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①
Emergent Literacy Curriculum

By T. W. Gilbert

Literacy Acquisition (Myths and Truths)

Perhaps the single most important lynch pin for academic success anywhere involves the initial and continued acquisition of literacy skills. As learning how to cook involves getting in the kitchen cooking, and learning how to ski involves being on the slopes, and learning how to build a house involves wearing a tool belt and hammering nails, so learning how to read involves doing exactly that: reading. Becoming a competent reader ensures the accessing of all fields, all books, all literature, and the opening of all academic and professional doors. Remaining illiterate almost assures that all of those options remain closed.

The trick is making the initial materials “visually” accessible: taking all printed stories, contextually rich materials (from very simple to moderately complex), and placing them all in size 28 Arial font (for simplified visual access); and then spending a full hour (at least once a week) every week, same time, same place, if possible, in a one-on-one arrangement in a cooperative learning style, with a tutor helping decipher the print while the student is reading orally. 

The process is actually that simple: 1.) the initial memorization of basic sight words through repetitive simple stories, 2.) the learning of “phonemic awareness” (the sounds of the letters while reading, and deciphering learned words and new words), 3) the learning of basic compound words that results in syllable awareness, and 4.) the capacity to sound out new words and new syllables with all of these skills in combination. This is all accomplished by using contextually rich language-based reading materials while actually doing reading.

The only necessary prerequisite for being able to learn how to read is being able to carry on a two-way, give and take, conversation with another person. That’s it. This prerequisite means having an approximate M.A., mental age, of 3.0, or being a bit above the Piagetian Group Monologue Behavioral level (or parallel play behavioral level).

A developmental progression of materials is available to begin this process and continue it from emergent literacy all the way through high school level instruction. 

The history, research, discoveries, materials, and process are all available. 

For any questions at all regarding the process: 

Tom Gilbert, thomasgilbert2052@yahoo.com
Instructions

Find a very quiet, well-lighted (try to have the light behind you and focused on the pages) place to sit, either table or couch.

Plan to work for at least an hour, once a week (same time if possible) uninterrupted.

Make sure the student has his or her glasses on, if necessary. (If you think that your student needs glasses but does not have them, or has never had them, try to find an ophthalmologist who will be receptive to your student’s needs and wishes and provides him or her with glasses that are exactly what your student needs; it would be imperative that your student be able to see adequately to see the print on the page.)

Begin by explaining that the two of you will be reading together, sort of (this is a one-on-one process).

Open the book and read each word while pointing at the words being spoken (if the student wishes to do the pointing, fine).

Expect the student to say each word first. However, after a few seconds, if the student doesn't offer a guess, speak the word being pointed at, and then ask the student to say the word. If the student is able to say the word, go on to the next, and the next. 

Pay attention to the guesses. If the student guesses the right word due to context, great. If the student picks a different word that begins with the same letter as the word pointed at, great. If the student indicates through continuous correct guesses that a word or word is 100% memorized correctly, great.

Whenever a mistake is made, wait a brief second for possible self-correction. If no self-correction is offered, say the right response, with no fan fare. Never criticize. Always praise. Sometimes, do not correct, if the flow of reading is really good and the word in question can be figured out later.

When the session ends (time), note where the student ended and mark with a sticky note, or note with a paperclip where to begin the next time.

If the advancement of reading seems too difficult, review, often. Repeat the stories until confidence and competency are determined.

This is not rocket science. It's more like a toboggan ride downhill. Let gravity take the two of you on a flowing ride.

If the material is too easy, skip ahead. Adapt to your student's needs. If too difficult, back track.

Stay with the large print materials until level 3 (third grade level approximately) is accomplished  

During the reading of all of the available literacy materials here, if your student is comfortable with the words and stories, attempt other library books in large print, at the developmental level you are currently at: same level of words, same ease, and see where it takes you.

Once basic sight words are absorbed, also try "Beginning Reader Series" books (levels 1, 2 , & 3) (like Nate the Great, Frog and Toad, Cat in the hat, The Arthur tales, etc) from the library, or simple ESL translations (the Tom and Ricky Mystery stories), or Large print Illustrated Classics, or other Large print books, etc.

Never quit. Never give up. There are quick periods and slow periods in the developmental process. You will begin quickly to recognize "light bulbs" going off, plateaus, self-discoveries, points of illumination. These are golden moments.

Make sure to let your student know that he or she is reading, not learning how to read, that your student is actually doing it, and that it really is a lifetime process.

Very Important tip: If your student wants to read the materials without asking any questions, that is OK. The oral reading will suffice. However, if your student requests that you regularly converse about the material, by all means, engage the student in dialogue. This is vitally important, if it is important to the student. We all learn differently. 

Possible Writing Assignments for literacy program

(Have your student use his or her imagination always)

(Your student may use the basic sight word and rhyming word lists)
Have Your student put down in print (or writing) a description of the entire day (any typical day), from the time he or she wakes up in the morning to when he or she goes to bed at night. Try to make it completely sequential (placed in order as it would happen).

Have your student describe what a day is like for him or her when he or she is on vacation, or when he or she goes on vacation.

Have your student describe a holiday at his or her home and everything that happens during the events.

Have your student describe a day at school, or a day at work, and everything that happens there.

Have your student describe a sporting event, an artistic event, a social event, a religious event, or a family event where he or she is an observer or a participant.

Have your student describe in great detail what life is like in the city, the country, or the neighborhood where he or she lives. Tell us about everything that he or she sees, that he or she hears, or that he or she feels, and thinks about.

Have your student describe a scene when he or she goes shopping in his or her neighborhood.

Have your student describe his or her favorite memory.

Have your student write poems (with rhymes or no rhymes) in any form that he or she is comfortable with (he or she may do them with music if he or she wishes). 

Have your student write an original story (fiction, not true, as far as he or she 

knows).

Have your student write an original account (non fiction, true, as far as he or she knows).

Have your student write an original essay (an analysis from his or her point of view). 

Have your student choose something not on this list to write about.

The Home

There is an arm.

There is a boy.

There is a cart.

There is a dog.

There is an end.

There is a fan.

There is a girl.

There is a home.

The boy has an arm.

The boy has a cart.

The boy has a dog.

The boy has a fan.

The boy has a home.

The girl has an arm.

The girl has a cart.

The girl has a dog.

The girl has a fan.

The girl has a home.

The boy has an arm on his cart.

The boy has an arm on his dog.

The girl has an arm on her cart.

The girl has an arm on her dog.

The boy has a dog in his cart.

The girl has a dog in her cart.

The boy has a cart in his home.

The girl has a cart in her home.

THE END

The Girl has a Home

This is an arm.

This is a boy.

This is a cart.

This is a dog.

This is an end.

This is a fan.

This is a girl.

This is a home.

The Boy has an arm.

The boy has a dog.

The boy has a dog in his arm.

The girl has an arm.

The girl has a fan.

The girl has a fan in her arm.

The boy puts the dog in the cart.

The girl puts the fan in the cart.

The fan is in the cart.

The dog is in the cart.

The fan and the dog are in the cart.

The cart is in the home.

The fan is in the home.

The dog is in the home.

The girl has the cart.

The girl has a home.

The boy has a home.

THE END

The Boy and the Girl

There is some ice.

There is some joy.

There are some kids.

There are some lists.

There is some mail.

There are some names.

There are some oats.

There are some pails.

The boy has some ice.

The boy has some joy.

The boy is a kid.

The boy has a list.

The boy has some mail.

The boy has a name.

The girl has some ice.

The girl has some joy.

The girl is a kid.

The girl has a list.

The girl has some mail.

The girl has a name.

The boy’s ice is cold.

The boy’s joy is good.

The boy’s list is long.

The boy’s mail is new.

The boy’s name is Ben.

The boy’s oats are hot.

The boy’s pail is full.

The girl’s ice is cold.

The girl’s joy is good.

The girl’s list is long.

The girl’s mail is new.

The girl’s name is Sue.

The girl’s oats are hot.

The girl’s pail is full.

The boy is hopping.

The boy is running.

The boy is running and hopping.

Ben is running and hopping.

The girl is hopping.

The girl is running.

The girl is running and hopping.

Sue is running and hopping.

THE END

Joy and Ice

The boy has some oats.

The boy’s name is Ben.

Ben has some oats.

The oats are hot.

The girl has some oats.

The girl’s name is Sue.

Sue has some oats.

The oats are hot.

Ben and Sue are kids.

Ben and Sue have some joy.

Ben has a pail.

Sue has a pail.

Ben has some mail.

The mail is in the pail.

Ben has some mail in his pail.

The pail is full of mail.

Sue has some mail.

The mail is in her pail.

Sue has some mail in her pail.

The pail is full of mail.

Ben is running.

Ben is running and hopping.

Sue is running.

Sue is hopping.

Sue is running and hopping.

Ben and Sue are hot. 

They are hot.

Ben has some ice.

Sue has some ice.

Ben and Sue have some ice.

Ben and Sue have some joy.

They have ice and joy.

THE END

Living Things

There is an ape.

There is a bug.

There is a cat.

There is a dog.

There is an eel.

There is a frog.

There is a goat.

There is a hen.

There is a jay.

There is an ape by a pond.

There is a bug by a pond.

There is a cat by the pond.

There is a dog by the pond.

There is an eel in the sea.

There is a frog in a pond.

There is a goat by the pond.

There is a hen by the pond.

There is a jay by the pond.

The ape sits in a tree.

The bug flies in the air.

The cat looks at a bird.

The dog digs for a bone.

The eel swims in the sea.

The frog hops on a log.

The goat eats a new hat.

The hen sits on an egg.

The jay picks up a nut.

The ape sits in a tree by the pond.

The bug flies in the air by a pond.

The cat looks at a bird by the pond.

The dog digs for a bone by the pond.

The eel swims in the sea with the fish.

The frog hops on a log by the pond.

The goat eats a new hat by the pond.

The hen sits on an egg by the pond.

The jay picks up a nut by the pond.

The ape has fur.

The bug has wings.

The cat has claws.

The dog has paws.

The eel has gills.

The frog has legs.

The goat has horns.

The hen has feathers.

The jay has a beak.

The ape has fur on its skin.

The bug has wings on its body.

The cat has claws on its paws.

The dog has paws on its legs.

The eel has gills on its sides.

The frog has legs on its body.

The goat has horns on its head.

The hen has feathers on its body.

The jay has a beak on its face.

We see a kid.

We see a lamb.

We see a mole.

We see a nest.

We see an owl.

We see a pond.

We see a rock.

We see a swan.

We see a tree.

We see a kid by the barn.

We see a lamb by the barn.

We see a mole by the barn.

We see a nest by the barn.

We see an owl by the barn.

We see a pond by the barn.

We see a rock by the barn.

We see a swan by the barn.

We see a tree by the barn.

The ape lives on a pile of leaves.

The bug lives in the bark of a tree.

The kid lives in a home.

The lamb lives in a barn.

The mole lives in a hole.

The owl lives in a tree.

The swan lives on the pond.

The ape lives on a pile of leaves in the jungle.

The bug lives in the bark of a tree on the farm.

The kid lives in a home on the farm.

The lamb lives in a barn on the farm.

The mole lives in a hole on the farm.

The owl lives in a tree on the farm.

The swan lives on the pond on the farm.

The ape runs to the tree.

The bug flies in the yard.

The cat sits on the roof.

The dog digs in the dirt.

The eel stays in a cave.

The frog jumps in the mud.

The goat walks in the grass.

The hen lies in the sun.

The jay dives in the air.

The ape runs to the tree in the woods.

The bug flies in the yard by the barn.

The cat sits on the roof of the home.

The dog digs in the dirt in the yard.

The eel stays in a cave in the sea.

The frog jumps in the mud by the pond.

The goat walks in the grass in the field.

The hen lies in the sun by the road.

The jay dives in the air in the sun.

The lamb runs with the goat.

The dog runs with the cat.

The jay flies with the owl.

The mole crawls with the bug.

The eel swims with the swan.

The frog hops with the hen.

The kid climbs like the ape.

The lamb runs with the goat in the rain.

The dog runs with the cat in the rain.

The jay flies with the owl in the rain.

The mole crawls with the bug in the rain.

The eel swims with the swan in the rain.

The frog hops with the hen in the rain.

The kid climbs like the ape in the rain.

THE END

The Farm

There is an ash tree.

There is a barn.

There is a cow.

There is a dog.

There is an egg in a nest in a tree by the pond.

There is a field.

There is a goat.

There is a hen.

There is an inchworm.

There is a jay.

There is a key to the gate to the fence by the field.

There is a lamb.

There is a moth.

There is a nest by the loft in the barn.

There is an owl.

There is a pig.

There is a quarter horse.

There is a rooster.

There is a sheep.

There is a turkey.

There is an umbrella on a hook by the door of the barn.

There is a weather vane on the top of the barn.

There is a fox.

There is a yellow warbler.

There is a zebra.

THE END

Food

I like to eat apples.

I like to eat bananas.

I like to eat carrots.

I like to eat doughnuts.

I like to eat eggs.

I like to eat French fries.

I like to eat greens.

I like to eat hot dogs.

I like to eat ice cream.

I like to eat jam on buttered toast.

I like to eat ketchup on hamburgers.

I like to eat lemons.

I like to eat mustard on hot dogs.

I like to eat nectarines.

I like to eat oranges.

I like to eat pears.

I like to eat Quince jelly on buttered toast.

I like to eat relish on hamburgers.

I like to eat spaghetti.

I like to eat tacos.

I like to eat upside down cake.

I like to eat vanilla wafers.

I like to eat ximenia fruit.

I like to eat yams.

I like to eat zucchini.

THE END

The Yard

There is a quiz.

There is a road.

There is a sale.

There is a tune.

There is a vine.

There is a wish.

There is a yard.

There is a zoo.

The dog is in the yard.

The kids are in the yard.

The cart is in the yard.

The boys have a sale in the yard.

The girls have a sale in the yard.

The kids have a sale in the yard.

The mail is by the road.

The yard is by the road.

The home is by the road.

The mailman has the mail.

The dog is running.

The dog is barking.

The dog is running and barking.

The dog is running and barking at the mailman.

The mailman looks at the sale.

The mailman looks at the sale in the yard.

The boys go to the zoo.

The girls go to the zoo.

The kids go to the zoo.

The boys see the pets at the zoo.

The girls see the pets at the zoo.

The kids see the pets at the zoo.

There is a well at the zoo.

The boys make a wish at the well.

The girls make a wish at the well.

The kids make a wish at the well.

The boys put a coin in the well.

The girls put a coin in the well.

The kids put a coin in the well.

Ben gives Sue a coin to put in the well.

Sue gets a coin from Ben to put in the well.

Sue takes the coin from Ben and puts it in the well.

Ben says, “See the coin drop in the well?”

Sue says, “See the coin drop in the well?”

Ben says, “See the coin in the well?”

Sue says, “See the coin in the well?”

Ben says, “Yes, I see the coin in the well.”

Sue says, “Yes, I see the coin in the well.”

THE END

Cash at the Sale

There is a sale.

The sale is in the yard.

The yard is by the road.

A girl is in the yard.

Her name is Sue.

Sue sees a boy.

His name is Ben.

Ben has a sign.

The sign says, “For Sale.”

It is a big sign.

Ben puts the big sign by a cart.

The boy and the girl have a wish.

The wish is to go to the zoo.

Ben and Sue set up a cart.

The cart has toys in it.

The toys are for sale.

Ben and Sue have a dog.

The dog is in the yard.

The dog is running and barking.

The mailman comes by with the mail.

The dog barks at the mailman.

The mailman puts the mail in the mailbox.

Ben says, “See the mailman. The mailman has the mail.”

Sue says, “Yes, I see the mailman. I will get the mail.”

Sue goes to the mailbox.

Sue gets the mail out of the mailbox.

She takes the mail to the home.

Ben has a pail by the cart.

The pail is for coins and cash.

Ben and Sue wait at the cart.

Ben and Sue wait by the sign at the cart.

They wait for men and women and kids to come to the sale.THE END

Colors

The ash tree is green and brown.

The barn is red.

The cow is brown.

The dog is black.

The egg is white.

The field is green.

The goat is tan.

The hen is red and white.

The inchworm is small.

The jay is blue and black and white.

The key is silver.

The lamb is white.

The moth is gray.

The nest is gray and brown.

The owl is black and white and brown.

The pig is pink.

The quarter horse is brown and white.

The rooster is red and white and brown.

The sheep is creamy white.

The turkey is white and red.

The umbrella is black.

The weather vane is gold.

The fox is red.

The yellow warbler is yellow and green and red.

The zebra is black and white striped.

THE END

The Sale

This is an ape.

This is a book.

This is a car.

This is a doll.

This is a flag.

This is a game.

This is a horn.

This is a jet.

The boy picks up an ape.

He picks up a car.

He picks up a game.

He picks up a jet.

The boy goes to his cart.

He puts the ape in the cart.

He puts the car in the cart.

He puts the game in the cart.

He puts the jet in the cart.

The girl picks up the book.

She picks up the doll.

She picks up the flag.

She picks up the horn.

The girl goes to her cart.

The girl puts the book in her cart.

She puts the doll in her cart.

She puts the flag in her cart.

She puts the horn in the cart.

The boy puts his cart in the yard.

The girl puts her cart in the yard.

The boy puts up a big note that says, “For Sale.”

The girl puts up a big note that says, “For Sale.”

The boy has some bags for the sale.

The girl has some bags for the sale.

The boy gets a box for the sale.

He gives the box to the girl for the sale.

She puts the box by her cart.

The boy and the girl sit by the cart.

The boy and the girl wait by the cart at the sale.

They wait by the cart at the sale.

THE END

The Week End Yard Sale

A boy and a girl are in the yard.

The boy is Ben.

The girl is Sue.

They are going to have a yard sale.

Ben gets a cart.

Sue gets a box.

They both get lots of bags.

They both get 2 tables.

Ben and Sue set up the tables.

Ben and Sue go to the home.

They go in the home.

They want to get lots of things for the sale.

Ben goes to his room.

He goes to a box by his bed.

He picks up the toys from the box by his bed.

He gets an ape, a car, a game, a flag, and a jet.

He puts the toys in a box.

He takes the box of toys to the tables.

He takes the box of toys to the tables in the yard for the sale.

Sue goes to her room.

She goes to a box by her bed.

She picks up the toys from the box by her bed.

She gets a book, a doll, a horn, a bear, and a fan.

She puts the toys in a box.

She takes the box of toys to the tables.

She takes the box of toys to the tables in the yard for the sale.

Ben and Sue set all of the toys out on the tables in the yard.

They put tags on the toys.

The tags say, “One dime.”

Ben and Sue make a big note.

The note says, “For Sale.”

Ben and Sue put the note on the tables.

Ben has a pail by the tables.

The pail is for cash and coins.

When they get it all set up, Ben and Sue sit and wait.

They sit and wait for men and women and kids to come to the sale.

THE END

The Yard Sale

This is some art.

This is a ball.

This is a cake.

This is a dish.

This is an egg.

This is a gift.

This is a hose.

This is some junk.

This is a kit.

This is a lamp.

This is a map.

This is an owl.

This is a pan.

This is a ring.

This is a ship.

This is a table.

This is a vice. 

This is a wig.

This is a zebra.

The art is on the table.

The ball is on the table.

The cake is on the table.

The dish is on the table.

The egg is on the table.

The gift is on the table.

The hose is on the table.

The junk is on the table.

The kit is on the table.

The lamp is on the table.

The map is on the table.

The owl is on the table.

The pan is on the table.

The ring is on the table.

The ship is on the table.

The vice is on the table.

The wig is on the table.

The zebra is on the table.

The table is in the yard.

The table has a sign that says, “For Sale.”

A mom and dad come to the sale.

The mom picks up a lamp.

The mom picks up an owl.

The mom picks up a ring.

The dad picks up a kit.

The dad picks up a map.

The dad picks up a ship.

The mom looks at the tag on the lamp.

The mom looks at the tag on the owl.

The mom looks at the tag on the ring.

The tag on the lamp says, “One buck.”

The tag on the owl says, “One Buck.”

The tag on the ring says, “One Buck.”

The mom gets the lamp for one buck.

The mom gets the owl for one buck.

The mom gets the ring for one buck.

The kids sell the lamp for one buck.

The kids sell the owl for one buck.

The kids sell the ring for one buck.

The dad looks at the tag on the kit.

The dad looks at the tag on the map.

The dad looks at the tag on the ship.

The tag on the kit says, “Two bucks.”

The tag on the map says, Two bucks.”

The tag on the ship says, “Two bucks.”

The dad gets the kit for two bucks.

The dad gets the map for two bucks.

The dad gets the ship for two bucks.

The kids sell the kit for two bucks.

The kids sell the map for two bucks.

The kids sell the ship for two bucks.

The mom thanks the kids for the lamp.

She thanks them for the owl.

She thanks them for the ring. 

The dad thanks the kids for the kit.

He thanks them for the map.

He thanks them for the ship.

Some children come to the yard sale.

Ann picks up some art.

Bill picks up a ball.

Deb picks up a dish.

Gus picks up a gift.

Hal picks up a hose.

Jim picks up some junk.

The children all look at the toys.

Ann looks at the art.

Bill looks at the ball.

Deb looks at the dish.

Gus looks at the gift.

Hal looks at the hose.

Jim looks at the junk.

The children all look for some cash.

Ann gives a dime to Sue for the art.

Bill gives a dime to Ben for the ball.

Deb gives a dime to Sue for the dish.

Gus gives a dime to Ben for the gift.

Hal gives a dime to Sue for the hose.

Jim gives a dime to Ben for the junk.

The children all say thank you.

Ann says thank you to Sue for the art.

Bill says thank you to Ben for the ball.

Deb says thank you to Sue for the dish.

Gus says thank you to Ben for the gift.

Hal says thank you to Sue for the hose.

Jim says thank you to Ben for the junk.

Sue says thank you to Ann for the dime.

Ben says thank you to Bill for the dime.

Sue says thank you to Deb for the dime.

Ben says thank you to Gus for the dime.

Sue says thank you to Hal for the dime.

Ben says thank you to Jim for the dime.

All of the children are happy.

THE END

To The Zoo

Ben and Sue put all the toys and things on the tables.

They put all the toys and things on the tables for the yard sale.

They put some things on one table.

They put some things on the other table.

Ben puts the art, the dish, the egg, the gift, the lamp, the owl, the hose, the map, the wig, the zebra, the ring, the flag, and the ship on one table.

Sue puts the ball, the ape, the book, the car, the doll, the game, the horn, the jet, the cake, the pan, the junk and the kit on the other table.

All of the toys and things have tags.

Some of the tags say, “One Dime.”

Some of the tags say, “One Buck.”

Some to the tags say, “Two Bucks.”

Some kids from town come by the yard.

They come to the yard sale.

They go to the tables.

They look and see the toys and things on the tables.

They pick up the things and look at them.

One boy buys the jet.

He buys the jet for one dime.

Ben sells the jet for one dime.

Ben puts the jet in a bag.

He hands the bag to the boy.

Ben puts the dime in the pail.

A girl buys the doll.

She buys the doll for a dime.

Sue sells the doll for a dime.

Sue puts the doll in a bag.

She hands the bag to the girl.

Sue puts the dime in the pail.

The children say, “Thank you,” to Ben and Sue.

They are happy.

A man comes to the yard.

He comes to the yard sale.

He goes to a table.

He picks up the map.

He looks at the map.

He grabs for his cash.

He takes out one buck and hands it to Ben.

Ben sells the map for one buck.

Ben takes the one buck and puts it in the pail.

Ben takes the map and rolls it up.

He takes the map and puts it in a bag.

He hands the bag to the man.

The man says, “Thank you for the map.”

Ben says, “Yes, Sir, and thank you for the buck.”

A woman comes by the yard.
She comes by to see the yard sale.

She walks up to a table.

She picks up the ring, the owl, and the lamp.

She looks at them.

Then she sets them down on the table.

And she grabs her handbag. 

She gets out 2 bucks and 1 dime.

She hands the 2 bucks and the 1 dime to Sue.

The woman says, “These are for the ring, and the lamp, and the owl.”

Sue says, “Yes, thank you, Ma’am.”

Sue sells the owl, the ring, and the lamp to the woman.

Sue puts the 2 bucks and the 1 dime in the pail.

Then she puts the ring and the owl and the lamp in 3 bags.

She hands the 3 bags to the woman.

The woman says, “Thank you for the owl and the ring and the lamp.”

Sue says, “Thank you for the 2 bucks and the 1 dime.”

When the sale is done, Ben and Sue have twenty-five dollars and eighty cents.

They take the coins and the cash from the pail.

They put the coins and the cash in a box in their home.

The next day, Ben and Sue go to the zoo.

They take their cash and coins with them.

The zoo costs 5 bucks for a day pass.

Ben and Sue pay the woman at the gate 10 bucks to get in.

Ben and Sue each get one pass to get in the zoo.

First Ben and Sue go to the bird house.

They walk into the bird house.

They see lots of birds.

Some birds are red, some are blue, some are yellow, some are green, and some are black and white.

Some are big and some are small.

The birds sing and sing.

The birds fly from tree to tree.

Ben and Sue look at the birds for a long time.

Then they walk to the next house.

Ben and Sue go to the fish tank house.

They see lots and lots of fish.

The fish are pretty.

The fish swim and swim.

They swim and swim in the big tanks.

Some fish are red. Some fish are blue. Some fish are yellow. Some fish are gold.
And some fish are orange.

Some fish are very big.

Some fish are very small.

Ben and Sue look at all of the fish for a long time.

Then they walk to the next house.

Ben and Sue go to see the bears.

The bears are in a big cage.

They are very big bears.

Some bears are brown.

Some bears are black.

And some bears are white.

The zoo man feeds the bears.

The bears eat fish.

The bears eat lots and lots of fish.

Ben and Sue look at the bears for a long time.

Then they walk to the next house.

Ben and Sue go to see the lions.

The lions are in big cages, too.

The lions are sleeping.

They do not move.

They are all fast asleep.

When Ben and Sue are done at the zoo, they walk home.

They are both very happy.

THE END

Kansas City

Here is Bob Jones.

Here is Jane Jones.

Here is Mike Jones.

Here is Beth Jones.

Here is Kansas City.

Bob Jones works in Kansas City.

Jane Jones works in Kansas City.

Mike Jones stays in Kansas City.

Beth Jones stays in Kansas City.

Bob and Jane both work in Kansas City.

Mike and Beth both stay in Kansas City.

Mike Jones goes to school in Kansas City.

Beth Jones goes to school in Kansas City.

Mike is schooling in Kansas City.

Beth is schooling in Kansas City.

Bob and Jane take Mike and Beth to school in Kansas City.

Mike and Beth both go to school in Kansas City.

Mike reads in school.

Beth reads in school.

Mike and Beth both read in school.

Mike works hard in school.

Beth works hard in school. 

They both work hard in school.

THE END

Work

Bob Jones works in Kansas City.

Jane Jones works in Kansas City.

Bob Jones lives in Kansas City.

Jane Jones lives in Kansas City.

Bob and Jane both work in Kansas City.

Bob and Jane both live in Kansas City.

Bob makes cars in Kansas City.

Jane makes soap in Kansas City.

Bob works on a line.

Bob works on a line to make cars.

Bob has tools to help him.

Bob has tools to help him make cars.

He makes new cars.

The cars he makes are new.

Some new cars are red.

Some new cars are blue.

Some new cars are yellow.

Some new cars are black and white.

Jane works on a line.

Jane works on a line to make soap.

Jane has tools to help her.

Jane has tools to help her make soap.

Jane makes new soap.

The soap Jane makes is new.

The new soap that Jane makes smells good.

Some soaps are white.

Some soaps are blue.

Some soaps are green.

Some soaps are yellow. 

Some soaps are pink.

Some soaps are hard.

Some soaps are hard and come in a bar.

Some soaps are soft.

Some soaps are soft and come in a jar with a pump.

Bob puts doors on the cars.

He has to use tools to put the doors on the cars.

Jane runs the line that puts the soap in the jars.

Bob works hard to put doors on cars.

Jane works hard to put soap in jars.

Bob and Jane both work hard at their jobs.

They have to work fast to get their jobs done.

When they are done at the end of the day they need to rest.

But they rest up on the weekends.

When Bob and Jane get home, they show their hands to their kids.

They both say, “Look at these hands. These hands work hard. These hands need a rest.”

Their kids say, “Yes. We see those hands. Those hands work hard. Those hands need a rest, for sure.”

THE END

Mr. Frank’s Cat

This is Mr. Frank.

This is Mrs. Frank.

This is Abby Frank.

This is Gary Frank.

This is David Frank.

This is Mist.

Mist is Mr. Frank’s cat.

Mist jumps at Mr. Frank.

Mist jumps at Mrs. Frank.

Mist jumps at Abby Frank.

Mist jumps at Gary Frank.

Mist jumps at David Frank.

Mrs. Frank grabs the cat.

She pets the cat.

She sets the cat down.

Mist runs to Mr. Frank.

Mr. Frank grabs the cat.

He pets the cat.

He sets the cat down.

Mist says, “Meow.”

Mist wants to eat.

Mr. Frank gets Mist a bowl of food.

Mist eats the food in the bowl.

Abby gets a dish of water for Mist.

Mist drinks the water from the dish.

Gary picks up the bowl of food when it is all gone.

He takes the bowl to the sink.

David plays with Mist.

He picks Mist up in his arms.

He pets her.

Then he puts her down.

Mist jumps and runs.

Mist likes to play.

Mist likes to play with toys.

She has a toy mouse.

She has a toy ball.

She has a toy dog with catnip inside.

She jumps on the toy mouse.

She jumps on the toy ball.

She jumps on the toy dog with catnip inside.

Then she runs around the room.

THE END

Cats

Mr. Frank likes cats.


Mrs. Frank likes cats, too.

They have 3 cats.

The cat’s names are Mist, and Page, and Rex.

Mist has the name Mist because he will not go outside when it rains, or when it looks like rain.

Page has the name Page because she likes to sit on laps. 

She likes to sit on laps when Mr. Frank or Mrs. Frank are reading a book.

She will hit the pages of the book when the pages are turned.

Rex has the name Rex because he thinks he is the king of the house. 

He sleeps on Mr. Frank’s bed in the daytime.

He likes to eat first.

He likes to go outside first.

He likes to take all of the toys from the other cats.

He likes to take all of the toys from the other cats and sit on them.

One day Mrs. Frank told Mr. Frank to come to the den to look.

Mrs. Frank wanted Mr. Frank to look at Page.

Page was sitting by the window in the den.

Page was looking at some birds by the bird feeder.

Page was whipping her tail back and forth and looking at the birds as the birds ate.

Mr. and Mrs. Frank watched Page.

Mrs. Frank said to Mr. Frank, “Look at Page. I think Page likes to hunt. I think Page likes to hunt birds.”

Mr. Frank said, “Yes. I think Page likes to hunt birds. It is good that the birds are outside of the house. It is good that Page is on the inside of the house.”

Page watched the birds from inside the house.

The birds ate seed at the bird feeder outside of the house in the back yard.

THE END

Home Things

There is some art.

There is a bed.

There is a car.

There is a deck.

There is some food.

There is a gate.

There is a hall.

There is a job.

There is a key.

There is some art in the house.

There is a bed in the bedroom.

There is a car in the garage.

There is a deck on the back of the house.

There is some food in the icebox.

There is a gate by the front walk.

There is a hall in the house.

There is a job at the plant.

There is a key for the front door.

The art hangs on the wall.

The bed is upstairs.

The car has four doors.

The deck has six chairs.

The food is good to eat.

The gate has a lock.

The hall has a long rug.

The job is hard work.

The key goes into the lock.

The art hangs on the wall with hooks and a nail.

The bed is upstairs on the second floor.

The car has four doors and four wheels.

The deck has six chairs and a big table.

The food is good to eat at breakfast in the morning.

The gate has a lock and a latch.

The hall has a long rug on the floor.

The job is hard work from Monday to Friday.

The key goes into the lock on the front door.

We can see the lawn.

We can see the mail.

We can see the name.

We can see the pool.

We can see the roof.

We can see the sink.

We can see the tub.

We can see the wall.

We can see the yard.

We can see the lawn in the front yard.

We can see the mail in the mailbox.

We can see the name on the front porch.

We can see the pool in the back yard.

We can see the roof on the top of the house.

We can see the sink in the kitchen.

We can see the tub in the bathroom.

We can see the wall in the living room.

We can see the yard beside the house.

The lawn has some green grass.

The mail comes from friends.

The name on the house says Jones.

The pool is filled with water.

The roof has steep sides.

The sink has hot and cold water.

The tub has a curtain.

The wall has windows.

The yard has a swing set.

The lawn has some green grass and some weeds.

The mail comes from friends in letters with stamps.

The name on the house says Jones in big letters.

The pool is filled with water up to the top.

The roof has steep sides and black shingles.

The sink has hot and cold water from the two taps.

The tub has a curtain and soap on the shelf.

The wall has windows with pretty curtains.

The yard has a swing set and a slide and a sand box.

The art is of lakes and ducks and hills.

The bed has sheets and pillows and blankets.

The car is blue and new.

The deck is made of wood.

The food came from a farm.

The gate opens both in and out.

The hall has a lamp.

The job is making things.

The key has a spare.

The art is of lakes and ducks and hills and was painted.

The bed has sheets and pillows and blankets that are all clean.

The car is blue and new but needs to be washed.

The deck is made of wood and has a railing and steps.

The food came from a farm and a market.

The gate opens both in and out and has a latch.

The hall has a lamp on the wall.

The job is making things to sell at stores.

The key has a spare one in the hall closet.

The art makes the living room look bigger.

The bed sits beside the dresser.

The car sits beside the tool bench.

The deck has a table with a huge umbrella.

The food is for a picnic on the deck.

The gate is to keep the dog in the yard.

The job is to earn money.

The key is to keep the house safe.

The art makes the living room look bigger than it is.

The bed sits beside the dresser and the desk.

The car sits beside the tool bench and the lawn tools.

The deck has a table with an umbrella for the sun and the rain.

The food is for a picnic on the deck in the summer time.

The gate is to keep the dog in the yard so that it does not roam.

The job is to earn money to pay bills.

The key is to keep the house safe and locked tight.

We need to mow the lawn.

We need to post the mail.

We need to paint the name on the porch.

We need to clean the pool.

We need to fix the roof.

We need to clean the sink.

We need to drain the tub.

We need to clean the walls.

We need to rake the yard.

We need to mow the lawn each week.

We need to post the mail before the postman comes.

We need to paint the name on the porch each year.

We need to clean the pool each week.

We need to fix the roof when it leaks.

We need to clean the sink every day.

We need to drain the tub when baths are done.

We need to clean the walls when we dust.

We need to rake the yard in the fall.

The art has a name on it.

The food is fixed in the sink.

The gate is at the end of the yard.

The mail is put on the table in the hall.

The job makes money to pay for the car.

The deck is used with the pool.

The key is kept on the wall.

The tub is for when you get out of bed.

The art has a name on it by the one who made it.

The food is fixed in the sink for the big meal.

The gate is at the end of the yard beside the street.

The mail is put on the table in the hall every day when it comes.

The job makes money to pay for the car which we need to drive.

The deck is used with the pool to dry off after swimming.

The key is kept on the wall on a hook in the closet.

The tub is for when you get out of bed early in the morning every day.

THE END

Things to Play With

I can play with an ark.

I can play with a bear.

I can play with a cart.

I can play with a doll.

I can play with an elf.

I can play with a fort.

I can play with a game.

I can play with a hoop.

I can play with a jet.

I can play with a kite. 

I can play with an ark and with its animals.

I can play with a bear and pretend it is real.

I can play with a cart and fill it with toys.

I can play with a doll and dress it in clothes.

I can play with an elf and pretend it does magic.

I can play with a fort and play in it.

I can play with a game on the floor.

I can play with a hoop and roll it around.

I can play with a jet and pretend it flies.

I can play with a kite flying high up in the air. 

An ark filled with animals is a great toy.

A stuffed bear is a great gift for little kids.

A red cart with wheels can carry lots of toys.

A doll is a way to play mother and father and house.

An elf is a make believe little person with pointy ears.

A fort is made of snow or sand or wood by kids.

A game is a contest with rules.

A hoop is a toy to dance with or to roll or to throw a ball through.

A jet is a model airplane to make by putting it together piece by piece.

A kite is made of paper, plastic, wood, and string, and it flies in the sky with the wind.

I can play with a lens.

I can play with a mask.

I can play with a net.

I can play with an oar.

I can play in a pool.

I can play with a rope.

I can play in the sand.

I can play with a toy.

I can play with some wood.

I can play in the yard.

I can play with a lens and look at things.

I can play with a mask and put it on my head.

I can play with a net and catch things.

I can play with an oar as I row a boat.

I can play in a pool and swim.

I can play with a rope and jump.

I can play in the sand and build things.

I can play with a toy all day long.

I can play with some wood and pretend.

I can play in the yard with my friends.

A lens is made of glass.

A mask is used at Halloween.

A net is used in basketball.

An oar is used to row a boat.

A pool is a huge tub of water.

A rope is used in jump rope.

Sand is used in a sand box.

Toys are playthings.

Wood can be used for building.

A yard is a safe place to play.

A lens is made of glass and makes things look bigger or smaller.

A mask is used at Halloween and makes you look like someone else.

A net is used in basketball, soccer, and hockey.

An oar is used to row a boat in a lake, pond, or river.

A pool is a huge tub of water to swim in.

A rope is used in jump rope and to keep you very fit.

Sand is used in a sand box for building and playing.

Toys are playthings and are used for learning and make believe.

Wood can be used for building and making real or make-believe toys and tools.

A yard is a safe place to play right beside your house.

The ark is the boat that Noah built.

A bear is a stuffed toy.

A cart has wheels and is red.

A doll is a small pretend person.

An elf is a make believe little person.

A fort is built by kids for playing.

A game is played to see who is best.

A hoop is a circle or ring.

A jet can be a small toy.

The ark is the boat that Noah built to keep all of the animals safe.

A bear is a stuffed toy and is called a Teddy Bear.

A cart has wheels and is red and is called a wagon.

A doll is a small pretend person made of wood, plastic, rubber, or yarn for play.

An elf is a make believe little person for pretend play.

A fort is built by kids for playing at war games.

A game is played to see who is best in a sport or contest.

A hoop is a circle or ring that is used in some games.

A jet can be a small toy to play with and you can pretend it’s flying.

A kite is a flying toy used on windy days.

A lens helps you to see small things better.

A mask, when used on Halloween, can scare other people.

A net can hold a ball, a puck, or a fish.

An oar is also called a paddle and helps move a boat in water.

A pool is filled with water for swimming in the summertime.

A rope can be used for jump rope but also can be used for climbing and swinging.

Sand is used to make sand castles on beaches.

A toy is anything you can play with.

Wood can be made into things to build with.

A yard is an open space by a house for kids to play in.

THE END

The Museum

We see Army Ants.

We see Black bears.

We see Crocodiles.

We see Dogfish.

We see Electric Eels.

We see Flying Squirrels.

We see Giraffes.

We see Hawks.

We see Ibises.

We see Jaguars.

We see Kangaroos.

We see Llamas.

We see Moose.

We see Newts.

We see an Octopus.

We see Panthers.

We see Quail.

We see Rats.

We see Sperm Whales.

We see Tarantulas.

We see Upland Gorillas.

We see Vultures.

We see Walruses.

We see Xemes.

We see Yaks.

We see Zebras.

THE END

Games

Our family likes to play Authors®.

Our family likes to play Battleship®.

Our family likes to play Checkers.

Our family likes to play Dominoes.

Our family likes to play Euchre.

Our family likes to play Finance®.

Our family likes to play Go.

Our family likes to play Horseshoes.

Our family likes to play I Doubt It.

Our family likes to play Jenga®.

Our family likes to play Kalah.

Our family likes to play Life®.

Our family likes to play Monopoly®.

Our family likes to play Niagara®.

Our family likes to play Old Maid.

Our family likes to play Parcheesi.

Our family likes to play Qwirkle®.

Our family likes to play Risk®.

Our family likes to play Scrabble®. 

Our family likes to play Tic-Tac-Toe.

Our family likes to play Upwords®.

Our family likes to play Voltage®.

Our family likes to play War.

Our family likes to play Xiangqi.

Our family likes to play Yahtzee®.

Our family likes to play Zombies®.

THE END

Alphabet Rhymes

I need an apple, red and round.

I like to eat what I have found.

I need a ball, to bounce around.

Why does it come back from the ground?

I need a cart, to place things small.

When things are big, what horse will haul?

I need a desk to place a call,

To phone a shoe shop at the mall.

I need both eyes to help me add,

It’s that I’m old; my eyes are bad.

I need a fan, to cool my pad.

It isn’t hot; I’m over clad.

I need some gum to calm me down.

I need to smile instead of frown.

I need a hat to go to town.

My wife? She needs a dressing gown.

I need some ink to write a letter.

It’s to a friend; you’ve never met her.

I need a jet to travel better.

Alaska’s cold. I’ll need a sweater.

I need a kite to touch the sky.

I’ve lots of string. It can go high.

I need a light. Don’t ask me why.

There are no reasons. I could lie.

I need a mitt to catch a ball.

A batter hit it off the wall.

I am a nerd; I trip and fall.

I think I’m graceful when I sprawl.

I need some oil for my sleigh.

When steering squeaks, the horses neigh.

I need some pie to make my day.

Blueberry would be A.O.K. 

I need a quiz to prove I’m smart.

I’ll know the answers when I start.

I need a rose to paint some art.

It is a bloom straight from the heart.

I need some skis to go downhill,

But faster than old Jack and Jill.

I need a tent to camp with skill.

Out in the quiet woods so still.

I need an “up” when I feel down.

And smile when I see a clown.

I need a van to drive to town.

The road is dusty, sandy, brown. 

I need a wish to makes things swell.

I won’t throw pennies in a well.

I need to Xerox what I spell

To fix mistakes, but who could tell?

I need a yam; I’m hungry now.

I’m vegan; I won’t eat a cow.

I’d ride a Zebra, not a sow,

If it could pull a wooden plow.

That’s all the letters that we type.

There could be more, like hunting Snipe.

From alphabets, where we could swipe,

But you’d complain, and I would gripe.

THE END

Places To Go

There is the art show.

There is a bank.

There is a camp.

There is a dock.

There is a farm.

There is a gym.

There is a hill.

There is a jet.

There is some land.

There is an art show with paintings.

There is a bank that keeps our cash.

There is a camp where we go to rest.

There is a dock that has a boat.

There is a farm that has some animals.

There is a gym where we can work out.

There is a hill that we can climb.

There is a jet that takes us far away.

There is some land where we can visit.

The art show also sells paintings.

The bank is where we go to give or get money.

Camp is where we go on vacation.

A dock is right beside a lake or a pond.

A farm is where animals live.

A gym is where we go to exercise.

A hill is a high piece of land.

A jet is an airplane with a jet engine.

Land is solid ground on which we live.

The art show also sells paintings in an art gallery.

The bank is where we go to give or get money when we get paid.

Camp is where we go on vacation when we have time off.

A dock is right beside a lake or a pond or river where we can get in a boat.

A farm is where animals live and where food is grown.

A gym is where we go to exercise and work out to get strong and fit.

A hill is a high piece of land and can make a great lookout place.

A Jet is an airplane with a jet engine and it can go faster than airplanes with propellers.

Land is solid ground on which we live and it can have many different types of climate.

There is a mill.

There is a pond.

There is a road.

There is a show.

There is some work.

There is a zoo.

There is a mill where grain is made into flour.

There is a pond where frogs and fish live.

There is a road, which leads to many places.

There is a show where folks act in a play.

There is some work at a job that pays.

There is a zoo where wild animals live.

We go to the mill to get bags of flour.

We go to the pond to swim and fish.

We go on the road to drive far away.

We go to the show to see a play.

We go to work to get paid in cash.

We go to the zoo to see the wild animals.

We go to the mill to get bags of flour so we can cook some great dishes.

We go the pond to swim and fish and have a great time relaxing.

We go on the road to drive far away and forget about our daily cares.

We go to the show to see a play and enjoy some fine entertainment.

We go to work to get paid in cash so we can pay our bills on time.

We go to the zoo to see the wild animals because it is too hard to travel to where they normally live to see them.

Artists bring their paintings to the art show so they can display their works for the public. 

The police help guard the banks so our money is safe.

Some camps are out in the woods so we can get away and rest easy.

Most docks are made of wood so boats are not hurt.

Farms can be very huge so they can grow lots of food.

Gyms are open for people who want to be fit so they can feel better.

Hills come in all shapes and sizes and are fun to climb up and run down.

Jets are used by people who want to travel quickly to where they are going. They don’t want to miss what they want to see.

Land is the ground that we can stand on and it is not like water in ponds and lakes.

Old mills were run with water wheels.

Ponds are small and they are fed by creeks and streams.

Old roads are made of dirt and rocks and sand.

Shows are done by people who act, dance, sing, and play music.

Work is doing tasks for someone else for pay.

Old mills were run with water wheels but now run with electric power.

Ponds are small and fed by creeks and streams and are homes to fish and frogs and bugs.

Old roads are made of dirt and rocks and sand and are in the country.

Shows are done by people who act, dance, sing and play music, and are a lot of fun to go to.

Work is doing tasks for someone else for pay and it is done from 8 to 10 hours a day.

There is a gym at the camp.

Work is very hard at the bank.

We have a dock at our pond.

There is a dirt road on our farm.

There will be an art show at the gallery.

There is a mill at the bottom of the hill.

It is hard to land a jet.

THE END

Foods Explained

Apples are really good in pies.

Bananas are really good on sundaes.

Carrots are great in cake.

Doughnuts are tasty with cream or jelly filling.

Eggs are great fried, scrambled, and boiled.

French fries are great as a snack or as a side meal.

Greens have got to be cooked and prepared well.

Hotdogs are great food on picnics.

Ice cream is always a great dessert.

Jam is good on buttered toast, scones, and biscuits.

Ketchup is a great addition to foods for flavoring.

Lemons are good in lemonade.

Mustard is great on hotdogs.

Nectarines are like peaches without fuzz.

Oranges are so good to eat fresh.

Pears are good in cobbler.

Quince Jelly is so good on buttered toast.

Relish is great on hotdogs and hamburgers.

Spaghetti is a great family meal.

Tacos are fun to put together.

Upside down cake is fun to make and to eat.

Vanilla wafers go great with milk.

Watermelon is a perfect and healthy food.

Ximenia fruit is a new and exotic food.

Yams are sort of like sweet potatoes.

Zucchini is a great addition to homemade bread.

THE END

At the Store

This is Jan.

This is John.

This is Max.

This is Deb.

This is Main Street.

Jan and John live on Main Street.

Max and Deb live off of Main Street.

Mr. Frank has a store on Main Street.

Mr. Frank has a food store on Main Street.

Jan is going to the store on Main Street.

John is going to the store on Main Street.

Jan and John are both going to the store on Main Street.

Max is going to the store on Main Street.

Deb is going to the store on Main Street.

Max and Deb are both going to the store on Main Street.

Jan and John have a list.

Max and Deb also have a list.

Jan and John have some cash.

Max and Deb also have some cash.

Jan and John have a list of foods.

Jan and John have a list of foods to buy at the store.

Max and Deb also have a list of foods.

Max and Deb also have a list of foods to buy at the store.

Jan’s and John’s list says: Meat, Bread, Soap, Salt, Pop, Apples, Bananas, and Cheese.

Max’s and Deb’s list says: Meat, Bread, Ice cream, Pop, Pears, Oranges, and Cake.

Jan and John walk up and down the rows.

They are looking at the food in the rows.

They look at the meat.

They look at the bread.

They look at the soap.

They look at the fruit.

They look at the pop.

They look at the cheese.

Jan and John walk up and down the rows in the store and put food in the cart.

Max and Deb walk up and down the rows.

They are looking at the food in the rows.

They look at the meat.

They look at the bread.

They look at the ice cream.

They look at the pop.

They look at the fruit.

They look at the cake.

Max and Deb walk up and down the rows in the store and put food in the cart.

When Jan and John are done shopping, they take the cart to the end of the store and get in line.

When Max and Deb are done shopping they take the cart to the end of the store and get in line.

Jan and John take out their cash.

Jan and John take out their cash and pay for the food.

Max and Deb take out their cash.

Max and Deb take out their cash and pay for the food.

A lady in line puts the food in bags.

A lady in line puts the food in bags for Jan and John.

A man in line puts food in bags.

A man in line puts the food in bags for Max and Deb.

Jan and John thank the lady for putting the food in bags.

Max and Deb thank the man for putting the food in bags.

Jan and John take their bags of food in their arms and walk home.

Jan and John take their bags of food in their arms and walk home on Main Street.

Max and Deb take their bags of food in their arms and walk home.

Max and Deb take their bags of food in their arms and walk home off of Main Street.

THE END

The Food Store

Mr. Frank has a food store.

Mr. Frank has a food store on Main Street.

The food store is at 27 Main Street.

The food store is called a grocery store.

It is a very big store.

The store has rows and rows of food.

Mr. Frank sells meat, fruit, bread, eggs, cheese, vegetables, milk, fish, pop, soap, canned food, cereal, ice cream, pies and cakes, and dog food and cat food.

Some of the food is fresh. 

Some of the food is frozen.

Mrs. Frank goes to the grocery store.

Mrs. Frank goes to the grocery store one time a week.

She goes to the store to buy food.

She goes to the store to buy food for her family.

Before she goes to the store, Mrs. Frank makes a list.

She makes a list of things she wants to buy.

Mrs. Frank looks at what foods she has in her kitchen.

She looks at the foods in the refrigerator.

And she looks at the foods in her cupboards.

She looks at what she has.

And she looks at what she does not have.

Mrs. Frank also asks Mr. Frank what he would like to eat.

Mrs. Frank also asks her children what they would like to eat.

Then she makes up her list.

Mrs. Frank goes to the bank first and gets some cash.

She gets some cash to go shopping.

She gets cash from the bank so she can go shopping.

She gets as much cash as she needs to buy food for her family.

When Mrs. Frank gets cash from the bank, she puts the cash in her handbag.

Then she goes to the grocery store.

When Mrs. Frank gets to the store, she gets a cart.

She puts her handbag and her list in the cart.

She walks up and down the rows of food. She checks her list.

She checks her list by looking at the list.

She marks with her pen on the list.

She marks with her pen to check off the things that she gets.

