, she said, "I guess | owe Chuckie an apology. When he told me

you wallpaperegour goat, | didn't believeim. Now | do!"

Class D305 PROSE READINGHumorous Reading, Grades 3 and 4 (Continued)
Excerpt fromSIDEWAYS STORIES FROM WAYSIDE SCHOOL - Louis Sachar

Rondi had twentjwo beautiful teeth. Everyone else had twefatyr. Rondi was
missing hetwo front teeth. And those were the most beautiful teeth of all.

"Your front teeth are so cute," sai d Mr
ador abl e. o

"But , Mr s . Jewl s, " said Rondi . " don't
"I know," sad Mrs. Jewls. "That'svhat makes them so cute."
Rondi didn't understand.

"Oooh, Rondi, | just love your two front teeth,” said Maurecia. "l wish | had some
like that."

"But | don't have them," said Rondi.

"That's why | love them so much," sd#thurecia.

"Oh, this B silly," said Rondi. "Everybody thinks the teeth | don't have are cute.
I'm not wearing a coat. Don't you all just love my coat? And what about my third arm? |
don't have one. Isn't it lovely?"

“Love your hat, Rondi," said Joy.

“I'm notwearing a hat!" Rondi screamed.

"That's what makes it so interesting," said Joy.

"Don't you think so, Leslie?"

"Oh, yes," said Leslie. "It's a very nice hat. Nice boots, too."
“I'm not wearing boots!" Rondi insisted.
"Yes," said Joy,very niceboots. They go so well with your hat."
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"What hat?" asked Rond.i.

"Yes," Leslie agreed. "Rondi showed excellent taste by not wearing the hat or the
boots. They go so well together. o

Rondi had had enough. She covered her head so nobodyseghkr hat. She put
her feet under her desk so nobody could see her boots. Then she closed her mouth tightly
so nobody could see her two front teeth.
Suddenly, everybody who was sitting near her began to laugh.

"What's so funny?" asked Todd.

"The joke Rondi didn't tell,” said Jason.

"Ask Rondi not to tell it again, Todd," said Calvin.

"Rondi," said Todd, "don't tell it again."

Rondi was horrified. She didn't know what to do. She kept her mouth shut and
just stared at Todd. To her amazem@&pogd laughed.

"Hey, everybody," called Todd. "Listen to Rondi's joke.
Rondi didndét say a word, but the rest o

Mrs. Jewls got very angry. réinederther ot e R
word DISCIPLINE.

AThe oomassrnot the place for jokes, 0 sh
ABut , Mrs. Jewls, 0 said Rondi . Al di dn

nYes, I know, 0 sai d Mr s. Jewl s, inbut t h
unt ol d. o

Class D305 PROSE READINGHumorous Reading, Grades 3 and(€ontinued)
Excerpt fromMORRIS HAS A COLD - Bernard Wiseman

Morris the Moose said, Al have a col d. My
Boris the Bear said, AYou mean your nose i
ANo, 0 said Morris. fAMy nose is walking. I
Borissad,i Let me f eel your forehead. o

Morris said, Al dondt have four heads! o0
Boris said, Al know you dondét have four he
Morris said, AThat is my ONE head. 0

nAIl I right, 0o Boris growl edsad iLet me f eel y
AYour one head feels hot. That means you
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down. 0. .
Morris coughed.

Boris asked, AHow does your throat feel ?0
Morris said, AHairy.oOo
ANo, no, 0 said Boris. AfeeddndNSImM®O&EP oout si d
Morris said, dal will see ...0
ANo! No! No! 0 Bojustsbpenedgourin@bibhh. Let
ANow stick outsspidur tongue, 0 Bor.i
Morris said, Al wild/l not stick out my tong
Borissmut ed, AStick out your tonguel! o
Morris stuck out his tongue.
ASTOP! 0 Boris roared. AThat i s not nice!o
Morris said, Al told you it was not nice. o0
Bori s gr oswesause youidid it #tne wrong way. Ledkhis is how to stick out
your

tongue. O
Boris | ooked at Morrisbés tongue.
AYour tongue is white. That means your st
Boris said, fAHere is a bowl of nice, hot s
Morris licked the soup.
ANo, 0 said Bori s. AUse the spoon. o
Morris used the spoon.
ANon,o, 6 sai d Boris. APut the spoon in your
Morris put the spoon in his mouth.
ANo! No! No! 06 Boris shouted. AGi ve me the

Boris fed Morris the soup....

In the morning Morris said, AMy nose is no
i's better. Make me a big breakfast. o

AAl'l right, 0 said Boris. ABut you have to
Morris asked, AWhat?0

ADONG6T EVER GET SI CK AGAI N!o

Class D305 PROSE READINGHumorous Reading, Grades 3 and 4 (Continued)
Excerpt romHOWIE MERTON AND THE MAGIC DUST - Faye Couch Reeves

Eddi e turned to Howi e. AYou have one m
forthe day. o Eddi e stepped up onto the edge
inches wide, but she walked egsaround the edge. She did not even begin to tip over or
fall. How did she do that? Howie wondered.

Eddie jumpedtothg r ound . A'" Now you do the same

Howie stepped up. He put one foot on the edge of the box. The fish heads stared
up at him with their fishy eyes. He looked at Eddie. Her green eyes stared at him, too.

Daringhim.
AYou arendtw &dkwafdsbdb heads, are you?o
i's it the oradmpa dped!|?s0 y d&Shér d aughed.

Howie took adeep breath. No girl was going to laugh at him. He slid his foot
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forward. Then he put his other foot in front. He todkw steps. He was doing all right!

He took another step. Then he began to tip. First he tipped one way. Then the other. He
tried to stop, but it was too late. He fell right into the oatmeal, the potato peelings, and all
those fish heads with theitasing eyes. He sat in the middle of the fish heads and

groaned.

When he crawled out of the compost box, Howie had a potato pereboe ear, a
fish head down the front of his shirt, and oatmeal in both his shoes. Soap and water at
Thomas's house dicdbhhelp. Thomas made him eat his cookie outside.

Howie's eyes watered all the way home. With every step he took, the oatmeal in
his shoes squished between his toes. He could hardly breathe. He smelled just like Miss
Marshmallow's cat food. The nelgtrhood cats thought so too. Every few steps Howie
had to stop and yell AScat! 0o toavwaydut t he ca
came right back again.

Finally he was home. Howie opened the front door of his house. If he could just
get tothe bathroom, he would take a battiothes and all. He could hang his clothes up
to dry in the basement and no one would knowtvilaa happened.

He tiptoed down the hall. He was just two steps away from the bathroom when he
heard a terribl&@owl. Did one of those cats follow him into the house? Howie turned
around. It was his mother.

Class D305 PROSE READINGHumorous Redaing, Grades 3 and 4 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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Class D308 CHORAL SPEAKING Grade3
THE OWL - Conrad Aiken

To whit
to whoo
he stares
right through
whatever
he looks at
maybe
YOU
and so
whatever
else
you do
don't

ever

ever
be

mouse
or

you
are
STAY

YOUR
HOUSE
old owl
canyou be really
wise
and dathose great big
sunflower eyes
see THINGS
that WE
can never see
perched on the tiptop of our tree
or by jiminy
on a chimney
or whooshing by
on velvet wing®
Let's hie to bed
and leave him be.
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Push, push the heavy door

CREE. .. CREE ... CREEEEK!
Tip-Toe the rotten floor

SQUEE . .. SQUEEE . . . SQUEEEEK!
Step acrosshe missing stair

EER ... EEER. .. BEERK!

Is that something over there?
SWISH...SWISH...SWISH. ..
Behind the curtain, what is that?
SCRITTER ... SCRITTER ... BUMP!
A red-eyed rat, a swooping bat

OOO0OW ... O0000OW. .. O00000OW!
There's smething sitting on that chair
SSH .. SSSH...SSSSH!

His head is white with cobweb hair
OH!'...NO!...SSH!

He starts to speak with clacking jaws
CLACK ... CLACK...CLACK!

| grab his leg with all my force
PULL...PULL....PULL...PULL..
Just like I'm pullingyours!
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Class D308 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade3 (Continued)

I WO U L D NobnrCiardi

T h e r ma@duse hause
In the hall wall

With a small door

By the hall floor
Where the fat cat

Sits all day

Sits that way

All day

Every cay?

Just to say,

ACome oluadyand p
To the nice mice

In the hall wall

With the small door
By the hall floor.

And do they

Come out and play
When the fat cat
Asks them to?

Well, would you?

Class D308 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade3 (Continued)

DINNER-TIM E RHYME - June Crebbin

Can you tell me, if you please,
Who it is likes mushy peas?

Louise likes peas.
How about Sam?

Sam likes spam.
How about Vince?

Vince likes mince.
How about Kelly?

Kelly likes jelly.
How about Trish?

Trish likes fish.
How aboutPips?

Pips likes chips.
How about Pete?

Pete likes meat.
How about Sue?

Sue likes stew.
How about Greg?

Greg likes egg.
How about Pam?
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Pam likes lamb.

OK then, tell me, if you can
How about Katerina Wilhelmina Theodora Dobson?

She goes home foirher...

Class D308 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade3 (Continued)
CAREFUL CONNIE - Unknown

Careful Connieds terrified
Of accidents and ills,

Of gyms and germs and things that squirm,

Heights and depths and heat and chills;

Of bicycles and buses,

Cats anadows and lakes and hills,

Flying things and furry things;

So Careful Connie never will...

Climb a tree might fall down
Go swimming might drown
Play in the rain might get muddy
Play games might get bloody
Cross the street might get hit
Pet a dog might get bit
Eat candy might get a toothache
Eat pizza might get a bellyache
Read a book might ruin her eyes
Say hello might have to say goodbye
Careful Conniebs oh so carefully

Sitting in her room,

Shedéds absolutely safe there,
Just sitting in te gloom

She never laughs and never cries

She never falls and bumps her head,

Sheds going to |ive forever
But she might as well be ...
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Class D308 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade3 (Continued)
ALARM - Unknown

AThereds a cat out there. o

AnCat ? How do you know?o

Al hear the robins saying so. 0

AThereds a hawk somewhere. 0

ADondét wke® a ha

AThe chickens do:squawkzar the hensd hawk
The young chicks hear it. Theydbve run for

A hawk need only fly, not hover.

See how one herak cocked an eye?

Thatdéds not a crow just flying by.
Hens know his flight. Might be an owl,

Butow s by day arendét on the prowl,

Excepttheshot ar ed one; heds rare.

I f youdre | i ke me, you dondt much <care
For jays; but though the jay is all

For robbing birdsd nests, his | oud cal/l

At any sign of danger wakes

The world around him: cats, black &ea,

Shrikes, hawks, dogs, weasels, squirrels, crows, rats!

But robins specialize on cats. o

Class D308 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade3 (Continued)
THE PELICAN - Unknown

What does the pelican
have for dinner?

Fish.
What makes the pelican
get no thinner?

Fish.
What does the pelican
have for supper?

Fish.
And when heds an early
getterupper?

Fish.

What does the pelican

have to munch

for breakfast

and dinner

and tea and brunch

and parties

and picnics

and snacks and lunch?
Fish.
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l sndét it good
the pelcan finds
Fish.
in the sea
of (different kinds) ?
Fish, Fish, Fish.

Class D308 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade3 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR GRADE FOUR

Class D401 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé
AUNTIE AND UNCLE - JohnHegly

My auntie gives me a colouring book arrdyons.

| begin to colour.

After a while she looks over to see what | have done and says
you've gone over the lines

that's what you've done.

What do you think they're there for, ay ?

Some kind of statemérs it?

Going to be a rebel are we?

| begin to cry.

My uncle gives me a hanky and some blank paper

do your own designs he says

| begin to colour.

When | have done he looks over and tells me they are all very good.
He is lying,

only some of them are.

Class D401 SOLO POETRYSerious Petry, Grade4 (Continued)
THE BLUEBIRD - Emily Huntington Miller

| know the song that the bluebird is singing,
Out in the appldree where he is swinging.
Brave little fellow! the skies Inay be dreary,
Nothing caes he while his heart is so cheery .

Hark! how the music leaps out from his throat!
Hark! was there ever so merry a note?

Listen awhile, and you'll hear what he's saying,
Up in the appldree, swinging and swaying:

Class D401 SOLO POETRYSerious Petry, Grade4 (Continued)
EVERYTIME | CLIMB A TREE - David McCord

Everytime | climb a tree
Everytime | climb a tree
Everytime | climb a tree

| scrape a leg

Or skin a knee

And everytime | climb a tree
| find some ants

Or dodge a bee

And get the ants
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All over me.

And everytime | climb a tree
Where have you been?
They say to me

But donét they know t hat I am free

Everytime | climb a tree?

| like it best to spot a nest
That has an egg
Or maybe three.

And then Iskin

The other leg

But everytime | climb aree

| see a lot of things to see

Swallows rooftops and TV

And all the fields and farms there be
Everytime | climb a tree

Though climbing may be good for ants
It isndét awfully good
But s pretty doodifor nhes
Everytime | climb a tree.

for pants

ClassD401 SOLO POETRY Serious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)

THINK OF IT  Betty Killion

AGo quickly, o6 says my
Or some other hurry person.

Then | think of fast things
hummingbird wings
lizards darting
racers starting
bicycle wheels
aubmobiles
wind through the trees
some angry bees

and I 6m qui ck!

ASkh, 6 says my mot her
Or some other tiptoe person.
Then | think of still things
empty swings
dark nights
soaringkites
thick, soft mittens
newborn kittens
whispered payers
sleeping beark
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and I 6m qui et!

ASIl ow down, 0 says my mother
Or some othegetting tired person.
Then | think of lazy thing$
yawning kings
elephants strolling
plump pigsrolling
a cow chewing cud
some oozing mud
inchworm on my hand
sifting sand

Class D401 SOLO POETR¥Serious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
COLD ENOUGH - Jeff Moss

Nobody knows for sure what happened to the dinosaurs,
But some people think thabout seventy million years ago
The weather got a bit colder aNer the earth.

Not that cold,

But cold enough So that lots and lots of trees died.

Not freezing cold,

But cold enough

So that the plar¢ating dinosaurs died

Because thereeren't enough trees left for them to eat.
Not an ice age or anything,

But stil coldenough

So that the meatating dinosaurs died

Because there were no plagdting dinosaurs left for them to feed on.

So...

It is possible that

After one hundred fift million years of ruling the earth,
Dinosaurs vanished and became extinct

Because the weather gjoist enougltolder.

So next time your mom tells you
To wear your warm hat and gloves,
Pay attention.
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Class D401 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
THE LION 1 Conrad Aiken

The lion is a lordly thing

and rightof the beasts called King

o yes indeed the King of Beasts

just so Iitds not on us he feasts

those golden eyes

how piercing wise

those powerful paws

those cutting claws

and othose might jaws

these are enough and more

even without a roar

to give us pause.

Those claws can rip a plank right
through

those jaws can chew

a bone in two

he is fearful sight

by day or night
of might.
But |l et 6s remember too

he has beauty unsurpassed
see by the moon his shadow cast
upon a desert dune
or silhouetted on the moon
those snewy shoulders and that mane
while thrice he roars
and roars again
proclaiming far and near
to norths to souths to wests to easts
Look and fear
your king is here
| amthe King of Beasts!
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Class D401 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)

THE PARAGON - Bobbi Katz

Yuk! How | hate Nancy Feder!

| can't think why the world would need her.
Since Nancy Feder moved next door,

life's not worth living anymore.

| don't know how my mother knows

she makes her bed and folds her clothes
and does hdromework everyday

before she goes outside to play.

She's such a goodie, goodie, geod
she'd make you barf! | bet she would!
(And you don't have to listen to

my motherave the way | do!)

A rabbit's foot might bring me luck,
and then I'll see a movirtguck.

Won't it be a sunny day,

when Nancy Feder moves away?

Class D401 SOLO POETRYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)

OWN CHOICE

Class D402 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradd
NO THANK YOU - Shel Silverstein

No | do not want a kitten,
No cute, cuddly kittypoo,
No more long hair in my cornflakes,
No more midnight meowing mews.

No more scratchin’, snarlin', spitters,
No more sofas clawed to shreds,
No more smell of Kitty litter,

No more mousies in my bed.

No | will not take thakitten--

I've had lice and I've had fleas,

I've been scratched and sprayed and bitten,
I've devéoped allergies.

If you've got an ape,

I'll take him,

If you have a lion, that's fine,

If you brought some walking bacon,
Leave him here, I'll treat hirkind.
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I have room for mice and gerbils,

| have beds for boars and bats,

But please,pleasetake away that kittén

Quickk6f ore it becomes a cat
Well. . . . itis kind of cute at that.

Class D402 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
THE NEW SUIT - Nidia Sanabria de Romero translated by Larrosa Moran wibdyi.

Striped suit,

a terrific tie,

buttoned shoes and brown soeks
my outfit for the party.

And the recommendations
drove me crazy

--Don't eat ice cream
because it might drip
--Juice, drink it slowly
since it dribbles.

--And nothing about
chocohte bombs

that might explode!

Happy birthday!

Who's that stuffed breathless
inside a tight suit?

Next year will be different.

I'll wear old clothes,

be ready to dribble,

and enpy

ice cream, cake, and everything else.

Class D402 SOLO POETRYHumorous Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
ARITHMETIC - Carl Sandburg

Arithmetic is where numbers fly
like pigeons in and out of your head.
Arithmetic tells you how many you lose or win
if you know how many you had
before you lost or won.
Arithmetic is seven eleven all good children
go to heaven or five six bundle of sticks.
Arithmetic is numbers you squeeze from your
head to your hand to your pencil to your paper
till you get the right answer....
If you have two animal crackers, one good and one bad,
and you eat one and a striped zebra
with streaks all over him eats the other,
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how many animal crackers will you have
if somebody offers you five six seven and you say
No no no and you say Nay nay hay

and you say Nix nix nix?

If you ask your mother for one fried egg
for breakfast and she gives you
two fried eggs and you eat

both of them, who is better in arithmetic,

you or your mother?

Class D402 SOLO POERY - Humorous Poetry, Gradd (Continued)

BETTY BOTTER T Anonymous

Betty Botter

bought some butter.
ABut, 0 she s
ithe butterod
If I put it

in my batter,

it will make

my batter bitter.

But a bit

of better buttar

that would make

my batter be#t r . 0

So she bought

a bit of butter

better than

her bitter butter.

And she put it

in her batter,

and the batter

was not bitter.

So O0twas better
Betty Botter

bought a bit

of better butter!

ai
S
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Class D402 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
MA AND GOD - Shel Silverstein

God gave us fingersMa says, "Use your fork."
God gave us voicedMa says, "Don't scream.”
Ma says eat broccoli, cereal and carrots.

But God gave us tasteys for maple ice cream.

God gave us fingerdVa says, "Use your hag,"
God gave us puddleda says, "Don't splash.”
Ma says, "Be quiet, your father is sleeping.”
But God gave us garbage can covers to crash.

God gave us fingergVa says, "Put your gloves on."
God gave us raindrop$/a says, "Da't get wet."

Ma saysbe careful, and don't get too near to

Those strange lovely dogs that God gave us to pet.

God gave us fingerdVa says, "Go wash 'em.”

But God gave us coal bins and nice dirty bodies.
And | ain't too smart, but there's one thingdertain-
Either Mas wrong or else God is.

Class D402 SOLO POETRYHumorous Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
SPAGHETTI! SPAGHETTI! - Jack Prelutsky

Spaghetti! spaghetti!

You're wonderful stuff,

| love you spaghetti,

| can't get enough.

You're covered with sauce

and yotre sprinkled with cheese,
spaghetti! spaghetti!

Oh, give me some please.

Spaghetti! spaghetti!
Piled high in a mound,
you wiggle, you wriggle,
you squiggle around.
There's slurpy spaghetti
all over my plate,
spaghetti! spaghetti!

| think you are great

Spaghetti! spaghetti!

I love you a lot,

you're slishy, you're sloshy,
delicious and hot.
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| gobble you down

oh, | can't get enough,
spaghetti! spaghetti!
You're wonderful stuff.

Class D402 SOLO POETR¥Humorous Podry, Grade4 (Continued)
WISHES- Anon

Said the first little chicken
With a queer little squirm,

oI wi sh | could find
A f at l1Tttl e worm. o
Said the second little chicken

With an odd little shrug,

o | wi sh | could find
A fat I|little slug 0
Said the third little chicken

With a shap little squeal,

o | wi sh | could find
Some nice yell ow meal! o
Said the fourth little chicken

With a small sigh of grief,

o | wi sh | could find
A little green | eaf. 0
Said the fifth little chicken

With a faintlittle moan,

o | wi sh | could find
Asma | | gravel stone. 0

ONow see here, 6 said their mother
From the green garden patch.

6l f you want any breakfast,

Just come here and SCRATCH! 6

Class D402 SOLO POETR¥YHumorous Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

See Class D304 for PROSE READING Serious reading, Grades 3 and 4

See Class D305 for PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grades 3 and 4
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Class D408 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade4
HOW TO DELAY YOUR BEDTIME - Bruce Landsky

Refuse to turn off the TV.
Say, " All my friends watch this show."

Say, "No fair!" when you're told to go to bed.
Then ask, "Why can't | stay up till ten
like all my friends?"

When Dad says, "If all your #nds
jumped off the Brooklyn Bridge,
would you jump too?"

sneer, "Yes!"

Whine, "I'm too tired to walk upstairto
bed. 0
Make Dad carry you up the stairs.

Pout, "I'm too tired to brush my teeth."
Wait till Dad squeezes the toothpaste
onto your brush and starts brushing
your teeth for you.

Then groan, "Ouch, you're hurting me."

When Mom comes in to say goadjht

and asks you to pick up your clothes,
yawn, "I'm too tired to pick up my clothes.
Watch while Mom picks them up for you.

Beg, "l need a bedtime story."
When Mom finishes the story,
ask, "And then what happened?”

Tell her, "That story got mexeited.

Now | need a backrub to make me sleepy."
When Mom starts rubbing, give directions
"Rub a little higher.

No, a little to the left.

No, more in the middle."

When Mom stops rubbing,

grumble, | was just starting to feel sleepy
don't stop now."

When Mom says, "For the last time, good night!"
whine, "I'm thirsty.

Can | have a glass of water?"

When Mom asks you to promise

you won't wet the bed,

say, "l promise*-but cross your fingers.
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Start crying.

When Dad comes to comfort you,

sob, "Theres a monster under my bed."”
When he turns on the lights,

you'll seef's only your shoes, socks, crayons,
and the toy you got last Christmas,

but only played with once because you lost it.
Tell him, "Leave the door open

so | can see the hall light!"

When he opens up the door

plead, "Open it wider!"

When Dad leaves,

get the toy from under your bed
and play with it in the light
shining through your doorway.

Class D408 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade4 (Continued)
I'M THANKFUL - Jack Prelutsky

I'm tharkful for my baseball bat,
| cracked it yesterday,

I'm thankful formy checker set,
| haven't learned to play,

I'm thankful for my mittens,
one is missing in the snow,

I'm thankful for my hamsters,
they escaped a month ago.

I'm thankful for my basketball,
it's sprung another leak,

I'm thankful for my parakeet,

it bit me tvice last week,

I'm thankful for my bicycle,

1 crashed into a tree

I'm thankful for my roller skates.
| fell and scraped my knee

I'm thankful for my model plane
it's short a dozen parts

I'm thankful for my target game,
I'm sure I'll find thedarts,

I'm thankful for my bathing suit,
it came off in the river,

I'm thankful for so many things,
except, of course, for LIVER!
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Class D408 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade4 (Continued)
BYE BYE BRONTOSAURUS - Jeff Moss

Ever since scientists began studyginosaurs,
One of their favourites

Was theBrontosaurus

Now there is ndBrontosaurusanymore.
Here's what happened.

For years, Scientists kept finding
Brontosaurusones.

They kept talking atut
Brontosaurughis

And Brontosaurughat

And Brontosauruslah-blah

Till one day they discovered

That the bones of thBrontosaurus

Were the same as some bones

From a different dinosaur they had discovered earlier.
They had called this other disaurApatosaurus

Well, it turned out thaBrontosaurusandApatosaurus
Were one and the same dinosaur.

So, even though for years and years

Everybody had been talking about

Brontosaurughis

And Brontosaurughat

And Brontosauruslah-blah,

The scentists said:

"From now on, all the dinos we usexddall Brontosaurus
Are going to be calledpatosaurus

Stop and think about that.

l'tdéds kind of 1|ike

All your life your name was Jane,

And everyone said, "Hi Jane," and "Goodbye, Jane,"
And "Clean upyour room, Jane?"

And " Wh afavéusite sormyulane?"”

And then one day they said,

"You know what, Jane?

From now on your name is Bill."

| t 6s a Branshurusaneiextingt,
Otherwise they would probably be very confused.
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Class D408 CHORAL BEAKING - Grade4 (Continued)
THE RHINOCEROS - Conrad Aiken

Beware lest you should get a toss
from grumpy old Rhinoceros
badtempered he

SO cautiously

wedd better

keep our distance

see?

Is he the fable unicorn?

For he too wore a single horn
but welearn

was gentle born

and when hapied

a maid forlorn

lost in the darkest forest

he

would lay his head

upon her knee

then guide her

safely

home

to

tea.

Not so old grump Rhinoceros
whooéd rat heoss gi ve us al l a
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Class D408 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade4 (Continued)
ABIGAIL T Kaye Starbird

Abigail knew when she was born

Among the roses, she was a thorn.

Her quiet mother had lovely look.

Her quiet father wrote quiet books.

Her quiet brothers, correct though pale,

Werenodét really prepared for Abigail
Who entered the house with hows and tears

While both her brothers blocked their ears

And both her parents, talking low,

Sai d, AWhy i s Abigail screaming so?0

Abigail kept on getng worse.

As soon as she teethed she bit her nurse.

At three, she acted distitly cool

Toward people and things at nursery school.

Al 6m sick of cutting out dolls, 0 she said,
And cut a hole in her dress, instead.

Her mother mur mured,0 AShebs bold for thre
Her father answered, Al quite agree. o
Her brothers mumbed, iAWe hate to fuss,
But when will Abigail be | ike us?o

Abigail, going through her teens,

Liked overalls and pets and machines.

In college, hating most of its features,

She told off all other friends and teachers.

Her brothers, graduating from Yale,

Sai d, fARealpley espoudbe glai | . 0O

And while her mother said, AFix your | ooks
Her father added, AOr el se write books. o
And Abigail asked, Als that a dare?o0

And wrote a book that wouldud your hair.

Class D408 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade4 (Continued)
MY ROOM - Florence Watts

My room is really something,
There are clothes all over the floor.
They are hanging out and down
From every dresser drawer.

My curtain rod fell down

And much to my surprise,

The curtains didnét hit the floor,
They are dangling from the ties
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Dad came into my room

And excl aimed, AGIirl what a mess! o
And over there | think | see

That two hundred doll ar dress. 0
Grampa came and said, AMy dear
Donét woathingg 6bout

I 61 | run on home and get the truck
You just start shoveling. o

Mother came justotthe door

And | think | heard her curse.

She said, Al have just come from the dump
And | think that this is worse.o

Gramma came and laughingly,

AGood hewhatshesaido i s

AYou know that men are made of dust
And there are two beneath your bed. 0

My closet does not look too bad,
Which really is a switch,

But on the floor behind the clothes
Three is a dozen pair of gitch.

So | guess | had better startdean,

| am grounded o6til | do,
And anyway its is weeks and months

Since | lost my other shoe.

Class D408 CHORAL SPEAKING Grade4 (Continued)
EIGHT BALLOONS - Unknown

Eight ball oons no one was buyinbo

All broke loose one afternoon.

Eight balloons with strings | yi n 6,

Free to do what they wanted to.

One flew up to touch the surPOP!

Onre thought highways might be furPOP!

One took a nap in a cactus pilBOP!

One stayed to play with a careless chiROP!

One tried to taste some bacon fry#POP!

One fell in love with a porcupinePOP!

One | ooked close -POPla crocodil eds mouth
One sat aroundWBOASH' his air ran out
Eight balloonsnoonewa buyi no

They broke loose and away they flew,

Free to float and free to fly

And free to pop where they wanted to.
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Class D408 CHORAL SPEAKINGGrade4 (Continued)
THE CIR CUS - Elizabeth Madox Roberts

Friday came and the circus was there,
And Mothe said that the twins and |
And Charles and Clarence and all of us
Could go out and see the parade go by.

And there were wagons with pictures on,

And you never could guess atthey had inside,
Nobody could guess, for the doors were shut,
And there was dog that a monkey could ride.

A man on the top of a sort of cart

Was clapping his hands and making a talk.
And the elephant camehe can step pretty far
It made us laugto see him walk.

Three beautiful ladies came riding by,
And each one had on a golden dress,
And each one had a golden whip,

They were queens of Sheba, | guess.

A big wild man was in a cage,

And he had some snakes going over his feet

And somebodysdi AHe eats them alivel o
But | didndét see him eat.

ClassD408 CHORAL SPEAKING Grade4 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR GRADE FIVE

Class D501 SOLO POETRIY Serious Poetry, Gradd
HOT FOOD - Michael Rosen

We sit down tceat

and the potato's a bit hot

so | only put dittle on my fork
and | blow

whooph whooph

until it's cool

just cool

then into the mouth

nice.

And there's my brother

he's doing the same

whooph whooph

into the mouth

nice.

There's my mum

she's doing the same
whooph whooph

into the mouth

nice. But mydad.

My dad.

What does he do?

He stuffs a great big chunk of potato
into his mouth.

Then

that really does it.

His eyes pop out

he flaps his hands

he blows, he puffs, he yells
he bobs his head up and down
he spits [is of potato

all over his plate

and he tens to us and he says,
"Watch out everybody

the potato's very hot."
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Class D501 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)

A MOSQUITO IN THE CABIN - Myra Stilborn

Although you bash her,
swat her, siash her,
and go to bed victorious,
happy and glorious
she will come winging,
zooming and zinging,
wickedly singing
over your bed.
You slap the air
but she's in your hair
cackling with laughter.
You smack your head,
but she isn't dead
she's on the rafter.
She's out foblood-
yours, my friend,
and she will get it, in the end.
She brings it first to boiling point,

then lets it steam.

With a fee, fi, fo and contented fum
she sips it
while you dream.

Class D501 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)

THE LION IS LOOSE - David Bittle

LION AT LARGE IN SUBURBS
screamed the morning paper

in that bold red lettering

reserved for national emergencies

MANEATER ON THE PROWL
ALL CITIZENS STAY INDOORS
blared the raid announcer

afraid his two police dogs

could not protect him

A LION ESCAPED FROM THE CITY ZOO

TWO DAYS AGO

THE ARMY HAS BEEN CALLED
TO HELP IN THE HUNT

ALL RESIDENTS ARE WARNED

NOT TO APPROACH THE CREATURE

FOR HE IS BELIEVED
STARVED AND DANGEROUS
The six o'clock news signed off
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with a picture of the empty cage

As | gazed across my living room at the lion
stretched full on the sofa

| began to think

maybe he had lied to me

and wasn't on vacation after all.

Class D501 SOLO PBTRY'1 SeriousPoetry, Gradeés (Continued)
MURDER IN THE BATHTUB - Marja Pilbacka

About to take a bath

| spied a spider in the tub
Eight legs worked

trying to climb

the unscalable thirty feet
of slippery pink enamel
Poor thingi

What else could dio?
We di d hidwebslinithke kouse
and out in the snow he would freeze or starve

| picked up a jar
and crushed him
quickly

| shrugged off the nasty guilt
After all
People kill spiders all the time

Class D501 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
THE ANIMALS IN THAT COUNTRY from The Harbrace Anthology of Poetry

In that country the animals
have the faces of people:

the ceremonial
cats possessing the streets

the fox run

politely to earth, the huntsmen
standing around hinfixed

in their tapestry omanners

the bull, embroidered

with blood and given an elegant death, trumpets, his name
stamped on him, heraldic brand

because
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(when he rolled
on the sand, sword in his heart, the teeth
in his blue mouth were human)

he is relly a man

even the wolvedjolding resonant
conversations in their
forests thickened with legend.

In this country the animals
have the faces of
animals.

Their eyes
flash once in car headlights
and are gone.

Their deaths are not elegant.

They have the faces of
no-one.

Class 101 SOLO POETRY Serious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
THE SHARK - E. J. Pratt

He seemed to know the harbour,
So leisurely he swam;

His fin,

Like a piece of sheeton,
Threecornered,

And with knife-edge,

Stirred not a bubble

As it moved

With its bag-line on the water.

His body was tubular

And tapered

And smokeblue,

And as he passed the wharf

He turned,

And snapped at a fldish

That was dead and floating.
And | saw the flash of a white throat,
And adouble row of white teeth,
And eyes of metalligrey,

Hard and narrow and slit.
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Then out of the harbour,

With that threecornered fin

Shearing without a bubble the water
Lithely,

Leisurely,

He swam

That strange fish,

Tubular, tapered, smokdue,

Part wlture, part wolf,

Part neithei for his bloodwas cold.

Class D501 SOLO POETRIY Serious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)

CAT - Eleanor Farjeon

Cat!

Scat!

After her, after her,
Sleeky flatterer

Spitfire chatterer,
Scatter her, scatter her,
Off her mat!

Wuff!

Wuff!

Treat her rough!

Git her, gither! Whiskery spitter!
Catch her, catch her
Greeneyed scratcher!
Slathery

Slithery

Hisser,

"Don't miss her!

Run till you're dithery
Hithery

Thithery

Pfitss! Pfitts!

How she spits!
Spitch! Spatch!

Can't she scratch!
Scritching the bark
Of the ycamoretree
She's reached her ark
And's hissing at me
Pfitss! Pfitts!

Wuff! Wuffl

Scat,

Cat!

That's

That!
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Class D501 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
MY SHADOW - Robert Louis Stevenson

| have a little shadow that goes in amd with me,

And what can be the use of him is more than | can see.
He is very, very like me from the heels upthe head;

And | see him jump before me when | jump into my bed.

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to grow

Not at all like goper children, which is always very slow;

For he sometimes shoots up taller like an lrdiaber ball,

And he smetimes gets so little that there's none of him at all.

He hasn't got a notion of how children ought to play,

And can only make a fool of enn every sort of way.

He stays so close beside me, he's a coward you can see;
I'd think shame to stick to nursées that shadow sticks to me!

One morning very early before the sun was up,

| rose and found the shiny dew on every buttercup;

But my lazylittle shadow, like an errant sleepyhead,

Had stayed at home behind me and was fast asleep in bed.

Class D501 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D502 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad®
MY CHAUFFEUR - Berniceand Gordon Korman

My sister got her license,

And the future's looking sour .
She backs out of our driveway
At a hundred miles an hour!

She gives me lifts; | swear

My stomach's never been so tight.
We screech around the neighborhood
Well past the spad of light!

She's on and off the sidewalk,
Windows open, tape deck pounding,
As people run for cover,

Her obnoxious horn is sounding.
The whiplash doesn't bother me

Nor even fear of death.

But on the way to school today

She sideswiped my friend the
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His bike's okay, but man oh man,
The guy is still in shock!

| should refuse to ride with her,
But then I'd have to walk!

Class D502 SOLO POETRiYHumorous Poetry, Grad® (Continued)
DOING A GOOD DEED - John Ciardi

At the foot of the hill, he icecream truck
drove into a mudhole and got stuck.

We helpedhe driver back on the road.

But first we had to lighten the load.

When we had helped a gallon apiece,

the driver phoned the Chief of Police,

who drove a pole into the sludge

and measurefive feet of chocolate fudge
that had to be lightened. Well, ierned to
and helped the man. What else could we do?
| even called my Boy Scout Troop.

By then there was nothing left but soup.
Still, ice-cream soup is very good.

And we wanted to help asuch as we could.
It was our good deed for the day

to helpthe man get on his way.

At last we pulled him out of the muck,

and he drove away in his empty truck,
thanking us all for helping him out.

That made us happy. For there's no doubt
we must helpur neighbor as much as we can.
Especially when he's the ioeeam man.

Class D502 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad® (Continued)
REBECCA (Who slammed Doors for Fun and Perished MiseraidHi)laire Belloc

A Trick that everyone abhors

In Little Girls is slamming Doors.

A Wealthy Bankerds |l ittle Daughter
Who lived in Palace Green, Bayswater

(By name Rebecca Offendort),

Was given to this Furious Sport.

She would deliberately go

And slam that door like BillHO!
To make her Uncle Jacob start.
She was not really bad at heart,
But only rather rude andild:
She was an aggravating child.

It happened that a Marble Bust
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Of Abraham was standing just
Above the Door this little Lamb
Had carefully prepared to Slam,
And down it came! It knocked héat!
It laid her out! She looked like that!

Her funeral Sermon (which was long
And followed by a Sacred Song )
Mentioned her Virtues, it is true,

But dwelt upon her Vices too,

And showedhe Dreadful End of One
Who goes and slams tdeor for Fun.

Class D502 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad® (Continued)
THE FARMER AND THE QUEEN - Shel Silverstein

"She's coming," the farmer said to the owl.
"Oh, what shall I, what shall | do?
Shall | bow when she comes?
Shall | twiddle mythumbs?"
The owl asked, "Who?"

"The Queen, the Queen, the royal Queen
She'll pass the farm today.
Shall | salute?" he asked the horse.

The horse said, "Nay ."

"Shall | give her a gift?" he asked theenr

"A lovely memento for her to keep?

An egg or a peach or an ear of corn?"
The wren said, "Cheap."

"But should I curtsy or should | cheer?

Oh, here's her carriage now.

What should | do?" he asked the dog.
The dog said, "Bow."

And so he did, and sde passed,

Ah, tra lala lala,

"She smikd, she did!" he told the sheep.
The sheep said, "Bah."”
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Class D502 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad® (Continued)
MOSQUITO - J. Patrick Lewis

| was climbing up the sliding board
When suddenly | felt

A Mosquito bite my bottom

And it raised aig red welt.

So | said to that Mosquito,

"I'm sure you wouldn't mind

If | took a pair of tweezers

And | tweezered your behind?"

He shriveled up his body,

He shuffled to his feet.

He said, "I'm awfully sorry

But a fellow's got to eat!
Thereare Mosquito manners!
And | must have just forgot 'em.
| swear I'll never never NEVER
Bite another bottom."

But a minute later Archie Hill

And Buck and Theo Brown

Were horsing on the monkey bars,
Hanging upside down.

They must have looked delicious
From a skeeter's point of view
‘Cause he bit 'em on the bottoms
Archie, Buck and Theo, too!

You could hear-! 6em going HOLY

You could hear 6éem going WHACK!

You could hear O6em cuss and holl er,
Going SMACK SMACK-SMACK!

A Mosquitobs awful sneaky,

A Mosquitods mighty sl vy,

But | never never NEVER

Thought a skeeterdéd tell a |ie!
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Class D502 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad® (Continued)
| WISH MY FATHERWOU LDNO T TRY T OIGFANXMORH F Jack Prelutsky

My fatheroés | isted everything
heés planning to repair,

|l hope he wonot attempt it,
for the talent 1 sndét there,
he tinkered with the toaster

when the toaster woul dndét pop,
now we keep it disconnected,
but we cannot make it stop.

He fidded with the blender

and he took the top apart,

the clock isndébt running backward,
and the blender would not start,

every windowpane heds puttied

now admits the slightest breeze,

and heb6és half destroyed the furnace,
I f wedre lucky we wonot freeze.

The TV set was working,
yethe thought hebéd poke around,

now the pictureds out of focus,
and there isnét any sound,

thereds a faucet in the basement
that had dripped one drop all year,

since he fixed it, we canodot find it

without wearing scuba gear.

Il wish my father wouldnodot try
to fix things anymore,

for everything heds mended

is more broken than before,

if my father finally fixes

every item on his list,

we ol | be |Iiving in the garden
for our house will not exist.
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ClassD502 SOLO POETRY Humorous Poetry, Grad® (Continued)
THE ATHLETEGOG S-Berick and ordon Korman

Today
Is our big game,
The one to decide who's the best team in town,
And who gets the trophy,
And the glory,
And who eats dirt.

If we lose
(Which is a distinct possibility)
When the ball goeisito our net,

Please, please, please
Don't let it
Bounce off my knee,

my nose,
my elbow,
my chest,
my earlobe,
my eyebrow,

and especially not my derriere

First!

Class D502 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad® (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradg and 6
Excerpt fromTHE BIRDS' PEACE - Jean Craighead George

Fluter went on singing. After a few momentsfleev across the meadow and
boldly sang from a raspberry patch.

Dulce, his mate, flew off their nest in the thicket, where she had been incubating
their eggs. She ate a bristlegrass seed and serenely preened her feathers. She was quite at
ease.

Fluterwas not. He turned this way and that. He flicked his tail aisédéhis crest,
then flew to the bracken fern and sang. He flitted briskly to the sugar maple limb and
sang from a conspicuous twig. He winged to the dogwood tree and sang from a high
limb. As he flew and sang, Kristy became aware of what he was ddangias making
a circle, an invisible fence of song around his meadow and his nest in the thicket.

Suddenly Fluter clicked out what Kristy's father had told her were notes of warning.
Dulce became alarmed. She flattened her feathers to her body amsddtely back to
their nest.
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Kristy checked to see what was the matter. The strange song sparrow was in
Fluter's raspberry bush. He was pointing his bill at Fluter, who crouchetiewdre
going to fly at the stranger. But he did not. Insteacsamsg).

The stranger heard Fluter's "stafy-my-property" song and swiftly departed. He
flew over Fluter's invisible fence of song and alighted on his own sapling. There he sang
at Fluer.

Fluter flew to the sugar maple limb on the border of histeeyriand sang right
back at him. The stranger answered with a flood of melody from his trees and bushes.
When each understood where the other's territory lay, they rested and pregned the
feathers.

Kristy was fascinated. She sat up and crossed ger le
"Even Daddy doesn't know about this," she said.

Putting her c¢chin in her hands, she watch
told her she must go home. And all that time{étialid not fly or sing beyond the
raspberry bush, nor did the stgan come back to Fluter's territory. But sing they did,
brightly and melodically, while their mates sat serenely on their bgphstched eggs.

Dear Daddy Kristy wrote that night. | know how the birds keep the peace.

Class D504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradé and6 (Continued)
Excerpt fromTHE VOYAGE OF THE DAWN TREADER - C. S. Lewis

Meanwhile Eustace slept and slepind slept. What woke him was a pain in his
arm.The moon was shining in at the mouth of the cave, and the baeshsfites seemed
to have grown much more comfortable: in fact he could hardly feel it at all. He was
puzzled by the pain in his arm at first, but presently it occurred to him that théebrace
which he had shoved up above his elbow had become strangelyHiigharm must have
swollen while he was asleep (it was his left arm).

He moved his right arm in order to feel his left, but stopped before he had moved it
an inch and bit his lip iterror. For just in front of him, and a little on his right, whére t
moonlight fell clear on the floor of the cave, he saw a hideous shape moving. He knew
that shape: it was a dragon's claw. It had moved as he moved his hand and became still
when he ®pped moving his hand.

"Oh, what a fool I've been," thought Eustac"Of course, the brute had a mate and
it's lying beside me."

For several minutes he did not dare to move a muscle. He saw two thin columns of
smoke going up before his eyes, blagkiast the moonlight; just as there had been
smoke coming from the loér dragon's nose before it died. This was so alarming that he
held his breath. The two aohns of smoke vanished. When he could hold his breath no
longer he let it out stealthily; itently two jets of smoke appeared again. But even yet he
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had no ideaf the truth.

Presently he decided that he would edge very cautiously to his left and try to creep
out of the cave. Perhaps the creature was aslaed anyay it was his only chare.
But of course before he edged to the left he looked to theQéfthorror! there was a
dragon's claw on that side, too.

No one will blame Eustace if at this moment he shed tears. He was surprised at the
size of his own tears as he saw them $phson to the treasure in front of him. They
also seemed strangdipt; steam went up from them.

But there was no good crying. He must try to crawl out from between the two
dragons. He began extending his right arm. The dragonledard claw oris right
went through exactly the same motion. Then he thougholhviry his left. The
dragon limb on that side moved, too.

Two dragons, one on each side, mimicking whatever he did! His nerve broke and
he simply made a bolt for it.

There was suta clatter and rasping, and cling of gold, and grinding of stosge
as he rushed out of the cave that he thought they were both following him. He daren't
look back. He rushed to the pool. The twisted shape of the dead dragon lying in the
moonlight would have been enough to frighten anyone but now he hardly noticddsit
idea was to get into the water.

But just as he reached the edge of the pool two things happened. First of all it came
over him like a thunderclap that he had been running dowat- and why on earth had
he been doing that? And secondly, adknt towards the water, he thought for a second
that yet another dragon was staring up at him out of the pool. But in an instant he
realised the truth. That dragon face in the pod tia own reflection. There was no
doubt of it. It moved as he mavet opened and shut its mouth as he opened and shut
his.

He had turned into a dragon while he was asleep. Sleeping on a dragon's hoard
with greedy, dragonish thoughts in his heagthlad become a dragon himself.
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Class D504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Grad®& and6 (Continued)
Excerpt fromMANIAC MAGEE by Jerry Spinelli

Maniac Magee was blind. Sort of.

Oh, he could see objects, all right. He could see a flgatpall or a John McNab
fastball better than anybody.

He could see Mars Ba foot sticking out, trying to trip him up as he circled the
bases for a home run.

He could see Mars Bar charging from behind to tackle him, even when he didn't
have the footall.

He could see Mars Bar's bike veering for a nearby puddle to splashomatim.

He could see these things, but he couldn't see what they meant. He couldn't see
that Mars Bar disliked him, maybe even hated him.

When you think. about it, it's aaming all the stuff he didn't see.
Such as, big kids don't like little kidghiowing them up.

And big kids like it even less if another big kid (such as Hands Down) is laughing
at them while the little kid is faking them out of their Fruit of the Looms.

And some kids don't like a kid who is different.

Such as a kid who islatgic to pizza.

Or a kid who does dishes without being told.

Or a kid who never watches Saturday morning cartoons.

Or a kid who's another color.

Maniac keptrying, but he still couldn't see it, this color business. He didn't figure
he was white my more than the East Enders were black. He looked himself over pretty
hard and came up with at least seven different shades and colors right on his own skin,
not oneof them being what he would call white (except for his eyeballs, which weren't

any whiterthan the eyeballs of the kids in the East End).

Which was all a big relief to Maniac, finding out he wasn't really white, because
the way he figured, white was alidhe most boring color of all.

But there it was, piling up around him: dislike. Nairfr everybody. But enough.
And Maniac couldn't see it.

And then all of a sudden he could.
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Class D504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradgand6 (Continued)
THE BREADWINNER i Deborah Ellis

Parvanaé put down her b o aredomméewayleokingéheCh e c k
headed over to the sheltered doorway.

AHey Kaseem. 0

Parvana looked back at her friend.

AWatch our for | and mines, 0 Shauzia said.
Shauzia was probably joking, but she kept her eyes open anyway.

i K a has more land minesthénl ower s, 0 her f at her used to
common as rock and can bl ow you up without

Parvana remembered the time someone from the United Nations had come to her class
with a chart showig the different kinds dand mines. She tried to remember what they
looked like. All she could remember was that some were disguised asdpgsial

mines to blow up children.

Parvana peered into the darkness of the doorway. Sometimes armies wailihdipés in
buildings aghey left an area. Could someone have planted a landmine here? Would she
blow up if she stepped inside?

She knew she was faced with three choices. One choice was to not go to the bathroom
until she got home. That was not possibleh e r ea |l | gitnwuohdongékm 6t h ol
Another choice was to go to the bathroom outside the doorway, where people might see
her and figure out she was a girl. The third was to step into the darkness, go to the

bat hroom in privadxgiodee.and hope she di dnot

She picked théhird choice. Taking a deep breath and uttering a quick prayer, she stepped
through the doorway. She did not explode.

fiNo | and mines?0 Shauzia asked when Parvan

Al kicked them out of t Isatillshakwg. 0 Parvana | o
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ClassD504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradgand6 (Continued)
Excerpt from COPPER SUNRISET Bryan Buchan

Il n one of our fields was a | arkoés nest,
afternoon watching the male bird on top of the stone vt liked the feel of the warm
sunlight, the sound of the buzzing swarms of insects, the colour woven into the lgras
was his world, and he was in charge. | almost wanted to be that bird.

One bright afternoon | crouched in the deep grass, leagaigst an old rock that
had fallen long ago from the crumbling wall. The lark was sitting proudly on a bit of post
that stuck above gorse bushes of the hedgerow.

His song was soothing: | began to daydream, dim images flooding my mind in
rhythm with his tes, flowing and melting into one another. The real world was far
away.

Slowly, almost as though it were a paftmy daydream, | saw the lark stiffen. A
few feathers floated out from his body as he fell from the post.

| lifted myself from the grassh@ moved towards the place where he had fallen. A
familiar voice was speaking beside me but 1 paid no heed.

Ther, in the sharp spikes of the gorse bash, hung my lark, still alive. His bill
moved slowly, open and shut. His grazed eyes stared into no#ndgagain the voice at
my side.

The lark's head drooped onto his twisted wing. Gradually his eyes turneshdull
filmy as his life drained away. Robert was beside me, with a sling crutched in his hand.

The lark was deaehn ordinary fielebird, hangng stupidly in a gorse bush, the
beautiful, magical music gone. .

| turned to face my brother.
"Why did you Kl him, Robert?" | pleaded.

Robert looked away from me, but | knew his face was white, and his eyes
frightened.

Al di dn' tt Janmd. Irokly wiarited to beare it." iHis voice trailed away
and was lost. . . .

"We are leaving now, Jamie," Baid quietly.
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Class D504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradgand6 (Continued)
Excerpt fromBRIDGE TO TERABITHIA 1 Katherine Pateon

"No," be said straight at May Belle. "It's a lie. Leslie ain't dead." He turned
around and ran out the door, letting the screen bang sharply against the house. He ran
down the gravel to the main road and then started running west away from Washingt
andMillsburgd and the old Perkins place. An approaching car beeped and swerved and
beeped again, but he hardly noticed.

Leslied dead girl friendd roped broked felld youd youd you The words
exploded in his head like popcorn against the side of the pdppdd dead youd
Leslied dead you He ran until he stumbled but be kept on, afraid to stop.
Knowing somehow that running was the only thing that could keep Leslie from being
dead.It was up to him. He had to keep going.

Behind him came thearipityofthepi ckup, but he coul dnot
to run faster, but his father passed him and stopped the pickup just ahead, then jumped
out and ran back. He picked Jess up gnanims as though he were a baby. For the first
few seconds Jess kicked andiggled against the strong arms. Then Jess gave himself
over to the numbness that was buzzing to be let out from a corner of his brain.

He leaned his weight upon the door leé pickup and let his head thtitld
against the window. His father droveffbgiwithout speaking, though once he cleared his
throat as though he were going to say something, but he glanced at Jess and closed his
mouth.

When they pulled up at his housss father sat quietly, and Jess could feel the
mandés uncer tnadthedopr,andggat oul, and with #he numbness flooding
through him, went in and lay down on his bed.

Class D504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradg@and6 (Continued)
Excerpt from THE HIGH KING - Lloyd Alexander

The night was waning quickly{.aran stumbled in exhaustion, his coldmbed
hands torn and bleeding. Fflewddur was barely able to keep his feet. But the efforts of the
Fair Folk never slackened. Befatawn the lake and the watercourse were piled high, as
though a forest had overgrowmem. Only then was Doli satisfied.

"Now we'll set it alight,” he cried to Taran. "Fair Folk tinder burns hotter than
anything you humans know. It will blaze in no timelé whistled shrilly through his
teeth. All along the lake the torches of the FaikRlamed, then arched like shooting
stars as the warriors flung them into the pyre. Taran saw the first branches catch fire, then
the rest. A fierce crackling filled hisars, and over it he heard Doli shouting for the
companions to race clear of theddaA wave of heat like the breath of a furnace caught
at Taran as he struggled for a foothold among the stones. The ice was melting. He heard
the hiss of quenched flamd&ut the fire, too high to be altogether extinguished, raged
even more hotly. From ¢ghwatercourse came the crack and groan of boulders shifting
under the growing pressure of the rising flood. In a moment, like a gate ripped from its
hinges, like a wall ctdpsing, the side of the bluff gave way, and through the channel
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burst a sheet of vier carrying all before it. Hugh blocks of ice thundered down the slope,
bounding and rolling as if they had been no more than pebbles. The swift outpouring bore
with it the flaming branches~ above the streaming mass, clouds of sparks billowed and
swirled,and the watercourse blazed all along its length.

In the gorge below, the Huntsmen shouted and strove to flee. It was too late. The
rushing waters and careening bould&rag back the warriors as they sought to scramble
up the ravine. Screaming and dogs they fell beneath the cascade or were tossed in the
air like chips, to be dashed against the sharp rocks. A few gained higher ground, but as
they did, Taran saw darkapes spring to grapple with them, and now it was the turn of
the waiting animals ttake vengeance on those who had ever mercilessly hunted and
slaughtered them.

Class D504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Graddand6 (Continued)
Excerpt from TOM 'S MIDNIGHT GARDEN - Philippa Pearce

And at last One! The clock struck the pex#t hour; but, as if to show its
independence of mind, went on strikinBwo! For once Tom was not amused by its
striking the wrong ho@clock, dhTem!whiFoppetr e
the edge of the bedd&leotomes . obci Wk, dam&tn, ya
do at home?0 I nstead: Fivel Si x! Even
had become a habit with him at nigl8even! Eight! After all, the clock was the only
thing that would speak to him all in these hours of
dar kness. Ni nel Ten! Yes, and it hadnot
mi dni ght twice i n one neephprotlaimed theeclook,dndT o m,
then stopped striking.

Thirteen? Taojarkd kad ihreaftydstrugkdhirteen? Even mad old
clocks never struck that. He must have imagined it. Had he not been falling asleep, or
already sleeping? But no, alte or dozing, he had counted up to thirteen. He was sure
of it.

He was uneasy ithe knowledge that this happening made some difference to
him: he could feel that in his bones. The stillness had become an expectant one; the
house seemed to hold iteshth; the darkness pressed up to him, pressing him with a

guestion: Come on, Torthe clock has struck thirteenwvhat are you going to do about
it?

Class D504 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradg@and6 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Page96 Resource ManualQomprehensive



Class D505 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grad& and 6
Excerpt fromHARRY POTTER AND THE SORC ERER'S STONE - J. K. Rowling

The repaired alarm clock rang at siglock the next morning. Harry turned it off
quickly and dressed silently. He mustn't wake the Dursleys. He stole downstairs without
turning on any of the lights.

He was going to wafor the postman on the corner of Privet Drive and get the
lettersfor number four first. His heart hammered as he crept across the dark hall toward
the front door "AAAAARRRGH!"

Harry leapt into the air; he'd trodden on something big and squaghg on
doormat- something alive!

Lights clicked on upstairs and teshorror Harry realized that the big, squashy
something had been his uncle's face. Uncle Vernon had been lying at the foot of the front
door in a sleeping bag, clearly making sure thatrididn't do exactly what he'd been
trying to do. He shouted at Hg for about half an hour and then told him to go and make
a cup of tea. Harry shuffled miserably off into the kitchen and by the time he got back,
the mail had arrived, right into Uncléernon's lap. Harry could see three letters
addressed in green ink

"I want- " he began, but Uncle Vernon was tearing the letters into pieces before
his eyes.

Uncle Vernon didn't go to work that day. He stayed at home and nailed up the
mail slot.

"See," he explained to Aunt Petunia through a mouthful of nails, "if they can't
deliverthem they'll just give up."

"I'm not sure that'll work, Vernon."

"Oh, these people's minds work in strange ways, Petunia, they're not like you and
me," said Ule Vernon, trying to knock in a nail with the piece of fruitcake Aunt Petunia
had just brought him.

On Friday, no less than twelve letters arrived for Harry. As they couldn't go
through the malil slot they had been pushed under the door, slottedhttitelgides, and
a few even forced through the small window in the downstairs bathroom.

Uncle Vernon stayed at home again. After burning all the letters, he got out a
hammer and nails and boarded up the cracks around the front and back doors so no one
could go out. He hummed "Tiptoe Through the Tulips" as he worked, and jumped at
small noises.

On Saturday, things began to get out of hand. Twiniyletters to Harry found
their way into the house, rolled up and hiddesida each of the two dozeggs that their
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very confused milkman had handed Aunt Petunia through the living room window.
While Uncle Vernon made furious telephone calls to the post office and the dairy trying
to find someone to complain to, Aunt Petunia shredded the letters inddgurbcessor.

"Who on earth wants to talk t@uthis badly?" Dudley asked Harry in
amazement.

On Sunday morning, Uncle Vernon sat down at the breakfast table looking tired
and rather ill, but happy.

"No post on Sundays," he reminded them cheeraglliife spread marmalade on
his newspapers, "no letters toddy

Something came whizzing down the kitchen chimney as he spoke and caught him
sharply on the back of the head. Next moment, thirty or forty letters came pelting out of
the fireplace like bugts. The Dursleys ducked, but Harry leapt into the air trying to
catch one

"Out! OUT!™

Uncle Vernon seized Harry around the waist and threw him into the hall. When
Aunt Petunia and Dudley had run out with their arms over their faces, UnclerVern
slammed the door shut. They could hear the letters still Strganto the room,
bouncing off the walls and floor.

"That does it," said Uncle Vernon, trying to speak calmly but pulling great tufts
out of his mustache at the same time. "l want ybbieek here in five minutes ready to
leave. We're going away. stypack some clothes. No arguments!"
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Class D505 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grad& and6 (Continued)
Except fromMANIAC MAGEE - Jerry Spinelli

Now what?

Maniac uncrumplethe page, flattened it out as best he could. How could he return
the book to Amanda in this condition? He couldn't. But he had to. It was hers. Judging
from that morning, she was pretty finicky about her books. What would make her
madder- to not gethe book back at all, or to get it back with a page ripped outpidd
cringed at both prospects.

He wandered around the East End, jogging slowly, in no hurry now to find 728
Sycamore Street. He was passing a vacant lot when he heardaarfathiliar voice:

"Hey, fishbelly!" He stopped, turned. This time Marg Basn't alone. A handful of
other kids trailed him down the sidewalk.

Maniac waited.

Coming up to him, Mars Bar said, "Where you runnin’, boy?"

"Nowhere."

"You runnin' from us. Ya afraid.”

"No, I just like to run."

"You wanna run?" MarBar grinned. "Go ahead. We'll give you a head start.”

Maniac grinned back. "No thanks."

Mars Bar held out his hand. "Gimme my book."

Maniac shook his head.

Mars Bar glared. "Gimmg."

Maniac shook his head.

Mars Bar reached for it. Marugulled it away.

They moved in on him now. They backed him up. Some-$ofjloolers were
playing basketball up the street, but they weren't noticing. And there wasn't a broom
swinging ladyin sight. Maniac felt a hard fla¢ss against his back. Sleswly his world
was very small and very simple: a brick wall behind him, a row of scowling faces in front
of him. He clutched the book with both hands. The faces were closing in. A voice

caled: "That you, Jeffrey?"

The faces parted. At the curb wagirl on a bike Amanda! She hoisted the bike
to the sidewalk and walked it over. She looked at the book, at the torn page. "Who
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ripped my book?"
Mars Bar pointed at Maniac. "He did."
Amanda knew better.Youripped my book."
Mars Bar's eyes went big as headlights. "Ircbd"
"You did. You lie."
"I didn't"
"You did!" She let the bike fall to Maniac. She grabbed the book and started
kicking Mars Bar in his beloved sreas. "l got a little brother and a little &s that
crayon all over my books, and | got a dog that eats them and poops on them and that's just

inside my own family, and I'mot - gonna have&obody- elsemessih- with my books
You understanc"

By then Mars Bar was hauling on up the strest @ basketball players, who
were rolling on the asphalt with laughter.

Amanda took the torn page from Maniac. To her, it was the broken wing of a bird,
a pet out in the rain. She turned misty eyes tailta "It's one of my favourite pages.”

Maniac smiled. "We can fix it."

The way he said it, she believed. " Want to come to my house?" she said.

"Sure," he said.
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Class D505 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grad& and6 (Continued)
Mc B R O O9VA@.MANAC - Sid Fleischman

It's notgenerally known, but | invented air conditioning. | read in the paper the
idea has already spread to the big cities.

But, shucks, everyone is welcome to it. Folks around here call it McBroom's
Natural Winter Extrac& Relief for the Summer Dismals. Yoae make your own, same
as us.

February is about the last month you can lay in a supply of prime Winter Extract

Wait for an infernal cold day. When the mercury in the thermometer drops to the
bottom-- you're gettng close. But the weather's still atentoo warm.

When the mercury busts the glass bulb and rolls over to the fireplace to get
warm- that's Extract weather .

Will jill hestechestepetepollytimtonmarylarryandlittleclarindal” | shouted to
our young'uns"Bulb's shattered. Fetch the ripsaws, the crosscut saws, and let's get to
work!"

Cold? Mercy, it was so cold outsitiee wind had frozen solid

Didn't we get busy! We began sawing up chunks of frozen wind.

Now, you gotto do the thing right. Wind'got a grain, just like wood. So be
positive to use the crosscut saw against the grain, and the ripsaw along with it.

It fell dark before we finished harvesting and hauling that Winter Extract to our
icehouse. And there std@ur neighbor Heck Jones. dtrskinflint is so mean and miserly
he brands the horseflies over at his place for fear someone will rustle ‘em.

"Are you hidin' my left sock, McBroom?" he asked.

"Of course not," | said.

"Someone stole it off the clotHawe. My best black sock, tddt only had three
holes in it. If | catch the thief, I'll have him in a court of law!"

He loped away, grumbling and snarling.

We finished packing sawdust around the chunks of wind to keep them frozen.

"Good work, my lambs," | said. "We're allsetfo t he Summer Di smal s.

Well, Heck Jones walked around in one sock the rest of winter, and summer, too.

As soon as the days tuhsizzlehot, we'd set a chunk of Winter Extract in the
parlor. In a second or three it would begin to thajust a coobreeze at first. But when
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that February
wind really got whistling, it would lift the curtains!

One hot night | fetched in a nicaunk of frozen wind without bothering to scrape
off the sawdust. A few minutes later | saw a black thing shoot acrossaime r
Something had got frozen in our Winter Extract.

"Heck Jones's sock!" | declared. "l can smell his feet!"

He was sure to thk we'd stolen it. He'd have us in a court of law! | made a grab
for it, but the February wind was kicking up such a blbghbt the sock past the curtains
and far out the window.

| could see Heck Jones asleep in his hammock, one sock on, the otlaréoot
The left sock hoisted its tail like a kite in the air and started down.

| declare, if | didn't see it with my oweyes, I'd think | was scramblyitted. That
holey black sock had the instinct of a homing pigeon. It returned right to Heck Jeftes's |
foot and pulled itself on. I think it navigated by scent.

What Heck Jones thought when he awoke and looked at taith fean't
reckon.

Class D505 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grad& and6 (Continued)
ExcerptfromDONO6 T GEAEUGHT WEARI NG THE LUNCH LADYOGS H/
- Todd Strasser

The new lunch rules were ridiculous:

No talking.

Sit in your asigned seat.

No getting up without permission.

No slouching. They wanted you to sit up straight.

If you got caught runningjou had to walk back and forth five times.

If you got caught littering, you had to pick up five additional pieces of garbage feom th
floor.

And, finally, the rule that got us all sent to the office.

fWhat?!!!!10 It began with Wilson's higlpitched cry ofdisbelief. All around the cafeteria

kids looked over at table twelve, seat F, to see what was going on. Wanda the Widebody

was stading behind Wilson.

Al said spit it out,o ordered Wanda the Wi
AAre you serious?0 Wi lson asked | oudly.

ASpit, 0t Wamda the Wi debody repeated.

ANo! 0 Wil son sat stubbornly at the tabl e,
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AWhat' s the probl e m? &omBhe gtheBsae df thealundhroomb e r e d

As soon as Big Bertha went t oautdfaaticdlly t he Wi
went to assist Wilson.

AYou two sit down! o Big Bertha ordered as
chewing and Wanda the &body stood glaring.

Nei t her Dusty nor | | istened. We arrived a

AWhat ' d he do?0 Big Bertha asked Wanda the

AStarted his dessert before he finished hi
ADarringht . 0 Using his plastic fork, Wilson
AYou have to filmi sWwanydoau rt hvee g\ tdaeebbloedsy or der e
AWho says?0 | asked.

ASit down! o Big Bertha yelled at me.
AThat' s the stupidest ything | '"'"ve ever hear
AYou're not allowed to talk! o Big Bertha vy

Wilson put the second piece of cake intorhisuth and started to chew.

AfiThat' s a c¢cl ear and intentional vi ol ati on
declared.
AYou guys adRustpsycho, 06 sa

Al told you to sit down and stop talking, o
Dusty and | looked at each othard sat down . . . on the floor.

ANot on the floor!o yelled Big Bertha.
AYou said to sit down, o | said.

Boooooo! HissssAll around the lunchroorkids started booing and jeering. Pieces of
cake, fruit salad grapes, and meatballs started flying tothiarinch monitors.

Big Bertha grabbed her radio and pressed i
Bertha in the lunchroom! Codered! Wevha an emer gency! o
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Class D505 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grad& and6 (Continued)
Excerpt fromGO JUMP IN THE POOL i Gordon Korman

The funny photo contest was received with an enthusiasm that even Bruno hadn't
predicted’ the faculty trip taown brought backwo cases of film ordered by the
students. Mark Davies recruited several helpers in anticipation of a heavy workload.

To everyone's surprise, especially the Headmaster's, the first entry was made by
Mrs. Sturgeon. She entered the pietaf her husbandimwning the door prize at the talent
show. As Boots put it, "Everyone can forget first prize. That's the funniest picture lever
saw in my life!" But then a senior named Mario Brundia entered a picture of Wilbur
Hackenschleimer, his moutipened wide enougdio drive a truck through, about to
attack a tripledecker hamburger with the works, and Boots was not so sure.

Pictures began to pour in by the hundreds. Notable among these was a particularly
good study of Coach Flynn lying on the ftan pain after demnstrating to the boys the
proper way to use the vaulting horse. Someone had taken a camera to gym class. There
was also a picture of Sidney Rampulsky in free fall over the nexaked floor of the
infirmary, where he had gone for an mspand stayed foan ankle cast. Bruno Walton
had even managed to capture on film the expression on the face of Mr. Hubert, the
chemistry teacher, when someone accidentally dipped his beard in a beaker of acid. This
picture was of such good quality tismhoke could actuallbe seen rising from the tip of
the beard.

And still the pictures poured in. There were so many in just five days that Bruno
and Boots had to start on a second wall in the dining hall. And mealtimes at Macdonald
Hall were scenes of raaus delight as thigoys all rushed to see the day's entries.

To Bruno's chagrin, Boots entered a picture of his roommate in a state of peaceful
slumber, the blankets in turmoil and the pillow partially over his face. To get even, Bruno
snapped a stilife photo of Boots'spen gym locker, crammed full of old sweat socks
and waddedup jerseys. Prominent at the top was the stenciled name, Melvin 0' Neal.

Even Miss Scrimmage became enthusiastically involved. Unfortunately, however, she

was under the impreiss that she was égring a serious photo contest, and when she set

up her antique camera on its tripod one evening, it was to capture on film the beauty of a
bowl of fruit. This was the first time in thirty years that Miss Scrimmage had used her
camera, 8 she might be exsed for grossly overloading the hahneld flash tray. She

was humming happily to herself as she crept under the black hood and peered through the
lens to focus.

Foom! The flash powder ignited the hood, the curtains and the upholsesrse D
clouds of whie smoke poured out of the sitting room and into the hall.

"Fire!" screamed Miss Scrimmage.

Into the room burst Cathy Burton, wildly spraying foam from a fire extinguisher.
She sprayed until a thick blanket of foam layover everythmguding the Headrstress.
Then, satisfied that the fire was out, she whipped out her own small camera and snapped
a picture of Miss Scrimmage amid the wreckage.

Diane Grant and two other girls came rushing in. "What happened?"

"Oh, nothing, " Cathy saidirily. "Miss Scrmmage has everything under control."
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"Oh, nothing, " Cathy said airily. "Miss Scrimmage has everything under control.”

* % %

Perry Elbert was splashing happily in a bubble bath one evening when his
roommate appeared, thrust a rubbeclkdinto hisarms and snapped a picture.

Things were getting worse. When Wilbur Hackenschleimer put his football
helmet on at practice one afternoon, cold spaghetti spilled down over his head. Bruno
Walton just happened to be there with his camera.

* % %

Miss Scrimmage's also had its share of troubles over the photo contest.

When Cathy was put on kitchen duty as punishment, she didn't see Diane Grant
sneak in and add half a box of detergent to the dishwasher. Diane took a picture of Cathy,
kneedeep insuds, vainhtrying to stem the overflow with her bare hands.

For revenge, Cathy knotted all Diane's underwear together and photographed her,
perplexed and astonished, pulling miles of it out of her drawer.

There were also pictures of girls caught un@asarmwresting, smoking cigars
and drooling toothpaste. No one was immune.

Class D505 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grad& and6 (Continued)
HOWLIDAY INN - James Howe
AHI , Hlobysdidd helet me in. He looked at me sadly andhisiarms around
my neck. Al om sormaynpoboyakMawmasaps yli s tim

feel real disappointed, hub?

Whoo6s goi rdaskedwith meeges.m

ABut dondt worry. Wedll be baucfeeli haad weoald.r
not gong, donét you? | Kknow. 0

Whods going to feed me | pleaded, with a h
AOh, and if youdbre wondering whatds gong t

Yes? | asked, my eyes growing wider.

ndt wor ry.ethMallfigueedaodt. 38e Bunrticalavis going to stay

door at Professor Mickel whiteds house
the rabbités cage was kept and saw that it
breaking into a cold sweat. Whaasgoing to happentme? 0 ¢ and you and Ch
gong to be boarded. o

S5 DN
D@ O

dono
Xt (0]

Oh, | thought, feeling relieved i mmediatel
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troubl ed me: I didndédt have the slightest i
Cheger and ask him about it, since Chester knows, or thinks he knows, something about
almost everything.

When | found him, he was sitting in the back yard staring off into space. Chester, being a
cat, is very good at sharing of into space. He once exqu&é me that this was his way

of meditating or, as he |iked to put it, N
looked so mellow | thought there was a good chance of his ripening and rotting right

there before my eyeslquckl,. | di dndét shake him
AThe Monroes are | eaving, and theyodére goin
him.

ADondét say hell o or anything, 0 Chester rep
AOh, sorry. Hel l o Chester. Howdés it going?

Chester just nodded his headvlp as if that were supposed to be telling me something.
ANow what was that about boards?d he asked

Al &m not sure. Theyodére | eaving, and theyor
al | | know. O

Al 6m sur alyoutkrowlar mlogaiod hemoot hly. #Alt may I
can handle right now, but I 6ém sure you kno:
try again. What exactly did you hear ?0
AWell , o0 | explained, AToby tol gouanedllae hat wh
going to be boarded. o

ABoarded?!! 0 Chester exclaimed, his mellow
AWebre going to be boarded? | cant believe
say. It just figures!o

What figures? b s k e dat fiakhe t hey going to do to us?o

AOh just |l ock us up and throw away the key
down to. Wedre in their way now that they
door we go and into some danlkrkipitwhe e we 61 | be fed moldy br
fwebére lucky. You dondédt know what these pl ¢
AHow?o | asked. AWere you ever boarded?0o0

i Was DboardedP®Vesle v er boarded?0

AThat 6s what | yosdverba r dGhde?sot er . Wer e
il ovead Charl es Dickens sport, o was his onl
tail, which he suddenly felt compelled to bathe.
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Class D505 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grad& and6 (Continued)
Excerpt from HURRICAN E HARRY - Judith Caseley

Dorothy and Chloe went to the backyard looking for rocks. Dorothy made Chloe
pick them up, because sometimes bugs crawled out from under them. They collected six
rocks from the back of the garden and went inside to wash tHem of
Meanwhile, Harry collected bottles. His mother gave him a set of old perfume
containers and a few miniature jam jars. Harry emptied out a bottle of screws from his
tool box that was really a baby food jar, and that made seven perfume botlles in a
While Chloe and Dorothy painted rocks in Chloe's bedroom, Harry shut himself in
the bathroom with his bottles. He took the basin that his mother used to wash out her
panty hose, and poured in two capfuls of his favorite shampoo. It was hetlsmhaled
like Christmas trees. Then he squirted some dishwashing liquid into the basin, the stuff
his mother used for hand washing. The commercial said it smelled like sunlight.
ASunlight is nice,0 said Harry, squirtincg
Harryreached for a can ateanser from behind the toilet. He always liked the smell
of it when his father washed pots with it.
AJust a sprinkle, o6 said Harry, dusting t'!
lemon disinfectant. His mother always said $ked the smell.
Harry opened the door a crack. He stuck his head out, looking for his mother, but he
could hear her singing downstairs.

He ran into his motherds room and pull ed
Al 611 just b oélarry,takinghisndtertd se, oo tstalied of Tea
two drops of Tea Rose into the basin and r
Harry sniffed the basin. The smell wasnd¢

moment. Then he had his best idea yehelput some ofhis at her 6 s aft er shawv
in the perfume, men could wear it, too!

Harry sprinkled two drops of Brut into the basin, a drop of Stetson, and some water.

ACowboys are nice, 0 sai d-tobtlebrushygndstend he t c
with it as if he vas making a cake.

There was a knock on the door. AAre you
sisters in because he knew they could pour better.

ASmell s good! 06 said Dor ot hy, botlesinfothe ng a't
liquid until theywere full. She screwed the tops on. Then she tried to rinse out the basin.
The more water she added, the more bubbles appeared.

Al hope this perfume doesndt bubble up or
her fece.

Al hope it d>Roothyad gshe watched Chlve veashiaway the last of the
bubbles.
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Class D505 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grad& and6 (Continued)
ALEXANDER AND THE TERRIBLE, HORRIBLE, NO GOOD, VERY BAD DAY
- Judith Viorst

| went to sleep with gm in my mouth and now there's gum in my hair and when |
got out of bed this morning | tripped on the skateboard and by mistake | dropped my
sweater in the sink while the water was running and | could tell it was goiregao b
terrible, horritbe, no good, ery bad day.

At breakfast Anthony found a Corvette Sting Ray car kit in his breakfast cereal box
and Nick found a Junior Undercover Agent code ring in his brealdasaicbox but in
my breakfastereal box all | found wsabreakfast cereal.

| think I'll move to Australia.

In the car pool Mrs. Gibson let Becky have a seat by the window. Audrey and
Elliot got seats by the window too. | said | was being scrunched. | said | was being
smuched. I asseat bg the wintlow Il amdyoing Betcarsicle. tNo one
even answered.

| could tell it was going to be a terrible, horrible, no good, very bad day.

At school Mr s . Dickens | i ked Paul 6s pict
theinvisible castle.

At singing time she saiddang too loud. At counting time she said | left out
sixteen. Who needs sixteen?

| could tell it was going to be a terrible, horrible, no good, very bad day.

| could tell b e ¢ a us dgendPaaymore. Ha said thdt Philim s n 6 t
Parker wasis best friend and that Albert Moyo was his next best friend and that | was
only his third best friend.

| hope you sit on a tack, | said to Paul. | hope the next time you get a
doubledecker strawberry iceream cone the ice cream part falls off theecpart and
lands in Australia.

There were two cupcakes in Philip Parker
with al monds and Paul s mother gave him a
sprinkles on the top. Guess whose mother forgot tdrpdessert?

It was a terrible, horrible, no good, very bad day.

Thatdéds what it was, because after school
Fields found a cavity just in me. Come back nextweekdaad | fi x i1 t, said
Next week, | sa d , | 6m going to Australia.

On the way downstairs the elevator door closed on my foot and while we were
waiting for my mom to go get the car Anthony made me fall where it was muddy and
then when | startedying because of the mud Nick said | was a atypand while |
was punching Nick for saying crybaby my mom came back with the car and scolded me
for being muddy and fighting.

| am having a terrible, horrible, no good, very bad day, | told everybody. &lo on
even answered.

So then we went to the she®re to buy some sneakers. Anthony chose white ones
with blue stripes. Nick chose red ones with white stripes. | chose blue ones with red
stripes but then the s hoenadaa@bugpdinddwhiwe 61 e
ones, but they can't makne wear them.

When we picked up my dad at his office h
machine, but | forgot. He also said to watch out for the books on his desk, and | was
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carefulascouldbe x cept for my el bow. withehis phoreo s ai d
but | think | called Australia. My dad sa
It was a terrible, horrible, no good, very bad day.
There were lima beans for dinner and | hate limas.
There was kissing on TV and | hate kissing.
My bathwas too hot, | got soap in my eyes, my marble went down the drain, and |
had to wear my railroattain pajamas. | hate my railroad pajamas.
When | went to bed Nick took back the pillow he said | co@édkand the Mickey
Mouse nightlight burned out antibit my tongue.
The cat wants to sleep with Anthony, not with me.
It has been a terrible, horrible, no good, very bad day.
My mom says some days are like that.
Even inAustralia

Class D505 PROSREADING i Humorous Reading, Grad® and6 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D507 PROSE READING Religious Reading, Gradeb and 6
Psalm 15

Class D507 PROSE READING Religious ReadingGrade5 and 6 (Continued)
Genesis 22:1 13

Class D507 PROSE READING Religious ReadingGrade5 and 6 (Continued)
Matthew 28:108

Class D507 PROSE READING Religious ReadingGrade5 and 6 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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Our hamster's life:
there's not much
to it,

not much

to it.

He presses his pink nose
to the door of his cage

and decides for the fifty six
millionth time

that he can't get

through it.

Our hamster's life;
there's not much
to it,

not much

to it.

It's about the most boring

life in the world,

if he only

knew it.

He sleeps and he drinks and he eats.
He eats and he drinks and he sleeps.

He slinks and he dreeps.
He eats.

This process
he repeats.

Our hamster's life:
there's not much
to it,

not much

to it.

You'd think it would drive him bdters,
going round and round on his wheel.
It's certainly driving me bonkers,

watching him
do it.

But he may be thinking:
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‘That boy's life, there's notuch
to it,

not much

to it:

watching a hamster go round on a wheel.
It's driving me bonkers ifie only knew it,

watching him
watching me
doit.'