She buys meat, and cheese, and bread, and dish soap, and pop, and vegetables, and fruit, and milk, and butter, and oil, and eggs, and fish, and cereal, and salt, and sugar, and flour, and cat food.

When Mrs. Frank has checked off all of the foods on her list, she goes to the end of the store. 

She goes to the end of the store and gets in line.

She gets in line to pay for the food.

The lady in line checks all of the food and rings up the bill.

The bill comes to one hundred and forty-seven dollars and thirty-two cents.

Mrs. Frank takes the cash from her handbag. Then Mrs. Frank pays the lady for the food. 

A young man in line puts all of the food in bags.

The young man does a good job putting all of the food in bags.

The young man then puts all of the bags in Mrs. Frank’s cart.

Mrs. Frank says, “Thank you,” to the lady.

She says, “Thank you,” to the young man.

The lady says, “Have a nice day.”

The young man says, “Have a nice day.”

Mrs. Frank goes to her car.

She puts the bags in the back of the car.

Then she drives home.

When Mrs. Frank gets home, she asks her children, Gary and Abby, to come out to the car.

She asks them to help her take the bags into the house.

They both say, “Yes, Mom.”

Gary and Abby both help Mrs. Frank take the grocery bags into the house.

They take them into the kitchen in the house and put them away. They are all very happy with the new food.    THE END

Body Parts

There is an arm.

There is a bone.

There is a chin.

There is an eye.

There is a face.

There is a hand.

There is a jaw.

There is a knee.

There is a leg.

There is an arm on the body.

There is a bone under the skin.

There is a chin on the face.

There is an eye that sees.

There is a face on the head.

There is a hand on the arm.

There is a jaw in the mouth.

There is a knee in the leg.

There is a leg on the body.

The arm has many bones.

Bones are the solid parts of the body.

The chin is the front of the lower jaw.

People have two eyes.

The face is eyes, ears, nose, and mouth.

The hand has 4 fingers and a thumb.

The jaw moves so we can chew our food.

The knee helps the leg to move.

The leg has the same number of bones as an arm.

The arm has many bones that help us do things.

Bones are the solid parts of the body, so we are able to move.

The chin is the front of the lower jaw and sometimes has hair on it when we get older.

People have two eyes to help them see where they are going.

The face is eyes, ears, nose, and mouth and also cheeks.

The hand has 4 fingers and a thumb for grabbing and holding things.

The jaw moves so we can chew our food and speak in words.

The knee helps the leg to move so we can walk.

The leg has the same number of bones as an arm so the leg can help us stand so we don’t fall down.

We have a neck.

We have a palm.

We have skin.

We have toes.

We have a neck that helps move our head around.

We have 2 palms in our two hands.

We have skin that covers almost all of our bodies.

We have toes on each foot to help us walk.

The head sits on top of the neck.

The palms are the wide open areas of the hand.

The skin feels what it touches.

Toes have the same number of bones as fingers.

We have two arms to do lots of things.

We have over two hundred bones in our bodies.

The chin may have a beard on it or it may not. 

We have two eyes with lids and lashes.

We have a face that tells others who we are.

We have two hands to help us do lots of different tasks.

We have a jaw so we can eat and talk.

We have two knees so we can bend our legs.

We have two legs so we can walk and jog and run.

THE END

Yard Sale Cash

Ben and Sue had to add up the cash.

Ben and Sue had to add up the cash from the yard sale.

Ben and Sue sold three balls.

Ben and Sue sold six dolls.

Ben and Sue sold four games.

Ben and Sue sold two flags.

Ben and Sue sold seven toy cars.

Ben and Sue sold nine books.

Ben and Sue sold one ape.

Ben and Sue made twelve dollars and fifty cents.

Their mom and dad are Mr. and Mrs. Kent.

Mr. and Mrs. Kent are Tom Kent and Kay Kent.

Mr. and Mrs. Kent sold two lamps.

Mr. and Mrs. Kent sold three kits.

They sold one map.

They sold four owls.

They sold ten rings.

They sold three pans.

They sold two pots.

They sold one ship.

Mr. and Mrs. Kent made eighteen dollars and seventy-five cents.

They had lots of things left over from the sale.

They had lots of things left over that they were not able to sell.

Mr. and Mrs. Kent had fifteen dolls.

They had five balls.

They had two flags.

They had twenty-three books.

They had four toy cars.

They had nine games.

They had six pans.

They had seven pots.

They had two boxes of junk.

Mr. and Mrs. Kent asked Ben and Sue if they wanted to help next week with the next sale.

Ben said, “Yes, I would like to help out. I will be free.”

Sue said, “No, I do not want to help out. I have a party I am going to next week.

THE END

The Farm and the Animals

The ash tree is beside the barn.

The barn is across the yard from the farmhouse.

The cow lives in a stall in the barn.

The dog lives in the farmhouse.

The egg lives in a nest for a few more weeks.

The field with the fence beside the barn is where the animals graze during the day. 

The goat lives in the barn beside the cow.

The hen lives in the hen house beside the barn.

The inchworm lives in a crack in a beam of the barn beside the grain bin.

The jay lives in the ash tree beside the barn.

The key for the gate to the fence hangs on a hook just inside the door to the barn.

The lamb lives in a stall across from the goat and the cow.

The moth lives by the light in the tool room in the barn.

The nest sits on a beam in a corner by the loft in the barn.

The owl lives in a hole in the trunk of the ash tree.

The pig lives in a pigpen beside the lamb across from the goat and the cow.

The quarter horse lives in a stall at the end of the barn beside the cow.

The rooster lives in the hen house with the hen beside the barn.

The sheep lives with the lamb next to the pig across from the goat and the cow.

The turkey lives in a turkey pen beside the hen house.

The umbrella hangs on a hook just inside the barn door beside the key to the gate to the fence.

The weather vane spins in the wind on the top of the barn.

The fox lives in a den in a sand bank down by the pond beside the field.

The yellow warbler lives in the ash tree beside the barn.

The zebra lives in a wooden hut beside the field.

THE END

The Pond

Uncle Fred and Aunt June live on a farm.

Fred Kent and June Kent live on a farm.

Fred Kent is Tom Kent’s brother.

Mr. and Mrs. Kent live on a farm.

It is a big farm.

Their farm has a barn.

Their farm has a pond.

Their farm has a farmhouse.

Their farm has lots of fields.

Their farm has lots of cows and horses.

Their farm has lots of sheep and goats.

Their farm has lots of hens and geese.

Ben and Sue like to visit the farm.

Ben and Sue like to visit the farm in the summer.

They like to visit the animals in the barn.

They like to visit their cousins.

Their cousin’s names are Sam and Judy.

Sam and Judy work on the farm with their mom and dad. 

But Sam and Judy also like to have fun.

When Sam and Judy are not working on the farm, they like to go fishing and swimming in the pond.

The pond has fish in it.

The pond also has a dock.

The pond also has a raft.

The Kents have a boat.

The boat is a rowboat.

The boat has two oars.

There are three seats in the boat.

The boat is tied to the dock.

Ben and Sue and Sam and Judy like to fish in the pond.

Sam and Judy have four fishing poles.

When they go fishing, there are days that they catch a lot of fish.

On some days they catch no fish.

Some days they catch fish from the boat.

Some days they catch fish from the dock.

When the kids catch a lot of fish, they bring the fish back to the farmhouse.

Uncle Fred and Aunt Judy fix the fish to cook.

Sometimes they fry the fish.

Sometimes they bake the fish.

But the fish tastes really good when there is fresh food from the garden to go with the fish.

And sometimes Mr. and Mrs. Kent make homemade ice cream to go with the homemade pies.

Then everyone is happy.

THE END

Camping in the Woods

This man is Mr. James.

This woman is Mrs. James.

This boy is Dan James.

This girl is Amy James.

Mr. and Mrs. James are in the woods.

Dan and Amy are in the woods.

The James family is looking at the birds.

The birds are singing in the trees.

Mr. and Mrs. James are camping.

They are camping in the woods.

Dan and Amy are camping. 

They are camping in the woods.

Mr. James sets up the tent.

Dan helps Mr. James set up the tent.

Mrs. James sets up the fireplace.

Amy helps Mrs. James set up the fireplace.

Dan and Amy are helping them.

The tent is set up with poles and has sleeping bags.

The fire is set up with wood and a grill.

Mr. James lights the fire.

Mrs. James gets the food to cook.

Mr. James keeps an eye on the fire.

Mrs. James cuts up the meat and puts it in a pan.

Then she puts the pan on the fire.

The meat cooks.

Amy helps Mrs. James cut up the bread. 

Dan helps Mr. James get more wood for the fire.

When the food is done, Mrs. James puts the food on the plates.

She hands the food to Mr. James and her children.

The James family is happy.

The James family is happy that they are camping.

The James Family is happy that they are camping in the woods.

THE END

Around the Farm

The ash tree has a trunk, some branches, and lots of leaves, and it is very big. It sways in the wind.

The barn is very large. It has two big doors, three floors, and many stalls and rooms. Many animals live in the barn.

The cow has four legs with hoofs, two horns, a big head, and a long tail. It says, “Moo.” And it gives milk. The milk can be turned into cream, cheese, and butter.

The dog has long hair, two floppy ears, four soft paws, a long tail, and sharp teeth. It likes to bark. It guards the farm, and all of the animals, and the farm family.

The egg is getting ready to hatch to turn into a bird. It will take about twenty-one days for it to grow inside the shell before it hatches.

The field is more than thirty acres in size. It has a stream that flows through it at one end. It has a wooden fence that goes all the way around it, and a gate at one end near the barn. 

The goat has a collar with a bell on it. It has two long pointy horns, a long tail, and hoofs for feet, just like the cow. The goat says, “Bah.”

The hen has feathers and a beak. It eats grain and corn that is set on the ground. It says, “Cluck, cluck.” It lays eggs. It walks around the barnyard looking for food. It can fly, but it likes to walk.

The inchworm is about one inch long. It is very quiet. It likes to eat oak leaves and maple leaves and grass. It crawls along very slowly. It hides because it is small.

The jay is a very loud bird. It has many calls and songs. It likes to eat nuts, seeds, insects, frogs, and mice. It also steals food, and bright shiny things.

The key is used to lock and unlock the gate to the field. There is also a spare key in the farmhouse in case it gets lost.

The lamb is a baby sheep. It is very young. It likes to run and play. It follows its mother, the big sheep, everywhere and stops to eat grass often. It also says, “Bah, bah,” like the goat.

The moth looks like a butterfly, but it is not a butterfly. It has wings that are very soft and fine. It eats flower juice, aphid juice, and water. It likes bright lights and lamps at night. It does not talk very loudly. 

The nest was built by a barn swallow in the loft of the barn. It was made with mud and straw and grass and water, sort of like cement.

The owl has a home in a hole in the ash tree trunk. It adds pine needles and feathers to the bottom of its nest home. The owl has two large wings and two big claws and it is very quiet when it flies. It eats mice and moles and shrews and insects. It says, “Hoo, Hoo.”

The pig is very smart and loves to eat roots and plant bulbs and acorns and grubs and fruit and food that are leftover from the family farmhouse. It likes to dig in the earth with its strong nose that is called a snout. The pig has a very curly tail that is short. The pig does not have much hair.

The quarter horse eats oats and hay. It stands up when it sleeps. It drinks a lot of water every day.  It says “Neigh, neigh.” It also snorts when it is happy. When it lays its ears back that means that it is angry or upset.

The rooster is a male chicken. He has a red comb on the top of his head. He crows very early in the morning each day very loudly to wake everyone up on the farm. He also eats corn and grain like the hen, and he says, “Cock a doodle do.”

The sheep has white fur (generally) called wool. Once a year the sheep is shaved and the wool is sold to people who make sweaters and coats and hats and mittens and rugs. The sheep has hoofs like the goat and the pig and the cow, but it has a very short tail. The sheep eats mostly grass and says “Bah, bah,” like the lamb and the goat.

The turkey has two large feet and long feathers that are white. Wild turkeys have long feathers that are many colors. The turkey says, “Gobble, gobble.” It can fly a little bit, but it can run very fast. It eats grain and corn and insects.

The umbrella is used when it rains. It has a spring and button to help it open. It keeps all of the family members dry when they are outside working in the rain.

The weather vane turns with the wind and shows which way the wind is blowing. It helps tell the type of upcoming weather from the way the wind is blowing or changing.

The fox tries to steal small animals from the farm when it is hungry. It hunts at night and is very quiet. The fox sometimes barks like a dog and sometimes it howls like a wolf.

The yellow warbler is here in the summer and it is gone during the winter. It eats insects. It sings all of the time. And it never sits still, unless it is sleeping.

The zebra is like a horse, but is very wild and will not let anyone ride it. It eats hay and oats and also says, “Neigh, neigh,” like the horse. It likes to run in the field.

THE END

Weekend Camping Trip

Mr. and Mrs. James are going camping.

They are going camping in the woods.

The children are also going camping.

Dan James is going camping.

Amy James is also going camping.

The children are both going camping in the woods, too.

They are all going camping in the woods for two days on the weekend.

They have to get ready to go camping.

They have to find all of the camping gear.

They must find the tents.

They must find the grill.

They must find the lamps.

They must find the camping toolbox.

They must find the water jugs.

They must find the first aid kit.

They must find the cooking tools.

The cooking tools are pots and pans and cups and the knives and forks and spoons.

The cooking tools are just for camping.

They must find the fold up tables and chairs.

They must also find the food cooler.

They need to find and pack all of the camping gear.

They need to find and pack all of the camping gear into the car.

They need to find and pack all of the camping gear into the car the night before they leave.

They also need to pack lots of clean clothes and soap and all of the bathroom supplies.

They need to pack all of the food that they will need in the food cooler.

They also need to take lots of cash.

They also need to take lots of cash in case they forget anything or run into trouble.

Mr. James packs up the car with the camping gear.

He packs up the car on Thursday night after work.

After work on Friday afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. James and the children get in the car to go camping.

The James family goes to the State Park.

The State Park is in a huge woods.

There are lakes and ponds and streams at the State Park.

There are lots of campsites at the State Park.

There is a ranger station at the park.

The rangers help all of the campers.

When the James Family pulls into the park, they drive around looking for a place to camp.

They see an open space for their tents.

Dan yells out from the back seat.

Dan yells out from the back seat, “There is a spot, over there.”

He points to a nice campsite on the right.

Mr. James stops the car.

They all look over at the right.

Mr. James asks, “Does it look like a good spot to you?”

Mrs. James says, “Yes, it looks perfect.”

Amy says, “Yes, I think it looks great.”

Mr. James pulls the car over to the side of the road.

Mr. James pulls the car over to the side of the road and parks the car.

He turns the car off.

They all get out of the car.

Mr. James asks, “Who will help me set up the tents?”

Mrs. James says, “First we have to unpack the car. We have to unpack the car and take the boxes to the camp site.”

Mr. and Mrs. James and Dan and Amy all help to unpack the car.

They take the boxes of camping gear to the campsite.

They get the tents, and the grill, and the lamps, and the fold up tables and chairs, and the camping toolbox, and the water jugs, and the cooking tools, and the first aid kit, and the clothes, and the bathroom supplies. 

When they get all of the boxes out of the car, Mr. James asks, “Who will help me set up the tents?”

“I will,” said Dan.

Mrs. James turns to Amy and says, “You and I can set up the cooking area.”

First, Amy and Mrs. James set up the fold up tables and chairs.

Then they unpack the grill and the stove.

They set up the fireplace and the grill.

Amy says to her mom, “I will go and look for fire wood. I can pick up some wood in the woods.”

Amy goes to look for some firewood in the woods.

Amy goes to look for some firewood near the campsite.

She finds lots of small twigs and branches.

She finds lots of small twigs and branches to bring back to the campsite.

She makes a lot of trips for the wood.

Mrs. James gets the food cooler.

She takes out the hot dogs and hamburgers.

She takes out the hot dog buns and the hamburger buns.

She takes out the baked beans.

She takes out the potato chips.

She takes out the pop and the coffee.

Mr. James and Dan take out the tents and then unroll them.

They take out all the tent poles and put them together.

Then they put the tent poles through the first tent holes.

Then they put the tent poles in the ground.

And then they put stakes in the ground to set the poles in place.

They move the poles around and around to get the first tent set up just right.

Then they tie a big huge tarp to four trees up over the tent to keep the rain out.

They set up the second tent the same way as they did for the first tent.

When Mr. James and Dan are done setting up the tents, they come over to the cooking area.

They grab some fold up chairs and open them up.

They open up the fold up chairs and sit down.

Mrs. James says, “I am making the hamburgers now. Here are the hot dogs. You two men can start the fire, please. If you want to eat soon, we need a fire.”

Dan and Mr. James go to the fireplace.

Amy had dumped a huge pile of wood by the fireplace.

Dan and Mr. James begin to set a wood fire.

They get some old newspapers from the cooking supply box.

They roll up the newspaper sheets into rolls. They put the rolls on the bottom of the fireplace.

Next they put small twigs on top of the paper.

Then they put small branches on top of the twigs.

Then they put big sticks on top of the small branches.

Then they put bigger logs on top of the big sticks.

Then Mr. James gets some matches from the cooking supply box. 

He takes a match and strikes it on the matchbox.

It lights up with a flame of fire.

Then Mr. James bends over and touches the lit match to a piece of newspaper on the bottom.

The match lights the paper.

The fire starts.

Soon the paper and the wood are all burning.

The fire gets bigger and bigger.

The fire gets hotter and hotter.

Mr. James puts the grill on top of the fire.

When the paper is all burned away and the wood has a lot of red-hot coals, Dan gets the tray of hot dogs and hamburgers.

He and his dad begin to roast the dogs and burgers on the grill.

They turn over the hot dogs and the hamburgers to make them cook.

Mrs. James gives them a pot of baked beans. They put the baked beans on the grill to heat up. They stir the baked beans with a large spoon.

The hot dogs and hamburgers cook fast.

Mrs. James and Amy set up the tables with plates, cups, knives, forks, spoons, and napkins. They also set up the rest of the food on the tables.

When they sit down to eat, Mrs. James says, “Isn’t this wonderful, sitting out here in the woods?”

Mr. James says, “Yes, it is so peaceful.”

Amy says, “I love the smell of the pine trees.”

Dan says, “I like the quiet, and the birds, and the sound of running water in the creek over there.”

And Mrs. James says, “And we have two more whole days here.”

They all laugh and start eating.

THE END

School

Erin is in school.

Erin is in grade 1.

Her classroom is Room Number 2.

Erin sits in row number 3.

Erin has 4 pens in her desk.

She has 5 books in her class.

She lives at home with her mom and dad.

Her mom and dad are Mr. and Mrs. Wall.

Mr. and Mrs. Wall and Erin live at 14 Elm Street.

Erin has 2 brothers and 1 sister. 

Her brother’s names are Rick and Tom. 

Her sister’s name is Jan.

Rick is 11 years old.

Tom is 9 years old.

Jan is 8 years old.

Erin is 6 years old.

She has 2 teeth that are missing on the top. 

Erin has a fish tank.

She has 12 gold fish in the tank.

Erin feeds her fish 1 time a day. 

The fish eat fish food from the pet store.

The pet store is at 17 Main Street in the town where she lives.

Erin cleans the fish tank 2 times a month.

Mr. Wall helps her clean the fish tank.

Erin walks to school every day.

She walks home from school every day.

It takes her 15 minutes to walk to school every day.

It takes her 15 minutes to walk home from school every day. 

School lasts for 6 long hours every day.

Recess is only for 20 minutes in the mornings.

Lunchtime is 30 minutes at noon every day.

Homework at night takes about 30 minutes to 45 minutes every night.

When Erin gets done with her homework she can watch only 60 minutes of TV before going to bed.

The rest of the time she has to read.

THE END

The School

There are some art projects.

There are some boys.

There are some copiers.

There are some desks. 

There are some exams.

There are some floor mats for exercises.

There are some girls.

There are some homework papers.

There are some ink pens.

There are some jars of glue.

There are some kindergarten teachers.

There are some lunch times.

There are some musical instruments.

There are some new friends.

There are some old dictionaries.

There are some pencils.

There are some quizzes.

There are some times for recess.

There are some scissors.

There are some textbooks.

There are some books under the desktop.

There are some vases for plants and flowers.  

There are some workstations.

There are some xylophones.

There are some “yes” and “no” and “please” and “thank you” answers.

There are some zoo trips.

THE END

Girl Things

My sister likes accessories.

My sister likes Barbies.® 

My sister likes chocolate.

My sister likes daisies.

My sister likes earrings.

My sister likes fairies.

My sister likes glitter.

My sister likes hairstyles.

My sister likes ice cream.

My sister likes jewelry.

My sister likes knitting.

My sister likes lace.

My sister likes musicals.

My sister likes necklaces.

My sister likes ocean beaches.

My sister likes phones.

My sister likes quarreling.

My sister likes rings.

My sister likes sunglasses.

My sister likes tanning.

My sister likes unicorns.

My sister likes vacations.

My sister likes wondering.

My sister likes Xeroxing®.

My sister likes yoga.

My sister likes zodiacs.

THE END

Boy Things

My brother likes the Air Force.

My brother likes baseball.

My brother likes cars.

My brother likes darts.

My brother likes engines.

My brother likes forts.

My brother likes games.

My brother likes hamburgers.

My brother likes ice hockey.

My brother likes jeeps.

My brother likes Klingons®.

My brother likes Legos®.

My brother likes monster trucks.

My brother likes Nascar®.

My brother likes the outdoors.

My brother likes pizza.

My brother likes the quarry-swimming hole.

My brother likes river rafting.

My brother likes sports.

My brother likes tools.

My brother likes The US Army.

My brother likes vacations.

My brother likes weights.

My brother likes the X-Men®.

My brother likes yard work.

My brother likes zoning out.

THE END

Museum Animals

Army ants go from place to place.

Black bears live in forests.

Crocodiles have lots of large teeth.

Dogfish are a kind of shark.

An electric eel is not really an eel, but is more like a carp or a catfish.

Flying squirrels glide through the air.

Giraffes are the tallest mammals on the planet.

Hawks have very good eyes.

An ibis has very long legs.

Jaguars are very big cats.

Kangaroos can jump more than 30 feet all at once.

Llamas are somewhat like camels.

Moose have very large antlers or horns on their heads.

A newt is a kind of small salamander.

An octopus has eight legs.

A panther is a member of the jaguar or leopard family. It is a big cat.

A quail is a small game bird, sort of like a small partridge. 

A rat is a medium sized rodent, bigger than a mouse.

Sperm Whales live in the ocean and can hold their breath for up to 90 minutes.

Tarantulas are very large hairy spiders.

Upland Gorillas are the largest of the great apes.

Voles are small rodents like mice, and are sometimes called field mice.

Walruses live in the Arctic way up north.

The Xeme is an arctic gull and has a black head.

A yak is a herd animal from Asia. It looks somewhat like a bull with long shaggy hair. 

Zebras are like horses with black and white stripes.

THE END

House

Our house has armchairs.

Our house has bedrooms.

Our house has carpets.

Our house has doors.

Our house has an entrance.

Our house has a furnace.

Our house has a garage.

Our house is a home.

Our house has an icebox.

Our house should have a jacuzzi.

Our house has a kitchen.

Our house has a laundry room.

Our house has movies.

Our house has a nightstand.

Our house has an oven.

Our house has a porch.

Our house has quilts.

Our house has rest rooms.

Our house has stairways.

Our house has two televisions.

Our house has an upstairs.

Our house has a vanity.

Our house has a washer.

Our house has 3 exits.

Our house has 2 yards.

Our house has z-bar flashing on the roof.

THE END

Our House Explained

We have armchairs in our living room.

The bedrooms are on the second floor.

We have carpets on the floor.

There are doors on all of the rooms.

The front entrance faces the street.

Our gas furnace is in the basement.

Our garage is behind the house.

Our house is a three-story building.

We call our refrigerator an icebox.

We don’t have a jacuzzi, but we would like one.

Our kitchen has a stove, cupboards, a sink, and an icebox.

The laundry room is in the basement.

We have lots of movies in the TV room.

We have a nightstand by the bed.

The oven has four burners on top.

The porch is on the front of the house.

Quilts are for wintertime when it gets cold.

We have two rest rooms on different floors.

The stairways go from the basement to the attic.

We have two televisions.

The upstairs is the second floor.

A vanity is an angled set of mirrors on a desk.

The washer is beside the dryer in the basement.

We have three exits to our house.

We have a front yard and a back yard to our house.

Z-Bar flashing on our roof keeps the rain out.

THE END

Sounds

There is some air.

There is a bell.

There is a case.

There is a drum.

There is an ear.

There is a frog.

There is a gull.

There is a harp.

There is a key.

There is some air that sound moves through.

There is a bell that rings a note.

There is a case that holds the horn.

There is a drum that you beat with a stick.

There is an ear that hears the music.

There is a frog that sings a swamp song.

There is a gull that cries notes in the air.

There is a harp that plays pretty music.

There is a key like C and D and G and F.

I blow air through the horn. 

I hit the bell to make a sound.

I put the horn in the case.

I beat the drum to keep time.

My ear hears the sounds.

The frog croaks his tune.

The gull sings its notes.

The harp is played with fingers.

The key is the scale.

I blow air through the horn to make sound. 

I hit the bell to make a sound and it rings.

I put the horn in the case to keep it safe.

I beat the drum to keep time with the music. 

My ear hears the sounds of music playing.

The frog croaks his tune in the swamp.

The gull sings its notes over the beach.

The harp is played with fingers touching the strings.

The key is the scale that starts with Do Re Mi Fa Sol.

There is a lung.

There is a note.

There is a pipe.

There is some rain.

There is a song.

There is a tape.

There is some wind.

There is a lung that breathes in and breathes out air.

There is a note that is a sound.

There is a pipe that makes music.

There is some rain that sounds like tap dancing.

There is a song that is notes strung together.

There is a tape of some music we can play.

There is some wind that sounds like nature singing.

Lungs are like bagpipe bags.

Notes can be on a page.

Pipes make up an organ.

Rain sounds like music.

Songs are music.

Tapes store music.

Wind can sound like fairies singing.

Lungs are like bagpipe bags for making music.

Notes can be on a page that we read for singing or playing.

Pipes make up an organ, and air goes through them to make sound.

Rain sounds like music when it lands on a tin roof.

Songs are music that we like to hear again and again.

Tapes store music so we can play the songs when we want to hear them.

Wind can sound like fairies singing, as it is also nature’s music.

Air is like a road for sound.

Bells are made of metal.

Cases are for instruments.

Drums are made of wood and skin.

Ears hear the music.

Frogs make a kind of music.

Gulls also make a kind of music.

Harps are made of wood and metal and strings.

Keys are the notes for scales.

Air is like a road for sound, and sound is like a car on that road.

Bells are made of metal and make a sound when hit.

Cases are for instruments that make pretty music.

Drums are made of wood and skin and give a beat to the music.

Ears hear the music and know what it is.

Frogs make a kind of music when they croak.

Gulls also make a kind of music when they cry out.

Harps are made of wood and metal, and the strings are plucked with fingers.

Keys are the notes for scales so players can make good music together.

We need strong lungs.

We need to sing clear notes.

We need pipes to play.

We need rain.

We need songs to make us happy.

We need tapes that play songs.

We need wind.

We need strong lungs to be able to sing well.

We need to sing clear notes to join choirs.

We need pipes to play different notes on a scale.

We need rain to know nature’s music.

We need songs to make us happy that we can share with others.

We need tapes that play songs so that we can remember the notes and the words.

We need wind to make porch wind chimes ring and make music.

Lungs breathe air to make sound.

Bells that are hit make clear notes of sound.

Pipes need cases to keep them safe.

Drums that are hit sound like rain sometimes.

Ears listen to songs that are played and sung.

There are tapes of frogs singing, like in a chorus.

Gulls sing their cries while flying in the wind, which cries with them.

Harps have pedals that help the strings change keys.

THE END

Weather and Things in the Sky

There is some air.

There are some clouds.

There is some dust.

There is some fog.

There is Mars.

There is a moon.

There is some rain.

There are some stars.

There is the Sun.

There is some air that we cannot see.

There are some clouds, which float high up in the sky.

There is some dust that the wind blows around.

There is some fog, which makes it hard to see far.

There is Mars which looks like a star.

There is a moon that changes every day.

There is some rain that helps make things grow.

There are some stars that we see at night when it is clear.

There is the Sun that gives life to all that grows.

Air is made up of lots of different things.

Clouds are made up of dust and water.

Dust is made up of tiny bits of dirt.

Fog is made up of water as mist.

Mars is a planet in our solar system.

The moon goes around the earth.

Rain is water-droplets from clouds.

The stars are just like our sun. 

The Sun is the center or our solar system.

Air is made up of lots of different things that are called gasses.

Clouds are made up of dust and water and they float in the sky.

Dust is made up of tiny bits of dirt and it is hard to clean up.

Fog is made up of water as mist and can be light or dense.

Mars is a planet in our solar system and is pretty close to the Earth as planets go.

The moon goes around the earth about once every 29 days.

Rain can be light or heavy as it falls to the earth. It is very necessary for all growing things.

The Sun is the center or our solar system, and the Earth goes all the way around the sun once every year.

The stars are just like our sun but are just very far away.

Air helps birds and planes and kites fly in the sky.

Clouds carry rain and sleet and snow and hail.

Dust can be seen in beams of light.

Fog can make driving in a car very difficult.

Mars is pretty close to the Earth.

The moon makes the tides in the oceans rise and fall.

Rain will often carry nutrients with it and they help plants to grow.

The Sun gives the Earth its heat and light.

The stars seem to move around the North Star.

Air helps birds and planes fly in the sky as it lifts their wings.

Clouds carry rain and sleet and snow and hail when there are storms.

Dust can be seen in beams of light floating in the air.

Fog can make driving in a car very difficult, which is why we slow down in the fog.

Mars is pretty close to the Earth when it comes to planets.

The moon makes the tides in the oceans rise and fall every six hours.

Rain can be absent for too many days at times and cause droughts, or it can be too much and cause floods.

The Sun gives the Earth its heat and light and makes all life happen.

The stars seem to move around the North Star in a very large circle.

THE END

At School

Art projects are fun.

Boys play rough.

Copiers work fast.

Desks are in rows.

Exams are hard.

Floor mats are made of foam.

Girls are watchful.

Homework takes time.

Ink pens come in many colors.

Jars of glue need tight lids.

Kindergarten teachers are special people.

Lunch is one half hour.

Musical instruments are made of wood, metal, and plastic.

New friends are neat.

Old dictionaries are heavy.

Pencils are yellow or orange.

Quizzes are O.K.

Recess is a very good break.

Scissors are always held points down.

Textbooks explain things.

Under my desk are my things.

Vases for plants need water and sunlight.

Workstations are not the same as desks.

Xylophones have bars of many colors.

“Yes” means that I agree.

Zoo trips happen in the spring.

THE END

Girls Things Explained

Accessories are jewelry, shoes, and purses.

Barbies® are Barbie and Ken and things.

Chocolate comes with caramel, nougat, and vanilla cream.

Daisies are wild flowers.

Earrings come with gold, silver, and stones.

Fairies are the little people.

Glitter is sparkly.

Hairstyles are very different.

Ice cream has many flavors.

Jewelry is rings, bracelets, necklaces, and earrings.

Knitting has many stitches.

Lace is very delicate.

Musicals are theater with musical numbers.

Necklaces are fine chains around the neck.

Ocean beaches are made of sand.

Phones are good things.

Quarreling may be healthy.

Rings are pretty on fingers.

Sunglasses shade the eyes.

Tanning in the sun feels good.

Unicorns should be real.

Vacations are always good.

Wondering keeps you busy.

Xeroxing® saves time.

Yoga feels good.

Zodiacs are fascinating.

THE END

Boy Things Explained

The Air Force is about planes and jets.

Baseball is a sport with 9 players on a team.

Cars are automobiles.

Darts is a very old game.

Engines are motors.

Forts are fun to build.

Games teach turn taking.

Hamburgers are a great meal.

Ice hockey is a great sport to play.

Jeeps are all terrain vehicles.

Klingons® are Star Trek Aliens.

Legos® are building blocks.

Monster trucks are big kid toys.

Nascar® is professional car racing.

The outdoors is relaxing.

Pizza is the best food when homemade.

The quarry-swimming hole is a great place to have fun.

For river rafting you always need helpers, spotters, and life preservers.

Sports are always great fun.

Tools are for building and fixing things.

The US Army defends our country.

Vacations are always good.

Weights are used for getting strong and healthy.

The X-Men® are always a great adventure.

Yard work is hard work.

Zoning out comes after a hard day’s work.  

                     THE END

Museum Animals 

And What They Do

This is an army ant colony that is feeding.

This is a black bear sitting and watching.

This is a crocodile swimming.

This is a dogfish swimming.

This is an electric eel waiting for lunch.

This is a flying squirrel flying.

This is a giraffe eating leaves.

This is a hawk looking for some food.

This is an ibis wading in shallow water.

This is a jaguar running.

This is a kangaroo hopping.

This is a llama grazing.

This is a moose in a moose pond.

That is a newt trying to hide in some leaves.

That is an octopus swimming in the ocean.

That is a panther sitting in a tree.

That is a quail sitting in the brush.

That is a rat cleaning its whiskers.

That is a sperm whale in the sea.

That is a tarantula walking around.

That is an upland gorilla eating leaves.

That is a vole in the grass.

That is a walrus sunning itself on the beach.

That is a xeme waiting for some food to float by.

That is a yak waiting to be fed.

That is a zebra listening for danger. 

                     THE END

Games Explained

Authors® is a card game.

Battleship® is a two-player strategy game.

Checkers is a two-person board game.

Dominoes is a group game with dotted blocks.

Finance® is a board game for 2 to 8 players.

Go is a board game for 2 players.

Horseshoes is an outdoor game for 2 to four players.

Jenga® is a game where people take wooden blocks out of a stack.

Kalah is a wooden board game with 6 shallow pits on each side filled with seeds.

Life® is a board game for 2 to 6 players and takes players through the stages of their lives.

Monopoly® is the classic board game.

Niagara® is a board game based on Niagara Falls.

Old Maid is a card game with pairs of cards plus one single card that is the old maid.

Parcheesi is an old board game from India.

Qwirkle® is a tile-based game for 2 to 4 players.

Risk® is a board game for 2 to 6 players.

Scrabble® is a board game for 2 to 4 players who create words. 

Tic-Tac-Toe is a two-player game with Xs and Os.

Upwords® is a variation of Scrabble, but also builds words up.

Voltage® is a card game for 2 players.

War is a card game for 2 to 4 players.

Xiangqi is a Chinese game like chess.

Yahtzee® is a dice game for 2 to 8 players.

Zombies® is a board game for 2 to 6 players.

THE END

Tools

There is an ax.

There is a box.

There is a club.

There is a glue gun.

There is a hand.

There is a jar.

There is a line.

There is a mask.

There is an ax to chop wood.

There is a box to store my tools.

There is a club to hammer wood.

There is a glue gun to stick things together.

There is a hand to hold tools.

There is a jar to keep nails and screws in.

There is a line to make things fit right.

There is a mask to keep the dust out.

There is a nail.

There is some oil.

There is a pail.

There is a rig.

There is a saw.

There is a tool.

There is some work.

There is a yardstick.

There is a nail to hold some wood together.

There is some oil to make gears work.

There is a pail to hold some tiles.

There is a rig to hold wood together.

There is a saw to cut wood and metal.

There is a tool to make or fix things.

There is some work to do around the house.

There is a yardstick to measure with.

The ax has a steel head.

The box holds a hammer and saws.

The club is made of wood.

The glue gun shoots glue.

The hand can hold and grab.

The jar has nails.

The kit has small tools.

The line is a tape.

The mask covers the nose and mouth.

The ax has a steel head and a wooden handle.

The box holds a hammer and saws and pliers, wrenches, and screwdrivers.

The club is made of wood that is very hard.

The glue gun shoots glue onto wood to hold it in place.

The hand can hold and grab to make tools work.

The jar has nails, or screws, or nuts and bolts.

The kit has small tools for making or fixing things.

The line is a tape to measure things or line up things.

The mask covers the nose and mouth to keep out dust and dirt.

Nails come in all sizes and kinds.

Oil comes in a small oilcan.

A pail helps carry tools.

A rig holds parts together.

A saw cuts wood or metal.

A tool helps make or fix things.

Work is what we do. 

A yardstick is 3 feet long. 

Nails come in all sizes and kinds for different jobs.

Oil comes in a small oil can to make things fit easier.

A pail helps carry tools to the job.

A rig holds parts together when they get glued.

A saw cuts wood or metal into the right sized pieces.

A tool helps make or fix things so jobs are done easier.

Work is what we do when we make or fix something. 

A yardstick is 3 feet long and helps us measure things that we make or fix.

Axes are used for chopping wood.

Boxes are for storing tools.

A club is to knock wood into place.

A glue gun makes pieces fit.

A hand can hold and grasp.

A jar keeps parts safe.

A kit is for small jobs.

A line helps measure things.

A mask is so you can breathe.

Axes are used for chopping wood to use in fireplaces to keep warm in the winter.

Boxes are for storing tools so they don’t get lost.

A club is to knock wood into place so it fits better.

A glue gun makes pieces fit so they don’t fall apart.

A hand can hold and grasp while the other hand holds the wood or metal.

A jar keeps parts safe so you know where they are kept.

A kit is for small jobs that use good small tools.

A line helps measure things so they fit right.

A mask is so you can breathe and not choke.

A nail is a steel or metal spike that is pounded into two pieces of wood to hold them together.

An oilcan comes in handy when metal parts do not fit well together.

A pail is used to carry tools around during a job so they don’t get misplaced.

A rig is a jig that holds wood or metal in place while the pieces are being tooled.

A saw is a metal tool with sharp teeth to cut wood or metal.

A tool is an instrument that does a specific job when building or fixing something.

Work is doing something that takes skill and determination and planning. 

A yardstick is a measuring device used in building things that requires specific lengths.

THE END

Shopping

That’s what we add.

That’s what we buy.

There is a cart.

There is a deal.

That’s what we eat.

That’s what we find.

That’s what we get.

There is a half-off sale.

That’s what we keep.

That’s what we like.

There is a mart.

That’s what we need.

That’s what we own.

That’s what we pay.

That’s what we risk.

There is a sale.

There is a thrift shop.

That’s what we use.

That’s what they vend.

This is what we want.

There is a Yule Sale.

There is some zeal.

More Shopping

That’s what we add to the shopping cart.

That’s what we buy at the mall.

There is a cart that we push through the store.

There is a deal that we can make.

That’s what we eat at the food court.

That’s what we find when we shop.

That’s what we get on sale.

There is a half-off sale at the store.

That’s what we keep when we shop.

That’s what we like to buy on sale.

There is a mart in the mall.

That’s what we need to buy on sale.

That’s what we own right now.

That’s what we pay at the checkout.

That’s what we risk when we buy things on sale.

There is a sale on right now at the store.

There is a thrift shop at the end of the mall.

That’s what we use in place of money.

That’s what they vend and sell.

This is what we want when we shop.

There is a Yule Sale the day after Thanksgiving.

There is some zeal in wanting to shop for the sales.

Shopping extended

I add up my deals to see if I have saved any money.

I try to buy things on sale to save money.

I push a cart through the store when I am shopping for lots of things.

I look for deals in the newspaper before going shopping.

When all-day shopping, I plan to eat at the food court around lunchtime.

If we can find some good deals, then the shopping day was worth it.

When we can get all the things we came for, shopping was O.K.

Half-off sales are almost always really crowded with people.

We can keep shopping until we run out of money.

Some people like to shop. Some people don’t.

The mart at the end of the mall has some great deals.

We don’t always really need all of the things that we buy.

When we buy things, we own them. We don’t own them until we buy them.

We can pay with cash, check, or credit or debit card.

The risk is that we cannot spend more than we have in the bank.

There are some sales that are not really good sales.

The thrift shop has some very good items, and some not so good items for sale.

We can use the things we buy today for ourselves, or give them away as presents.

Storeowners sometimes vend their goods like in old time market places where you could make a deal on the spot.

Sometimes what we buy is not what we want, and sometimes what we want is not what we buy.

The Yule Sale on the day after Thanksgiving is sort of like a football game: the crowded noise of a contact sport.

One must possess a great deal of zeal in order to shop on the day after Thanksgiving, “Black Friday.”

Shopping all the way

When we go shopping we take along a calculator so that we can add up all of the things that we buy.

All television ads try to convince us that we need to buy more and more things. 

Some grocery store carts have sticky, squeaky wheels that do not work well.

It pays to look at the prices and compare those with the amounts or weights on the labels to really see if we are getting a good deal.

When we go to the food court to eat, we have a choice of so many different menus and different country styles of food to choose from.

When we go shopping we sometimes do not find the things we were looking for, but instead find things we need that we were not looking for.

I like to know before I go shopping what I want to get; then go there, get it, and leave quickly, but that’s just me.

I like half-off sales at the discount stores, but then there will always be too many people there trying to get the same deals.

We keep trying to get the best deals when we shop, but shopping is sort of like going to Las Vegas to gamble. You know the dealers are always going to win. 

I like shopping when I have money. I don’t like shopping when I do not have any money.

The thrift marts have a lot of aisles and rows of goods and items to buy, but sometimes you really don’t know where the items are that you want to get, and you have to search and search to find them.

Before I go shopping I make a list of all the things I need, and then I ask everyone in the house what they need and I write it all down, so I don’t have to make an extra wasted trip, because gasoline costs too much money to waste on an extra trip.

I own a lot of things, but I always seem to need more things than I own. That is a funny problem.

Each year the cost of things goes up and I pay out more and more for the things I need, but my pay does not seem to go up at the same rate that I have to pay out for things.

Whenever I buy anything there is a risk that it will not last as long as the guarantee on the package says that it will. And there is also a risk that the warranty will not be worth what it states that it is worth.

“Sale, Sale, Sale!” That’s what the newspapers always report. Every seller tries to emphasize the sales. Maybe the sales really are sales. Maybe they are not really sales. There is a saying: “Let the buyer beware.”

When we do not have much money, we go to thrift shops for the super sales and discounts. Sometimes we can find really great deals. And sometimes the thrift shops have really authentic antiques that are really worth something.

When I go shopping I use cash or checks. I rarely use a credit or debit card. I am old fashioned, so I am used to using the older forms of payment.

I love going to the farmers market in the downtown marketplace where the venders vend their goods and offer deals to make a sale, and we get to talk to all of the sellers and try out samples of fruits and vegetables and snacks that are fresh.

I want to go to a roadside market out in the country and buy some fresh organic fruits and vegetables for sale and try them out right there after I buy them. That’s what I want to do today.

Yule is a special time for shopping and sightseeing at the mall and seeing Santa and the reindeer and the train and the little kids getting their pictures taken. And the holiday music is such a treat.

It takes a great deal of zeal to go shopping when there are crowds and crowds of people wanting to do the same things with their time.

THE END

Things We Can Do

We like to act.

We like to bike.

We like to camp.

We like to dive.

We like to eat.

We like to fish.

We like to give.

We like to hike.

We like to jump.

We like to act in a play at school.

We like to bike in the park on our bikes.

We like to camp in the woods in a tent.

We like to dive in the pool and swim.

We like to eat foods that we make.

We like to fish in ponds and lakes.

We like to give so we can share.

We like to hike on paths outdoors.

We like to jump and skip and hop and play.

Acting in a play is a lot of fun.

Biking is a good workout.

Camping is a good time.

Diving is a skill when swimming.

Eating good food is when you make it from scratch.

Fishing is a skill that takes a lot of patience.

Giving is sharing with kindness.

Hiking is a good workout.

Jumping is a fun game.

Acting in a play is a lot of fun but is very hard work.

Biking is a good workout on trails and paths. 

Camping is a great time when you are by a lake or out in the woods.

Diving is a skill when swimming, but you must be careful.

Eating good food is when you make it from scratch, though cleaning up is a pain.

Fishing is a skill that takes a lot of patience and a lot of time.

Giving is sharing with kindness when you make other people happy.

Hiking is a good workout when it is done with a group of friends.

Jumping is a fun game when doing it into a pool.

We like to kid.

We like to learn.

We like to play.

We like to race.

We like to sail.

We like to tube.

We like to walk.

We like to kid when we joke around.

We like to learn when we are in school.

We like to race around the track.

We like to sail in our boats on the lake.

We like to tube on a small river.

We like to walk to stay fit and healthy.

Kidding is playing tricks.

Learning is helping with growing.

Playing is a part of growing up.

Racing is a test.

Sailing in a sailboat is peaceful.

Tubing in a tube on a river is a blast.

Walking is a good way to stay fit.

Kidding is playing tricks on brothers and sisters and friends.

Learning is helping to grow to be smarter.

Playing is a part of growing up and being good at what you do.

Racing is a test for two or more kids.

Sailing in a sailboat is peaceful when the winds are calm.

Tubing in a tube on a river is a blast, but you have to be careful.

Walking is a good way to stay fit and it does not cost anything.

Acting is done on stage.

Biking needs strong legs and arms.

Camping needs a tent.

Diving needs a diving board.

Eating is done on plates.

Fishing needs a pole.

Giving needs a kind heart.

Hiking needs boots.

Jumping can be done on horses.

Acting is done on stage as well as in movies.

Biking needs strong legs and arms to push the pedals.

Camping needs a tent, food, pots, pans, and clean clothes.

Diving needs a diving board to do flips and twists.

Eating is done with plates, cups, spoons, knives, forks, and napkins.

Fishing needs a pole, a reel, line, hooks, and bait.

Giving needs a kind heart and a mind that shares.

Hiking needs boots, packs, water, food, and friends.

Jumping can be done on horses or out of airplanes with a parachute.

Kidding is called humor.

Learning is done in school.

Playing is how we learn to work with others.

Racing can be done with frogs that jump.

Sailing is done in a sailboat.

Tubing is done with a car inner tube.

Walking keeps the heart and lungs healthy.

Kidding is called humor and can be fun, but can also hurt.

Learning is done in school, but also it is done outside of school.

Playing is how we learn to work with others and learn also about taking turns.

Racing can be done with frogs that jump or with dogs on a track.

Sailing is done in a sailboat that has sails, a rudder, and a tiller.

Tubing is done with a car inner tube made of rubber and filled with air.

Walking keeps the heart and lungs healthy and the bones and muscles fit.

I learned to act at camp when I was young.

I have been in a bike race many times.

I have dived off of a sailboat while sailing.

I have eaten a fish after I went fishing and caught a fish.

I have been on a hike, which is like taking a long walk.

I have learned how to give and make other people happy.

I have made friends jump when I have been kidding them.

It is a whole lot of fun to play and splash in water while tubing in an inner tube.

THE END

Feelings

I grin and bear it.

I crab about things.

I dump what I feel.

I eye some things.

I face my fears.

I give my best.

I hunt for things.

I jaw with my friends.

I am kind to all whom I know.

I love my family.

I grin and bear it when I am upset.

I crab about things I do not like.

I dump what I feel on my best friends.

I eye the things I do not trust.

I face the fears that I have.

I give my best when I feel low.

I hunt for things that make me feel better.

I jaw with my friends because we like to talk.

I am kind to all whom I know because it is right.

I love my family and my friends.

To bear with my family and friends means that I put up with them.

To crab means I cry and rant and yell which is not normal sometimes.

To dump means I go off on others like a crab.

To eye a thing means I do not trust it.

To face a thing means I do not run away from it.

To give means that I share even when it is hard.

To hunt means I look for something that I need.

To jaw means I talk a lot about anything and everything.

To be kind means I am as nice as I can be to everyone.

To love means I see myself in everyone else and them in me.

I mark what I know.

I nose into things.

I peel apart things.

I rant when I’m mad.

I snap when I’m upset.

I test everything.

I view everything.

I wink when happy.

I yell sometimes.

I mark what I need to know and do.

I nose into what my friends are thinking and doing.

I peel apart what I hear and think about things.

I rant on my family and friends when I am not happy.

I snap at my family and friends when I am upset.

I test what I am told.

I view what I hear.

I wink at my family and friends.

I yell when I am angry.

I mark what I need to know and do, if I feel I should do better.

I nose into what my friends are thinking and doing to find out the truth.

I peel apart what I hear and think about things, so I can do my best.

I rant on my family and friends when I am not happy, because I know they will not be angry with me.

I snap at my family and friends when I am upset, even when it may not be good.

I test what I am told to find out if it is true.

I view what I hear so I can think about it.

I wink at my family and friends when I hear a joke.

I yell when I am angry about big things that are real to me.

I bear with my friends, because they are my friends.

I crab when I am annoyed with something that bothers me.

I dump when I can’t stand it anymore.

I eye things that I do not know.

I face things that are scary.

I give when I can, even when it leaves me short.

I hunt for ways to make life a bit better.

I jaw with my friends when we have nothing to say.

I am kind to all people and animals and things that crawl and fly.

I love all of nature everywhere.

To mark what we go through helps us with our plans.

To nose around in gossip sometimes does not end the way we wish.

To peel apart what we think we know is hard work.

To rant on family and friends is not always a good idea.

To snap at those we know does not help friendship.

To test what we are told is sometimes wise.

To view is to look deep into things so we know what they really are.

To wink is to close one eye at a time quickly, and it means that you know what it is all about.

To yell is to use your voice very loudly.

THE END

House Things Expanded

We have 3 armchairs, a couch, and a TV in our front living room.

There are four bedrooms on the second floor of the house.

We have just a few carpets in the house. They are throw rugs.

We have doors on all of the rooms in the house. Some of the doors open inwards to the rooms and some do not.

The main door to the house is the front entrance. It is a large old-fashioned door.

We have a gas furnace in the basement. It works in the wintertime when we need heat.

Our garage is in back of the house. It is a one-car garage, but it is filled with yard tools and wood for the fireplace.

Our house is a three-story house. It has a finished attic, but we don’t use it except for storage.

Our icebox has a freezer and shelves for the food. We keep it stocked with groceries that everyone in the house likes to eat.

We don’t have a jacuzzi. But, if we did, it would be by the back porch.

Our kitchen is very small because our house was built over a hundred years ago.

The laundry room has a washer and a dryer and a large standing tub to manage the washer overflow.

We have a collection of movies on VCR tapes and on DVDs that we watch on the TV when the regular shows are boring.

We have a nightstand by the bed that has an alarm clock and some Kleenex on it.

The oven in the kitchen is used to bake bread and roast foods.

The porch has some lounge chairs on it so that we can sit outside in the summer time and read or watch the cars go by.

We have lots of quilts that we use in the wintertime when it gets cold. We snuggle up with them on the couch or in our beds at night.