Class D508 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad® (Continued)
THE OCTOPUS - Conrad Aiken

The manyhanded octopus
does not INTEND to frighten us:
his family name is octopod
and certainly b is odd.
A kind of spider of the sea
is he.
Lovely to watch him waver round
under the sea without a sound
and how he folds

and then unfolds

shapes
and then reshapes
drapes
and then undrapes

each slithery arm and hand
and
still always can
come back to where he first began.
0 what a juggler he could be:
the greatest juggler of the sea:
eight balls at once he'd keep with ease
above his head beneath the seas
passing frormone to other
without the slightest bother.
But if WE frighten HIM
then suddenly all goes dim
behind a cloud of ink
he seems to shrink
and off unseen he'll swiftly swim
upon a pearly oyster bed
to lay his troubled head.
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How must it feel

Class D508 CHORAL SPEAKWG T Choral Speakng, Grade5 (Continued)
THE SEAL - Conrad Aiken

and blink your big blue baby eyes

to be and flap your fins
a with glee?
seal And o what bliss

and swish among the
ducks

on summer days
what bliss it is

and teal to lie and laze
and swim on a warm mudflat
a cool in the sun
Virginia Reel andsunbathe
right underneath just
somebodyo6s like

keel? anyone.

Then | think the seal
Much has

to all
somebodybs surprise the

pop up your head fun.

right out of sea

Class D508 CHORL SPEAKING 1 Choral Speaking, Grad® (Continued)
BEES, BOTHERED BY BOLD BEARS, BEHAVE BADLY - Walter R. Brooks

AYour honey or your | ife!d says the bold bur
As he climbs up th&ee where the bees have their lair.
ABur gl ars! tBebegrnstohwn 0 The
ASharpen up your stings, brothers! Ti ghte
Beat the alarm on the big brass drum!
Watch yourself, bear, for
here
we
come! 0O
Then the big kack bees buzz out from their lair,
With sharp stings ready zoodown on the bear.
AOQuch! OQOuch! Ouch! Donét be so rough!o
He slithers down the tree, squalling, fiHey
AKeep your ol d honey. Horrid sticky stuff!
|l dm going home, for
| 6ve
had

enough! o
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Class D508 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
THE BREASTPLATE OF SAINT PATRICK 1 Unknown

| bind myself today
To the power of Heaven,
The light of sun,
The brightness of moon,
The splendour of fire,
The speed of lightning,
The swiftness of wind,
The cepths of the sea,
The stability of the earth,
The firmness of rocks.
| bind myself today
To the power of God to guide me,
The might of God to uphold me,
The wisdomof God to teach me,
The eye of God to watch over me,
The ear of God to heane,
The word of God to speak for me,
The hand of God to protect me,
The way of God to lie before me,
The shield of God to shelter me,
The host of God to defende,
Against the snares of demons,
Against the temptations of vices,
Against he lusts of nature,
Against every man who meditates injury to me,
Whether far or near,
Alone and in a multitude.

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Pagel13 Resource ManualQomprehensive



Campingis the life, my boy!
To live outdoors!

Be free!

There isn't any outlet here
to plug in the TV!

We'll swim out in the iceold lake!
We'll fish for what we eat!

A snake the size of Ogopogo
just attacked my feet!

We'll hike until the day's last light
is gone without a trace!

| wonder how the Cubs made out.
Oh, man, | hate this place!

When you're out in the wilderness,
you always step the best!

That tent hole's big enough

to land a spaceship on my chest!

And what a hearty appetite!
You eat until ya burst!

I'm sure I'll really savor

what the insects don't get first!

Tonight is the night
When dead leaves fly
Like witches on switches
Across the sky.

When elf and sprite

Flit through the night

On a moony sheen.

Tonight i the night

When leaves make a sound
Like a gnome in his home
Under the ground,
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Class D508 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grde5 (Continued)

CAMPING AT GLACIER RIDGE - Gordon and Bernice Korman

It's such a pristine settidg
it's impossible to spoil it!
Bad newsa grizzly bear just
stole our only Portal oilet!

The quiet and the solitude
it's something | hold dear!
I'd like to put an 8&tory
building up right here!

It's time to put our gear away.
Tonight is our last night.

| couldn't get that luck

I'm hallucinating, right?

And so we bid a fond farewell

to lovely Glacier Range.

Good. Let some other sucker freeze
his butt off for a change!

Class D508 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad® (Continued)
HALLOWEEN - Hatty Behn
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When spooks and trolls
Creep out of holes
Mossy and green.

Tonight is the night

When pumpkins stare

Through sheaves and leaves
Everywhere,

When ghoul and ghost

And goblin host

Dance around their queen.

Il tos Hall oween!

Class D508 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad® (Continued)
NOISE - J. Pope

| like noise.

The whoop of a boy, the thud of a hoof,

The rattle of rain on galvanized roof,

The hubbub of traffic, the roar of a train,

The throb of machinery numbing the brain,
The switching of wires in an overhead tram,
The rush of the wind, a door on the slam,
The boom of the thunder, the crash of the waves,
The din of a river thataces and raves,

The crack of a rifle, the clank of a pail,

The strident tattoo of a switslapping salil
From any old sound that the silence destroys
Arises a gamut of soudtirring joys.

| like noise.

Class D508 CHORALBEAKING i Choral Speakng, Grade5 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA

SELECTIONS FOR GRADE SIX

Class D601 SOLO POETRIY Serious Poetry, Gradé
ALABAMA - Khe-ThaA-Hi (Eagle Wing)

My brethren,

among the legends of my people

it is told how a chief,

leading the manant of his people,
crossed a great river,

and striking his tipistake upon the ground,
exclaimed, " Ala-bama!”

This in our language means

"Here we may rest!"

But he saw not #future.

The white man came:

he and his people could not rest there;
they were driven out,

and in a dark swamp

they were thrust down into the slime
and killed.

The word he so sadly spoke

has given a name to one of the white man's states.

There is nogot under those stars
that now smile upon us,

where the Indian canaht his foot
and sigh "Ala-bama.”

Class D601 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)

SEUMAS BEG - James Stephens

A man was sitting underneath a tree
Outside the village; and he asked me what
Name was upon this place; and said that he
Was never here beforeHe told a lot

Of stories to me too. His nose was flat!

| asked him how it happened, and he said

The first mate of the Holy Ghost did that

With a marlingspike one day; but he was dead,

And jolly good job too; and he'd haverge
A long way to have killed hiraOh, he had
A gold ring in one ear; the other one

- 'Was bit off by a crocodile, bedad!
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Tha's what he said. He taught me how to chew!
He was a real nice man! He liked me too!

Class D601 SOLO POETRIY Serious Petry, Grades (Continued)
THE BASE STEALER - Robert Francis

Poised between going on and back, pulled
Both ways taut like a tightropsalker,
Fingertips pointing the opposites,

Now bouncing tiptoe like a dropped ball
Or a kid skipping rope, come atpme on,

Running a scattering of steps sidewise,
How he teetrs, skitters, tingles, teases,
Taunts them, hovers like an ecstatic bird,
He's only flirting, crowd him, crowd him,
Delicate, delicate, delicate, delicateow!

Class D601 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
MY MOCCASINS HAVE NOT WALKED - Duke Redbird

My moccasins have not walked
Among the giant forest trees

My leggings have not brushed
Against the fern and berry bush

My medicine pouch hasot been filled
with rootsand herbs and sweetgrass

My hands have not fondled the spotted fawn

My eyes have not beheld
The golden rainbow of the north

My hair has not been adorned
With the eagle feather

Yet

My dreams are dreams of these
My heart is one with them

The scent bthem caresses my soul
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Class D601 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
FOUL SHOT - Edwin A. Hoey

With two 60's stuck on the scoreboard
And two seconds hanging oretlklock,
The solemn boy in the centre of eyes,
Squeezed by silence,

Seeks out the line with his feet,
Soothes his hands along his uniform,
Gently drums the ball against the floor,
Then measures the waiting net,
Raises the ball on his right hand,
Balances it with his left,

Calms it with fingertips,

Breathes,

Crouches

Waits,

And then through a stretching of stillness,
Nudges it upward.

The ball

Slides up and out,

Lands,

Leans,

Wobbles,

Wavers,

Hesitates,

Exasperates,

Plays it coy

Until every face begs with unsounding screams

And then
And then
And then

Right before ROAR UP
Dives down and through.
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Class D601 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
MIRROR - Sylvia Plath

| am silver and exact. | have poeconceptions.
Whatever | see | swallow immediately

Just as it is, unmistdaly love or dislike.

| am not cruel, only truthfuil

The eye of a little god, fotzornered.

Most of the time | meditate on the opposite wall.

It is pink, with speckles. | have lied at it so long

| think it is a part of my heart. But it flickers.

Faces ad darkness separate us over and over.

Now | am a lake. A woman bends over me,

Searching my reaches for what she really is.

Then she turns to those liars, the candles or the moon.
| see her back, and reflect it faithfully.

She rewards me with tears andaaitation of hands.

| am important to her. She comes and goes.

Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness.
In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman
Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.

Class D601 SOLO POERRY'i Serious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
THE VISITOR - lan Serraillier

A crumbling churchyard, the sea and the moon;
The waves had gouged out grave and bone;
A man waswalking, late and alone. . .

He saw a skeleton on the ground;
A ring on a bony figer he found.

He ran home to his wife and gave her the ring.
"Oh, where did you get it?" He said not a thing.

"It's the loveliest ring in the world, " she said,
As it glowed on her finger. They slipped off to bed.

At midnight they woke. In the dark taide,
"Give me my ring!" a chill voice cried.

"What was that, William? What did it say?"
"Don't worry, my dea It'll soon go away."

"I'm coming!" A skeleton opened the door.
"Give me my ring!" It was crossing the floor.

"What was that, William? Whatid it say?"
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"Don't worry, my dear. It'll soon go away."

"I'm reaching you now! I'm climbing the bed.
"The wife pulled the sheet right over her head.

It was torn from her grasp and tossed in the air:
“I'll drag you out of bed by the hair!"

"What wasthat, William? What did it say?"
"Throw the ring through the window! THROW IT AWAY!"

She threw it. The skeleton leapt from the sill,
Scooped up the ring and clattered downbhill,
Fainter. . . and fainter. . . Then all was still.

Class D601 SOLO POETRI Serious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D602 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Gradé
FATHER WILLIAM - Lewis Carroll

AYou are ol
AAnd your h
And yet you incessantly

d, Fat her Wil liam
air has become ve
and on your head
k

Do you think, at your age, it is right?2?0o
Al n my Fatheuwilllmm ceplied to his son,
Al feared it might injure the brain;
But, now that I'm perfectly sure | have none,
Why, |l do it again and again. o

AYou are ol dfi@assdi dnetnhe oynwewt hef or e,
And have grown most uncommonly fat;
Yet youturned a baclsomersault in at the door

Pray, what is the reason of that?0o
Al n my youth, o0 said the sage, as he shoi
Al kept all my | imbs very suppl e
By the use of thisintmenti one shilling the box
Al l ow me to selll you a coupl e?o
AiYou are old, o0 said the yout h, Aand your | a

For anything tougher than suet;
Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak
Pray how did you manage to do it?0o

Almy youth, o said his father, Al took to
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And argued each casath my wife;

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw,

Has | asted the rest

AYou are old, o said th
That your eye was as steadyever,

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your fiose
Whatmade you so awfully

il have answered t

hr
Said his father:; ido

of my | ife.o

e youth, fAone woul d

clever?0o

ee questions,
r]I

Do you think | can listen all day to such stuff?
Beoff,orlllki ck you downstairs!o

Class D602 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Petry, Grade6 (Continued)

THE WORD - Gordon and Bernice Korman

I'm packing my jeans

And my underwear, too

And I've faund a ship bound for the sea.
For if Mom and Dad read

What | wrote on thevall,

It's going to be curtains for me.

It is just a Word,

It seemed harmless at first,

It hasonly four letters in all,

| did it in pencil,

It's not very dark,

And it's so nice and neat, and quite small.

So I'd better be off

To sail to those far distatands

For my one little Word

Is the kind of Word that

Will grow hair on the palms of your hands.

So it's me for the window,

And down to the yard,

Then away | go over the hill

Of course, | could just

Turn my pencil around

And erase it all right, then will!
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Class D602 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Gade6 (Continued)
THIS MORNING IS OUR HISTORY TEST 1 Kenn Nesbitt

This morning is our history test.

| 6ve pinned my notes inside my vest.
Inside my coat | wrote my notes,

including dates and famogsiotes.

|l Ove written more upon my hand

that only Ican understand,

and in my socks and sleeves | stowed

my scribbled notes in secret code.

|l 6ve written down sO0O many names

of winners of Olympic games,

of buildings, people, places too,

from Tennessee to Tiowktu.

| even copied down a piece

on ancient Rome and ancient Greece,

plus everything from Shakespeareds pl ays
to who invented mayonnaise.

| came to school well prepared.

| wasndét nervous, wasnodot even scared.
But here it is, the history test.

| look inside my coat and vest

to get the dateand famous quotes

and find | cannot read my notes.

So much for Shakespeare, Greece and Rome.

| left my glasses back at home.

Class D602 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
A REMARKABLE ADVENTU RE - Jack Prelutsky

| was at my bedroortable

with a notebook open wide,
when a giant anaconda
started winding up my side,

| was filled with apprehension
and retreated down the stairs,
to be greeted at the bottom
By a dozen grizzly bears.

We tumultuously tussd

till [sic] | managed to gefree,
then | saw, with trepidation,
there were tigers after me,

| cold feel them growing closer,
| was quivering with f ear,
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then | blundered into quicksand
and began to disappear.

| was rescued by an eagle

that descendeddm the skies

to embrace me withts talons,

to my terror and surprise,

but that raptor lost its purchase
when a blizzard made me sneeze,
and it dropped me in a thicket
where | battered both my knees.

| was suddenly surrounded

by a troop of savage trolls,

who maliciously informed me
they would toast me over coals,
| was lucky to elude them

when they briefly looked away

thatdos the reason why

my homewor Kk

i sndét here with me today.

Class D602 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Gradé (Continued)

| T6 S @ANREE -Bernice and Gordon &tman

It's only a tree, and an ugly one, too,
And the fact is, it has to come down.

It blocks out the sun for each house on the street.

There's been a complaint from the town.
When Mom put up the tire swing

She checked the@nch like anything,

Made swe our feet could reach the slope,
And then forgot to test the rope.

So when it broke, poor Mallory

Rolled right clear down to Highway 3.

The bus she almost hit head

Swerved right and jumped up on our lawn.
It sheared théydrant off its post

| think that's when | laughed the mest

The water shot up thirty feet

And hit the wires. It was neat.

Knocked out the electricity.

It was a special day for me.

| 6ve got to save that
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Class D602 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Petry, Grade6 (Continued)
NEGOTIATING BEDTIME - Bernice and Gordon Korman

Mom came in at nine P.M.,
| figured I'd start high.

1 gave her halpast midnight
Hey, it was worth a try .

She jumped it to niréirty,

So 1 dropped to twelvifteen,

| had to give a little;

Look how sensible she's been!

She said, "Nine fortyive,"

| countered, "Twelvep-seventhirty ,"
Negotiated settlements

Are always down and dirty.

| mentioned it's on¢hirty
BeforeAlvin goes to bed.

(Of course he looks like seeone
From Night of the Living Dead.)

Mom dug in. | begged and pleaded,
"Just one more half hour!"

It's hard to bulldoze someone

Who already holds full power.

She offered up eleven,
With the TV off by ten,

| accepted with conditions,
And we startd off again.

Like, midnight on the weekends,
And | had a perfect reason

To ask the same for Monday nights
Throughout the football season.

She had no answer; thhad put her
On the ropes for real.

| threw in garbage takeut;

And she folded. "It's deal!”
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Class D602 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
MY MOTHER MADE A MEAT LOAF - Jack Prelutsky

My mother made a meatloaf
that provided muchkistress,

she tried her best to serve it,
but met with no success,

her sharpest knife & powerless
to cut a single slice,

and her efforts with a cleaver
failed completely to suffice.

She whacked it with a hammer,
and she smacked it with a brick
but she couldn't faze that meatloaf
it remained without a nick,

| decided | would help hre

and assailed it with a drill,

but the drill made no impression,
though | worked with all my skill.

We chipped at it with chisg

but we didn't make a dent,

it appeared my mother's meatloaf
was much harder than cement,

then we set upon that mezf

with a hatchet and an ax,

but that meatloaf stayed unblemished
and withstood our fierce attacks.

We borrowed bows and arrew
and we fired at close range,

it didn't make a difference,

for that meatloaf didn't change
we beset it with a blowtokrxcl,

but we couldn't find a flaw,

and we both were flabbergasted
when it broke the power saw.

We hired a hippopotamus

to trample it around,

but that meatloaf was so mighty
that it simply stood it's ground,
now we manufacture meatloaves
by the milions all year long,

they are famous in construction.
building houses tall and strong.
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Class D602 SOLO POETRYi Humorous Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

See Class D504 for PROSE READINGSerious reading, Grades 5 and 6

See Class D505 fdPROSE READINGI Humorous Reading, Grades 5 and 6

Class 1608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé
THE T YGER - William Blake

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?

In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder and what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? and athdread feet?

What the hamnm@ what the chain?
In what furnace was thy brain?
What the anvil? what dread grasp
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?

When the stars threw down their spears,
And watered heaven with their tears,
Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the Lambake thee?

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?
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He came

striding

over the mountain,

the moon slung on his back,
like a pack.

A great pine,

stuck on his shoulder,
swayed as he walked,

as he talked

to his blue ox

Babe;

a huge, looming shadow

of a man,

clad

in a mackinaw coat,

his logger's shirt

open at the throat

and the great mane of hair
matching,

meeting

the locks of night,

the smoke from his cauldron pipe
a cloud on the moon;

and his laugh

rolled through the mountains
like thunder

on a summenight

while the lichtning of his smile
split the heavens

asunder.
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Class D608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
PAUL BUNYAN - Arthur Stanéy Bourinot

His blue ox, Babe,
pawed the ground

till the earth

trembled

and shook

and a high

cliff toppled and fell;

and Babe's bellow

was fellow

to the echo

of Bunyan's laughter,
and then

with one step

he was in the next valley
dragging the moon after,
the stars

tangled,

spangled

in the branches of the great pine.
And as he left,

he whistled in the dark
like a faroff train

blowing for a crossing,
and plainly heard

were the plodding grunts
of Babe, the blue ox,
trying

to keep pace

from hill to hill,

and then, the sounds,
fading,

dying,

were lost

in the churn of night;
and all was still.
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Class 1608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
VELVET SHOES - Elinor Wylie

Let us walk in the white snow
In a soundless space;

With footsteps quiet and slow,
At a tranquil pace,

Under veils of white lace.

I shall go shod in silk,

And you in wool,

White as a white cowds mil k,
More beautiful

Than the breast of a gull.

We shall walk through the still town
In a windless peace;

We shall step upon white down,
Upon silver fleece,

Upon softer than these.

We shall walk in velvet shoes;
Wherever we go

Silence will fall like dews

On white silence below.

We shall walk in the snow.
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Class D608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
GREEDY DOG - James Hurley

The dog will eat anything.

Apple cores and bacon fat,

Milk you poured out for the cat.

He likes the string that ties the roast
And relishes hot buttered tsia

Hi de your chocol ates! Heds a thief,
Hedéll even eat your handkerchief.
And i f you donoét | i ke sudden shocks,

Carefully conceal your socks.

Leave some soupithout a lid,

And youdéll wish you never did.
When you think he must be full,

You find him gobblimgy bits of wool,

Orange peel or paper bags,

Dusters and old cleaning rags.

This dog will eat anything,
Except for mushrooms and cucumber.

Now what is wrong vth those, | wonder?

Class D608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
WELCOME -Sean OOHui gin

this is a poem

for those who are brave
it starts at the mouth

of a very old cave

a goblin will greet you

as you walk in

his hair longand greasy
and his green teeth agrin
his eyes red and tiny

his face grey and mean

hedll gremd at your h

and let out a scream

hedll | ead you down tunnel s
much darker than night

hedéll take you past monsters

that will try to bite

the toes off your footsies

the ears off your head

you soon will start wishing

youdd stayed home in bed
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worms wet and slimy

will crawl up your back

and as you go further

it really gets black

you canodt see a thing
and all you can hear

is a creaky old voice

t hat saysleaficome my

|l etds see i f youbre chunky

|l et 6s f eel I f youbre fat

| 6m hungry today

NO

STOP

DONG6T GO BACKDO

butif you are clever

youoll get out of ‘there

or youoé6ll end in some stomach

no one knows where

Class D608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
THE MEWLIPS T J.R.R.Tolkien

The shadows where the Mewlips dwell
Are dark and wet as ink,

And slow and softly rings their bell,
As in the slime you sink.

You sink into the slime, who dare
To knock upon their door,

While down the grinning gargoyles stare
And noisome waters pour .

Beside the rotting rivestrand
The drooping willows weg
And gloomily the gorcrows stand
Croaking in their sleep.

Over the Merlock mountains a long and weary way,
In a mouldy valleywhere the trees are grey,

By a dark pool's border without wind or tide,
Moonless and sunless, the Mewlips hide.

The cellas where the Mewlips sit

Are deep and dank and cold
With single sickly candle lit;

And there they count their gold.

Their wallsare wet, their ceilings drip;
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Their feet upon the floor
Go softly with a squistilap-flip,
As they sidle to the door .

They peep out slyly; through a crack
Their feeling fingers creep,

And when they've finished, in a sack
Your bones they take to keep

Beyond the Merlock Mountains, a long and lonely road,
Through the spideshadows and the marsh of Tode,

And through thevood of hanging trees and the gallewsed,
You go to find the Mewlips and the Mewlips feed.

Class D608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
BRONTOSAURUS - Gail Kredenser

The giant brontosaurus

Was a prehistoric chap

With four fat feet to stand on
And a very skimpy lap.

The scientists assure us

Of a most amazing thing

A brontosaurus blossomed
When he had a chance to sing!

(The bigger brontosauruses,

Who liked to sing in choruses,

Would close their eyes and harmonize
And sing most anything.)

They growled and they yowled,
They deedled and they dummed;
They warbled and they whistled,
They howled and they hummed.

They didnét eat, they didndét sl eep;
They sang and sang all day.
Now all youéll find are footprints

Where they tapped the time away!
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Class D608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
THE BASE STEALERS - Robert Francis

Poised between going on and back, pulled
Both ways taut like a tightropsalker,
Fingertips pointing the opposites

Now bouncing tiptoe like a dropped ball
Or a kid skipping rope, come on, come on,
Running a scattering of steps sidewise,
How he teeters, skitters, tingles, teases,
Taunts them, hovers like an ecstatic bird,
H e @y flirting, crowd him, crowd him,
Delicate, delicate, delicate, delicateow!

Class D608 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gradé (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Pagel32 Resource ManualQomprehensive



ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR GRADE SEVEN

Class D701 SOLO POETRI Serious Poetry, Gradé
THE WAY THROUGH THE WOODS - Rudyard Kipling

They shut the road through the woods

Seventy years ago.

Weather and rain have undone it again,

And now you would never know

There was once a road through #eods
Before they planted the trees.It is underneath the coppice and heath,
And the thin anemones.

Only the keeper sees

That, where the ringove broods,
And the badgers roll at ease,

There was once a road through the woods.

Yet, if you enter the wads
Of a summer evening late,

When the nightir cools on the troutinged pods
Where the otter whistles his mate

(They fear not men in the woods
Because they see so few),

You will hear the beat of a horseds feet
And the swish of a skirt in theew,
Steadily cantering through

The misty solitudes,

As though they perfectly knew

The old lost road through the woods. . .

But there is no road through the woods.
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Class D701 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
RIVERDALE LION - JohnRobert Columbo

Bound lion, almost blind from meeting their gaze and popcorn

the Satirday kids love you. It is their parents

who would paint your mane with polkadots to match their California shirts
and would trim your nails for tieclips.

Your few roargelight them. But they wish you would quicken your pace
and not disappear so ofteno your artificial cave

for there they think you partake of secret joys and race

under an African sun as gold as your mane.

But you fool them. You merely suffer thedt and scatter the flies
with your tail. You never saw Africa.

The sign does notltehem that you were born here, in captivity,
that you are as much a Canadian as they are.

Class D701 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
THAT WAS THE SUMMER - Marci Ridlon

Have you ever smelled summer ?
Sure you have.

Remember thaime

When you were tired of running

Or doing nothing much

And you were hot

And you flopped right down on the ground?
Remember how the warm soil smelled

And the grass?

That was summer.

Remember that time

When the storm blew up quick

And you stoodunder a ledge

And watched the rain till it stopped
And when 1 stopped

You walked out again to the sidewalk,
The quiet sidewalk?

Remember how the pavement smdlled
All steamy warm and wet?

That was summer.

Remember that time

When you were trying tolimb
Higher in the tree,

And you didn't know how
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And your foot was hurting in the fork
But you were holding tight

To the branch?

Remember how the bark smelled then
All dusty dry, but nice?

That was summer.

If you try very hard,

Can you remember thaime

When you played oside all day

And you came home for dinner

And had to take a bath right away,

Right away?

It took you a long time to pull

Your shirt over your head.

Do you remember smelling the sunshine?
That was summer.

Class D701 SOL®OETRYi Serious Poetry, Gade7
THE WOLF - Georgia Roberts Durston

(Continued)

When the pale moon hides and the wild wind wails,

And over the treg¢ops the nighthawk sails,
The gray wolf sits on
And howls: and it seems to comffdrim.

The wolf is alonely soul, you see,

No beast in the wood, nor bird in the tree,
But shuns his path; in the windy gloom
They give him plenty, and plenty of room.

So he sits with his long, lean face to the sky
Watching the ragged clouds gg.

There in the nightalone, apart,

Singing the song of his lone, wild heart.

Far away, on the worl
He howls, and it seems to comfort him.
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Class D701 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
THROWING A TREE 1 Thomas Hardy

The two executionersak along over the knolls,

Bearing two axes with heavy heads shining and wide,

And a long limp twehandled saw toothed for cutting great boles,
And so they approach the proud tree that bears the-geathon its side.

Jacketgdoffed they swing axes and chop away just above ground,
And the chips fly about and lie white on the moss and fallen leaves;
Till a broad deep gash in the bark is hewn all the way round,

And one of them tries to hook upward a rope, which ahlastchiges.

The saw then begins, till the top of the tall giant shivers:

The shivers are seen to grow greater each cut than before:

They edge out the saw, tug the rope; but the tree only quivers,
And kneeling and sawing again, they step back to tryrguéincemore.

Then, lastly, the living mast sways, further sways: with a shout

Job and Ike rush aside. Reached the end of its long staying powers

The tree crashes downward: it shakes all its neighbours throughout,
And two hundred years' steady growtstbeerended in less than two hours.

Class D701 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
THE TOUCH OF THE MASMyEaB.OARIchHA ND

"Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer
Thought it scarcely worth his while

To waste much timen theold violin,

But held it up with a smile.

"What am | bidden, good folks;' he cried,
"Who'll start the bidding for me?"

"A dollar, a dollar;' then, two! Only two?
"Two dollars, and who'll make it three?
"Three dollars, once; three dollatwijce;
Going fa three. . ." But no,

From the room, far back, a graired man
Came forward and picked up the bow;
Then, wiping the dust from the old violin,
And tightening the loose strings,

He played a melody pure and sweet

As a caroling angel siisg

The music eased, and the auctioneer,

With a voice that was quiet and low,

Said: "What am | bid for the old violin?"

And he held it up with the bow.

"A thousand dollars, and who'll make it two?

Two thousand! And whool | make it three?
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Three thousandynce; three thusand, twice;

And going and gone, 0 said he.
The people cheered, but some of them cried,

"We do not quite understand

What changed its worth?"

Swift came the reply:

"The touch of a master's hand.”

And many a man with life out of tune,

And battered andcarred with sin,

Is auctioned cheap to the thoughtless crowd,
Much like the old violin.

A "mess of potageo a glass of wine;
A game- and he travels on.

He is "going" once, and "going" twice,

He's "going" and almost "gone."

But the Master comes and tfuolish crowd

Never can quite understand

The worth of a soul and the change that's wrought
By the touch of the Master's hand.
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Class D701 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
| SHALL WAIT AND WAIT - Alootook Ipellie

As | stand alonen the middle of the ice,

the sky above gets darker by the minute.

The seal has not yet come.

It must be somewhere out there whiecannot see it.
It must be playing in the water below the ice,

or searching for food as | am doing now.

He has his life topas | do.

| came here to bring food to my family,

S0 i8t is most important | stay and wait.

Wait till the seal comes up to the Bdielow me,
A hole that is filled with salted water.

Food is waiting there.

My children are waiting for me too.

Waiting tobe fed from the seal that has not come.

The long wait is worth every single length of time.

| shall wait until the sealrrives to breathe for life.

Then | shall push my spear down into the hole

as hard as | can and let the blood appear.

Then | shall pulthe seal out, smiling with the wonderful
feeling that food is on its way to my family;

to my wife, to my children.

Theyare still waiting for the moment

when fresh meat will touch their tongues

and visit their tummies,

when they can enjoy the taste of Heal

t hat hasnét made an appearance yet through

| shall wait until it comes.

Class D701 SOLO POERY'1 Serious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
FOUR LITTLE FOXES - Lew Garett

Speak gently, Spring, and make no sudden sound;
For in my wirdy valley, yesterday | found
New-born foxes squirming on the ground

Speak gently.

Walk gently, Marchforbear the bitter blow;
Her feet within a trap, her blood upon the snow,
The four little foxes saw their mother-go

Walk softly.
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Go lightly, Spmng; oh, give them no alarm;
When | covered them with boughs to shelter them from harm,
The thin blue foxs, suckled at my arm

Go lightly.

Step softly, March, with your rampant hurricane;
Nuzzling one another, and whimpering with pain,
The new litte foxes are shivering in the rain

Step softly.

Class D701 SOLO POETRI Serious Poetry, Gradé (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad&
THE CANE - Allan Ahlberg

The teacher
had some thin springy sticks
for making kites.

Reminds me
of the old days, he said;
and swished one.

The children
near his desk laughed nervously,
and pushed closer .

A cheeky girl
held out her cheeky hand.
Go on, Sir!

said her friends.
Give her the stick,
she's always playing up!

The teacher
paused, then did as he was told.
Just a tap.

Oh, Sir!
We're going tdell on you,
The children said.

Other children
left their seats and crowded round
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the teacher's desk.

Other hands went out.
Making kites was soon
forgotten.

My turn next!
He's had one go already!
That's not fair!

Soon the teacher,
to save himself from the crush,
called a halt.

(It was
either that or use the cane
for real.)

Reluctantly,
the children did as they were told
and sat down.

If you behave yoursebs,
the teacher said,
I'll cane you later.

Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad&€ (Continued)
TIME TO QUIT - Bernice and Gordon Korman

When the coach's wife makes liver
for the team's preseason bash,
and you're the only one to show u
in atie,

And the shortstop's brother hatesi
for no reason, and he's massive,
with a tattoo that says CRUSHER
on his thigh,

When your uniforms

are ugly polyester,

and the night before your first game
you're developing a zit,

And your fathes Buick

breaks down on the freeway

while youte en route to the ballpark,
then you know it's time to quit!
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When you take your lead off second,
andyour jockstrap needs adjusting,
and they tag you

with your hand inside your belt,

And the coach givegou a lecture
from a distance of an inch

and he had onions

on his lunchtime tunaelt,

When the other team erupts in celebration
when you come up to the plate

because they know

you'll never hit,

And the dugout smells like mothbalmd the
shortstogs brother taunts you from the bleachers,
then you're sure

it's time to quit!

BUT. ..

When you're down elevemothing
in the bottom of the second,
and the thunderstorm you pray for does arrive,

And the shortstop's brother haggimto Utah,
and yotre thinking that you just might make it
through this year alive,

When you hit the winning homer
in a game in extra innings,
you're a hero, and you really must admit

That in baseball there is no such thing
as lying down and dying
you're aplayerand it's never time to quit.
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Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
HELP i Lois Simmie

Talk to your plant, the experts say,

So | told it all @out me, it took all day

And the day after that and the next day too,

| talked and tked till my face turned blue

And the plant turned yellow and withered and brown
With spots and bumps and bugs all around

| talked a little louder in case it missed a djor

|l told that plant every joke 1 6d heard,
| told it all of my bowling scores

For allof the games last year and more,

| recited it poems and | sang it songs,

| read it the dictionary. Gee it was long.

Till it moaned in a pitiful kind of way

And it feeblystarted to crawl away,

Pulling its roots right out of the spot

And its little planttoes curled up on the spot.

Can you think why? 1 6m sure | canodot.
And 1 still had lots to tell that plant.

Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
OBEDIENT - Shel Silverstein

Teachersaidj You don't obey.

You fidget and twidget

And won't sit down.

So go stand in the corner now

O0Tli lsay you can turn around. 0

Sot here | stood o6til it got dark
Without a whimper or a tear,
oOTi l everybody el se went home.

| guess that she forgot me here.

And that was Friday, so | stayed

All throughthe weekendl b ei n6 good,
And Monday was the first dayf

Summer vacation, so | stood

Through hot July and sticky August,

Tryindéd to obey her rul e.

Stood right there until September,

Wheni yikesi they closed down the school

Boarded up the doors andndows,

Moved to a new one way O6cross town.
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Soherd 6ve stood for forty years
In dark and dust and creaky sounds,
Waiting for her to say, ATurn around. o

This might not be just what she meant,
Butmeil 6m so obedient.

Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Gradd (Continued)
MY MOTHER MADE A MEA T LOAF - Jack Prelutsky

My mother made a meatloaf

that provided much distress,

she tried her best to serve it,

but met with no success,

her sharpest knife was powerless
to cut a single slice,

and rer efforts with a cleaver
failed completely to suffice.

She whacked it with a hammer,
and she smacked it with a brick
but she couldn't faze that meatloaf
it remained without a nick,

| decided | would help her
and assailed it with a drill,
but the dill made no impression,
though | worked with all my skill.

We chipped at it with chisels,

but we didn't make a dent,

it appeared my mother's meatloaf
was much harder than cement,

then we set upon that meatloaf

with a hatchet and an ax,

but thatmeatoaf stayed unblemished
and withstood our fierce attacks.

We borrowed bows and arrows,
and we fired at close range,

it didn't make a difference,

for that meatloaf didn't change.
We beset it with a blowtorch,
but we couldn't find a flaw,

and we botlwere flabbergasted
when it broke the power saw.

We hired a hippopotamus
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to trample it around,

but that meatloaf was so mighty
that it simply stood its ground,
now we manufacture meatloaves
by the millions all year long,

they are famous constrution.
building houses tall and strong

Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
RULES AND REGULATIONS i Lewis Carroll

A short direction

To avoid dejection,

By variations

In occupations,

And prolongation

Of relaxaton,

And combinations

Of recreations,

And disputation

On the state of the nation
In adaptation

To your station

By invitations

To friends and relations,
By evitation

Of amputation,

By permutation

In conversation,

And deep reflection
You'll avoid dejection

Learn well your grammar
And never stammer,
Write well and neatly,
And sing most sweetly,
Be enterprising,

Love early rising,

Go walk of six miles,
Have ready quick smiles
With lightsome laughter
Soft flowing after.

Drink tea, not coffee;
Nevereat toffy.

Eat bread with butter.
Once more, don't stutter.

Don't waste your money,

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Pagel44 Resource ManualQomprehensive



Abstain from honey.

Shut doors behind you,
(Don't slam them, mind you.)
Drink beer, not porter.

Don't enter the water

Till to swim you are able.

Sit close to the tdé.

Take care of a candle.

Shut a door by the handle,
Don't push with your shoulder
Until you are older.

Lose not a button,

Refuse cold mutton

Starve your canaries.
Believe in fairies

If you are able,

Don't have a stable

With any mangers.

Be rude to sangers.

Moral: Behave.

Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
| T60S ONLY -BerniteRaBdSordon Korman

It's only a tree, and an ugly one, too,

And the fact is, it has to come down.

It blocks out the sun for each housethbe street.
There's been a complaint from the town.

When Mom put up the tire swing

She checked the branch like anything,
Made sure oufeet could reach the slope,
And then forgot to test the rope.

So when it broke, poor Mallory

Rolled right clear dan to Highway 3.
The bus she almost hit head

Swerved right and jumped up on our lawn.
It sheared the hydrant off its pest

| think that's when | laughed the mest
The water shot up thirty feet

And hit the wires. It was neat.

Knocked out the eledtity.

It was a special day for me.

I've got to save that tree!

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Pagel145 Resource ManualQomprehensive



Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
A MON STROUS MOUSE- X. J. Kennedy

Just as I'd sucked in wind to take
A giant puff at my birthday cake,

While all the clidren sang and cheered,
Up shot the window shaden peered

A monstrous mouse with jagged jaws!
Into the kitchen poked two paws

With fingernails like reindeer antlers!
The way a team of house dismantlers
Continued on next page

Humorous Poetry Grade 7 continued
Bash houses down with a swinging ball,
He kicked- boom!- no more kitchen wal

And through a new door to ourt&hen
That wicked mouse, his whiskers twitchin’,

Grabbed hold of my cake plate by both handles
And shouted, "Yum! whatioe hot candles!"

Straight through my cake his head westjuish!
| didn't have time to make a wish.

But when he pulled himself back out,
All fresh fruit frosting, his whole snout

Was fire! Sparks spluttered from 'each whisker!
You never did see mouskancing brisker.

Thick clouds of smoke choked our apartment.
My father phoned the Fire Department.

Up screeched four fire trucks, sirens roaring
Nobody found my party boring!

Our bowl of orangeade and ice
Proved just the thing for dunking mice.
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Mouse ran outside and down his tunnel
Faster than water through a funnel.

| sort of forget what games wéaged.
Nobody drank much orangeade.

Class D702 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad€ (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D704 PROSE READING Seriaus Reading, Gradeg and 8
Excerpt fromFAMILY SECRETS - Susan Shreve

| cheated on a unit test math class this morning during second period with Mr.
Burke. Afterward, | was too sick to eat lunch just thinking about it.

| came straight home from sobl, went to my room, and lay on the floor trying to
decide whether it would be better to run awayrf home now or after supper. Mostly |
wished | was dead....

The fact is, | couldn't believe what I'd done in cold blood. | began to wonder about
myself- really wonder things like whether | would steal from stores or hurt someone on
purpose or do soe other terrible thing | couldn't even imagine. | began to wonder
whether | was plain bad to the core.

I've never been a wonderful kid that everybodthie world loves and thinks is
swell, like Nicho. | have a bad temper and | like to have my ownamdyl argue a lot.
Sometimes | can be mean. But most of the time I've thought of myself as a pretty decent
kid. Mostly | work hard, | stick up for litfl kids, and | tell the truth. Mostly | like myself
fine - except | wish | were better at basketball

Now all of a sudden I've turned into this criminal. It's hard to believe I'm just a
boy. And all because of one stupid math test.

Lying on the floorof my room, | begin to think that probably I've been bad all
along. It just took this math test¢bnch it. I'll probably never tell the truth again.

| tell my mother I'm sick when she calls me to come down for dinner. She doesn't
believe me, butyts me to bed anyhow. I lie there in the early winter darkness
wondering what terrible thing I'llddoing next when my father comes in and sits down
on my bed.

"What's the matter?" he asks.

"I've got a stomachache," | say. Luckily, it's too darke® Bis face.
"Is that all?"

"Yeah. "

"Mommy says you've been in your room since school.”

"I wassick there, too," | say.
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"She thinks something happened today and you're upset.”

That's the thing that really drives me crazy about my mother. She khiogs
sitting inside my head same as if | was turned inside out.