We have two rest rooms in the house, one on the second floor and one in the basement.

The stairways go from the basement to the attic. They have landings between each floor.

We have two television sets in the house. One is in the living room and one is in a bedroom on the second floor.

The upstairs is the second floor when we are on the first floor. It is called downstairs when we are in the attic.

There is a vanity in a bedroom on the second floor that has jewelry and bobby pins and hair ties and rings and necklaces in little containers.

The washer in the basement is a large family size washer that takes about 15 to 20 minutes to do a load of laundry.

There are three exits to the house and each one has a different lock on the door. 

The front yard has no fence, but the back yard has a metal fence that goes all the way around it.

There is some Z-Bar flashing on the roof of the house that keeps the rain, snow, and ice from seeping into the rafters.

THE END

Baby Shower Shopping

It is a weekend.

It is a weekend morning.

It is a weekend Saturday morning.

And it is a shopping day.

It is a shopping day for the girls.

It is a shopping day for the girls in Troop # number 303.

It is a secret shopping day for the girls in Troop # number 303.

Mel and Rita and Ann and Peg and Barb are shopping.

Mel and Rita and Ann and Peg and Barb are all out shopping with Mel’s mother Mrs. Carl.

Mrs. Carl is taking them all shopping.

The girls belong to Troop # 303.

They are all girl scouts in Troop # number 303.

Their troop leader, Mrs. Marx, does not know they are out shopping.

Mrs. Marx is going to have a baby.

The girls in the troop want to buy some presents for her new baby.

They want to have a party for Mrs. Marx at the next troop meeting.

They want to have a surprise party for Mrs. Marx at the next troop meeting.

The surprise party will be a surprise baby shower.

The girls are all out shopping for baby things with Mel’s mom.

Mel’s mom, Mrs. Carl, will help the girls buy baby things for the shower.

Mel’s mom picks up all of the girls in her car.

She drives them to the mall.

They go to a big department store at the mall.

They go to the baby area.

Rita runs up to a rack of clothes.

“Look at this,” she says. She grabs a small one-piece sleeper off the rack.

She holds it up for all to see.

“Aahhhh. That’s so cute,” says Peg. “Let me see it.”

Rita hands the sleeper to Peg. Peg holds it up. “Isn’t that darling?” The sleeper is yellow and has brown teddy bears all over it.

“O.K., kids,” says Mrs. Carl. “You can each get to buy one or two things for Mrs. Marx’s new baby. So look around and please choose wisely.”

Ann picks out a 3 to 6 month T-shirt with matching pants. They are red and blue striped and have the words “I’m cool” on the front.

Barb grabs a checked blanket. She also grabs a baby mobile for the crib that has toy farm animals on it that plays music.

Peg keeps the one-piece sleeper. She finds a small knit hat that almost matches the sleeper.

Rita picks up a baby quilt for the crib. It is blue with pink hearts on it. “I think this will be my gift,” Rita says. “What do you guys think?”

“That is so pretty,” says Barb. 

“You’re good,” says Peg.

Mel finds a large bag with lots of pockets for carrying baby clothes, diapers, bottles, toys, wipes, and other baby items.

Mel Says, “I think Mrs. Marx will need one of these.”

The girls all say, “Great idea,” at the same time.

Mrs. Carl picks out a matching shirt and pants set, and she gets a chew toy to go with it.

“Are you girls done?” asks Mrs. Carl.

“Yes, we are,” they all say. “Let’s go to the check out. Do you all have your cash in your hand bags?” asks Mrs. Carl.

“Yes, we do.”

The girls put their gifts on the checkout line.

The lady at the checkout rings up their bills.

The sleeper costs $13.95.

The blanket costs $15.25.

The quilt costs $19.95.

The T-shirt and pants cost $14.79.

The large carrying bag costs $19.95.

The matching shirt and pants cost $17.87.

The chew toy was $3.95.

And the mobile cost $16.87.

The lady put all of the things in bags and handed them to the girls.

The girls all said, “Thank you,” to the checkout lady.

She said, “Thanks,” and “Have a nice day.”

As they all left the mall Mel said, “I can’t wait to see the surprise on Mrs. Marx’s face when we have the party.” 

“Me, too,” they all say.

They are all very happy with the shopping day.

THE END

A Morning Day at School

Erin wakes up in the morning at 7:00.

She gets out of bed.

She walks to the bathroom.

She goes to the sink.

She turns on the hot water.

She turns on the cold water.

She gets a washcloth.

She puts the washcloth in the water.

She wrings out the washcloth.

She washes her face with the washcloth.

She turns off the water.

She wrings out the washcloth. 

She puts it on the rack on the wall.

She goes back to her room.

She goes back to her room and gets dressed.

Then she goes down stairs to the kitchen.

Her mom and dad and brother are in the kitchen.

Her mom and dad are fixing breakfast.

Her brother Tim is sitting at the kitchen table.

Her mom and dad are making eggs and oatmeal.

They are making eggs and oatmeal on the stove.

The eggs are in a pan.

The oatmeal is in a pot.

Erin sits down at her place at the table.

She waits for the food to cook.

Her mom gives her a bowl of oatmeal.

Her dad gives her a fried egg on a plate.

Erin says, “Thank you very much.”

Erin says, “Thank you very much” to her mom and dad.

They both say, “You are very welcome.”

Erin eats her oatmeal with a spoon.

Erin eats her egg with a fork.

Erin drinks her glass of orange juice.

Erin also drinks her glass of milk.

When Erin is done eating, it is 8:00 o’clock.

She takes her plate and bowl and glasses to the sink.

She takes her plate and bowl and glasses to the sink to be washed.

Erin goes to the den to get her book bag.

She looks in her book bag.

She looks in her book bag to make sure she has her books and her homework.

She puts on her book bag.

Erin’s mom hands her the lunch box.

Erin’s mom hands her the lunch box that she got out of the refrigerator.

“What’s for lunch?” Erin asks her mom.

Erin’s mom says, “A ham and cheese sandwich, an apple, some chips, and a juice box. Is that O.K.?”

“Thanks, Mom,” says Erin.

When Erin gets to the door, she waits for her brother Tim.

Tim gets to the door in 5 minutes.

Erin and Tim yell to their mom and dad, “We’re going to school, now. See you later.”

Their mom and dad yell back, “Have a good day.”

Erin and Tim walk to school together.

The walk to school takes ten minutes.

The walk to school takes ten minutes from their home to the schoolyard.

Erin and Tim meet up with their friends.

Erin and Tim meet up with their friends in the schoolyard.

They talk about school.

They talk about their games at home.

They talk about their friends.

They talk about TV shows.

The school bell rings at 9:00.

The doors of the school open at 9:00.

Erin and Tim walk into the school.

Erin and Tim walk into the school with all of their friends.

They go to their own classrooms.

Erin goes to Mrs. Hart’s class.

Erin goes to Mrs. Hart’s first grade classroom at the end of the hall.

It is room number # 2.

Erin walks into the classroom.

Erin walks into the classroom and goes to her desk in the 3rd row.

The school bell rings for a second time. Class begins.
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Mrs. Hart goes to the front of the class.

She says, “Good morning, class.”

The kids all say, “Good morning, Mrs. Hart.”

“Let’s get out our math books, please,” she says, “and please turn to page 32. There are lots of math problems on the page. I want all of the students in row 1 to come up to the black board.

And I want each student to do a problem on the black board. Write the problems on the board with the chalk. Finish the problems and then we’ll talk about them.”

All of the kids in row 1 get up out of their seats. 

They all get their math books.
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They all walk up to the black board with their math books.

They each take a piece of chalk in their hands.

Then they each write a problem on the board.

They each write a problem from page 32 in the math book. 

Matt does problem #1:      3+4=.

Kate does problem #2:      5+2=.

Eric does problem #3:        6+3=.

Sue does problem # 4:       8+1=.

Beth does problem #5:       3+5=.

Mrs. Hart says, “O.K., very good. Now solve the problems and write your answers.”

Each kid writes the answer.

Matt writes 7.

Kate writes 7.
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Eric writes 8.

Sue writes 9.

Beth writes 8.

Mrs. Hart asks, “Matt, how did you get the answer 7?”

Matt says, “I looked at the number line on the wall. I looked at the 3. Then I counted from the 3, going to the right. I counted 4 times. I landed on the 7. So seven is the answer.”

Mrs. Hart said, “Very good. You are correct. Kate, how did you get your answer 7?”

Kate said, “I looked at the number line on the wall. I looked at the 5. Then I counted from the 5, going to the right. I counted 2 times. I 
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landed on the 7. So seven is the answer.”

Mrs. Hart said, “Very good. You are correct. Eric, how did you get your answer 8?”

Eric said, “I looked at the number line on the wall. I looked at the 6. Then I counted from the six, going to the right. I landed on the eight. So eight is the answer.”

“Eric,” says Mrs. Hart. “When you looked at the 6, and you started counting to the right, did you start counting on the six?”

“Yes, I did,” says Eric.

Mrs. Hart says, “If you have 6 to begin with, you must start counting on the next number over to get the right answer.”
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Erin raises her hand, “Mrs. Hart, do you always start counting from the next number over?”

“Yes, Erin.” Says Mrs. Hart. “That is correct. You always start counting with the next number over.”

Eric says, “So, if I count over from 6, starting on seven, the right answer is 9, not eight?”

“Yes,” says Mrs. Hart.

Eric says, “So 6 + 3 equals 9 then?”

“Yes,” says Mrs. Hart, “Very good. Sue, how did you get your answer 9?”

Sue says, “I looked at the number line on the wall. I looked at the number 8. Then I counted from the 
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eight, going to the right. I counted 1 time. I landed on the nine. So nine is the answer.”

Mrs. Hart says, “Yes, very good. You are correct. Beth, how did you get your answer?”

Beth says, “I looked at the number line on the wall. I looked at the number 3. Then I counted from the three, going to the right. I counted 5 times. I landed on the 8. So eight is the answer.”

Mrs. Hart says, “Yes, very good, all of you. Now, erase the problems, please, and after you are done, you have to go back to your seats. Then the next row needs to come up to the board and do the next set of problems. Thank you all very much.”

The rest of the class took their turns.

They all took their turns at the black board. 

When they were done with the math problems, they did some reading out loud.

All of the students took turns reading out loud.

When they were done reading, they looked at maps.

They looked at maps of the city and the state and the USA.

Mrs. Hart showed the students where they lived on each of the maps. 

When they were done, the school bell rang for recess.

The children all yelled when the bell rang.

And they all got ready to go outside.

THE END

Trains

Trains have axels.

Trains have brakes.

Trains have cars.

Trains have dining cars.

Trains have engines.

Trains have freight cars.

Train workers have gages.

Trains have horns.

Train stations have island platforms.

Train stations have jacks.

Train car couplings have knuckles.

Train passengers have luggage.

Trains have motors.

Train engines have notch-8s on their throttle controls.

Train tracks have over bridges.

Trains have passengers.

Train tracks have quiet zones.

Trains have railcars.

Old trains have steam engines.

Trains have to run on tracks.

Train tracks have under bridges.

Train engines have valves.

Trains have whistles.

Train tracks have “X-ing” signs.

Trains have train yards.

Train tracks have zig-zag tracks for climbing hills.

THE END

Staying Home

One night, Tim got up and got out of bed.

He walked to his mom’s and dad’s room.

He walked to their bed and woke them up.

He said, “I don’t feel well. I feel sick.”

His mom leaned over the edge of the bed.

His mom leaned over the edge of the bed and turned on the light.

She turned on the light on the bed stand.

She turned on the light and felt his forehead.

“You are too hot. Let me take your temp.”

His mom went to the bathroom.

She opened the bathroom cabinet and got out the thermometer.

She went to the sink and turned on the cold water.

She ran the thermometer under the cold water.

She ran it under the cold water to clean it.

“Here, Tim, come here. Put this in your mouth. Put it under your tongue. Now close your lips. We’ll time it for two minutes.”

When the two minutes were up, Tim’s mom took out the thermometer. It read 102.4.

“Tim, tell me how you feel,” his mom said.

Tim said, “I ache all over. My head hurts. My throat hurts. Even my eyes hurt.”

“Tim, said his mother, “I think you have the flu. I’ll get you a glass of water. You will need to go back to bed. I’ll call you off for school in the morning. You can stay home all day. I’ll take care of you. Head back to bed. If you need me, wake me up. I love you. See you in the morning.”

Tim’s mom got him a glass of water from the sink. She turned on the cold water. She took a cup and got a glass full of cold water. She handed it to Tim. He drank the whole glass of water. He put down the cup. He turned off the cold water. 

Tim said, “Thanks Mom.”

His mom said, “You’re welcome.”

Tim walked back to his room and crawled into bed.

He fell asleep.

In the morning, Mr. and Mrs. Wall got up at 7:00.

Erin also got up at 7:00.

They all got ready for the day.

Mr. and Mrs. Wall got dressed.

Erin got dressed.

Tim slept in.

He still felt hot. He still felt achy with the flu.

Erin and her mom and dad fixed breakfast.

They ate breakfast. 

Mrs. Wall fixed a breakfast for Tim and put it on a tray. She took the tray of food upstairs. She put the tray on Tim’s bedside table.

Tim woke up.

“Good morning, Mom,” he said.

“How are you feeling, Tim?” his mother asked.

“Better,” he said, “but I still hurt.”

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

“Yes, I am,” he said.

“I brought you some breakfast. Do you want it now?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said.

Mrs. Wall took the tray and set it on his bed. Tim sat up in bed and began to eat.

“Be careful and try not to spill it,” she said.

“I’ll be careful, Mom,” he said.

Mrs. Wall left the room and went back down stairs.

Mr. Wall got ready to go to work.

Erin got ready to go to school.

Mr. Wall picked up his brief case.

He kissed Mrs. Wall.

“Love you, honey,” he said.

“Love you, too,” she said, “have a good day.”

Mr. Wall shouted up stairs, “Love you, Tim. Get better.”

Tim yelled from upstairs, “Love you, too, dad. I will.” 

Erin said, “See you later, Dad. See you later, Mom. I’m off to school.”

Erin and her dad left together.

Mr. Wall went to his car.

Erin walked to school.

Mrs. Wall went to the phone.

She dialed 1-216-555-0937.

It was the school call off hot line number.

The school nurse answered the phone.

“Hello,” the nurse said. “This is Mrs. Tripp, the school nurse.”

“Hello, Mrs. Tripp,” said Mrs. Wall. “This is Mrs. Wall. I am calling to let you know that my son, Timothy Wall, will not be in school today. He has the flu. He has a temperature of 102.4. He is achy all over. I hope he will be in school tomorrow. He is in the second grade in Mrs. Drake’s class.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Wall,” said the nurse. “Thank you very much for calling us and letting us know. I will tell Tim’s teacher, Mrs. Drake. Tell Tim I hope he gets better. You know, this flu is going around.”

“Thank you, I will tell him,” said Mrs. Wall.

“Goodbye.” Said Mrs. Wall.

“Goodbye.” Said Mrs. Tripp.

Mrs. Wall hung up the phone. She went back upstairs to see Tim.

“I called you off for school today, Tim,” she said. “How was breakfast?”

“It was great, Mom,” said Tim. “I’m all done. Thanks.”

“I’ll get the empty tray. Do you want anything more, or would you like to get up?” asked Mrs. Wall.

“I want to rest some more. Thanks,” said Tim.

Mrs. Wall took the tray and carried it back down stairs. She took it to the sink. She collected the rest of the dishes and plates and cups and spoons and knives and forks from the kitchen table. She took them all to the sink to be washed. She filled the sink with hot water and put a squirt of dish soap in the water. She started to wash the dishes and rinse them in the sink. She put the clean dishware into the dish rack to dry.

While she was doing the dishes she was thinking about her plans for the day. She wondered how she would do her daily tasks and also how to take care of Tim at the same time. She knew it would be hard work.

THE END

The Phone Call

It is after school.

It is after school on a Monday afternoon.

Beth is at home.

Beth is at home in her room.

Beth is at home in her room sitting on the floor.
She is sitting on the floor doing her homework.

Her phone rings.

Her cell phone rings in her coat pocket.

Beth gets her cell phone out and turns it on.

She puts it to her ear and says, “Hello.”

“Beth, this is Mel. Did you see what Chrisy did at lunch today? I mean, what was that all about? Sitting with Liz and Jen and next to Tess. I thought she was with us.”

Beth said, “Yeah, I know. That was so weird. What do you think?”

“I don’t know,” said Mel. “Did we say something that she didn’t like?”

“I don’t think so,” said Beth. “I said ‘Hi’ to her before school began this morning. I was talking to you in line by the door before the bell. She didn’t wave back. I think she’s mad about something.”

“Well,” said Mel, “I heard that Tess wants Chrisy to be her new best friend, now. And that’s because Last week Jimmy dumped her.”

“No way,” said Beth.

“Yes, he did. He likes that new girl who just moved into town,” said Mel.

“You mean that girl with the red hair? Her name’s Erin?” asked Beth. “You mean he just dumped Chrisy to be with that new girl Erin?”

“Yup.” Said Mel.

“And he didn’t even say anything to Chrisy?” asked Beth.

“Nope.” Said Mel.

“So why is Chrisy sitting with Tess and Liz and Jen at lunch and not with us?” asked Beth.

“I guess she just needs something new,” said Mel.

“What did you do over the weekend?” asked Beth.

“We went to the fair,” said Mel. “My mom and dad took us. We went on the Merry-go-round and the Ferris wheel and we did the bumper cars. And we walked through all of the animal barns and saw the cows and horses and pigs and goats and rabbits and chickens. My brother, Jake, wanted to go on the Death Drop. But mom and dad wouldn’t let him. What did you do?”

“We had to go to Grandma’s for her birthday,” said Beth. “The whole family was there, even my cousins Joey and Ron. We were there for hours. All the old folks sat around and told the same old stories. And they stuck all of us kids in the den or on the deck out back or in the yard.”

“What did you have to eat?” asked Mel.

“Pizza, hot dogs, hamburgers, baked beans, potato salad, chips, cake, ice cream, and pop,” said Beth.

“Was it good?” asked Mel.

“It was O.K.” said Beth. “My folks wouldn’t let me bring my phone, so it was like I was all alone.”

“Wow,” said Mel. “That’s horrible. No wonder I couldn’t get you when I tried to call you yesterday.”

“Yeah,” said Beth. “Sorry.”

“Not your fault,” said Mel. “Did you get your homework done yet?”

“I’m doing it now,” said Beth.

“I gotta go,” said Mel. “I have to help my mom with supper.”

“O.K.” Said Beth. “See you later. Call me.”

“Yeah, bye,” said Mel. 

“Bye,” said Beth.

THE END

Alphabet Rhyme 3

You aim for goals high in the air.

You see yourself as being there.

You bake some brownies that you’ll share.

You know there will be none to spare.

You cry at movies, puppies, gifts.

You know your heart does well with lifts.

You dig beach sand with sieve that sifts.

You watch the waves make coursing rifts.

You eat at picnics on the hill.

You pack a plate. You get your fill.

You fix your food; you know the drill.

You take some hot dogs from the grill.

You give your thanks to cooks who serve.

You ask for seconds. You have nerve.

You have your cake, which you deserve.

You eat it all with vim and verve.

You inch your way back to the beach.

You hear your mom’s “One Hour” speech.

You jump and climb on dunes you reach.

You find huge footprints left on each.

You keep your balance as you run.

You think beach racing’s more than fun.

You love the feel of blazing sun.

You leave footprints where waves leave none.

You make a fort of shells and sand.

You hope the tides will let it stand.

You need a bucket and a hand.

You think your castle will be grand.

You open pop cans when you think

Your working friends will need a drink.

You pick up crabs at water’s brink.

You wonder why their shells are pink.

You question what is by the shore.

You notice birds and shells and more.

You rest in hot sand from the chore.

You’ve never had such fun before.

You see a piece of driftwood wet.

You notice strands of fishing net.

You try removing seaweed, yet

You feel that slime will cause regret.

You utter groans when hands are messed.

You try hard to remove the rest.

You view what’s scraped upon your chest.

You’ll have to shower, then get dressed.

You’ll wash to help remove the sand.

You hope it won’t remove what’s tanned.

Your x-ray eyes just see sun’s brand.

You dream of ocean’s waves on land.

You yearn for beaches once you’re snared.

You know the sea has blessed and dared.

You’ll zoom along the shoreline shared,

For solitude and breezes aired.

THE END

The Parade

Today is the Fourth of July.

It is very early in the day.

It is 6:30 in the morning.

It is very quiet.

It is very quiet because it is a holiday and very few people are working.

With very few people working, there are very few cars and trucks on the roads and streets.

It is very warm outside already.

The temperature is almost 70º and it will be going up into the 80s later on.

It is sunny out and there are a few white clouds in the sky.

The parade will start at 10:00 AM.

We have a lot of time to get ready.

We can have a calm quiet breakfast.

We have the fold up chairs.

We have the sunscreen.

We have bottles of water.

And we have lots of snacks.

The parade will be on Lake Avenue.

There are lots of trees on Lake Avenue so we will be able to find some shade.

We will be able to pick a spot on the parade route where we can all sit and watch.

I ask my family what they would like for breakfast.

My wife wants pancakes with sausages.

My son wants eggs and toast, and pancakes.

My wife wants chocolate peanut butter pancakes with maple syrup and pork sausages.

I will make the pancakes from scratch.

The recipe goes something like this:

2 cups flour (can use regular or whole wheat)

2 eggs

3 tablespoons oil (vegetable)

2 tablespoons vanilla (my wife likes vanilla)

2 tablespoons baking powder

2 cups milk (or can be almond or soy)

¼ cup sugar

½ teaspoon salt

2/3 cup peanut butter.

½ cup chocolate syrup.

I mix all of the ingredients in a mixing bowl until they are smooth.

I use an electric beater.

I heat the frying pan on the stove.

I heat the frying pan on the stove at medium heat.

The frying pan is a cast iron skillet.

It is very heavy.

I add butter in the pan so the bottom of the pan is coated with melted grease.

I wait until the pan gets hot, but not too hot. I use a potholder mitt to protect my hands and fingers.

I put in 3 scoops of pancake batter to make 3 pancakes using a 1/3 measuring cup for the right amount of batter.

I wait until I see bubbles that form on the tops of the pancakes.

I flip over the pancakes with a metal spatula. When the 3 pancakes are done cooking, I pick them up with the metal spatula and take them out of the pan and put them on a plate.

I repeat the entire process until I have a lot of pancakes made.

The sausages are in a frozen package in the freezer.

The sausages are cooked in another pan with some grease or oil or butter so they don’t stick to the pan.

The sausages are turned a lot with a fork or some metal tines so they cook all the way through, but do not get burned.

My son wants his two eggs done over easy, with four pieces of buttered toast.

He then wants 3 chocolate peanut butter pancakes with maple syrup, too.

Not only do I have to prepare and cook all of the food and everything, I also have to clean up the kitchen after I’ve fixed everything.

I make the pancakes, sausages, eggs, and toast for my wife and son.

When they are finished eating, they give me their plates and silverware.

I wash the plates, silverware, and pans in the sink. Then I put everything away.

It is now 8:00 AM.

I put all of the parade supplies by the front door.

At 9:00 AM, I tell my wife and son that it is now time to go.

My son carries a fold up chair and a bag of water bottles and snacks.

I carry two fold up chairs. 

My wife carries the sunscreen. 

We head out of the door. 

We walk slowly up the street. 

We stop on Detroit Avenue. 

We cross the street when the “Walk Signal” goes white. 

We walk all the way down to Clifton Boulevard.

We wait again for the “Walk Signal.”

Then we cross the street and head down to Lake Avenue.

We get to Lake Avenue at 9:30 AM.

There are lots of people already there.

We have to walk a little bit down Lake Avenue to find an open spot in the shade where we can set up our seats.

Some kids there have sparklers.

Some kids there have sparklers that are lit that they wave about.

Some kids there have poppers. 

Some kids there have poppers that they throw to the sidewalks. They make a loud bang when they land.

Lots of kids have tiny American flags that they are waving about.

We set up our chairs beside a huge oak tree on the tree lawn in front of a large apartment building on Lake Avenue.

We look at our bags to make sure we have brought everything 

(I know, we should have checked before we left home, right?).

We sit and wait.

In a few minutes we begin to hear drums and marching band music.

We can hear the drums and music coming from way down the street.

Lots of children on both sides of the street jump up and walk out onto the empty street to look down the street. They jump up and down, and yell and point down the street. 

Their parents yell at them to get back out of the street.

Slowly the drums and the music get closer.

The first people in the parade are the majorettes who twirl batons. 

They are part of the drum corps and baton twirlers from the high school band.

They are all wearing purple and gold uniforms.

They are all wearing matching outfits of purple and gold clothes and shoes.

The band director is leading the parade.

He also has a whistle in his mouth.

He blows the whistle and everyone stops marching. He turns and everyone in the band raises up their instruments.

He blows his whistle again.

The band begins playing.

It is a marching song.

Everyone in the crowd begins to clap and cheer.

Then everyone in the band begins marching and playing at the same time.

The music and the drums are very loud.

The next thing in the parade is a fleet of fire trucks with firemen and firewomen on board.

All of the lights are flashing.

There are flags all over the fire engines.

The trucks are going down the street very slowly.

The firemen and the firewomen are all throwing handfuls of candy in wrappers to all of the kids watching the parade on the sidewalks.

Little kids are running and scrambling after all of the candy on the ground.

The firemen and firewomen on the trucks pull their siren alarms and horns.

They are very loud.

Next in line comes a boy-scout troop and then a cub-scout troop.

They are all wearing uniforms and carrying big flags.

The crowd cheers and claps.

Next comes a group of men on funny little motorcycles. They are wearing funny outfits that say, “Shriners.” They throw little presents into the crowd for kids to grab.

Next comes a huge float with the mayor of the city on it, with a lot of his friends and family. There is a loud speaker on the float with a message about voting. The float is covered with red, white, and blue banners.

Next comes a line of police cars and officers walking beside the cars. They are all dressed up in wonderful blue uniforms. They are smiling at the crowd. The police cars all have their lights flashing and their sirens blaring. Next come some soldiers in uniform. They are veterans from past wars: Iraq, The Gulf, Vietnam, and even Korea. They look serious. They all seem to be looking into a far distance, and into the past. They walk tall. They walk proud. A few of them are in wheelchairs and are being pushed by their friends and fellow soldiers. Some people in the crowd salute them as they walk past. Everybody cheers for them.

My wife asks me, “Can you hand me a water bottle, please?”

“Sure, Dear,” I reply. “Here you go.”

I hand her a bottle of fresh cold water.

My son asks me for a snack.

“Can you hand me one of those bags of chips, please?” He asks.

“Sure thing,” I reply.

I hand him a bag of chips, out of the food sack. I get a bottle of cold water for myself.

“Give me the trash and the empty bottles when you’re done.” I say. “No littering.”

“We won’t,” they yell at me.

“Just being helpful, “I say.

“Thanks, Dad,” my son rants.

The next float is from a local college with students and college teachers. They are looking for future college students. They have the information about the college written on the float: the address, and web site, and the phone numbers for contact.

The next float is a local business that does painting and roofing.  They also have the information about their business written on the float: their address, and web site, and the phone numbers for contact. The next float looks like a huge cake. The business is a local bakery. A young girl is walking beside the float and she is carrying a huge tray of cupcakes. She is handing them out to kids along the street. She is surrounded by young kids asking for samples.

The next band in line in the parade is the private school high school band. They are in green and gold. They have acrobats doing flips and handstands and cartwheels down the street. Their flag corps is waving their school colors. Each girl has a flag. They are waving their flags in time with the music and the drums. The band and flag corps marchers smile at the crowds of people on the sidewalks. The people watching them cheer and clap. The next group on the street is a troop of clowns. They run around doing pranks on the people and kids on the curb lawns. One clown throws a bucket of confetti on a little old lady sitting in a fold up lawn chair, after chasing another clown who hides behind her. Everybody laughs, including the little old lady. A few more businesses and floats come by. The last group is a bunch of well-dressed old men who are all singing together. They are singing in harmony like a barbershop quartet. But there are at least 20 of them marching and singing. They are performers at the local city theater company. They are very good. The parade comes to an end. Many people pick up their things to follow the parade down the street. We pick up our things and start to walk home. We are stuck in a crowd of people also walking the way we are walking. We get home a little after 12:00 noon. It was a fun parade. We can now look forward to fireworks tonight.

THE END

School Supply Shopping

It’s that time of year again.

It’s July.

The stores all have their huge signs up:

SCHOOL SUPPLY SALES, 50% OFF, WHILE THEY LAST.

Mom says we have to go now.

So we all go online to find out what we all need.

Our school web site has all of the lists for all of the grades and for all of the schools.

We find Judy’s school supply list.

We find Fred’s school supply list.

And we find my school supply list.

We print up all three lists on the computer printer. 

Then mom gets out the Sunday newspaper and leafs through the middle section of ads.

Ads are short for advertisements.

Mom is looking for coupons.

She yells for me to get her a pair of scissors from the kitchen.

“Joe, can you please find me a pair of scissors in the kitchen? They’re in the drawer by the sink, on the right hand side, the ones with the blue handles. Thanks.”

I go to the kitchen as instructed by mom and open the kitchen drawer by the sink.

The blue handled scissors are right on top, just like mom said they would be. I get them out and take them to her.

Mom says, “Thank you, Joey. Look here, I found a whole page of coupons for the school supplies. The coupons are still good. They don’t expire until next week.”

Judy asks, “Mom, can I cut them out for you?”

“Sure, “Mom says. “Thanks. And you might as well cut them all out, just to make sure. I want all of you to come with me to the store to make sure you are all getting what’s on your lists.”

After Judy gets done cutting out all of the coupons, she hands them to mom.

Mom puts them all in her zip lock coupon pouch and puts the coupon pouch in her handbag.

“Let’s go,” she says.

We all run out the front door and pile into the car in the driveway and into the back seat.

Mom gets into the car.

“Seat belts, all of you,” she yells.

She listens for the three clicks of the seat belts: 1, 2, & 3.

“Thank you,” she says.

She turns on the car. She puts on her own seat belt.

She says, “We need to get gas first. We’re down to a quarter of a tank of gas.”

We drive to the gas station down the street and pull up to a gas tank.

It has a number 8 on the side of the tank.

“You all stay here,” mom says.

Mom goes into the gas station and gives the man at the counter $50.00. She says to him, “I am on pump number 8. I need a fill up. I’ll be back for the change.”

“You got it,” says the man at the counter. He takes her $50.00 and rings up her gas for pump number 8.

Mom comes back to the car and opens the car gas cap. She takes the gas pump nozzle off of the pump and puts the nozzle into the car gas tank hole. She then holds down the gas pump handle and starts pumping gas into the car. We all sit and watch the dials on the gas pump flicker as the price goes up and the gallons of gas go up at the same time. After a few minutes, the dials stop. The dollar amount reads, $44.20. The gas amount reads 12.32 gallons. Mom looks at the gas gage on the pump. She shakes her head. All she can say is, “Wow.”

She puts the pump nozzle back into the slot on the gas pump. She puts the gas cap back on the car gas tank and closes the lid.

She walks back into the gas station to get her $5.80 in change.

The man at the counter gives her the $5.80 and says to her, “Have a great day.”

She says, “Thanks,” and puts the money into her handbag.

When she gets back to the car she says, “O.K., now, off to the store for the school supplies. Seat belts still on?”

“Yup,” we all yell from the back seat.

We drive all the way down Madison Ave to the Mini Mall. We go to the department store that had all of the Sunday newspaper ads and coupons.  We park as close to the store as we can get. We undo our seat belts and climb out of the car.

“Stay with me close,” mom yells. “Parking lots are not safe.”

“We know, we will,” we yell back.

We all walk down the traffic aisle beside the cars and head towards the store entrance. When we get there, the electronic doors slide open automatically. We go in and get a huge shopping cart. When we get inside the store, a “greeter” says “Hello” and offers us a free ad booklet. My mom asks him, “Do you know where the school supplies are?”

He says, “Yes, Ma’am, they’re all in aisle 15. Go to your left all the way down and you’ll see them on your right. Can’t miss them.”

“Thank you, Sir, very much,” mom says.

We all walk beside mom as she pushes the shopping cart down the wide aisle beside all the checkout booths.

Aisle 15 has a huge sign in yellow and red that says, “SCHOOL SUPPLY SALES.”

Mom goes up aisle 15 with the cart and stops.

“Show me your lists,” she says. “I’ve got some pens in my hand bag so you can mark off what we get as we get it. Got it?”

“Yes, mom,” we all say. “We’ve got it.”

Mom hands each one of us a pen.

“O.K. Start reading each item on your lists out loud very slowly, please.”

Judy starts, “One box, number two pencils.”

“Who else has that?” asks mom.

“I do.”

“I do, too.”

“Good, right over there, beside the pens. Grab a box each one of you.”

We each grab a box and place the boxes carefully into the cart.

“What’s next?” asks mom.

Judy says, “A box of a dozen blue or black ball point pens.”

Do each of you boys also have that on your lists also?”

“Yup.”

“Yup.”

“Can you see the boxes of a dozen pens over there?”

“Yes.”

“I guess you have a choice, either black or blue,” she says. 

Fred picks blue. I choose black. Judy picks blue. We place the boxes of pens into the cart carefully beside the pencils.

“Did you check off those items on your lists?”

“No,” we say.

“Then check them off, pencils and pens. What’s next?” she asks.

Judy says, “One package of ruled math paper.”

Fred says, “I’ve got 3 packages of college ruled paper.”

I say, “I’ve got 2 packages of regular lined ruled paper.”

“O.K.” says mom. Let’s move a bit down the aisle here. There’s some paper. Anyone see the math paper?”

“It’s over here,” says Fred. He picks up a package of the ruled math paper for Judy and hands it to her. She puts it in the cart.

I point at the regular and college lined paper. Fred grabs 3 packages of the college-lined paper and hands me 2 packages of the regular ruled white paper.

We remember this time to check off our lists.

“O.K., we’re doing great here,” says mom.

“Next items, please,” says mom.

Judy says, “One box colored pencils.”

“Who else has that?” asks mom.

“I do,” Fred and I both say.

“O.K. Back up the cart,” says mom. “There are different packages: 24, 48, and 60. How many do you need? Does it say on the list?”

“No, it doesn’t,” we say.

“Do you have any ideas about how many you may need for class,” mom asks.

Judy asks, “Can I have a box with 48?”

“Do you think you will need it?” mom asks.

“Yes,” says Judy.

“O.K.” says mom.

“How about you boys?” asks mom.

Fred says, “I think the set of 24 will be fine.”

“I do too,” I say.

“O.K.” says mom, “Sounds good to me. Next items, please.”

Just then, a store loud speaker interrupts our shopping with a  message, “Will the owner of the Dodge sedan with Denver plates GHB 872 please get to your car. You left your lights on. Again. That’s the owner of the Dodge sedan with Denver plates GHB 872 please get to your car. You left your lights on.”

“What were you about to say, Judy?” asks mom.

Judy says, “White glue.”

“Do you all have white glue on your lists?”

“Yes,” we all say.

“It’s right here on the shelf in front of me,” I say.

“Can you please pick up three bottles of glue, Joey?” mom asks.

“Sure thing,” I yell.

I pick up three bottles of glue and stick them in the cart.

“Next.” Says mom.

Judy reads from her list, “Scotch tape.”

“Really?” asks mom.

“Yeah, I’ve got that, too,” says Fred.

“Me, too,” I say.

“O.K. then,” says mom. “Three things of scotch tape.”

Judy reaches down to the bottom shelf and picks up three containers of scotch tape and places them in the cart.

“What’s next on the lists?” mom asks.

Judy says, “A box of crayons.”

“Here we go again,” says mom. “What size box does it say? They come in 12, 24, 48, 64, and 128.”

“I think they expect us to get at least a box of 24, but it doesn’t say,” says Fred. 

Judy asks, “Mom, can I get a box of 48 crayons?”

“O.K.,” says mom. 

“Do you boys want the 48, or is 24 O.K.?” asks mom.

Fred and I both say, “24 is O.K. with me.”

“Good, then check off your lists on crayons,” says mom.

“Yes, we are.” We all say.

“Next?” asks mom.

Judy says, “Compass, protractor, and a 12 inch ruler.”

“Do all of you have those on your lists?” asks mom.

“Yes, we do,” we all say.

“O.K., each of you grab three of those from the shelf over there and put them in the cart. Did you find them? Good. Check them off your lists. We’re getting there, kids. What do you say we all go out for Pizza for lunch after we’re done shopping?”  Says mom.

We all yell and jump at the idea.

Mom says, “We can go to that place down the street where you can make your own. Would that be fun, eh? O.K. What’s next on the lists?”

Judy says, “I’ve got three 3-ring binders.”

Mom says, “I think those are in the next aisle.”

Mom pushes the cart down to the end, turns left, and then left again. There is a whole row of binders in different sizes and colors.

Mom says, “O.K., pick out the ones you want.”

We all grab 3. Judy grabs a blue one, a green one, and a white one. Fred grabs 3 black ones. I grab one black, one blue, and one white, so l will know which ones have different subjects in them.

Judy asks, “Mom, is it O.K. if I get a new back pack? My old one from last year is all ripped up and cruddy.”

“Me, too,” says Fred.

“What about yours, Joey?” asks mom.

“I could use a new one. My old one’s pretty beat up,” I say.

“That’s because you throw it on the floor when you get home every day,” Fred says.

“I do not.” I yell.

“Yes, you do,” yells Fred.

“No, I don’t,” I yell back.

“Enough,” mom yells over all of us. “All of you can pick out new book bags.” 

Judy picks out a pink one.

Fred picks out a brown one.

I pick out a black one.

“What’s left on the lists?” asks mom.

Judy says, “2 boxes of Kleenex tissues, a calculator, 4 book bag covers, a pencil pouch, and a box of markers.”

Fred says, “Mine says the same, but it also has some colored dividers with tabs: those things that separate subjects in the binders.”

Mom asks, “What about you Joey?”

I say, “Mine is the same as Fred’s, but I also have an eraser.” 

Mom asks, “Do you kids need small paint sets?”

“Nope,” We all say.

“Mom asks, “What size of calculator do you kids need?”

“I need a small one,” says Judy.

“I need one that does a lot of different things,” says Fred.

“So do I,” I say.

Mom says, “O.K. You kids pick out the last things you need from the lists, and make sure you check them all off, so we don’t have to come back here on another trip.”

We all get busy picking up the things we still need and setting them in the cart.

Judy shows two sets of markers to  mom and asks, “Which one do I get?”

“Definitely not the permanent markers,” says mom. “You want these here, the washable markers.”

“Thanks, mom,” says Judy.

“Is everyone done at last?” Asks mom.

We all respond, “I think so.” “Yes, I’m done.” “I got everything on my list.”

“O.K.” says Mom. “Check out time.”

We go down the school supply aisle and head left to the checkout line. Our cart is full. We find a lane that is empty and start unloading the stuff on the counter.

The woman there says, “Hello there. How is everybody today?”

“We’re fine,” says Mom. She hands a whole zip lock bag full of coupons to the lady.

“Here for the specials?” the lady at the checkout asks.

“Yup,” says Mom. “Trying to beat the last minute crowds.”

All of the items get wrung up. The machine shows a total of $237.59.

“And that’s with the sales and the coupons?” mom yells.

“Yes Ma’am,” says the lady.

Mom says, “Yikes. Oh, well. Gotta have it all, I guess. Can’t leave these kids short or without.”

“I know that’s right,” says the lady.

Mom digs through her handbag for the right amount of cash and change. She pulls out 4 fifty dollar bills, 1 twenty, 1 ten, 1 five, 2 ones, 2 quarters, 1 nickel, and 4 pennies.

She hands them all to the lady at the cash register. The lady hands mom a receipt. All of the items are in bags. We take the bags and then we put them all in the cart. Mom pushes the cart out of the exit door and we head to the car.

“Stay with me and the cart,” says mom. “Parking lots aren’t safe.”

When we get to the car, mom grabs the keys and punches the “open” button on the car key. The car trunk springs open. We all help take the bags out of the cart and put them in the trunk.

When the cart is empty, mom yells, “O.K. kids, you get in the car while I take the cart to the cart deposit area over there.

We all pile into the car in the back seat.

Mom comes back and gets in and says, “Seat belts.” She listens, and hears three clicks. Mom puts on her seat belt, too.

“Who’s ready for pizza?” mom asks.

“Yeah,” we all yell.

THE END

Food Things Expanded

Apples grow on trees and are picked in the late summer and early fall.

Bananas have no seeds and are grown in the tropics.

Carrots are grown underground and have green tops. There are many different kinds.

Doughnuts are made from flour and sugar and salt and baking powder or yeast.

French fries are sliced potatoes that are deep fried in fat.

Greens are a term for collard greens and have to be specially prepared to be very good.

Hot dogs are made from lots of meats and taste really good in buns with ketchup and mustard and relish.

Ice cream is made from frozen milk and cream and eggs and flavorings.

Jam is cooked fruit, then cooled to be used as a spread.

Ketchup is a tomato mixture for use on foods as flavoring.

Lemons are a citrus fruit used in lots of foods as flavoring.

Mustard is made from the seeds of the mustard tree.

Nectarines are fruit with a pit like peaches but without the outside fuzz on the skin.

Oranges are sometimes orange, but sometimes have red insides. They are tasty.

Pears grow on trees and are ripe in late summer and early fall.

Quince Jelly is made from Quince fruit, which grows on trees in Asia.

Relish is made from chopped cucumbers, onions, peppers, salt, sugar, vinegar, celery seed, and mustard seed.

Spaghetti is made by forcing dough out of a spigot in stringy shapes, which is how it got its name.

Tacos are made with hard or soft tortilla shells, ground meat, chopped onions, lettuce, tomatoes, and shredded cheese.

Upside down cake is made with a white cake recipe on top of sliced pineapples with sugary sauce, then is flipped over.

Vanilla wafers are made with flour, sugar, eggs, butter, salt, vanilla, and baking powder. 

Watermelon is a very large fruit that grows on a vine and is ripe in late summer and early fall.

Ximenia fruit is from Africa and grows on a tree and is used when overly ripe to make jellies and jams.

Yams are vegetables that grow underground like potatoes, but are sweet like sweet potatoes. 

Zucchini grow on vines and taste great when shredded and made into homemade bread.


THE END

In School

Art projects are messy and take time to clean up.

Boys like to hang out and play together.

Copiers make extra copies for the students.

Desks are for all of the students to write on and read there and do assignments.

Exams are for testing skills.

Floor mats are for sit-ups and pushups and jumping jacks and toe touches and somersaults and cartwheels.

Girls like to hang out and play together.

Homework papers are for spelling and reading and writing and math.

Ink pens are for writing and printing.

Jars of glue are kept on a shelf in the supply closet of the classroom.

Kindergarten teachers help new students with schoolwork.

Lunchtime is for sandwiches, pizza, tacos, snacks, and drinks.

Musical instruments are drums, triangles, recorders, wood blocks, and rhythm sticks.

New friends are great.

Old dictionaries smell funny.

Pencils always break and need to be sharpened at the sharpener on the wall.

Quizzes help me know how much I don’t know.

Recess is never long enough, but it is more fun when it is in the Fall or in the Spring. 

Scissors are for cutting construction paper.

Textbooks are always too big and heavy. 

Under the desktop are the rest of my papers and books and supplies.

Vases of flowers and plants line the window ledges so they can get enough sun light.

Workstations are for group projects in science and art.

Xylophones are part of music class.

“Yes” is a polite answer to questions, like “please” and “no” and “May I” and “thank you.”

Zoo trips on the bus are terrific.

THE END

Alphabet Rhyme Book: A is For…

A is for apple and Arthur and ape.

Apples are round, you know, that is their shape.

Arthur is king, for his movie’s on tape.

Gorillas are apes who don’t need a cape.

B is for barnyard and Benny and bets.

Barnyards have creatures who live there as pets.

Benny is Elton John’s singer with Jets.

Placing bets playing cards can produce debts.

C is for cactus and crazy and car.

Falling on cactuses will leave a scar.

Craziness is storing hope in a jar.

Jeff Gordon’s car is a fast shooting star.

D is for dragon and dentures and dirt.

Dragon flames can be stopped with guns that squirt.

Dentures can help our mouths when our teeth hurt.

Sliding to home will leave dirt on your shirt.

E is for elephant, entrance, and ear.

Elephants care for their small herds so dear.

New Year’s day entrance is start of the year.

Ears are like microphones so you can hear.

F is for fortunes and flavors and fun.

Fortunes are shared when we learn we are one.

Flavors of ice cream are best in the sun.

Fun is for people who’ve got their work done.

G is for grapefruit and goldmines and guests.

Grapefruits are bitter, sweet, sour time jests.

Goldmines are something you look for on quests.

Guests you prefer to be nice and not pests.

H is for hangers and hampers and hose.

Hangers you use to hang up all your clothes.

Hampers prevent you from holding your nose.

Hosing the plants helps their growing in rows.

I is for integers, impact, and ink.

Integers, numbers, just help us to think.

Hockey with impact is done on a rink.

Ink in our pens can now come in bright pink.

J is for jumping jacks, joyful, and juice.

Jumping jacks keep your heart healthy and loose.

Joyful is when you have read Dr. Seuss.

Juice with ice cream is like nectar for Zeus.

K is for kangaroos, kippers, and keys.

Kangaroos sometimes jump higher than trees.

Kippers are fish that are found in North Seas.

Keys are not lost when their spares come in threes.

L is for limestone and lemons and lamps.

Limestone in concrete makes sidewalks and ramps.

Lemon in lemonade’s soothing for gramps.

Lamps are just good things for tents when one camps. 

M is for magazines, money, and mild.

Magazines tell you how you can be styled.

Money’s like dreams in the eyes of a child.

Mild is opposite of the word wild.

N is for notion and never and nerd.

Notion’s the strangest thing you ever heard.

Never is never the best type of word.

Nerd is a person not part of a herd.

O is for opals and oysters and oars.

Opals are brilliant stones found in gem stores.

Oysters are somewhat like clams by seashores.

Oars are for scull rowers: 2s, 8s, and 4s.

P is for partridge and postmen and paste.

Partridges run very quickly for haste.

Postmen walk house-to-house routes that are traced.

Paste in white jars is not something to taste.

Q is for quality, quarters, and quake.

Quality’s seen in the things workers make.

Quarters are coins that all pop machines take.

Quakes are when faults make our Earth bend and break.

R is for restaurants, rotors, and rings.

Restaurants sometimes create different wings.

Rotors are motors with spinning wheel things.

Rings symbolize what a married life brings.

S is for steamboats and stories and socks.

Steamboats are best seen when tied to their docks. 

Stories are read sharing marvels and shocks.

Socks can be smelly when not washed by jocks.

T is for trampolines, telephones, treats.

Trampolines should not be used when one eats.

Telephone booths can’t be found on our streets.

Treats are for Halloween tricksters in sheets.

U is for under and upper and ump.

What’s under beds late at night makes us jump.

That uppercut blistered the chin of the chump.

Umps stated, “Third strike, you’re out,” with a pump.

V is for volunteer, voicing, and view.

Volunteers help folks; they know what to do.

Voicing’s for singers; it makes their notes true.

Look at the view of this sky that’s so blue.

W’s for white and winter and wax.

White is an absence of colorful blacks.

Winters in woods show all animal tracks.

Wax covers lids of fresh jams that Mom packs.

X is for Xerox and xenon and xyst.
Xeroxing pages, we copy the list.

Xenon’s a rare gas not seen or soon missed.

Xyst is a floor for sports: where men persist.


Y is for Yesterday, yellow, and Yule.

Yesterday brings nothing back for a fool.

Yellow’s like sunshine and crayons in school.

Yule is a solstice time Christmas time jewel.

Z is for Zebra and zephyr and zinc.

Zebras, when running, make eyes wink and blink.

Zephyrs are winds that send boats in the drink.

Zinc will not rust; it’s a galvanized link.

Alphabet books are terrific to read.

Learning what rhymes do helps you to succeed,

Profiting from what you ever could know,

Helping you answer all questions and grow.

(Here’s an example)

T.G. & T.G.

As Seuss and I sit on this board and push

our feet in turn, he first goes up, and then 

goes down, there’s not much else to learn. “My tush

is sore; my back is bent; I am not ten,

you see.”  “This school yard game of words,” he states,

“can’t fix your old sore knee.” “I’m not so sure,”

I say to him, “these rhymes can fix debates.”

“It’s hard to fool school kids,” he says. “Can lure

of dreams change fates?”  “It’s in their minds,” I say

to him, “just like this see saw board. The ‘ups’ 

and ‘downs’, all words with sounds, are notes that play

a chord. Real change can come from words like ‘cups’

and ‘boats’ and ‘balls’ and ‘cakes’. To write what makes

kids laugh and think is worth the strain it takes.*”

* (But though Seuss laughs, he says to me, 

   “It’s more than ‘strain it takes’,

   I chased that Cat to hell and back,

   It’s how I got bent rakes.”)      THE END

Girls Things For Show

My sister likes to go shopping for accessories.

My sister has a huge collection of Barbie® dolls and all of her clothes and shoes.

My sister likes chocolate candy and likes to choose different pieces at the store.

My sister likes to walk in fields to pick up wild daisies.

My sister likes to wear different earrings that match her clothes.

My sister has pictures of fairies on the walls of her room.

My sister likes to use glitter and glue on her paintings.

My sister likes different hairstyles on different days.

My sister likes ice cream, but her favorite flavor is vanilla.

My sister likes jewelry and has a whole drawer of those things in her room.

My sister likes knitting and practices knitting with her friends at home.

My sister likes lace on dresses and gowns.

My sister likes musicals on TV and sings along.

My sister likes necklaces and wears them for church and parties.

My sister likes ocean beaches so she can walk bare foot and listen to the sea. 

My sister likes phones and keeps one in her purse all the time.

My sister likes quarreling with her friends.

My sister likes rings and has lots of them.

My sister likes sunglasses and wears them when she is with her friends.

My sister likes to go tanning at the beach in the summer.

My sister likes unicorns and has pictures of them on the walls of her room.

My sister likes vacations and makes lots of plans when she goes on vacations.

My sister likes wondering and thinking about things.

My sister likes Xeroxing® so she can make copies of her words and ideas and pictures.

My sister likes yoga because she likes the way it feels.

My sister likes zodiacs and all of the signs that go with them.