"Well," my father says. tan tell he doesn't believe me.
"My stomachis feeling sort of upset.” | hedge.
"Okay," he says and he pats my leg and gets up.

Just as he shuts the doonty room | call out to him in a voice | don't even
recognize as my own that I'm going to haveuio away.

"How come?" he calls back not surprised or anything.

So | tell him | cheated on this math test. To tell the truth, I'm pretty much surprised
atmyself. |didn't plan to tell him anything.

He doesn't say anything at first and that justalkills me. I'd be fine if he'd spank
me or something. To say nothing can drive a person crazy.

And then he says I'll have to call Mr. Burke.
It's not what | had in mind.

"Now?" | ask, surprised.
"Now," he says. He turns on the light and poffsmy covers.
"I'm not going to," | say.

But I do it. | call Mr. Burke, probably waking him up, and I tell him exactly what
happened, even that | decidedcheat the night before the test. He says I'll come in
Saturday to take another test, whicloksly with me, and | thank him a whole lot for
being understanding and all. He's not friendly but he's not absolutely mean either.

"Today | thought | was tming into a criminal,” | tell my father when he turns out
my light.

Sometimes my father kissege good night and sometimes he doesn't. | never
know. But tonight he does.
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Class D704 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 8 (Continued)
Except fromLES MISERABLES - Victor Hugo

Jean Valjean listened, but there was not a soungate the door a push with the
tip of his finger lightly, and with the gentleness of a cat that wants to get in. The door
yielded to the pressure, and made armoglnmperceptible and silent movement, which
slightly widened the opening. He waited fanament, and then pushed the door again
more boldly. It continued to yield silently, and the opening was soon large enough for
him to pass through. But near theodstood a small table which formed an awkward
angle with it, and barred the entrance.

Jean Valjean noticed the difficulty; the opening must be enlarged at all hazards. He
made up his mind, and pushed the door a third time, more energetically ssllinTédn
there was a badly oiled hinge, which suddenly uttered a hoarse, prolonged cry in the
darkness. Jean Valjean started; the sound of the hinge smote his ear startlingly and
formidably, as if it had been the trumpet of the day of judgment. He almagined that
the hinge had become alive, had barked like a dog to warn and awaken thesslétp
stopped, shuddering and dismayed, and fell back from tiptoes to his heels. He felt the
arteries of his temples beat like two forge hammers, and it seerhéd that his breath
issued from his lungs with the noise of the wind roaring out of arnavor a moment
he believed himself lost.

He remained where he was, petrified like the pillar of salt, not daring to make a
movement. A few minutes passedridg which the door remained wide open. He
ventured to look into the room, and found thathing had stirred. He listened; no one
was moving in the house, the creaking of the rusty hinge had not awakened any one. The
first danger had passed, but dtilére was fearful tumult within him. But he did not
recoil, he had not done so when he tjitthimself lost; he thought only of finishing the
job as speedily as possible, and entered the
bedroom. He advanced cautiously and carefully, avoiding comingafitsion with the
furniture. He heard from the end of the room the calm and regular ingeaftthe
sleeping Bishop. Suddenly he stopped, for he was close to the bed; he had reached it
sooner than he had anticipated.

Nature at times blends her scemath our actions, with a kind of gloomy and
intelligent design, as if wishing to make ufleet. For nearly half an hour a heavy cloud
had covered the sky, but at the moment when Jean Valjean stopped at the foot of the bed,
this cloud was rent asundand a moonbeam passing through the tall window suddenly
illumined the Bishop's pale face.ehivas sleeping peacefully, wrapped in a long garment
of brown wool, which covered his arms down to the wrists. His head was thrown back on
the pillow in the easytatude of repose, and his hand, which had done so many good
deeds, hung out of the bed. sHintire face was lit up by a vague expression of
satisfaction, hope, and felicityit was more than a smile and almost a radiance.

At the moment when the ray ofoonlight shone upon his face, the sleeping Bishop
seemed as in a glory. His countenammeyever, remained gentle and veiled in the-half
light. The moon in the sky, the slumbering nature, the garden without a quiver, the house
which was so calm, the hoaf the night, the moment, the silence, added some solemn
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and indescribable quality to tienerable repose of this man, and enveloped in a serene
and majestic halo that white hair, those closed eyes, that face in which all was hope and
all was confidencethat head of an old man, and that slumber of an infant.

There was something almost digim this unconsciously august man.

Jean Valjean, in the shadow with his iron bar in his hand, stood motionless and
terrified by this luminous old man. Never haelseen anything like this; such confidence
terrified him. He looked at the Bishop, thatsaall; but what his thoughts were it would
be impossible to divine. He was moved and shaken, but of what nature was this emotion?
It seemed as if he were hesitatibetween two abysses, the one that saves and the one
that destroys; he was ready to daghtbe Bishop's brains or to kiss his hand. At the
expiration of a few minutes his left arm slowly rose to his cap, which he took off; then his
arm fell again witithe same slowness, and Jean Valjean resemeed his meditation,
with his cap in his left &nd, his iron bar in his right, his hair bristling on his savage head.

Class D704 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 8 (Continued)
Excerpt fromLEI NINGEN VERSUS THE ANTS - Carl Stephenson

Dawn found a thoroughly refreshed aative Leiningen riding along the edge of
the ditch. The planter saw before him a motionless and unaltered throng of besiegers. He
studied the wide belt of water between theamd the plantation, and for a moment almost
regretted that the fight had endedsson and so simply. In the comforting, matiéifact
light of morning, it seemed to him now that the ants hadn't the ghost of a chance to cross
the ditch. Even if they pluregl headlong into it on all three fronts at once, the force of the
now powerful carent would inevitably sweep them away. He had got quite a thrill out of
the fight-- pity it was already over.

He rode along the eastern and southern sections of theadddiound everything
in order. He reached the western section, opposite theitahvesod, and here, contrary
to the other battle fronts, he found the enemy very busy indeed. The trunks and branches
of the trees and the creepers of the lianas, on theufder dif the ditch, fairly swarmed
with industrious insects. But instead of eating leaves there and then, they were merely
gnawing through the stalks, so that a thick green shower fell steadily to the ground.

No doubt they were victualling columns sent to obtain provender for the rest
of the army. The discovery did not surprisgningen. He did not need to be told that
ants are intelligent, that certain species even use others as milch cows, watchdogs and
slaves. He was well aware of their powarddaptation, their sense of discipline, their
marvellous talent for organization

His belief that a foray to supply the army was in progress was strengthened when
he saw the leaves that fell to the ground being dragged to the troops waiting outside the
wood. Then all at once he realized the aim that rain of green was intendegkto ser

Each single leaf, pulled or pushed by dozens of toiling insects, was borne straight
to the edge of the ditch. Even as Macbeth watched the approach of Birnam Wood in the
hands of his enemies, Leiningen saw the tamarind wood move nearer and néarer in t
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mandibles of the ants. Unlike the fey Scot, however, he did not lose his nerve; no witches
had prophesied his doom, and if they had he would have slept just as sounitiig. All

same, he was forced to admit to himself that the situation was now faomuoreus than

that of the day before.

He had thought it impossible for the ants to build rafts for themselvesl, here
they were, coming in thousands, more than enoadpitige the ditch. Leaves after
leaves rustled down the slope into the wateenetihe current drew them away from the
bank and carried them into midstream. And every single leaf carried several ants. This
time the farmer did not trust to the alacrityhed messengers. He galloped away, leaning
from his saddle and yelling orderstasrushed past outpost after outpost: "Bring petrol
pumps to the southwest front. Issue spades to every man along the line facing the wood !"
And arrived at the eastern andudeern sections, he dispatched every man except the
observation posts to the meed west.

Then, as he rode past the stretch where the ants had failed to cross the day before, he
witnessed a brief but impressive scene. Down the slope of the distaherellcame

toward him a singular being, writhing rather than running, an adikeablackened

statue with a shapeless head and four quivering feet that knuckled under almost
ceaselessly. When the creature reached the far bank of the ditch and collgos#e op
Leiningen, he recognized it as a pampas stag, covered over and ovartsith a

It had strayed near the zone of the army. As usual, they had attacked its eyes first.
Blinded, it had reeled in the madness of hideous torment straight into the fésks o
persecutors, and now the beast swayed to and fro in its death agony.

With a shot from his rifle Leiningen put it out of its misery. Then he pulled out his watch.
He hadn't a second to lose, but for life itself he could not have denied his cuhesity
satisfaction of knowing how long the ants would taki®r personal reasonso to speak.
After six minutes the white polished bones alone remained. That's how he himself would
look before you canLeiningen spat once, and put spurs to his horse.

Class D704 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 8 (Continued)
ExcerptfromL UKE B AL DWI N-OMdrley@Ndghan

Leaving the bike in the ditch, he started to cross the field, intending to get close
enough to the house so Dan could hearihime whistled softly. He got about fifty yards
away from the house and whistled and waited, but there was no sign of the dog, which
might be asleep at the front of the house, he knew, or over at the sawmill. With the saws
whining, the dog couldn't heareboft whistle. For a few minutes Luke couldn't make up
his mind what to do, then he decided to go back to the road, get on his bike and go back
the way he had come until he got to the place where the river path joined the road. There
he could leave his ke, go up the path, then into the tall grass and get close to the front of
the house and the sawmill without being seen.

He had followed the river path for about a hundred yards, and when he came to
the place where the river began to bend sharply totha@rtiouse his heart fluttered and
his legs felt paralysed, for he saw the old +lovat in the one place where the river was
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deep, and in the rolwoat was Sam Carter with the collie.

The bearded man in the blue overalls was smoking the cigar; the dog, nofie
around its neck, sat contentedly beside him, its tongue going out in a friendly lick at the
hand holding the rope. It was all like a crazy dream picture to Luke; all wrong because it
looked so lazy and friendly, even the curling smoke from SareGacigar. But as Luke
cried out, "Dan, Dan! Come on, boy!" and the dog jumped at the water, he saw that Sam
Carter's left hand was hanging deep in the water, holding a foot of rope with a heavy
stone at the end. As Lulde't!"Carieradippedihe wi | dl vy
stone, for the cry came too late; it was blurred by the screech of the big saws at the mill.
But Carter was startled, and he stared stupidly at the river bank, then he ducked his head
and began to row quickly to the bank.

But Luke was watching the collie take what looked like a long, shallow dive,
except that the hind legs suddenly kicked up above the surface, then shot down, and while
he watched, Luke sobbed and trembled, for it was as if the happy secret part of his life
arourd the sawmill was being torn away from him. But even while he watched, he
seemed to be following a plan without knowing it, for he was already fumbling in his
pocket for his jacknife, jerking the blade open, pulling off his pants. kicking his shoes
off while he muttered fiercely and prayed that Sam Carter would get out of sight.

It hardly took the mill hand a minute to reach the bank and go slinking furtively
around the bend as if he felt that the boy was following him. But Luke hadn't taken his
eyes of the exact spot in the water where Dan had disappeared. As soon as the mill hand
was out of sight, Luke slid down the bank and took a leap at the water, the sun glistening
on his slender body, his eyes wild with eagerness as he ran out to the dedghgtace,
arched his back and dived, swimming under water, his open eyes getting used to the
greenishgrey haze of the water, the sandy bottom and the imbedded rocks.

His lungs began to ache, then he saw the shadow of the collie floating at the end
of the tawirope, rockheld in the sand. He slashed at the rope with his knife. He couldn't
get much strength in his arm because of the resistance of the water. He grabbed the rope
with his left hand, hacking with his knife. The collie suddenly drifted up slovidg,di
watersoaked log. Then his own head shot above the surface, and while he was sucking in
the air he was drawing in the rope, pulling the collie toward him and treading water. In a
few strokes he was away from the deep place and his feet touchedtdime. bot

Hoisting the collie out of the water, he scrambled toward the bank. lurching and
stumbling in fright because the collie felt like a dead weight.

He went on up the bank and across the path to the tall grass, where he fell flat,
hugging the dog anying to warm him with his own body. But the collie didn't stir, the
good amber eye remained closed. Then suddenly Luke wanted to act like a resourceful
competent man. Getting up on his knees, he stretched the dog out on its belly, drew him
between his kees, felt with trembling hands for the soft places on the flanks just above
the hipbones, and rocked back and forth, pressing with all his weight, then relaxing the
pressure as he straightened up. He hoped that he was working the dog's lungs like a
bellows He had read that men who had been thought drowned had been saved in this
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way.

"Come on, Dan. Come on, old boy," he pleaded softly. As a little water came
from the collie's mouth, Luke's heart jumped, and he muttered over and over, "You can't
be dead, Bn! You can't, you can't! | won't let you die, Dan!" He rocked back and forth
tirelessly, applying the pressure to the flanks. More water dribbled from the mouth. In the
collie’'s body he felt a faint tremor. "Oh, gee, Dan, you're alive," he whisperedg'@gym
boy. Keep it up.”

With a cough the collie suddenly jerked his head back, the amber eye opened, and
there they were looking at each other. Then the collie, thrusting his legs out stiffly, tried
to hoist himself up, staggered, tried again, thendstioere in a stupor. Then he shook
himself like any other wet dog, turned his head, eyed Luke, and the red tongue came out
in a weak flick at Luke's cheek.

Class D704 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 8 (Continued)
Excerpt fromTHE CALL O F THE WILD - Jack London

He was older than the days he had seen and the breaths he had drawn. He linked
the past with the present, and the eternity behindthrobbed through him in a mighty
rhythm to which he swayed as the tides and seasons swageght bly John Thornton's
fire, a broaebreasted dog, whitfanged and londurred; but behind him were the shades
of all manner of dogs, halfolves and wildvolves, urgent and prompting, tasting the
savor of the meat he ate, thirsting for the water hekjiscenting the wind with him,
listening with him and telling him the sounds made by the wild life in the forest, dictating
his moods, directing his actionging down to sleep with him when he lay down, and
dreaming with him and beyond him and becontimgmselves the stuff of his dreams.

So peremptorily did these shades beckon him, that each day mankind and the
claims of mankind slipped farther from hireep in the forest a call was sounding, and
as often as he heard this call, mysteriously thrilang luring, he felt compelled to turn
his back upon the fire and the beaten earth around it, and to plunge into the forest, and on
and on, he knew not wheoe why; nor did he wonder where or why, the call sounding
imperiously, deep in the forest. But@en as he gained the soft unbroken earth and the
green shade, the love for John Thornton drew him back to the fire again.

Thornton alone held him. Thesteof mankind was as nothing. Chance travellers
might praise or pet him; but he was cold undatljtand from a too demonstrative man
he would get up and walk away. When Thornton's partners, Hans and Pete, arrived on
the longexpected raftBuck refused to notice them till he learned they were close to
Thornton; after that he tolerated them in aspassort of way, accepting favors from
them as though he favored them by accepting

For Thornton, however, his love seemed to grow and grow. He almong
men, could put a pack upon Buckds back in
for Buckto do, when Thornton commanded. One,dlag men and dogs were sitting on
the crest of a cliff which fell away, straight down, to naked-twek three hundred feet
below. John Thornton was sitting near the edge, Buck at his shoulder. A thoughtless
whim seized Thornton, and he drew the attention of Hans and Pete to the experiment he
had i n mind. AJump, Buck! 0 hhechassmmfineanded,
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next instant he was grappling with Buck on the extreme edge, while Hans and Pete were
dragging them back into safety.

Altés uncanny, 0 Pete said, after it was

Thornt on shook plendid, dneicigterrible, fod dp you know, s s
it someti mes makes me afraid. o

Al 6m not hamlkeemamgtthatbéays hands on yo
announced conclusively, nodding his head toward Buck.

Class D704 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 8 (Continued)
Excerpt from THE GIVER 7 Lois Lowry

AJonas was i dbemRéceiver nany years aga. We dias/esobserved
him meticulously. There were no dreams of uncertainty.
AHeRas shown all of the qualities that a

With her hand still firmly on his shoulder, the Chief Elder listed the qualities.

fintelligence 6 she sai d. AWe are all aware th
throughout his school days.

fintegrity, 0 she cried next. AfJonas has, [ i ki
transgressions. She smil ed at elwaduld. nWe e

present himself promptly for chastisement

fiCourage 06 s h e we me of osrhere tdd&yras everaundergone the
rigorous training required of a Receiver. He, of course, is the most important member of
the Committe: the current Receiver. It was he who reminded us, again and again, of the
courage required.

i J o n a sajdoturreng te him, but speaking in a voice that the entire
community could hear, fAthe training requir

He felt fear flutter within him.

AYou have never experienced that. Yes,
from your bicycle. Yes, you crushed your finger in a door last year.

Jonas nodded, agreeing, as he recalled the incident, and its accomgpaisgry.

ABut you wil|l be faced, now, 0 she expl a
that none of us heian comprehend because it is beyond our experience. The Receiver
himself was not able to describe it, only to remind us that you would beJaited, that
you would need immense courage. We cannot prepare you for that.

ABut we feel reetbtraive , tOhatheyswaia to him
He did not feel brave at all. Not now.

AThe fourth essenti al awiddom Jonasasnod t he C
yet acquired that. The acquisition of wis

AWe ar e ¢ o onashasche dbility o acquireJwisdom. That is what we
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looked for.

AFinally, The Receiver must hawenlyone mo
name, but not describe. | do not understand it. You members of the community will not
understand it,ither. Perhaps Jonas will, because the current Receiver has told us that
Jonas already has this quality. He calls it the Capacity to See Beyond

The Chief Elder looked at Jonas with a question in her eyes. The audience
watched him, too. They wereesilt.

For a moment he froze, consumed with despaird Hed ha\@ it, the whatever

shehads ai d. He di dndot know wtlwhen heiwbuldwave to Now
confess, to say, fANo, | donodt . |l candt, o
forgiveness, to explain that he has been wrongly chdisahhe was not the right on at

all.

Class D704 PROSE READING Serious ReadingGrades7 and 8 (Continued)
THE LOVED AND LOST - Morley Callaghan

In the corner to the left of the Canadian goal a Ranger forward was blocked out and
held against thedards by a Canadian defenceman, who cleared the puck up the ice. The
Ranger forwad, skating past the defenceman, turned and slashed at him, breaking the
stick across his shoulder. The official d
ice. The defenceman who had been slashed spun crazily on his skates, dropped to his
knees and circled around holding his neck. The crowd screamed. The other Canadian
defenceman, dropping his stick and gloves, charged at the Ranger forward and started
swinging. The Ranger forward backed away, his stick up, trying to protect himself. The
official, stopping the play, made frantic motions at thedistnging defenceman, waving
him off the ice. Another Ranger forward came out of nowhere and dived at the
defeneman and tackled him; then all the players converged on one another, each one
picking an opponent in the widening huddle, fists swinging, gloves and sticks littering the
ice. Some of the players fenced with their sticks. The crowd howled in glee. f@ileere
finally separated the players and handed out penalties. He gave a malyrtpeha
Canadian defenceman who had first dropped his stick to attack the Ranger forward who
had really precipitated the brawl; he gave a minor to the Ranger forwarbaaldived at
this defenceman and tackled him. And the forward who had broketicki®ger the
def encemands shoulder, the instigator, the
skated around lazily, an indifferent innocent.

"What about him?" the prst asked Catherine as he pointed to the Ranger. "Yes,
what about him? Look at éface innocent," Catherine cried. She thrust out her arm
accusingly. Ten thousand others stood up, pointed and screamed indignantly, "Hey, what
about hi m? gWhiyn agenalty?t Thg Ranger skated nonchalantly to the
bench to get a new skic His air of innocence was infuriating, yet the referee, the blind
fool, was deceived by it. The players on the Canadian bench, all standing up, slapped
their sticks onhie boards, screamed at the referee, and pointed. The referee, his hands on
his hips, went right on ignoring the angry booing. He proposed to face off the puck.

"Booi boa boo!" Catherine yelled, her handsome face twisted, her eyes glazed with
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indignaton " He &6 s | e t-free.nTge oheiwho stared thecwindle thing."

The stot French Canadian, who had been standing up shouting imprecations in
bewilderingly rapid French, suddenly broke into English. Twelve thousand people were
also screaming, lbloy shifting to English he imagined he would get the referee to listen
to him. Hs jaw trembled, his eyes rolled back in their sockets, he was ready to weep;
then his face became red and swollen, and he cried out passionately, "Blind man! Idiot!
Allnight you are a blind man! iAobkadkhank, gooat c he at
and die! | spit on you!" He cupped his hands around his mouth and let out a gigantic
moan.

The ice was now a small white space at the bottom of a great black pit where
sarificial figures writhed, and on the vast slopes of the pit a maniacal-facéeimob
shrieked at the one with the innocent air who had broken the rules, and the one who
tolerated the offence. It was a yapping frenzied roaring. Short and choppytebout t
sound of horns, whistles, and bellks, the s
shoulder; he jumped up on his own seat, he reached down and tore off his rubbers and
hurled them at the ice. A shower of rubbers came from all sections of the arena and
littered the ice as the players ducked and backed away. Hats sailed in wid@aedhab
ice and floated down.

"Theyodve alll gone crazy, " McAlpine mutt
mob."

Class D704 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Graes7 and 8 (Continued)
WHERE THE HIGH WINDS BLOW - David Walker

Sometimes the imds came stealthily. Sometimes the came full strength out of
calm. This was such a wind. It rolled down on Simon Kepple Skafe as fast as a
southbound express.

No sound of windtime to check that the pressure ridge ran unbroken east and west
as far ade could séea rumour of windtime to see that the team were going strong,
swinging southwest from the pressure ridge. Already they had ceased to be eleven dogs
and dlifeless sled, and had become a black corporate caterpillar moving on thieawhite
rushing of wind, a curtain billowing at him from the ndrtime to put up both hoods, to
put on his wolfskin mitts, to miss the dark glasses. Then the wind was here.

Theparallel tracks were not hard to see, although the wind whipped at the right side
of hisface, and iced him up, and he had to thaw himself, and the pain between his eyes
was horrible. But he kept on., Sometimes the tracks were two or three inchesttieep in
changing immutable skin of the snow; sometimes they were the faintest indentations;
he could follow them, and now, any minute now, he would come in the loud wind upon
the chaos of his dogs, dead dogs, murdering dogs and upset sled.

But he did nbcome upon them. He blundered into a crack in the ice and bruised
his shin, and cursegbout that, and saw ahead for the fifteen or twenty feet that he could
see, ahead and to either side, and all he could see was bare dark ice through the wrack of
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snow. He went a little farther to see bare dark ice, no sqoatrérail of a sled that raon
steel.

Now he faced the wind. It was a Killer. It cut his face with knives and then it froze
him up. It froze his cheeks and nose. It froze his eyelids steiturned his back to it,
and thawed his face again, bowing his head to meet his mitts.

The cold was seeping into him. He know what would be the first thing tuggo
feet. If your hands went, there was something you coulgutdhem inside your bosqg
rub theniand he did that now. But your feabuld you take off your socks to rub th@
Could you put them in your bosom. You could jump about and run about and waste more
body heat to keep your feet alive a little longer.

Class D704 PROSE READIET Serious Reading, Gradeésand 8 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D705 PROSE READIGiT Humorous Poetry, Gradeg and 8
Excerpt fromTHE RANSOM OF RED CHIEF - O. Henry

"What am | to do?" asks Bill, looking at the kid suspiciously.

"You are thehoss," says Black Scout. "Get down on your hands and knees. How
can | ride to the stockadethout a hoss?"

"You'd better keep him interested,” said I, "till we get the scheme going. Loosen
up."

Bill gets down on his all fours, and a look comes mdye like a rabbit's when you
catch itin a trap.

"How far is it to the stockade, kid®e asks in a husky manner of voice.

"Ninety miles," says the Black Scout. "And you have to hump yourself to get there
on time. Whoa, now!"

The Black Scoufumps on Bill's back and digs his heels in his side.

"For heaven's sake," says Bill, "hurryckaSam, as soon as you can. | wish we
hadn't made the ransom more than a thousand. Say, you quit kicking me or I'll get up and
warm you good."

| walked ove to Poplar Cove and sat around the post office and store, talking with
the chawbacons that canmeto trade. One whiskerando says that he hears Summit is all
upset on account of Elder Ebenezer Dorset's boy having been lost or stolen. That was all |
wantked to know. | bought some smoking tobacco, referred casually to the price of black
eyed peas,gsted my letter surreptitiously and came away. The postmaster said the mail
carrier would come by in an hour to take the mail on to Summit.
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When | got backd the cave Bill and the boy were not to be found. | explored the
vicinity of the cave, and rigld a yodel or two, but there was no response.

So | lighted my pipe and sat down on a mossy bank to await developments.

In about half an hour | heard the bas rustle, and Bill wabbled out into the little
glade in front of the cave. Behind him was ki stepping softly like a scout, with a
broad grin on his face. Bill stopped, took off his hat and wiped his face with a red
handkerchief. The kid stoppetaut eight feet behind him.

"Sam," says Bill, "l suppose you'll think I'm a rggaele, but 1 ouldn't help it. I'm a
grown person with masculine proclivities and habits ofdefénce, but there is a time
when all systems of egotism and ¢weninancedil. The boy is gone. | have sent him
home. All is off. There was martyrs in old times," goa Bill, "that suffered death rather
than give up the particular graft they enjoyed. None of ‘'em ever was subjugated to such
supernatural tortures as | haween. | tried to be faithful to our articles of depredation; but
there comes a limit."

"What's the trouble, Bill?" | asks him.

"l was rode," says Bill, "the ninety miles to the stockade, not barring an inch. Then,
when the settler was rescued, | wagen oats. Sand ain't a palatable substitute. And then,
for an hour | had to try to explain him why there was nothin' in holes, how a road can
run both ways and what makes the grass green. 1 tell you, Sam, a human can only stand so
much. | takes mn by the neck of his clothes and drags him down the mountain. On the
way he kicks my legs blaekndblue from the knees down; and I've got to have two or
three bites on my thumb and hand cauterized.

"But he's gone“continues Bill-"gone home. | showedm the road to Summit
and kicked him about eight feet nearer there at one kick. I'm sofgse¢he ransom; but
it was either that or Bill Driscoll to the madhouse."”

Bill is puffing and blowing, but there is a look of ineffable peace and growing
cortent on his ros@ink features.

"Bill," says I, "there isn't any heart disease in your fandyhere?"
"No," says Bill, "nothing chronic except malaria and accidents. Why?"
"Then you might turn round,” says I, "and have a look behind you."

Bill turns and sees the boy, and loses his complexion and sits down plump on the
ground and begin®tpluck aimlessly at grass and little sticks. For an hour | was afraid of his
mind. And then | told him that my scheme was to put the whole job throughdrately and
that we would get the ransom and be off with it by midnight if old Dorset fell inouth
proposition. So Bill braced up enough to give the kid a weak sort of a smile and a promise to
play the Russian in a Japanese war with him as soom fae#t [ little better.
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Class D705 PROSE READING Humorous Poetry, Gradeg and 8 (Continued)
Excerpt fromOWLS IN THE FAMILY - Farley Mowat

Although Wol loved practical jokes, the funny thing was that he never really
harmed other animals if he ddihelp it. Of course, if something tried to hurt hitat
was different. Then Wol could be damges. But he certainly wasn't the fierce and
bloodthirsty kind of bird that owls are supposed to be. He wouldn't even go hunting on
his own; if a gopherroa white rat happened to get loose on the lawn, he wouldn't touch
it. However, there was one kiodl animal he would attack, and that was a skunk.

It seems that all horned owls just naturally hate skunks, though no one knows the
reason why. What's merhorned owls are the only things | know of that will eat a
skunk, and they even seem to like thste.

Our house in Saskatoon stood close to the river, and along the bank of the river was
a regular jungle of bushes and poplar trees which made arpldealfor skunks to live.
Because they didn't have any enemies in town, the riverbank skunkedwadebso
cocky they would stroll along the sidewalk in front of our place as boldly as if they
owned it.

That was before Wol came to live with us.

Cockyas ever, one of the riverbank skunks decided to take a walk down Crescent
Avenue one summer evenijst after Wol had learned to fly. The skunk came strutting
along the sidewalk quite sure nothing in the world would dare to bother him. He ambled
along,taking his own time, until he got under the overhanging branches of our poplar
trees . ..

Motherand Dad and | were having dinner. The dining room windows were open
because it had been such a hot day. All of a sudden there was a great swooooosh of
wings- and there, on the window sill, sat Wol. Before any of us had time to move, he
gave a leap andnded on the floor beside my chair. And he hadn't come enapiged.
Clutched in his talons was an enormous skunk. The skunk was dead, but thaethdn't
matters much because, before he died, he had managed to soak himself and Wol with his
own speal brand of perfume.

"Hoo-hoohoohoeHOO!" Wol said proudly.
Which probably meant: "Mind if | join you? I've brought my supper with me."

Nobodystopped to answer. We three people were already stampeding through the
door of the dining room, coughingnd choking. Wol had to eat his dinner by himself.

It was two weeks before we could use the dining room again, and when Mother
sent the rug andrdpes to the cleaners, the man who owned the shop phoned her right
back and wanted to know if she was tiyito ruin him.

Wol didn't smell so sweet either, but he couldn't understand why he was so
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unpopular all of a sudden. His feelings mhuste been hurt by the way everybody kept
trying to avoid him. After two or three days, when even | wotlgim'near him, or let him
come near me, he became very unhappy. Then an idea must have come into his funny
head. He must have decided we were mdumhatecause he hadn't shared his skunk

with us! So one day he went down to the riverbank and caughbadskunk, and

brought it home for us.

By this time he was so soaked in skunk oil that you could smell him a block away.
Some of our neighbours eplained about it, and so finally my father had to give Wol a
bath in about a gallon of tomato juice. Tatmjuice is the only thing that will wash away
the smell of skunk.

Poor Wol ! By the time Dad was through with him he looked like a rag mop that
had been dipped in ketchup. But he got the idea, and he never again brought his skunks
home to us.

Class Y05 PROSE READING Humorous Poetry, Gradeg and 8 (Continued)
ExcerptfromREAL PONI ES D ON o6-PatriGkdr. MeManiks!

Retch and | arrivedt the lake cabin just before dark, went inside and started a fire.
Luckily, we were able to smother ietore it did much damage.

Al don't know why Popper doesn't buy a n
his eyebrows.

Awell, hebWw|lohbdveatd. fAiThe fl ames shot d
thing you had wit s eshiogweston tbpoof ittbéfareoyou bgotedi r d a
it out the door. Mi ght have touched off a

AYou didn't do sihgohat bbcketof watemon theeburfing t o s
floorboards. The whole cabin could have go

Thenext morning we dragged the little ceddip boat down to the lake and
launched it. It was one of the prettiest boats I'd ever seen, abowaudhexpect of
something that had been lovingly crafted with hand tools over a period of five years or so.
It rowed like a dream. But the fiMgorse motor sent it skimming up the lake like a shaft
of golden light playing on the waves. The fishing was vesiu, too. By evening we had
two heavy stringers of perch and crappy.

Night was oozing in around us by ttine we started back down the lake. Retch

was rowing.
ABail a little faster, o he said. fAWe're
Al'"m baidas nlg asanfa@asit said. AYou wouldn't
l et in so much water. 0
ADarn ehadh, dakRd. ANot only does it get t
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been up here a dozen times with Popper, and he's never once mentibeedgh#ou

would think a personés father would mentio
shoutso 6fNogt , not so fast! Youol | run into
to see that kind of negligence in a person's own parent. Bailfa r ! 0

AfRow faster! o

We finally made it back to the cabin, with a good three or four inches of the boat
showing above water. We tied up at the doc
i n the car, and headed hseamngthathgooekintheroace r t a i
on our way to the cabin. Ret c h. Theavredkerh e wa's
man said it had probably fallen down off the mountain after we had gone past on our way
to the cabin. NBewaows @, dalve naitdceflamy r foa &

The rock had gone right under the car, ripping off assorted parts, &owhich
were apparently fairly important, because the car refused to run.

ACan you fix it?0 | asked the wrecker ma

"Fix it?" he said. "Oly God could fix that car, and His bill would be almost as
much as mine. You say a Mr. Herbert Sweeney wilhgpy to pay for my services,
right? You boys just stand where | can see you until this Mr. Sweeney arrives, okay?"

"Okay," Retch said. "Butnless you have a strong stomach, | think it would be
better i f he picked us up down the road a

An haur after a collect phone call to the Sweeney residence, Mr. Sweeney's other
car came roaring into the gas station. Mr. Sweeney got owgtaad there for a moment
staring at us. | wished he had been a little more specific about the consequences of our
degroying his belongings. Then he rushed at us.

"You're both still alive!" he cried. "No missing limbs, no broken bones?"

"Naw, Popperwe're okay," Retch said, cringing. "But we destroyed your fishing
car . o
"That piece of junk! Good riddance!"

A Achwe hit a snag and broke a hole in your boat and knocked out your new motor.
The boat's mostly sunk but tied up at the
"You managd to get it back to the dock? That's wonderful! | thought I'd never see

it or the motor again!"

AANnd we e td-calan, dutiwe got it put out before it did much damage.”

"You mean you didn't burn the cabin to the ground? | can't belieligds
fantastic! And you two loons are still alive to tell about it! | never thought it could
happen! Maybe you gig are actually ready to go out on your own, without me tagging
along all the time. By gosh, | can hardly believe you made it back alilkeaW a r el i ef
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Driving back home with his father, Retch and | slowly recovered from the shocks
of the day. Indeedhe good cheer of Mr. Sweeney proved infectious, and soon Retch and
| were giving him a hilarious account of our adventure, to whichnSvieeney responded
with great mirth.

AAnd then | kicked the | antern alltoght out
smithereens. Har har har! o

"Kicked it out the door and busted it all to smithereens!" shouted Mr. Sweeney.
"Har har har!"

"But wait, there's more," Retch said, wiping tears from his eyes. "We put out the
fire with your old fishing vest. Burr big hole in it! Heee heeee!"

ABurnt a hole in my old fishing vest?0 N
hole in my fishingvestbond press your | uck, Retch. Donf¢

As Retch said later, that was the problem with parentsh@il tared about were
their dumb old possessions.

Class D705 PROSE READING Humorous Poetry, Gradeg and 8 (Continued)
Excerpt fromTHE TRUTH ABOUT RATS, RULES, & SEVENTH GRADE - Linda Zinner

Suddenly a brown rdtten feet long, three hundred palsneasy wriggled out
of the insulation, scurréeacross the top of the stove, slipped down a burner hole and
disappeared.

fnAhal! 0 sa
S

i d Mom againstrSl&eaqr ifrmced iimMte
this | ast i de

panel! We got him cornered!

Momwhal ed on the | ast t wd, asdcstans wyswithtfeOp e n
broom! o

| opened the door and cowered behind the broom.

Mom stripped the last screw and tore off the panel. The rat tried to squirm down
through the fiberglass, but Mom droppéeé screwdriver and with her bare hand, her bare
hand, grabbed that rat by the base of its tail and held it up.

ATa, dah! 0 she sang.

The ratdés body twisted in the air. Il t s
attention, all right. That broughtehback to reality.

Al 6 m t ouc hi negchea and kettgd ad thestdil.e s ¢

The rat ran wildly over the floor.
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Ge't it ! Ge't it! 0 screamed Mom.

=]

AYou get it!o | screamed back. Up and d
touch a floor that raeet had run over not a minute ago. Tineom handle in my hand
swept the flour canister off the counter. A cloud of flour exploded as the canister hit the
floor.

AHI t the rat with the broom!o Mom yell e

| closed my eyes against the drifting floudasrought the bristles down hard on
the pace where | had last seen the rat.

| swung again. The upswing caught the cupboard behind me. A jar of spaghetti
sauce and a box of elbow noodles splatted to the floor. Fresh clouds of flour mushroomed
on the dowswing.

The rat, acting on a thousandaye of rat instinct, dodged the broom, the flour
canister, and the spaghetti sauce. It skittered over the noodles and darted hghitkng
into the first dark hole it found. Which happened to be the leg hole géanyg.

| dropped the broom and lettoai bellow.

My jeans were too narrow at the knee, thank goodness, for the rat to slither all the
way up my leg. | clapped both hands over the rat bulge at my knee and tried to push it
down.

Under the denim theat writhed and moiled between my cuppedérs like a
pulsating tumor. Tickly tumor claws gripped my skin. Malignant yellow fangs scraped
lightly through the fine hairs on my leg. The rat was toasty warm; leftover stove heat
radiated from the wormy tatiined around my shin.

The more | pusteethe radown the harder it tried to climbp.

| let go of my knee and screamed hideously. Mom screamed. | screamed. Mom
screamed. The rat and | careened from cupboard to fridge to counter to stove, destroying
everything in sight. The toaster oven drad to the floor. The cupboard door broke a
hinge. The dish drainer catapulted through the air. Forks, spoons, plates, and glasses
showered all over the kitchen.

Finally, the rat let go. It dropped out of my jeamsl scrabbled over my bare toes.
My foot, acting on a thousand years of foot instinct, kicked straight up to the ceiling. The
rat sailed through the air, hit the threshold, and scurried out of the open kitchen door. Out
into the deep, dark, safe, and quight.

Mom slammed the door shut.
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Class D705 PROSE READING Humorous Poetry, Gradeg and 8 (Continued)
Excerpt fromTHE LOON IN MY BATHTUB - Ronald Rood

AHuman beings, 0 Don Brown read aloud, A
is the fea of loud noises. The other is the ffedi falling. All other fears are learned.
This includes the fear of fire, fear of ge
He put the book down. nSee? |l told yo
shakes |1t 0s just becsathesyare,éou.'er ybody el se i s,

|l thought this revelation over for a mi
afraid of snakes?"

=]

Not according to this book.
ANot even a big one? Noeete¥en if 1t cr
ANope. O

We were kneeling downeside a pen in the back yard. Dad had taken us
children to the Bronx Zoo e acentDBitmdrsrbookldie s e a
which told about snakes. It made them sound so fascinating that Donaarght a
harmless garter snake on #teength of it. Together we learned about the amazing
tongue which Asampledo the air for odor s.
the snake to slide over the ground, and the peculiahjage which enabtkit to
swallow relatively monstrous @y.

We became so engrossed that we forgot our own fears. Soon we captured more
snakes. Finally we had over a dozen of them. Now, looking at the pen full of snakes

basking peacefully in the sun, we decidedth@tme day wedd gseally i f t he
right.

The chance came sooner than either of us expected. A day or two later, we had
Vi sitors. i Now, Ronal d, you watch Phillip
said, shooting me out the back doorhwatdamp little twey e a r  osimdther andilH i
want to talk for awhile. o

| surveyed my small charge disdainfully
AAnd | 6m stuck with the job of taking care

Out into the back lawn we went. Then | remengbleDon Brown and his book.

Ilganced back at the house. No sign of at
Acome with me. 0

Trustingly, the little fellow took my hand. | led him over to the edge of the snake
pen. fAThese are ni.ce,iHoawnewoswladk egso i h'e€ MR e utro

|l m not sure what he said, but it would
Quickly I picked him up and set him down right in the middle of my garter snakes.

He | ooked up at me 0i nl snuordpdreids. e .wifh Giol tadhse a
them. See how smooth they are. Not sl i my.
And lo, the book was right! Little Phillip had the time of his young life. He stroked the
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shakes thoughtfully as they lay in the sure pitcked them up and let thestide back to
the ground. His eyes shone. Pleasure showed in his whole being as he sat among his
new-found friends.

Everything was lovely. For five minutes, everything was wonderful. After that,
things began to happen.

First there was a noise. Alioone part scream and four parts bellow. Then,
before | could turn around, there was a series of earth tremors. Phillip suddenly shot
skyward, trailing snakes as he rose. At the same instant | was sent sprawling on the
grass.

The earth whirled for moment. Then my eyes came into focus. | saw the
retreating form of Phillipbds indignant mot
jaws of death.

iDondédt you ever play with my boyoagain!o

And--you guessed it: Phibs been afraid of snakes eve
his mother, too.

Class D705 PROSE READING Humorous Poetry, Gradeg and 8 (Continued)
NEVER PUT ROCKS IN YOUR MOUTH i Shirley Barone Craddock

When | was in th sixth grade, my teacher adkaur class the question, "What
does 'doing the right thing' mean to you?" She asked us to think about that question over
the weekend, and to talk to our parents or anyone else we thought might have a good
answer. By Monday, e/were to turn in an essay what "doing the right thing" meant,
and be prepared to live up to our answers.

The entire weekend, | wracked my brain trying to come up with something that
would impress my teacher and be easy to live by. | talked to mgtpacalled my
grandmother and asked my n&itor neighbor. | even asked the mailman! Everyone had
good answers, but I didn't feel like | could live up to them.

By Sunday afternoon, | hadn't written my essay. To make matters worse, my
parents said we wegmning to my Aunt Cindy's house. That usually meant that | would
have to entertain my cousin Andrea while my parents visited after dinner. Andrea was
four and a major pest.

Just as | predicted, my parents told me to play with Andrea while they visited. |
turned on thedlevision and found a Disney movie for Andrea, and then | sat down and
started to write my essay. | still didn't know what | was going to write about, but it was
due the next morning and this was my last chance.

Soon | felt a pair of eyesnane. It was Adrea. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"I have to write an essay about what doing the right thing means to me."
Andrea laughed. "That's easy," she said.

"Okay ," | said, thinkingWhat could this smart aleck foyearold possibly know
that all of theadults who | had asked hadn't already come up with?
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"Tell me the answer," | said smugly.
Andrea cleared her throat and stood up.

ADoing the right thing means being nice
your mommy says. Never lie. Hats of fruits and vegetables. Don't eat dog food. Take a
bath when you're dirty and wash your own private parts. Don't watch icky movies with
kissing and stuff. Don't waste water and electricity. Don't scare the cat. Don't ever run
away. And never, nevgut rocks in your mouth."

| stared with astonishment at my little cousin. Then | jumped up, grabbed Andrea
and gave her the biggest hug | collidbt only had Andrea answered a very tough
guestion for me, | could easily live by all of her rules. Aladho do was be nice, not lie,
keep myself clean and healthy, not scare cats, and never, never put rocks in my mouth.
Piece of cake. So when | weoiny essay, | included the story about Andrea and how she
had answered my question.

Two weeks later, my teher returned everyone's essays. | received an A+ along
with a |Iittle note my teacher haahdgwei tten
Andrea an A+, too!"

Class D705 PROSE READING Humorous Poetry, Gradeg and 8 (Continued)
THE HERO 1 Author Unknown

Then Marvin got hot. He coul dndot miss.
and he could throw it from anywhere and it went pigpt into the basket. Marvin
pivoted. His height, his spring carried him away from his guards. Maraiced. His
long legs carried him where he would. He threw the ball over his head and from
impossible angles. Once he was knocked down ondbedhd he threw from there and
made the basket. His joy, his perfection, his luck caused the crowd tanboirst
continuous wild cheering. Stone City took time out. They ran in substitutes but they
coul dnét stop Marvi n. anBé&ohnkyfeddskillfadlyto ecover
Marvin, and Marvin laid it in. The gun went off with Hilltown twelve paiihead.

Mr. Whalen was a wreck. He could hardly stand up. Mrs. Whalen took his arm
and half supported him toward the stairs that led downets¢hool grounds. The Stone
City fans were angry. A big, broahouldered man with fierce black eyes corimgd in
a loud quarrelsome voice.

AThat s-khatWhaglen koyhe fouled my boy. Who cares? But when
my boy protects himself, what hagns? They put him off the floor. They put my Guido
out so Hilltown wins. 1 get my handsonthattalmenk and | 611 fi x hi m.

ABe careful . Thatds my son youbre talk
Mr. Whalen. He was strong as a lion. Maghalen pulled at his arm but he jerked away.
He turned on the crowded stairs.

Before you do anythingtoMavi n, 0 he said, his voice |
better do something to me. Your son foul e
AThat 6s a | i e! &r. Whaler hé kim. tHe leit him rightanrthe a n d

stomach as hard as he could punch him. Instantly there was ahedeb.n ny 6 s f at he
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was punching somebody and for a moment the crowd heaved and milled on the stairs.
Someone screamed. Something like a baligbtning hit Mr. Whalen in the eye and he
struck back.

Friends were pulling him away. The town marshal shereld gooehaturedly
between the combatants. The big man was in the grip of others from Stone City who
dragged him back up the stairs. Mr. Wdmastruggled with his captors, fellow townsmen
who sympathized with him but had no intention of letting himtfigh Johnnyds mot

and Marvds mother hustled their men out i n

fiReal |l y! o the high schaeoly.priniReiapaly wasr
have any troubl e. The boys dondot feght.
games! Really Ms. Whal en, this wonodét do! o

Al 6ve got a good notion to take a poke

Class D705 PROSERADING i Humorous Poetry, Gradeg and 8 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D707 PROSE READING Religious Readig, Grade7 and 8
Psalm 137

Class D707 PROSE READING Religious Reading, Gradé and 8 (Continued)
Exodus 20:1- 17

Class D707 PROSE READING Religious Reading, Grad& and 8 (Continued)
Matthew 27:27-38

Class D707 PROSE READING Religious Reading, Grad& and 8 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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Class D708 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad&
THE MEADOW MOUSE - Theodore Roethke

In a shoe box stuffed in an old nylon stocking
Sleeps the baby mouse | found in the meadow,
Where he tremblednd shook beneath a stick

Till I caught him by thedil and brought him in,
Cradled in my hand.

A little quaker, the whole body of him trembling,
His absurd whiskers sticking out like a cartennuse,
His feet like small leaves,

Little lizard-feet,

Whitish and spread wide when he tried to struggle away,
Wriggling like a minuscule puppy.

Now he's eaten three kinds of cheese and drunk from his-bagile/ateringrough-
So much he just lies in one corner,

His tail curled under him, his belly big

As his had; his balike ears

Twitching, tilting toward thedast sound.

Do | imagine he no longer trembles
When | come close to him?
He seems no longer to tremble.

But this morning his shebox house on the back porch is empty.
Where has he gone, my meadow s@u

My thumb of a child that nuzzled in my palm?

To run under the hawk's wing,

Under the eye of the great owl watching from an-gie,

To live by courtesy of the shrike, the snake, the-tam

Class r08 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad& (Continued)
SIR SHASSAM UPPE by E.V.Rieu

Goodafternoon, Sir Smasham Uppe!

Wedre having tea: do take a cup!
Sugar and milk? Now let me ske

Two lumps, | think?... good gracious me!

The silly ting slipped off your knee!

Pray dond apologize, old chap:
A very trivial mishap!

So clumsy of you? How absilr

My dear Sir Smasham, not a word!

Now do sit down and have another,

And tell us all about your brothér

You know, the one who broke his head.

Is the poor fellow still in bed!
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A chairi allow me,sir'é Gr eat Scott!

Thatwasa nasty smash! Ewhat?

Oh, not at all: the chair was old

Queen Anne, or so we have been told.

Webve got at | east a dozen more:
Just leave the pieces on the floor.

| want you to admire our view:

Come nearer to the window, do;

Andl ook how beautifulé Tut, tut!
You d eedhatdttwvasshut?

| hope you are not badly cut!

Not hurt? A fortunate escape!

Amazing! Not a single scrape!

And now, if you have finished tea,

| fancy you might like to see

A little thing or two | oO6ve got .
Thatchina plate? Yes, worth a lot:

Abeautyto@¢ Ah, there it goes!

|l trust it didndét hurt your toes?
Your elbow bushed if off the shelf?

Of cour se: | 6ve done the same myself.
And now, my dear Sir Smashé&noh,

You surely donét intend to go?

You mustbe off? Well, come again.
So gl ad ypodla@ fond of

Class D708 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad€ (Continued)
PEANUT BUTTER SANDWICH i Shel Silverstein

|l 611 sing you a story of a silly young Kki
Who played with the world at the end of arsdyi

But he only loved one singtling1

And that was just a peanbtitter sandwich.

His sceptre and his royal gowns,

His regal throne and golden crowns

Were brown and sticky from the mounds

And drippings from each peanhbttter sandwich.

His subjects alwere silly fools

For he had pa=d a royal rule

That all that they could learn in school
Was how to make a peanoitter sandwich.

He would not eat his sovereign steak,
He scorned his soup and kingly cake,

And told his courtly cook to bake

An extrasticky peanutbuttersandwich.
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And then one day he took a bite

And started chewing with delight,

But found his mouth was stuck quite tight
From that last bite of peanrbutter sandwich.

His brother pulled, his sister pried,

The wizard pushed, his motheried,

A My b o ynitted sucaen

From eating his lastpeanitut t er sandwi ch! 0o

The detist came, and the royal doc.

The royal plumber banged and knocked,
But still those jaws stayedytitly locked.
Oh darn thasticky peanubutter sandwich!

The carpersr, he tried with fers,

The tdephone man tried with wires,

The firemen they tried witfire,

But c o ultlthatpéanubutier sandwich.

With ropesand pulleys, drills and coil,

With steam and lubricating ell

For twenty years of tears and toil

They fought thaawful peanut butter sandwich.

Then all his royal subjects came.

They hooked his jaws with grapplind chains
And pulled both ways with might and main

Against that stubborn peanut butter sandwich

Each man and woman, girl and boy

Put down tleir ploughs angbots and toys

And pulled until kerack! Oh joy

They broke right through that peanut butter sandwich.

A puff of dust, a screech, a squéak

The kingbés jaw opened with a creak.

And then in voice so faint and weak

The first words that &y heard him sk

Wer e, AHow about a peanut butter sandwich?
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Class D708 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad€ (Continued)
THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE ELEVATOR CAR - Caroline C. Emerson

The elevator car in the elevator shaft,

Complained of thelzer,complained of the draft.

It said it felt car sick as it rose and fell,

It said it had a headache from the ringing of the bell.

AThere is spring in the air, o sighed
Said the elevatof fmamer@Ygouame ewel |
The car aid no attention but frowned an ugly frown

When

up it

going should
started be
it going
And down.

Down flashed the signal, but up went the car.
The el evator man cried, AYou are goin
Said the elevator car, fildm dong no s
|l 6m through with buzzers buzzing. | 6 m
Then the elevatananbegan to shout and call
And all the people came running through the hall.
The elevator man began to call and shout,
AThe car wonoét stop! Let me out!! Let

On went the car past the penthouse door.
On went the car up one flight more.

On went theelevator till it came to the top.
On went the elevator, and it would not stop!

Right through the roof went the man and the car.
And nobody knows where the two of them are!
(Nobody knows but everyone cares,

Wearily, drearily climbing the stairs!)

Now onasummer evening when you see
A shooting star

Fly through the air, perhaps itiis

That elevator car!
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Class D708 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad€ (Continued)
A THRENODY i George T. Lanigan

The Ahkoond of Swat is dedd.ondon Papers
WHAT, what, what,
What 6s the news from Swat ?

Sad news,
Bad news,
Comes by the cable led
Through the I ndian Oceand6s bed

Through the Persian Gulf, the Red
Sea and the Méd

lterranecad he 6 s dead;
The Ahkoond is dead!

For the Ahkoond | mourn.
Who woul dnét ?
He drove to disregard the message stern,
But he Ahkoond 6 t .
Dead, dead, dead;
(Sorrow, Swatg!
Swats wlad® h a ehkoanid bledA
Swats whom he had often led
Onward to a gory bed,
Or to victory,
As the case might be,
Sorrow Swats!
Tears shed,
Shed tess like water,
Your great Akoond is dead!
That 6s Swatds the matter!

Mourn city of Swat!
Your great Ahkoond is not,
But laindnid worms to rot:
His mortal part alone, his soul was caught
(Because he was a good Ahkoond)
Up to the bosom of Mahound.
Though eatily walls his frame surround
(Forever hallowed &dthe ground!)
And skeptics mock the lowly mound
And sa§s nblAhlodomd! o
(His soul is in the skies!)
The azure skies that bend about his loved
Metropolis of Swat
He sees with larger, lo¢r eyes,
Athwart all earthly mysteriés
He knows whatodés Swat.

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Pagel72 Resource ManualQomprehensive



Let Swat bury the great Ahkoond
With a noise of mourning and lamentation!
Let Swat bury the great Ahkoond
With the noise of mourning the Swattish nation!
Fallen is at length
Its tower ofstrength,
Its sunis dimmed ere it had nooned:
Dead lies the greathkoord,
The great Ahkood of Swat
is not!
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Class D708 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad€ (Continued)
A MOMOG S i D¢élig&HEphron

Take your plate in the kitcheplease.
Take it dowrstairs when you go.

Dondt | eave it there, take it wupstairs.

Is that yours?

Doné6ét hit your brother.

|l 6m tal king to you.

Just a minute, please, candt you see | 6m t
| said, Dondét interrupt

Did you brush your teeth?
What are yowoing out of bed?
Go bak to bed.

You candét watch in th afte oon

What do you mean, thereds nothing to do?
Go outside.

Read a book.

Turn it down.

Get off the phone.

Tell your friend youdll <call her back. Ri
Hel | o. No, sheds not home.

S h e 6 llydou whea $he gets han
Take a jacket. Take a sweater.
Take one anyway.

Someone left his shoes in front of the TV.
Get the toys out of the all. Get the boys out of the bathtub. Get the toys off the stairs.
Did you realize that could kill someone?

Hurry up.

Hurryup. Everp ne 6s wai ti ng.

I 61 | count to ten and then wedre going wit
Did you go to the bathroom?

| f you donét go, youbre not going.

| mean it.

Why didnét you go before you | eft?
Can you hold it?
What 6s going on back there?

Stop it.

| said, Stop it!

| d oamt@a heawabout it.

Stop it or I édm taking you home right now.
Thatos it Wedre going home.

Give me a kiss.

| need a hug.

Make your bed.
Clean up your room.
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Set the table.
| need you to set the table!

Donét telyourtma. it 6s not

Please move youmhair in to the table.

Sit up.

Just try a |little. You dondét have to eat

Stop playing and eat.

Woul d you watch what youbo
Move your gl ass. l'tds to
Watch it!

More, what?

More, pleaseThat 6 s better.

Just eat onbit of salad.

You donot al ways get what you want. That o
Donét argue with me. | 6m not discussing t
Go to your room.

No, ten minutes are not up.

One more minute.

How many times have. |l told you, donét do t
Where did the cookies go?

Eat the old fruit before you eat the new fruit.

re doing?
o close to the &ed

| 6m not giving you mushr ooms. | 6ve taken
Is your homework done?

Stop yelling. If you want to ask me something, come here.

STOP YELLING. IF YOU WANTTO ASK ME SOMETHING, COME HRE.

| 61 1 think about it.

Not now.

Ask your father.

We 6 | | see.

Donét sit so close to the television, itods
Calm down.

Calm down and start over.

Is that the truth?

Fasten your seat belt.

Did everyondasten their seat belts?

|l 0m so0G9 ythe hraal e . |l Om sorry, thatodos the
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Class D708 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad€ (Continued)
ALARM - Unknown

AThereds a cat out there. o

AnCat ? How do you know?o

Al hear the robins saying so. 0
ATherheabwsk as o mewher e. 0
ADond6ét see a hawk. 0
AThe chickens do-:squankzar t he hens
The young chicks hear 1it. Theyo

A hawk need only fly, not hover.

See how one hen has cocked an eye?
Thatds not a crow just flying by.
Hens krow his flight. Might be an owl,

But owls by day arendét on the pr

Excepttheshé¢ee ar ed one; heds rare.

| f youdre | i ke me, you dondt muc
For jays; but though the jay is all

For robbing birdsdéd nests, his |o

At any sign of dangewakes

The world around him: cats, black snakes,

Shrikes, hawks, dogs, weasels, s, crows, rats!
But robins specialize on cats.

Class D708 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad€ (Continued)
THE BREASTPLATE OF SAINT PATRICK - Unknown

| bind myself today

To the power of Heaven,

The light of sun,

Thebrightness of moon,

The splendour of fire,

The speed of lightning,

The swiftness of wind,

The depths of the sea,

The stability of the earth,

The firmness of rocks.
| bind myselftoday
To the power of God to guide me,
The might of God to uphold me,
The wisdom of God to teach me,
The eye of God to watch over me,
The ear of God to hear me,
The word of God to speak for me,
The hand of God to protect me,
The way of God to lie &fore me,
The shield of God to shelter me,
The host of God to defendan
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Against the snares of demons,
Against the temptations of vices,
Against the lusts of nature,
Against every man who meditates injury to me,
Whether far or near,
Alone and in anultitude.

Class D708 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad€ (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR GRADE EIGHT

Class D801 SOLO POETRI Serious Poetry, Grad8
HI GHWAYMANG6 S HGIbertOMYonge

"Where the cliff hags hollow, where the gloom falls chill,

You hear a something, follow, follow, follow down the hill;

Where the horses sweat and lather and the dusk begins to gather
It is there that | will meet you and will greet you,

You, Sir Traveller."

"Where the laves lie rotting and the night falls blind,

You hear a someone trotting, trotting, trotting down the wind,
And you listen all ashiver to my ghostly 'Stand, deliver,

Yes, although my bones have whitened, you are frightened
Yet, Sir Traveller.”

" 'Twasa traveller who slew me where the dark firs frown,
‘Twas his small sword through me and the blood dripped down.
Where the horses sweat and lather and the dusk kegyasher,

It is there | ride behind you to remind you,

You, Sir Traveller."

Class D&®1 SOLO POETRY Serious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
HIGH FLIGHT by John Gillespie Magee

Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth

And danced the skies on htersilvered wings;
Sunward I've climbed and joined the tumbling mirth
of sunsplit clouds- and done a hundred things

You have not dreamed efvheeled and soared and swung
High in the sunlit silence. Hov'ring there,

I've chased the shouting wind atpand flung

My eager craft through footless halls of air.

Up, up the long delirious, burg blue

I've topped the wingwept heights with easy grace,
Where never lark, or even eagle, flew;

And, while with silent, lifting mind I've trod

The highuntrespassed sanctity of space,

Put out my hand and touched the face of God.
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Class D801 SOLO POERRY'1 Serious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)

THE LONELY LAND -A. J. M. Smith

Cedar and jagged fir
uplift sharp barbs

against thgray

and cloudpiled sky;

and in the bay

blown spume and windrift

and thin, bitter spray
snap

at the whirling sky;
and the pie trees
leanone way.

A wild duck calls

to her mate,

and the ragged

and passionate tones
stagger and fall,

and recover

and stagger and fall,
on these stonés

are lost

in the lapping of water
on smooth flat stones.

This is a beauty

of dissonance,
thisresonance

of stony strand,

this smoky cry

curled over a black pine
like a broken

and windbattered branch
when the wind

bends the tops dhe pines
and curdles the sky

from the north.

This is the beauty
of strength

broken by strength
and still strong.
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Class D801 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
THE DAWN WIND - Rudyard Kipling

At two o0o06cl ock i nnybunwindowoanddisten,g, i f you ope
You will hear the feet of the Wind that is going to call the sun.

And the trees in the stlaw rustle and the trees in the moonlight glisten,

And though it is deep, dark night, you feel that the night is done.

So do the cows ithe field. They graze for an hour and lie down,
Dozing and chewing the cud; or a bird in the ivy wakes,
Chirrups one ate and is still, and the restless Wind strays on,
Fidgeting far down the road, till, softly, the darkness breaks.

Back comes the Windflul strength, with a blow |Iike an
Gentle but waking the world, as he shout s:
And thelight floods over the fields and the birds begin to sing,

And the Wind dies down in the grass. It is Day and his work is done.

So whenlie world is asleep, and there seems no hope of her waking
Out of the long, bad dream that makes her mutter and moan,
Suddenly all men rise to the noise of fetters breaking,

And everyone smiles at his neighbour and tells him his soul is his own.

Class D801 SOLO POETRYi Serious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
WE ARE GOING - Oodgeroo Noonuccal (Kath WalkeQrfGrannie Colwell

They came in to the little town

A seminaked band subdued and silent,

All that remained of their tribe.

They came here to th@ace of their old bora ground

Where now the many white men hurry about like ants.

Notice of estat eMay ebBeda Tieppdesd HieRrueb.bd s h
Now it half covers the traces of the old bora ring.

They sit and are confused, they cannot say their thoughts:

We are as strangers here now, but the white tribe are the strangers.
We belong here, we are of the old ways.

We are the coaboree and the bora ground,

We are the old sacred ceremonies, the laws of the elders.

We are the wonder tales of Dream Time, the bidgends told.

We are the past, the hunts and the laughing games, the wandering camp fires.
We are the lightningpolt ove Gaphembah Hill

Quick and terrible,

And the Thunderer after him, that loud fellow.

We are the quiet daybreak paling the dark lagoon.

We are the shadoghosts creeping back as the camp fires burn low.
We are nature and the past, all the old ways

Gone nowand scattered.

The scrubs are gone, the hunting and the laughter.
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The eagle is gone, the emu and the kangaroo are gone from this place
The bora ring is gone.

The corroboree is gone.

And we are going.

Class D801 SOLO POETRIY Serious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
ABOUT SCHOOL - Author Unknown

He always wanted to explain things. But no one cared.
So he drew.

Sometimes he would just draw and it wasn't anything,
He wanted to carve it in stone or write it in the sky.
He would lie out on the grass and kagp in the sky and it would
be only the sky and the things inside him that needed saying.

And it was afér that he drew the picture.
It was a beautiful picture. He kept it under his pillow and
would let no one see it.

And he would look at it evg night and think about it.
And when it was dark and his eyes were closed he could see it still
And it was dl of him and he loved it.

When he started school he brought it with him.
Not to show to anyone, but just to have with him like a friend.

It wasfunny about school.
He sat in a square brown desk just like all the other square
brown desks and he thoughshould be red.
And his room was a square brown room. Like a!! the other rooms.
And it was tight and close. And stiff.

He hated to hold theencil and chalk, with his arm stiff and
his feet flat on the floor, stiff, with the teacheatching
and watching.

The teacher came and spoke to him..
She told him to wear a tie like all the other boys.
He said he didnot ildnkéet tnmaetnt earn.d she sai d i

After that they drew. And he drew all yellow and it was the way he
felt abou morning. Arid it was beautiful.

The teacher came and smiled at hi m. " Wh a't
"Why donét you draw something |ike Kenbés d
| snotautifli?at be
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After that his mother bought him a tie and he always drew
airplanes and rockeships like everyone else.

And he threw the old picture away.

And when he lay out alone looking up at the sky, it was big and blue,
and all of everthing, but he wasn't anyone.

He was square and brown inside and his hands were stiff.
And hewas like everyone else. All the things inside him that
needed saying didn't need it anymore.

It had stopped pushing. It was crushed.
Stiff.

Like ewverything else.

Class D801 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
THE SONG MY PADDLE SINGS - Pauline Johnson

West wird, blow from your prairie nest,
Blow from the mountains, blow from the west.
The sail is idle, the sailor too;
0! wind ofthe wes, we wat for you.
Blow, blow!
| have wooed you so,
But never a favour you bestow.
You rockyour cradle the hills between,
But scorn to notice my white lateen.

| stow the sail, unship the mast:
| wooedyou long but my wooing's past;
My paddle wil lull you into rest.
0 drowsy wind of the drowsy west,

Sleep, sleep,
By your mountain steep,
Or down where the prairie grasses sweep!
Now fold in slumber your laggard wings,
For soft is the song my paddle sings.

August is laughing across the sky

Laughing while paddle, canoe and I,
Drift, drift,

Where the hills uplift

One either side of the current swift.

The river rolls in its rocky bed;
My paddle is playing its way ahead!
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Dip, dip,
While the waters flip
In foam as over their breast we slip.

And oh, the river runs swifter now;

The eddies circle about my bow.
Swirl, swirl!

How the ripples curl

In many a dangerous pool awhirl!

And forward far the rapids roar,
Fretting their margin for evermore.
Dash, dals
With a mighty crash,
They seethe, andb, and bound, and splash.

Be strong, O paddle, be brave, canoe!

The reckless waves you must plunge into.
Reel, reel

On your trembling keel,

But never a fear my craft will feel.

We bve r acegweretfdraheadlapi d
The river slips through its sité bed.
Sway, sway,
As the bubbles spray
And fall in tinkling tunes away.

And up on the hills against the sky,

A fir tree is rocking its lullaby,
Swings, swings,

Its emerald wings,

Swelling the song thahy paddle mgs.

Class D801 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grad& (Continued)
THE BLUE HERON - Theodore Goodridge Roberts

In a green place lanced through
With amber ad gold and blue;
A place of water and weeds
And roses pinker than dawn,
And ranks of lush young reeds,
And grasses straightlyitkidrawn
From graven ripples of sands,
The still blue heron stands.

Smokeblue he is, and grey
As embers of yesterday.
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Still he is, as death;

Like stone, or shadow of stone,
Without a pulse or breath,
Motionless and alone

There in the lily stems:

But his eyes are alive like gems.

Still as a shadow; still

Grey feather and yellow bill:

Still as an image made

Of mist and smoke half hid

By windless sunshine and shade,
Save when a yellow lid

Slides and is gone like a breath:
Deathstill--and sudden adeath!

Class D801 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grad8 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D802 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad&
fromALI CE6S ADVENTURES | NLeWOGab&dIRL AND

'Stand up and repeatTis the voice of the sluggatdsad the Gryphon.

Alice got up, and began to repeat it, but her head was so full of the
LobsterQuadrille that she hardly knew what she was saying; and the words came very
queer indeed:

"Tis the voice of the Lobster; | heard him declare
"You have bakedne too brown, | must sugar my hair."
As a duck with his eyelids, so he with his nose

Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes;
When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark,

And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark:
But, when the tide rises and sharks are around,

His voice has a timid and tremulous sound.'

(‘Thats different from what | used to say when | was a child,’ said the Gryphon.)

'l passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye,
How the Owl and the Panther meesharing a pie:

The Panther took pierust, and gravy and meat,
While the Owl had the dishs its share of the treat.
When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon,
Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon:

While the Panther received knife afwik with a growl,
And concluded the banquet-by-------- '
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(What is the use of repeatiadj that stuff?' the Mock Turtle interrupted, 'if you don't
explain it as you go on? It's by far the most confusing thing | ever heard!’)

Class D802 SOLO®ETRYi1 Humorous Poetry, Grad&@ (Continued)
AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF A MAD DOG - Oliver Goldsmith

Good people all, of every sort,
Give ear unto my song,

And if you find it wondrous short,
It cannot hold you long.

In Islington there was a man
Of whom te world might say,
That still a godly race hean,
Whene'er he went to pray.

A kind and gentle heart he had,
To comfort friends and foes;

The naked every day he clad,
When he put on his clothes.

And in that town a dog was found,
As many dogs there be

Both mongrel, puppy, whelp and hound
And cuss of low degree.

This dog and man at first were friends,
But when a pique began,

The dog, to gain some private ends,
Went mad, and bit the man.

Around from all the neighbouring streets
The wond'ring neigbours ran,
And swore the dog had lost itsts,
To bite so good a man.

The wound it seemed both sore and sad
To every Christian eye;

And while they swore the dog was mad,
They swore the man would die.

But soon a wonder came to light,

That showed theogues they lied;
The man recovered of thte,

The dog it was that died.
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Class D802 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
NUTRITION REPORT - Gordon and Bernice Korman

The minimum daily allowance

Of chowlate is now fourteen pounds,
Divided between Hershey Kisses,
Fudge, chocolate chip cookies, anduvids.

Bazooka Joe gum is essential,

Tortilla chips make you much stronger,
Increa® your intake of white sugar

So yas can stay healthier longer.

For developing bones and good posture
It's obvious ice cream's the key,
Washeddown with five gallons of cola,
Or 7-Up, not sugafree.

Of cours, you will need lots of fiber,

Like pretzels, and popcorn, and chips.

Make certain that rtbing which grows in the ground
Is permitted to pass througbur lips.

And this rule is teibly urgent:

We must be sure everyone eats a
Colossal amount of tomato, threkeese,
Pepperoni and anchovy pizza.

SURGEON GENERAL'S NOTE:

It's probably a bad idea to do what this guy said.
It's excellent for gaining weigh

and things likedropping dead.

Class D802 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
HOW PLEASANT TO KNOW MR. LEAR i Edward Lear

How pleasant to know Mr. Lear!

Who has written such volumes of stuff!
Some think him iltempered and queer,

But a few think m pleasant enough.

His mind is concrete and fastidious,
His nose is remarkably big;

His visage is more or less hideous,
His beard it resembles a wig.

He has ears, and two eyes, and ten fingers,
Leastways if you reckon two thumbs;
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Long ago he was orwd the singers,
But now he is one of the dumbs.

He sits in a beautiful parlour,

With hundreds of books on the wall;
He drinks a great deal of Marsala,

But never gets tipsy at all.

He has friends, laymen and clerical;
Old Foss is ta name of higat;
His body is perfectly spherical,
He weareth a runcible hat.

When he walks in a waterproof white,
The children run after him so!
Calling out, fAHeés <c
Gown, that <crazy

He weeps by the side dfd ocean,
He weeps on the top of the hill;
He purchases pancakes and lotion,
And chocolate shrimps from the mill.

He reads but he cannot speak Spanish,
He cannot abide gingdreer:

Ere the days of his pilgrimage vanish,
How pleasant to know Mr. Lear!
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Class D802 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
AMANDA! - Robin Klein

Don't bite your nails, Amanda!

Don't hunch your shoulders, Amandal!
Stop that slouching and sit up straight,
Amanda!

(There is a languid, emerald sea,
where the s@inhabitant is me
a mermaid, drifting blissfully.)

Did you finish your homework, Amanda?
Did you tidy your room, Amanda?

| thought | told you to clean your shoes,
Amanda!

(I am an orphan, roaming the street.
| pattern soft dust with my hushed, baretfe
The silence is golden, the freedom is sweet.)

Don't eat that chocolate, Amanda!

Remember your acne, Amanda!

Will you please look at me when I'm speaking to you,
Amanda!

(I am Rapunzel, | have not a care;
life in a tower is tranquil and rare;
I'll certainly neve let down my bright hair!)

Stop that sulking at once, Amanda!
You're always so moody, Amandal
Anyone would think that | nagged at you,
Amanda!
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Class D802 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
(BRACKETS) i John Coldvell

It was Wednesday. Maths. Page 28.
And | was already thinking about tomorrow.
Thursday. Maths. Page 29.

We were doing problems.
The ones where you have to remove the brackets first.

| was on question 13 and right inside a bracket,
When this strangphrase ame into my head.
And before | could trap it in a bracket

It shot out of my mouth

Into the classroom.

"Bring on the dancing prunes!"

The room went silent

And thirty pairs of brackesolving eyes
Swivelled in my direction.

The teacher stopped puttiogpsses

In somebody's maths book

And looked crossly at me.

"What did you say?"

| could have told him

But instead,

| put a bracket round my reply
And said

"Nothing."

The teacher sighed.

"How would it be ifeverybody

Called out the firstthingthat a me i nt o t heir heads?0
(Very interesting.)

Class D802 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
THE WRECK OF THE "JULIE PLANTE" - William Henry Drummond

On wan dark night on Lac St. Pierre,
De win' she blow, blow, blow,

An' de crew ofle wood scow ' Julie Plante'
Got scar't an' run below

For de win' she blow lak hurricane
Bimeby she blow some more,

An' de scow bus' up on Lac St. Pierre
Wan arpent from de shore.
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De captinne walk on de fronte deck,
An' walk de hin' deck too

He call de crew from up de hole
He call de cook also.

De cook she's name was Rosie,
She come from Montreal,

Was chambrenaid on lumber barge,
On de Grande Lachine Canal.

De win' she blow from nceas'wes',
De sout' win' she blow too,

W'en Rosiecry, 'Mon cher captinne,
Mon cher, w'at | shall do?"

Den de captinne t'row de beeg ankerre,
But still de scow she drée

De crew he can't pass on de shore,
Becos' he los' hees skeef.

De night was dark lak wan black cat,
De wave run high an' fas'
W'en de captinne tak' de Rosie girl
An' tie her to de mas'.
Den he also tak' de life preserve,
An' jomp off on de lak’,
An' s aybye, niaRos dear,
| go drown for your sak' ! 6
Nex' morning very early
'‘Bout ha'fpas’ twe-t'ree- four--
De captinnéscow-an' de poor Rosie
Was corpses on de shore,
For de win' she blow lak hurricane,
Bimeby she blow some more,
An' de scow bus' up on Lac St. Pierre,
Wan arpent from de shore.

Moral

Now all good wood scow sailor man
Tak' warning ly dat storm

An' go an' marry some nice French girl
An' leev onwan beeg farm.

De win' can blow lak hurricane,
An' s'pose she blow some more,

You can't get drown' on Lac St. Pierre
So long you stay on shore.
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Class D802 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Petry, Grade8 (Continued)
WHEN GREAT DOGS FIGHT - Melvin B. Tolson

He came from a deaehd world of under breed,
A mongrel in his look and in his deed.

His head sagged lower than his spine, his jaws
Spooned wretchedly, his timid little claws
Were grarls. A fear lurked in his rheumy eye
When dwariihg pedigrees paraded by.

Often he saw the bulldog, arrogant and grim,
Beside the formidable mastiff; and sight of them
Devouring chunks of meat with juices red
Needled pangs of hunger in his belly amcdh.

Sometimes he whimpered at the ponderous gat
Until the regal growls shook the estate;

Then he would scurry up the avenue,

Singeing the hedges with his buttercup hue.

The spool of luckless days unwound, and then
The izzard cur, accurst of dogs anén,

Heard yelps of rage beyond the iron fence
And saw the jaws and claws of violence.

He padded through the gate that leaned ajar,
Maneuvered toward the slashing arcs of war,
Then pounced upon the bone; and winging feet
Bore him into the refugefahe street.

A sphinx haunts every age aedery zone:
When great dogs fight, the small dog gets a bone.

Class D802 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grad@ (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

See Class D704 for PROSE READINGSerious Reading, Grades 7 and 8

See Class D®for PROSE READINGi Humorous Rading, Grades 7 and 8
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With fingers weary and worn,

With eyelids heavy and red,

A woman sat, in unwomanly rags,
Plying her needle and thread

Stitch stitch! stitch!

In poverty, hunger, and dirt,

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch
She sang the "Song of the Shirt."

"Work! work! work!

While the cock is crowing aloof!

And work work work,

Till the stars kine through the roof!

It's Oh! to be a slave

Along with the barbarous Turk,

Where woman has never a soul to save,
If this is Christian work!

"Work work work

Till the brain begins to swim;
Work work work

Till the eyes are heawnd dim!
Seamand gusset, and band,
Band, and gusset, and seam,
Till over the buttons | fall asleep,
And sew them on in a dream!

"Oh, Men, with Sisters dear!

Oh, Men, with Mothers and Wives!

It is not linen you're wearing out,

But human creatures' lives!

Stitch stitch stitch,

In poverty, hunger, and dirt,

Sewing at once with a double thread,
A Shroud as well as a Shirt.

But why do | talk of Death?

That Phantom of grisly bone,

| hardly fear its terrible shape,

It seems so like my own

It seems so like mgwn,

Because of the fasts | keep;

Oh, God! that bread should be so dear,
And flesh and blood so cheap!

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Pagel92

Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad®&
SONG OF THE SHIRT by Thomas Hood

Resource ManualQomprehensive



"Work work work!

My Labour never flgs;

And what are its wages? A bed of straw,
A crust of bread and rags.

That shatter'd roof and this nakiémbr

A table a broken chair

And a wall so blank, my shadow | thank
For sometimes falling there!

"Work work work!

From weary chime to chie,

Work work work!

As prisoners work for crime!

Band, and gusset, and seam,

Seam, and gusset, and band,

Till the heart is sick, and the brain benumb'd,
As well as the weary hand.

"Work work work,

In the dull December light,

And work work work,

When the weather is warm and bright
While underneath the eaves

The brooding swallows cling

As if to stow me their sunny backs
And twit me with the spring.

Oh! but to breathe the breath

Of the cowslp and primrose sweet
With the sky above my head,

And the grass beneath my feet
For only one short hour

To feel as | used to feel,

Before | knew the woesf want
And the walk that costs a meal!

Oh! but for one short hour!

A respite however brief!

No blessed leisure for Love or Hope,
But only time for Grief!

A little weeping would ease my heart,
But in their briny bed

My tears must stop, for everyap
Hinders needle and thread!"

With fingers weary and worn,
With eyelids heavy and red,
A woman sat in unwomanly rags,

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Pagel93 Resource ManualQomprehensive



Plying her needle and thread

Stitch! stitch! stitch!

In poverty, hunger, and dirt,

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch,
Would that its tone could reach tRech!
She sang this "Song of the Shirt!"

Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad& (Continued)
THE LISTENERS - Walter de la Mare

"Is there anybody there?" said the Traveller,
Knocking on the moonlit dar;

And his horse in the silencéamped the grasses
Of the forest's ferny floor;

And a bird flew up out of the turret,
Above the Traveller's head;

And he smote upon the door again a second time;
"Is there anybody there?" he said.

But no one descended the Traveller;
No head from théeaf-fringed sill

Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,
Where he stood perplexed and still.

But only a host of phantom listeners
That dwelt in the lone house then

Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight
To that voice from the world ahen:

Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair,
That goes down to the empty hall,

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken
By the lonely Traveller's call.

And he felt in his heart their strangeness,
Their stillness answering his cry,

While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,
‘Neath the starred and leafy sky;

For he suddenly smote on the door, even
Louder, and lifted his head:

"Tell them | came, and no one answered
That | kept my word," he said.

Never thdeast stir made the listerser
Though every word he spake

Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house
From the one man left awake:

Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,

And how the silence surged softlydkavard,
When the plungingdofs were gone.
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Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad& (Continued)
THE EXPRESS - Stephen Spender

After the first powerful plain manifesto,

The black statement of pistons, without more fuss
But gliding likea queen, she leaves ttation.
Without bowing and with restrained unconcern
She passes the houses which humbly crowd outside,
The gasworks and at last the heavy page

Of death, printed by gravestones in the cemetery.
Beyond the town there lies the opeountry

Where, gatheng speed, she acquires mystery,
The luminous selpossession of ships on ocean.

It is now she begins to singt first quite low,

Then loud, and at last with a jazzy madness

The song of her whistle screaming at curves,

Of deafening tunnels, brakeéanumerable bolts.
And always light, aerial, underneath

Goes the elate metre of her wheels.

Steaming through metal landscape on her lines
She plunges new eras of wild happiness

Where speed throws up strange shapes, broad curves
And parallels clean li the steel of guns.

At last, further than Edinburgh or Rome,

Beyond the crest of the world, she reaches night
Where only a low streamline brightness

Of phosphorus on the tossing hills is white.

Ah, like a comet through flame slmoves entranced
Wrapt in her music no bird song, no, nor bough
Breaking with honey buds, shall ever equal.

Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad& (Continued)
IF THE WORLD WAS CRAZY - Shel Silverstai

If the world was crazy, you knw what I'd eat?