THE END

Boy Things Expanded

My brother likes the Air Force that now operates on land as well as on the sea and in the air.

My brother likes baseball that is played on a diamond and in a field and lasts for 9 innings each game.

My brother likes cars that have been made for over 100 years in many makes and models.

My brother likes darts that have a cork- board and 3 metal and plastic darts thrown from 7 feet 9 1/4 inches feet away.

My brother likes engines that can be either electric or petroleum driven.

My brother likes forts that can be made of wood, metal, cardboard, grass, snow, or plastic.

My brother likes games that are as old as mankind and as different as people and languages.

My brother likes hamburgers that may have been invented in 1885 at a fair in Wisconsin.

My brother likes ice hockey that was first played in Canada on frozen ponds and was introduced to Montreal by James Creighton in 1872.

My brother likes jeeps that were first made from requests by the army in 1940 during World War 2.

My brother likes Klingons® who are a fictional alien race of warlike beings from the TV and movie series called Star Trek.

My brother likes Legos® that are a toy block building material made by the Lego Company from Denmark and were first made in 1932 out of wood.

My brother likes monster trucks that are pickup trucks that are modified with larger wheels and suspensions.

My brother likes Nascar® which is the National Stock Car Racing Association which holds and sponsors races in the USA.

My brother likes the outdoors where all kinds of adventures can take place.

My brother likes pizza that is an American invention and is a food with lots of variety.

My brother likes the quarry-swimming hole that used to be a place for mining rocks but is now filled up with water.

My brother likes river rafting, which is a dangerous sport that is also fun and exciting.

My brother likes sports, which are contests and competitions with rules.

My brother likes tools, which are instruments that help people build things or that are needed to fix things that are broken or need to be repaired.

My brother likes the US Army, which was designated by Congress in 1775 and has been the land-based part of the military.

My brother likes vacations, which are breaks from school and work and routine for the purpose of relaxation and recovery.

My brother likes weights, which are tools for making a person’s body stronger and healthier.

My brother likes the X-Men® who are comic book make believe characters that are fun to imagine and think about.

My brother likes yard work, which can be fun and hard work: raking, mowing, weeding, gardening, trimming, etc.

My brother likes zoning out, which is stopping and doing nothing for a long relaxing period of time.

THE END

Train Parts

Train axles are attached to the train wheels.

Train brakes are for stopping the train.

Train cars are very heavy and run on rails.

Train dining cars are on passenger trains.

Train engines work with coal or electricity.

Train freight cars carry coal, cars, oil, and machine parts.

Train workers have gages to measure the track widths.

Train horns warn car drivers of oncoming trains.

Train station island platforms help passengers on and off trains.

Train station jacks move trains on and off rails. 

Train coupling knuckles help cars connect to each other.

Train passengers have luggage with them when they travel. 

Train motors are electric or diesel or coal or steam.

Train engines have Notch-8 throttle controls for adjusting the speed.

Train tracks have over bridges for car roads or other train tracks when they cross.

Train passengers sometimes sleep on trains when traveling all the way across the country.

Some train tracks have quiet zones where whistles are not blown.

All trains have rail cars.

Some old trains have engines that operate with steam.

All trains run on tracks called rails.

Train tracks have under bridges for car roads and other train tracks when they cross.

Train engines have valves for fuel and exhaust.

Train engines have whistles to alert cars and pedestrians to stop at the track crossings.

Train track crossings have “X-ing” signs to let people know about trains passing.

Train yards are train depots for fixing and changing trains for new routes and pick-ups and repairs. 

Train track zig-zags are when there are steep hills and the trains need to go back and forth in order to climb the hills.

THE END

School Work

Art projects have paint and brushes, glue and scissors, and markers and glitter.

Boys like sports and cars and building things.

Copiers have lots of things they can do: copy, fax, email, and get stuff from the Internet.

Desks sometimes have drawers, and sometimes they have tops that can fold down and out of the way.

Exams have questions, problems, and sometimes have multiple-choice answers. 

Girls like fashions, top forty radio songs, parties, and talking for hours on the phone.

Homework papers have to fit in a back-pack along with the books. They must be done at home so that they can be handed in on time.

Ink pens are carried in shirt pockets, hand- bags, pen cases, or pouches, or in zipped pockets in back packs, and they are good for all schoolwork.

Jars of glue (or paste, as it is sometimes called) are used for art projects. They come with sticks in the lids so the glue can be spread where it needs to be placed, and then the stick can be returned to the jar along with the lid.

Kindergarten teachers have to know everything. They teach reading and math and writing and spelling and art and music and recess and everything.

Lunchtime is sitting with friends and talking about favorite TV shows and games and it is a special time for eating favorite foods and sharing. 

Musical Instruments are fun to use to make happy noise. They are good for singing and dancing and group games for the whole class.

New friends are great to meet and to get to know and to visit with after school and on weekends and holidays and to trade things with and to call on the phone.  

Old dictionaries are kept at school because they are too big and heavy. They are good for looking up big or difficult words.

Pencils make funny scratching noises on school paper. They break easily. The sharpener works to sharpen broken pencils. Having a box of sharpened pencils as spares is always a good idea.

Quizzes are usually on one page and have just a few questions. They do not take long to finish. They can be a surprise.

Recess is a great time to get out of the classroom and the school building, for kids to run around and do playground games, and to forget about school, for a few minutes. It never lasts long enough.

Scissors are sometimes right-handed and sometimes left-handed. They need to be sharp enough to cut paper, but not sharp enough to be dangerous.

Textbooks have lots of ideas and pictures and ways of saying things so we can learn about the world and the people and animals that live on it and in it.

Under the desk lid is where we keep our school things, or maybe under the seat of the desk.

Vases, for plants and flowers, are set up by the teacher so that children can learn and study how things grow.

Workstations are done on big tables where group projects can be worked on. Three or four or five students all help together to make the project work.

Xylophones make music by using a wooden hammer or mallet and hitting wooden of metal planks that have different tones of the scale.

“Yes” is one of many words or terms we use in school. The others are “No,” “May I,”

“Please,” and “Thank you.” We are being polite when we use the word “Yes” and these other words.

Zoo trips on the school bus are a blast. We get to go out of the school for the whole day and see lots of different animals and exhibits while learning about mammals, birds, insects, and reptiles.

THE END

Games Expanded

The game of Authors® is like “Go Fish,” but instead of matching numbers you match famous authors.

The game of Battleship® is a strategy and guessing game where two players try to guess where the other’s ships are and sink them.

The game of Checkers is played on a black and white game board with 12 colored pieces per side, each moving diagonally to try to jump over and take the other’s pieces. 

The game of Dominoes is played with 28 black tiles that have a set number of various white spots on them that need to be matched for other tiles to be placed beside them.

The game of Euchre is played with 24 or 32 cards that are mostly face cards. The object is to bet your hand of cards and play out the bet to win or lose points.

The game of Finance® was very similar in design to Monopoly, on a board with properties and money exchanged for rent from having landed on the outside squares.

The game of Go is played on a 19 by 19 grid board with black and white stones. The purpose is to surround the other’s stones so that they cannot move.

The game of Horseshoes is played by two persons, or two sets of two people, who throw horseshoes from a distance at metal stakes in sand pits.

The game of “I Doubt It” is a card game with a 52-card deck where players place cards face down and state what those cards are, even if they are not. Doubting them, or not, is the point of the game.

The game of Jenga® is played by each player attempting to remove a single block from a tower of 54 blocks without knocking over the rest of the tower of blocks.

The game of Kalah is played with a long rectangular board with 6 pits on each side and a large pit at each end. 

The game of Life® was first made in 1860 and was the first real family board game. The original version had a strong moral purpose and tried to teach the pitfalls of bad choices.

The game of Monopoly® is considered by many to be “The Game.”  It is a board game where properties are acquired and rent is gathered and the one who ends up with the most money wins.

The game of Niagara® is a board game where players acquire gems as they travel by canoe closer towards Niagara Falls.

The game of Old Maid is played with a regular deck of 52 cards plus a joker or with a special deck that contains matching pairs plus a single old maid card.

The game of Parcheesi is a board game from India for 2 to 4 players with counters and dice to see how the counters can go around the board and enter the middle section to win.

The game of Qwirkle® comes with 108 tiles of 6 different shapes and six different colors. The object is to place six matching tiles on the board in a row.

The game of Risk® is a military strategy game based on a world map with two to four players trying to control countries and positions of power. 

The game of Scrabble® is a word creation game for two to four players making words on a 15 by 15 grid in cross word fashion.

The game of Tic-Tac-Toe is a two- person game where players place Xs or Os in a 9 space square box trying to get three across or down or diagonally in a row to win.

The game of Upwords® is a board game like scrabble, but words can be built on top of one another and not just side-by-side.

The game of Voltage® is a two-player card and board game with 56 cards and a board that has 4 voltage terminals with either positive or negative polarities.

The game of War is a two to four player card game where each player places one card at a time in the center and the one with the highest card wins for that round and gets to keep the rest of the cards played that time.

The game of Xiangqi is a Chinese game like Chess where two armies try to capture the other’s king.

The game of Yahtzee® is a dice game where two to eight players throw five dice up to three times a turn to try to get patterns of dice for recorded scores equaling certain points.

The game of Zombies® is a two to six player board game where players try to get to a helipad or fight off the zombies trying to get them.

THE END

Train Things Expanded

Train axels support the wheels on a railcar. They are made of steel. They have to be able to bend and move, as trains have to be very flexible on the rails.

Every car on the train has a braking system that can be operated manually.

The cars on a train weigh between 44 and 500 tons each, which is 88,000 pounds to 1,000,000 pounds.

Dining cars are equipped with food, stoves, refrigerators, tables, sinks, shelves, cooking utensils, and eating utensils, just like a restaurant.

Train engines that are diesel engines can now produce over 1,200-horse power, and are strong enough to pull a large number of train rail cars.

There are over 40 different types of freight cars that are standard cars for being pulled by train engines.

There are gages in the freight train yards to help measure the track widths to make sure that the trains do not ever derail and fall off the tracks.

The horns on a train engine car are operated by compressed air at 125-140 pounds per square inch. The air comes from a main reservoir in the engine car.

Island platforms are passenger rest areas between sets of tracks.

A railroad jack is a hoist for lifting the heaviest of train cars.

Train knuckles are the universal coupling devices that connect one car to another.

Luggage in trunks and suitcases from passengers is designated, when marked, and loaded into luggage cars or compartments.

Train motors, that are electric, are operated by external electric power lines that run above the trains. That is their power source for creating the mobility and energy source for the engines.

A Notch-8 Throttle has eight positions for the throttle to be placed, in order to produce power and energy for the engine: position one being the lowest output and 8 being the highest.

Over bridges are crossing tracks or highways that go over an existing track so that uninterrupted traffic can be maintained with another system.

Passengers are human beings who travel by train from one destination to another by rail.

Quiet zones are places along a track where citizens have requested that the trains cease for a time to use their horns, as long as safety is always considered as not being obstructed. 

Rail cars are those cars that have wheels that fit into rails and run on tracks. They would never be able to run on streets.

Stream was a very old method of fuel for old trains during the 1800s. Steam was generated by burning coal and heating compressed water to drive the pistons turning over in the engine car to move the wheels.

Train tracks between the rails are set at a distance of 4 ft 81⁄2 inches, or 1,435 millimeters. Although these standards do not apply to all countries, they apply to the following: Europe, Argentina, United States, Canada, China, Korea (South), Australia, India, Indonesia, the Middle East, North Africa, Mexico, Cuba, Panama, Venezuela, Peru, Uruguay, and the Philippines.

Under bridges are those tracks or roads that cross under existing tracks so that uninterrupted traffic can be maintained with another system.

Valves are the built-in controls that help operate the flow of fuel and exhaust from an engine when it is operating, to maximize input and output at differing states of operation.

Train whistles are the warning systems that trains use to alert cars and pedestrians of oncoming trains approaching intersections, as trains are unable to stop in time to avoid collisions due to their extreme weight.

Train crossing signs are marked with the “X-ing” insignia, and these signs let cars and trucks and pedestrians know that a train crossing is immanent.

Train yards are where trains are taken apart and reassembled for future missions. They have huge facilities and equipment for re-arranging the engines and the cars.

Zig-zag tracks are what trains need to use when there are very steep hills to get over.  They are actually built right into the hills to make it easier for heavy trains, as tracks straight up hills would never work for the trains trying to get the power to accomplish getting over them.

THE END

Alphabet Rhymes 6

Springtime awake
Bulbs alive displacing* dirt

Greenness agreeing

Armor with bright swords

In castles brave and secure

Better than stone mounds

Classy runway clothes

Dressed up thousands cover clean
Clever pipe cleaners

Dashing mailbox run,

Different letters. Dear me,

Difficult closures
*Displacing: means—pushed aside                     
Sunday, excited
Child in easy hand at zoo,

Eager animals

Fair ring, bell, and ropes

Fine dancers in gloves and shorts

Friendly pit bulls

Gracious teachers dig

Through rocks and bones for great and gifted student flints

Happy tornados

Plowing healthy farmland strips

Handy with a cloud

Not so important
Never interesting now

Intelligent codes

Joyous pianos

Waiting for jazzy fingers

Jolly interludes
Keen Mount Monadnock

The climbing kind for hours

Pathways knowing feet

Lively chips and cards

Tables loving empty hands

Lucky casinos

Momentous parties

Post prom mighty drunken kids

Merciful sirens

Nice binoculars

Watch normal behavior

Neighborly windows

Storm rains outstanding
Surged rivulets outgoing
Observant mudslides
Peaceful wet beach sand

Polite crabs and jellyfish

Pleasant undertows

Quaint mosquitoes buzz

Quick as fleas on a dog’s tail

Quizzical* as crows

Receptive* echoes

Grand Canyon playground at dawn Righteous new sunrise

Skillful fox squirrels

Smart houses of woven leaves

Serious winters

*Quizzical: means—confusing                           *Receptive: means—understanding, interested, receiving

Talented spider

Terrific pig down below

Thoughtful child on stool
Unusual spring

Late but unequaled to date

Unique dreams blooming

Ants victorious
Exchanging sidewalk home for

Valiant tree stump

Wonderful daydreams

Seeded with whimsical fears

Wise fertilizer

Xenial* parents

Xenophobes* teaching mercy

Like sweet Xanthippe*

*Xenial: means—gracious, as a host to guests.          *Xenophobes: means—fear of things foreign              *Xanthippe: means— an ill-tempered woman
Yielding swinging elms,

Too young to miss Orioles

Yearning for what’s gone

Zealous* clocks ticking

Zippy seconds and minutes

Zesty time for now

THE END

*Zealous: means-- enthusiastic   
Alphabet Rhymes 5

They are awake, alive, agreeing, and will say, “Let’s go.”

They do decide to stay together when they see a show.

They’re bright, and brave, and better than their foes would                       ever know. 

They’re never stopped by problems, for they’re seldom saying “No.” 

They’re classy, clean, and clever when they spend a day at school.

They can answer teacher’s questions and they state math’s every rule.

They’re dashing, dear, and different, and so difficult to fool.

They will make your day terrific. They are more than likely cool.

They’re excited, easy, eager and they even like their work.

They are open to suggestions and are never labeled “jerk.”

They are fair and fine and friendly and are fast to get a perk.

They are willing to play harder, for their duties they won’t shirk.

They are gracious, great, and gifted and respond to those in need.

They continue to help those who are determined to succeed.

They are happy, healthy, handy, for they learn from what they read.

They know that reading leads to growth, and every word’s a seed.

They are important, interesting, intelligent at best.

They know that helping others just confirms what’s on life’s test.

They’re joyous, jazzy, jolly when it comes to being dressed.

They are never too judgmental when it comes to all the rest.

They are keen and kind and knowing when it comes to sharing hearts.

They are ever so creative when they’re off promoting arts.

They are lively, loving, lucky when they choose to share their smarts.

They are ever so successful, placing learning up the charts.

They’re momentous, mighty, merciful. Forgiveness is their spiel*.

They understand that errors are 

*Schpiel: means—a speech or statement, in Yiddish.

what help make humans real.

They’re nice and normal, neighborly, bring fairness to a deal.

They’d set you up a special seat to share a family meal.

They’re outstanding and outgoing and observant to a “T.”

They regard each one’s opinion as a right for you and me. 
They are peaceful and polite, perhaps as pleasant as can be.

They understand that freedom means we all can disagree.

They’re quaint and quick and quizzical* and rely on thought to lead.

They are open to suggestions so that those informed can plead.

*Quizzical: means—Difficult to decipher or understand                      

They’re receptive, righteous always, and remarkably succeed.

They can laugh at human frailty* as if tears could make hearts heed.

They are skillful, smart, and serious when life kicks like a boot.                            

They are kindly and responsive never seeming like a brute.

They are talented, terrific, and so thoughtful at their root.

They’re never ever hurtful, so you know they give a hoot.

They’re unusual, unequaled, and unique and undiseased*.

They’re true to their directions so they’re never unappeased*.

They’re victorious and valiant, so aren’t likely to be teased.

*frailty: means—weakness                  *undiseased: means—healthy                          *Unappeased: means—not at peace                              
They are pleasantly vivacious when all victories are seized*     
They are wonderful and whimsical* and wise as if they’re old.

They’re absolutely tops on lists when voting strengths are polled.

They’re xenial*, not xenophobes*, nor Xanthippe* who’d  scold.

They’re way too social to be feared, their luster’s polished gold.

They’re yielding, young, and yearning when one needs to have a view.

They’re curious, past furious, for knowledge through and through.

They’re zealous*, zippy, zesty, when it comes to knowing who….

*Seized: means-- grabbed                   *whimsical: means—unusual, creative                                     *Xenial: means—gracious, as a host to guests.          *Xenophobes: means—fear of things foreign              *Xanthippe: means— an ill-tempered woman                    *Zealous: means-- enthusiastic       

That “THEY,” who is still reading this is definitely “YOU.”

THE END

Alphabet Rhymes 8

Across this fair land and after the falls,

Along the swift creek against whatever calls

Below the green hills and beside the wide farms,

Between the thick trees beyond whatever harms,

Concerning few deeds and considering fears,

Despite all that’s known, depending what steers,

Excepting our youth excluding our age,

Following births from first cage to last sage,

Including all learning in addition to thought,

In favor of truths and in view of what’s bought,

Like many fine manners but minus the strain

So near story telling notwithstanding the rain

Near to wheat in a field and now next to a horse

Of a thousand wild stallions, off a canyon, of course,

Past any occasion pending times that are gone,

Regarding what’s natural, respecting the dawn,

Save for all of our troubles, throughout all of time,

Under eyes that are watchful, underneath a fair clime,

Within make believe stories, with reference to rhyme.    THE END

More Food Things

Apples that come from seeds that produce trees are hardly ever good. Most of the time they taste terrible. But every once in a long while they are great. Then cuttings and splices from that one great apple tree are taken and are put onto roots of good shoots so that the same variety of good apple can be reproduced over and over again.

Bananas are grown in very large groves in the tropics and are picked when they are green and shipped north to us in boxes. By the time they get here they are beginning to get ripe and turning from green to yellow. When they are very ripe they turn brown. They can be used to make good banana bread.

Carrots grow in the ground. Their tops are green and carry the seed for next year’s crop. The carrot roots can be eaten raw or cooked. They go great with stews and roasts and as separate dishes, and also in carrot cake. They are especially great when raw and shredded into salads.

Doughnuts can be made in many different ways. Some are made with yeast and are called raised doughnuts. Some are made with baking powder and are called cake doughnuts. They are always fried in deep fat. Some are filled with custard or cream filling and some are filled with jelly after they are cooked.

Eggs are obtained from chickens, most of the time. They can be fried, scrambled, boiled, poached, used in baking, casseroles, tuna salad, egg salad, and as extra ingredients in vegetable salads. They are high in protein and iron.

French fries are a main staple food for restaurants and fast food joints. They are easy to make and are very filling and tasty. They go very well with ketchup or a variety of dressings. They are a great finger food and do well at ball games, fairs, and picnics.

Greens, or collard greens, are considered a serious “soul” food. One way to cook them is to use cooked turkey neck meat boiled until the meat falls off the bones and is then added to boiling cut greens with pepper, garlic, and salt until very tender.

Hot dogs can be boiled or grilled and then placed into buns. Then ketchup, mustard, relish, mayonnaise, onions and/or sauerkraut can be added on top to add to the flavor. Hotdogs go great with baked beans, macaroni salad or potato salad, and chips, as well as anything cold to drink.

Ice cream can be home made in a hand crank ice cream freezer, or can be store bought. It comes in lots of different flavors, but chocolate, vanilla, and strawberry are the most common. It can be topped with caramel, chocolate sauce, butterscotch, whipped cream, and cherries.

Jam is made by boiling fruit down on a stove so that it gets thicker and thicker, while stirring the mixture constantly so that it does not burn. Sugars and pectin are added to make it thicker. Once it is cooled slightly, it is stored in sealed jars.

Ketchup is called a condiment. It is an added item to foods. It is made from tomatoes, vinegar, sugar, salt, allspice, cloves, cinnamon, onions, celery, and other vegetables. It goes great on hamburgers, hotdogs, baked beans, French fries, and meat loaf.

Lemons are a citrus fruit grown in the tropics. They can be used in drinks, and as additions in salads, dressings, in pies, on fish, and as flavorings in all sorts of main dishes at restaurants. They are naturally sour, so eaten straight they can be a bit tart.

Mustard is a condiment like ketchup and is used on hamburgers, hotdogs, and other foods as flavoring. Mustard can be made from water, mustard flour, sugar, salt, wheat flour, turmeric, and citric acid. It is generally yellow in color and is used as an extra at picnics and social gatherings.

Nectarines are very much like peaches but have smooth skins. They can be used in pies, cobblers, and cakes. They can be used as an addition in the making of ice cream. They are a great addition to fruit salads. They can also be added to morning cereal combinations as a topping.

Oranges are also a citrus fruit like lemons but are much sweeter. They are used primarily in juice as a morning drink. They are also used in the making of ice cream called orange sherbet. They are also used in fruit salads. They can also be sliced, pealed, and eaten fresh.

Pears grow on trees and can be picked in late summer and early fall. They become soft when ripe and can be eaten fresh and raw, or cooked and eaten with other fruit or they can be canned. They are very sweet and have a lot of natural sugars.

Quince Jelly is made by boiling quinces, which come from trees, boiling them down and down, and then straining off the excess fiber and skin to get a clear processed sample of jelly. At this point boiling is done again with a good quantity of sugar to make a syrup so that it thickens. When it slightly cools it is then placed in jars and sealed.

Relish is made from chopped cucumbers, onions, peppers, salt, sugar, vinegar, celery seed, and mustard seed. The process is to take all of the ingredients and mix them into a cooking pot and boiling them on the stove until they are boiled down and thick. When they are cooled slightly they are put into jars and sealed.

Spaghetti is originally from the orient but has been popularized in Italy. Spaghetti is made from flour, eggs, olive oil, and water. It is pretty easy to make. If you have a spaghetti machine, after the dough is made and prepared, you can cut the rolled dough into spaghetti strips. All kinds of other ingredients like tomato sauce, cheese, meats, and vegetables can be used to mix into the spaghetti sauce when it is made.

Tacos are a traditional Mexican food made with hard or soft shell corn tortillas, ground meat, tomatoes, lettuce, onions, cheese, and sauces and spices. They have become an American food favorite that so many enjoy on a regular basis. They are fun to put together and better to eat.

Upside down cake is made from a cake mix and pineapples and a sugary sauce. The cake mix is added on top of the pineapple slices and the sauce that is placed in the bottom of the bake pan. The whole thing is placed into an oven and baked until the cake mix is solid and raised. When the entire pan is cooled the cake is turned upside down and dumped out onto a tray so that the pineapple slices are on top.

Vanilla wafers are a great snack food. They go really well with milk. They are very portable and go well on picnics, at games, on outings, and on camping trips. They can be a simple dessert addition, and go with puddings, and ice cream, and fruit mixtures.

Watermelon can be sliced and eaten plain or mixed into fruit cocktails. It is a perfect dessert after a picnic meal in the park. Watermelon grows in gardens on vines and is ready to be picked in late summer and early fall. Watermelon normally has seeds, but some new varieties now have no seeds.

Ximenia fruits come from Africa and are used to make jams and jellies. They taste a bit like almonds and are now found to have a lot of good and healthy nutrients and vitamins and proteins.

Yams are very good to eat. They can be baked like potatoes, or cooked and fixed with brown sugar and marshmallows in a casserole. They have good carbohydrates and proteins, and are high in vitamin C, Potassium, Manganese, and copper.

Zucchini grows on a vine and is a very good food. It is actually mostly water, but has good balance, though low, nutritional values. It is great shredded and added to bread. It can be baked in casseroles, added raw and fresh to salads, and eaten like cucumbers.

THE END

More House Things

We picked up the armchairs for our living when we went shopping at River City Furniture Company. We tried to match them up with the colors of our couch and the wallpaper. We took a measuring tape with us to make sure they would fit in the places we needed them.

The upstairs bedrooms have beds and chests of drawers and desks and closets for clothes. The windows have curtains. One of the rooms has a window air conditioner. They all have ceiling lamps. 

We have a few old carpets on some of the floors in the house. Some have oriental designs and some have Native American designs. They were either given to us by friends and neighbors or picked up at garage sales.

The doors in our house were painted by someone who owned the house before we did. One day we will try to strip the white paint off of the doors to show off the old natural wood. We think it will look better when we do that.

The front entrance to the house has a small set of four glass panels that have carvings on the glass. The door is very heavy. There is a screen door attached to the frame outside of the large wooden door.  The screen door is made of aluminum. 

The furnace in the basement is over 25 years old. There are metal air ducts attached to the furnace that spread hot air to all of the rooms and floors of the house. The furnace runs from late October all the way through to late April to keep the house warm in the colder weather.

The garage is in back of the house and has the same colored aluminum siding as the house. The garage has a leaky roof and needs to be repaired. The dogs like to race around it and chase each other. 

The house was built in 1896. It is a wooden house that has been covered by aluminum siding. The hedge in front shades the front porch. The rose bushes and the Mountain Laurel bloom together in early June every year, at the same time that the midges and lightning bugs come out.  

The ice box, our refrigerator, has a good supply of cheese, and sliced meat, and butter, and salad stuff, eggs, milk, and chicken, and hamburger. The loaves of homemade bread are in the freezer along with the frozen corn, green beans, peas, and packaged meals.

The kitchen is always a busy place. Everyone in the house eats different things so there are never two people sitting down at a table and eating the same things. And meals happen simply when people get hungry. 

The laundry room has clothes that need to be washed and dried. The laundry baskets are carried throughout the house for collecting clothes that need to be washed from the hampers in the various rooms. Laundry is done whenever people demand that certain items of clothing really need to be done.

We try to put all the movies on the shelves in alphabetical order so that they can be found when we want to see them. Those people who leave movies out without putting them away get yelled at.

The nightstand by the bed has an alarm clock and Kleenex on its top. It has a phone book in the drawer. It has magazines and newspapers and novels stacked on its top. There are also some puzzle books under the novels and some pens in a tall plastic cup.

The oven to the stove has two metal racks inside it and can hold 12 loaf pans for bread in it all at once. The bread cooks at 350º degrees for 52 minutes, and the loaves of bread need to be switched from the top shelf to the bottom shelf and from the bottom to the top, half way through the 52 minutes so that the bottoms of the loaves do not burn.

The porch is the best place in the house because in the summer time you can sit outside in the shade and feel the warm breeze for hours and listen to the sounds of the city and read and think, and be lazy for no reason, and listen to ball games on the radio.

The quilts that we have are all handmade and are very thick and warm. The designs indicate what swatches of cloth were left over from other homemade clothing so that the leftover scraps were saved for the quilting projects.

The rest rooms have sinks, shelves, toilets, bathtubs, showers, and towel racks. The shelves have towels and washcloths, cleaning supplies, soaps, shampoos, conditioners, razors, scrub brushes, make-up, toothbrushes, and toothpaste. The room also has mirrors, a ceiling fan, and frosted windows. 

The stairways have art work on the walls, banisters, book shelves on the landings, knick knacks on the small wall shelves, wall lamps on the landings, and very creaky steps that make weird noises when you walk up and down the stairs because the house is so old.

We have old-fashioned television sets that have the huge backs with the tube screens. We have cable so that there are hundreds and hundreds of stations. You can record and pause and play back and do everything with a remote. It’s not at all like the old days.

The upstairs is where everyone sleeps at night. The downstairs is where we all live during the day. The cat likes to sleep on the windowsill landing between the first and the second floor to watch everything on both floors. It might be the perfect lookout point.

The vanity is where the women of the house sit to try to make themselves look great before they go out of the house. They can spend a very long time doing things with hair and makeup and jewelry, and then stop, and then redo it all over again because it was not just right.

The washer seems to run all day long during mud season in the spring and during sports seasons. It really gets a work out after vacations or camping trips. I’m surprised that some clothes do not get thrown in a bon fire rather than getting cleaned.

The exits to the house, especially the ones connected to the fenced back yard, are used more by the cats and the dogs than by the people. Dogs seem to think that the other side of the door, when they are inside or outside, is where they need to be right now. They have trained us to respond to their barking which is a cue that they need to be either out or in, depending on where they are now. 

The back yard is fenced so that the dogs can go out unattended in the back yard, except for the one that knows how to climb the chain linked fence like a monkey and escape. It doesn’t seem to think that it’s a dog for some reason. The back yard is full of shrubs and trees and rose bushes. The front yard is full of tulips, crocuses, and violets and a large hedge.

The Z-Bar flashing on the roof was installed the last time the roof was re-shingled. It helps keep the rain and snow and ice from leaking into the attic.

THE END

More Girl Things

My sister says that it is very important to have the right matching accessories: the shoes, the jewelry, the clothes, and the purses, so that everything is color coordinated. You have to be able to remember everything you own so that when you are out shopping and you see something you need you can get it.

My sister likes Barbies® and has the dollhouse and the trailer and all of the various dolls and shoes and outfits. And she plays with them with her friends and they talk about what they will wear for hours and hours.

My sister likes chocolate and likes to go to the local chocolate store down the street and sit there in the booth with her friends and eat sundaes with all the different types of candy toppings. But mostly it’s for the chocolate.

My sister likes collecting daisies when she is out walking in the fields in the country and bringing them back to the cottage to make daisy chains for her hair. She takes some of them and puts them in vases with water so they can last.

My sister likes to go shopping for earrings and trying them on by holding them up in the packages to her ears and looking at herself in the mirror on the store counter to see how they look. Sometimes she does not buy any at all, and sometimes she buys a lot of them.

My sister likes to read stories about the fairies and the world so long ago with castles and knights and wizards and the little people. She stares at the pictures in the books and wonders what it would be like to live in such times.

My sister has a box in her closet in her room that has little bottles of different colors of glitter in it, and it also has some bottles of glue that she uses to make art pictures. Some glitter always gets out onto the floor and is hard to sweep up.

My sister likes different hairstyles and is always looking at magazines to see what types of hairstyles would look good on her. When she was little she once made the mistake of using scissors on her hair to try to make a new hairstyle. She did not know that it would take some time to grow back. She made that mistake only once.

My sister likes ice cream. Actually she loves ice cream. She could eat it every day. She likes to try different flavors, and different toppings, but her all-time favorite is vanilla. Sometimes she likes it in a cup and sometimes she likes it in a cone. She likes the waffle cones better than the cup cones. She says they taste better, but they are crunchier. 

My sister likes jewelry. She has separate tiny drawers in her small cabinet on her desk in her room for the rings, the necklaces, the hair ties, the pins, and the earrings. She asks me to please take apart the tangle of necklaces when they get tangled, but to be very careful when separating them. She doesn’t have the patience for doing it.

My sister is trying to learn how to knit. She really likes knitting. It is an easy skill to learn, but a very difficult skill to do well. Our mother and grandmother are teaching her. She practices with her friends. She has done a scarf and is now working on a blanket.

My sister really likes lace. She likes to pick out dresses and gowns that have lace on them when she goes out shopping. She likes to study the patterns and she wonders how they are made.

My sister really likes musicals. She has a collection of them and likes to watch them on the TV using the DVD player over and over again. She likes to sing along with them and act out the parts. She has some of them completely memorized. 

My sister likes necklaces. She prefers the gold ones to the silver ones, but she also likes the ones with the different colored stones. She wants to learn how to make them some time in the future.

My sister likes to walk on the ocean beach, and walk barefoot in the sand, and collect shells and smooth rocks and pretty drift wood, and watch the crabs and the snails and sandpipers crawl on the sand, and watch the waves as they crash on the beach, and listen to the seagulls cry and float in the air looking for food.

My sister has a phone that she likes very much. She carries it with her all the time. She is always calling and texting and looking things up on the internet and doing Facebook and twitter and following all of her friends and whatever they are doing, or whatever they say they are doing.

My sister seems to really like quarreling with her friends. They argue over everything they can discuss. It’s like a discussion cannot be a discussion unless there is arguing and quarreling. Maybe that is the real point of a discussion for her, that there must be serious controversy in order for it to be meaningful.

My sister likes rings of all kinds and colors. She has ones of gold and silver and stone and wood and jade and bone. She has rings for most of her fingers and also her thumbs. She changes them to match her clothes. Sometimes she puts more than one ring on each finger.

My sister takes her sunglasses with her wherever she goes. She wears them when the sun is out and when it is cloudy. She says it makes her look older. She carries a sunglasses case in her purse but she does not ever put them away it seems.

My sister likes to go tanning on the beach in the summertime. She has lots of different bathing suits and a favorite beach towel. She goes with her friends and takes a book so she can read as she bakes in the sun. She takes sun tan lotion with her and applies it regularly when she is there. She says it helps so she won’t burn too much.

My sister has always liked unicorns, even if they are not real. She has a lot of pictures of them on the walls in her room. Some are modern and some are very old. Some of them she has drawn herself. She also has a picture of Pegasus the winged horse.

My sister likes it when our family goes on vacation. She packs so much stuff to take with her. She plans everything she is going to do before we get to the lake. She even writes all of it down beforehand. She has a diary and a notebook for all of her writings, and she spends a lot of time writing in them. 

My sister spends a lot of time wondering about things and then she writes about the things she wonders about. Sometimes she writes prose and sometimes she writes poetry. And sometimes she just doodles and scribbles in the margins. She has lots of different colored pens she uses to write and scribble with, depending on her mood, she says.

My sister loves to Xerox® her writings and her pictures and give the copies away to her friends or save them in her scrapbook. She has boxes and boxes of her copies of things. She tries to keep them all in order from the time when she started to collect them.

My sister does yoga. She has several books that show the positions and she tries to copy the moves and the positions. She has a floor mat that she keeps under her bed and she tries to do the positions every day at the same time. She says that it all makes her feel really good.

My sister really likes the zodiac and she reads her horoscope in the paper every day. Sometimes she says it is really accurate and sometimes it is really off. It’s like the weather forecasts I guess.

THE END

Countries for Animals

Army ants are from Africa and South America. They eat everything that gets in their way: birds, snakes, insects, mice, etc. They travel all the time in huge numbers. Even people get out of their way when they are traveling. They talk by feeling.

Black bears are not as dangerous as grizzly bears, but they can be. They eat berries, fish, insects, honey, mushrooms, roots, and nuts. They hoot like owls when they talk to each other. They are from North America.

Crocodiles are extremely dangerous and very quick in water. They can and will eat anything that comes into their water territory. They can grow to be over 15 feet in length and weigh over 800 pounds. They are from Africa.

Dogfish are small sharks and live in shallow seawater. They eat small fish and snails and crabs. They have spines on their backs that are poisonous and they can sting quite badly. They sometimes get in the way of fishermen with nets when the fishermen are trying to get small fish.

Electric eels can give a jolt of electricity equal to 800 volts. They use their shocks to stun and capture other fish to eat. They live in the ocean.

Flying squirrels can glide through the air from one tree to another for a distance of up to 100 feet. They live in holes in trees and eat plant matter and insects. They also are awake at night and sleep during the day. They are from North America.

Giraffes can grow up to 19 feet tall. They love to eat the leaves of Acacia trees, but will also eat grass. They are from Africa. They mostly live in open grasslands.

Hawks, like the red tailed hawk, live all over the Americas. They eat small mice and other rodents. They also eat rabbits. They fly very high up in the sky and watch for any movement of small animals on the ground.

The Ibis is a water bird that has very long legs. It stands about 28 inches tall when it is full grown. It wades through shallow water and eats fish and crayfish and snails and crabs.

The Jaguar lives in Central America and as far south as Argentina, in South America. It can grow to 6 feet in length and can weigh as much as 250 pounds. It eats monkeys, armadillos, river turtles, otters, and domestic livestock.

Kangaroos are from Australia. They live in large groups and eat grasses, shrubs, tree leaves, and shoots. They hop in order to travel and can jump as high as 10 feet in the air and go as far as forty feet from hop to hop and travel as fast as forty miles an hour.

Llamas are members of the camel family. They are from South America. They can weigh as much as 450 pounds. They eat hay and drink water. Their fur can be sheered and used as wool like a sheep. They are very smart and are easily trained.

Moose generally prefer northern woodland regions of Canada and the most northern states of the USA. They eat tree shoots and twigs and water plants like lily pads. They get to be about 6 feet tall and weigh more than 1,500 pounds.

Newts are types of small salamanders. They eat small bugs and water insects. They also eat fish, worms, snails, and slugs. They are found all over North America in dense moist woodlands. Some live totally in water, some half in water and half out, and some live entirely out of water.

An Octopus has eight tentacles with suction cups on each arm to grab hold of anything and everything. The octopus does not have bones. But it has a sharp beak that it uses to open shellfish. They can weigh from as little as 11 pounds to as much as 165 pounds, and live anywhere from 2 to 15 years. They are very intelligent.

A Panther is a very large cat that lives in Africa, Asia, and the Americas. They can weigh between 50 and 350 pounds. Their length can be from 43 to 75 inches. They will eat deer antelope, birds, and rabbits. They have very long strong teeth and very sharp and powerful claws. They can climb trees and large rocks very easily, and they can jump and leap great distances. They can run at speeds of up to more than 70 miles per hour.
, warthogs, wild boar, tapir,
Quail are small game birds of the partridge family. There are many different varieties of Quail. Quail will eat seeds, berries, leaves, roots, and insects. They have about 12 eggs with each laying season and both parents will look after the growing young. Adult quail can get to weigh up to about one pound. They can fly but prefer to walk and stay mostly on the ground. Because of their feather colors they are able to hide very well.

Rats are rodents and can live almost anywhere. They burrow and make tunnels for keeping well hidden. They prefer grains to eat, but will eat things like scrambled eggs, macaroni and cheese, and cooked corn kernels. They may weigh up to a pound and be about 8 to 9 inches in length when full grown.

Sperm Whales can grow to be 50-60 feet long and weigh about 35 to 45 tons. They eat squid, octopus, and fish. Although they do have to breathe air on the surface of the ocean, they can dive to a depth of 3,000 feet in search of food. They need to eat about a ton of food per day. That’s about 2,000 pounds of food a day.

Tarantulas will eat insects, frogs, mice, and even birds. They do not spin webs but can produce silk. They are members of the wolf spider family and prefer to pounce on their food. They can have legs as long as seven inches. They have eight eyes and eight legs. They live in the southern parts of the United States. They can live for twenty years.

Upland Gorillas will eat leaves, fruit, seeds, tree bark, plant bulbs, tender plant shoots, and flowers. They consume up to 50 pounds of food a day. The male gorillas can grow to weigh about 400 pounds and the females can weigh up to 200 pounds. They live in very secluded areas in Eastern and Western Africa.

Voles grow to be about 3 to 7 inches in length. They will eat clover, plantains, grasses, flowers, bulbs, seeds, roots, tree bark, carrots, celery, tomatoes, and lettuce. They can live and survive all over the Americas. They live in meadows and fields and hide in tall grasses. They can have multiple families in just one summer.

Walruses eat clams and mussels. They live beside the ocean in both the Atlantic and Pacific basins. They live in herds. They have huge tusks to defend themselves. They live in the far north in the polar waters. Their tusks can be more than three feet long. Walruses can be as large as 7 to 11 feet in length and weigh as much as 3,700 pounds.

Xemes are a type of Arctic Gull. They are about 11 to 13 inches in length and weigh a little more than half a pound. They will eat any type of animal food and small prey. They are called scavengers. Xemes migrate every fall and spring to the opposite poles. They winter in the Antarctic and summer in the Arctic.

Yaks are from the Tibetan region of Asia. Most of them are domesticated. They stand almost 5 to 7 feet tall and weigh 670 to 2,200 pounds. They eat grasses, sedges, herbs, shrubs, mosses, and lichen. Yaks have been kept by people for their milk, their shaggy coats, turned into wool, and their meat, as well as being beasts of burden.

Zebras have single rather than cloven hooves, like horses, donkeys, and mules. Zebras stand between four and five feet tall. They weigh about 380 to 850 pounds. They eat grass and leaves and they can run at about 35 miles per hour. Because of their need for water, a herd of zebras is never very far from a water hole. Zebras are from Africa.

THE END

More Boy things

My brother likes the Air Force which is responsible for taking care of peace and security and defending the United States, supporting US policies, and implementing national objectives, and defending the country against attacks from other countries. 

My brother likes baseball, which is a sport that was adapted from an English game called “Rounders.” It was a game that was played by neighborhood kids and in schools in New England in the mid-1800s and slowly gained in popularity across the United States. The first professional team was started in 1845 in New York. There are now teams in all high schools, colleges, and in the professional American and National leagues. The rules have been standardized. 

My brother likes cars, or automobiles, which were first built in 1886 by the Benz Company. The first Ford Model T was built in 1908. The first steam-operated car was built in China in 1672. Many different companies began car production all over the world when gasoline motors were beginning to be mass-produced. Today the auto industry is a mainstay in the American economy.

My brother likes darts, which is a game that is often played in British pubs. There are rules to the game and it involves throwing 3 darts at a corkboard on a wall from a distance of about seven feet. The object is to score the highest number of points of all the contestants based on where the darts land on the board.

My brother likes engines, which are motors that are driven by electric power of gasoline power. The object of an engine is to turn force (energy) into motion (movement) so that travel or movement or production is accomplished. Factory work depends on engines and motors for making, building, and producing things.

My brother likes forts, which have walls and are built for defense of a position in games that kids play even today. They can be built with snow, wood, metal, stone, sand, or plastic. They are fun activities for young kids trying their hand at building things. 

My brother likes games, which are as old as peoples and civilizations. Archeologists have discovered games in all dig sites where there have been people. Dice, tiles, cards, and board games have been in existence for as long as civilizations have existed.

My brother likes hamburgers, which were first made in 1900 in New Haven Connecticut when a vendor named Louis Lassen with a lunch wagon, who sold steak sandwiches, ran out of steak and cooked up some steak scraps and placed them between two slices of toasted bread. They can now be served with lettuce, tomato, onions, pickles, cheese, and things like ketchup, mustard, and relish.

My brother likes ice hockey which is a team sport where skaters with hockey sticks push a hard rubber puck across the ice with a stick and shoot the puck into the opposing team’s net or goal to score points. The game now has 3 periods of 20 minutes each. Players wear pads and helmets and gloves for protection. Each team has 5 players at a time on the ice. High schools, colleges, and professionals play the game, outdoors on frozen ponds and lakes, as well as indoors on artificial ice. 

My brother likes jeeps which were first developed in 1941 when the defense department asked over 100 car builders to come up with a design for an all-terrain off road vehicle which could be used in war time over fields, and hills, and through woods. They were given a deadline of 49 days to come up with the design and build it. Only two companies responded and built models for the government to review. Out of these trials came the jeep and it has been a big seller for wartime and for persons who like to drive overland ever since.

My brother likes Klingons® which are alien characters from the TV and movie series called Star Trek. They were developed by the writers of Star Trek and now have their own very distinct language, customs, foods, habits, history, clothes, and behaviors. Their language has now over 3,000 words and has a dictionary with a guide on how to pronounce the words. There are at least 10 speakers of the language and many others who have learned many of the words for greetings and commands.

My brother likes Legos® which were first developed in Denmark as toy building blocks in 1916. The blocks were designed to be put together, and taken apart, with ease so that there would be stability in the buildings and the things that were built. These “post and hole” adaptations on each block were done in the 1960s. Although they were originally made out of wood, they have been so successful that they are now made out of plastic and are sold worldwide. They have even been made to correspond with many movie titles and characters in the last few years and now have their own movie using their figures and shapes. 

My brother likes monster trucks which were first developed by independent builders of adapted trucks when they were trying to make their vehicles look bigger than others; and when these trucks were built to be so big with large tires and higher suspensions, it was discovered that they could drive over other parked cars and trucks crushing them. In 1988 the Monster Truck Racing Association was formed to market the trucks as entertainment. Huge crowds come to arenas across the USA to watch the monster trucks race and crush other parked vehicles.

My brother likes Nascar® which was started as an organization to support and promote car racing at the end of 1947 in Daytona Florida by Bill France Sr. who was a racer and a car enthusiast all of his life. When the organization was started, they decided to have 3 distinct groups for racing: stock cars, modified stock cars, and Roadsters. In 1950 the first 500-mile Southern Stock car race was held on a newly built paved track. Several other national races on paved tracks came about as a result of this race; and continued growth in popularity made these common events with money for prizes and seats for growing numbers of spectators.

My brother likes the outdoors, with experiences like hiking, exploring, picnicking, climbing, camping, canoeing, boating, swimming, and rafting. These are recreational activities that have been part of human existence forever. It is in the nature of human beings to seek out adventure, to have fun, to risk, to explore, to undertake new skills and directions, and to partake in nature and what it has to offer.

My brother likes pizzas, which were first developed in Rome in 997 AD and were flat breads. There are records that indicate that flat breads are more than 5,000 years old. The first pizzas, as flat breads with toppings, were from the 1600s in Naples. There is a story that the queen consort of Italy asked a baker to make something for her on June 11th 1889 and a pizza was made with tomatoes, mozzarella, and basil in honor of the colors of Italy. Pizzas in the United States were first served as items on menus in 1904. The pizzas were popularized after World War 2 when soldiers returning from Italy wanted to have foods that they had eaten over there and so pizza restaurants were opened all over America as a result. 

My brother likes quarry swimming holes, which are popular swimming places all over the USA, where abandoned rock quarries that have been filled up with water are a lure to kids and adults who enjoy the idea of swimming in an isolated pool that is somewhat natural and exciting to be in. The high rock faces make for good diving and jumping heights. The clear water that is usually spring fed makes the water clean and cold. With the quarries being small, there are seldom boaters who could get in the way of the swimmers. It is an ideal place for swimming, as long as all safety precautions are considered.  

My brother likes river rafting which is considered an “extreme sport” and therefore is considered very dangerous. Rafting on very easy small rivers with small rapids is encouraged for beginners. Having spotters, guides, experienced lifeguards, and wearing life preservers, as well as having instruction before beginning is extremely important. If all goes very well, it is a very exciting and fun sport to be involved in.

My brother likes sports, which are as various as cultures, countries, and world places.  Evidence of sport (wrestling and racing) in cave paintings goes back as far as 17,000 years. Ancient Sumer shows evidence of Boxing and angling (fishing). Hieroglyphics from Egypt indicate pictures depicting wrestling, weightlifting, long jumps, swimming, rowing, shooting, fishing, and ball games. Also portrayed in the Egyptian pictures are javelin throwing and the high jump. In the USA today American Football, Baseball, Basketball, Ice Hockey, Soccer, Race Car Driving, and Golf are the biggest sports.

My brother likes tools, which are as old as the development and achievements of human beings. There are geological and archeological sites in Ethiopia that show evidence of tool making and tool use as far back as 2.6 million years ago. The first known tools uncovered were hand axes. Common tools found at these sites showed tools for hunting as well as for making and preparing food. Early evidence of spear points and bow and arrow points has been collected from around the world at various sites. Tools for farming and growing things have also been found more recently. With the discovery of using and making metals, tool production, with the variety of tools being made, has expanded dramatically. Today there are thousands of different types and varieties of tools.

My brother likes the US Army, which was created in 1775. Their work on American expansion, with fighting in many declared and undeclared wars and skirmishes has transpired over the years, with initial volunteers to conscripted and drafted soldiers. Advancements in technology and industrialization have brought about tremendous and unusual changes in the military’s power and abilities. Infantry soldiers began on foot and on horseback. Today the army travels by ship, by air, and by tank, while the weaponry now is very advanced. Originally soldiers had cannons and flintlock rifles. Today there are mortars, grenades, machine guns, and many other support systems way beyond the initial army’s conceptions. 

My brother likes vacations, which are relaxing times away from work and school. Traveling to remote or distant spots like ranches, or lakes, or mountains, or nature parks, or theme parks, or other countries is very typical of vacations. Planning the trips is very important and requires lots of lists for food, and money, and hotel fees, and reservations to specific places, and clothes, and vehicles, and accessories, etc. Being very prepared when away from home demands that all of the necessary pieces and parts, that are taken for granted, are packed for the trip. 

My brother likes weights, which are used for building up muscles and for strengthening and endurance. He likes to participate in sports and keeping in shape by using weights to do bench presses, curls, leg lifts, leg presses, and squats. These are all part of the routine of using weights. The weights come with bar bells in different sizes, from 1 pound to 5 pounds to 10 pounds to 25 pounds. He uses a bench to lie down on for his bench presses. 

My brother likes the X-Men® who are unusual mutant super heroes in movies based on comic book stories. Professor Xavier started a school at his mansion to train young mutants to learn how to use their special talents for the good of all mankind. He was always in conflict with his archenemy Magneto with Magneto’s group of mutants who were not interested in ever doing good work for mankind. There are lots of movies that have been made on the X-Men and there will be many more. With the abilities of computer animation, these films are able to resemble the fantasies of the comic books and are able to create the illusion of the powers that these characters supposedly have.

My brother likes yard work. He enjoys mowing the lawn, raking the leaves, shoveling the walks, weeding the garden, and trimming the hedges, as long as he gets paid for all the work. There is always work to be done regardless of the season because the wind and the rain and the sun and the changes to the seasons always provide for changes everywhere in the yard.

My brother likes zoning out when he is finished doing work so that he can relax and do nothing but sit and watch the world go by. He might just want a nice chair on the porch and a tall glass of something cold to sip on, but other than that, he does not like to be bothered when he zones out.

THE END

More Game Things

The Author’s® card game is very similar to Go Fish with the matching sets of cards being famous authors. Dickens, Shakespeare, Longfellow, and Twain are just some of the authors in the special deck. There are two to four players who are given 7 cards to begin with and they ask someone else if that person has a card that matches what they have in their hands.  

The Battleship® game takes place on a ten by ten square tiled board with spaces marked off for where one person puts their ships, occupying spaces of 2 to 5 tiles in any direction, but not overlapping. Then they each take turns choosing spaces on their opponent’s board where their ships would fire at an unknown space to see if they can hit the other’s ships and sink them.

The game of Checkers is played on a 64 square-tiled board of alternating black and white squares. Each player has a set of 12 colored disks, either entirely red or black, placed on the black spaces in three rows. The object is to move diagonally on the black spaces and jump and take your opponent’s pieces. Whoever ends up with no pieces left at the end of the game loses.

The game of Dominoes has 28 tiles, each tile with two sets of a different number of dots on each same side of the tile. A few tiles have the same number of dots on both sides. The object is to place a domino tile next to the one in the middle of the table so that the dots of the tile placed down equal those beside the tile already on the table. The person who gets rid of all of his or her tiles first wins.

The game of Euchre is generally played with four people, where two pairs of partners play across from one another. The deck is mostly face cards and the object is to win as many “tricks,” or groups of four cards played by each person in turn, to win each round played.

The game of Finance®, when it was created back in 1932, was what the game Monopoly was originally based on. The playing board had properties that went from very cheap to very expensive as you went around the board to collect them. At the start of the game each player was given the same certain amount of money to purchase properties. The goal was to end up with the most money at the end of the game.

The game of Go is a very simple game regarding directions, but very complex in strategy. It is played on a 19 by 19 grid board where each of two players places white or black stones into empty squares so that each one tries to control the board by enclosing the other player in a contained space.

The game of Horseshoes is an outdoor game where 2 or 4 players throw horse shoes at a metal stake in a sand pit trying to get as close to the stake as possible to score points. If the thrown horseshoe encircles the stake it is called a “ringer.” A horseshoe that is 6 inches from the stake gets 1 point. A ringer gets 3 points.

The game of “I Doubt It” is played with a normal deck of 52 playing cards. All of the cards are dealt to the four players, and the object is to get rid of all of your cards first. Each player starts by laying a card face down in the center of the table stating that the card placed is an Ace, then a two with each player laying a card down going in order from Ace to King. If the card is not the one that is stated, and it is challenged by stating “I doubt it,” then the player of the wrong card down has to pick up the entire pile underneath. If it is the right card stated and challenged the challenger has to pick up all of the cards underneath.

The game of Jenga® is a stacked set of 54 blocks in 18 rows of three. The purpose is to remove any block with one hand from the lower levels of the tower and replace it on the top level of the blocks, without knocking over any of the other blocks from the tower of 54.

The game of Kalah is played using a long wooden board with six pits on each side and a large pit at each end. The 6 pits are filled with 4 seeds each and the first player gets to pick up any of the four seeds and begin placing them in the next pits to the left one at a time until the last seed is dropped. When the last seed that is dropped goes into the large pit at the left the player gets another turn. The game ends when there are no longer any seeds in your 6 pits on your side or the other person’s seeds in the pits on his or her side.

The game of Life® is a board game for all ages and is a way to explore possibilities for one’s own existence. The game takes the player on a journey through all the regular possibilities that one may encounter in a normal routine life with some odd exceptions and circumstances. The game is for 2 to 6 players.

The game of Monopoly® is one of properties, railroads, and utilities and attempting to get ownership of as much of these as possible. Each player starts off with a certain amount of money and by throwing dice gets to see where they are to move their token on the board. By buying houses and hotels and placing them on the properties that one has purchased, one gets to increase the rent that one can charge others who land on those properties.

The game of Niagara® was designed to be like Niagara Falls, and players can move their canoes towards the fall’s edge gathering gems of different colors as they approach the falls. The one to get 4 of the same colored gems, or 5 or different colored gems, or seven gems wins the game. 

The game of Old Maid is a card game with a 52-card deck with an added joker as the old maid, or with an old maid deck. All of the cards are dealt out. The person to the left of the dealer draws first. That person selects a card from the person to their left. If the person picking cards finds a pair in their hand, that person removes the pair from their hand and places it on the table. The person to the left of that person then picks a card from the person to their left and does the same. When one person is left holding only the old maid alone in their hand, the game is over.

The game of Parcheesi is played with each of the four players selecting 4 similar colored pieces. Dice are thrown to know how many spaces are to be moved on the board to get from the starting point and moving all the way around the board and going into the center to win. All four pieces have to make it to the center of the board at the end in order to win the game.

The game of Qwirkle® is played with 108 wooden tiles that have a variety of six shapes and six colors. The purpose is to form lines of 6 tiles that have the same color with different shapes or the same shape with different colors. Each tile placed is worth a point. Each finished line is also worth 6 points.

The game of Risk® is a board game of world domination using military might and strategy to gain control over the 6 continents and eliminating the rest of the opponents and competition. The game is equipped with cards and dice to determine play and outcomes of play. The game is played by 2 to 6 players.

The game of Scrabble® is a board game where 2 to 4 players construct words using a total of 7 tiles in their possession and also using the tiles that are on the board at any time in the game. All words constructed must be able to be placed in crossword fashion onto the current words of the game board making words that fit with all of the current words on the board. Points are scored by the places on the board where the letters are put and also by the numbers with each tile of each letter.

The game of Tic-Tac-Toe is a two- person game where each player places an X or an O in one of 9 available places in a 3 by 3 square. The first one to get a line horizontally, vertically, of diagonally of 3 in a row wins the game.

The game of Upwords® is played much like Scrabble but words can also be made by placing letter tiles onto already existing letters on the board to create new words. Each player must have seven letters at all times so placing letters on the board requires that the tiles used be replaced by new letters up to seven letters from the box.

The game of Voltage® is a two- person card and board game where players can place cards beside one of four different colored voltage terminals on a board. The Voltage terminals can be either positive or negative and can switch at times during the play. There are 56 cards to the Voltage deck.  

The game of War is a card game with a standard 52 card playing deck. All of the cards are dealt to the 2 to 6 players and when all the cards are sorted, each player simultaneously puts a card face up on the table. The highest card wins the round and that player collects all of the cards at the time and they are placed to the side. If the highest cards match, those two players play 3 cards down and then turn over the next card. The highest card then wins all of the cards won. Play continues until one person has all of the cards in the deck. When a person runs out of cards held, that person picks up the cards they’ve won and starts playing with those cards.

The game of Xiangqi is like two armies attacking each other to capture the opponent’s king while also trying to defend against the opponent trying to capture the other king. It is a game of intense strategy. A single game may last for half an hour to several hours. The game of Yahtzee is a dice game. 2 – 6 Players try, when rolling 5 dice (with 3 chances each turn), to make as many ones, then as many twos, then threes, then fours, then fives, then sixes, then (if possible) 4 of a kind, then 3 of a kind, then large straights, then small straights, then a full house, and then a Yahtzee (5 of a kind). Each play is given a score. The player with the highest score at the end of the rounds wins.

The game of Zombies® is a 2 to 6 player board game. There are lots of spin offs from this game and lots of varieties in the spin offs. Games with zombies are very popular today. There are Zombie TV shows and movies to go along with the games as well as video games beside the board games.

THE END

More Train Things

Train axels are called straight axels. A straight axel is a single rigid shaft of steel that connects the wheel on the right side directly with the wheel on the left side. This means that the axis of rotation is identical in both wheels all the time. The fixed positions of the wheels allow for the vehicle involved to carry great amounts of weight, which is what a train is designed to do.

Train brakes are generally air brake systems where compressed air pushes on pistons that apply pressure to the wheel pads for braking. There are new modifications to this system, which make newer models completely failsafe. These measures are to protect trains from becoming runaway trains.

Train cars are vehicles for the transporting of people or cargo. When these cars are coupled or hooked together they become trains. Some passenger trains have many seats with a tiny aisle in the middle. Some commuter trains have few seats thus allowing for more passengers who stand during the short trips.

Dining Cars on trains, or restaurant carriages, serve meals just like a full service sit down restaurant. Many Long Distance Amtrak Train dining cars have full menus and can offer full course meals in their dining cars for hungry customers, serving breakfast, lunch, and dinner at set times during the trip.

Train engines or locomotives are rail-transporting vehicles that provide the power and energy to power a train. Most trains still operate with an engine as the front car, but some trains have both a front and rear engine (or more than one in front and one in back depending on the size of the train), one pulling and one pushing. A front-end engine may have more than an 18,000 horsepower engine, while a rear end engine may have only a 9,000 horsepower engine.

Train freight cars or box cars are enclosed and are very versatile and are used for carrying regular freight. They have side doors and can carry almost any kind of load or cargo. They used to be hand loaded but today railway work hands use forklifts.  Today there are many types of freight cars designed for specific types of materials to be carried.

Train gages, or gauges, are the measurements between the inner distances between the rails on routine railroad tracks. In the United States the distance is 4 feet 81⁄2 inches or 1,435 millimeters. The gages are to make sure that the rails are evenly spaced so that trains do not derail and fall off the tracks. Often too much rain in any area can undermine the ground under the tracks and change the gages making accidents happen.

Train horns generally have 3 tones and are driven by compressed air. They are very loud deliberately so that they act as a successful warning to cars and drivers and pedestrians that a train is quickly approaching an intersection. Train whistles (horns, bells) were first used in 1832. Trains whistles (horns) may measure a decibel reading of somewhere between 110 and 118 decibels.

Train island platforms are very useful when there are duel tracks, as the island platform can have restrooms, escalators for entrances and exits, shops, restaurants, and information stations that serve both sets of tracks and are therefore not duplicated.

Train jacks are used in train terminals and depots where railroad workers need to fix or repair cars or change cars and engines when they set up new rail deliveries or cargo routes. Jacks are for lifting car wheels off of the tracks so that they can be moved to another set, or work can be done under the trains once they are up in the air.

Train knuckles are coupling devices for connecting one car to another. Because they are to be used interchangeably, the knuckles or coupling devices must be universal and the same everywhere for all train cars and makes and models, so that all connections are possible.

Passenger luggage is delivered from the terminal and ticket office to the train, once it is properly tagged with name, address, and destination, as well as starting point of the journey. After it is tagged, the luggage is then shipped by cart to the platforms to be placed in the appropriate luggage car or allowed on as extra baggage for the passengers to carry with them.

Train motors have been made to use steam, coal, gasoline, diesel fuel, and electricity in their lengthy history. The first Electric cargo train was built in 1837. The first electric passenger train was started in 1879. The first train powered by an overhead electric line was started in 1883 in Austria. In 1888 electric trolleys were started in Richmond Virginia. The last transcontinental lines to be built were made in 1915 and had electrified lines.

The notch-8 throttles used in diesel engines for turning up the speed of a train were developed so that the speed could not be turned up too fast while powering up a train. Starting from notch 1, the train would have to get to that top speed before going to notch 2. Then in notch 2 the train would have to reach that top speed before going to notch 3, and so on, all the way up to notch 8 which was considered full throttle.

An over bridge is a crossing bridge over an existing operating rail track so that trains could simultaneously cross each other without interruption. The architecture involved in making such bridges has to be done very carefully as trains are so monstrously heavy. Supports in building structures have to be extra supportive in order for safety in all areas to be taken care of.

Passengers on train cars are travelers from one place to another who choose to ride trains rather than drive or fly or take a bus. They must make reservations with the train line companies and get tickets before they board the trains. When they get on, they must show their tickets to the conductor who will punch their tickets and register them as passengers for the trip. At each stop along the way, the conductor checks new passengers in and out, letting people know the names of each stop along the way.

Quiet zones are those places along a rail road track where private and corporate citizens have requested that the trains do not blow their whistles and horns when passing through as long as keeping quiet does not endanger any crossing drivers, pedestrians, or others in intersections present or near these quiet zones.

Railcars for trains come in many different varieties. Passenger cars can be dining cars, disco cars, parlor cars, movie theater cars, observation cars, and dome cars for allowing passengers to view the outside passing scenery. There are over 40 different types of specially made cargo cars for different types of freight that are being hauled by train, such as animals, cars, coal, oil, machine parts, etc.

Steam was the first type of fuel used for operating trains. It was heated by burning coal under contained water chambers to propel steam through turbines generating motion and power to pistons that propelled rods that turned the wheels. It was not as efficient or proficient as later diesel fuel was, so the steam engines were retired.

Tracks as rails have always been used for trains as the trains were so incredibly heavy that there was no way for trains to operate on any other man made surface. Tracks were originally made out of wrought iron but these soon shattered under the weight of the trains. It was not until steel, an alloy of iron and carbon and other metals, was developed that tracks were able to be made that lasted under the weight of the trains.

Under bridges are crossing bridges over an existing operating rail track so that trains can simultaneously cross each other without interruption. The architecture involved in making such bridges has to be done very carefully as trains are so monstrously heavy. Supports in building structures have to be extra supportive in order for safety in all areas to be taken care of.

Valve gears are the connecting linkages between an engine’s pistons, the steam valves, and the driving rods that transfer the steam’s energy to the wheels that move the train.

Train whistles or horns have always been associated with sadness, as the three wavering tones and their sounds, with the Doppler effect of changing tones when the train goes through the town as it passes, sounds so lonesome and desperate and mournful and melancholy. The sadness might also be because people, when they were leaving their loved ones, took trains to travel to far distances.

The “X-ing” signs at railroad crossings are there to let drivers of cars and trucks, and also walking pedestrians, know that there is an intersection with passing trains coming by at any time. Federal and state and city laws require that these signs be at every intersection.

Railroad yards are storage areas for unused train engines and freight cars that are being sorted for future excursions. They generally are comprised of many parallel tracks off to the side of the main lines so that they do not interfere with the flow of traveling trains. Large railroad yards may have a tower that controls the flow and movement of the stored cars.

Zig-zag tracks are built into the sides of steep hills and mountains to help trains in climbing over the steep parts, as the weights of trains and the cars is too much for a track to be built straight up and over a hill or mountain, and the train would never be able to get the energy and power up enough to accomplish that. The zig-zag tracks help the trains go up hills one brief piece of climbing at a time.

THE END

②
Emergent Literacy Curriculum

Text book
Our Book

Chapter 1

This is our book.

It will be fun.

It will be neat.

It will be rich.

And it will be good.

I hope that you like to read.

That is what we will do here.

We will read in this book.

And do you know where this will lead?

As you and I begin to read?

And can you tell me all you know?

As words are read here to and fro?
So tell me now where to begin.

Where will we walk through thick and thin?

To see the world as we sit here

And learn about it far and near.

Here is a big door.

Here is a big door with a lock.

Here is a big door with a lock and a key.

Take the key. Not the blue one. The red one, over here. Yes, it is big. Put it in the little hole by the doorknob. All the way in. Turn it. Not that way. The other way. O.K. Good. Now, push the door open, all the way.

What do you see? Tell me, quick…

Rows and rows and rows of books on all of those shelves. Go ahead, step in. And let me in, too. Thank you. You may close the door behind us. Good. Look at all of these books. Big ones. Little ones. Old ones. New ones. Ones with too much dust. Ones that are clean with crisp pages.

Take one down and open it now.

Read what it says, you do know how.

The words are real, as real can be.

So much like eyes with minds that see.

Help Needed

Once upon a time, a very long age ago, and far, far away, there lived in a hut on a high dark hill, three girls named Love and Joy and War. Love could not see. Joy could not hear. And War could not walk. Their mom and dad loved them all very much and took great care of them, every day, and all day long. They were all very pretty, but were not at all alike.

Are you real sure this tale is right?

It says right here Love has no sight.

And Joy can’t hear. What joy is this?

And War can’t move. What did I miss?

The tale is just beginning now

And where it takes us we’ll see how.

For paths and roads are seldom straight 

when learning’s in the hands of Fate.

Love was quiet, almost silent, and kept to her home every day, to feel her way around the rooms and the chairs in the hut, slowly, surely, taking each step one at a time. She did not run or play or joke. Most of the time she sat and listened. 

But Joy went everywhere and laughed and jumped and ran and touched everything, picking things up, looking at them, and then setting them all down again carefully.

And War sat in a wagon with wheels, and Joy would go along with her wherever War wanted to go, sometimes pushing her, sometimes pulling her along. War could not go anywhere without joy’s help. But War would let Joy know with her hand signs and fingers pointing what Joy could not hear. So War was always nudging Joy to let her know what War sensed and what Joy couldn’t. And at home War would be the one to tell Love what Joy was pointing at, and War would also show Joy what love was saying. So not one could live without the others helping out.  

I think we’ve got it right for now. 

There must we ways to help, but how?

I guess we’ll have to read some more.

To guess their fate: Love, Joy, and War.

So, one fine day, on an early summer-like morning, Joy let Love know, by grabbing her hand and leading her to the wagon, that Love had to get out of the house and come with both Joy and War as they were going out to play.

“Joy, I can’t leave the house,” Love gestured with her hands. “It won’t feel right. I don’t think so,” said Love, with a timid voice.

“Don’t be silly, Love.” Said War. “You will like it a lot.” And War used her hands to tell Joy what Love had said. War and Joy then winked and laughed at each other as they grabbed Love and sat her down in the wagon. Joy then helped War in beside Love, and they all went out of the hut in a rush, with Love and War in the wagon and with Joy pulling them. They went down the dirt path from the hut, over the wood bridge with the creek down below and into the meadow path beside the field filled with bright weeds and flowers.

Where could they go this late spring day?

What should they seek, where could they play? 

The sun was warm, the air was still.

They rolled and walked far down the hill.

What fate will cross their paths today?

What help will blossom on their way?

Who will they meet to fix their woes?

Or bless their highs and mend their lows?

The first house that they came to, a mother sat outside, on the porch steps, with her head in her hands. She seemed to be upset. A baby was inside crying nonstop.

“Hello, there, Mother,” yelled War from the wagon as it rolled to a stop. “Are you O.K.?” 

The poor young woman slowly raised her head from her hands and pointed to the house. “Do you hear that?” She asked. “That child has been crying and carrying on like that for hours and nothing will help it. Nothing.”

“Joy here could help,” said Love softly from her seat in the wagon. “War, have Joy pull the wagon over to the woman and let Joy know that she needs to ask the woman if it is O.K. to help. Let her know that Joy is able to pick up and take care of that young child.” 

War touched Joy’s arm and made a sign and nodded her head for Joy to pull the wagon over beside the woman on the porch steps. Joy rolled the wagon over, and Love said quietly, “My sister, Joy, here can help you with your baby. Bring it out and let Joy hold it. The mother, wishing for any change, went inside and soon returned and handed the baby carefully to Joy.

Joy laughed and laughed and bounced the baby up and down playfully in her arms. The child screamed and cried even more. And the more it screamed the more Joy laughed and smiled. Soon the baby got quiet and stared at Joy who continued to laugh and smile.

In just a few minutes the child was asleep in Joy’s arms. The mother was crying she was so happy. Joy gave the child back to the woman who took him inside and returned to say thank you to the three sisters. They were already down the path laughing with Joy pulling the wagon down the hill.

The gifts of one are strange indeed.

For those who think that want is need.

Sometimes the gifts that Fate presents

Are worth more than some copper cents.

I hear what you are saying now

Sometimes the ox, sometimes the plow

We have a place in life’s fair text

I wonder what will happen next…

Further down the path there was a set of houses that the sisters came to where they could hear commotion from far away. There was a big fight going on between two dogs in a front yard with lots of folks and kids yelling and screaming.

The two dogs had each other in a death grip, their jaws locked on each other’s heads and they were rolling and rolling around in the dirt, growling and yipping while the people surrounding them yelled for them to cease. When the wagon stopped rolling, Love whispered, “War, you could get Joy to take this wagon by the dogs, from what I can hear, and you can stop the fighting.” War tugged Joy’s shirt and got her to move the wagon across the yard near to where the rolling dogs were. War pulled herself out of the wagon and fell to the ground and began crawling and pulling herself with her arms towards the tangled dogs. As she got to them she put her hands on each one’s back and closed her eyes, for she knew hate and everything about it. Shortly both dogs stopped fighting and let go of each other. They then turned towards War and began licking her face as she laughed and smiled and rubbed her hands across the fur on their backs and heads, and she said to the on-looking crowd, “They’ll both need to be taken care of. They’re cut up pretty bad.”

As the kids and the people picked up the dogs and began to help them, War was already back in the wagon and the sisters were off down the trail.

Do all the stars hide during day?

Or are they needles under hay?

Is light the dust of darkness freed

Or raindrop thoughts of dancing need?

War was thinking as she got set beside Love in the wagon while it rocked and bounced on the path. “You O.K.?” Asked Love. “Yes, I think so,” replied War. “A roof can keep out the rain, but not a flood. We do what we can.” They continued in silence.

The next houses they came to were in a very small village. There was a horse tied to a horse tie-up by a railing in front of a store. The horse was hitched to a large wagon, and it was jumping and pulling as it stood there tied. Nobody was outside near the horse. As Joy, Love, and War approached the side of the road with the house and the store, Joy became aware of a grass snake that had crawled out of a hole near the side of the building to get near a water leak in the horse trough to get a drink of water, and Joy pointed at it. The snake was upsetting the horse. War described to Love what Joy was pointing at. Love got out of the wagon and walked with arms outstretched towards the flailing horse. When she got to the horse, as it bounced and whinnied, she gently touched the horse. It continued to bounce for a few more seconds and then stopped. Love slowly placed her head beside the horse and said to it, “That snake will leave shortly. It just wanted a drink.” The horse turned its head to look at Love and gently snorted. When the snake was done drinking, it crawled along the wooden planks beside the horse and then slithered under the steps in front of the store and disappeared. The horse shook its head and became quiet. Love turned and walked back towards the wagon, tripping over the wagon’s edge as she ran into it with her shins. War helped her back into the wagon.

Joy turned the wagon around and began the long slow hard uphill trip back home. It took three times as long going back up the hill as it had taken to come down. And Joy had to rest several times on the trip back to the hut. When they got home it was almost lunchtime. Their mother and father greeted them warmly.

Whatever lessons life can teach

Are just beyond what dreamers reach

When thinking what they’ve found in words

Says Father Time, “That’s for the birds.”

Now place that book back on the shelf,

For you should be proud of yourself.

You’ve read that piece aloud with ease.

Now take another if you please.

But if you wish to take a break

We will not think it a mistake.

The choice is yours to read or pause.

The goal of reading has no laws. 

Chapter 2

                                  Puzzle

             So what’s this book now in your hand

                from shelves that speak of sea and land 

                and air and space and dreamlands fair?

               Just open it, we’ll start right there.

         Here is a way to spend time in your day.

         Have fun with a quiz and find out what is:

         A fun way to explore what’s behind this old 

         door,

         For with reading there’s play and what more    

         can I say?

         As all plants start with seeding you begin 

         with sound reading.

           Make a poem with the words:

           “His, Sew, Our, Blew, Sour,

     Her, Ewe, Read, Let’s, Shook, Says, 

     End, Rows, Vial, Suite, Hour.”

     Use each word only once, 

     So the poem sounds just right.

     If you find several answers, 

     you’ll need help with your plight.

Directions: Cut out these 16 words with scissors and 

put them in the correct order to make a poem.

           His  Sew  Our  Blew       

      Sour  Her  Ewe  Read    

      Let’s Shook  Says  End   

      Rows Vial Suite Hour

(Cut out is available on last page of this book)

The words above and what they mean:

       His ----    I like to ride his bike.

       Sew ---    I can sew with a needle and 

                       thread.   

       Our ---    Our mother has baked a cake for  

                      supper.   

       Blew ---   I blew out the candles.   

       Sour ---- The green grapes were too sour

                      to eat.

       Her --- She had her own way of doing 

                   things.   

       Ewe --- A ewe is a female sheep.   

       Read --- He read the whole book from 

                     cover to cover.   

       Let’s --- Let’s go to the malt shop for 

                     some ice cream.

       Shook --- I shook the present to help 

                       guess what it was.      

       Says ---  The teacher says we have to do 

                      all the homework.   

       End ---  I live at the end of my street.   

       Rows --- The bowling pins were set up in   

                       even rows.

       Vial --- The pharmacist put the medicine 

                    in a vial.   

       Suite --- We had the executive suite on 

                     the top floor.   

       Hour --- The town hall clock struck every  

                     hour.
           His  Sew  Our  Blew    

      Sour  Her  Ewe  Read       

      Let’s Shook  Says  End      

      Rows Vial Suite Hour*

*Solution somewhere near the end of this book………………… But don’t peek………………
 Place this book back upon the rack.

This book is clear as white and black.

You’ll never know what clues are true.

Unless you hear what clues can do.

        Chapter 3

A Stringed Balloon

 A story for our reading here

That takes one far away from near

And leaves one feeling all aglow

From tips of hair to depths of toe:

       It is a Tuesday afternoon in Central Park. Of course it is, the sixth bench, on the second left fork from the Park Avenue entrance on the west side by 87th Street, where Grandma Kravitz and I always come to sit and talk after school. We always do this to continue my studies. Grandma always emphasizes that it is most important that I learn everything I possibly can from everything I hear, read, and experience in life, and not just what I am taught in school.

         I am in the third grade, and though it is October fifth, and all the trees are turning, and it is 2014, and I have lots of friends at Franklin Elementary School and love New York like nothing else, Grandma says that I am really a very, very old soul, like everyone else I’ve ever met or been friends with. Our bench sessions together are more than a two way street educational experience for the two of us, because as she tells me, things are not always what they seem to be, and one always has to look deeper into things to see how and why they do what they do, and why they are what they are.

        Anyway, right now Grandma is trying to put on her makeup as we sit on the bench. I ask her why she always has to start our sitting with doing that and she tells me that she is vain and decidedly ritualistic and too old to change her behaviors. We both laugh at this.

         As she puts her powder case and mirror and gloves away in her purse, a gentleman selling helium balloons comes by and offers me any selection I wish, as long as it is O.K. with grandma. He has bright sparkling dark eyes and a “hugundous” moustache that bounces as he talks.

        Grandma smiles, “You’re just in time, sir. Rachael, what color balloon would you like to have?”

         “The bright green one,” I respond.

         “How much are they?” asks grandma. 

         The gentleman says, “Only three dollars and fifty cents, today.”

         “Only three dollars and fifty cents, today?” Says grandma. “Well, for 2014 in New York City that’s a bargain we can’t forego. Here’s your three-fifty, sir,” she says, as she rummages through her billfold and purse for two one-dollar bills and a dollar-fifty in change.

         We both say, “Thank you,” together, to the gentleman, and he walks away slowly looking for other customers.

         Grandma asks me if I want the balloon tied to my wrist or belt loop on my skirt, or can I remember to hold onto it so it won’t take off on me?

        I tell her that for now I’d like to hold it as it feels so good. I wrap the string twice around my hand, between my fingers and thumb and around again through the clenched palm of my right hand.

        “Well, what do we talk about today, or maybe, what lesson do we have for today?” I ask Grandma.

         “Today’s lesson is what you have in your hand.”

         “You mean my balloon?”

         “Yes, your balloon. What makes it your balloon?”  

         “Because you gave it to me, when you bought it for three dollars and fifty cents, after you asked me which one I wanted?”

         “Correct. And has it always been your balloon?” 

         “I suppose so.”

         “Correct, again. What are the various parts of your balloon?”

         “Well, there’s the helium, and the

         rubber, and the string.”

         “Are there other parts?”

         “Well, maybe.”

         “We shall see. What do these parts do?” asks Grandma slowly.

         “Well the helium is trying to go up always, and the rubber is containing the helium in an egg shape, sort of, and the string is keeping the rubber holding the helium attached to me so it won’t leave.”

        “Do the various parts of the balloon work together or against each other? Let me re-phrase that. Do the separate parts, or the parts you’ve determined to be separate, cooperate or oppose each other?”

        “Well, the rubber tries to keep the helium in. And the helium tries to get out and up. The string holds onto the rubber, so that the rubber and the string work together against the workings of the helium.”

        “Rachael, do you ever feel like the string, or the rubber, or the helium?”

        “Well, of course I want to think I’m the helium, because freedom always seems to be a part of my wanting anything I don’t have, but there’s also a part of me that watches over whatever I’m tempted to go after, if what it is I want to go after seems stupid, foolish, or even dangerous, and wants me not to try, and that would be the string.”

        “But what is the balloon, then, really?”

        “I think it’s almost like the words that contain my ideas, or maybe my body, which contains my energy, or maybe even
my habits, which contain my purposes and

wants.”

        “Do the string, balloon, and helium work against each other or help each other or perhaps both?”

        “I think they silently, inwardly work together, when outwardly actually they pretend to work against each other.”

         “Give me examples of this, Rachael.”

         “The balloon man is the string, you are the helium, and I am the balloon.”

         “Are you sure?”

         “Can’t you see it?”

         “Of course I can see it.”

         “And the bench is my hand.”

         “Then what is this park?”

         “It is a boat on a river, the Earth

         spinning around the sun, a book in a library.”

         “And this story?”

         “Why, it’s just today.”

         “Are you sure?”

        “Un huh.”

        “Then what is tomorrow?”

        “The wind.”

        “And what was yesterday?”

        “A rose bush.”

        “Will you ever need any more lessons?”

        “Always.”

Within these pages what is found?

That helps us learn and can astound?

Are we not coaxed by words that lead

Beyond what helps us to succeed?  

Chapter 4

M&Ms

and OCD
Can you please reach that book up there? 

Without a ladder or a stair?
That little red one on the right 
we need a short one, simple, quite.

M & Ms 

And OCD

Are hand and glove.
Why can’t you see?

You have to know
To eat them right.
There’s just one way.
It’s day and night.

You separate
The ones you choose:
The reds and browns
Go two by twos.

The greens and yellows,
Matched in pairs,
Are done the same.
No splitting hairs.

You line these ones
In separate rows:
Those matching pairs.
That’s how it goes.

The ones that don’t
Match up get tossed
Inside the bag,
So none get lost.

But once you have
Your separate piles,
Just open wide;
no time for smiles.

Just place each one
In matching pairs,
On either side,
While no one stares.

Initialed sides
Are always up,
Like pouring coffee
In a cup. 

And crunching both,
In unison,
Or melting slowly,
Til they’re done.

There is a preference.
Yes, there’s one.
No gasping now.
Don’t mean to stun.

But every crunch

Or Slurp’s the same.
One mustn’t ever
Change the game.

The ritual
Is tantamount
To balancing
A perfect count:

Of colored ‘evens’
That you choose
To top this day
That you can’t lose:

This solitary
Joy you’ve got,
Like Sheldon’s seat:
His sacred spot!

Our habits that we seldom see

Are known like counting one two three.

We act as if we’d fall apart

If ever asked to change our heart.

This book must go back on the ledge

Beside the others on its edge

We read until we reach the end

Then where to next, as dreams intend? 

Chapter 5

Of The Earth

         Life’s fortunes take us down a trail

        Through fog and wind and rain and hail

       But sometimes sun and warmth and peace 

       come by to help us find release.

         “Jamie, do you want to go sledding at the toboggan run this afternoon?” her dad asks her.

         “Oh, yes. I’d love to. Can Carli come, too?”

         “Of course, but let’s finish all of your lunch, so we can get ready.” Daddy winks at Mommy. Jamie giggles. Two of her front teeth, one top, one bottom, are missing, as new ones, barely visible are coming in.

         “Daddy, we got an assignment at school yesterday. I’m supposed to ask you about your job and tell everybody else at school on Monday.”

         “So, you want to interview me, eh?”

         “Yup.”

         “What would you like to know?”

         “Mommy, can I get my list, that Mrs. Kelsey gave me, from my book bag?”

         “Yes, dear.” Jamie runs from the kitchen to the den, rummaging through her backpack.

         “Steve, she’s really excited about this. She was telling me about it on the way home from school yesterday.”

         “I can see that she is, Barb.”         “Jamie re-enters the kitchen, carrying her book bag, paper, and a tape recorder.

         “What have you got there?” asks her dad.

         “Tape recorder.”

         “Oh, I see, a real professional, eh?”

         “I need to remember what you say, so I can write down your answers. Mommy said it would help.”

         “Great idea.”

         “Are you ready, Daddy? There’s a lot of questions I’m supposed to ask.”

         “Let me put down my Saturday paper.” Steve folds his arms across his chest, leans back in his chair (paper still in his hand, rolled up in a cylinder), and taps it against his knee, carelessly.

         “Jamie sets down her paper with the list onto the table, brushes her hair from in front of her face, and stares at her mom and then at her dad. She then reaches across to push the “record” button on the tape player, looks at her paper again, and then states boldly, “Tell me where you work, please, and what do you do?”

         “O.K., I work at the Cleveland Salt Mine, just west of downtown Cleveland and beside Lake Erie. I’m a foreman and a manager of a team of 25 men and women gathering salt from the mines beneath Lake Erie.”

         “O.K. And how do you mine the salt?”

         “We use trucks and bulldozers and explosives, and we work about 2000 feet below the surface of the ground.”

         “And what do you do with the salt when you bring it up out of the ground?”

         “We put it in huge piles on the ground, right outside of the mine shafts.”

         “Then what do you do with it?”

         “Big huge trucks from ODOT, that’s the Ohio Department of Transportation, and the County of Cuyahoga, and various cities around Cleveland and in Ohio, drive up and get orders to fill their trucks and take it to their cities where it’s stored for use in the wintertime. We even load salt onto train cars where it gets shipped to other parts of the country.”

         (Looking away from her list) “Why do they do that?”

         “Well, in the wintertime, when it gets really cold, and it snows, and the roads get covered with snow and ice, trucks called salt trucks fill up with the salt that we mine at our company, and then spread the salt onto the roads to help melt the snow and ice so people can drive more safely on the roads.”

         “How much salt do they use?”

         “In an average winter, here in Cleveland, they use somewhere between 60,000 and 70,000 tons of salt on the roads, in and around Cuyahoga County, to fight the snow and ice.”

         (Putting her head on her hands, with her elbows propped on the table) “How much is a ton?”

         “A ton is 2,000 pounds.”

         “Really?”

         “Really.”

         “Then what happens to all the salt on the roads?”

         “Well, as long as the temperature stays pretty much above 20 degrees Fahrenheit, the salt melts the ice and snow, and it gets all over the cars and trucks and buses that run over it.”

         “It does?” (Looking at her mother?)

         “Yes,” says her mother. “In the wintertime right now, if you go out to our car port and look at our car, it’s all splattered with salt residue from the spray of salt water from the roads that were covered with salt to melt the snow.”

         “Oh, like on the windshield! When we drive behind cars and trucks and it gets all over the windshield, and we can’t see, and you have to press the sprayer on the wipers to get the window clean?”

         “Exactly,” says her dad.

         (Turning to face her dad) “What is the stuff that cleans the windshield?”
         “It’s the bottle of blue washer fluid that we get at the gas station. We have to put it into a special container under the front hood of the car to make sure we have enough to last us when the weather gets bad, because we have to be able to see when we’re driving in order to be safe.”

        “Can you drink that stuff?”

        “No, absolutely not. It’s very poisonous.”

        “Is the salt poisonous?”

        “Well, it’s not exactly clean. The salt is basically sodium chloride, like table salt, but because of the other things mixed in with it when it comes out of the ground, it’s not really safe to eat. Sodium is a mineral and chloride is just chlorine, which is a pale green gas. So road salt is a combination of these elements. Some elements are good for you; others are not so good. Our bodies can use various minerals and salts in small amounts. Too much, or the wrong combinations, can be dangerous or even poisonous. The salt we get from under Lake Erie is basically sodium chloride, table salt, and too much of that in our systems can be really bad, just like too much salt can be really bad for fresh water fish, land animals, and plants and trees. We all need salt to survive, but too much salt is bad, too.”

         “Daddy, what happens to all the salt and washer fluid on all the cars and buses and trucks?”

         “Well, the rain rinses it all off, or we go to the car wash and wash it all off, or we wash our cars in our own driveways at home.”

         “But where does it all go?”

         “Oh, you mean down the drains, into the sewers?”

         “Yes.”

         “Well, some of it can leach right down into the ground beside the roads, or into the surface ground water, and some of it goes into the water treatment plants, and some of it goes into the drainage ditches beside the roads and highways, and then into small streams and eventually draining into rivers and ponds and lakes.”

         “But I thought you once told me that the water we get out of the sink comes from Lake Erie?”

         “Yes, I did.”

         “But you said that too much salt is dangerous and the washer fluid is poisonous?”

         “Un huh.”

         “But if we’re not supposed to drink that blue stuff, and the salt should only be taken in small amounts, why do we put them in places where they will end up in the water we drink?”

         “That’s why we get bottled water at the store.”

         “But doesn’t that come from the lake, too?”

         “Oh, no. Big water bottling companies go to places where they can get water from mountain streams, springs, and artesian wells where there’s really fresh water, or they process water to purify it before they bottle it.”

        “Does this fresh water come from Ohio?”

        “I don’t know. Some companies get their water from sources in the Appalachian Mountains, some from the Rocky Mountains, and some get their water from overseas.”

        “What?”

        “Some big companies get their water from places like Brazil, and France, and Indonesia, and even India.”

        “Where is India?”

        “On the other side of this planet.”

        “Why would they do that?”

        “Well, some big companies make a deal with governments to drill huge wells to tap into deep underground rivers and lakes, and underground water sources that have very pure water. They have these huge plants that collect the water, and they bottle it right there, and then ship it back over here for us to drink.”

        “They take water from India and bring it all the way back here?”

        “Un huh.”

        “Don’t the people in India need their water?”

        “Well, unfortunately, some of the deep wells that our companies drill to get fresh water often takes away the surface water from the farmers who have farmed the land around these plants for hundreds of years. In some cases, it is so severe that they now have no water in their wells to water their crops, feed their animals, or even have drinking water for their families.”

        “What happens to their farm land?”

        “Over time it dries out so completely, it ends up producing a landscape covered with nothing but mineral deposits and salt.”

        “Then the farmers in India could do what you do, Daddy?”

        “Yes, I suppose they could, Jamie. I suppose they could. Are you ready for tobogganing?”

        “Yes, Daddy. I’m ready.” Jamie puts her papers into her book bag and pushes the “stop” button on the tape recorder, while Mommy and Daddy stare at each other in silence across the table.

So tell me students of the world

What lessons have the Fates now hurled

Upon the table with these dice

As sevens, snake eyes, cold as ice?

Can books remain where they’re not read? 

Like stones upon the buried dead,

Or will we crack these useful pages?

And will we hear such wondrous sages?

Chapter 6

It’s good to know where paths have led,

Like in cold streams where fish are fed,

Where life and light in books and rhymes

Are splendid tales of way back times.
Hansel and Gretel

The Mystical Tale

Long ages past and far away four chil-

dren made a home, with loving parents, kind,

yet stern, who pled that they not roam. Their skill

in navigating trails could help a blind

man see; for bread crumbs to a witches’ shack

could guide or help them flee, if they were caught

when curious while begging for a snack

of candy off the house’s shell they’d sought

like Crackerjack. So Hansel, Gretel, Fritz,

and Jan went bounding through the woods, and made

their way to Hecate’s while spreading bits

and goods of bread and fruit and lunch they laid

upon the trail they walked, and as they talked

and laughed and joked they left their pathway chalked.

The day was calm, the air was still, the woods

got deep and dark. The birds began to whis-

per softly, winds soon ceased remark. Their hoods

and cloaks got spritzed by rain that did not miss

their trail, but carried crumbs in rivulets

like boats without a sail. The stillness ech-

oed breath and broken twigs that sensed regrets:

through willingness to risk their dreams and trek

where time forgets. At times they held hands on 

the trail, at times they stooped to stare, at all 

the wonders at their feet, or birds in yon-

der air. There seemed to be a message call-

ing just beyond their reach, a silent teach-

ing lesson like a boat upon a beach.

The four of them were close indeed, but two 

could not be taught, while life presented facts

and games these two resented thought. They knew

too much and spoke with ease, and chose their acts

through sense, and guessed not what rare clues denied

or where paths should commence. The other two

had wisdom pegged and looked beneath Truth’s hide,

to fathom through the hidden mists on to

blind facts supplied. All strolled into a clear-

ing and espied a house of treats, and knocked

upon the door which echoed sounds so near

repeats. The door they entered softly locked

behind them as they stared; a kindly chaired

old woman asked them all how they had fared.

Her eyes were deep and gentle and her cheeks

were rosy pink. She offered them cold wa-

ter that was spring fed at the sink. “What peaks

my sister Gretel’s interest and sends awe

through me,” said Hansel calmly, “is the can-

dy on the house we see. We are so poor,

have traveled far, we beg to seal our plan,

with all the treats that you could offer for

our sister Jan. Today it is her birth-

day and these treats would be a gift, that we 

could have to celebrate this day that’s worth

a lift.” The kindly woman stared and free-

ly gestured they partake, all they could break

off with their hands, “It’s yours for goodness sake.”

She smiled as she said this, but she add-

ed graciously, “Is this what you have come

for, all these treats and what you see?” “I had-

n’t given it much thought,” said Hansel from

the door, “but, yes, the candy would be great,

can we come back for more?” “Of course, my dears,”

the woman said, as Gretel grabbed her plate.

The door unlocked, the two jumped out, their fears

weren’t in debate. Hansel and Gretel filled 

their mouths and plates with treats galore, but Jan

and Fritz stayed in the house with faces grilled

for more. “We’ve traveled far,” young Fritz began,

“But we think there’s more here; please tell us, Dear

Sweet Lady, that what’s far is ever near.”

With this the woman beamed a smile that lit

up all the room. “So you two seek some sol-

ace that is rare within life’s gloom? You’ve hit

the jack pot, Dearies, for your choice is all

too clear, my oven is a doorway to

world’s greater that what’s here; for fire is

the heart of Being, teacher through and through,

consumer yet reliever in the busi-

ness of what’s new. I knew you two were com-

ing, so the candy was a ploy. You won’t 

be missed, my Sweeties, for what can become

of joy? Please step in and remember, don’t

look back, I’m right behind; I’m glad to find

young ones so true, while those outside are blind.”

The oven doors rang loudly, while they o-

pened with a clang; as Jan and Fritz stepped through

the blaze, unscathed, the fire sang, and though 

Hansel and Gretel ran back in to view

the noise, poor Jan and Fritz had disappeared,

sharp pains had swallowed joys; that crazy witch

had made them vanish, it’s what they had feared.

So Hansel rushed across the floor to pitch

in, as he teared, that crazy woman in

the fire, for evils she had done; he slammed

the doors and locked them tight; he’d end her sin

begun. Hansel and Gretel cried and scrammed

and fled that tragic scene, now stuck between

both loss and life; they’d tried to intervene.

Hansel and Gretel left that house and wan-

dered home alone. They hoped to tell their folks

some things of Truths they should have known. But on

that day a ripple danced in time’s strange jokes

and games, and opened briefly for two kids

who had high sights and aims, then closed without

a murmur, so what closed retained no lids, 

no locks, no keys, no dark remains about

what Fate forbids. The story that we read 

today reminds kids not to roam. But far 

off in a fire raging still that’s need 

and home, a teacher and two students are

at peace in realms so free, while learning pre-

ternatural existence vis-à-vis.

The End
The answers that are written down

Can make one laugh or maybe frown.

And not all stories end in grief.

It can depend on one’s belief.

Chapter 7

Word Search

A side trail on this path we’re on

Is good to take when sun light’s gone.

It’s nice to rest some weary feet

To sit and stare and take a seat.

So pick up pencil, pen, or quill

And see if you can search and fill

This page of letters searching for

A few lost words and maybe more.
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              AMROTH                     DROGO                    GRIMBOLD               NORTH FARTHING
              ANCALAGON             DUNADAN                GROND                     OIN
              ANDUIN                       DUNLAND                GROR                       ONE                            TROLL
              ANDURIL                     DUNLENDING          GWAIHIR                  ONODRIM                  UDUN 
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              AROD                            ELENDIL                  HOBBIT                    PELENNOR                 WEST
              ARWEN                         ELF                          HURIN                       PHIAL                           WOLF
              BAGGINS                      ELFSTONE              ISEN                         PIPPEN                        WRAITH
              BALIN                            ELLADAN                ISILDUR                   RADAGAST
              BALROG                        ELROHIR                 ITHILIEN                  RANGER
              BARD                             ELROND                  KHAND                    RAUROS
              BEORN                          ENT                           KIBIL                       RED BOOK OF WESTMARCH
              BEREGOND                  EOMER                     KING                        RHOSGOBEL
              BEREN                          EOWYN                     LAURELINDORINAN    RHUN
              BERUTHIEL                  EREBOR                   LEGOLAS                    RING
              BILBO                            ERECH                     LEMBAS                      ROAC
              BILL                               ERU                          LITHE                          ROHAN
              BIND                               EYE                          LORIEN                    ROHIRRIM
              BOB                               FAIRBAIRNS            LOTHO                      ROSE
              BOLG                            FANGORN                MABLUNG                 ROSIE
              BOROMIR                     FARAMIR                  MAGGOT                SACKVILLE BAGGINS
              BRUINEN                      FEANOR                    MALLORN              SAMWISE
              BUTTERBUR                FEN                            MARK                     SARUMAN
              CARC                            FILI                             MEARAS                 SAURON
              CELEBORN                  FIND                            MELLON                 SHADOWFAX
              CELEBRIMBOR            FLET                          MERRY                    SHELOB
              CIRDAN                         FRODO                      MIDDLE EARTH       SHIRE
              CIRITH UNGOL             GALADRIEL              MITHEITHEL             SILMARIL
              COTTON                        GALADRIM               MITHRANDIR             SILVERLODE
              CRAM                             GANDALF                 MORIA                        SMAUG
              CREBAIN                        GHASH                     NAIN                           SMIALS
              DAGORLAD                    GILGALAD               NAN                           STARKHORN
              DAIN                                GILTHONIEL            NARGOTHROND       STING
              DENETHOR                     GIMLI                        NARSIL                      SUL
              DEOR                               GLAMDRING           NECROMANCER       TAR
              DERNHELM                     GLOIN                      NINE                           TED
              DIN                                    GLORFINDEL         NOB                           THEODEN
              DIOR                                 GOLLUM                 NOLDOR                    THORIN 
              DORA                                GONDOR                NORBURY                 TOM
              DORI                                GORGOROTH          NORI                          TOOK
Old Tolkien knew a thing or two,


Brought worlds to life for all he knew,

And kept us guessing with all things,

Of elves and men and dwarves and rings.

But if you wish another break,

You can set down this book and take

A rest from all this wordy stuff,

And state that you’ve had quite enough.

  Chapter 8
Death And Taxes:

A Novel in Verse

When old Jake McCallister Winthrop Germont

Was asked by his friend, “What the heck do you want?

It’s four in the morning, it’s Sunday no less.

You must be in trouble, my friend, so I’d guess.”

Old Jake said, “You’re right, Hank. I’m completely unnerved.

I don’t know how to put it. It’s so darned undeserved.

I’ll be ninety next June, and the Doc said, ‘It’s cancer’.”

“Ah, shoot in a bucket,” was all Henry could answer.

“Could I see you tomorrow, ’bout noon or thereafter?”

Asked Jake, of his friend, “I’m in need of some laughter.

You’re the only one left who can still make me smile.

I’ve a plan, I’ll need help with, to go out in fine style.”

“My God,” said dear Hank, “You’re not planning a trip?

Give those vultures who are after your money the slip?

You’re not planning on giving your millions away?

Or declaring an heir who’s no work and all play?”

“No; nothing like that. I just want to set straight

All the jerks who surround me who’d swallow the bait

Of a practical joke that’s just right down their alley.

Who knows, if it works, we can tweak the whole valley.”

“But we’ll discuss it tomorrow,” said Jake with a grin.

“I’ve never been sure who’s been listening in.

You know I’m suspicious. I’ve been burnt in the past;

Too much talk on this phone and my secrets won’t last.”

So Jake hung up the phone and sat back in his bed,

With pictures and plans growing large in his head.

And as he thought hard of the things he would do,

He remembered his favorite great granddaughter Sue.

He remembered a time they’d been down by the lake,

Where they used to go often when they needed a break.

They’d talk about barn swallows, hornets, and clouds

And how crickets could make them forget about crowds.

They would fish as they’d paddle around in his pram

Eating peanut butter sandwiches with strawberry jam.

He liked his on oatmeal bread, cornmeal, or rye.

But she preferred white, if the crusts weren’t too dry.

They’d spend hours discussing tall tales of the marsh

Out beyond the grown meadows where nature seemed harsh.

For a ten year old “tom boy” it was great just to spend

A whole afternoon pondering life with a friend.

The last time they’d gone out to paddle the pond,

Jake had asked her a favor on account of their bond.

He’d told her his secret, that his time was near done,

That he’d need her to do him a favor for fun,

It wasn’t that she’d hesitate at his bidding,

More than most, she saw through what he meant by his kidding.

She’d laugh at his jokes, sing along with his rhymes.

She considered his poems the best part of their times.

There was one that they’d sing at the end of each day

When they’d stand in the boat and like fools in a play,

Croon that “Yellow Rose Of Texas” tune as loud as they could,

And their voices and laughter would resound through the wood:

(Ballad Stanza Smog Sonnet)

“The fog which floats from room to room has caused 
Me to think twice. I’m not so sure what’s passed
Is past and that I should be nice. I’ve paused 

to ask my wife and kids if they have gassed

 
the air. The cat with all its claws in
flight. 

Has made it to the stair. They look at me

As if I’m mad and point to each in fright,

Then choke and wave their hands and laugh to see

Me lose my sight. I hold my nose, I scream

A threat, the taste is straight from hell. It’s green,

It’s fowl, it burns like mace, the dead could dream

This smell. I crack the doors to change the scene,

Turn fans on for the breeze. But nukes like these

Are death from those who choose to dine on cheese.” *

*footnote #1. All ballad stanzas, like most Wordsworth and Emily Dickinson poems, can be sung to the “Yellow Rose of Texas”. It adds flavor to an otherwise bland form, don’t you think? 

They’d end the short piece with their hands opened wide,

A Vaudevillian act with precision and pride.

There were good times and bad that were always worth keeping,

And so Jake reminisced and forgot about sleeping.

The next day as planned Jake and Hank met for lunch

There was much to consider, but Jake had a hunch

Hank would figure out most of the details because

As his lawyer and friend he knew more than just laws.

It was only March 1st and though spring had come early,

As tax time approached, it of course made Jake surly.

Every year as his business in Auto Parts soared

The I.R.S. laid claim to more of his hoard. 