A big slice of soup and a whole quart of meat,

A lemonade sandwich, and then | might try

Some roasted ice cream or a bicycle pie,

A nice notebook salad, an underwear roast,

An omelet of hats and somasp cardboard toast,

A thick mdted milk made from pencils and daisies,
And that's what I'd eat if the world was crazy.

If the world was crazy, you know what I'd wear?

A chocolate suit and a tie of eclair,

Some marshmallow earmuffs, some licorice shoe
And I'd read a paper of pepp&nt news.

I'd call the boys "Suzy" and I'd call the girls "Harry,"
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I'd talk through my ears, and | always would carry
A paper umbrella for when it grew hazy
To keep in the rain, if the world was crazy.

If the world was crazy, you know what I'd do?

I'd walk on the ocean and swim in my shoe,

I'd fly through the ground and I'd skip through the air,
I'd run down the bathtub and bathe on the stair.
When | met somebody I'd say "G'bye, Joe,"

And when | was leavingthen I'd say "Hello."

And the greatesif men would be silly and lazy

| would be king. . . if the world was crazy.

Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad& (Continued)
| AM A CANADIAN i Duke Redbird

|l dm a | obst ewfouhdlasdh er man i n Ne

|l 6m a cl ambake i n P.E. /I

|l 6mpiani c, |l 6m a banquet

l Om my mot herds homemade pi e

|l 6m a few drafts in a Legion hal/l in Frede
| 6 m dlyerkn atfiedd in Moncton

|l 6m a nap on the porch after a hard dayods
|l m a snowball fight in Truro, Nova Scoti a
| 6 m s ma lyihg jakks dnd skipding rope

|l 6m a mot her who | ost a son in the |l ast gr
And I 6m a bride with a brand new ring

And a chest of hope

|l Om an Easterner

|l m a Westerner

|l 6m from the North

| 6 rom the South

|l 6ve swum in two big oceans

And | 6ve botbved t hem
I'm a clown in Quebec during carnival
I'm a mass in the cathedral of St. Paul
I'm a hockey game in the forum

I'm Rocket Richard and Jean Beliveau
I'm a coach for little league Expos

I'm a bdysitter for sleep defying rascals
I'm a canoe trip down th@ttawa

I'm a holiday on the Trent

I'm a mortgage, I'm a loan

I'm last week's unpaid rent

|l 6m Yorkville after dark
|l 6m a wal k in the park

| 6m Wi nneypeg gol d

| 6 m amadeatroud fly

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Pagel196 Resource ManualQomprehensive



| 6 mvheatfield and a sunset

Under a prairie sky

| &m Sir Jandch A. Mac d

| 6m Al exander Graham Bell

| 6 m awow dancer

And 1 6m Louis Riel

|l 6m t he Calgary Stampede

|l &dm a feather Sarcee

| 6m Edmonton at night

| 6 m -eoonbfight

|l 6m a rigger, |l 6m a cat

| 6 nten gallon hat

And an unnamed mountain in the interior of B.C.

| @ a maple tree and a totem pole

| &m sunshine showers

| 6 m -tutflewelrs

|l 6m a ferry boat ride to the I sl and
|l &m t he Yukon

| &m t he Nort hwest Territories

I'm the Arctic Ocean, and the Beartf8ea
I'm the prairies, I'm the Great Lakes

I'm the Rockies, I'nthe Laurentians

| am French

| am English

And I'm Métis

But more than this

Above all this

| am Canadian and proud to be free.

Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad& (Continued)
MENDING WALL 71 Robert Frost

Something there is that doé&dove a wall,

That sends the frozegroundswell under it,

And spills the upper boulders in the sun,

And makes gaps evewd can pass abreast.
The work of hunters is another thing:

| have come after them and made repair
Where they have left not oiséone on a stone,
But they would have the rabbit out of hiding,
To please the yelping dogs. The gaps | mean,
No one has seethem made or heard them made,
But at spring mendingme we find them there.
| let my neighbour know beyond the hill;

And ona day we meet to walk the line

And set the wall between us once again.

We keep the wall between us as we go.

To each the hdders that have fallen to each.
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And some are loaves and some so nearly balls
We have to use a spell to make them balance:
'Stay where you are until our backs are turned!
We wear our fingers rough with handling them.
Oh, just another kind of owtoorgame,

One on a side. It comes to little more:

There where it is we do not need the wall:

He is all pine and | am apple orcar

My apple trees will never get across

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him.
He only says, 'Good fences make goetghbours'.
Spring is the mischief in me, and | wonder

If I could put a notion in his head:

'Why do they make good neighbo@rsn't it
Where there are cows?

But here there are no cows.

Before | built a wall I'd ask to know

What | was walling in owalling out,

And to whom | was like to give offence.
Something there is that doesn't love a wall,
That wants it down.' | codlsay 'Elves' to him,
But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather

He said it for himself. | see him there

Bringing a stone gisped firmly by the top

In each hand, like an olstone savage armed.
He moves in darkness as it seems to me~

Not of woods on} and the shade of trees.

He will not go behind his father's saying,

And he likes having thought of it so well

He says agaif'Good fences make good neighbours."

Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad& (Continued)
MUSIC WITH WORDS - Annemarie Ewing

Here he played...
With a booma-lang-a-boogie
and a boore-lang-a-woogie
with a ruba-dub-dub
a ptya-na for a tub
Whacha call that, man? What, man? That, man!
Noise |i ke someone rollind blowindé balls
Noise like fock@ | ocomoti ves | oose on a grade
Call that music, man? Mr. Pine Top spat
On his hands like he was gonna pound
Themivories with a spade.
Cal | it sumpind in between a stampede and
Cal I it sumpind |l ets a glory in the blood
Call it boogie woo@. Mr. Pine Top calls it that.
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Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Grad8 (Continued)
WELCOME -Sean OO6HuUi gin

this is a poem

for those who are brave
it starts at the mouth

of a very old cave

a goblin will greet you

as you walk in

his har long and greasy
and his green teeth agrin
his eyes red and tiny

his face grey and mean

hedél |l grab at your hand

and let out a scream

hedl | |l ead you down tunnel s
much darker than night

heél |l take you past monsters

that will try to bite

the toes off yourdotsies

the ears off your head

you soon will start wishing

youdd stayed home in bed

worms wet and slimy

will crawl up your back

and as you go further

it really gets black

you canébét see a thing
and all you can hear

is a creaky old voice

t hat samysdeaii c om

|l et 6s see i f youdbre chunky
l et 6s feel if youdbre fat
|l 6m hungry today

NO

STOP

DON6T GO BACKDO

but if you are clever

youoll get out of there

or youol| end in some stomach
no one knows where

Class D808 CHORAL SPEAKING Choral Speaking, Gade8 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR GRADES NINE AND TEN

Class D901 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grade3 an 10
THE THREE TALL MEN - Thomas Hardy

THE FIRST TAPPING

"What's that tapping at night: tack, tack,
In some housi the street at the back?"

"0, 'tis a man who, when he has leisure,

Is making hinself a coffin to measure.

He's so very tall that no carpenter

Will make it long enough, he's in fear.

His father's was shockingly short for his limb
And it made a deepripressionom i m. 0

THE SECOND TAPPING

"That tapping has begun again,
Which ceased a year back, or near then ?"

"Yes, 'tis the man you heard before

Making his coffin. The first scarce done

His brother died- his only one-

And, being of his own hght, or more,

He used it for him; for hevas afraid

He'd not get a long enough one quick made.
He's making a second now, to fit

Himself when there shall be need for it.
Carpenters work so by rule of thumb

That they make mistakes when orders come."

THE THIRD TAPPING

"It's strange, but yeatsack, when | was here,

| used to notice a tapping near;

A man was making a coffin at night,

And he made a second, if | am right?

1 have heard again the sefime tapping

Yes, late last nightor was | napping?"”

"O no. It's the same man. He made one
Which his brother had; and a second was done
For himself, as he thought. But lately his son,
As tall as he, died; aye, and as trim,

And his sorrowful father bestowed it on him.
And now the man is making a third,

To be used for himself when he is intsr"
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"Many years later was brought to me
News that the man had died at sea."

Class D901 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grades and 10 (Continued)
ITHAKA - Cavafy

When you set out for Ithaka

ask that your &y be long,

full of adventure, full ofnstruction.

The Laistrygonians" and the Cyclops,
angry Poseidowlo not fear them:

such as these you will never find

as long as your thought is lofty, as long as a rare
emotion touch your spirit and your body.
The Laistrygonians and the Cyclops,
angryPoseidoryou will not meet them
unless you carry them in your soul,

unless your soul raise them up before you.

Ask that your way be long.

At many a summer dawn to enter

--with what gratitude, what joy

ports sen for the first time;

to stop at Phoenician trading centres,

and to buy good merchandise,

mother of pearl and coral, amber and ebony,
and sensuous perfumes of every kind,
sensuous perfumes as lavishly as you can;
to visit many Egyptian cities,

to gatler stores of knowledgeom the learned.

Have Ithaka always in your mind.

Your arrival there is what you are destined for.
But do not in the least hurry the journey.
Better that it last for years,

so that when you reach the island you are old,
rich with all you have gainedn the way,

not expecting Ithaka to give you wealth.

Ithaka gave you the splendid journey.
Without her you would not have set out.
She hasn't anything else to give you.

And if you find her poor, Ithaka has not deceived you.
So wise have you become, sifich experience,
that already you will have understood what these Ithakas mean.
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Class D901 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grades and 10 (Continued)
5 WAYS TO KILL A MAN - Edwin Brock

There are many cumbersome ways to&ithan:
you canmake him carry a plank of wood

to the top of a hill and nail him to it. To do this
properly you require a crowd of people
wearing sandals, a cock that crows, a cloak
to dissect, a sponge, some vinegar and one
man to hammer the nails home.

Or you cartake a length of steel,

shaped and chased in a traditional way,

and attempt to pierce the metal cage he wears.
But for this you need white horses,

English trees, men with bows and arrows,

at least two flags, a prince and a

castle to hold youbanquet in.

Dispensing with nobility, you may, if the wind
allows, blow gas at him. But then you need
a mile of mud sliced through with ditches,
not to mention black boots, bomb craters,
more mud, a plague of rats, a dozen songs
and some round hats maofiesteel.

In an age of aeroplanes, you may fly

miles above your victim and dispose of him by

pressing one small switch. All you then

require is an ocean to separate you, two

systems of government, a nationd6s scientis
several factories, a psychopaiid

land that no one needs for several years.

There are, as | began, cumbersome ways

to kill a man. Simpler, direct, and much more neat
is to see that he is living somewhere in the middle
of the twentieth century, and leave him there.
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Class D901 SOL®OETRY' Serious Poetry, Grades and 10 (Continued)
THE ARCTI C | NDI iATNnboSmaFsAIDI6GHAr cy Mc Ge e

We worship the spirit that walks unseen
Through our land of ice and snow:

We know not His face, we know not His place,
But His presence and powse know.

Does the Buffalo need the Pdee word
To find his pathway far?

What guide has he to the hidden ford,
Or where the green pastures are?

Who teacheth the Moose thtae hunter's gun
Is peering out of the shade

Who teacheth the doe atite fawn to run
In the track the Moose has made?

Him do we follow, Him do we fear
The wirit of earth and sky;

Who hears with the Wapiti's eager ear
His poor red children's cry.

Whose whisper we note in every breeze
That stirs the birch cae

Who hangs the reindeer moss on the trees
For the food of the Caribou.

That Spirit we worship who walks unseen
Through our land of ice and snow:

We know not His face, we know not His place,
But His presence and power we know.

Class D901 SOQ POETRYi Serious Poetry, Grades and 10 (Continued)
JASONOG S A NBetBHamilton

She wear s a blackdelet on her left wsi,
Along with other chains anscars.

It reads: AWhati wowHidt el ewaiserDol et ter s.
Her brown hair is dyed jet b3&.

And she was cayht stealing fron Safeway again last Friday.

Her Mom always called her Jules, sort for Julie.

But this girl with the braglet has no name.

She calls her brothealottJason, and heods
She knows this is sad, but she lsautfor him when she can, gehim fed.

And he understands.
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T h eve lad their share of bad times.

Sheds atbhowtghtaki ng of f
Killing herselfi

But then who would throw Jason out of the
Who would look out fohim?

Who would love himifshewern 6t t her e ?

She once took a belt buckle in the eye for him.

She had Awal ked into a dooro for a week af

, running awaye

She lives in a counterfeit world.

She isnd6t really a pereonpeopl gdshehoeghtets
AOne meliseedo umMA terrible waste, o AA worthl

She is never Julie.

Most people wouldndt have guessed that she
for the third time.

Most people woul dnodt bhervmemkillbdeherseléfougearsadge cr i e

She cries more than most people would believe.

Whatwould Jesus do, alone and abused, and afraid?
She honestly doesndét know. Sheds just an a

Class D901 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grades and 10 (Continued)
THE TWO FIRES i Margaret Atwood

Oneg the summer fire

Outsideithe trees melting, returning
to their first red elements

on all sides, cutting me off

from escape or the saving

lake

| sat in the house, raised up
between that shapelesgimg

and my sleemig children

a charm: concentrate on

form, geometry, the human
architecture of the house, square
closed doors, proved roofbeams,
the logic of windows

(the children could not be wakened:
in their calm dreaming
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the trees were straight astill
hadbranches and were green)

The other, the winter

fire inside: the protective roof

shrivelling overhead, the rafters

incandescentll those corners

and straight lines flaming, the carefully

made structure

prisoning us in a cage of blazing bars
the chidren

were awake and crying;

| wrapped them, carried them
outside into the snow.

Then | tried to rescue

what was left of their scorched dream
about the house: blankets,

warm clothes, the singed furniture

of safety cast away with them

in a whitechaos

Two fires in
formed me,

(each refuge fails
us; each danger
becomes a haven)

left charred marks
now around which |
try to grow

Class D901 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grade and 10 (Continued)
ABOUT SCHOOL - Author Unknown

He always wargd to explain things.
But no one cared.
So he drew.

Sometimes he would just draw and it wasn't anything,

He wanted to carve it in stone or write it in the sky.

He would lie out on the grass and look up in the sky

And it would be onljhim andthe sky ad the things inside him that needed saying.

And it was after that he drew the picture.

It was a beautiful picture.

He kept it under his pillow anevould let no one see it.
And he would look at it every night and think about it.
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And when t was darkand his eyes were closglle could see it still
And it was all of him and he loved it.

When he started school he brought it with him.
Not to show to anyone, but just to have with him like a friend.

It was funny about school.

He sat in a square brown dgakt like all the other square
brown desks and he thought it should be red.

And his room was a square brown room.

Like dl the other rooms.

And it was tight and close. And stiff.

He hated to hold the pencil and chalkihhis arm stiff and
his fed flat on the floor, stiff, with the teacher watchiagd watching.

The teacher came and spoke to him..
She told him to wear a tie like all the other boys.
He said he didndét | i ke them and she said i

After tha they drew. And he drew alellow and it was the way he
felt about morning. Arid it was beautiful.

The teacher came and smiled at him

"What 6s this?" she said.
"Why dondét you draw something |i ke Kenbés d
|l sné6t that beauti ful ?2"

After that his nother bought him a tie and hévays drew
airplanes and rockeships like everyone else.

And he threw the old picture away.

And when he lay out alone looking up at the sky, it was big and blue,
and all of everything, but he wasn't anyone.

He was square and brown inside and laisds were stiff.
And he was like everyone else. All the things inside him that
needed sayindidn't need it anymore.

It had stopped pushing. It was crushed.
Stiff.

Like everything else.
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Class D901 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Grades and 10 (Continued)
THE EXECUTION - Alden Nowlan

On the night of the execution
a man at the door

mistook me for the coroner.
"Press," | said.

But he didn't understand. He led me
into the wrong room

where the sheriff greeted me:
"You're late, Padre."

"You'rewrong," | told him. "I'm Press."
"Yes, of course, Reverend Press."
We went down a stairway.

"Ah, Mr. Ellis," said the Deputy.
"Press!" | shouted. But he shoved me
through a black curtain.

The lights were so bright

| couldn't see the faces

of the mersitting

opposite. But, thank Godithought
they can see me!

"Look!" | cried. "Look at my face!
Doesn't anybody know me?"

Then a hood covered my head.
"Don't make it harder for us,” the hangman whispered.

Class D901 SOLO POETRIYSerious Poetry, Gades9 and 10 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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Class D902 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade8 and 10
THE DEATH OF ROMEO AND JULIET - Anonymous

Romeo rode to the sepulchre, 'mong dead folks, bats, and creepers;
And swallowed down the burning dosehenJuliet oped her peepers.
"Are you alive? Or is't your ghost? Speak quick, before 1 go."
"Alive!" she cried, "and kicking too; art thou my Rom&o?

"It is your Romeo, my faded little blossum;

O Juliet! is it possible that you were acting possum?”

"I was indeed; now let's go home; pa's spite will have abated;

What ails you, love, you stagger so; are you intoxicated?"

"No, no, my duck; | took som&tuff that caused a little fit;"

He struggled hard to tell her all, but couldn't, so he quit.

In shorter timehan't takes a lamb to wag his tail, or jump,

Poor Romeo was stiff and pale as any whitewashed pump.

Then Juliet seized that awful knife, andher bosom stuck it,

Let out a most terrific yell, fell down, and kicked the bucket.

Class D902 SOLO POETRI Humorous Poetry, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
A TRIP TO MORROW - Anonymous

| started on a journey just about a week ago

For the little town of Morrow in the State of Ohio.

| never was a traveler and really didn't know

That Morrow had been ridiculesdcentury or so.

| went down to the depot for my ticket and applied

For tips regarding Morrow, interviewed the station guide.
Said |, "My friend, | want to go to Morrow and return

Not later than temorrow, for | haven't time to burn.”

Said he to me, "blw let me see, if | have heard you right,
You want to go to Morrow and come backnmrrow night,
You should have gone to Mow yesterday and back-tay,
For if you started yesterday to Morrow, don't you see

You should have got to Morrow and returriegday at three.
The train that started yesterday, now understand me right,
To-day it gets to Morrow and returnsteoorrow nidt. "

"Now if you start to Morrow, you will surely land
To-morrow into Morrow, not taday you understand,

For the train teday to Morrow, if the schedule is right
Will get you into Morrow by about tanorrow night."

Said |, "I guess you know it all, bkindly let me say,

How can | go to Morrow if | leave the town-tiay ?"

Said he, "You cannot go to Morrow any moreday,

For the train that goes to Morrow is a mile upon its way.
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Class D902 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
ANYONE LIVED IN A PRETTY HOW TOWN i e.e. cummings

Anyone lived in a pretty how town

(with up so floating many bells down)

spring summer autumn winter

he sang his didnoét he

Women and men (both little and small)
cared for anyonaot at all

they sowed their isnoét

sun moon stars rain

children guessed (but only a few
and down they forgotsaup they grew
autumn winter spring summer)

that noone loved him more by more

when by now and tree by leaf

she laughed Bijoy she cried his grief

bird by snow and stir by still
anyoneb6s any was all

someones married their everyones
laughed theicryings and did their dance
(sleep wake hope and then) they

said their nevers they slept their dream

stars rain sumoon

(and only the snow can begin to explain
How children are apt to forget to remember
With up so floating many bells down)

One day anyomdied | guess

(and noone stooped to kiss his face)
busy folk buried them side by side
little by little and was by wa

all by all and deep by deep

and more by more they dream their sleep
noone and anyone earth by april

wish by spirit and if by yes.

Womenand men (both dong and ding)
summer autumn winter spring

reaped their sowing and went their came
sun moon stars
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The night washick and hazy

When the "Piccadilly Daisy"

Carried down the crew and captain in the sea;
And | think the water drowned 'em;

For they never, never found 'em,

And | know they didn't come ashore with me.

Oh! 'twas very sad and lonely

When | found myselthe only

Population on this cultivated ste

But I've made a little tavern

In a rocky little cavern,

And | sit and watch for people at the door.

| spent no time in looking

For a girl to do my cooking,

As I'm quite a clever hand at making stews;
But | had that fellow Friday,

Just to keep #tavern tidy,

And to put a Sunday polish on my shoes.

| have a little garden

That I'm cultivating lard in,

As the things | eat are rather tough and dry;
For I live on toasted lizards,

Prickly pears, and peot gizzards,

And I'm really very fond of beetipie.

The clothes | had were furry,

And it made me fret and worry

When | found the moths were eating off the hair;
And | had to scrape and sand 'em,

And | boiled 'em and | tannedre

Till I got the fine morocco suit | wear.

| sometimes seek diversion

In a family excursion

With the few domestic animals you see;
And we take along a carrot

As refreshment for the parrot,

And a little can of jungleberry tea.

Then we gather as weavel,
Bits of mossand dirty gravel,
And we chip off little specimens of stone;
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And we carry home as prizes
Funny bugs, of handy sizes
Just to give the day a scientific tone.

If the roads are wet and muddy

We remain at home and study,

For theGoat is very clever at a sum

And the dog, instead of fighting,

Studies ornamental writing,

While the cat is taking lessons on the drum.

We retire at eleven,

And we rise again at seven;

And | wish to call attention, as | close,
To the fact that all the solars

Are correct about thecollars,

And patrticular in turning out their toes.

Class D902 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
THE OLYMPIAN 7T Gordon Korman

I'm going to practice every day,

I'm going to train like mad,

I'll be the best Olympian my couy ever had.
I've got the guts, the will to win,

Tenacity , | think.

There's just one thing to hold me back

At every sport | stink.

I'll start with gold in pole vault,

Run and plant the stick and fly

(I'm asking the officials not to put the bar so hjgh
And then I'll throw the discus,

I've got confidence galore.

Why, just last week when practicing

| shattered our glass door .

And for the pool I'm eating right,
And keeping fit and trim.
To get that breaststroke medal, | might even learn to swim.

Of course, I'll sweep the track events
Just like a shooting star,

I'll even win the marathon

| hope it's not too far!

I'm trying out for basketball
'‘Cause it's my favourite sport.
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| know that | can He the tearmalthough I'm very short

In boxing I'll accept a bronze,

| don't expect the gold.

My sister knocked me out last week;
She's only three years old.

I'll win the weightlifting events
Although I'm not too strong,
Those medals are so heavy, I'lllnggebefore too long.

As for fencing, all oppoeents

better be "en garde”,

| almost stabbed my dad last week
While training in the yard.

I'll shatter the cycling records.
My opponents, to their sorrow,
Don't realize my training wheels
are coming off tomorrow.

And to this stack of medals,

I'll just have to add one more:
Decathlorl can't miss, since I've
Won every sport before.

I'11 be a hit. There's just one snag
| have to work out first.

Of all the people trying out,

| know I'll be the worst.

| almost hear the anthem,

Yes, my life's in pdect synch,
Except for that one tiny flaw

At every sport | stink.

Class D902 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
YAWN - Sean O. Huigan

you know

i think

my favourite
thing in

the world

IS

a

YAWN

i mean
everybody
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does it
even
lizards
and
crocodiles
and i bet
if we only
knew
how

trees and
dandelions
do it too

as a matter
of fact

i bet

that when
all those
little
dandelion
fluffs blow
away
itods
because
the dandelion
parent had
a great

big YAWN

and do you
know what
else is

great

YAWNS

are catching

i mean

when you
YAWN
theneverybody
(or just about)
around you
YAWNS

and it
doesndét even
hurt

what a great
thing to give

to the world
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a
YAWN

i bet

if all those
soldiers lined
up

facing each
other from

all the
countries
everywlere

in the world
and they were
all mad at
eachother

i bet that

if just one

of them
YAWNED

the whole
world would be
safe

or
just imagine
if some bully
comes up

to you and
wants to
start a fight
just imagine
after all

the tough
stuff

all the
pushing
andmaking
faces

just imagine
if

just when he
was going to
pound you
you let out

a great big
YAWN
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well

if that

di dndét stop
him then

even if

he hit you

his fist

would go

right into

the middle

of your

YAWN and if you
wanted to

you could bite

it off

of course

you woul dnoét
have to

0 c aevearybody
would be
laughing so

hard

the fight would
be over

now
if you sneezed
at the same
time

imagine what
might

happen

Class D902 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
A THRENODY 71 George T. Lanign

The Ahkoond of Swat@ead.i London Papers
WHAT, what, what,
What 6s the news from Swat ?

Sad news,
Bad news,
Comes by the cable led
Through the I ndian Oceanb6s bed

Through the Persian Gulf, the Red
Sea and the M&d

lterranead he 6 s dead;
The Ahkoonds dead!

Rainy River District
Festival of the Performing Arts Page215 Resource ManualQomprehensive



For the Ahkoond mourn.
Who woul dnét ?
He strove to disregard the message stern,
But he Ahkoondnoét .
Dead, dead, dead:;
(Sorrow, Swats!)
Swats whadé hae wi 6 Ahkoond bl ed,
Swats whom he had often led
Onward to a gory bed,
Or to victory,
As the @se might be,
SorrowSwats!
Tears shed,
Shed tears like water,
Your great Ahkoond is dead!
That 6s Swatds the matter!

Mourn city of Swat!
Your great Ahkoond is not,
But | ain o6mid worms to rot:
His mortal part alone, his soul was caught
(Because he wasgnod Ahkoond)
Up to he bosom of Mahound.
Though earthly walls his frame surround
(Forever hallowed be the ground!)
And skeptics mock the lowly mound
And say, fiHedébs now of no Ahkoond! o
(His soul is in the skies!)
The azure skies that bend about his loved
Metropolis ofSwat
He sees with larger, other eyes,
Athwart all earthly mysteriés
He knows whatos Swat.

Let Swat bury the great Ahkoond
With a noise of mourning and lamentation!
Let Swat bury the great Ahkoond
With the noise of mourning the Swattishtion!
Fallenis at length
Its tower of strength,
Its sun is dimmed ere it had nooned:
Dead lies the great Ahkoond,
The great Ahkoond of Swat
is not!
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Class D902 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
MIA CARLOTTA -T. A. Daky

Giuseppe, da barber, ees greata for ‘'mash,
He gotta da bigga, da blacka mustache,
Good clo'es anl good styla an' playnta good cash.

W'enevra Giuseppe ees walk on da street,
Da people dey talka, 'how nobby! how neat!
How softa da handa, how smalla fet.

He raisa hees hat @ne shaka hees curls,
An' smila weeth teetha so shiny like pearls;
0! many da heart of da seelly young girls

He gotta.

Yes, playnta he gotta

But notta

Carlotta!

Giuseppe, da barbereimaka da eye,

An' lika de stem engine puffa ani sigh,

For catcha Carlotta wren she ees go by.

Carlotta she waka weeth nose in da air,

And | ook throughlawagstareseppe weeth far
As eff she no see dere ees somebody dere..

Giuseppe, da barber, getta da cash,
Hegottadacloes and da bigga mustache,
He gotta da seelly young girls for da 'mash,

But notta-

You bat my life, notta

Carlotta

| gotta!

Class D902 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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Class D904 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Grade8 and 10
MY DECLARATION OF SELF -ESTEEM - Virginia Satir

| am me.

In all the world, there is no one elsractly like me. There are people who have
some parts like me but no one adds up exactly like me. Thereforethavgityatcomes
out of me is authentically mine because | alone choose it.

| own everything about memy body, including everything does; my mind,
including all my thoughts and ideas; my eyes, including the images of all they behold; my
feelings, whatever thayight be- anger, joy, frustration, love, disappointment; ex
citement; my mouth and all the words that come out-gbdlite, sweet and rough,
correct or incorrect; my voice, loud and soft; all my actions, whether they be to others or
myself.

| own myfantasies, my dreams, my hopes, my fears.
| own all my triumphs and successes, all my failures and mistakes.

Because | owmll of me, | can become intimately acquainted with me. By so
doing, | can love me and be friendly with me in all my partsanlthen make it possible
for all of me to work in my best interests.

| know there are aspects about myself that puzzle megthed aspects that | do not
know. But as long as | am friendly and loving to myself, | can cooraig and
hopefully look fa the solutions to the puzzles and for ways to find out more about me.

However | look and sound, whatever | say and do, aratevier | think and feel at
a given moment in time is me. This is authentic and represents where | am at that
moment in time.

When | review later how | looked and sounded, what | said and did, and how |
thought and felt, some parts may turn out to bétimg. | can discard that which is
unfitting and keep that which proved fitting, and invent something new for that which |
discarded.

| can see, hear, feel, think, say and do. | have the tools to survive, to be close to
others, to be prodtige, tomake sense and order out of the world of people and things
outside of me.

| own me and therefore | can engineer me.

| am me ad | am okay.
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Class D904 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 10 (Continued)
Excerpt fromTO KILL A MOCKINGBIRD - Harper Lee

Atticus was in the middle of Windy Seaton's column one evening when the
telephone rang.

He answered it, then weto the hat rack in the hall. "I'm going down to Mrs.
Dubose's for a while," he said. "l won't be long."

But Atticus stayd away until long past my bedtime. When he returned he was
carrying a candy box. Atticus sat down in the livingroom and pubaleon the floor
beside his chair.

"What'd she want?" asked Jem.

We had not seen Mrs. Dubose for over a month. She was oe the porch any
more when we passed.

"She's dead, son," said Atticus. "She died a few minutes ago."
"Oh," said Jem. "We"

"Well is right," said Atticus. "She's not suffering any more. She was sick for a
long time. Son, didn't you know whiagér fits were?"

Jem shook his head.

"Mrs. Dubose was a morphine addict,” said Atticus. "She took it as «itlamfor
yeas. The doctor put her on it. She'd have spent the rest of her life on it and died
without so much agony, but she was toatrary- "

ASir?o0 said Jem.

Atticus said, "Just before your escapade she called me to make her will. Dr.
Reynolds told her ghhad only a few months left. Her business affairs were in perfect
order but she said, ordeaxThée're’' s still one

"What was that?" Jem was perplexed.

"She said she was going to leave this world beholden to nothing and nobody. Jem,
when you're sick as she was, it's all right to take anything to make it easier, but it wasn't
all right for her. She said slhmeant to break herself of it before she died, and that's what
she did."

Jem said, "You mean that's what her fits were?"

"Yes,that's what they were. Most of the time you were reading to her | doubt if she
heard a word you said. Her whole mind andywere concentrated on that alarm clock.
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If you hadn't fallen into her hands, I'd have made you go read to her anyway. Itveay ha
been some distraction. There was another reason

"Did she die free?" asked Jem.

"As the mountain air,” said Atticu "She was conscious to the last, almost.
Conscious," he smiled, "and cantankerous. She still disapproved heartily of my doings,
and said I'd probably spend the rest of my life bailing you out of jail. She had Jessie fix
you this box- "

Atticus rezhed down and picked up the candy box. He handed it to Jem.

Jem opened the box. Inside, surrounded by wads of damp cottonywhés,a
waxy, perfect camellia. It was a Sn@r-the-Mountain.

Jem's eyes nearly popped out of his head. "Old helldddihelldevil!" he
screamed, flinging it down. "Why can't she leave me alone?"

In a flash Atticus was up and standing over hiram buried his face in Atticus's
shirt front. "Shh," he said. "I think that was her way of telling yoeverything's k
right now, Jem, everything's all right. You know, she was a great lady."

"A lady?" Jem raised his head. His face was scathter all those things she
said about you, a lady?"

"She was. She had her own views about things, a lot different from mine, maybe .
.. son, | told you that if you hadn't lost your head I'd have made you go read to her. |
wanted you to see sometg about her | wanted you to see what real couragenstead
of getting the idea that courage is a man with a gun in his hand. It's when you know
you're licked before you begin but you begin anyway and you see it through no matter
what. You rarely \wn, but sometimes you do. Mrs. Dubose won, all nkegat pounds
of her. According to her views, she died beholden to nothing and nobody. She was the
bravest person | ever knew."

Class D904 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 10 (Continued)
Excerpt from ORYX AND CRAKE - Margaret Atwood

~

AWhéast t hat for?0 said the voice of Ji mmyods

AWedve done it, o0 said Jimmyds fatheros voi
scuffl e: may bssnerhed6d tried to kis

ADone what?0

Pop of the champagnwoodétkbi i€omeuon, A pau
out. Yes: the clink of glasses. fiHereds t
ADone what ? | need to know what 1 6m drinki
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Another pause: Jimmy pictured his fathersavalli ng, hi s Adamés appl e
down, bobbitybobble.i | t 6 s -“ebeaeratiom projext. We now have genuine human
neccortex tissue growing in the pigoon. Finally, after all those duds! Think of the
possibilities, for stroke victims, andéo

AThsatadl | we need, 0 sai d Ji mrhy&d nmotolferp.i gisMcC
we have enough of those already?

ACanb6ét you be positive, |jtuisg ifoornongaedd, Altlft
goodnot hi ngés ever good oenough, according to

Positive about what ? Tehwaytonpofiadunenot hought
esperate people?0 said Jidnmeaydice. mot her i n

O

1]

God, youbre cynicall!o

1]

No, you are. You and your s mahewhoeartners.
it

r
rgani zation isewspng|] Bbhdsyauméinalv . O

(@)

=]

We can give people hope. Hope isnbét rippi

AAt NooSkins prices it is. You hype your w
run out of c¢as h, ntafordchem. Thewcamrat asrfaoas gou and yart me
pals are concerned. Dondét you remember the
to do? Making life better for peopien ot j ust peopl e with money.
you had ideals, then. o

ASur a, disanybés father i nt at htem.e dl vjou scte ,c afinl 6o
been mul I i
geveds n. A
re interfer.i
tosé sacril

A pause. Jimmyds mother mustov
a sign that she wasndét going t
research. Whiahispiglwmaud®r ehidoegngYou
bl

A

ocks of | i fe. ltds i mmor al

—Ooo o

Bangon the table. Not his hand. The bottl e?

you been listeningpt? Youdr e an educat eydo upresresiofn!, Iytobus ¢
proteins, you know that! Thereds nothing s
Al 6m familiar with the theory. o

AAnyway itdés been paying f or oodoruyourtabteom and
Youbre hardlyake ahposwighogrooand. o

Al know, 06 said Jimmydéds mot herds voice. f@Be
Why candét you get a job doing something ho

ALIi ke what amd Iwiakne wileerteo? di g ditches?0¢é
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Maybe there wouldbe action, broken glass. He felt afraithat cold lump in his stomach
was back again but he also felt compelled to listen. If there was going to be a
catastrophe, some final collapse, he needed to sstihe

Nothing happened though, there was just the sound of footsteps going out of the room.

Which one of them? Whoever it was could now come upstairs and check to make sure
Jimmy was asl eep and hadndét heardfic Then th
Paremt i ng checkli st they both carted around I
did that made Jimmy so angry, it was the good stuff. The stuff that was supposed to be

good, or good enough for him. The stuff they patted themselves onckefbaThey

knew nothing about him, what he liked, what he hated, what he longed for. They thought

he was only what they could see. A nice boy but a bit of a goof, a bit of acshdvot

the brightest star in the universe, not a numbers person, bat gou t hdive @verything

you wanted and at | east he wasndét a tot al
|l i ke a |l ot of boys his age, so ttawuechch wood.
woodas i f Ji mmy was b ounsdbutteo é§ uwsatn dheard nodftf gtohte

it yet. About the different, secret person living inside him they knew nothing at all.

Class D904 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 10 (Continued)
Excerpt fromJONATHAN LIVINGSTON SEAGULL - Richard Bach

By sunup, Jonathan Gull was practicing again. From five thousand feet the fishing
boats were specks in the flat blue water, Breakfast Flock was a faint cloud of dust motes,
circling.

He was alive, trembling ever so slightly with delighripud that higear was
under control. Then without ceremony he hugged in his forewings, extended his short,
angled wingtips, and plunged directly toward the sea. By the time he passed four
thousand feet he had reached terminal velocity, the wind wdsl deating wall of
sound against which he could move no faster. He was flying now straight down, at two
hundred fourteen miles per houte swallowed, knowing that if his wings unfolded at
that speed he'd be blown into a million tiny shreds of seaguillti® speed vsapower,
and the speed was joy, and the speed was pure beauty.

He began his pullout at a thousand feet, wingtips thudding and blurring in that
gigantic wind, the boat and the crowd of gulfs tilting and growing mdgety directly in
his path.

He couldrt stop; he didn't know yet even how to turn at that speed.
Collision would be instant death.
And so he shut his eyes.

It happened that morning, then, just after sunrise, thatian Livingston
Seagull fireddirectly through the centref Breakfast Fbck, ticking off two hundred
twelve miles per hour, eyes closed, in a great roaring shriek of wind and feathers. The
Gull of Fortune smiled upon him this once, and no one was killed.

By the time he had pulled his beak straight up theosky he was stiicorching
along at a hundred and sixty miles per hour. When he had slowed to twenty and stretched
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his wings again at last, the boat was a crumb on the sea, four thousand feet below.

His thought was triumph. Terminal velocity! A sedailtwo hundred fotteen
miles per hourlt was a breakthrough, the greatest single moment in the history of the
Flock, and in that moment a new age opened for Jonathan Gull.

Class D904 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 10 (Continued)
Excerpt fromTHE CALL OF THE WILD - Chapter VI- For the Love of a ManJack London

He was older than the days he had seen and the breaths he had drawn. He linked
the past with the present, and the eternity behind him throbbed through him in a mighty
rhythm to which hewayed as the tides and seasons swayed. He sat by John Thornton's
fire, a broaebreasted dog, whittanged and londurred; but behind him were the shades
of all manner of dogs, haWfolves and wild wolves, urgent and prompting, tastirey
savor of the mat he ate, thirsting for the water he drank, scenting the wind with him,
listening with him and telling him the sounds made by the wild life in the forest, dictating
his moods, directing his actions, lying down to sleep with him whéayhdown, and
dreaning with him and beyond him and becoming themselves the stuff of his dreams.

So peremptorily did these shades beckon him, that each day mankind and the claims
of mankind slipped farther from him. Deep in the forest a call was soyradid@s often
as heheard this call, mysteriously thrilling and luring, he felt compelled to turn his back
upon the fire and the beaten earth around it, and to plunge into the forest, and on and on,
he knew not where or why; nor did he wonder where or, Wieycall sounding
imperiously, deep in the forest. But as often as he gained the soft unbroken earth and the
green shade, the love for John Thornton drew him back to the fire again.

Thornton alone held him. The rest of mankind was as nothing. Ctrame#lers
might prase or pet him; but he was cold under it all, and from a too demonstrative man
he would get up and walk away. When Thornton's partners, Hans and Pete, arrived on
the longexpected raft, Buck refused to notice them till he learnedwileeg close to
Thornon; after that he tolerated them in a passive sort of way, accepting favors from
them as though he favored them by accepting....

For Thornton, however, his love seemed to grow and grow. He, alone among men,
coul d put a spackikthesspnongrav@ling: Na@thing was too great for
Buck to do, when Thornton commanded. One day... the men and dogs were sitting on the
crest of a cliff which fell away, straight down, to naked-beck three hundred feet
below. John Thornton wgasitting near thedge, Buck at his shoulder. A thoughtless
whim seized Thornton, and he drew the attention of Hans and Pete to the experiment he
had in mind. AJump, Buck! o0 he commanded,
next instant he was gppling with Buck orthe extreme edge, while Hans and Pete were
dragging them back into safety.