He had fought them up close in the courts, through the mail,

And he’d once come real close when they’d threatened with jail.

But because of his name and because of his money

His I.R.S. fan club thought his attitude funny.

They must have believed that Jake worked just for them.

They’d have pruned his life savings right down to the stem

If he hadn’t divested and loop-holed like crazy.

There were times when he wished he’d been born “dad-gum” lazy.

It didn’t seem worth it to work your whole life,

Make a fortune then lose it to an I.R.S. knife.

He’d known butchers who’d left more darn fat on a steak.

But this time with his scheme he’d leave them off the take.

“Are you sure that you want to go through with these plans?”

Asked old Hank, “Cause I’ll tell you what logic demands,

As your friend and your lawyer, I’ll plain speak my mind.

If you plan this thing out, leave no assets behind.”

“You will also have need, when you make each decision,

To ensure that each signature’s done with precision.

If it’s thought that these moves were not sanctioned by you,

Every lawyer and judge will have reason to sue.”

“But they’ll probably sue when you drive them all nuts,

When they think they’re all heirs and they’re counting their cuts,

When the pot comes up empty, like a ship with no bottom,

They will never see clearly who’s had ‘em, or got ’em.”

“They’ll suspect each and everyone nailed in the plot

And they’ll rip at each other like haves who have not,

And not one will cry tears at the fact that you’re dead.

Are you sure your death’s worth what you’ve got planned ahead?”

“Well I’ll tell ya,” said Jake, “Just as long as you’re there,

If you bite your lip hard, and retain a calm stare,

I’ll be lookin’ through your eyes and laughin’ like hell,

Just to see them all caught in this conjuror’s spell.”

Jake had made it quite clear, but to only a few,

That just dragging out death when the body was through

Was a waste of good sense, a far worse fate than death,

Like cars idling high that keep gasping for breath.

He was old and he knew it, and the cancer would kill him,

But if cards were played right, this whole process would thrill him.

They’d all try to lay claim to his loot -- oh how tragic,

But the cash would all vanish with some slight of hand magic.

So Hank grabbed pen and paper and said, ”Let’s map it out.

All the dates and the times and events on this route,

They’ve just got to fit perfect like scenes in a play,

Like the gears in a watch that keep ticking all day.”

“Well let’s start with the plot and list all of the actors. 

We’ve got to make room for a chaos of factors. 

The one thing that we’ve got on our side my dear friend

Is each fool’s got his eye on what he’s hoping to spend.”

“We’ll need video cameras for five different wills

And a “fence” for the gems who’s all business, no frills.

Do you happen to know a fool-proof tattoo artist, 

Who’ll never be caught by shrewd cops who are smartest?”

“For the greatest detectives in all of the land,

They’ve got to miss clean with this ruse that we’ve planned.

We need to know how much to tell each bit player

So that none of them knows who’s been slain by what slayer.”

“By the way, have we figured out who wants the dough?”

“Well there’s Robert and Ted and their half sister Flo,

Then there’s Marge and Beatrice, and there’s Patrick and Nell.

And the twins and their cousins, Maurice and Fey Belle.”

“And them grand kids have all got their eyes on the pot,

But their brains couldn’t help them connect dot to dot.

But aside from the ones who’re too cheap and too slick,

There’s a whole host of agencies wishing you’d kick.”

“There’s your college and grad school and your wife’s alma mater,

And a lawyer representing a “mysterious” daughter,

Then, say, don’t forget that old science foundation

Who requested grant money to keep up their plantation.”

“Those political parties and charity groups

Who come by twice a year with their door-to-door snoops

All are ready with hands out to collect what they can.

They’re all greedy for payments, right down to a man.” 

Jake and Hank both agreed, they would need time for planning,

And they’d have to work fast for the hides they were tanning.

Jake picked April 15th as the perfect D-Day,

For to clear up his taxes, hand-deliver his pay.   

As the Sunday lunch session wore on way past tea,

Hank asked Jake if he thought that there shouldn’t be three

Of them working together, to make this thing fly--

Might their Doctor friend, Pete, chance to mosey on by? 

“As a funeral director, County Coroner by trade,

He could help with the plans, for he’s good with a blade.

He can fudge the autopsy and hide all of the assets,

And cry at your funeral, that’s just one of his facets.”

“I’ve heard that his funeral home’s “state-of-the-art”

He can cremate a body, but here’s the best part.

It’s completely automated so that no human hands

Would engage this old body, and disrupt all our plans.”

“Well, what are the schemes to start off with this week?”

“I’ll call in some carpenters, the brothers, McPeek,

And a plumber, and gardener, and a roofer for sure,

And a swimming pool builder, and a truck of manure.”

“We’ll sure need the help of back-hoe operators,

Maybe guys with their trucks, a few plows, and some graders.

Let’s find us a safe with a spring door and hinge

And we’ll pick up explosives on our shopping spree binge.”

“I’ve a friend at the firm who can purchase on-line

All the things that we’ll need so we won’t undermine

The eventual questions that come from the law;

It’s a thing to consider as a pre-emptive flaw.”

“There’s a uniform outlet that rents watchman’s suits.

You’ll need all of the outfit, including the boots,

But the time-keeping unit that they wear at their side

We will need to acquire so you look bona fide.”

“I’ll call travel agents and book lots of flights,

One-way tickets to France, and with tours of sights.

When the stuff hits the fan, investigations begin,

Every party must think they’re involved in the sin”

“Of the disappearing money, the fortune, the loot;

Someone must have made off with the funds from this coot, 

Who was too old to realize he could share all his cash

With his family and friends, not unfortunate trash.”

So Hank and Jake ended their day’s Sunday session,

The plans were all laid; he’d a written confession;

Of course it was lies, for how else could one cope

With the strangers called family who needed money for dope?

On the 3rd of March Jake gave his land with the lake

To the city he loved as a park for the sake

Of the children who lived everywhere in the city.

The trees, pond, and earth would be theirs by committee.

On March 4th came the builders with plans for the mansion.

They dismantled some walls to begin the expansion.

They were shown the blue prints, and were shown secret doors,

Extra rooms, hidden closets, and loose boards in the floors.

On March 5th came the gardeners, who planted some trees,

Dug up the old garden, moved the hives and the bees,

Dug some holes for some fence posts, for ponds stocked with fish,

Added hedges, and roses in response to Jake’s wish.

On the 8th came the dozer that dug up the back,

Dug the trench for the pipes for the pool near the track.

It was raining of course and the mud was horrific.

Jake sat laughing at breakfast, thought the tumult terrific.

On the 9th Jake e-mailed over twelve travel agents,

And booked one-way trips with fake credit card payments.

He booked all the flights for his friends and his cronies,

Though the failure of payments would make all of them phonies.

On the morning of the 12th of March Jake had invited

A professional film crew who could not be indicted,

But would help him produce wills on video tape

And each different will would help rumors take shape.

The first went to family: his sons and his daughter, 

Nieces, nephews, and grand kids, all in line for the slaughter.

He told them he loved them and wished them all well.

They’d receive all his assets; the world, go to hell.

The second tape chose each political party

Sharing solely the assets of this ebullient smarty.

He wiped away tears, and he felt his heart ping,

That he’d never see deeds that his money would bring.

The third tape was given to his wife’s alma mater,

A college using money like fish breathing water.

He praised their fine research, their strict erudition,

“Go rival with Harvard, expand your tradition!”

The fourth tape announced to the art world community, 

The theater, museums, all would get with impunity,

All the money and riches his empire could give.

They’d no idea that his gift would hold up like a sieve.

The fifth tape that he made, that he chose as a ruse

Would be given to folks who could figure the clues 

Of a treasure map coded with lines, marks, and “X”s,

But fraught with lame curses, dead ends, and fowl hexes.

It showed all the dreams of a desperate man,

Who chose to please all those who thought him a fan

Of the world’s greatest hoaxes – no, of paradise lost –

No, perhaps love of simple things, bought at no cost. 

Well, maybe the map was as real as the tapes, 

With the clues like a box of blocks showing odd shapes.

He’d explain if he could, all the details of each,

But his death would now make it a problem to teach.

He wished he could help them discover his loot,

But his senile composure had gone to the root

Of all that he treasured, of all that he loved.

He was sorry his motives left all feeling shoved.

When the taping was done, for an extra Ben Franklin,

The producers ensured, with a bit of their ranklin’,

That the tapes would be dated and timed all the same,

So that each vested party would share equal claim.

And while Hank and Jake now were real busy with plans, 

All the kids and grandkids warred like disgruntled clans.

They were sure he was nuts and was planning a coup,

Devising some schemes to prevent “you-know-who”

From entitlements, benefits, fringes, and extras,

Advantages, interests, and perks ambidextrous.

They all deserved more than they’d scrambled to get. 

Each one deserved more than the next one, you bet.

They couldn’t believe that at eighty-nine plus,

Jake was building, and wrecking, and making a fuss,

And for what was he scheming? What were his objectives?

He was wasting their money, undoing prospectives.

On the 15th of March, Jake and Hank drew up papers, 

Consolidating everything, in this caper of capers.

He contacted his rival in the Auto Parts Biz,

And agreed that he’d meet him, and make everything his.

Now the one thing Jake had that was more than dumb luck

Was his rival was a billionaire Las Vegas schmuck,

Who could see a great deal, and help out in a pinch,

He’d control the whole market; it would be such a cinch.

So Jake took a suitcase and headed out west.

He told everyone home that he needed a rest,

Was going to find healing for his aches and his pains,

Some alternative methods to reduce his chilblains.

He left phony numbers of places that dealt

In the curing of cancer way below the sun-belt.

He wanted to leave the right crumbs on a trail,

So he boarded a train and went westbound by rail.

In the Las Vegas Hilton, he met at the bar,

Alonso Martelli, another Auto Parts Czar,

Who just happened to own five hotels on The Strip,

And he asked him if he could provide him “the slip”,

In exchange for his millions, Jake did not want raw cash,

He’d prefer priceless diamonds as the bulk of his stash.

He preferred no more questions. Things were messy at home.

Alonso just smiled like his lips were of chrome.

“I’ll see what I can do. I may have you a deal.

Just a few phone calls now, and then no one will squeal.

Is there anything else I can do for you, friend?”

“Yes, there is,” said old Jake, “Cause I’m nearing my end.”

“For one, could you promise to take care of my staff.

They’ve been ever so loyal. It’s my last epitaph: 

I would never have made it and done what I’ve done, 

If the folks slaving for me hadn’t acted as one.”

“So I’m giving each one of them a bonus in cash.

It’s no way to say thanks, but I’ve got to be rash.

And just one more thing please, could I gamble for fun?

Give me chips on the house, and I’ll lose everyone.”

“You could watch me real close as I gamble away

Every chip that you give me, like in serious play,

But it’ll all be a hoax, as our real deal is here. 

Can I do it for fun, like a bad racketeer?”

“No Problem,” he said. “I’ll arrange it for you.”

So Jake spent the week wasting fake revenue.

He played twenty-one, and roulette, and the slots,

And he purposely lost all the games with huge pots.

But as he lost more and more hands they were dealing,

He’d turn to the cameras that were set in the ceiling,

And wave to them all with a laugh and a kiss,

And annunciate clearly whom he’d dearly miss.

And when he was done and the last chip was gone,

He packed up his bag to depart the next dawn,

But he wrote up a post card to his housekeeper Joan,

That he’d not gone for treatments, but to Vegas alone.

And he requested of her that she not tell a soul, 

That he’d be back real soon, and was feeling quite whole.

But he placed the post card in the hands of a waiter,

And paid him to mail it at least two months later.

It was March 28th Jake slipped back to his house,

He’d been gone just ten days, but he thought of his spouse;

She’d been gone thirty years, they’d been constant companions.

The house echoed silence. Rooms sounded like canyons.

He’d fought the aloneness by just keeping busy;

The thought of their meeting again made him dizzy.

There were just a few more little things to be done,

A few weeks, and their disjointed lives would be one. 

It was on April 1st that Jake traveled again,

To Wooster, Ohio to search out a top ten

Tattoo parlor reported in all of the land.

The work must be flawless, outrageous, and grand.

“Moving Pictures” on Liberty with supreme reputation,

He’d enlist their best help for tattoo alteration.

They shaved his chest clean and embroidered a check,

Numbered 8-0-2-6 from his crotch to his neck.

They copied details from his bank down in Cinci,

And embellished their codings. The 
results were not chintzy.
He asked them what markers would
work on his skin,

And they stated all permanent ones would sink in.

So he had time to heal, before D-Day arrived,

And as he drove home wondering what he’d contrived, 

He thought about what his great granddaughter Sue 

Would have thought of his plans; why, if she only knew.

He had Hank type the note that she’d get later on,

With the details of which she would help carry on. 

It was set up that Pete would deliver the note,

With the urn and the words that described what Jake wrote.

At the mansion the workers were busy each day,

From dawn until dusk they had parts in this play,

This non-staged performance was reaching a pitch

Where the actors and audience were confused with the switch

Of who should watch whom? Who was acting, who wasn’t?

The family was vigilant. Who does and who doesn’t

Know what were the plans? This was weirder than weird.

There’s a plot, and they knew it. It was what they all feared. 

You could feel the excitement. You could feel the macabre.

There was palpable sentiment, like a torch bearing mob. 

But on April 14th, the day turned rather gray,

The sky was sheer slate. It was cold and cliché.

Hank and Pete stayed away as their moods shifted hard.

The games and the planning had caught them off guard.

Though the end was inevitable, they’d tried to make funny

What, at this point in time, had become literally unsunny.

The alarm on the clock went off at three-twenty.

It would give him some time, though he’d planned to have plenty

To make preparations and get driven down town,

So this night would be hailed as his day of renown.

Jake went out to the carport where he’d stored his tote bag,

With the uniform, sledge, and the stones, and the tag.

He placed in the markers, read the suicide note,

Shook the cyanide capsules, and adjusted his coat.

And then he remembered, he had things to do first.

He took off his coat. It was hard, and he cursed.

He took off his shirt, and got out the black marker.

He stood up real tall, like a county fair barker.

And standing in front of a 3-way hall mirror,

He wrote up a check with an erudite furor,

For 8 hundred thousand 3 hundred and 6,

To his I.R.S. fan club, and a memo for kicks:

“Et tu Brute?”, then signed it in flowing script font

Just “Old Jake McCallister Winthrop Germont.”

He then took all the stones and swallowed each one.

They didn’t taste great, but it had to be done.

It was part of the plan that he’d set from the start.

He was sure, way back when, it was more or less smart,

But now in the throws, it was all of it spinning.

He wasn’t quite sure who was losing, who winning.

He dialed a taxi, and said to the cabby,

“I’m filling in late, and my boss is real crabby.

It seems that the regular guy came in drunk,

So I’ve got to work now, or my position is sunk.”

“Please drop me off quickly at the corner of Main

And Sweet Brier, the one that’s partitioned four lane.

I’ve got to be down town no later than four,

So hurry up pronto, put the lead to the floor.”

When Jake got to the storefront of the I.R.S. Center,

He was frisked by the guard, before he could enter. 

His I.D.s were checked out, his equipment looked real, 

As a watchman he had that disgruntled appeal.

He passed the law office of Sneed and MacNeth

And two banks, that soon took away all of his breath.

They were offering Tupperware, glasses, and chairs,

If you opened an account and some friends opened theirs.

It was so very tempting to prank even them,

But his death was more pressing, so he had to condemn

This unscrupulous impulse, and head down the hall

To the I.R.S. Headquarters, at the heart of the mall.

It was four-twenty-two when he got to the door.

There was no-one nearby so he set on the floor

His old patched duffle bag and then took off his coat.

It was April 15th and the thought made him gloat.

He took off his shirt, grabbed the vial of pills, 

He then picked up the hammer, and with the biggest of thrills,

Smashed the ten by twelve sheet glass, from the top to the bottom.

The alarms and the bells were like lightning in Sodom.

He stepped through the glass, pinned the note on his pants,

Took the pills in his mouth, and just started to dance,

And he laughed through the bells, and the noise of feet running.

He fell dead to the floor, but his smile was stunning.

When Jake hit the floor he was flat on his front,

With the note pinned beneath him, as if planned in the stunt.

A crowd gathered round and stood quietly staring,

No-one bothered to move him, while alarm bells were blaring.

Then came men in gray suits, and a swat team with phones.

There were cops and News Media, yellow tape, orange cones.

The street was blockaded. The bomb squad was called,

A day of tax collection was going to be stalled.

Within half an hour, the coroner arrived.

He’d used make-up to make his demeanor contrived.

Of course it was Pete, and he sniffed at the vial.

He shared it with cops; there could be no denial.

The coroner asked that they help move the body.

He did not want to make his police work seem shoddy. 

They rolled him to make sure the lifting was easy. 

Someone gasped; someone screamed; someone else got real queasy.

The smell was burnt almonds, and the note was quite funny:

“I can’t take any more of this I.R.S. money.

I apologize fiercely for my past indiscretion,

Please accept this small check as a partial concession.”

“What the hell?” “ It’s a check!” “To the damned I.R.S.”

“That Germont guy who does all those ads 

 in The Press.”

“The Auto Parts King.” “What a Nut.” “Can 

 you believe it?” 

“Get that uniformed I.R.S. guy over here to retrieve it.”

“Retrieve what?” asked the coroner. “The check!, on his chest.” 

“It’s attached to his body.” “Hey, now, don’t 

 get distressed.

The guy made a payment. It’s right here in 

the note.” 

Said the I.R.S. agent, “It’s just what he 

wrote.”

“Hey, this is a crime scene, and a serious matter.

We’ll investigate everything found on this ‘splatter’.

After everything’s checked, filmed, and 

drawn at this scene,

The body goes down to the morgue, 4 – 15.”

“The law states this coroner’s in charge of 

all stiffs. 

It’s my case,” said old Pete, “And there’s definitely no ifs,

Ands, or buts in this case, I can rationally 

see,

So when my work’s done, he’ll be coming 

with me.”

The I.R.S. agent glared hard at the check,

Looked hard at the crowd, wiped the sweat 

off his neck,

Swiped the cuffs off the guard he was 

standing beside,

And snapped the cuffs fast to his wrist and Jake’s hide.

“I’m not letting this check here get outta my sight.

I’m in charge of this building, and I’m doing what’s right. 

This guy made a payment and I don’t care 

just how, 

But my duty’s quite clear, and I’m taking charge now.”

“Suit yourself,” said old Pete, as 

photographers clicked

Several shots of the scene and the ‘Bod Squad’ just picked

Up the tote bag, the vial, and the hammer 

with tongs, 

And bagged all the evidence, then pushed through the throngs

Of all of the people who had gathered on 

Main,

When they’d heard that Germont had gone bonkers insane.

“Blew his brains out,” said some. “Threw himself off a wall.”

 “Took women hostage.” “He was just a 

screw-ball.”

The local T.V. news started stories at noon.

The channels covered quickly the 

outrageous tycoon,

Who had decked himself out with a six-figure check,

And delivered the pay much like Alex 

Trebec:

A question, “What was the reason, the 

motive, the cause?” 

Aside from the suicide, he’d broken no laws,

Besides breaking and entering, to offer up 

pay.

What in heck was J. M. W. G. thinking this day?

At the same time, the family sat trashed at a bar.

They had gathered together to eat caviar.

They had found their best outfits for grief and dejection,

But their ears were fine tuned for financial connection.

They were sad on the outside and pleased in the middle.

Their countenance sullen, their minds on the riddle:

Who was going to benefit? What things could they buy?

How fortunately fabulous that Jake had to die.

They so wanted a party, but that would come later.

Now casket, now funeral, now incinerator.

It was awfully simple. So, quick! Expedite it!

Then let’s read the will, there’s no reason to fight it.

But the morgue had a problem, with I.R.S. lawyers. 

They had called an injunction to stay the destroyers.

The autopsy format had called for incision,

A “Y” cut of course would have undone precision:

Voided the check the I.R.S. had to grab,

This revenue piece that lay cold on a slab,

That was still cuffed by wrist to an agent named Sands,

Who was not going to leave due to legal demands.

A court date was ordered to decide what to do,

And the media demanded to know who was who.

The body was evidence and was wheeled into court,

With a uniformed guard cuffed to wrist of Post Morte.

They had entered the world of Judge Thomas O’Malley,

Who was known far and wide as “The Torch” in the valley.

Those who loved him thought “Torch” meant as true as a flame,

But for those who despised him, there was ‘heat’ in his game.

The family came by just to push for conclusion, 

The reporters sat in to find out if collusion

Were ruling this case, but the judge said, ”No brainer. 

The check on his chest is a simple retainer.”

“I object,” stated Hank, who was lawyer to Jake. 

“We must have an autopsy, there can be no mistake,

We must rule out fowl play in a case such as this, 

Without a post mortem, who knows what we’d miss.”

“Will the counselors now please come up here to the bench,”

Said the judge, who would not be portrayed as a mensch.

“It’s a frivolous case. Courts depend on tax money.

That’s a very big check. Courts are bees. Checks are honey.”

“Are you willing to breach all the medical rules, 

Just to garner that skin with some surgical tools?

Suspend the procedures for post mortem facts,”

Asked Hank, “Harvest flesh that you’re calling just tax?”

“Precisely my point,” said the judge, “Here’s the deal: 

Our check to your body, and there’ll be no appeal.

The rules of post mortem in this case are suspended. 

The state gets the check, and this case is now ended.”

Hank and Pete looked quite sober after winning this round.

On paper it looked like they’d been thrown to the ground.

The court called to service, a man, Branston Fogg,

Who had once stuffed a hunter on the top of a log.

His taxidermy skills were well known in the county.

He was called to extract the large check from Jake’s bounty.

Branston worked like a jeweler creating a gem,

With painstaking patience, this was his diadem.

With Hank and Pete watching, and Sands cuffed to Jake,

Branston stripped off the skin, without making a mistake.

Branston then placed the check in a glass picture frame,

And gave it to Sands who then called in the claim.

A four-car police escort drove up to the mortuary,

A Brinks truck was enlisted as the check’s beneficiary.

The cars and the truck and the media parade,

With the sirens and lights, made the trip a charade.

The I.R.S. had what they’d so dearly sought:

A potential tax cheat had now finally been caught.

Hank and Pete laughed like hell when the entourage left.

They laughed ‘til they cried, so bemused, so bereft.

The stage was so comic, so futile, so tragic,

So soundlessly monstrous, so tinseled with magic.

They would now tell the family that a funeral would follow. 

The family made plans that were cheap, quick, and hollow.

The only provisions Jake had made for the service 

Was the reading of poems that of course made folks nervous.

His tact was irreverent, his humor forgiving.

He now sponsored the dead, so to hell with the living.

Another provision was a simple cremation,

The ashes of which would comprise a donation,

An urn to his favorite great granddaughter Sue,

With a note of instructions so she’d know what to do.

The final provision, if anyone cared, 

Was to put up a marker with some words he once aired;

He wanted the words, “Damn. Evicted again,”

To be placed on his stone, as if scribed from his pen.

A week had gone by since Jake caused his farewell,

The autopsy performed, there was little to tell.

The cremation had followed. He’d been placed in an urn. 

There were few at the service. There was little concern.

The eccentric had done what no-one could have figured.

They could not have imagined what his motives had triggered.

It seemed best to leave it, maybe well enough alone.

To show up at the service, might invite the unknown.

The service began with Vaughn William’s “Lark Ascending”

Sue came by with her parents who were sad at the ending.

They had thought the man crazy, but were able to see

That their daughter was affected very seriously.

When the music was done, Hank walked up to the front

Of the thirty odd people he now had to confront.

He said that Jake asked him to pick out a poem,

That he thought fair appropriate to send him on home:

“The Seminar

“Teach me,” I say to the wall, “how you can

Hold up more than your share, or more than I’d 

Care to.” It has the art of a one man

Band down pat, for all to hear, and the pride

To go with it. “Teach me,” I say to the 

Wall, “how I can see through you with one eye

Closed, or at least with one hand clasped to a

Book, a pen, or a pair of shoes.” I try

To keep up with the line of sun light now

Bent on the wall as it turns the house to

Face me. “Teach me,” I say to the wall, “how

You bounce thoughts off the air so they can chew

The fat on their own, stand with the rest of

Us to mix truth with tacks and holes with love.”

And when he was done, he asked Sue to deliver,

Just one of her favorites, maybe one that would give her

A fair opportunity to tell what she knew

Of the kindly old man who was fond of this Sue:

“Farewell County

I want to wear a hat made of fresh straw

With a brim as wide as the sun is high

And go down to the pond and fish like pa

When he’d go in bare feet, with his bear claw

Charm, his lure box, a pole, and wave us bye.

I want to wear a hat made of fresh straw

Like the ones you could pick at, chew on, jaw

With your teeth, when you plumb run out of rye,

And go down to the pond and fish like pa

For that old cat we snagged once with a raw

Red eye, and it bent the pole in half. My,

I want to wear a hat made of fresh straw

And lay out flat on the north bank and saw

Logs way past mid day, or knot a fly

And go down to the pond and fish like pa

At dusk, when all the bass jump when you draw

The line through the top of the weeds real sly.

I want to wear a hat made of fresh straw

And go down to the pond and fish like pa.”

She read it real quiet, but everyone heard it.

They could see him right now by the lake, rest assured it.

And Molly, his wife, standing close by his side, 

Smiling glorious smiles, and beaming with pride.

Then Pete took his turn, read his favorite for fun,

Caught everyone short, whom he’d wanted to stun.

It was quite disconcerting, but he meant it to be. 

They were all there to celebrate Jake’s being free.

“Scales”

“Judge not that ye be not judged” is a fact

Of the mind’s eye that rules from a blind side.

Rules that you hold are just decks that are stacked

So as you bend or are bent by the pact

You make with your thoughts, you will come out tried.

“Judge not that ye be not judged” is a fact

That we miss if we think our course is backed 

By the codes that we all live by. The plied

Rules that you hold are just decks that are stacked

In this sphere of life with no sides. The packed

House will want you to choose some horse to ride.

“Judge not that ye be not judged” is a fact 

With no point or source, no way to be tracked

In space or time, with no lock to be pried.

Rules that you hold are just decks that are stacked

With a few tricks that may make poise and tact,

As a way of life, a path with no guide.

“Judge not that ye be not judged” is a fact.

Rules that you hold are just decks that are stacked.”

Then Hank, Sue, and Pete did just one more short round.

It may be they wished to share what they had found,

That the man who was gone, who had given so much,

Reminded them all, what words meant by their touch:
“Epigram IV

If God isn’t stupid, there is no hell.

It would be redundant.”

“C.R.D.

The itsy bitsy spider

Crawled up the waterspout.

Down came a hand

And rubbed the spider out. 

Out came the sun

And dried up what remained.

And the itsy bitsy spider

Will never climb again.”

“Haiku II

Buzzards as mobiles

Dance to the sacred rattle

Wobble as wind chimes.”

Out back in the parking lot, Sue got the urn.

She was given the notes, and a wreath, and a fern.

Pete told her that Jake was as happy as May

And to remember him most on his next special day. 

When Sue left the funeral with the urn in her hands,

She had questions and thoughts due to all Jake’s demands.

What the heck did it matter if she went when it rained,

And to wait until August, what the heck could be gained?

She’d felt very weird when Pete pulled her aside,

Said he’d meet her out back, when the crowds would subside.

The funeral had ended. People’d said what they’d said. 

There weren’t many folks who were pissed he was dead.

But she’d promised Jake long ago back at the pond,

The last time they had fished, when he’d looked way beyond

Where they were at that time, when he told her the truth.

He could trust her, he told her, because of her youth.

Two days from the funeral Hank mailed the five wills.

At the post office building, so like Cecil DeMille’s

Greatest pictures, this epic would begin very quickly,

To unravel the demons and render them sickly.

Each executrix called for an immediate reading.

The request on the tape had demanded their heeding

The exact time and date, they would all have to go,

They’d no thoughts that this reading would end up like a show.

It was set for May 5th in the lounge at Jake’s mansion,

The college, the family (in the building expansion),

The museum director, The Arts Council too,

Republicans, Democrats, would have to make do

With the plasterers, gardeners, and builders by trade

Who’d been paid in advance in this wanton charade.

At two o’clock sharp, they descended to hell. 

There were problems with chairs and the noise decibel.

Joan let them all in through the ladders and drapes

To a large V.C.R. which could handle the tapes.

There was noise and confusion as they all funneled in.

There was little to hope for on account of the din.

Through the hammering, sawing, and plastering crew,

Some business executives who were caught in the stew

Tried to get the attention of everyone present,

“Let’s calm down now, we know this is clearly unpleasant.”

“Apparently we have some confusion amongst us,

It seems we have five wills with which Jake has skunked us.

Let’s begin here to view in an orderly fashion, 

Each one of the tapes and look on with dispassion.”

“To see what we’re up against, let’s please have some order,

We’ll begin with this tape, someone start the recorder.”

And they sat through it all in amazement, dumbfounded,

And not one could advance what each message propounded.

“I’ll get my own lawyer to deal with this crap.”

“I don’t have to put up with these wills and that map.”

“I’m an heir to the fortune. I’ve got rights. I’ve got feelings.

Let the courts analyze all these wheelings and dealings.”

Through it all Joan served tea to the crowd there assembled,

With biscuits and scones, and some cakes that resembled

All the finest confections that bakeries sold.

To those present it was all Jake would share from his hold.

Some wondered right there if the only true will

Were the one of the map; it was like Jake to drill 

The whole bunch with a problem, a riddle, a teaser, 

To send them all out on a quest……that old geezer.

“Now wait a damned second,” said a well-dressed young chap. 

“How much for a copy of the tape of the map?

It’s clear to me now that we’ve all got a shot, 

For the answer lies clearly where “X” marks the spot.”

Then Joan as instructed set down the food tray,

And went to the cupboard above the buffet

And opened it wide for the whole multitude.

There were hundreds of copies. They forgot about food.

Each participant got one, and they played it real quick.

But the clues in the narrative that went with the shtick

Called for reference books, dictionaries, and one large thesaurus,

To untangle this mess was like stone glyphs from Horus.

Some worked going solo and others in teams,

They were hooked on the money, the games, and the dreams,

It was not long before clues were posted in space

On an Internet site, where they told of the race

To unlock the whole code, and make sense of the map.

The keys were all there. It would be such a snap

To piece it together, like a huge jigsaw puzzle,

But for most of the sleuths it was clenched like a muzzle

As thick-skinned as sharks, and much tougher than nails,

As much as they ciphered, there were too many trails.

The clues were in riddles that seemed very basic,

But before very long they were feeling aphasic.

There were some that quit early. There were some that quit late;

But those were the puzzlers who’d swallowed the bait.

There were many who sat through that hectic will reading

Who called up their lawyers, wanted courts intervening.

The four groups that thought that their wills were legitimate

Made beelines to firms charging first to submit a writ

To challenge all comers, whereas and whereby, 

And to cease and desist, every false alibi.

Each one had just claims for gainsaid mediation.

They had volumes of paperwork showing strong affiliation

To Jake and his work and his business connections.

They over prepared, practiced up on misdirections.

A court date was set with Judge Thomas O’Malley.

Man, was he sure amazed this case had no finale.

On the 15th of May they convened in his court.

They went over the rules and examined the tort.

But on the first day, in the midst of proceedings,

A court appointed foreman interrupted the readings.

He came in from the back and ran up to the bench,

The judge struck his gavel, but did quickly unclench

The old large wooden mallet, with a look of surprise

As the foreman whispered something to his widening eyes.

The judge hollered, “Chambers!” And exited the room,

The lawyers soon followed, unaware of their doom.

“It appears,” said the judge, “we’ve the tip of an iceberg,

The size of which might stretch from Cinci to Pittsburg.

The tax check we took off the hide of Germont 

Bounced as high as the moon, and half way to Vermont.”

“Now there’s no way to know what this practical joker

Was up to, but I’m game now and quite willing to broker

The extreme possibility that those wills aren’t worth squat,

For even if you’d win here, reimbursement’s a long shot.”

“Now I’m going to make calls, and I’m going to get action.

We’ll convene a grand jury, and uproot malefaction.

This may take some more time, and it might get real ugly.

So my advice to you all is to not act too smugly.”

While the courts were confounded, and the riddlers fooled,

The family disgraced, while the money trails cooled,

Across town and down town, the gossip was endless.

The newspapers thrilled with their mocking the friendless.

When Flo got a notice, when her postman dropped by

That stated a package that she must certify

Was waiting for her at the post office down town,

She let out a squeal, raised her arms in “touch down!”

The name read from Jake and she quickly got dressed,

Drove the freeway at speeds of one clearly obsessed,

To get there, to see what she’d gotten from him:

To keep it a secret, she wore shades, on a whim.

And when she got home, she went straight to her room.

She closed the doors tight, and like thieves at Tut’s tomb,

She ripped up the box to see what she would find,

Just a hand written note and some junk, how unkind.

“Dear Flo, my dear friend, I do hope you’re alone. 

I have so much to tell you. You, I couldn’t disown.

You mean so much more to me, really you do

Than all of the others, who haven’t a clue.”

“I know I’ve been distant, but I’ve watched from afar;

You have so much to give, so much talent, you are

So terrific and kind and deserving, my friend,

Please follow these instructions right down to the end.”

“When you gathered together, when the wills were read for you,

Your hearts were all broken, so don’t let this floor you.

There were others who’d be there, who’d have no idea,

That you were the one with the true panacea.”

“Next Thursday at two, please call in for a fare

From the Swifty Cab Company; they’ll be waiting with care

For your call to set up a quick ride to my lair.

As my housekeeper Joan will be waiting right there.”

“She will let you come in and will lead you on back

To my locked secret study. Here’s key 1 from the rack.

Guard this key with your life, for it’s one of a kind.

When you open the study, shut the doorway behind.”

“For Joan doesn’t know about what is inside.

So here is key 2 to a safe fortified

With the best in security, codes, electronics,

But with this you’ll be able to dismantle the sonics”

“That protect all my assets, that I’m leaving to you.

I’m doing all this for the one who’s been true.

Take the cash that is in there, here’s a bag for the loot,

There are tickets to France at the airport, to boot.”

“The safe key has got to be placed in a lock

That’s behind the framed picture of the boat and the dock.

Once the key is inserted, and turned to the right,

The safe will pop open and reveal your birthright.”

“Please leave as you left it. Here’re some gloves you can wear,

So your fingerprints won’t be detected while there.

Now remember, next Thursday, at two, be exact.

For you know in your heart how our foes would react.”

(What was great was the study was attached to the sheds

That the gardeners had used for the spring flowerbeds.

The cops took no notice of the place when they sifted.

It was never roped off, the details never lifted.) 

So Jake sent kindred letters, to all 58

Of his relative friends, but changed time and date,

So that each one would travel and arrive at a time

That was different by hours, but evince such a crime

Of untold proportions, for the safe he had blown,

And left scarred and empty, but unknown to Joan.

Each person with keys would be hopeful, then dashed,

Then confused as to which one had already smashed

Up the study and blown off with all of the treasure.

There was no way to know without risking great measure

Of personal loss, of personal security.

Each one had to exit and leave in obscurity.

Sometime in the middle of the study visitations,

Joan became aware of midnight excavations.

Apparently sleuths who’d unraveled some keys

Thought the treasure was buried in Jake’s orchard of trees.

It started with grand kids on Jake’s daughter’s side:

Joey, Franklin, and George, who were brothers allied.

They had brought Jeeps and shovels, and flashlights galore,

Had invited some friends, just to lessen the chore.

Each night that they came, there were more of them present.

Word got out very fast. The results were unpleasant.

Neighbors, family, and friends were aware of the fact, 

Jake was busy with building, way before his death pact.

He was hiding his money! It was clear as a bell.

He’d hidden it here; then gone A.W.O. L.

They’d seen the bulldozers, the gardeners, the builders,

The loot could be anywhere, in bullion or guilders.

The rumors were endless, expanding exponentially.

They dug in the daylight, so unreverentially.

They began staking claims in the front, in the back,

In deep tennis court pits, made deep holes in the track.

They were panning for gold, by the streams, on their brinks,

Using metal detectors through the rough on the links.

They were everywhere delving and were never invited,

And while some of them dug, the house, some others sighted

As a possible place Jake intended his hoard.

There were places inside they had never explored.

The mansion was huge. It had four floors and wings.

There were 42 rooms, and a Rec. room with swings.

So Joey and Franklin and George were enlisted

To find them some keys, look for loot that existed

Somewhere in the house; they’d need crowbars and hammers.

They’d dress up like workmen to be undisclosed scammers.

And so Joan called police, when she found in the attic, 

A troop of five prospectors idiosyncratic,

(They believed that a chimney held gold they were after),

She tried to evict them, while she howled with laughter.

She’d been warned that this madness was not unexpected,

But to not be too harsh if no harm had affected

The house and the plans and the general unfolding

Of the chaos predicted, quests that fans were upholding.

Way back east a 14-year-old Princeton grad student

Thought that most of the questers were downright imprudent.

His name was John Smith. And he laughed at his name.

His mind kept him different, so he longed for things tame.

He read what could fit in the hands of a child,

But his eidetic brain retained all he’d compiled.

While he ciphered topological problems at Princeton,

He played Cyber Tag with some techies from Oberlin.

It was from them he learned of Jake’s map quest conundrum.

It was somewhat less moot than a “large-number” theorem. 

But it had all the flare of a tabloid invention,

John’s young age left him wanting to dive into the tension.

When he brought up the site through his Internet modem,

He analyzed clues in the process to down load ‘em.

There were 8 categories with 8 clues in each bunch,

Labeled “A” through to “H”, which soon gave him a hunch:

There’d be puzzles in puzzles with multiple answers,

He began just to ponder subtle clues as enhancers.

At the top, on the left, was a poem in a corner,

With a box, like a casket, and a grief-stricken mourner:

If you wish to be a questioner,

You must be up at 8.

So be a square,

And toss a pair

Of nines or you’ll be late.  

In the other was a Cincinnati map showing houses,  

You could enlarge or reduce with click moves of the mouse’s.

The site was exactly the same as the tape

With the non-descript clues and the city landscape.

Below there were sixty-four riddles in all:

Nonsense poems, and word problems, and acrostics, et. al. 

He’d seen many like them from the mind of Will Shortz,

But for this whole collection he would need more supports.

He scanned all the riddles and searched long for symmetry:

Patterns galore, in this unusual tapestry.

He read some out loud for to random associate.

Get a feel for a mind that could surely premeditate

A Gordian Knot with no ends showing clean.

There was more to this nut than there was to be seen.

He’d have to go hunting in every known spot

That had info on Jake and dig deep in the plot. 

5F   What three letters can be used making wallpaper print,

That can always make words four directions? A hint:

The Brits stop at nothing to colonize heathens.

Except for this thing, they’d soon cease with their breathin’s.

4A   When X to the fourth equals X, just for fun,

But the answer is neither a zero, nor one,

If you imagine an answer that’s a peg in a hole, 

Keep your rational wits, or you’ll pay a huge toll.

7C   What thing do we get that is carried on winds?

If you fail these directions, don’t press what rescinds.

The answer’s right here in the print that you see,

Though you’ll probably see it, if you watch your T.V. 

These were just random picks of the poems that he read,

While studying for clues that might pop in his head.

At the foot, on the right, was that poem, in the corner,

With a box, like a casket, and the grief-stricken mourner:                 

If you wish to be a questioner,

Oh be careful of the sign.

So be a square,

And toss a pair,

And please be first in line. 

To the left at the foot was a handwritten map.

It was carelessly drawn on old newspaper scrap.

The lines and the arrows and “X”s were jumbled

On the newspaper print so the clues would be fumbled. 

John then made a search on the Internet mode,

Checked the Enquirer site and began to download

All the newspaper articles on Jake from the start

Of his suicide drama, and the law suit, in part,

Through the funeral, the history, the business affairs,

Then the wills and the court fights, the money nightmares.

He cross-referenced sites, got more bios than E.T.

He took copious notes that looked much like graffiti.

And he sat back and read all the complex details,

Finding tidbits to ponder, getting lost in the trails:

Jake was born nineteen-twelve, in a town in Kentucky.

He’d gone past the tenth grade, which back then was real lucky,

He’d married his sweetheart, and picked up a trade,

As an auto mechanic, with inventions parlayed.

He was self-taught in most things, an original mind, 

Uncommonly common, and quite unrefined.

As John waded through all historical notes, 

He found a small needle in a haystack of quotes.

Jake was quite fond of chess and had played the game often.

He had played once a week before nailed in his coffin. 

When John found this fact, it just set his mind rolling.

He remembered some things that were well worth extolling:

There were 64 clues, much like squares on a board.

The “A” through “H” letters showed a game that was scored

With the 1 through 8 numbers, showing moves from each square.

It could fit on the map; but which clues would show where 

In the metropolitan area, the treasure was buried?

He’d gotten this far. There was no time to get harried.  

He went back to the site to peruse the directions.

And he studied the words in the pictured selections.

He remembered his thoughts on such puzzles in layers,

And aligned a few notes like a team of surveyors.

The “8” must mean something, and of course there’s the “square.”

The “pair” could be “dice”, and the “nines” went nowhere.

What the heck was the “sign?” These two poems were connected.

And what’s “first in line?”  What ideas intersected?

Numbers, letters, and words were so often related.

Who the heck made this puzzle? What was so understated?

The last line of the 2nd, could refer to the first,

And the “nine” could be syllables inscribed and immersed.

John wrote 1 through 9 on the words in the phrase,

Above all the syllables he’d thought to emblaze.

He reasoned the “8” was a side of the board,

Of the chess set of sixty-four squares Jake adored.

As John studied hard on the “tossed pair of nines”,

And looked at the poem’s pair of opening lines,

He realized that only 2 pairs construed picks:

The four and the five, and the three and the six.

The four and the five were the two words “to be,”  

And the others “a wish” (when reversed), fit the key.

These four words seemed to point to the heart of the game,

And the “to be” when read as 2-B did the same.

With the sixty-four clues as a grid for the map,

The one clue 2-B would help fill in the gap.

The 2-B would naturally fall into the corner:

The Northwest of the map, just two off from each border.

So he searched through the sixty-four clues for 2-B,

And then paused to look back through the cryptography.

Now the clue he read slowly, “Under what possibility

Is a 2’ by 4’ always and actually a 3’ by 

3’ ?”

From the patterns set forth in the word games thus far, 

The directions were easy, just like plotting by star.

For the words of the phrase would translate a new score;

2’ by 4’: two by four, to buy for, too bye fore.

And when boxed the nine words would look like tic-tac-toe.

And the “Oh” from the 2nd poem should stand for “0”.

As a tic-tac-toe game must begin with an “X”,

Each cross in each coffin in the pictures connects

With the “X” in the center of the box marked “2-B”,

Which sat over the land Jake had given for free

As a park to the kids in the town he called his.

And the puzzle was finished, by the Princeton kid whiz.

So he thought, then remembered that Jake was in charge.

This whole set-up smelled more like an East River Barge.

John also remembered how this case went awry,

So he placed a phone call to the branch F.B.I.

And explained who he was and what things he had reckoned.

They arrived in ten minutes to see why he had beckoned.

They removed his computer, all his discs, and each note;

They then said they’d return it, but John knew how remote

That that possibility was, since the case was so hot,

So he biked to the library with what he’d “forgot,”

And downloaded the info to the treasure hunt website,

As the F.B.I. terms hadn’t called for a plebiscite.

And as he punched “Enter” to send his e-mail,

He wiped his hands clean, thinking what he’d derail.

For the news spread as fast as an F.B.I. blotter

In the hands of John Walsh — why it couldn’t be hotter.

The I.R.S. agents in Cinci were notified. 

They were angry the news of the loot was de-codified. 

They jumped to the court of one Thomas O’Malley

To quickly preclude all such quests in the valley

That would search in the confines of Jake’s city park.

The I.R.S. had to be first to embark

On the moving, the digging, the uprooting of cash.

They would not be out done, but be first to the stash.

They called in some agents with sonar detectors,

With headsets and viewers for infrared sectors.

They transmuted the park to a militarized zone,

With trucks, plows, and diggers that they’d purchased on loan

From the Army Corp of Engineers, who’d come and observed

What the I.R.S. agents believed they deserved

From all of their troubles to acquire their pay.

They searched and they dug for a week and a day.

They combed 80 acres, and dredged through the pond,

Climbed all of the trees, searched above and beyond.

They then ceased all their digging, put equipment away,

And then let in the public, and observed their headway,

To see if the kids and their dogs would have luck,

Unearthing the treasure through the mud and the muck.

Then the Cinci Park Service sent an order, post haste, 

To the I.R.S. firm charged with money misplaced.

It seems Jake had something attached to his gift:

A codicil demanding improvements short shrift.

If government agencies were to alter the park, 

There existed a list much like beasts from the Ark.

There were ponds needing fixing, and trees needing planting,

Rock gardens creating, other things they’d be granting:

A pool, and a play area, some swings and a slide,

A pavilion for the best park ever found nationwide.

There were so many things that the city demanded. 

The park, in their hands; it would so be expanded.

One government agency transferred funds to another,

Robbing Peter for Paul, or a sister for brother.

And while children and parents came to look at the park,

Amateur sleuths came and went and pursued on a lark

With metal detectors and dousing rod kits,

And were followed by agents in their trench-coat outfits.

The T.V. and press followed all the details

From their daily observations, they enjoyed the travails. 

There were so many angles, and so many leads,

They were not sure that Jake authored all the misdeeds.

They interviewed families, and friends, and the neighbors.

The government folks said, “No comments.” “No favors.”

There were unending rumors that filtered through cracks 

In the Grand Jury Hearings, and the lawsuit attacks.

There were so many parties, who wanted some money,

There were so many maps for lost loot it was funny.

The city was bathing in Jake’s machinations.

And no-one was winning their recriminations.

On the 19th of June a small post card arrived,

For Joan, at the mansion, as Jake had contrived.

She read the card slowly, and then put on a sweater,

Put the card in her purse, for she thought this was better,

Took a bus to the precinct, and asked for a captain.

She explained who she was, didn’t know what was happenin’.

She gave him the card and she said, “It just came.

I know that Jake wrote it. The handwriting’s the same.”

The captain just stared at the card while he thought.

He couldn’t believe what the lady had brought.

“Could you come back with me and just fill out a form?

In a case such as this paperwork is the norm.”

She was there for four hours while they interviewed her.

She was grilled by three teams and a stenographer.

But the last time they called in a whole host of agents:

The I.R.S., Grand Jury, and the F.B.I. regents.

They asked her how much she had known all along.

She assured them she did understand right from wrong.

Jake had set it all up to produce this fine innocent.

His housekeeper, Joan, would come off barely reticent.

She explained all she’d done since the funeral had happened.

Jake’s requests were quite simple and attached to her stipend.

She wasn’t quite sure of her role in the mess.

She was worried about things that she’d read in the press.

After hours of questions, they felt pleased with her answers.

They would send crews to Vegas – home to show girls and dancers.

They were sent with subpoenas, court orders, and writs

To garner all evidence in pieces and bits,

That might open this case, make some sense of past doings,

Shed some light on Jake’s actions, and devised misconstruings.

They talked to Martelli, to the dealers and handlers;

It was quite clear that Jake had huge problems with gamblers --

They won, and he lost, just as simple as that.

They’d a week’s worth of tapes; that old Vegas doormat

Proclaimed, ”Welcome to all, and please come take my money,

If you’ve lost in the past, I will make your day sunny.”

Investigators compiled a week’s worth of data.

From the postcard it seemed it was Jake’s true schemata.

In the court room of an angry Judge Thomas O’Malley,

All the citizens of Cinci were caught up in the tally

Of all of the chips on the tapes of Jake’s gambling.

They brought in a lip reader to decipher his rambling. 

The auditors compared Jake’s and Martelli’s books

And it seemed fair and square; they would surface no crooks.

The deal that Jake fostered with Martelli in Nevada

Was set July 1st. He’d get the whole enchilada:

The dealerships, mansion, and all the stock holdings.

The transfer was simple, the details and unfoldings.

It was clear from the tapes Jake had gambled away

Over four hundred million in a week and a day.

The tapes were conclusive, the chips showed it all. 

There was no way the family could undo protocol.

The government, of course, got their tax money back.

Martelli lost nothing, with Jake’s deal “in the black.”

The gems had been worth way far less than his holdings,

But the courts and the city had no victims for scoldings.

The treasure maps went to Historical Societies,

As a “Who-done-it” record of outrageous impieties.

There were those much convinced that Jake wasn’t yet through

With the mess he’d created; there’d be more pots of stew.

It was on August 8th, early fall winds brought rain.

It signaled the end of Jake’s morbid campaign.

Sue got down the brass urn from its mantle piece rest.

She got out her blue raincoat and boots and got dressed;

Then got out her bike, put the urn in the basket.

She was grateful he wasn’t consigned still in a casket.

And rode the few miles to the park they had treasured.

She had brought along lunch: nothing shared, nothing pleasured.

She had brought the sealed notes and instructions from Pete, 

But without Jake this trip would remain incomplete.

She entered the park and took the bike trail

To the side of the pond where she stopped to unveil

In a thicket they’d hidden his fiberglass pram.

Overturned it was colored like a soft mud shell clam. 

It escaped being noticed, and she hauled it out quickly,

Put the paddles in oarlocks, something made her skin prickly.

She took the sealed notes, and her lunch, and the urn,

And shoved off from the shore, feeling lack of concern.

The rain hadn’t ceased. It was cold and unflinching.

Her heart wasn’t breaking. It was more like unclinching.

She pulled in the oars as she got to the middle.

She then unsealed the notes – the last piece of Jake’s riddle:

“I always wanted to clean up this park and this pond. 

I’m so grateful the I.R.S. chose to respond,”

“To all of the city’s requests to refurbish 

The land, and these trees, and this pond. What a grand wish!

Well, now that it looks like our work’s almost done,

Could you do me a favor? One last poem, just for fun?”

“Please take up the urn and dump out all that’s left

On the bottom of the pram, so we’ll share in the theft.

And after the ashes are completely dumped out, 

Stand on top of the seat and give it a shout.”

“Make this reading the best one that you’ve ever done.

Think of me. Think of us. Think of times unbegun.

Let the trees and the grass and the bugs hear your words,

And the clouds, and the rain, and the sun, and the birds.”

She picked up the urn and dumped out all its contents;

The ashes and rain got converged in the penitence.

She stood tall on the seat and took off her blue hood.