Altés uncanny, 0 Pete said, after 1t was ¢

Thornton shook his head. A No ,oukndw,iti s s pl e
sometime makes me afraid. o

Al 6m not hankering to be the man that | a\)
announced conclusively, nodding his head toward Buck.
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Class D904 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 10 (Continued)
Excerpt fromTHE GRAPES OF WRATH - John Steinbeck

To the red country and part of the gray country of Oklahoma the last rains came
gently, and they did not cut the scarred earth. The plows crossed and recrossed the rivulet
marks. The last rains lifted tloern quickly and sctgred weed colonies and grass along
the sides of the roads so that the gray country and the dark red country began to disappear
under a green cover. In the last part of May the sky grew pale and the clouds that had
hung in high puffdor so long in the sjmg were dissipated. The sun flared down on the
growing corn day after day until a line of brown spread along the edge of each green
bayonet. The clouds appeared, and went away, and in a while they did not try any more.
The weeds grewarker green to protéthemselves, and they did not spread any more.

The surface of the earth crusted, a thin hard crust, and as the sky became pale, so the
earth became pale, pink in the red country and white in the gray country.

In the watercut gulies the earth dusteaan in dry little streams. Gophers and
ant lions started small avalanches. And as the sharp sun struck day after day, the leaves of
the young corn became less stiff and erect; they bent in a curve at first, and then, as the
central rbs of strength grew ved, each leaf tilted downward. Then it was June, and the
sun shone more fiercely. The brown lines on the corn leaves widened and moved in on
the central ribs. The weeds frayed and edged back toward their roots. The air was thin and
the sky more pale; andrery day the earth paled.

In the roads where the teams moved, where the wheels milled the ground and the
hooves of the horses beat the ground, the dirt crust broke and the dust formed. Every
moving thing lifted the dust into theraa walking man liftd a thin layer as high as his
waist, and a wagon lifted the dust as high as the fence tops, and an automobile boiled a
cloud behind it. The dust was long in settling back again.

When June was half gone, the big clouds moved upfolgxas and the Gulf,
high heavy clouds, raiheads. The men in the fields looked up at the clouds and sniffed
at them and held wet fingers up to sense the wind. And the horses were nervous while the
clouds were up. The raimeads dropped a little spattegiand hurried on tcosne other
country. Behind them the sky was pale again and the sun flared. In the dust there were
drop craters where the rain had fallen, and there were clean splashes on the corn, and that
was all.

A gentle wind followed the rain auds, driving them onorthward, a wind that
softly clashed the drying corn. A day went by and the wind increased, steady, unbroken
by gusts. The dust from the roads fluffed up and spread out and fell on the weeds beside
the fields, and fell into the fietda little way. Now th wind grew strong and hard and it
worked at the rain crust in the corn fields. Little by little the sky was darkened by the
mixing dust, and the wind felt over the earth, loosened the dust, and carried it away. The
wind grew strongerThe rain crust brokand the dust lifted up out of the fields and drove
gray plumes into the air like sluggish smoke. The corn threshed the wind and made a dry,
rushing sound. The finest dust did not settle back to earth now, but disappeared into the
daikening sky.
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The windgrew stronger, whisked under stones, carried up straws and old leaves,
and even little clods, marking its course as it sailed across the fields. The air and the sky
darkened and through them the sun shone redly, and there wastagaw the air.

During the night the wind raced faster over the land, dug cunningly among the rootlets of
the corn, and the corn fought the wind with its weakened leaves until the roots were freed
by the prying wind and then each stalk settled wearilgveays toward the eartind

pointed the direction of the wind.

The dawn came, but no day. In the gray sky a red sun appeared, a dim red circle
that gave a little light, like dusk; and as that day advanced, the dusk slipped back toward
darkness, and the md cried and whimpereaver the fallen corn.

Class D904 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 10 (Continued)
THE YELLOW WALLPAPER i Charlotte Perkins Gilman

It is the strangest yellow, that wallpaper! It makes me think of all the yellogshiever
sawi not beutiful ones like buttercups, but old, foul, bad yellow things.

But there is something else about that paplee smell! | noticed it the moment we came
into the room but with so much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have hai afwe
fog and rain, ath whether the windows are open or not, the smell is here.

It creeps all over the house.

| find it hovering in the diningoom, skulking in the parlour, hiding in the hall, lying in
wait for me in the stairs.

It gets into myhair.

Even when | go to ridef | turn my head suddenly and surprise there is that smell!
Such a peculiar odour, too! | have spent hours in trying to analyze it, to find what it
smelled like.

It is not bad' at firsti and very gentle, but quite tisebtlest, most enduring odoluever
met.

In this damp weather it is awful. | wake up in the night and find it hanging over me.
It used to disturb me at first. | thought seriously of burning the hiotseeach the smell!

But now | am used to it. Thenly thing I can think of that is like is thecolor of the
paper! A yellow smell.

There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the mopboard.A streak that runs
round the room. It goes behind every piece of furniture, except the bed, aréoglgtst
evensmoochas if ithad been rubbed over and over.

| wonder how it was done and who did it. And what they did it for. Round and round and
roundi round and round and rouiidt makes me dizzy!
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| really have discovered something at last.
Throughwatching so much at night,hen it changes so, | have finally found out.

The front pattermloesmovei and no wonder! The woman behind shakes it!

Sometimes | think there are a great many women behind, and sometimes only one, and
she crawls around fastnd her crawling shakes it aver.

Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and in the very shady spots she just takes
hold of the bars and shakes them hard.

And she is all the time trying to climb through. But nobody could climb through that
pattern- it strangles so; | tink that is why it has so many heads.
They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off and turns them upside down,
and makes their eyes white!
If those heads were covered or taken off it would not be half so bad.
| think that woman gets out the daytime!

Class D904 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradesand 10 (Continued)

OWN CHOICE

Class D905 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grade8 and 10

MAN, YOU'RE A GREAT PLAYER - Gary Lautens

Occasionally I run into sports figures acktail parties, on the street, or on their way
to the bank.

"Nice game the other night,” | said to an old hock&yer pal.
"Think so?" he replied.

"You've come a long way since | knew you as a junior."
"How's that?"

"Well, you highstick betterfor one thing- and | think the way you clutch sweaters is
really superb. You may be the best in the league.”

He blushed modestly. "For a time," | confessed, "I never thought you'd get the hang
of it."

"It wasn't easy," he confided. "It took praetiand encouragement. You know
something like spearing doesn't come naturally. It has to be developed.”
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"I'm not inclined to flattery but, in my book, you've got it made. You're a dirty
player.”

"Stop kiddng."
"No, no," l insisted. "I'm not tryig to butter you up. | mean it. When you broke in,
there were flashes of dirty playut you weren't consistent. That's the difference between

a dirty player and merely a colourful one."

"I wish my father were alive to hear you say that,” he said qui€tie would have
been proud.”

"Well, it's true. There isn't a player in the league who knows as many obscene
gestures."

"l admit | have been given a few increases in pay in recent years. Niagatge
seems to be treating me with new respect.”

"You're selling tickets," | said. "You're a gate attraction amet some bum who
only can skate and shoot and the rest of it. Your profanity is beautiful."

"Clmon_”

"No, I'm serious. | don't thinknyone in the league can incite a riot the way you

can.
"I've had a lot of help along the way. You can't make it alone," he stated generously.
"No one does," | said.
"Take that play where | skate up to the referee and standmosse with my fae

turning red. It was my old junior coach who tauglet that. He was the one who used to

toss all the sticks on the ice and throw his hat into the stands and pound his fist on the

boards."

"You were lucky to get that sort of training. A lot of playrever learn the
fundamentals."

"I think there are &w boys in the league who can spit better than me."
"Farther, perhaps, but not more accurately," | corrected.

"Well, thanks anyway. I've always considered it one of my weaknesses."
"Thatlast brawl of yours was perfectly executed. Your sweatsrtara off, you

taunted the crowd, you smashed your stick across the goal posts. Really a picture
Donnybrook."
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"The papers gave me a break. The coverage was outstanding.”

"Do you ever look hAck to the days when you couldn't cut a forehead or pyffa |
insult an official?"

"Everyone gets nostalgic,” he confessed. "It's a good thing | got away from home by
the time | was fifteen. | might never have been any more than @ahdegger, yo know,
a twentygoal man who drifts through life unnoticéd.

"What was the turning point?"

"I had heard prominent sportsmen say that nice guys finish last, and that you have to
beat them in the alley if you hope to beat them in the rink. But ittdiohk in."

"Nobody learns overnight.”

"l wasted a few gars learning to play my wing and to check without using the butt of
the stick. But | noticed | was being passed by. | skated summers to keep in shape,
exercised, kept curfew."”

"Don't tell me. They said you were dull."

"Worse than that. They saidvias clean. It's tough to live down that sort of
reputation.”

| nodded.

"Anyway, during a game in the sticks, | was skating off the e had won five
one and | had scored three goalfie home crowd was pretty listless and there was some
booing Then it happened.”

"What?"

"My big break. My mother was in the stands and she shouted to me. | turned to
wave at her with my hockey stick and | accidentally caught the referee twrdase. He
bled a lot- took ten stitches later."

"Is thatall?"

"Well someone pushed me and | lost my balance and fell on the poor man. A real
brawl started. Luckily, | got credit for the whole thingent to jail overnight, got a
suspensionAnd, talk about fate! A big league scout was in the arereoftédred me a
contract right away."

"It's quite a success story," | said.

"You've got to get the breaks," he replied humbly.
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Class D905 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Graded and10 (Continued)
Excerpt fromWHEN YOU LOOK LIKE YOUR PASSPORT P HOTO, IT'S TIME TO GO
HOME - Erma Bombeck

Vacations fade fast. Their memories are obliterated by little things. You arrive
home to discover your car has died. Neighbours inforntlyepower went off while
you were gone and your freezer will smelkiia fertilizer plant when you open the door.
Somehow, it escaped someone's attention that your garden hose was left running and
floated your house to a new zip code.

If all that doestt take the hats and horns out of your trip, distribution of the
souvenirs will.

Rarely does anyone appreciate what you have gone through to get these gifts home.
They have no meaning. The primitive necklace that yogaiaed for in Tanzania is held
at arm's length by a friend who sniffs, "Is this another one of thesgs that | have to
put in the freezer first to kill bugs?"

Children are the worst. | once babied a large Mexican hat the size of a satellite
dish. It wouldn't fit under the seat ¢he plane or in the overhead bin. | had to wear it
most of the tine. Our son looked at it, said it smelled, and kicked it under his bed.

The fur drum we dragged home for one of them from the Bahamas literally came
alive when we turned the furnace dWe saw it scaling the wall one day.

A couple of years ago when weturned from the Orient, | spread all my souvenirs
out on the dining room table and circled it slowly for hours trying to figure out who
deserved any of it.

My husband came into theam and said, "Did you give the silk kimono to your
mother yet?"

"You know," | said slowly, "I have to think about that. She likes to get dressed as
soon as she rolls out of bed. It would just hang there in her closet. Besides, it's not her
colour so m keeping it for myself."

"You could give her the tea set.”

"I could, but I'm not. 1 don't have a nice tea set, and besides, | heard her say once
that tea upsets her stomach."”

"So you're going with the woodblock print," he said.
"I was until | gd to thinking you would have to have been at the factory to
appreciag all the work that goes into them. Actually, I've got the perfect spot for it in the

living room."

"How about the glass necklace?"
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"You really think so? | don't think Mother hd®e chest for it. I'll keep that for
myself. I'm leaing toward the Tshirt."

"l thought you bought those for your aunts."

"We never see them," | said, "so | kept three for myself and decided to give each of
them a pair of chopsticks."

"Smart idea.They're nice ones. They were expensive."

"On the other hand, | miig have a dinner party with a theme some night. Maybe
I'll give them a Christmas ornament and brochure on the history of the silkworm."

"They'll be choked up."

"What kind of a crak is that! Maybe I'll keep all of the-3hirts and give Mother a
fan."

"l thought you were giving the fan to Brenda who watered your plants and brought
in our mail."

"She's down to boxes of matches from the hotel. Look, it's not how much
something cst, it's the thought that counts.”

"So you're still looking for someing for your mother."

| took the fan out of the box and opened it. It would just fit into my purse and |
could . ..

| saw my husband looking at me. "Is that the best you céor@woman who
gave you life, raised you, and stood by you duringgthed times and the bad times of
your life?"

| threw in a panda bear entwined around a pencil. "Now are you happy?" | asked.
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Class D905 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
ALWAYS DO A CANNONBALL - Gary Dunford

Have you ger stuck your big toe in a lake to test how cold it was?
Ever sit on the edge of a dock, lazily let your foot touch the ®ater

If the answer is yes, you are most certainly dead and not reading this. Huge killer
muskies patrol -Oackdeeps, s waitingrtogelpaytoe lorldigiteand

tug you out to a watery grave. The muskelluhgel gonqui n f ermpikefthat deous
| i ves un dieiga largb, predhaioasksotiyed, freswat er f i sh, f eatu
oval body withaducki | | ed snout full of | arge teeth.

muskie each summer, their cars and coolers of beer quisthipdied among park
rangers. Woodsmen rightly fear them as the Piranha of the north.

Ifyoumusts wi m i n Ont ayymytwoémlesl akes, ob

Do a really big cannonball to scare them away.
Get the hell out of the water within two minutes.

N =

Even then, | cannot guarantee you wi/l
swear something touched you? It was not a stick. Itneta weed. It was...them.
Muskie have a peculiar fondness for tourists from Ohio. Put an orange life vest on a
toddl er and you might just as well write
of water in Ontario without an old pair of tearshoes on my feet and my trusty Muskie
Proof Oven Mittens. Offer no target these hateful, ehitkd murderers cafit into their
mouths. Even protected, | still have bad dreams. | sleep in my socks in summer. Many
expertsi well, okay, mé' believethe Loch Ness Monster is a muskie. You cannot argue
with science.

My own obsession with muskie stems straigbtrfrchildhood. Relativés
especially my cousinis spent most of their summers trying to kill me. | was a city kid
and they were country pple, a meaner strain of the rubes you may have seen in
Deliverance.By day, they lured me ever higher up skyscrapas, or encouraged me to
dive headirst into sixinch-deep swimming holes. They delighted in putting worms,
leeches and crayfish on mBut night was far, far worse. At dark, they took me fishing.

Theydd row a boat do wnurdlesstfetid Sinklle,p er s 6
there to look for huge,slugy ed catfi sh by flashlight.

cousin BoogerwouldyeWhen t hey got one in the boat.
y a! Even pliers wondét get them out!o
Someti meat wbdd bl owfi sh. ADondét touch
demon object would heave about my feet, first as big as a football, thekedldzdl, then
abeakbag chair. AThey got poison skin!o
But bless him Booger let me keep my 10 fingers, 10 litte e s . ADonot
your hand over the side, 0 he warned. A Mu
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better pray your fingerspas of f: ot her wi se a big one wil/
He put the flashlight at his chin and beamed it ismlbse, mugged an awful death face:
Man Eaten by Muskies.

That was the summer | started swimming in shoes and mittens. It was the same
year | stopped snorkeling.

Sun snakes shimmered on the sand bottom
shore. It was a watery wonder world, until | saw...the bones. Right by a big cement
bl ock that safely hel d ibbagewasstillgntadt,ar 6s sai l
hideous hunk of moss or fluff bobbing in the current. It was a partalipmposed

skekton.
AYe gods! o | howled, clawing my way out
muski es! Theyodr e gr ab bCottogailirpeolbably doven'todhe S o me

shore for a first drink that springnatched by his little pink nose and draggetito sea
by the greedy duckabills.

Damn them.
I f | can save one reader a finger this
vain. Aways do a cannonball . Dondét stay in th

friends! Muskies are a menace. | AM N®&IDDING.
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Class D905 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
DONG6T JUST STAMEIMENEHERE

Every artite about Vancouvenentions that you can swim at a fine bathing
beach and half an hour later be skiing up the mountain.

My pride in this remarkable civic achievement has always been nagged by the
fact that | can neither swim nor ski. The things | doifegisleeping, swaring, etc.) |
could do just as well in Big Muddy, Saskatchewan. For years | have felt like a traitor to
my environment, and when people asked me if | swam or skied | have had to give them
an evasive answer, such as fAYes. o0

Last summet decided to learto swim and to ski. It was too late in the season to
learn to swim, but | got busy telling everybody | was going to learn to ski this winter. |
talked this up so much during the fall that by the beginning of the year | felt | had skied,
and | became crital of the other skiers | saw, in the newsreels.

But a couple of weeks ago at the Badminton Club, when | was enjoying the glow
of well-being that always followed my telling somebody | was going to learn to ski,
George, one of my audiemcsaid:
AHowo uatb coming up Holl yburn with me Wedr

| may have flinched a bit, but months of ski talk had given me a certain verbal
agility, and | was able to reply smoothly:

AWell , that sounds | i ke f urkis,otieeemse g e . Un
0

Al can | end you skis, 0 George said.

Al haven't any bebts, o | said. " Otherwi

Al can | end you boots, everything you n

Livid at the monstrous generosity of the man, who after all barely knew me, |
attacked Is qualifications.

3t

|l didn't know you could ski, George, 0
Al 6m an instructor for The Daily Provin
That night | went home from badminton feeling much more tired than usual.

The next Wednesday morning it was raininghoned George.

ARaining, George, o0 | said. fARotten day
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AThat 6s right. Next Wednesday then, oka

The next Wednesday brought a fine, horrible, sunny morning. George picked me
up in his car and we drove to the base ofHbkyburn ski lift. He handed me my skis,
which looked much lighter when he was carrying them, and we joined the cluster of
skiers waiting for chairs.

When my turn came, instead of a chair whirling around the platform there came a
sort of opened baske&beorge held me back, saying:

AnThat onebdbs for the stretcher cases. o0

| caught the chair behind the empty stretcher basket, which preceded me slowly
and confidently up the hill. Swinging 20 to 30 feet above jagged stumps, tieisgy
tumbril gave me @nty of time to brood about the blind confidence people put in
mechanical engineers.
ALook at the view of the city, o George sho

Turning, | saw a magnificent panorama of the city | had been fool enough to
leave. | could pick out the Genekdbspital very easily. | turned back and found a man
waiting to catch me.

In the handsome lodge | put on the ski boots, and a Province photographer who
happened to be up looking for funny pictures suggested he take one of me lying on my
back with my skign the air. | said | didn't want my picture taken like that, so we went out
to the snow, George put on my skis, | tried to move, fell on my back with my skis in the
air, and the photographer took my picture.

A few attempts to keep my balance on skespersuaded me that if skiing wasn't
harder than | had thought the snow certainly was.

After | had fallen enough times to satisfy everybody around that needed a good
laugh, George and | took off our skis for the hike to the Hollyburn Ski Lodge, \utgere
class was waiting. His class was all women. The hills swarmed with women, swooping
about and hammering a few more nails into

Having experienced some difficulty in getting up on skis once my enormous
weighthit the snow, | declined to provide burlesque comedy for a bunch of refrigerated
Amazons. | retired to the cozy interior of the lodge, supplementing the group of fair,
bronzed athletes with my pouchy pallor.

The young lady who gave me my coffee, with fithendliness of the fraternity

said:
ATherebs one thing about skiing, youbre ne:
here skiing. o

I sai-duh ,iddhand made a ment al note to hat
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As George and | started back down thd,tray legs rubbering puckishly, | took a
last look at the snowy splendour of the mountainside, breathed in the deep silence that
was broken only by the squeak of my vertebrae, and swore to speak of learning to swim
to none but the heaviest anchors.

ClassD905 PROSE READINGiI Humorous Reading, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
Excerpt fromALL | KNOW ABOUT ANIMAL BEHAVIOR 1 Erma Bombeck

Wherever lost women gatheart service stations, in obscure cornfields, and on
exit ramps- we talk about thishing men hag about giving directions.

One woman told an unbelievable story one day about being lost. She stopped at a
service station and said, '11'm trying to find where my son's baseball team is practicing.
I'm looking for Prindle's Field."

The man stroked his thand said, "Prindle’'s Field is about three miles west of
Dake's Comers off the Hans Expressway using the Mill Road exit. You go by two stop
signs, make a right at the overhead, and there's a church on the corner that used to be
Predyterian but was bouglout by the Methodists. You take a jog in the road and follow
through a dead end, then turn left and you'll see a little filling station called Fred's."

She looked up and observed, "That's the name or this statiwmre's Prindle's
Field?"

"That's what'm getting around to telling you. You're there. It's behind the
station."

The male species has a superiority complex about driving. | wish | had a dime for
every joke about women drivers I've been assaulted with. They relisky tatout the
woman in diving school who consistently flunked her test because she couldn't be sure
which was her right hand and which was her left.

Years later she met her old driving instructor, who asked if she ever figured it out.

"Certainly,” she sa proudly. "l drive eery day now." She held up both hands.
"Ruby ring, right, and diamond ring, left."

Women have their jokes about men who drive. My favorite is: If a man and a
woman jumped off a building at the same time, who would reach the grostd fir
Answer? The womarthe man would get lost.

Douglas Corrigan never asked for directions. He just announced to a crowd of
reporters and cameras in 1938 that he was headed to California, hopped into his
monoplane, and to the horror of the people on thargl, made a wide cle and ended
up in Dublin, Ireland.

Roy Riegels never asked. He was the USC center who was pitted against Georgia
in the Rose Bowl game in 1929. When a Georgia player fumbled, Riegels came up with
the ball and started a dash to gual line.

Unfortunatly, it was the wrong one. His own man finally stopped him on the
threeyard line.

And while we're talking about heroes, Christopher Columbus wasn't all that swift.
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Turn the guy around in the BafihdAmericaifihn coupl
was on fire.

You can say what you want about women's lack of direction, but it was a man
who was foud by a police officer recentlsitting in his car along Interstate 8 where it
stops at Ocean Beach in San Diegte had a map on hiap and a perplexedadé on his
face. The motorist told the officer he had come from New Mexico and was looking for
Arizona. He said he must have missed it.

| don't care what they say about animals having great sonar powers and whales
showing up in Bajawery year. How do wertow they want to go to Mexico? For all we
know, they were headed for Hawaii but the male was too proud to ask for directions.

Class D905 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
I DUB THI S DOMI NI ON éiVMISUOEPREKL A GI A

Let me run some possible names past you. How do you feel about It . . .
Alhertonia? Victoracia? Alexandrina? No? Then how about Alhonia or Niagarcntia?
Nothing tickle your fancy there? Then what do you sayransatlantia? Laurentia?
Colonia? Or-and thismay give it all awayCanadensia?

You guessed it. One tiny modification in the history of British North America and
Any of the Above might have been the name of your country . Yep. . . if they'd passed
around one more bottle of Scotch at that table dutie Confederation conference, any
one of those might be stamped on your passport today. They were all at one time or
another seriously put forward as possible names for this cetartdyl haven't even
mentioned the really weird candidates like Efisgap®nia, and Mesopelagia.

Names are fascinatingeven more so when you realize how some of thc more
famous ones are firmly rooted in pure human confusion. The name we finally ended up
with, for instance. @e theory has it that we're all called Canadisatabse of a
misunderstanding between Jacques Cartier and an Indian chief. Story goes that Cartier
asked the chief what this place was called. The chief, thinking Cartier meant the Indian
encampment on théaare, replied, "Kanata."

"Kanata" it is, Cartiedecided, not realizing he'd just saddled a continent with the
Huron/Iroquois word that means "a collection of huts."

Much the same story for the Yucatan peninsula, down in Mexico. A sixteenth
century Spaish captain asked the natives he found on shbet they called their
country. 'Yuc a tari' he heard one mutter. He thought it sounded like a pretty good name
and wrote it down. It was actually Mayan dialect for "Anybody here know what this guy
is talking about?"

Ah, well. As Humpty Dumpty said in thugh the Looking Glass, "when | use a
word, it means just what | choose it to meareither more nor less!"

John Desmond Lewis worked a variation on that theme. Mr. Lewis was a
candidate in a British Pieamentary byelection in Liverpool recently, whdecided to
liven up an otherwise dull campaign by changing his name. So heodid Tarquin
Fintimlinbinwhin bim lin Bus Stog= Tang Olé Biscuit Barrel. Mr. Lewis never fully
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explained why he changdiis name to that. . .and | guess it won't mattgreat deal to
posterity , because Tarquin Fintimlinbinwhin bim lin Bus Skopang ole Biscuit Barrel
lost the election. Though he did pull in 223 votes. . . which proves, | suppose, that
eccentricity isalive and well and living in darkened ballot boxes.iverpool.

In any case, John Desmond Lewis's name change for election purposes was not
the most inspired in the annals of world politics. | believe that honour must go to Luther
D. Knox of Louisiana.

| don't know much firshand about Luther, but lauldn't be surprised to learn
that he's doing well in advertising. Or used chksnow that he's a firstate judge of
voter disaffection.

In 1979, while a candidate for municipal office, Luther appleedave his name
entered at the bottom of the eleatballot.

His new name, that is. Luther had had it officially changed.

To. . . None of the Above. That's rigituther D. Knox's new name was None of
the Above. His election opponents protested and.dlsiana attorney general agreed
with them, rulirg that the state has a right to protect itself against candidates who were
"fraudulent, confusing, and frivolous." Of course | don't have to tell you that the ruse
didn't work-if it had, None of the Abovevould be governor of Louisiana today not
Presdent of the United States.

When you think of it, it's a good job Luther Knox's brainstorm didn't occur to our
own Fathers of Confederation sitting around in Charlottetowroti2Dyears ago. They
might havegone for it. And it's traumatic enough travedliabroad without having to
deal with questions |li ke ACountry of origi

|l think 1 6d rather be known as a Mesope

Class D905 PROSE READING Humorous ReadingGrades9 and 10 (Continued)
Excerpt fromTHE MOU SE THAT ROARED - Leonard Wibberley

AMr. Bascomb, 0 said Gloriana suddenl vy,
mot her ?0
AwWell , 0 said Pierce surprised, Al wasnb

difference because plenty of other people were. It was antigal archery contest, and
your mother, who came, as you know, from the southern end of the duchy, was a
competitor. She did so well that in the mixed finals she was matched against your father.
Your father knew your mother by sight, as everybody @amin Grand Fenwick,

though they had not been formally introduced until the day of the contest. Your father
was to sbot first for the grand prize, and his arrow pierced the butt in the dead center of
the bull's eye. Your wetlainhed thad isspliahisyaodw , howe"
according to the rules of the contest, she was awarded the prize of the silveévhmwit

was presented to her, he came down from his chair, picked her up and, holding her aloft

before all t he pmabasWwonpne prize, bitd claomutwo, IvowGl or i a
before you al/l that | shall marry her. o T
ABt | couldndét possible I'ift Tully, o GlI
he made no comment, but there was the suggestimtvohkle in his eyes.
AMr. Bascomb, please dond6ét think me rud
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Bascomb?o

ATo ytoaul It he truth, o Pierce replied with
me . O

AHow did she do it?0 Gloriana asked eag

A | 6 myuite sure of the details. | was busy writing my first book at the time. |

| oved her, of c o that$leved hér.ulthad bot td a athapt@rton robea | | z e
and was having some difficulty because | was not sure of the incubation peried of th
eggs. | have always found with writing that when | get to a difficult part, it is better to
just walk away for a wie and the difficulty will resolve itself. | decided to call on
Eli zabethdés father, and went rifligehingstarmd hi s h
then he said, O6By the way, Pierce, Il have
consent to becoenyour fathetin-law. | welcome the proposal myself provided it
coincides with your desires. Gndthepodrimdn not (¢
had to repeat the phrase two or three times before | caught his meaning. Then, of course, |
was delighed- so delighted indeed that | kissed him, as | recadint shook his
daughterés hand. o
He laughed so heatrtily that he had to whfgeyes and while he was still laughing
Tully came in. He hesitated, stooping in the doorway which he filled withutks on
seeing Gloriana.
ACome in, so
AOh, 0o said T
an arm upon the mantelpiece.
Gloriana had a feeling of panic. She did not kivawat to say, how to begin,
what conversational route to follow to lead up to the important object of her visit. She
wanted to fly fromte room, and was almost on the verge of doing so when Tully said

n, o said Pierce. AGl ori ana
ul | y. tothefireplace, ehere te smoddvithw e n t

gentl vy, Alf there is &&nwcwayll amaygyohbhesof os
Al have an i mportant matter to discuss
completely wretchedfi | t 6s a matter of state. But itd
personal really than it is a matter of sta
'Whatever it may be, o0 said Tully, Al wil
Altds not really a matt er g-offworkingWithi ng.
me . O
AWor king with you.o
AYes. Well, not exactly that . .anb. She | oo
AYou say it, o0 she pleaded. AYou say it
Pierce | ooked from her 't oomehes son. A Gl
fatherin-law-t hat 6s i t, i snot it?'
AYes, 0 Gloriana whispered.
AHer what?0 asked Tully.
Her fathefin-l aw. 0
A F a tinkl earw ! But youdre my father. o
APrecisel vy, and you are my only son. o

Tully looked for a second from one to the other amshtivalked over to Gloriana
and, taking her two hands, raised her to her feet.
AMy father acce,ptidhips ouadd yhwmbhley s@i d
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Class D905 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
MACKENZIE KING REPLIES - W. L. Mackenzie Kng

The Prime Minister, for all his difficulties at the time, could still be whimsical
when he felt so inclinedThe sober intensity of the dedicated public servant was
occasionally belied by a lighter touch in his private correspondence. While énsePet
contract was still being debated in the House, King received an awkwardly printed letter
addressed to "Deardgerrment"” from a little girl in Sout Africa who was worried about
the redskins being locked upon reserves and not being allowed to shiaatly®@ears."
Kingés reply was worthy of A. A. Milne:

Ottawa, March 28th, 1925.
Dear Elizabeth:

| cannot begin to tell you how very pleased the members of the Government of
Canada were when they received your letter.

Some of the letters they reeeiare so very hard to réaawbt beautifully written as
yours wasand sometimes people ask for the mostasxdinary things! You would
hardly believe me, | am sure, were | to tell you all the things the people in Canada ask
for!

The only difficulty abotiyour letter was that each Minister thought he should
answer it. However, | was very firm and tokeem | was the one to do it.

| then spoke, at once, to the Minister of the Interior, who looks after Indians, and
he tells me, Elizabeth, thatthereshhi ng you need worry about.
Supposing the Indians had all gonkumting, someonmight come and settle on their
lands or steal their tentall kinds of dreadful thingsvhile they were away. So the
Government just puts up big sings "$tand is reserved for our Indiainghd no one
dares to touch anything. But the Indians are nevarigh Elizabeth, and if any Grizzly
Bears come, they can always shoot them if they feel like doing so. You say you are
coming to Canada when you aredén. That is splendid. The Minister of the Interior
says that if he is still Minister of the Interi(you never can be quite sure), he will see that
we have a good supply of Indians on hand.

The Minister of Defence says that if he is still MinisteDeffence, he will give
them plenty of ammunition with which to shoot the bears. And | feel suredhegone
elsd probably the Minister of Agricultuievill arrange for the GrizzlyBeais o t hat 6 s a
right, Elizabeth.

But there is something | want yooi tell mé& about South Africa. This
Government has never been there but perhaps some day theyemaidiefgoing. Now
is it true, Elizabeth, that when you have your tea in the garden, lions sometimes come and
sit down beside you?

And when you go foa walk, do you have to be very careful, for fear a rhinoceros
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or a hippopotamus might want to walktkviyou?

It would be apt to make the Government very nervous. There is so much you
must tell me when you come. Of course, | know you always ride ohaglep

But | shall have to say godaye for now. It was very nice of your to write (we all
thoughtthe letter paper beautiful') Will you let me thank you again for the Government
and, with # good wishes, say at presermtagtbye Elizabeth.

Yours sinerely,
W. L. Mackenzie King.

Class D905 PROSE READING Humorous Reading, Grade8 and 10 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D907 PROSE READING Religious Reading, Grades Nine and Ten
Psalm 146

Class D907 PROSE READING Religious Reading, GradeNine and Ten (Continued)
Exodus 2:1122

Class D907 PROSE READING ReligiousReading, Grades Nine and Ten (Continued)
Luke 3:41-52

Class D907 PROSE READING Religious Reading, Grades Nine and Ten (Continued)
OWN CHOICE
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ENGLISH DRAMA
SELECTIONS FOR GRADE ELEVEN AND TWELVE

Class D1101 SOLO POETRiYSerious Poetry, @Gades11 and 12
ULYSSES- Alfred Tennyson

There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail;

There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners,
Souls that have toil'd, and wrght, and thought with me,
That ever with a frolic welcome took

The thunder anthe sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheadsgou and | are old;

Old age hath yet his honor and his toil.

Death closes all; but something ere the end,

Some work ohoble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lightsbegin to twinkle from the rocks;

The long day wanes; the slow moon climbs; the deep
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends.
‘T is not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite

The sounding furrows; for my purposeltis

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until | die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down;

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'

We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we-are,
One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strongviti

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.
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Class D1101 SOLO POETRIiYSerious Poetry, Gradekl and 12 (Continued)
THE IDENTIFICATION - Roger McGough

So you think its Stephen?

Then I'd best make sure

Be on the safe side as it were.

Ah,ther e6s been a mistake. The hair

you see, its black, no&t ephends f air.

What 6s that? The explosion?

Of course, burnt black. Silly of me.

I should have known. Then | etds get on.

The face, is that the face | ask?
That mask of charred wood
blistered, scaed could

that have been a child's face?
The sweater, here intact, looks
in fact all too familiar.

But one must be sure.

The scoutbelt. Yes thatoés his.
| recognise the studs he hammered in

not a week ago. At the age

when boys get clothesonscious

now yau know. lts almost

certainly Stephen. But one must

be sure. Remove all trace of doubt.

Pull out every splinter of hope.

Pockets. Empty the pockets.
Handkerchief? Could be any schoolboy's.
Dirty enough. Cigarettes?

Oh this can't be Stephen.

| d o n &im teesimdke yau see.

He wouldn't disobey me. Nais father.

But that's his penknife. Thatodos his alrigh
And thatés his key on the keyring

Gran gave him just the other night.

So this must be him.

| think | know what happened

........ about the garettes

No doubt he was minding them

for one of theolder boys.

Yes thatods it.
That 6s hi m.

That 6s our Stephen.
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Class D1101 SOLO POETRIiYSerious Poetry, Gradekl and 12 (Continued)

PHENOMENAL WOMAN - Maya Angelou
Pretty women wonder where my seiclies.
l 6m not
But when | start to tell them,

They think 1 dm tell
| say,

l'tds in the
The span of my hips,
The stride of my step,
The curl of my lips.

| 6m a woman
Phenomenally.
Pheromenal woman,
That 6s me.

I walk into a bom

Just as cool as you please,
And to a man,

The fellows stand or

Fall down on their knees.
Then they swarm around me,
A hive of honey bees.

| say,

ltés the fire in
And the flash of my teeth,
The swing in my waist,

And the joy in my feet.

| 6 mworaan

Phenomenally.

Phenomenal woman,
That 6s me.

my

Men themselves have wondered
What they see in me.

They try so much
But they
My inner mystery.
When I try to show them,

canot

They say they still
| say,
ltds in the arch of

The sun of my smile,
The ride of my breasts,
The grace of my style.

I 6m a woman
Phenomenally.
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Phenomenal woman,
That 6s me.

Now you understand

Just why my headds not bowed.
I dondét shout or jump about

Or have to talk redbud.

When you see me passing,

It ought to make you proud.

| say,

ltdés in the click of my heel s,
The bend of my hair,

The palm of my hand,

The need for my care.

60Cause | 6m a woman

Phenomenally.

Phenomenal woman,

That 6s me.
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Class D1101 SOLO POETRiYSaious Poetry, Grade41 and 12 (Continued)
THE BULL CALF - Irving Layton

The thing could barely stand. Yet taken

from his mother and the barn smells

he still impressed with his pride,

With the promise of sovereignty in the way

his head moved to takes in.

The fierce sunlight tugging the maize from the ground
licked at his shapely flanks.

He was too young for all that pride.

| thought of the deposed Richard II.

"No money in bull calves," Freeman had said.
The visiting clergyman rubbed the nostrils

now sndfing pathetically at the windless day.

"A pity," he sighed.

My gaze slipped off his hat toward the empty sky
that circled over the black knot of men,

over us and the calf, waiting for the first blow.

Struck

the bull calf drew in his thin forebgs

asif gathering strength for a mad rush...

tottered... raised his darkening eyes to us,

and | saw we were at the far end

of his frightened look, growing smaller and smaller
till we were only the ponderous mallet

that flicked his bleeding ear

andpushed him over on his side, stiffly,

like a block of wood.

Below the hill's crest

the river snuffled on the improvised beach.

We dug a deep pit and threw the dead calf into it.
It made a wet sound, a sepulchral gurgle

as the warm sides bulged andtiéaed.

Settled, the bull calf lay as if asleep,

one foreleg over the other,

bereft of pride and so beautiful now,

without movement, perfectly still in the cool pit,

| turned away and wept.
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Class D1101 SOLO POETRiYSerious Poetry, Gradekl and 12 (Continued)
THE TRAP - William Beyer

"That red fox,

Back in the furthest field,
Caught in my hidden trap,

Was half mad with fear.

During the night

He must have ripped is foot
From the cold steel.

| saw him earlythis morning,
Dragging his hurt leg,

Bleeding a path across the gold wheat,
Whining with the pain;

His eyes like cracked marbles.
| followed as he moved,

His thin body pulled to one side
In a weird helplessness.

He hit the wire fence,

Pushing through it

Into the deep, morning corn,
And was goné.

The old man looked around the kitchen
To see if anyone was listening.
"Crazy red fox,

Will kill my chickens no longer.
Will die somewhere in hiding."

He lit the brown tobacco carefully,
Watching the blue smokése and disappear
In the movement of thair.

Scratching his red nose slowly,

Thinking something grave for a long moment,
He stared out of the bright window.

"He won't last long with that leg," he said.
The old man turned his head

To see if his wife walstening.

But she was deep in thought,

Her stained fingers

Pressing red berries in a pie.

He turned his white head

Toward the open window again.

"Guess I'll ride into the back field, first thing.
Some mighty big corn back there this year.
Mighty big corn’

His wife looked up from her work,
Smiledalmost secretly to herself,
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And finished packing the ripe berries
Into the pale crust.

Class D1101 SOLO POETRiYSerious Poetry, Gradekl and 12 (Continued)
STILL | RISE - Maya Angelou

You may write me dow in history

With your bitter, twisted lis,

You may trod me in the very dirt

But still, l i ke dust, I 61 | rise.

Does my sassiness upset you?

Why are you beset with gloom?

6Cause | walk Iike I 6ve got oil well s
Pumping in my living room.

Just likemoons and like suns,
With the certainty of tides,

Just like hopes springing high,
Still I 61 1 rise.

Did you want to see me broken?
Bowed head and lowered eyes?
Shoulders falling down like teardrops,
Weakened by my soulful cries?

Does my haughtiness offéryou?

Donét you take it awful har d
6Causelli kealghe got gold mines
Diggind in my own backyard.

You may shoot me with your words,

You may cut me with your eyes,

You may kill me with your hatefulness,

But still, |ike air, l 61 | rise.

Does mysexiness upset you?

Does it come as a surprise

Thatldmce | i ke 1 6ve got diamonds
At the meeting of my thighs?

OQut of the huts of historyés shame

| rise

Up from a past thatés rooted in pain
| rise

| 6m a bl ack ocean, | eaping and wi de,

Welling and sweling | bear in the tide.
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Leaving behind nights of terrond fear

| rise

Il nto a daybreak thatdés wondrously
| rise

Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave,

| am the dream and the hope of the slave.

| rise

| rise

| rise.

Class D1101 SOLO POETRIiYSerious Poetry, Gradekl and 12 (Continued)
IN THE NIG HT WATCHES - Charles G. D. Roberts

When the little spent winds are at rest in the tamarack tree
In the still of the night,

And the moon in her waning is wan and misshapen,

And out on the lake

The loon floats in a glimmer of light,

And the solitude slepss-

Then I lie in my bunk wide awake,

And my long thoughts stab me with longing,

Alone in my shack by the marshes afidoMargaree.

Far, oh so far in the forests of silence they lie,

The lake and the marshes of lone Margaree,

And no man comes myay.

Of spruce logs my cabin is builded securely;

With slender spruce saplings its bark roof is battened down surely;
In its rafters the mice are at play,

With rustlings furtive and shy, In the still of the night.

Awake, wideeyed, | watch my windovgquare,

Pallid and grey.

(0 Memory, pierce me not! 0 Longing, stab me not!
0 ache of longing memory, pass me by, and spare,
And let me sleep!)

Once and again the loon cries from the lake.
Though no breath stirs

The ghostly tamaracks and the brooding firs
Something as light as air leans on my door.

Is it an owl's wing brusks at my latch?

Are they of foxes, those light feet that creep
Outside, light as fall'n leaves

On the forest floor?

From the still lake | hear

A feeding trout rise to some smalfght fly.
The splash, how sharply clear!

Rainy River District

cl ear

Festival of the Performing Arts Page248 Resource ManualQomprehensive



Almost | see the wide, slow fite circling to the shore.

The spent winds are at rest. But my heart, spent and faint, is unresting.
Long, long a stranger to peace. . .

O so Dear, O so Far, O so Unforgotierdream,

Somewhere in the world, somewhere beyond reach of my questing.
Beyord seas, beyond years,

You will hear my heart in your sleep, and you will stir restlessly;
You will stir at the touch of my hand on your hair;

You will wake with a start,

With my vadce in your ears

And an old, old ache at your heart,

(In the still of the night)

And your pillow wet with tears.

Class D1101 SOLO POETRIiYSerious Poetry, Gradekl and 12 (Continued)
TO A WATER FOWL - William Cullen Bryant

Whither, 'midst fallng dew,
While glow the heavens with the last stepsiay,
Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue
Thy solitary way?

Vainly the fowler's eye
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky,

Thy figure floats along.

Seek’st thou the plashy brink
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink
On the chafed ocean side?

There is a Power whose care
Teaches thy way along that pathless ceast,
The desert and ithitable air;-

Lone wandering, but not lost.

All day thy wings have fann'd
At that far height, the cold thin atmosphere:
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,
Though the dark night is near.

And soon that toil shall end,
Soon shalt thou fid a summer homand rest,
And scream among thy fellows; reed shall bend
Soon o'er thy sheltered nest.
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Class D1101 SOLO POETRIiYSerious Poetry, Gradekl and 12 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D1102 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade$1 and 12
MACAVITY: THE MYSTERY CAT -T.S. Eliot

Macavity's a Mystery Cat: he's called the Hidden Paw

For he's the master criminal who can defy the Law.

He's the bafflement of Scotland Yard, the Flyimgu&d's despair:
For when they reach the scene of crsvlacavity's not theré

Macavity, Macavity, there's no one like Macavity,

He's broken every human law, he breaks the law of gravity.
His powers of levitation would make a fakir stare,

And when you reach the scene of criAvacavity's not there
You may seekim in the basement, you may look up in the air
But | tell you once and once agaMacavity's not there

Macavity's a ginger cahe's very tall and thin;

You would know him if you saw him, for his eyes are sunken in.
His brow is deeply lined with thoughtis head is highly domed;
His coat is dusty from neglect, his whiskers are uncombed.

He sways his head from side to sidgth movements like a snake;
And when you think he's half asleep, he's always wide awake.
Macavity, Macavity, there's no one likeaavity,

For he's a fiend in feline shape, a monster of depravity.

You may meet him in a bgtreet, you may see him in teguare
But when a crime's discovered, thdacavity's not there

He's outwardly respectable. (They say he cheats at cards.)
And his footprints are not found in any file of Scotland Yard's.
And when the larder's looted, or the jewake is rifled,

Or when the milk is missing, or another Peke's been stifled,
Or the greenhouse glass is broken, and the trellis past repair
Ay, there'she wonder of the thingWlacavity's not there

And when the Foreign Office find a Treaty's gone astray,

Or the Admiralty bse some plans and drawings by the way,
There may be a scrap of paper in the hall or on the stair

But it's useless to investigatklacavity's not there

And when the loss has been disclosed, the Secret Service say:
"It musthave been Macavity}*but he'sa mile away.

You'll be sure to find him resting, oflieking of his thumbs,

Or engaged in doing complicated long division sums.

Macavity, Macavity, there's no one like Macauvity,
There never was a Cat of such deceitfulness and suavity.
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He always haan alibi, and one or two to spare:

At whatever time the deed took plaRACAVITY WASN'T THERE!
And they say that all the Cats whose keid deeds are widely known
(I might mention Mungojerrie, | might mention Griddlebone}

Are nothing more than agents thie Cat who all the time

Just controls their operations: the Napoleon of Crime!

Class D1102 SOLO POETRIiYHumorous Poetry, Grade$l and 12 (Continued)
CASEY AT THE BAT - Ernest L. Thayer

It looked extremely rocky for the Mudville nine that day;
Thescore stood two to four, with but an inning left to play.
So, when Cooney died at second, and Burrows did the same,
A pallor wreathedhe features of the patrons of the game.

A straggling few got up to go, leaving there the rest,

With that hope which sprgs eternal within the human breast.
for they thought: "If only Casey could get a whack at that,"
they'd put even money now, with Cgsd the bat.

But Flynn preceded Casey, and likewise so did Blake,

And the former was a pudd'n and the latter was a fake

So on that stricken multitude a deathlike silence sat;

For there seemed but little chance of Casey's getting to the bat.

But Flynn ket drive a "single," to the wonderment of all.

And the muckdespised Blakey "tore the cover off the ball."
And whenthe dust had lifted, and they saw what had occurred,
There was Blakey safe at second, and Flyhoggin' third.

Then from the gladdened itude went up a joyous yell
It rumbled in the mountaintops, it rattled in the dell;

It struck upon the hillsidand rebounded on the flat;
For Casey, mighty Casey was advancing to the bat.

There was ease in Casey's manner as he stepped into his place,
There was pride in Casey's bearing and a smile on Casey's face;
And when responding to the cheers he lightly doffeschat.

No stranger in the crowd could doubt ‘twas Casey at the bat.”

Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt,
Five thousand tongues applauded when he wiped them on his shirt;
Then when the writhing pitcher ground the ball ini® Hip,

Defiance glanced in Casey's eye, a sneer curled Casey's lip.

And now the leathecovered sphere came hurtling through the air,
And Casey stood a watching it in haughty grandeur there.
Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped,;
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"That ain'tmy style," said Casey. "Strike one," the umpire said.

From the benches, black with people, there went up a muffled roar,
Like the beatingf the storm waves on the stern and distant shore.
"Kill him! kill the umpire!" shouted someone on the stand;

Andit's likely they'd have killed him had not Casey raised his hand.

With a smile of Christian charity great Casey's visage shone;
He stilled tke rising tumult, he made the game go on;

He signalled to the pitcher, and once more the spheroid flew;
But Casey #ll ignored it, and the umpire said, "Strike Two."

"Fraud!" cried the maddened thousands, and the echo answered "Fraud!"
But one scornful lok from Casey and the audience was awed,;
They saw his face grow stern and cold, they saw his muscles strain,
And they knew that Casey wouldn't let the ball go by again.
The sneer is gone from Casey's lips, his teeth are clenched in hate,
He pounds vih cruel violence his bat upon the plate;
And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets it go,
And now the a is shattered by the force of Casey's blow.

Oh, somewhere in this favoured land the sun is shining bright,

The band is playing somewheradasomewhere hearts are light;

And somewhere men are laughing, and somewhere children shout,
But there is no joyr Mudville--Mighty Casey has struck out.

Class D1102 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade$1 and 12 (Continued)
HOUSEWORK - Sheldon Haritk

You know, there are timaghen we happen to be

just sitting there quietly watching TV,

when the program we're watching will stop for awhile

and suddenly someone appears with a smile

and starts to show us how terribly urgent

it is to buy some brahof detergent,

or soap or cleanser or cleaner or pewor paste or waor bleach,
to help with the housework.

Now most of the timé's a lady we see,

who's doing the housewodn TV.

She's cheerfully scouring a skillet or two,

or she's polishing potst i | | they gleam | i ke new,
or she's scrubbing theliwr she's mopping the floors,

or she's wiping the stains from the walls and the doors,

or she's washing the windows, the dishes, the clothes,

or waxing the furniture 'till it just glows,

or cleaninghe "fridge"or the stove or the sink,

with alight-hearted smile, and a friendly wink.
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And she's doing her best to make us think

that her soagor detergent or cleanser or cleaner or powder or paste commeach,

is the best kind of soapr detergat or cleanser or cleaner or powder or paste oravax
bleach,

that there is in the whole wide world!

And maybe it is...

and maybe it isn't...

and maybe it does what they say it will do...

but I'll tell you one thing | KNOW is true:

The lady wesee when w're watching TV

The lady who smiles as she scours or scrubs or rubs or washes or wipes or custs
or cleans,

or whatever she does on our TV scréens

that lady is smiling because she's an actress.

And she's earning money for learning thepeeches

that mention those wonderful soaps and detergents and cleansers and cleaners and
powdersand pastes and waxes and bleaches.

So the very next time you happen to be

just sitting there quietly watching TV,

and you see some nice lady who smiles

as she scaws or scrubs or rubs or washes or wipes or mops or dudesaois¢
REMEMBER:

Nobody smiles doing housewolkit those ladies you see on TV.

Because even the soapthe detergent or cleanser or cleaner or powder or paste or wax
or bleach

thatyou use ighe very best orie

houseworkis just no fun.

Children,

when you have a house of your own

make sure, when there's howsek to do,
that you won't have to do it alone.

Little boys, little girls,

when you're big husbands and wives,

if you want all thedays of your lives

to seem sunny as summer weather

make sure, when there's housework to do,
that you do it together.
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Class D1102 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade$1 and 12 (Continued)
PYGMALION - Albert G. Miller

Pygmalion thought that womemere a great abomination.

What little charm they had, he thought, was always on vacation.
He swore he'd never say "l do" before the bridal altar

And said he'd rather hammer stones than wear a hdisbzaiter.

He took a block of ivory and many monthsduoellped,

And what he had when he got done impressed him so he gulped.
For Pyg had carved a woman, an extremely lovely creature,

And doggone realistic, every hillock, curve, and feature.

The figure was his masterpiece. He kissed it and caressed it

And gave it pearls and emeralds, but first of course, he dressed it.
He spoke of her as "Mrs." and he played the good provider.

He tucked her into bed at night and hopped right in beside her .

The folks at Venus' Festival heard young Pygmalion urgin’

The Godess to create a woman like his ivory virgin.

He rated high with Venus, so she simply up and took

Her wand and mumbled something, and said,

But why go any furthér It would be undignified,

For Venus blessed the nuptials, andftmaily multiplied.

Now this is pretty fiction, but don't let your Mrs. catch you

In the parlor after midnight making sheep's eyes at a statue.

Class D1102 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry Gradesl1 and 12 (Continued)
WARTY BLIGGENS THE TOAD i Don Maquis

i met a toad

the other day by the name
of warty bliggens

he was sitting under

a toadstool

feeling contented

he explained that when the cosmos
was created

that toadstool wasspecially
planned for his personal
shelter from sun and rain
thought out ad prepared
for him

do not tell me
said warty bliggens
that there is not a purpose
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in the universe
the thought is blasphemy

a little more

conversation revealed
that wartybliggens
considers himself to be
the center of the said
universe

the earth exists

to grow toadstools for him
to sit under

the sun to give him light
by day and the moon

and wheeling constellations
to make beautiful

the night for the sake of
warty bliggens

to what act of yours

do you impute

this interest on the part
of the creator

of the universe

i asked him

why is it that you

are so greatly favoured

ask rather

said warty bliggens
what the universe

has done to desve me
if i were a

human being i would
not laugh

too complacently

at poor warty bliggens
or similar

absurdities

have onlytoo often
lodged in the crinkles
of the human cerebrum
archy
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Class D1102 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade$1 and 12 (Continued)
THE DAY THE MOSQUITOES ATE ANGELAJANE 1Sean OOHuUi gin

Angela Jane when the

was a mean queen of

little kid mosquitoes
she bit and wastrying

she spit to sleep
thenshe ran the shouts
and she hid woke her up
she yelled at and shestarted
her mother to creep

she screaed up the leaf

at her dad shed6d been
oh sleeping on
Angela Jane looking around
was awfully to locate

bad the source of
shedd go in that horrible
the garden and sound

eat all the her eyes fell
weeds on Angela

she pulled up red in the face
the flowers sweat pouring
and stomped on off her

their seeds all over the
she chopped place

all the trees the queen of
and poured paint mogjuitoes

on their roots listened and
she bit all looked

the butterflies shesharpened
put on her boots her stickler
and rarthrough made sure

the garden it was hooked
kicking about on quite firmly
pulling up then buzzed
vegetables all the rest
then she would of her clan
shout they met in

Al 6dm bad and the trees and
|l 6m horrid started to plan
| like it the queen said
t hat wayo Athat ochild
she yelled that issss awfully
quite loudly mean

one certain sssshedsss
fall day full of more
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blood people below

thanl 6ve ever did not understand
sssseen and what all of those

i tdssss ssssscertain bugswereplanning
her blood to do

ISSS nasssty and that they wanted
bad to conquer the

the kind to world

make any even you
mMossssquito the bugs

quite glad swirled and

I ssssuggessst crowded

we get her they flew towards
and drink her the yard

quite dry where Angela Jane
that horrible was woking

blood will so hard

help ussss to pulling tails

fly and to off the cats
sssssting with and pinching

more power their ears

than evebefore she was laughing
then wedl | so loudly that

hawe the she didnot
ssssstrength hear

to the thunder

go after more of bugs descending
we ol | bit al/l on her

the people she just yelled

all over the world
mosssquitoes
sssshall rule
thanksss to that
horrid girlo
the sky soon

was darkened

by billions

of wings
mosquitoes
were everywhere
sharpening their
stings

the sound was
soloud

it roared through
the land
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Class D1102 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade$1 and 12 (Continued)
THE UNKNO WN CITIZEN -W. H. Auden

He was found by the Bureau of Statistics to be

One against whom there was no official complaint,

And all the reports on his conduct agree

That,in the modern sense of an dlshioned word, he was a saint,
For in everything helid he served the" Greater Community

Except for the War, till the day he retired

He worked in a factory and never got fired,

But satisfied his employers, Fudge Motors.In

Yet he wasn't a scab or odd in his views,

For his Union reports that he paid Hises,

(Our report on his Union shows it was sound)

And Our Social Psychology workers found

That he was popular with his mates and liked a drink.

The Press are convincétat he bought a paper every day

And that his reactions to advertisements werenabin every way.
Policies taken out in his name prove that he was fully insured,

And his Healthcard shows he was once in hospital but left it cured.
Both Producers Research and HiGiade Living declare

He was fully sensible to the advantages of tis¢aliment Plan

And had everything necessary to the Modern Man,

A Phonograph, a radio, a car and a frigidaire.

Our researchers into Public Opinion are enit

That he held the Proper opinions for the time of year;

When there was peace, he was for peaben there was war, he went.
He was married and added five children to the population,

Which our Eugenist says was the right number for a parent of hesajiem,
And our teachers report that he never interfered with their education.
Was he free? Washhappy? The question is absurd:

Had anything been wrong, we should certainly have heard.

Class D1102 SOLO POETRiYHumorous Poetry, Grade$1 and 12 (Continued)
NOAH - Roy Daniells

They gathered around and told him not to do it,
They formed a comntiée and tried to take control,
They cancelled his building permit and they stole
His plans. | sometimes wonder he got through it.
He told them wrath was coming, they would rue it,
He begged them to believe the tides would roll,
He offered them passatehis destined goal,
A new world. They were finished and he knew it.
All to no end.

And then the rain began.
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A spatter at first that barely wet the soill,

Then showers, quick rivulets lacing the town,

Then deluge universal. The old man

Arthritic from his years of scorn and toil

Leaned from the admiral's walk and watched them drown

Class D1102 SOLO POETRiIYHumorous Poetry, Grade$1 and 12 (Continued)
OWN CHOICE

Class D1104 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradekl and 12
Excerpt fromTHE BLACKWATER POT - Charles G. D. Roberts

The log to which he was bound was on the extreme outer edge of the procession,
and Henderson realized that there was every probability of its being at once crowded out
the moment it came to the exit. With a despeedtort he succeeded in catching thg lo
nearest to him, pushing it ahead, and at last, just as they came opposite the cleft, steering
his own log into its place. The next second it shot quivering forth into the sluice, and
Henderson with a sudden coltesat jumping out all over him, circletbsvly past the
awful cleft. A shout of ironical congratulation came to him from the watchers on the
brink above. But he hardly heard it, and heeded it not at all. He was striving frantically,
paddling forward wit one hand and backward with the othersteer his sluggish, deep
floating log from the outer to the inner circle. He had already observed that to be on the
outer edge would mean instant doom for him, because the outward suction was stronger
underneathhan on the surface, and his weighteg taught its force before the others
did. His arms were so bound that only from the elbows down could he move them
freely. He did, however, by a struggle which left him gasping, succeed in working in
behind anotér log - just in time to see that lotpo, sucked out into the abyss, and
himself once more on the deadly outer flank of the circling procession.

This time Henderson did not know whether the watchers on the brink laughed or
not as he won past the ftleHe was scheming desperately to devsome less exhausting
tactics. Steadily and rhythmically, but with his utmost force, he-packiled with both
hands and feet, till the progress of his log was almost stopped. Then he succeeded in
catching yet arther log as it passed and manoeuvringehind it. By this time he was
halfway around the pot again. Yet again, by his desperate backpaddling, he checked his
progress, and presently, by most cunning manipulation, managed to edge in behind yet
another Ig, so that when he again came rounchodleft there were two logs between
him and doom. The outermost of these, however, was dragged instantly forth into the
fury of the sluice, thrust forward, as it was, by the grip of the suction upon Henderson's
owndeep log. Feeling himself on the poaf utter exhaustion, he nevertheless
continued bacipaddling, and steering and working inward, till he had succeeded in
getting three files of logs between himself and the outer edge. Then, almost blind and
with the blood roaring so loud in his earsttha could hardly hear the trampling of the
falls, he hung on his log, praying that strength might flow back speedily into his veins
and nerves.
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Not till he had twice more made the circuit of the pot, and twiceerseen a log
sucked out from his verylabw to leap into the white horror of the abyss, did Henderson
stir. The brief stillness, controlled by his will, had rested him for the moment. He was
cool now, keen to plan, cunning to husband his forces. ltheteery last second that he
could he wald maintain his hold on life, counting always on the chance of the
unexpected.

With now just one log remaining between himself and death, he let himself go past
the cleft, and saw that one log go out. Then, belosge to the wall of the pot, he trical
delay his progress by clutching at the stone with his left hand and by dragging upon it
with his foot. But the stone surface was worn so smooth by thlmageolishing of the
eddy that these efforts availedrhlittle. Before he realized it he wabnost round again,
and only by the most desperate struggle did he succeed in saving himself. There was no
other log near by this time for him to seize and thrust forward in his place. It was simply
a question of is restricted paddling, with hands armef, against the outward draught of
the current. For nearly a minute the log hung in doubt just before the opening, the current
sucking at its head to turn it outward, and Henderson paddling against it not only with
hands and feet, but with every ouncewilf and nerve that his body contained. At last,
inch lay inch, he conquered. His log moved past the gate of death; and dimly, again, that
ironical voice came down to him, piercing the roar.

Once past, Hendersdell to backpaddling again not so wolently now- till other
logs came by within his reach and he could work himself into temporary safety behind
them. He was soon forced to the conviction that if he strove at just a shade under his
utmost he was ablto hold his own and keep one log alwégtween himself and the
opening. But what was now his utmost, he realized, would very soon be far beyond his
powers. Well, there was nothing to do but to keep on trying. Around and around, and
again and again aund the terrible, smooth, deliberatecait he went, sparing hiself
every ounce of effort that he could, and always shutting his eyes as the log beside him
plunged out into the sluice. Gradually, then, he felt himself becoming stupefied by the
ceaselssly recurring horror, with the prolondjsuspense between. He must sting
himself back to the full possession of his faculties by another burst of fierce effort.
Fiercely he caught at log after log, without auet till, luck having favoured him for
once, he found himself on the inner instex the outer edge of the procession. Then an
idea flashed into his faslouding brain, and he cursed himself for not having thought of
it before. At the very centre of the eddy, of course, there must be d soré @f
stillness. By a vehement sgigle he attained it and avoided crossing it. Working gently
and warily he kept the log right across the axis of the eddy, where huddled a crowd of
chips and sticks. Here the log turned slowly, very slowly, onats @entre; and for a
few seconds of exdggite relief Henderson let himself sink into a sort of lethargy. He was
roused by a sudden shot, and the spat of a heavy bullet into the log about three inches
before his head.
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Class D1104 PROSE READING SeriousReading, Graded1 and 12(Continued)
Excerpt fromTHE GRAPES OF WRATH - John Steinbeck

"Come on," said Pa, "come on in now. She got to see you. | got to see her face
when she sees you. Come on. She'll yell breakfast in a minute. | heard hee skp th
pork in the pan good time ago." He led the way across the-finsted ground. There
was no porch on this house, just a step and then the door; a chopping block beside the
door, its surface matted and soft from years of chopping. The grairimg siheathing
wood was fgh, for the dust had cut down the softer wood. The smell of burning willow
was in the air, and, as the three men neared the door, the smell of frying side meat and the
smell of high brown biscuits and the sharp smell of coffémgan the pot. Pa spped
up into the open doorway and stood there blocking it with his wide short body. He said,
"Ma, there's a coupla fellas jus' come along the road, an' they wonder if we could spare a
bite."

Tom heard his mother's voice, thenembered cool, calm drawffiendly and
humble. "Let 'em come,” she said. "We got a'plenty. Tell 'em they got to wash their
han's. The bread is done. I'm jus' takin' up thesidat now." And the sizzle of the
angry grease came from the stove.

Pa $epped inside, clearingp¢ door, and Tom looked in at his mother. She was
lifting the curling slices of pork from the frying pan. The oven door was open, and a
great pan of high brown biscuits stood waiting there. She looked out the door, but the sun
was behind Tom, and shensanly a dark figure outlined by the bright yellow sunlight.
She nodded pleasantly. "Come in," she said. "Jus' lucky | made plenty bread this
morning."

Tom stood looking in. Ma was heavy, but not fat; thick with cbigérng and
work. She wore bose Mother Hubbard of gray cloth in which there had once been
colored flowers, but the color was washed out now, so that the small flowered pattern was
only a little lighter gray than the background. The dress came down tokhes,aand
her strong, yad, bare feet moved quickly and deftly over the floor. Her thin-gtegl
hair was gathered in a sparse wispy knot at the back of her head. Strong, freckled arms
were bare to the elbow, and her hands were chubby and ddlieatbpse of a plump
little girl. She looked out into the sunshine. Her full face was not soft; it was controlled,
kindly. Her hazel eyes seemed to have experienced all possible tragedy and to have
mounted pain and suffering like steps into a high catcha superhuman undenstling.
She seemed to know, to accept, to welcome her position, the citadel of the family, the
strong place that could not be taken. And since old Tom and the children could not know
hurt or fear unless she acknowledged hurtfead she had practicee@mlying them in
herself. And since, when a joyful thing happened, they looked to see whether joy was on
her, it was her habit to build up laughter out of inadequate materials. But better than joy
was calm. Imperturbability couloe depended upon. Andfmn her great and humble
position in the family she had taken dignity and a clean calm beauty. From her position
as healer, her hands had grown sure and cool and quiet; from her position as arbiter she
had become as remote and fedgs in judgment as a ddess. She seemed to know that
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if she swayed the family shook, and if she ever really deeply wavered or despaired the
family would fall, the family will to function would be gone.

She looked out into the sunny yard, at the digire of a man. Pa stdmear by,
shaking with excitement. "Come in," he cried. "Come right in, mister.” And Tom a little
shamefacedly stepped over the doorsill.

She looked up pleasantly from the frying pan. And then her hand sank slowly to
her sige and the fork clatterad the wooden floor. Her eyes opened wide, and the pupils
dilated. She breathed heavily through her open mouth. She closed her eyes. "Thank
God," she said. "Oh, thank God!" And suddenly her face was worried. "Tommy, you
aint wanted? You didn' bustose?"

"No, Ma. Parole. | gotthe papers here." He touched his breast.

She moved toward him lithely, soundlessly in her bare feet, and her face was full of
wonder. Her small hand felt his arm, felt the soundness ofimssles. And then her
fingers went up to his cheek as a blind man's fingers might. And her joy was nearly like
sorrow. Tom pulled his underlip between his teeth and bit it. Her eyes went wonderingly
to his bitten lip, and she saw the little line of Wamainst his teeth drihe trickle of
blood down his lip. Then she knew, and her control came back, and her hand dropped.
Her breath came out explosively. "Well!" she cried. "We come mighty near to goin’
without ya. An' we was wonderin' how in the Wgou could ever findis." She picked
up the fork and combed the boiling grease and brought out a dark curl of crisp pork. And
she set the pot of tumbling coffee on the back of the stove.

Class D1104 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradekl and 12(Continued)
Excerpt fromFAHRENHEIT 451 - Ray Bradbury

AOnce, books appealed to a few peopl e,
afford to be different. The world was roomy. But then the world got full of eyes and
elbows and mouths. Double, triple, qugdeupopulation. Filmsind radios, magazines,
books | eveled down to a sort of pastepuddi

~

il think so. 0

Beatty peered at the smoke pattern he h
Nineteenthcentury man with his horses, dogarts, slow motion. The in the twentieth
century, speed up your camera. Books cut shorter. Condensations. Digests. Tabloids.
Everything boils down to the gag, the snap

ASnap ending, o0 Mildred nodded.
ACl assi cs eminute tadioshbws,ttherf cutfagate @l a two-minute

book column, winding up at last as a-tentwelveline dictionary resume. | exaggerate,
of course. The dictionaries were for reference. But many were those whose sole
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knowledge oHamlet(you know the title cedinly, Montag; it is pobably only a faint

rumor of a title to you, Mrs. Montag) whose sole knowledge, as | s&lamfetwas a

onepage digest in a book that claimed:

now at last you can read all the classics; keep up with your neighborgou see? Qu

of the nurseryintdt he col |l ege and back to the nursery
the past five centuries or more. o

ASpeed up t he fClick, Ric, Lodlg Eye, Alay, Fliak,iHere, Kk .
There, Swift, Pace, Up, Down, In, Out, WhywH®Vho, WhatWhere, Eh? Uh! Bang!
Smack! Wallop, Bing, Bong, Boorbligestdigests, digestligestdigests. Politics? One
column, two sentences, a headline Then, in
around about so fast under the pumping hands ofgngns, explders, broadcasters that
the centrifuge flings off all unnecessary, ttmea st i ng t hought! éo0

ASchool i s shortened, discipline relaxe
dropped, English and spelling gradually gradually neglected, finatlgstlcompletsi
ignored. Life is immediate, the job counts, pleasure lies all about after work. Why learn
anything save pressing buttons, pulling sw

AThe zipper displaces the butthiockn and a
whiledessi ng at dawn, a philosophical hour, a

ALIi fe becomes one big pratfall, Montag;
AEmpty the theatres save for c¢clowns and
pretty colors runing up and den the walls like confetti or blood or sherry or sauterne.
You | i ke baseball, dondt you, Mont ag?o

ABaseball s a fine game. O

Now Beatty was almost invisible, a voice somewhere behind a screen of

smokeé.
AYou | i ke bowliamg@,0 donét you Mont
ABowl,i yes. 0
AAnd gol f ?0
AGol f I s a fine game. 0
ABasketball ?0
AA fine game. 0O

" ABilliards, pool ? Football ?0
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AFine games, all of them. oo

AMore sports for everyone, group spirit
Organize and g@anize anduperorganize supsuper sports. More cartoons in books.
More pictures. The mind drinks less and less. Impatience. Highways full of crowds going
somewhere, somewhere, somewhere, nowhere. The gasoline refugee. Towns turn into
motels, people inamadic surgs from place to place, following the moon tides, living
tonight in the room where you slept this n

ANow | etds take up the minorities in ou
popul ation, t he gtepondktoas oftberdogtloveess the cattoverls,t
doctors, lawyers, merchants, chiefs, Mormons, Baptists, Unitarians, sgeonachtion
Chinese, Swedes, Italians, Germans, Texans, Brooklynites, Irishmen, people from
Oregon or Mexico. The people in thieok, thisplay, this TV serial are not meant to
represent any actual painters, cartographers, mechanics anywhere. The bigger your
market, Montag, the less you handle controversy, remember that! All the minor minor
minorities with their navels to be kegiean. Autlors, full of evil thoughts, lock up your
typewriters. Theylid. Magazines became a nice blend of vanilla tapioca. Books, so the
damned snobbish critics said, were dishwater.widnderbooks stopped selling, the
critics said. But the public, kmang what t wanted, spinning happily, let the comic
books survive. And the threimensional sex magazines, of course. There you have it,

Mont ag. It didndét come from the Government
declaration, no censorship, to start witb! Technobgy, mass exploitation, and minority

pressure carried the trick, thank God. Today, thanks to them, you can stay happy all the
time, you are allowed to read comics, the

Class D1104 PROSE READING Seriaus ReadingGradesl1 and 12(Continued)
Excerpt fromGRACEFULLY AFRAID - Mary Anne Ashley

She was a sharp dresser. | felt good walking up the aisle with her. Not now. She is
not one of those women who can throw on rags and look like a million. Buhiogethat
makes me feel good about myself is that, embarrassed or not, | am the kind of person who
does not abandon another person because of what she wears or doesn't wear. It's uphill
work a lot of the time.

Sometimes though, it's fun when we go soraeplnice ath I'm dressed up and
she's not. It's bold and defiant. | feel like people envy my courage and loyalty. Other
times, it's not fun at all. It's downright humiliating. | feel she's asking too much of our
long friendship. More and more | feel thaayv

We'regetting older and we should try our best. But she says, No, | did that for
forty years. That's half my life. She said that right after she had a dream that she was
going to live to be eightpne. We tell one another our dreams. We like ourrdse&Ve
feelfriendly toward them, even when they are a little frightening. It's a bond between us.
We're both relaxed about what our unconscious minds might cough up during the night.
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After she told me that dream, she said, Now, that's it. The next femtg yre nme. |
said, Good for you! | had no idea she was talking about not wearing skirts anymore,
about letting herself go.

She used to have a beautiful body. Now it's hidden under those twenty extra
pounds. Mine is out there, highly visible. You'v& @ greabody, she says. Well, | ought
to, I reply. | work darned hard to keep it that way. | work out in the gym every day.
There's not an ounce of fat on me. | run every day. When she runs, she wets her pants.
That's not her fault. | know that. Sheadhkidney nfections since she was young. But she
could do yoga. But she won't. She even likes yoga. She used to do it with her
daughteiin-law. It's getting down on the floor and being out of this world that she says
she doesn't like. So, she's flabby #indnot. Im fifty-one years old and still look great.
Like it or not, we get more high marks when we look good in bathing suits.

We both read the same books, and | understand feminist principles. But what is,
Is. We have to get along in the here and/.ndhis isa man's world and until that
changes, we have to do certain things. We have to say certain things; we have to look a
certain way. Like it or not. When she kicks up a fuss, | tell her she's just kicking the slats
of her cradle.

You know, it's tinny. Wherwe first met eighteen years ago, she didn't know
beans about being angry or getting revenge or having a gotottoe fight. That's one
of the things she liked about me. You don't pretend to any of the virtues, she said. You
get even when soroae does yo dirt, and you don't have fits of remorse about it. | like
that about you. You know that anger doesn't kill. | know it too, but I still don't know how
to use it. You saithatto then? she'd ask, her eyes popping.

Sure | did, I'd say. So wiat
| love the way you say, So What.

When we first met, she'd never given anyone the finger. Hardly swore at all. She
couldn't get mad without saying, I'm sorry. Once, when she was sick, | gave her my
favorite book on anger, how to express it. She ieadd came off the couch like she
was shot from guns. She loved it. She loved it that | gave that book to her. You could say
I had a big hand in the kind of person she is today. She's a great one to have in your
corner when there's a fight. But as ve glcer, | get nervous about what she'll do next. |
say, Please don't make a fuss. She says, Don't call sticking up for ourselves making a
fuss. Besides, even if we make a fuss, what can they do to us? They've done just about all
they can do. I'll neveréba hstory professor and you'll never be a Hollywood screen
writer. We're just pokey people now, getting old, in our pokey places. For God's sake,
let's not go to our graves without at least shooting our mouths off, she shouts.

And let's not go to ourrgves,| shout back, without you looking pretty for at least
one day. | can hardly bear to look at you anymore.
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Class D1104 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradekl and 12(Continued)
Excerpt fromSLAVE - Mende Nazer

After the family had eaten lunchwas £nt to have mine. They had left the remains of
their meal on the main table, so | took their plates and sat down to eat in my corner. Just

t hen, Rah Xdbitpc asnhee isnc.r eflamed at me, when she
Adonot y 0 u ldtesiP theef@od in yot@ir bwndawt | sipowed you how to
do this yesterday. Didnot 1?7 Or are you st

tipped the food into my bowl. What was wrong with me? Why was she treating me like
this?

And so it went on day afer day, the same drudgery, the same constant abuse. One day
merged into the next, almost without my noticing. That first week, the children kept

trying to play with me. The small one, Usra, would keep coming up to have her hair

stroked. | so wanteatkissher and hug her, like | used to do with the little children in my
vill age, and when Rahab wasné6t | ooking | d
But when | went to stroke the hair of the older girl, Hanin, she jerked her head away.

[

ADondmtodehe snapped at me. AMy mamma sai d
said that youdre sick and have diseases an
Al &m not sick, o | mumbled. Al 6m not sick. o
breaking. | lokedmys el f up and down. |l 6m clean, 0 | s
AWell, my mamma says youb6bre not allowed to
me.

Now even the children were treating me like an animal. Worse than an animal: even dogs
werepatied and stroked. | wanted to sob my heart out, but | knew that, if | did, Rahab
would come storming into the room and start shouting at me. By the end of that first
week | was physically and emotionally exhausted. | was trying to hide my sadness and
my pain trying not to react to the rejection. | felt hunted and watched and deeply abused.

It was hardly surprising that something went badly wrong. | was using a duster to swipe
cobwebs out of a corner in the lounge, as Rahab had shown me. But thealugitethe

lip of a vase and it went crashing to the floor. For one moment | just stood there, rooted

to the spot, staring down at the smashed glass and the flowers strewn across the carpet in

a big pool of water. | dirtdngtoshakewithiearwhat t o
Al di ot! Are you blind!o | heard Rahab scre
AWhat have you done?b90

Al é& |1 & 1 6veéod | stammered, without |l ooking
Al can see whatageg o i®we ydoand&ho ws he® wr much th
one vase is worth more than your whole fil
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My head jerked back a she grabbed me by the hair and | felt a stinging slap across my
cheek.

fiMaileshi | 6 m dMaileshyna st er Rahabor yi. cRIlieas e fid admd ts
But she did, again and again.

~

AYou stupi
break anyt

d girl! Why do
hin o]

i 6t you watch what
g el se, youoll

n
0 see what happe

A

| 6m, sorry. | 6rmsosyor r y. 0 | sobbed. Al 6

1

to
ok

T I

p cryiupg tdared melssar she snapped. Al dono
en gl ass. I f the children cut their fe

| got down on my hands and knees and started to pick up the pieces of broken vase. | wa
in shock. Thiswas the firsti me t hat |1 6d ever been beaten

Class D1104 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradekl and 12(Continued)
Excerpt froml HEARD THE OWL CALL MY NAME - Margaret Craven

All day long, on his way back tidingcome, because he was alone and reeepti
the little questions, the observations he had pushed deep within him, began to rise slowly
toward the door of the conscious mind which was almost ready to open, to receive them,
and gi ve t he mradoYoudlsave tofi Yoarself that iewadeito the winter
which was hard on everyone. Deep inside h
When the Bishop came to the potlatch and lingered after the others had gone, and went
into the church by himselfi dnét you guess dolwithryou? Andhad s o
your sister? When you took the boys down and lunched with her, did you not see the
sadness in her eyes? And in the hospital,
of quiet resignationpon it, and the way he hesitated an inskafore answering your
guestions? And when the Bishop told you of the village, how carefully he did so. Did
you not think, OHe is anxious | go there.

It was dusk when he entered Kingcome Inlet and eubtne boat at the float, and
climbed intothe speed boat. When he entered the river, the stars were shining, the moon
bright also, and he went slowly.

Soon the huge flights of snow geese would fly over the river on their way back to
the nesting placehe spring swimmer would come up the rit@the Clearwater, and on
the river pairs of cocky, small, retecked sawbills would rest, the father flying off when
Mark passed and the mother pretending she had broken a wing to lead him away from her
little ones. And each would feel the pull of therh and know his small place upon it, as
did the Indian in his village.
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He went slowly up the river. In front of the vicarage he anchored the boat and
waded ashore. He trudged up the black sands to the ghsitogoped. From the dark
spruce he hearan owl call- once, and againand the questions that had been rising all
day long reached the doof his mind and opened it.

He went up the path and the steps, through the living room and into the kitchen.
The lights were on. At the stove Marta vpaisparing his dinner.

AMarta, something strange happened toni
owl call my name, and it was a question he

She did not svasyny naimé&thenowleailesl,cand | ant ahd avith
it does not matter. o She did not say,
It has no i mportance. 0

She turned, spoon still in her hand, lifting her sweet, kind face with its network of
tiny wrinkles, and she answered his quests she would have answered any other.

She said, AYes, my son. o0

Class D1104 PROSE READING Serious Reading, Gradekl and 12(Continued)
THE TELLTALE HEART - Edgar Allen Poe

It is impossible to say hothe idea first entered my brain. But once @ained, it
haunted me day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. | loved the old
man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold | had no desire.
| think it was his eg! Yes, it was this! He had the eye of dtwe, a pale blue eye with a
film over it. Whenever it fell upon me my blood ran cold; and so by degrees, very gradually,
| made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eyerforeve

Now this is the point. You fancy me mailadmen know nothing. You should have
seen me. You should have seen how wisely | proceeded. With what caution, with what
dissimulation | went to work! | was never kinder to the old man than during the wheke we
before I killed him.

And every night, abut midnight, | turned the latch of his door and openeali, so
gently! And then, when | had made an opening sufficient for my head, | put in a dark
lantern, all closed, closed so no light showed out, aal tthrust in my hand. Oh, you would
have lauged to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowlyery slowly, so that |
might not disturb the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the
opening so far that | could see haw he lay upon his bed. Ha! Would a madmawvehbeen
so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, | undid the lantern
cautiously- oh so cautiously cautiously (for the hinges creaked)undid it just so much
that a single thin ray fetpon the vulture eye. And this | did fonsm long nights, every
night just at midnight, but | found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the
work. For it was not the old man who vexed me but his Evil Eye.
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