Her voice acting solo could be heard through the wood:

“Harvest Time

Deep greens on a wind swept pond when it rains

In the fall, sharp red leaves that dot the scene,

Are warm sights that pinch, like soon flights of cranes,

When they leave for the south to trace wide lanes

That years of flocks have made to get home, screen

Deep greens on a wind swept pond when it rains

To see if there is food to be had, grains

That are wild, or left from farm crops. What’s seen 

Are warm sights that pinch, like soon flights of cranes

That take off and come in to land like planes,

But with webbed feet that wave, cross, drag, and preen

Deep greens on a wind swept pond when it rains

As it does in the fall to spin wind vanes

Or pin wheels that, like wings, with a spun sheen,

Are warm sights that pinch, like soon flights of cranes

That fill the skies like leaves that the wind strains

To blow back to where they’d have to start clean.

Deep greens on a wind swept pond when it rains

Are warm sights that pinch, like soon flights of cranes.”

And when she was done she stared a long time

At the leaves on the trees through the rain so sublime.

The park was near empty, and the birds mocked her voice.

She’d come to an end, but expected a choice.

Then she lowered her head as the tears beat her down.

But the ashes just sparkled like New Years down town.

And she stared disbelieving at the sight at her feet,

At the glittering orbs she’d received in defeat.

On the back of the poem she’d just read was a greeting:

“Take with you today all you wish from our meeting.

Your choices are yours. Your advantage, forever. 

The bond we still have, even time cannot sever.”

Then she laughed, and she jumped, and she waved her hands high,

And she spun around twice and looked up at the sky.

It was gray as it poured, but no matter what now.

She knew what to do, for he’d answered just how:

She got to her knees, and scooped long with her hands,

All the ashes and gems, thinking of Jake’s demands,

And threw them all overboard, as fast as she could. 

The sound made a splashing through the park and the wood.          

                   The End

We read to know, we know to read.

Our lives are blessed with every deed.

Remembering is what we do,

To know each trail that we’ve been through.

But opportunities to share

Are what makes life well worth the dare.

To be here is to master all, 

And find some peace, and have a ball.
Chapter 9

The humor that resides in life

Is there we think to offset strife

For life is harder than we’re warned

It should be praised and never scorned.

Our Neighborhood

When little Tommy Weasel walked to

Death’s House for the day,

he asked Death’s mom behind the

door if Death could come and play.

“Are you quite sure you want my son

to come and play with you?

Do you know who he is, my boy,

and all that he can do?”

“I won’t go out and play with him,”

said Death behind the screen.

“He’s awfully cute, and small to boot,

and sure to cause a scene.”

“Why would you be afraid of me,

I’m only four foot four.

The two of us could have a blast,”

said Tommy from the door.

“Why would you want to play with me?”

asked Death behind mom’s skirt.

“I’m quick to anger, fast to blink,

and all my actions hurt.”

“My sister brags more than you do,

My dog’s got bigger fangs.

The neighbor’s kid’s more dangerous

than Hell’s fiend’s blaster gangs.”

“I might be small and cute, you say, 

but all my farts stink bad.

My teachers threw me out of school

when I flambéd my dad.”

“My soccer coach left town last week,

left no forward address,

when I showed up a game ago

in little sister’s dress.”

“My pets are pigeons, rats, and worms;

my bedroom’s in the shed.

My mother thinks we could be friends,

but sister thinks your dead.”

“Oh, Death,” his mother chimed with glee,

”This lad’s a perfect fit.

Won’t you come in and have a snack,

from Death’s Cold Fusion kit?”

As Tommy crossed the threshold,

crushing thunder split the air,

with winds that trashed debris and dust

and threw junk everywhere.

The lampposts swayed, and tree limbs fell,

and shingles popped from roofs.

Death’s mom said, “What a gentleman,

That Tommy’s wiped his hooves.”

Chapter 10

We travel through life on our way

As time continues while we stay

In Motion as we leave our past

To memories that seldom last.

The Turtle and the Caldron

Chapter 1: Discoveries

         One morning, a very, very, very long time ago, Abe, the turtle, awoke lying on his back, feeling very uncomfortable. After he slowly rolled over onto his four webbed sturdy feet, he realized that the reason his back was so sore was that his shell was missing. Turning his head very slowly to the left, further and further around, he was able to stare at his unencumbered back, and it was indeed naked. There was no shell, no hard packed lovely green and mottled black shell, the home he had been carrying with him all of his life, for as long as he could remember.

          Come to think of it, he could not remember where he had been the day before, nor what he had been doing that would have resulted in a missing shell.

          At that moment, a chicken, apparently on its way to the market, and carrying a basket full of eggs under her wing, sauntered past him on his side of the road.

          Abe glanced at her and said very cheerily, “Good morning.” 

         “Good morning,” clucked back the chicken, without missing a step as she passed to his right. “Nice day for a sun burn, I suppose,” she said, “or do you always start your day with ‘The Emperor’s New Clothes’?”

         “Well, the thing is,” said Abe, “I can’t remember where I put it.”

        “Put what?” asked the chicken.

        “My shell. Perhaps you can help me,” said Abe.

        “Not probably,” said the chicken. “These shells I’m carrying are way too small and brittle, and besides, they’re full of yuck, I mean yolk, I mean yuck, Ha, Ha, Ha, and furthermore, I need to sell them for seed.”  

       “Actually, my question,” shouted Abe after the chicken, “is how would a shell be able to disappear so easily?”

       “Well,” said the chicken, eyeing his back, “it could have been stolen, borrowed, lent, purchased, left, or thrown away, just for starters. Do you gamble? I’ve heard of many a shell being involved in that kind of a game. No? Well, good luck. I hope you find it,” said the chicken as she disappeared over a rise. 

        “Gamble?” said Abe to himself. “What an odd thing to say.”

        He gave a brief survey of everything around him in close proximity on his side of the dirt road, just to see if a stray shell, or perhaps a suitcase, a hat, a wallet, or an umbrella would by any chance be there as an indicator of where he’d been recently, or maybe clue him in as to where he was going. 

          Nothing. Not even a scarf or an empty glasses case.

“Oh well,” he said disconsolately, and noticing no traffic, pedestrian or otherwise, in any direction as far as he could see, Abe made his way slowly across the road.  

          Seeing as how the chicken was definitely heading towards the market, which meant towards the town, Abe decided to head in the opposite direction. Crowds had a way of upsetting his equilibrium and his judgment, which were sometimes a tad slower than everything else in motion on the earth. And, being temporarily absent of his shell made things even more precarious than they already were.  

          Upon getting to the other side of the road, Abe turned left and began a slow and deliberate saunter well off to the side of the dirt and gravel country lane. The sun was just beginning to turn from reddish orange to yellow, low in the sky in front of him, and the dew on the tall spring dandelions smelled of an approaching hot summer’s day ahead. The sky, this morning, was cloudless. 

          A Red Winged Black Bird, perched on one of last year’s dead cat tails, swayed back and forth in the early morning breeze beside him, and, between territorial chirps and buzzings, asked, “Hey there, lose your house?”

          Abe stopped, turned his head upwards to his right and began, “Well, actually, I don’t quite remem…” 

          “Hey there, lose your house?” repeated the Red Winged Black Bird.

         “As I was saying,” repeated Abe, “when I woke up this morn…”

        “Hey there, lose your house?”

        “How do you expect me to answer, if you keep interrup…”

        “Hey there, lose your house?”

        Abe went silent for a second, trying to think of a new or perhaps different way to begin to reply to the question, then thought better of it, lowered his head back down and began again on his slow journey. 

        From behind him came, “Hey there, have a nice day!”

Chapter 2: Visitors

        It was then that Abe noticed several pairs of pale yellow butterflies dancing in the air low to the ground. They seemed to be everywhere he looked. As he stood there motionless, a dancing pair cascaded around and about him in a counterpoint duet of flight that left him visually baffled. But he smiled, as they somehow simultaneously alit on his nose.

         “You don’t mind if we rest here a bit, do you?” they squeaked almost together. “It’s such hard work catching all these morning sun rays; they taste so good, and there are so many of them.” And then they were off before he could reply.

         He noticed that several dozen pairs were flying around and about a very large boulder about 20 yards up in front of him. It’s as if they were almost dancing with the large rock, although it, of course, wasn’t moving at all, visibly. 

          Abe, quickly (well, quickly, for Abe) and steadily approached the rock, which cast a very long shadow almost to where he’d first noticed it. The shade was very cool and refreshing. 

           When he stopped right in front of the rock, within inches of its weathered and smoothed western side, he muttered to himself out loud, casually, “This tantalizing coolness makes me feel the best I’ve felt all day.”

          “Thank you very much,” said the rock.

          “But I really, really meant it,” said Abe.

          “So did I,” said the rock. “It’s pretty seldom any more that anyone stops and says ‘Thank you’ for my shade. Of course, it’s not really my shade. It happens only at the beginning and the ending of the day on either side of me, and only in the late spring, summer, and early fall. But it all depends on the sun, really, so I can’t take the credit completely. But I seem to add some of my own well brought-up cold from deep out of the ground, if you know what I mean.”

          “I never thought of it that way,” said Abe. “Everyone thinks my shell, the one I used to have, the one that’s somehow come up missing, is terrific shade for me and keeps me cool during the day. Actually, it doesn’t at all. I’ve been told it’s because maybe it’s so dark green and black. That’s why I have to get into water quite regularly to lower my body temperature when I get too hot.”

          “You haven’t, by any chance, seen an empty turtle shell just lying around here anywhere, have you?” Asked Abe. 

          “Nope,” said the rock. “But I don’t get around much. Last moving I did was during an ice age quite a very long time ago. However, birds that alight on my top have often spoken of a deep cool creek up the road just about an eighth of a mile off. There’s an old wooden plank bridge over the creek and the water’s really clean and cold, they say. That would be an excellent next rest stop eventually, if you ask me.”

           “Thanks,” said Abe.
           “You’re welcome,” said the rock.

           “By the way,” asked Abe, “all these beautiful pairs of yellow butterflies flying around you, as I approached a few minutes ago, all of the butterflies seemed to be dancing with you. Is that possibly true?”

           “Yes, it is. And can you guess why?” asked the rock.

           “I haven’t a clue,” smiled Abe.

           “Apparently,” said the rock, “I am somehow magnetized in some way, or am perhaps sitting on a spot that is magnetized in some way, that these glorious delicate yellow butterflies use me as a starting point on their migrations south after a long summer here, and, then again, like now, celebrate their return after a long flight from the south, in the spring, by greeting me with this amazing ceremonial dance in my honor. We’ve been doing it every spring and fall for ages. It really goes on for days, as more and more pairs arrive from the south. Some days I’m completely covered in opening and closing flashes of yellow.” 

            At that moment, a pair of butterflies alit on Abe’s nose. “We can take you to the creek, if you want, we know where it is, and everything, we’ve been there many times before, it’s not far, really,” they squeaked in harmony.

           “Thank you, that would be terrific,” said Abe, “but just a second, if you don’t mind.”  Turning to the rock, Abe said, “It’s been a pleasure talking with you. My name’s Abe, what’s yours?”

          “Mendous,” said the rock. “It’s been a pleasure talking with you, too, Abe. Good luck, on your travels. I sincerely hope you find your lost shell.”

          “Thanks,” said Abe, “So do I.”

           Abe then bent his eyes cross-eyed to focus on the two yellow butterflies on his nose. “Hi,” said Abe, quietly.

“I’m Abe, Who are…”

           “Yes, we know; you’re Abe. We’ve been listening to your entire conversation with Mendous. He knows all of us, and all of our ancestor’s names from way, way back. Why, we made the mistake once of telling him our names and he then began telling us who we were descended from, and it was like he was never, ever going to stop with all of the details about all of them.”

            “Oh, pardon us, please, we are so inconsiderate. Here we are going on and on, and so, well, you know, our names are Freeya and Ethra…” 

           “They are sisters,” broke in Mendous from over their shoulders. “They’ve been coming here for two years. Their parents are Alya and Serienna. Their folks are a bit late in arriving this spring, but I expect them any day now. Their grand parents…”

          “Oh my goodness,” whispered Freeya, “We did it again.”

          “Told you so,” said Ethra.

          “Abe,” said Freeya, “we’ll stay right here, for a bit, and you can say goodbye, and we’ll catch up with you on your way to the stream.” Whereupon, Freeya and Ethra bounced up into the air and flew up over Mendous, hovering politely over his top, as he continued.

          “…And the time their cousins barely made it here on the leading edge of that horrible hail storm eight years ago. Why it nearly frightened all of us to death and they all had to huddle under my northeast side for the longest time, and I was so afraid that lightning would strike me, as it so often does in thunderstorms, but of course it didn’t; it just couldn’t have, under the circumstances.”

          “Mendous?” piped in Abe. “I think I’m going to be off, before it gets any hotter, if you don’t mind. Thanks for everything, especially the shade and the advice.”

          “You are most welcome, Abe,” said Mendous.

          Abe waddled out of the shade on the western side of Mendous, and walked between the road and the north side of the rock. He noticed the bright sun having made its way significantly into the morning sky, hot and bright, and golden yellow. It was not only going to be a great and fine day, it was already a great and fine day. A few wisps of puffy cumulous clouds had appeared on the northwestern horizon behind him. 

           By the side of the road on both sides, he noticed wild flowers, of all kinds and colors, bending and turning slowly to face and greet the morning sun to absorb as much light and energy as they could.

           “See ya, Mendous,” said Abe.

           “Bye, bye, Abe,” said Mendous.

Chapter 3: Cool Surroundings

           From where Mendous was permanently perched, it was a very gentle slope downhill as Abe slowly but happily plodded and made his way eastward along the path by the side of the road. He came across and actually had to stop, and side step, a huge colony of tiny brown ants, above ground, reorganizing their home.

          Abe said, “Why, hello, down there.” There was a slight change, he noticed, in the timbre of their quiet high pitched buzzing, which he took as a reply. But they were all in such a hurry to do and get what and where they were doing and getting that he wasn’t sure they were too interested in being social at the moment.

          “Nice day for spring cleaning,” he thought to himself, as he carefully and circumspectly walked slowly around their territory.

          “Have a nice day, and don’t work too hard,” he added.

           Just then, Freeya and Ethra bounded onto his nose, panting, “Hi again, bet you thought we couldn’t catch up to you so quickly. Just after you left, our parents showed up and Mendous of course had to say ‘hello’ to them, and all, so we sort of said farewell and slipped away. Do you see those alder bushes up in front?” 

          Abe stopped, lifted his head and peered into the sloping distance.

          “You mean that cluster of small trees way down there up ahead on the right?” asked Abe.

         “Yup, that’s where the brook is,” said the sisters. “It’s ever so peaceful there. There’s always quite a gathering of creatures and plants, and everything so much alive there amidst the gurgling quiet noise of the brook that’s always bubbling along.”

         “Would you mind sitting on my head rather than on my nose?” asked Abe. “I can’t…”

         “We know! Everyone always asks us that. You get so cross-eyed you’re afraid you’ll trip over your own feet trying to figure out if you should watch the road or look at us when you’re walking and talking. Happens all the time. Don’t worry about it.”

          While they were saying this, they had already taken off from his nose for the short flight to the top of his head.

          “Are you sure that’s O.K with you?” asked Abe.

          “Of course it is. No bother.”

          “Have you ever heard our butterfly song? We can sing it to you all the way to the creek,” laughed Freeya and Ethra.

          “I have not heard it and I’d love to hear it,” said Abe.

          Freeya and Ethra then practiced, “Me, me, me, me, me, me, meeeeeeee,” to get their harmonies and pitches correct.

          As Abe walked, they sang:

(*Ballad Stanza Butterfly Sonnet)

“We love to sing and fly and dance and sound

off as we go. It makes the day seem fast

and light, and not so gosh darned slow. We’ve found

that tunes help buds and bees, and makes them last

all day. Songs give them strength to get through things.

It’s what we hear them say. They all join in

to sing with us, with bands of ferns as strings.

What trees and wind add to the mix is kin

to what love brings. We come and go and speed 

through life, while on our way to ends. Our ways

are lost in time worn years, while all we need

God lends. If all we have is what life pays,

then songs are what are best. So like a guest

when food is served, we sing as we are blessed.”*
* Ballad stanzas can be sung to the song “Yellow Rose of Texas” for special butterfly effect.

          When they were done, Abe stopped, and began banging his tail, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, slap, as quickly as he could,
on the ground, over and over and over again, and then he remarked slowly, 

            “Why, that was simply stupendous, wonderful, astounding. And you both sang it so marvelously. Wherever did you get that song from?”  

           “It was written by a distant cousin’s ancestor a long time ago. We can’t remember, but Mendous knows who wrote it.” 

          “I don’t know any songs,” said Abe, “because I can’t sing. But, I know a poem. Would you like…”

    “Yes, we’d love to hear it,” said Freeya and Ethra. “Please, any time.”

          “O.K.,” said Abe, and he cleared his throat.

Abe’s poem:
“There was a turtle, made a ‘crack’:
‘I’m strong and tough and able.’
But when he slipped upon his back,
became a rocking table.”

         Freeya actually skidded off his head and fell into the air, she was laughing so hard.

        “Get a grip, Sis,” said Ethra.

        “But it’s so funny,” responded Freeya. “Thank you, Abe, I haven’t laughed this hard in a buttercup’s age.”

        “Hey, we’re almost at the brook. See the Bridge? It’s really rickety, so you better make sure you’re paying attention to where you are putting your feet, as there are positively no railings. Also, when you least expect it, traffic decides to appear from the other direction as you try to cross, so you really have to keep to the edge carefully all the way across.”

        “Thanks,” said Abe. He tried to keep all of the advice he’d just heard in the forefront of his mind, as he slowly approached the old wooden planked bridge. 

         But the scenery was so breathtaking. He could smell the wonderful water, and the spring flowers and reeds and marsh plants on the water’s edge. There was a continuous buzzing of melodious insects surrounding everything. The colors were so stark and deep in hew and contrast.

         “Would you like to hear another song, Abe?” asked Freeya and Ethra.

         “Maybe later,” said Abe, “I’m trying so hard not to be distracted.” He tenuously placed his first foot onto the right most side of the first wooden plank on the bridge and surveyed the thirty or forty planks he’d have to step on to cross over. Each plank had a squeak, and a whine, and a give from his weight as he stepped onto the bridge completely. The wooden xylophone-like notes, which his walking produced, sounded like a broken set of muffled wind chimes. 

          As Abe got right to the middle of the bridge, Freeya screamed, “Duck, duck, duck…”

          “Abe craned his neck to the right over the edge of the bridge and peered down maybe fifteen feet into the deep flowing brook. He thought he must have just missed seeing the duck or ducks and bent his head around and under the planks to peer under the bridge to see if the duck or ducks may have gone that way. Whereupon, his sturdy webbed feet slipped on the loose gravel resting on the planks and he fell off the bridge, descending quickly, smack, into the water.

          Just before he fell Freeya and Ethra bounded up into the air, very aware of their quadruped carriage’s position (or lack thereof) on the edge of the boards on the bridge.

          SWOOSH!! Came a deafening noise as a red tailed hawk with talons outstretched screeched across the bridge inches from where Abe had just been and screamed across the tops of the Alder bushes along the banks and arced violently upwards ascending back into the air above.

         Ethra winced, “Wow, was that close! Did you see that? Abe was about to be lunch for that hungry red tailed hawk.”

         “Ethra!” screamed Freeya. “For Gosh sakes! Abe just fell off the bridge! He’s gonna drown!”

         “Freeya?” said Ethra, slowly. “Abe’s a turtle. Turtles live, breathe, swim, eat, and drink water; he’ll be fine.”

        “Oh,” said Freeya, quietly.

         They then gradually drifted down past the bridge’s level height and below the bank’s edges into the vitally cool and wondrous world of the rushing brook, just above the rippling surface, peering at the broken and moving concentric rings Abe had left after his splash, leaving bubbles and rolling undulations within the very center of his place of impact. They were still hovering gently over this very special water real estate of concern when Abe surfaced with his smiling head and remarked, “Wow, does this feel great. How are you two doing? Are you O.K.? You didn’t get wet or hurt, did you, I hope?”

         “Abe! Do you know how lucky you are?” screeched Freeya.

         “Freeya,” whispered Ethra with pursed lips, “Don’t mention anything about the B-I-R-D. Abe’s in the water. Don’t frighten him unnecessarily.”

        “You’re right,” whispered Freeya, in turn. “Wasn’t it really lucky, Abe, that you fell off the bridge right in the exact middle of the brook and landed in nothing but pure, clean, deep water?” 

        “Why, you’re right, Freeya. That was lucky. Oh wow,” said Abe. “Do you see that green stuff over there? That’s watercress. That’s my favorite food in the whole world. I hope you two don’t mind, but I’m going to enjoy a bit of lunch.”

         Whereupon Abe expertly paddled over to the brook’s edge and crawled up to where the huge patch of watercress dangled into the stream, and so began some very serious munching.

Chapter 4: Sheri

          While Abe ate and munched and munched and ate, Ethra and Freeya explored the unusual creek bed and the flora and fauna of the overhanging trees, branches, and leaves of this watery garden. As they danced in the air, playing follow the leader and waltzing here and there, they happened to see an odd configuration of colors and patterns halfway up the eastern bank off the south side of the bridge. They both flitted closer to something half exposed, half buried in the bank. It appeared to be some sort of huge piece of pottery, seemingly intact. 

        After a quick cursory investigation of the artifact, Freeya and Ethra returned to where Abe was, and excitedly exclaimed, “Abe, about twenty feet from where you are on this side of the stream, just over there, beyond those weeds and that brush, is a really neat piece of colorful junk, stuck in the mud in the bank; you gotta see it.”

         “O.K.,” said Abe, with a mouthful of watercress, and he let go with all his claws from the wet dirt and slid backwards down into the water.

        “Where to?” He asked.

        “Follow us,” they chirped.

        He paddled lazily behind them as they floated above the stream in the direction they had indicated. When they came to a ‘dead head’ log, half submerged in the creek, with wet soggy leafless branches bobbing in the current, they turned towards the bank and climbed upwards into the air to a point midway between the top of the bank above and the water’s edge below.

          Abe stopped paddling beneath them and began crawling up the bank gripping the mud with his sturdy claws, slowly and effortlessly in pursuit of what his friends were directing him towards. When he arrived at the spot, he was genuinely surprised at what was protruding from the mud. 

          There was a very large, weather worn and water worn, but intricately painted, urn, stuck in the bank. 

          “Abe, can you reach up, grab it with your jaws, and pull it out? Say, can you do that?” Freeya almost shouted.

          “I can try,” answered Abe. “Here goes.” 

          He slowly stretched out his long neck, grabbed a hold of the top rim of the urn, and then placed his front feet on the lower part of the rim, splaying his back feet across as much mud as he could. And then he pushed and pulled and pushed and pulled, and there was a gurgling and sucking sound, as water and air and mud began rapidly exchanging places. 

           And the urn began to move, slowly at first, and with much help from gravity; and then, all of a sudden, the urn almost exploded out of the mud bank, flipped over Abe’s head and body, and landed about three feet from shore, landing upright in the stream. It then slowly tilted over, due to the imbalanced residue of mud inside it, and then sank in about twelve inches of water, where it rested, nearly completely submerged.

           “Yeah, Abe, yeah, Abe, hooray. You did it. What a marvelous feat of strength and expertise,” said Freeya and Ethra together.          

          “I think it was mostly luck,” said Abe, somewhat startled at the results of his efforts.        

         “Let’s see what it is,” shouted Ethra and Freeya.

         Abe again unhooked his claws and slid down the bank past the log into the water beside the open top of the urn. Abe grabbed the urn gently with his jaws on the outer rim and lightly rolled the urn side to side to let the incoming current of water sift and cart the dirt to help it run out into the stream.     

         After about five minutes of continuous gentle rolling, sifting, and carting, all of the residual earthen contents had been summarily washed out. Abe then dunked his head into the water for the lower rim, readjusted his jaw grip, picked up the urn, and slowly raised it over his head so that all the remaining water could run out. The urn sparkled in the sunlight and glistened as he lifted it high.          “OOOOHHHHH….GEEEEEE!! Would you look at that!!” Squeaked the sisters together, as they hovered directly above Abe and the urn. 

          Through clenched jaws Abe spluttered, “Could dyou dlook to thsee if dere is an neasy way yup thzith bangk?”

           “Sure we can. Stay put, Abe, and don’t move a muscle; we’ll be right back.” Freeya and Ethra quickly lifted up into the air to maybe twenty-five feet above the bridge to get a butterfly’s eye view of the whole brook terrain and then immediately fluttered back down beside Abe.

          “Abe, this is going to be really easy,” they said. “What you need to do is somehow swim or walk to the other side of the bridge through the water. There is a beach on the east side, and you can simply walk out of the water there and up a path to the road.” 

         “I candth thsee where I’m going,” spluttered Abe through clenched jaws, with the urn practically covering his head.      

         “We’ll guide you as you go,” directed Freeya and Ethra.

“O.K., We’re right behind you, we mean above you, Abe. Straight ahead along the shore, keep going, keep going, a bit to the right. No! Too much, O.K., Straight ahead. O.K. keep going, keep going, O.K. Out from under the bridge. Turn sharp right, up onto the beach. Now to the left; just a bit. Steady. Keep going. Onto the path, it sort of arcs to the right. You should be able to feel the dirt on the path.”

           “Of courth I cand feel the dirt,” muttered Abe.

           “Freeya, he can feel the dirt,” whispered Ethra 

           “I know he can feel the dirt, that’s what he just said,” snapped Freeya.

           “Steady as she goes,” they began again with directions. “Around and up. A little more, a little more. There. Up. Done. Great. Now, let’s see what we’ve got,” they shouted triumphantly.

           Abe gently set the urn down on its side in the sand beside the road. He then very lightly put his front legs under the outer sides, and then put the tip of his nose under the lower rim and began to slowly bulldoze forward to lift the urn into an upright pose. With his forward efforts, the urn suddenly braced itself on its bottom edge in the sand and began to automatically lift until it wobbled into a standing position.

           “Yeah, Abe, yeah, Abe. Way to go!!” the sisters shouted. Then, much more quietly, “Isn’t she beautiful?”

            Abe then slowly walked all the way around the urn twice looking and studying it carefully to see what even he found hard to imagine. 

            The old urn was an off-white glazed speckled marble color and was painted with a basic deep Lapis Lazuli blue, with gold trim around most of the lines, letters, and pictures surrounding the embossed panels. These were on all four sides encircling the outer ornamentation. The urn stood maybe fifteen to eighteen inches high with an opening maybe eleven inches across. It was perhaps ceramic, perhaps china, perhaps enameled metal. Abe did not know; but, it was beautiful. 

            Abe stopped and exclaimed, “I’ve never seen anything so spectacular in my whole life. This is so incredibly gorgi…”

            “Thank you, thank you, thank you…”

            Abe and the butterflies practically jerked to a stop, and stared with mouths open in stunned surprise and complete stillness.

             “You have no idea how long I’ve been stuck in that creek bed, not knowing if I would ever be rescued from that awful mud.”

            “What are you?” squeaked Ethra and Freeya together.

            “I’m a caldron. I was designed and built to be used in a temple during sacred ceremonies. I held the food prepared for sacrifice that was then shared by all who came for worship.”

           “Really?” said the sisters.

           “Yes. It was quite a responsibility, and an honor, of course, at the same time,” said the caldron.

           “Was it fun?” they squeaked.

           “Well, not really. It was more of a duty and a privilege, I suppose. But it was terribly important.”

           “Hi,” said Abe, still star struck. “My name’s Abe. What’s your name?”

           “My name’s Sheri, though I’ve not been called that in a very long time,” said the caldron. “Why did you rescue me?”

           “My friends, Freeya and Ethra, here, found you and asked me to pull you out of the mud. They thought you were very unusual and beautiful and interesting, before they even knew who you were. I was just trying to do what they asked me to do, is all. Are you O.K., now?” asked Abe.

           “I am not really sure at all,” said Sheri, softly. “Once I was an object of sacred necessity. Then I was a piece of discarded trash. Now I’m not sure what I am.”

           “Well you’re beautiful, you’re simply gorgeous, you’re completely unparalleled,” praised the sisters.

          “Thank you,” said Sheri, and she began to cry, not knowing if it was from feelings of joy or of sadness.

          “Well,” said Abe, “I have an idea. You see, I’m just a turtle, and all I’m trying to do is look for my shell, which I’ve misplaced somehow, and Freeya and Ethra are traveling with me to keep me company, and I’ve noticed that your stand, on which you set, is concave, while my back is convex. I’m used to carrying my own shell on my back without any trouble, so I could certainly carry you to wherever you are going, or if you’d like, you can come along with us.”

           “But where are you going?” inquired Sheri.

           “Down this road,” said Abe, “in this direction, looking for my shell.”

           “Hey,” shouted Freeya and Ethra, “we could help you search for a place where you could serve food again, maybe. What do ya say?”

           After a brief pause, “I’d love to,” said Sheri.

Chapter 5: Caravan

           Abe searched high and low on their side of the road for some flat rectilinear rocks, and with his jaw, picked up one that was huge but perfect. He walked over to Sheri, pushed her to one side, and placed the rock right under the base in front of him.

           “Yeah, Abe, that’s perfect.” Shouted Freeya and Ethra.

            Abe then went and found another similar rock, grabbed it in his jaw and placed it one quarter of the way around and under the base of Sheri by pushing her over a bit more.

           “Yeah, Abe, that’s two,” shouted the sisters, again.

            In this way, Abe placed a third and fourth rock under Sheri. Abe then took several deep breaths, and then flattened himself as much as he could to the ground and crawled underneath. When he’d gotten his back pressed up underneath her, he stood up carefully and lifted Sheri off the rocks on the ground.

            “Are you sure this is going to work?” asked Sheri.

            “Absolutely,” yelled Freeya and Ethra, giggling. “Abe can do anything he sets his mind to. Believe us, we’ve watched him in action.”

             The sun was now a little more than directly overhead. Puffy cumulus clouds were uniformly everywhere, and could be seen clearly and distinctly to the horizon in all directions.

             “Is everybody ready?” asked Abe.

             “Ready and rarin’ to fly,” said Freeya and Ethra.

             “Are you sure you can do this, Abe?” Asked Sheri. “No! Let me rephrase that. Are you sure that you want to do this?”

            “Sheri,” said Abe, “I would be honored to be able to carry you wherever we are going. And, actually, I think you’re a bit lighter than my shell was, so I’m feeling quite at ease, and about normal.”

           “Sheri?” interrupted Freeya and Ethra.

           “Yes?” responded Sheri.

           “Would it be O.K. with you,” asked the sisters, “if we sat on the top of your rim, up front, for the first part of this trip, for the view?”

           “Why, of course. That would be splendid,” said Sheri.

           “If you three don’t mind,” said Abe. “I think I’m going to stick to the left hand side of the road for a while so we can all see up ahead, so as to notice any oncoming traffic.”

           “Great idea, Abe,” piped in the sisters.

           Abe began to plod slowly along the side of the dirt road, and the motion of Abe, plus Sheri, plus the Butterflies was much like that of a camel or an elephant with an elaborate cargo on top.

           “Pardon me, Freeya and Ethra,” began Sheri, “I know that Abe’s a turtle, without his shell, because he said so, but I don’t know what you folks are. Are you birds?”

           “Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha………Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha………….Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha…..”

          “What’s so funny?” asked Sheri.

          As both Freeya and Ethra wiped their eyes with their wings, they remarked, “Well, I guess it’s because we’ve never been mistaken for birds before. We’re butterflies, insects, actually Lepidopters of the family of Sulfurs and Whites. We should not have laughed, though. You must have had a very sheltered life in the temple.”

          “Yes, I guess I did,” replied Sheri, with a smile and a sigh.

            “Well, we’re here to help. That’s why we’re here.” Remarked Freeya and Ethra. “Ask us anything.”

            “O.K.,” said Sheri, “Why do both of you respond so quickly and say what the other is saying at the same time?” 

            “We’re not just sisters,” said Freeya and Ethra. “We’re twins: Identical. We almost always know what the other is going to, or about to, say, really,” they chimed together, “and because we anticipate what we both are going to say, we also anticipate what everyone else is going to say also, …well most of the time, ….sort of,” they said, mostly together.


Chapter 6: Different folks

           The road away from the creek sloped gently upwards and away from the valley. From behind them, the breeze from the west had turned to the northwest, and it was constant, but cooler. The midday sun’s warmth came and went with each passing cloud. Soon the travelers all noticed a series of prickly thorn hedges and stonewall fences on either side of the road beyond which were pastures with various farm animals. 

           The road was occasionally high enough, with drainage ditches on either side to allow Abe and Sheri and Freeya and Ethra to be able to observe the animals feeding on spring grass, flowers, new garlic, and chive shoots.

            “Ethra and Freeya?” asked Sheri.

            “Yes?” responded the sisters.

            “As you are riding up top and can see better,” continued Sheri, “can you tell me what kinds of animals we’re looking at?”

            “Of course we can,” they replied. “On the right, the fluffy white creatures all over that field, up there on that hill, the slope behind that stone house, are sheep. The moms are called ewes, the dads are called rams, and the babies are called lambs. They eat everything right down to the ground, practically. But we don’t see any dads presently. They generally have curly horns on their heads.”

             “What about those animals over here on the left?” asked Sheri.

            “Those are called cows.”

            “And they are called Guernsey cows,” piped in Freeya.  

            “They look like Jerseys to me,” said Ethra.

            “They’re Guernseys,” demanded Freeya.

            “How would one know the difference?” asked Sheri.

            “Well,” said Freeya, “there are two islands off the coast of France that are called Guernsey and Jersey. Jersey cows come from the island of Jersey, and Guernsey cows come from the island of Guernsey, and these are from the island of Guernsey, so they’re Guernsey cows.

             “Freeya?” said Ethra, “you’re not making any sense. Jersey cows and Guernsey cows have distinct markings. Jerseys are smaller than Guernseys. Jerseys are generally a little more yellowish brown, and Guernseys are fawn and white. And, Jerseys have smaller horns. So you can plainly see that these are Jerseys.”

            “O.K.,” said Sheri. “I get it. Then those animals in the middle of the field to the far left are what kind of cows?”

            “Those are deer,” laughed Freeya and Ethra. “Sometimes deer like to graze in the same fields with cows. Cows are domestic and deer are wild.”

           “What’s the difference?” asked Sheri.

           “I think I know,” said Abe. “Wild animals have to provide for themselves completely. They find their own food, their own shelter, their own bedding, and they take care of themselves and their families completely on their own. Domestic animals get help from people with their food, shelter, bedding, and everything.”

            “Perfectly stated, Abe,” said the sisters.

            “By the way,” asked Abe, “Are you comfortable, Sheri?”

            “Oh, yes, and the view is great, and the company is stupendous, and I’m learning. But are you comfortable, Abe?” asked Sheri.

            “Un huh. I’m feeling very good, thank you,” said Abe.

Chapter 7: Neighbors

           As Abe plodded to the top of the crest of the hill of the road, a gravel lane to a homestead suddenly appeared on his left, while a single horse drawn wagon came over the rise just in front of them and came to a stop just before turning into the lane.

           “Daddy, daddy, daddy, look at the turtle with the funny looking shell.”

           A young girl of about seven with brown hair and pigtails, wearing a plaid shirt and blue overalls was sitting beside her father, who pulled up the wooden brake to a locked position and tied the reins to a post beside him on the wagon carriage.

           “Why, let’s see what we’ve got here,” he said, as he climbed out of the wagon, walked around to the other side, and reached up for his daughter as she threw her arms out to accept his help out of the wagon. When he set her lightly on the ground, she reached up her hand and he took it, and they both walked briskly over to where Abe had stopped with his watchful cargo.

           With the last few yards, the young girl skipped excitedly, and proclaimed, “It’s a beautiful flower vase, with real butterflies on it.”

           “Actually, said Abe, “they are Cloudless Sulfur Butterflies named Ethra and Freeya, and the vase they’re sitting on is actually a caldron, named Sheri, and I’m just a turtle; my name’s Abe. Did I get it all right?”

          “Perfect,” said Ethra and Freeya together, “what a memory.”

          “Well, it’s not so good really,” said Abe, “I still can’t remember what I did with my shell yesterday. Wait a minute, I’m sorry,” said Abe. “We’ve introduced ourselves here, and haven’t let you speak.”

          “I’m Belinda Merryweather,” said the little girl, through holes in her grin where top front teeth were missing, “and this is my dad, Jerry Merryweather. This is our family farm right here. My mom is Susan Merrywearther and my brothers are Jeffrey and Steven, and they are all planting the garden right now. My daddy and I just got back from the village store. We had to do some errands for my mom, as we just ran out of seeds that we were getting ready to plant: radishes, peppers, cauliflower, zucchini, watermelons, and …..some other things.”

            “We’re very pleased to meet you, Belinda and Jerry Merryweather,” said Abe.

            “Likewise,” said Freeya and Ethra.

            At this point, Jerry, who had been standing silently holding his daughter’s hand, and smiling contentedly, stooped down slowly to be at caldron eye level, and asked, “Sheri, you wouldn’t by any chance be one of those sacred temple vessels we’ve heard tell about, would you?”

            “Yes, I am. Well, actually, I was. I haven’t been one for a very long time.”

           “Sheri,” asked Jerry, “would it be O.K with you if we borrowed your services for a little bit today? As you are a sacred vessel, or you were, you have very special qualities that any farmer would be delighted to be allowed to partake in. My wife and I, and our sons and daughter, are, on this very day, planting our garden, and we would sure appreciate it if you could help us water our garden when we’re done planting. And we could bring you right back here to this very spot when we’re done. Would that be possible?”
            Sheri was silent for a few moments that seemed like a few minutes.

            “If you don’t mind,” said Sheri, “I really need to talk this over with Abe and Freeya and Ethra for a second.”

           “Abe, what should I do? I really don’t know if I should do this.”
           “Well,” said Abe, “if it makes you feel at all uncomfortable, maybe it wouldn’t be such a good idea.”

          “I don’t feel uncomfortable. I just don’t know if I’m allowed to, or even supposed to do this.”

          “Well,” said Abe again, “You must ask yourself if what you’ve been asked to do here is something that you think the people who fashioned you, the ones who made you, who painted, and affixed their wording and symbols and paintings on your sides, would be proud of.”  

          “Do you really think so, Abe?” Asked Sheri.

          “Yes, I do,” stated Abe.

          “Hey,” said Freeya and Ethra together, “Sheri, this is a no-brainer, really. You told us yourself, when we first met that you had once served food that had been sacrificed in a temple to all those who came to worship.” 

          “Yes, that’s right.” Replied Sheri.

          “So, the plants need water, which is food for them, and what could be more sacred than water which comes from rain which falls out of the sky?”

           At this point Freeya and Ethra touched-slapped wings at the tip top of their reach.

           “So you see? Abe is right. And you’re right. And it would be like a privilege, maybe even an honor,” said the butterflies.  

           “I’ll do it,” said Sheri, deliberately. “Thank you, Jerry, and Belinda, and Abe, and you two flying instigators. I’m all yours, Jerry.”

           “Please be very careful, Jerry,” said Abe.

           “You bet we will,” said Jerry. 

           Jerry stood up and said, “We’ll have to make a few preparations in the wagon.”

            After putting Belinda back up into the cab, he walked to the back of the cart and began rearranging a few boxes, blankets, and sacks of tools, potatoes, and such. When he was finished, he returned to the foursome on the ground, stooped down again and said, “Sheri, I’ll want to introduce you to my family.”

             “Hey, wait a minute,” barked the sisters, in falsetto. “We’re coming, too. And you can’t leave Abe behind here, either. He rescued her single, no double, handedly from the mud in the creek.”

             “I’m so sorry,” said Jerry. “I didn’t realize. Of course you can all come. There’s plenty of room.”

            “O.K.,” said Jerry, “Sheri, you first.” 

            Whereupon, Freeya and Ethra bounded up into the air. Jerry grabbed a hold of Sheri’s sides and lifted her carefully, cradling her in his arms against his chest, and walked to the back of the wagon. Freeya and Ethra hovered over Jerry during the entire transport. Jerry then lifted Sheri up over the wooden tailgate and set her into a pile of blanket remnants, and covered her over on all sides, making sure jostling would not throw her into the sides of the wagon or the other sacks of tools and bags of vegetables. 

             “You all right, Sheri?” asked Jerry.

             “I think so,” said Sheri.

             Freeya and Ethra landed on Sherri’s rim for the trip up the lane. Jerry walked back over to Abe, and said, “Sorry Abe, somehow I don’t think you should have been last.”

             “That’s quite alright,” said Abe, “I don’t mind at all.”

             Jerry then carefully picked up Abe around his middle and carefully carried him over and set him beside Sheri, but on some separate blankets. He then made his way to the cab, climbed into his seat and asked, “You alright too, honey?”

             “Yes. Thank you, Daddy,” said Belinda, “very much so.”

           “Here we go.” Said Jerry, as he grabbed the reins, undid the wooden brakes, and slapped the reins just enough to indicate to the horse to proceed. The horse jerked the wagon forward and Jerry pulled to the right to get the horse to turn into the lane.

Chapter 8: Gardening

            The dirt, grass, and gravel lane was well shaded by all the spring leafed trees on both sides, but sunlight speckled the path quite frequently as the wagon jogged slowly up towards the house. There were many varieties of birds in the trees, singing their territorial nesting songs: Warblers, Jays, Thrushes, Woodpeckers, Sparrows, and Blackbirds.

             “Will you listen to what they’re saying about us?” remarked Ethra and Freeya.

            “Well,” said Abe, “It seems to be mostly positive. There are quite a lot of ‘Welcomes’ and ‘Glad to see yous,’ and a whole lot of questioning about who and what Sheri is, and ‘What do you suppose so special is going to happen?’ with her arrival here.” 

            “I just knew the Jays would be screeching ‘No trespassing’ and ‘Cease and desist’; that’s what they always do,” stated Freeya and Ethra. 

           As the wagon came out of the tunnel of trees from the lane into the open area of the barnyard, it circled around to the right on the side of the house between the back porch and the garden.

           Susan Merryweather and the two boys stopped what they were doing in the garden and waved to Belinda and Jerry, who waved back. Jerry brought the wagon to a halt and put on the brake.

           “Jerry?” hollered Abe from the back. “Would you mind introducing us to your horse? I’d like to thank him for the ride down the lane. It was as smooth as glass.”

          “Name’s Hank,” said the horse. “Real name’s too hard for anyone to pronounce, so just call me Hank. Glad to meet you, Abe, and Sheri, and Ethra, and Freeya. I’m quick with words, and slow with feet. Nice to know you enjoyed the trip up the lane. Makes me feel good.”  

          “Very glad to meet you, Hank,” said Sheri. “It was a very pleasant ride from the road.”   

          “Do you ever get tired of pulling all this weight?” yelled Freeya.

         “Of course he gets tired,” whispered Ethra, “Wouldn’t you?”

         “Actually, I don’t get tired at all,” said Hank. “This is what I do.”

         “Well, if you ever do get tired, added Freeya, “you can always just lie down, when you’re done, and fall fast asleep.”

         “I sleep standing up,” said Hank.  

         “You’re kidding,” yelled the sisters, in disbelief.

         “Well then,” piped in Freeya, “you could sleep on the job, and no one would notice.” They all laughed.    

           Belinda grabbed her daddy’s arm, “Daddy, will we plant everything we got from the store first before we water everything?”

           “Yes, dear,” replied her father.

            Jerry whistled to get the attention of his wife and sons, and beckoned them to come to the wagon. Susan and the boys carefully stepped into the tracks between the vegetable rows and headed towards the gate in the garden fence on the west side near the house. After latching the gate, Susan, with the boys running, walked over to the wagon, smiling.

         Jerry helped Belinda out of the wagon. And Belinda yelled, “We’ve got company and they’re going to help us with the garden.”

         “Jerry, we’ve got company?” asked Susan with a look of maternal concern on her face as she tried to wipe her garden soiled hands on her apron.

        “Yes,” announced Jerry. “Right at the entrance to our lane, we met some very unusual travelers, and Belinda and I asked them if they wouldn’t mind assisting us with our planting. Please, Susan, Jeffrey, Steven, follow me.”

         He led them around to the back of the wagon, removed the board brace, and lowered the tailgate. He then reached into the wagon bed and removed most of the blanket remnants revealing Sheri and Abe. Freeya and Ethra floated daintily just above them.

           With outstretched and opened left hand, Jerry proclaimed, “Susan, Jeffrey, Steven, I wish you to meet our new friends: Freeya and Ethra, as I remember, are butterflies of the Cloudless Sulfur and White family, and here’s Abe, the Stalwart Turtle, and Sheri, a magnificent temple caldron.” 

            “As Sheri is a sacred vessel for the distribution of temple food, and restorative energies for such,” continued Jerry, “I asked her to participate, if she would, in our garden preparations and planting rituals, and she agreed. And of course, Abe and Freeya and Ethra, who accompany her, asked to come help also.”     

           “Thank you all so much for coming, and for visiting us,” said Susan, bending down to greet them all.” We are so grateful to have all of you here with us. Welcome. Is there anything we can get for you?”

           “Naw, we’re fine,” said Ethra and Freeya. “If you don’t mind, we’ll just partake of all the nectar we can get from your wonderful and colorful flower garden by the house, if we get hungry.”

           “I can just snack on the weeds by the outside of the garden fence, if that’s O.K. with you,” said Abe.

           “I really don’t need anything at all,” said Sheri, “except that, what I’ve discovered today is that my only need, really, is to be needed; and we seem to be about ready to solve and fix that.”   

            Everyone burst out laughing, and the kids all giggled.

Belinda tugged on her daddy’s shirt, “Daddy, you asked Sheri if she could help water the garden. Would it be a good idea to ask her if she could carry the seeds we are going to plant, too?”

            “We could do that,” replied Jerry.

             “Sheri, would you be…”

             “I’d love to,” blurted Sheri.

             “Why Sheri,” said Abe. “You’re beginning to sound like Freeya and Ethra. They’re rubbing off on you.”

            “Hey, that’s not such a bad thing, is it?” Freeya and Ethra shouted vociferously, then laughed.

           “Would it be O.K with all of you if I carry Sheri on my back through the garden with the seeds?” asked Abe.

           “Why, of course you can,” said Susan, “And we can come by, as you walk in between the rows, and get what seeds we need to plant.”

           “And we can fly and comment and watch, which is what we do best,” said Freeya and Ethra.

           Jerry reached into the wagon and grabbed Abe gently, picked him up and set him down on the ground in the driveway. He then reached in and picked up Sheri and set her down on Abe’s back positioning her exactly on top as he had first seen her from the lane entrance. Ethra and Freeya descended onto the front section of Sheri’s front rim and asked, “Well, where do we start?”                    

            “Susan,” asked Jerry, “can you and the boys give me a hand?” Jerry climbed into the wagon and they all quickly did a ‘water-brigade’ routine of handing each other bundles and bags and boxes of items purchased from the store, until all of it was all on the ground beside the wagon.

           “Steven, would you mind unhitching Hank, and taking him to the barn, and settling him in for the day?” said Jerry. 

           “Sure, Dad,” said Steven, “Right away,” and he proceeded to unhitch Hank, and walk him slowly up the driveway to the barn.   

           “Nice to have met you, Hank,” yelled the foursome on the ground.

           “Nice to have met all of you, too,” said Hank.

           “Have a nice long tall sleep,” yelled Freeya and Ethra, together. They all laughed, again.   

           “Well, we’ve got small bags, all color coded for peppers, zucchini, watermelon, cauliflower, and radishes, plus a few more onion sets, tomato plants, seed potatoes and corn kernels. We can do the bags of seeds first, if that’s O.K.?” stated Jerry.

           “Yeah, we can do that,” squeaked Freeya and Ethra.

           “Careful now,” said Susan, as Jeffrey and Belinda hastily placed the bags into the bottom of Sheri’s base.

          Then, with Abe and Sheri in the middle, the entire family sauntered slowly over to the garden gate. Jerry reached out, unlatched it, and swung it wide.

           Jerry began, “You know, we’ve got the south side almost completely planted, as you can see by the rows there, and we’ve got the furrows all dug up on the left, so if you follow me by the fence, we can walk up to where the mounded rows end and the open furrows begin, O.K?”

            “O.K.” said Abe.

            “Now,” said Susan, “I have in my apron…”

            “Wait a second, please,” said Sheri.

            “Yes, of course, I’m sorry,” said Susan.

            “I think we need to do ‘The Planting Song’,” said Sheri, “for the benefit of the occasion. You can all join in. We’ll sing it all together, if that’s O.K.”

            “Excellent.” Said Susan.

            Very quietly Sheri began to sing. And from her base, all the seeds in the bags, and then all the weeds and flowers in and around the garden fence, gradually joined in with her:

Planting Song

“Our Home is our garden,

And our garden is Home,

So with kind helping hands,

We are set in the loam.

While love is beginning, 

And beginning is love, 

We are placed in this earth, 

With good sunshine above.

With good sun comes the rain,

With good rain comes the sun,

So our time here is now,

And our course is begun.

What’s within is without,

What’s without is within,

All beginnings have ends

And all ends must begin

Our table is destiny,

Our destiny is table,

We are here just to share,

What we can, if we’re able.

The vine bears the fruit,

And the fruit bears the vine,

For the seed of the fruit,

Is the star and the shine.

Our Father is Heaven,

Our Mother is Earth,

Our peace is forever,

Our trial is birth.   

So into the ground

We must go for today,

We are blessed as we go

So let’s all shout Hooray!!!!”

          Whereupon, everything growing, and everything ready to be planted, shouted ‘Hooray’, as loudly as they could, and it went on for almost a minute before the cheering died down.  

          “Sheri?” asked Jerry. “Pardon me, but how did you teach all the seeds we just bought to sing that song?”

         “I didn’t,” said Sheri. “They all just know it naturally. It surprised me the first time I ever heard it, too. It is amazing.

         “And Susan,” said Sheri, “so sorry to interrupt you, a minute ago. Please continue with your directions.”        

           As Sheri spoke, Steven returned from the barn, ran into the garden panting, “Hank’s all set. I gave him some hay and rubbed him down.” 

           “Thank you very much, Steven. Well done,” said Jerry.

           “Sheri,” said Susan, ”Thank you ever so much for that lovely planting song. It was simply wonderful. O.K., now. Let me see. I have in my apron, five seed cups for each of us to hold our seeds in. When you run out, you can get more from Abe and Sheri. Try not to spill any. Let me remind you again, you can see by the color coded sticks on the ends of the furrows what needs to be planted in each row: radishes, red, two inches apart; cauliflower, blue, four inches apart; watermelon, green, in groups of eight seeds, two feet apart; same with zucchini, yellow; peppers, purple, eight inches apart. We’ll do the tomatoes, onions, and potatoes later. The corn goes very last on the northern-most side of the garden.”

            “Why is that?” asked Freeya and Ethra.

            “Well,” said Jerry, “Corn planted in a garden needs to be planted on the north side because it grows so tall. The sun arcs across the sky from east to west, but it comes in from an angle on the south side as it crosses overhead. If the corn were to be planted on the south side of the garden, it would shade all of the other plants and they wouldn’t get any sunshine that they need to grow. So that’s why corn is always planted on the north side.”

            As he spoke, they all lifted their eyes skyward to notice the sun beginning its slow descent westward.

            The puffy clouds of earlier in the day had gradually dissipated to just a few wisps, with a few high cirrus clouds approaching out of the northwest.

           “Wasn’t that tidbit about corn amazing?” asked Freeya, “The things I never knew.”

          “Tell me about it.” said Ethra.

         “That’s enough,” yelled Freeya.

         “Only kidding,” said Ethra, who winked at the kids, who all laughed.

        Each child then went to Sheri, and picked out a bag of seeds, that he or she wanted, and found the appropriate color-coded sticks on each row to start setting their seeds in the open furrows.

           “Jeffrey,” hollered Jerry.

           “Yes, dad?” said Jeffrey.

           “You got the Zucchini seeds?” asked Jerry

           “Yup.” Said Jeffrey.

           “Remember,” said Jerry, “that the watermelon and zucchini get planted on opposite sides of the garden spaced at least thirty feet apart, or we’ll end up with gourds.”

          “What’s a gourd?” asked Sheri.

          “A gourd,” stated Freeya, “is definitely a very strange and very unusual kind of plant, I mean vegetable, I mean plant, I mean vegetable, I mean plant  -- one that you definitely do not want to end up with, ever, because it’s one that you never ever want to end up with. Right, Jerry?”

          Belinda giggled.

          Susan said, “Well, Sheri and Freeya, gourds are sometimes unusual combinations of fruits, which come from different vines, when they mix. There’s nothing at all wrong with them. They can have very strange textures, flavors, colors, and consistencies. Sometimes they make excellent foods, but not always, or generally. But mostly they make excellent holiday decorations at harvest time.”

          “Yeah, just like she said,” Said Freeya.

          “Mommy, are the radishes two inches apart?” asked Belinda. 

          “Yes, honey, they are.” Said Susan.

          “Is two inches this much?” Belinda held up her right hand in front of her head with one eye closed and the other peering through her thumb and index finger. 

         “Maybe just a little more. Yes. That’s it,” said her mom, as Belinda extended her thumb.                         

         “Sheri,” asked Steven, “have you ever done this before?”

         “No, I haven’t,” replied Sheri. “In the temple we would, every year, enact plays, which were renditions of planting and harvesting, but I never left the temple, until I was thrown away. With all of this actual planting, I’m getting a marvelous re-education about life. Thank Goodness I was rescued today by Abe, Freeya, and Ethra.”

        “Sheri?” asked Jeffrey, “Could you tell me what all the words, pictures, and letters on your sides in blue and gold mean?”

        “I would love to, Jeffrey,” said Sheri, “But I really do not have any idea at all. I assume there are prayers and blessings for health and prosperity, well-being, and a successful new year, but beyond that, I’m sorry, I don’t know.” 

          “But what I do know is that the energies generated by the inscriptions, drawings, and symbols sanctify all the contents within me for use by all who partake, and that’s why all these seeds will grow especially well and provide the greatest benefit for everyone.”

         “Who’s ready for more seeds?” Hollered Sheri.

         “Why, Sheri,” stated Abe. “You sound positively terrific.”

         “I haven’t felt this good in….. I can’t remember,” beamed Sheri. 

        “Freeya and Ethra?” asked Abe, as he plodded towards the start of another row, “do you remember when you asked me at the bridge earlier today if I wanted to hear another song?”
        “Oh yeah, right.” Piped Freeya and Ethra.

        “Could you sing it, now? I think I’m ready for it, if that’s O.K.”

        “Sure,” said the sisters. Freeya and Ethra then practiced, again, “Me, me, me, me, me, me, meeeeee!!!” to get the harmonies and pitches correct…. 

Ballad Stanza Life’s Dance Sonnet

“All birds and bugs and mice and weeds just live

on earth as friends. They all help out, to keep

things set, so life has no loose ends. They give 

and take, in sun and rain, and sew and reap

what’s due. Their souls are One, through thick and thin,

as life gives forth what’s new. Each chirp and buzz

is like a song that makes a heart felt din.

These sounds all day keep stress at bay. Time was

it made us grin, and dance and laugh, and made 

us smile, and got us through each day. To crow

and sing and prance and share – work as if paid

to play; these help our lives in ways that show

us we are One, God knows. So while time goes

through here and now, songs keep us on our toes.”

           “Thank you, Ethra and Freeya,” said Sheri. “That was absolutely magnificent. I am dancing, as Abe is marching.”

          “You are welcome,” chimed the sisters.

          “Someday,” said Abe, ”we’ll have to ask Mendous to sing us all the songs from your relatives that he’s memorized. You don’t suppose he’d mind such a request, do you?”

          “If you really want to.” Laughed Freeya and Ethra. “He’ll go on and on for days and days if you’re crazy enough to ask him. We’re warning you.”

          “But these are all pretty good songs, aren’t they?” asked Abe. 

          “Borrrrrring.” Said Freeya.

          “Oh yes,” added Ethra, glaring at her sister, “But when you have to sit through all of them (and we have), one after another, they can get really tedious, pretty quickly.”

          “She meant….Borrrrrring.” Said Freeya.

          “I’m done with my seeds,” yelled Belinda.

           “Me, too,” echoed Steven.

           “I’ve been done,” remarked Jeffrey. Susan and Jerry asked the kids to take their remaining seed packs out of Sheri’s container, place them in the back of the wagon, and get the tomato plants and onion sets from the ground.

           They did this, while pleasantly arguing about who was going to be first to the wagon and who could carry the most plants in their arms at once.

           “I don’t ever remember having that much energy,” commented Abe.

           “We’ve always had that much energy,” said Freeya and Ethra.

          “I know,” said Sheri. 

          As the kids were gone to the wagon, Jerry and Susan used hoes to gently cover over all the seeds with a shallow mound of dirt, blended over each and every row.  

          “We’ve got the onion sets and tomato plants,” said the kids with hands and arms fully raised, as they came back through the garden gate in single file.

           “When all are placed in Sheri, you can take out one or two plants at a time and bring them to Daddy or me to place into the ground,” said Susan, from the other side of the garden.

           Abe stood very still and waited patiently for the kids to place everything into Sheri, before beginning again to stroll slowly along the furrowed rows. 

           In a very short while, Jerry and Susan finished installing each and every plant in the ground, doing it all by hand in the rich thick deep brown loam.

           “Time for the potatoes,” yelled Jerry. “Each of you three kids get a bag, please, of potatoes on the ground beside the back end of the wagon, and bring the bag unopened here. Mommy and I will fill Sheri, and each of you can hand us a potato, one at a time for placing in the rows.”

            The kids ran for the wagon and each returned with a bag.

            “These are heavy,” said Belinda, as she tried to hold the bag up high over her head.

           Jerry emptied the first bag from Steven into Sheri, and Abe started walking along the row, as each child leaned over the rim of Sheri and extracted a potato to be taken to one of the parents kneeling along the open rows. The assembly line process was soon finished.

            “Jerry,” asked Abe, “Does each potato planted in the ground produce a new potato?”

            “That would happen if the whole potato were put in, said Jerry. “What we are doing is cutting each seed potato into several pieces, around the eyes in the potato. Each eye of each seed potato will produce its own potato plant. And each potato plant may produce between one to eight or nine potatoes, if we’re lucky. It all depends on what the plant wants to do, really.”  

             “Imagine that,” said Freeya and Ethra.

             “O.K., now. Time for the corn, “yelled Susan.

             “Steven, could you please go get the sack of corn and bring it to me and I’ll fill Sheri with it, and we can all get cups and do the last eight rows together? Remember, the seeds are eight inches apart in all the rows of corn.”

             Each time the kids and their parents came by Sheri for a cup of corn seed, they would say, “Thank you, Sheri,” whereupon, she would say, delightedly, “You are most welcome.”

             “Now comes the very most fun part,” said Belinda, after all the corn seeds were laid in the rows, and Susan and Jerry used hoes to cover all the seed potatoes and corn kernels.

            Jerry lifted his head from using the hoe and called all the kids to stop and pay attention.

           “Let’s have a coordinated water brigade. Jeffrey, you can operate the bucket and rope at the well. Belinda and Steven, you two can bring smaller buckets of water to me to fill up Sheri. And Mommy can get water from Sheri in the water sprinkling jug, and water everything we’ve planted today.”
           As they worked and hauled water and sprinkled, the shadows from the sun, lower now in the western sky grew longer and longer. A cool gentle breeze was soon making the evening work seem easier, as the heat from the day lessened.

           “I’m tired,” said Belinda.

           “Me, too,” said Steven.

           “How about you, Jeffrey?” asked Jerry.

           “Yeah,” said Jeffrey, with his head hung to one side.

           “Susan and I can finish up. You kids can all sit on the fence and watch the last few stages.”

          Jerry went and got the last eight or nine buckets of water from the well to fill Sheri, as Susan dipped her cup into Sheri to fill the sprinkler jug, and took the water to all the remaining plants and seeds in the mounded rows. Abe continued to wander slowly with Sheri. The butterflies, having left the rim, flew up and down the rows above them.

           “Mommy, would it be O.K if we asked Sheri, Abe, Freeya, and Ethra  to stay with us as guests? Asked Belinda.

           “That is such a great and generous idea,” said Susan, “But actually, we may have imposed on these marvelous travelers a bit too much already. We would have to ask them politely if they would like to stay here with us first, before assuming they would consider it.”

            “Sheri, Abe, Freeya, Ethra,” yelled Belinda, “Would you like to stay here with us, and be a part of our family?”

            “Thank you so much,” said the sisters, but we’ve already got a huge family down the road apiece where Mendous lives; perhaps you’ve heard of him; and our folks and relatives and friends there would miss us horribly if we stayed away too long.

           “Thank you Merryweather family for such a delightful invitation,” said Abe. “I would gladly stay with you all. You are all such fine people. But as you can plainly see, I’m minus a shell, which I am sort of looking for, and finding it is really important to me, at the moment. But when I do find it, I’ll definitely return here, for sure.”

          “Thank you Jerry, and Susan, and Belinda, and Steven, and Jeffrey,” said Sheri. “I must tell you, we are already a part of your family, and you are all a part of ours. I would love to stay here and appreciate your offer, but I will continue to travel for a while, anyway, with Abe and Freeya and Ethra, who found and rescued me.”

          As Sheri finished speaking, both Jerry and Susan came up to them, while looking continuously around and about the entire garden, satisfied with the completed planting and watering. Jerry and Susan then both stooped down to Caldron eye level, and in unison said, “We wish to thank all of you for helping us plant and water the garden.”

          “Now you’re beginning to sound just like us,” shouted Freeya and Ethra. Everyone laughed.

          “Do you want us to give you all a ride to the end of the lane where we first met?” asked Jerry.

          “Well.” said Abe, ” it really is a beautiful early evening, and I would love to see the lane up close and more slowly, if you don’t mind. I quite missed it during the wagon ride getting here the first time, though it was important at the time that we take care of the garden chores first.”

          “Then let us at least get the gate for you,” said Susan.

           “Thanks,” said Abe. They all slowly marched along the rows to the western side of the garden towards where the kids sat on the fence.

          “It was a real pleasure meeting you Sheri and Abe,” said Steven, “and you too, Freeya and Ethra.”

         “Yes,” said Jeffrey.

        “Thank you for helping us,” said Belinda, smiling from ear to ear.

        “You’re welcome,” chorused Abe and Sheri and Freeya and Ethra.

        “Jerry and Susan,” said Abe, “If you ever happen to come across an empty turtle shell, please keep it and send word to Mendous that you’ve found it.”

        “Of course we will,” they said.

        “Goodbye, now,” said Abe, as he and Sheri and the butterflies left the garden through the gate and made their way slowly past the stone house into the tree covered lane towards the road. “Say goodbye to Hank for us.”

        “We will. And pleasant travels and successful searchings,” yelled Jerry. “Thanks so much again.”

       “You’re welcome. Have a terrific and productive garden,” yelled Abe.

      “It will be, we’re sure,” yelled Jerry. “Bye.”

     The trip through the tree covered lane was crowned with many different bird calls and comments, over and over again, amidst cheers and hoots, all overlapping: “Thank you for coming”, and “Thank you for seeding and watering the garden”, and “It will make a terrific harvest for all of us,” and “Bless you all for providing such needed good work,” and “Please come again and again and again.”

         “Thank you,” said Abe, Sheri, Freeya, and Ethra, over and over, all the way down the lane.

         And they were actually surprised when even the jays weren’t overly critical, “Please be reminded to have in your possession all of your proper temple credentials with you next year when you return, thank you.”

           “Figures,” said Freeya.

          As they came out of the overhanging tunnel, the sunlight was coming through the branches and trunks of the trees on the west side of the dirt lane. It had an orange yellow haze to it and all the new leaves sparkled with a stark golden dark green.

Chapter 9: Lodgings

          The Country road was empty and silent in both directions. A very quiet evening, with gently setting sun was approaching.

          “I guess we turn left and head east, again,” said Abe. “Is it O.K with you folks up top?”

          “Absolutely,” giggled the sisters.

          “I go where you lead, Abe,” said Sheri.

          “I was just interested in knowing for sure if heading east was where you really wanted to go, is all.”

          “Thanks, Abe,” said Ethra and Freeya.

          “Sheri?” asked the sisters.

          “Yes?” said Sheri.

          “We’re sorry we didn’t yet find you an appropriate temple where you can serve food offerings like we promised to help you find… sorry,” said Freeya and Ethra sadly.

          “Actually,” said Sheri, “what we did today was just as good as that, or maybe even better.”

          “Hey, Abe,” said Freeya and Ethra, “Where do you suppose we’re going to be able to spend the night?”

          “We’ll know when we get there, I suppose,” said Abe.

         The further Abe, Sheri, Freeya and Ethra went from the Merryweather’s lane along the country road east, the denser and huger the trees became beside the road on the north side. The road itself, undulating through rolling hills, went steadily downwards, with each descent following each successive rise, where from the top of each knoll, they could see into the hazy valley far below in the distance.

           As they approached the bottom of one of the low lying depressions in the road, they all became aware of some deep-throated singing, quietly coming from their left in a small green grassy clearing.

           Abe stopped and turned towards the dark glade, which was canopied by overhanging branches from a mammoth old tree with a very large open hollow at its base facing the road.

           As they all stood and stared, the singing stopped and a large booming voice called out, “Why, hello there. You travelers going far tonight? It’s a beautiful evening for a walk.”

           “Actually,” said Abe, “We’ve been traveling….” 

           “…And working,” shouted Ethra and Freeya.

          “….pretty much all day,” continued Abe, “and we’re looking for a place to spend the night.”

          “Well, my fine friends, I’ve got some very nice and large accommodations right here in this hollowed out trunk of mine, which I would gladly share with you if you are interested. Name’s Sundleton. Folks call me Sunny. Must be because of my voice, because my shade keeps most of the sun out of the glade. Come on over here and let me have a look at you. And tell me where you’ve been and what you’ve seen. I’m always starved for news.”

          Abe and Sheri, with Freeya and Ethra on top, stepped off the side of the road’s edge of fine dirt and sand into the fresh green grass and shade, and approached the huge tree, which bent ever so very slowly towards them, as they approached.

          “I’m Abe,” said Abe. “And this is Sheri, and the two butterflies are Freeya and Ethra.”

           “Freeya and Ethra?” said Sundleton. “you wouldn’t by any chance be Sulfurs from where old Mendous lives, would you?”

          “Wow! You know Mendous?” Screamed Ethra and Freeya. 

          “Well, sort of,” said Sundleton. “I’ve known about him for a very long time. There’s an old owl in these woods named Scrates who regularly travels from here in these woods to beyond where Mendous sets, and he takes and gives messages back and forth. We’ve been doing it for an awfully long time. I’m really very old, as trees go, but compared to Mendous, I’ve not even seen a miniscule part of a single day in his lengthy aged lifetime. Well now, come on in, and have yourself a look around. It should be nice and soft and dry and cozy in here. There’s lots of bark and leaves, and you can arrange or rearrange the floor as you see fit.”

           “Thank you so much for your magnanimous hospitality,” said Abe. “I think I can safely speak for all of us and say we are so grateful for your allowing us to spend the night here.”

           “I love company,” said Sundleton. “I appreciate your being here more than you know. Make yourselves at home, please, and whoever wishes to start first with details of all of today’s events, you may begin at any time.”

           “Well, actually,” began Abe, “It all started for me this morning when I woke up and discovered my shell was missing, and I couldn’t remember where I’d left it, or where I’d lost it, or even where I’d seen it last.”

          “Now isn’t that mighty peculiar,” responded Sundleton. So Abe told him all about seeing the chicken and the red winged black bird and then meeting Mendous and the butterflies, but especially meeting Freeya and Ethra, and then about the wooden planked bridge, and the brook, and the songs, and discovering Sheri, and then meeting the Merryweathers, and helping with the garden.

           As Abe spoke, he was interrupted by Ethra and Freeya continuously, but he kept getting slower and slower, and his eye lids got heavier and heavier.

           Finally Sheri said, “Abe, you are getting so sleepy, you better let Freeya and Ethra and me finish the story.”

           “Well,” said Abe, “I keep going because I generally fall asleep by pulling myself into my shell, but I don’t have it, so I’m not sure how I’m going to fall asleep tonight.”

          There was a slight pause. “Abe,” said Sheri, “I would be honored if you would consider using me as your shell for sleeping in tonight, or any night, if you don’t mind. You have provided me today with rescue, transport, and opportunity for service in what I used to do, serving food for others, but today was better than that.”

          “You mean it?” asked Abe.

          “Absolutely,” said Sheri. 

         Abe walked slowly over to the wall of Sundleton’s trunk, where strong fibrous roots extended deep into the ground, and proceeded to rest Sheri up against the bare wood. As he leaned, he was able to tilt her to the wall, and roll out from under her, as she slid back to a standing position. Abe then slowly stretched out his very long neck and grabbed her base with his strong jaw and slowly pulled her out from the base of the wall, until she was sideways on the leaf and bark floor.

          “Yeah, Abe, Yeah, Abe,” shouted the sisters.

          “Why you’re just an old hand, I mean jaw, at this,” chuckled Sundleton.

          “Yeah, he’s pretty clever,” remarked Sheri.

          “Thank you, everyone,” said Abe, “Good night. I’ll see you all in the morning. It’s been a long, but very good day. Good night.”

          “Good night, Abe,” they all quietly chorused.

          And he crawled into Sheri, turned around twice, curled up, and closed his eyes. He listened for a while as Sundleton asked question after question of Freeya, Ethra, and Sheri about the day’s events.

          And as Abe drifted off, Sundleton was explaining, “It wasn’t too long ago that Scrates came back with a new song from Mendous. Got it from one of your cousin’s ancestors, I believe. If I can remember rightly, I think it goes something like this:

Ballad Stanza Golden Silence Sonnet

“We say ‘good night’ when we are through, when all 

our goals are met, when all the world is laid

to rest, and time for sleep is set. The call

for prayers with bells is wrung, for those who’ve made

life glow. Though time for peace is here and now,

time’s stage is but a show. We cannot see

when we are here, that we are but the plow.

The One who guides us through the dirt, helps free

us from the cow. Our field is worked; the crops

are in, the feast is all but done. The clean

up crew has left for bed, as full moon tops

the sun. The clear night sky’s bright stars are seen

as spring is in the air. What worlds we care

to dream up next are found on top God’s stair.”

The Beginning

Rows says sour read

Vial let’s hour blew,

Shook her his suite,

End Sew our ewe.

Chapter 11
And when things are not as they seem

While what we think stays like a dream

We search for answers everywhere

But find in hearts true love and care.

Tongjee
Chapter 1

              As far as he knew, Tongjee was the only fire-breathing grasshopper in existence. Out of all of the baby grasshoppers, 572 of them, that had crawled out of the egg sac with him on May 24, 2008 in Georgiana Ferguson’s Rose Garden in Bellaire, Wisconsin, he was the only one who could hop, fly, chirp with his legs, and breathe fire. 
              Though all of his brothers and sisters wanted him delegated Fire Chief of the Georgiana Ferguson Rose Garden Insect Fire Department when he had accidentally charred all of the head feathers off a robin who had swooped down upon him for lunch a week ago last Monday, Tongjee tried to assure his siblings that a Fire Chief was one who was supposed to put out fires, not start them. 
              Tongjee’s mother, Isabella, who had always insisted that all of her children remember their manners, speak politely to strangers, and avoid being enticed into the back porch limelight, was rather upset the following week when the Georgiana Ferguson Rose Garden Grasshopper and Beetle Community Auxiliary Summer Planning Committee had sent Tongjee a personalized specially engraved invitation to help with the Fourth of July Bar-B-Q cooking and kitchen detail. The invitation had included a clipping from the Tuesday family section of The Weekly Weed and Compost Chronicle, which had accidentally slipped to the ground by their front door mailbox from the large red and white envelope that Mr. Mantis, the postman, had delivered that very noon. Tongjee’s younger brother Freddie, by three seconds, had fought hard through all of the other scrambling children for it where it had landed at their feet, and had hastily handed it back to their mother, who had sternly requested it, as Freddie jumped and hopped and exclaimed, “I never get anything sent to me. Why does Tongjee always get everything?”
              “You get love and shelter, and food, and have lots of friends and fun, and you don’t really need anything else, and neither does Tongjee,” Isabella stated, as she smiled and glared at all of her bouncy, jouncy children surrounding her.
              “But Mom, can’t you please read it to me, please?” pleaded Tongjee.
              “All right, then, everyone: quiet, quiet, QUIET!!  EVERYONE!!” Isabella held both the letter and the article high over her head on their front lawn until all of her children present around her had become more or less still. 
             “I’ll read the invitation card first, if that’s O.K. with you Tongjee,” 
             “Sure is, Mom,” he said. 
             Clearing her throat, Isabella Grasshopper began,

“To the young and distinguished
Master Tongjee Grasshopper
3rd American Beauty Rose Bush Lane
Across from the bird bath                                              June 27th, 2008
                                               
              It has come to our attention (see newspaper article enclosed) that all of us in the Grasshopper, Beetle, and Insect communities are privileged to be living in the most extraordinary of times. Therefore, we, the duly elected members of the Georgiana Ferguson Rose Garden Grasshopper and Beetle Community Auxiliary Summer Planning Committee do hereby congratulate you, Tongjee Grasshopper, on your most recent success at dispelling a ferocious robin attack with your breathtaking fire-breathing internal combustion equipment. We are all so delighted with your newly discovered talents, and extend an invitation to you, if you so choose, and if your parents consent to such an arrangement, to participate both as a specially designated cook in this summer’s upcoming 4th of July Bar-B-Q celebration and as the chief incendiary engineer at the fireworks display immediately following. We look forward to hearing from you at your convenience.

Most Sincerely,

Members in good standing of the GFRGG & BCASPC

Mildred M. Grasshopper   Secretary General
Montgomery T. Beetle Pro Council
Franklyn Q. Grasshopper  General Secretary of Community Holiday Affairs
Trevor Bartholomew Beetle the 3rd  Ad Hoc Administrator to the Secretary General”

              “Wow, Tongjee,” whispered Anna, Tongjee’s younger sister by six seconds, “Do you really think you’ll be able to help cook all of the food and shoot off all of the fireworks?”
              “He’s not going to shoot off anything,” blurted out Isabella, “if I can help it; not until after I’ve spoken with his father about all of this.”
              “Ah, Mom, I’ll be careful,” pleaded Tongjee.
              “Hush now, child, let’s not get in a heated uproar, just yet. I told you I’d speak to your father.”
              A tug on her apron to her left got her attention. “Mom?”
             “Yes, Charlie?” asked Isabella.
             “Can I please read the newspaper article?”
             “As long as you read it out loud so that everyone can hear it,” said Isabella. “Will you need some help?” 
             “Maybe,” said Charlie.
             “O.K., I’ve got your back.” 
             “Thanks, Mom,” said Charlie.   
             “Here it is,” as Isabella handed the article to Charlie, and all his siblings huddled around closely to peer at his face, or the article, or their mom, and all got completely silent and wide eyed.
            “Start from the top,” said Isabella.
            “O.K.” Charlie straightened the article, looked once more at his mother, and began, 

           “Tuesday, June 24th, NEWS FLASH, from the Weekly Weed and Compost Chronicle, by Jay F. Beetle, Garden and Marsh Correspondent:

The tell-tale dangers that lurk in the seamy underworld of everyday life in the heart of Georgiana Ferguson’s Rose Garden could not have been brought to bear more clearly than on this past Monday, June 23rd, at approximately 3:47 PM as little Tongjee Grasshopper, aged just 30 days, was innocently playing a game of ‘Hop Scotch’ with his friends and younger brothers and sisters, when a hook-billed, beady-eyed, talon extended Robin swooped down from the apple tree situated at the northwest corner of the yard, with intent to do harm to Tongjee and his companions. This reporter had the opportunity of interviewing Tongjee and his siblings and family and friends just minutes after the attack. The first to come running over to this reporter announced himself as Tongjee’s older brother Charlie [that’s me] and blurted out, ‘We were playing and it was Tongjee’s turn, and a robin swooped down in front of him and stretched out its neck to grab him and Tongjee just opened his mouth to scream, and I’ve never ever heard him scream ever before, but just when he screamed, there was this huge blast of fire that came out of Tongjee’s mouth, and that robin got it full in the face, and she had to fly up and dunk her head in the bird bath to put herself out. We all cheered and laughed, it all happened so fast, I wish you guys had gotten a picture of it. You should have seen the expression of surprise on Tongjee’s face.’
             ‘Slow down, young man,’ I said, ‘I’m a reporter, not a court stenographer. Now hold on, what game did you say you were playing at the time?’ 
             ‘It was “Hop Scotch,” said Tonya, Tongjee’s younger sister by ten seconds, ‘but we’re going to rename it “Hop Scorch.” They all giggled.
            ‘Well,’ said I, ‘I think that Tongjee is a bona fide hero for stopping and preventing a potential massacre before it got started.’
            ‘Hero, nothing,’ chimed in Isabella, his mother, who had come running from her kitchen with some of her children trailing behind her, her apron in a flurry, like an airport windsock, with soapy water dripping from her hands, ‘And where is he?’
             ‘Mommy, Tongjee’s over there sitting on a toadstool holding his hands over his mouth so he don’t blow up anybody else,’ said Sonya, younger by fifteen seconds from Tongjee.
             ‘What are you talking about, blowing up anybody else?’
             ‘We were playing Hop Scotch, and a robin attacked Tongjee, and he opened his mouth to scream and he lit her on fire, like this,’ said Sammy, who tried to imitate Tongjee, but dribbled a whole mouthful of spit down his chin, ‘but when he did it, fire came out of his mouth,’ said Sammy.
             ‘Wipe your mouth, Sammy,’ insisted Isabella. Sammy grabbed a long thick blade of crab grass and dragged his face slowly along both sides of it.
          ‘Tongjee, is this true?’ demanded Isabella. Tongjee shook his head up and down slowly, while still holding his mouth shut with both his front hands.   
          ‘Open your mouth,’ demanded his mother. With a look of sheer horror on his face, Tongjee desperately shook his head “no,” while still holding his mouth shut with both his hands.
           ‘All right, young man, you’re coming with me right now to see Dr. Samantha Butterfly this instant.’ Isabella grabbed Tongjee’s arm, which still held his mouth shut, while all of his brothers and sisters and friends and this reporter followed in a parade to the Rhododendron Bushes. Dr. Samantha Butterfly has, as you all know, a mobile medical unit, depending on which flowers are dispensing with the most currently dripping nectar. 
          ‘Dr. Butterfly, Dr. Butterfly,’ hollered Isabella, ‘I’ve got a problem.’  
          ‘Over here, Isabella; I’m in the Forsythia Bush collecting ingredients for the Darning Needle twins. I hope it’s not poison ivy, again, hay fever, or seasonal allergies.’
          ‘I’m afraid not,’ yelled Isabella, ‘Tongjee seems to have contracted some sort of a sore throat with a touch of inflamed tonsils. Could you please have a look at him?’
          ‘Sure can,’ said Samantha, as she came out of the Forsythia Bush and fluttered down to where Isabella and Tongjee and crew were waiting.  
          ‘Well now, young man,’ said Samantha, as she stooped down to look at Tongjee, surveying his face, arms, legs, and body, all very quickly. ‘Do you feel O.K.?’ 
          He nodded his head ‘Yes.’ 
          ‘Does your throat hurt?’ 
          He shook his head ‘No.’
          ‘Is there a reason you’re holding your mouth shut?’
          He shook his head ‘Yes.’
          ‘Can you open your mouth, please, for me to take a look?’
          (A chorus of, ‘You better duck,’ ‘Watch out!,’ and ‘I wouldn’t if I were you,’ pattered around the assembled children)
          ‘What’s this all about? I’m a doctor,’ stated Samantha to the crowd of children, ‘I’m not going to catch anything that Tongjee’s been exposed to.’ There were murmured echoes of whispered fright, and whining, and whimpering, and squealing.   
          ‘Tongjee, please open your mouth, and let me have a look….Thank you.’  Tongjee slowly let go of his mouth, dropped his hands, and opened his mouth for the doctor.
          ‘Say “Ahhhh”,’ said Dr. Butterfly. As he said ‘Ahhhh,’ all of his siblings and friends hit the deck flat all at once and didn’t move.
          ‘Your throat’s a little red. You said it didn’t hurt?’
          ‘Nope,’ admitted Tongjee.
          ‘Are you hot?’ asked the doctor.
          ‘I don’t feel hot,’ said Tongjee.
          ‘Dr. Butterfly, Jay F. Beetle, here,’ I said, ‘reporter for the Chronicle, Ma’am. Tongjee’s brother, Charlie told me that Tongjee was attacked by a robin about 25 minutes ago, and when the robin was about to grab him, Tongjee tried to let out a scream, but instead of just a scream coming out of his mouth, a blast of fire hit the robin full force, and it had to fly away. That’s what Charlie told me, and all of the rest of these kids confirmed what he said.’
           ‘Is this true Tongjee?’ asked Dr. Butterfly. He nodded his head several times, his head falling lower and lower with each nod.
           ‘Here, Tongjee,’ said Charlie, running with a seeded dandelion in his hand to about 15 inches away from Tongjee, while he held it up straight. ‘Here, Tongjee, do it again. Scream at this dandelion, but don’t miss.’
           ‘My son is not going to light a dead dandelion on fire. This is the most ridic…’
           ‘Wait a minute, please, Isabella,’ said Dr. Butterfly, ‘I’m still doing my examination of Tongjee. Tongjee, please scream at that dandelion, and aim for the top, not the stem, which your brother is holding. Can you do that?’
           ‘Sure,’ said Tongjee. Tongjee slowly stood up, and squared his shoulders, while everyone assembled put their hands to their mouths in anticipation.
           ‘Wait a second,’ I blurted out. ‘I’ll need a picture for the Chronicle, if you don’t mind, Dr. Butterfly, Mrs. Grasshopper?’
           ‘Sure, why not,’ the two ladies said in virtual unison. This reporter, Jay F. Beetle, ran over to a spot triangulated from Tongjee and the dandelion, took the cap off the lens of my camera, checked for lighting, and hollered, ‘All set, here, do your best.’ 
          And so, as we all waited and watched, Tongjee screamed. A huge straight fierce blast of fire, red, yellow, and blue exploded out of his mouth, and vaporized the white ball of dandelion seeds, sending sparks into the air that vanished as they shot in every direction.
           ‘Good gracious Vesuvius!,’ bellowed Dr. Samantha Butterfly. ‘I’m not sure I’ve got a specially brewed tonic for that, just yet.’
          All of his siblings and friends clapped and cheered and jumped up and down, except for his mother, who put her face in her hands, shook her head, and said, ‘What have I done to deserve this?’ 
          ‘Patience, Isabella,’ said Samantha, as she looped her wing gingerly around her friend. ‘Remember, seldom is it that Mother Nature does one thing, and Divinity another. There must be a purpose in all of this, that we down here do not yet perceive, or yet may never perceive; but this could prove to be as marvelous as it is peculiar.’ 
           ‘Tongjee,’ asked Samantha, ‘Would you please open your mouth again for me, without screaming?’
          ‘Sure can,’ he replied. He was smiling, his eyes gleaming, his hands fidgeting, not knowing what to do, or how to move.
          ‘Say “Ahhhh”, carefully,’ said Dr. Butterfly.
          ‘ “Ahhhhh,” ’ said Tongjee.
          ‘I must say,’ said Samantha, ‘your mouth appears exceptionally clean and healthy. You may need to chew some hibiscus, peppermint, and chamomile leaves which I have in stock, for any redness or discomfort; other than that, you look fine. But, you will need to have a serious talk with both of your parents on when and when not to use these new unusual skills. Is that understood?’  
          ‘Yes, Ma’am,’ replied Tongjee.
          ‘You may also get a lot of strange requests,’ continued Dr. Butterfly, ‘from friends, neighbors, and even your own brothers and sisters. But may I suggest to you that you ignore all of them. You will come to learn on your own, when and when not to use this fire appropriately, if ever you do intend to use it.’
          Isabella Grasshopper then thanked Dr. Samantha Butterfly for her help, assistance, and advice, and holding Tongjee’s hand, firmly escorted him back to their home, followed by some of her children, while the rest stayed to examine the remains of the dandelion with Charlie, and talk about what they had just witnessed. This reporter hurriedly tried to assemble all of his notes and confirm names for this story, which turned out to be the most unusual account this aged reporter has ever been privileged to transcribe. 

                    THE END,” 

proclaimed Charlie. 
            “Very well read, Charlie,” said Isabella Grasshopper. “Thank you very much. Well now, children, who’s ready for a meal?” she asked, as she folded the article and placed it carefully into the card, slipping it into the red and white engraved envelope so that her husband, Freeman, could read it all fresh later that day.
           “We’ve got a good variety of fresh greens and a large quantity of last year’s seeds for anyone wishing to stay for lunch.” A large crowd of eager children, including the Isabella and Freeman Grasshopper kids, with their neighborhood cronies, followed Isabella and Tongjee into the Grasshopper abode, and assembled around the 36 ground floor oak leaf tables stretched out in the extended family dining hall from the kitchen foyer to the pantry. 
           “Who’s helping in the kitchen?” yelled Isabella, as she grabbed an apron and surveyed the youthful audience. “The acorn salad bowls and walnut serving bowls are here in the cupboard beside the sink spring. Make sure everyone and each table gets one. The vegetable stew and salad fixings are all self-serve, so do help yourself. But form lines, please. Herbs and spices to suit your taste are on the sideboard or on the tables. The root cellar and larder are overstocked, but don’t take more than you can eat, please,” hollered Isabella above the noise of 75+ kids, selecting bowls, foods, and tables.
            After Tongjee, Alex (older than Tongjee by 32 seconds), Charlie, and Constance (older than Tongjee by eight seconds) helped pass out bowls to all of the regulars and the invited guests at the multiple tables, Tongjee went to sit beside some of his best friends and future schoolmates: Jessica Beetle, Susan Cicada, Alonzo Cricket, and Stanley Spider. 
            “Have you guys seen the new summer school curriculum for this year? Classes start next week and I really don’t think I can handle all of the new posted schedule: Agronomy, Micro-Economics, Cold Storage Physics, Seed Pod Harvesting, Assembly Line Cooperation, as well as Chorale Singing, Cooking, Track and Field, Line Dancing, and Self-defense.”  
            “Tongjee, please,” burst out Alonzo. “You, of all grasshoppers, do not need self-defense. And as long as we’re with you, wherever you go, we won’t need it either. By the way, do you suppose you could teach me how you do that thing with your breath or whatever it is you do? I’m sure my folks would pay for lessons. Come on, what d’ya say?” 
            “First things first,” said Tongjee. “I don’t know how I breathe fire, so there’s no point in my trying to teach you or anyone else how to do it. And second of all, I don’t know why I can do this, so even if I did know how to teach someone else, I’m not sure I’d want to teach it. And third, I know my parents would never allow me to.”
           “Tongjee?” asked Jessica, dreamily, staring at him across the lunch table, while absentmindedly stirring her food with a fork. “What classes are you signing up for this summer, ‘cause whatever you’re taking, I’m going to make sure I’m sitting right beside you in every class.” Then she sighed heavily, fluttered her eye lashes and feelers rapidly, as everyone else at the table groaned and rolled their eyes. Tongjee blushed.

Chapter 2

        That afternoon, at a pickup practice baseball scrimmage, between the Golden Grasshoppers and their long-time “back-40” rivals the Dapper Daddy Longlegs from the Inter-pasture League, the coaches of both teams, during pre-practice warm-ups, were trying to emphasize fundamental skills: throwing, catching, hitting the right cut-off bug, scampering the bases, stealing signs, bunting, and hitting to the opposite field to move runners along.
          When the game started, Tongjee, playing short-stop, and batting eighth, came up for the first time in the third inning. He had selected his bat, waited his turn in the on-deck batting circle, and had come to the plate. He set his bat down, leaning it against his legs to stoop and pick up a handful of batter’s box mud to rub on his hands. It was at this moment that Ralphie Roach, the pitcher for the Long Legs decided to ignore the upraised hands of the umpire, who’d called time, and hurled a bean ball at Tongjee’s head. Alonzo, who played first base and was sitting on the bench yelled, “Look out!”
         Tongjee glanced up just in time to see the spinning ball bearing down on him. His scream met the ball in mid-flight where it exploded in a blasted fit of smoked string, dock hide, and cork. The stream of flame continued out past the mound where Roach had fallen on his face to escape the dangerous heat. 
         “Roach, you hot head, what the heck was that all about?” yelled Wally Wasp, Tongjee’s coach.
         “Hot head? Hot head?” Barked Roach as he jumped up. “I’m the hot head? What about Monster Mouth at the plate, huh?”
         The benches cleared, and the umpires circled the players. Then all the yelling and jumping and bantering quickly subsided. Tongjee was heading back to the dugout, where his teammates and foes had expected him to be in the center of a battle.
         Tongjee, with his bat dragging behind him in the grass, head staring blankly in front of him, mumbled, “Sorry, Coach, I didn’t mean to do that. I’ll pay for the ball. I didn’t mean to scare Ralphie.”
         “He had it comin’,” commented Coach Wasp, “and forget about the ball.”
         “But I could’a killed him.” Tongjee pleaded.
         “Nah,” Coach Wasp spat and looked sideways at the bat rack and the sky trying to make light of the situation. “You gotta have a lot more in that flame thrower of yours than what you got to kill a Roach, specially one from Thaddeus P. Roach’s clan. All you did, kid, was give him a mouth full a dirt, and that’s not the first time that’s happened. Go on back out there and just make contact with the ball. You need practice on keeping your swing even and level. Go with the pitch, and try not to swing for the fences. That bit’s a fool’s game. Getting on base consistently is the key to success in this sport.” 
           Tongjee walked back up to the batter’s box and banged his bat on the plate. The Long leg’s defensive players walked back to their positions. The Grasshopper and Long legs extras exited the playing field to their respective benches in their dugouts, and the umpire returning to behind the plate hollered, “Play ball.”  
           Tongjee lifted a 2 & 2 pitch into right center field and sped to first base. His coach yelled, “Way to run it out, Kid.”
           The right fielder, running in from the fence, caught the ball in mid-stride and threw the ball into the second baseman. As Tongjee ran back to the dugout, the manager barked, “Nice cut, Kid, solid swing, good contact, keep up the hustle. Let’s go McAllister, Jake, get up there and put some wood on it.”

Chapter 3

          That evening, when Freeman Grasshopper returned home from working all day at the Community Seed and Husk Cooperative, and received word on all of the day’s events, Isabella raised her hand to stop Freeman’s frustrated reaction, “Now don’t start on me, Freeman, please, I’ve done a pretty good job hiding all the rest of the hundreds of letters that have arrived here since the day after the robin attack. I know we both agreed to keep a very tight lid on all of this, but that blasted invitation from the Summer Planning Committee came in a regular hand addressed envelope to Tongjee, and Luba Spider, Tongjee’s best friend’s mom, was the name on the return address. The committee members must have known of the connection Tongjee’s got with Stanley, his being the catcher on Tongjee’s baseball team, and all. So they got her to hand address that letter, knowing full well how we feel about such things. When Tongjee opened it, the article fell out on the ground, and there was no hiding it. I’m so sorry…. O.K., now you can speak.”
            Freeman just stared lovingly and with concern at his wife, Isabella, as she pleaded with him with her eyes to simply say something reassuring.
           “I’m afraid,” said Freeman, trying to be solidly diplomatic, yet conciliatory, “we’re going to have to share what we’ve received and collected of all of this nonsense with Tongjee and all of his brothers and sisters. They need to be prepared for any unexpected barrage of possible troublesome encounters with these flim-flam artists: those who seem to be crawling out of the woodwork, and are now soon sure to be knocking on our front door right here on American Beauty Lane any day. I wish we could hide or go on vacation for the summer, but I think we’ll have to ‘tendril-down’ and sandbag our existence here as best we can and get used to whatever bothersome trouble comes our way. As Dr. Samantha Butterfly said last week, there may be unexpected trials and blessings from all of this.”
           Then, producing a cross between a smirk and a shrug, Freeman stepped over to Isabella, embraced and hugged her tight, and gave her a big long kiss.
            “We’ll weather this together, Dear,” Freeman told her affectionately. “Shall we call a family meeting?”
              “We’ll have to,” said Isabella, convinced that Freeman had decided what she would have chosen as a sensible course of action.
              Freeman took the family “Ground Maple” penny whistle off the kitchen calendar shelf and blew three short high pitched blasts. From every room in their five story house emerged children who began descending to the main floor living area, or positioning themselves at the railings of the four balconies. When all but a few stragglers were seated around Isabella and Freeman, or hanging over the railings, Freeman began the family forum by announcing: “As all of you have become aware in recent days, our grasshopper household has been challenged by an unusual and perhaps fateful occurrence that has been surprising, incredible, and eye-opening, to say the least. But what you are, and have been made aware of, is actually only the tiny tip of the ‘Proverbial Iceberg.’ Your mother and I are also in new territory here, and we’ve decided to ask for your help and support in what we are all going to be going through. The letter that Tongjee received today was not the first invitation he’s received from outside interests,” (sounds of muffled surprise echoed throughout the amphitheater-like living space) “wishing that he use his fire breathing abilities for questionable purposes. Today’s letter simply slipped through our strategic fences like a small fish through a woven net. On Monday evening, last week, after all of you had gone off to bed, Mother and I stayed up rather late talking about what we assumed were going to be expected reactions to Tongjee’s newfound talents. First thing Tuesday morning we walked up to the post office to request of them that they hold any and all unsolicited mail directed to Tongjee.”  
            Freeman stooped down and took a scotch-taped piece of paper off of a cardboard carton. “This box on the floor here is full of hundreds of such letters saved by the Post Office asking Tongjee to (as Freeman scanned a piece of paper containing a hand scribbled list), let me see now, to help clean chimneys, to stoke fires in a blacksmith shop, to work in a hot air balloon ride enterprise, to work in a fertilizer factory, to be a side show artist in a traveling flea circus, to be the main heat source in a Hot Springs Resort, and to help operate the organ steam pipes in a Nashville Olde Time Calliope Band. Most of the rest of these requests were for bagel, bakery, and pizza shops. Oh, and we also got one from the Back Lot Triticale Bread Company needing a bake oven, and also one from the Kiddy Steam Train Amusement Park Ride over at Five Corners needing a coal burning furnace.”
             “Mom?” from up in the balcony.
            “Yes, Charlie,” said Isabella.
            “Why have so many strangers we’ve never met sent Tongjee so many letters? And why do creatures find such interest in his ability to breathe fire, anyway?” 
            Isabella looked at Freeman for a comment. “Dear, do you have any answers? I’m not sure I know a way to make all of this clear.”  
            “Well,” said Freeman. “I’m not sure I’ve got an answer, but I’ll try.” He looked down at the papers he held, looked up and surveyed all of his children in front of him, and looked at Isabella, who smiled lovingly at him, though her eyes appeared careworn. 
            “It seems to me,” he began, “that for reasons I may never understand, creatures are not overly interested in folks who become successful in life working very hard over a long period of time to achieve success with dreams they’ve pursued. When anyone who simply works hard can achieve anything that they set their mind to, it seems to be viewed as not as important as when someone is born with an amazingly rare talent that was seemingly bestowed upon them unexpectedly.”   
            “Dad?” asked Trevor, from down front.
            “Yes, Son?”
            “I know that you mean Tongjee, as someone born with a gift he didn’t ask for, and getting a lot of attention for it. But could you explain what you mean by working hard all of your life for a dream and not getting recognized for that? I mean, why wouldn’t you?”
            “Sure,” said Freeman. “Do any of you here know anyone who lives right here in our very own neighborhood who fits that description?”
            “What description?” yelled Timothy.
            “O.K.,” responded Freeman, “Someone who has been very or exceptionally successful with their career that they’ve spent their whole life doing, yet few know what they actually do.”
            There were a lot of whispered comments from all over the room as Freeman’s and Isabella’s children shared ideas and names; but the whispering eventually died down to a muffled silence after a minute and a half.
           “Any guesses?” Asked Freeman, again. Silence. “Well, just four doors down from us, towards the lilac bushes, lives an amazing piano teacher, Svetlana Torasheva Spider, who teaches not only piano, harpsichord, the Weppi-Vefr, and the Karphos Harp, but has been designing and building her own concert instruments for what seems like an age. All of you may know her simply as that old local musician who teaches many of you and some of your friends; but she has performed all over, and accompanied some of the best musicians in the North Woods, and quietly been a phenomenal success in her own field, while also being Stanley Spider’s Great Grandmother, with little or no notoriety. And she’s been a prolific composer of orchestral Pastoral Symphonies, Nocturnes, Sonatas, Etudes, and also Preludes and Fugues for her String Quartet. Give us a show of hands if any of you were aware of her accomplishments.”
           Three hands went up from the various balconies, from three kids who happened to take lessons from her.
           “That most of you were completely unaware of her real successes shows how sometimes success and fame can be completely unrelated. Sometimes you can have fame and success at the same time, but not necessarily. And you can be famous without being successful, and clearly you can be successful without being famous,” stated Freeman.
           A smattering of giggling and murmuring erupted from the assemblage of children above and below.
           “Hey Daddy,” yelled Frieda from the back on the ground floor, “which would you rather be: famous or successful?”
           “Good question, Frieda,” replied Freeman. “Anyone want to offer answers and why?”
          “I want to be more famouser than Tongjee,” screamed Danielle from up on the fourth level, “and get my picture in the paper with the rest of the Ferguson Garden Marching Band, ’cause we just got new uniforms.”
          “I’m going to be more famous than Danielle when I get elected President of the United Insects of the Georgiana Ferguson Rose Garden, when I get big,” hollered Sean from the top deck.
            “I’m going to be really successful and really famous when I invent and build a new Loop-D-Loop Roller Coaster for the Amusement Park by the gold fish pond,” yelled Steven from the kitchen, as he brought back a plateful of snacks, and several of his brothers and sisters raided the platter as he tried to side step to his seat. 
            “Hey, get your own,” he laughed, as they all yelled, “Thank you, Steven,” in sequence.
            Isabella leaned forward and whispered loudly into Freeman’s ear, “I’m not sure this is working, Dear.”
            “Daddy?” Yelled Frieda, again. “You didn’t answer my question. Which would you rather be?”
            “Well, Dear,” said her dad, “I will probably never be famous, whether or not I try to become famous. Becoming famous, in my mind, has only a very few blessings, and generally way too many cumbersome and never-ending difficulties associated with it. Success, on the other hand,” continued Freeman, “is generally something that is judged by the person doing the work, or by friends, family, or colleagues. If one is content and satisfied with the work one is doing, that may be the real measure of success. I feel successful with my work at the Community Seed and Husk Cooperative. I know my job. I do my work. My bosses are pleased with my work (I think.). But I don’t believe my work, regardless of how hard I do it there, will ever make me famous. But I consider that a blessing. I don’t need the usual headaches that fame brings in tow. Does that answer your question?”
           “Do you want us to be successful or famous?” asked Jesse, from the second floor balcony.
           “Your mother and I want all of you to be and become successful, with whatever you choose to do with your lives. If you choose to also pursue fame, that is something we can try to help you to realize; and we will both encourage you to be mindful of making correct choices along the way, while being honest, and forthright, and conscientious: all the things which we and your friends, neighbors, and teachers would expect you to be, as positively behaving grasshoppers within this community. We don’t think that’s too much to ask of all of you. But your choices are yours, and we’ll support you in any direction you want to go in.”
            “Well what about Tongjee, Mom and Dad?” Hollered Jacob, from down in front. “I don’t think he wanted this fire breathing career. How do you help him?” 
            “That’s the reason we’re having this family meeting, children,” said Isabella. “All of us in this family are going to help Tongjee, as he and we all help each other every day. That’s what a family is. If we can’t support each other through this unusual circumstance that has happened to us, then we don’t really know what success is, do we?”
            There was a chorus of, “Yeah, Mom,” and a lot of clapping.
            “As we end this meeting,” piped in Freeman, “I want all of you to keep your eyes open, your ears open, your feelers extended, and share what you know and learn as we all help one another through whatever it is that comes our way. Your mom and I are not even sure what that will be. Remember, also, that summer school starts up next week, so we want you all to get into a regular sleep schedule by the end of this week. Dawn comes early.” 
            “So if any particular members of our community or from outside of our community approach any of you regarding Tongjee,” continued Freeman, “please be very polite, take their names and cards, if they have them, and tell them your parents will make contact with them at some time in the future. Time for chores and bed, Kids. Sleep well.”
            There was a mad scramble for the kitchen and the restrooms, as Isabella gently touched Freeman on his shoulder and headed for the kitchen herself to clean up. Freeman picked the box of solicitations up off the floor and placed it on a shelf in the kitchenette sunroom off to the side of the open living room area. He began to whistle a Beetle folk song he’d learned as a child. Some of their kids from various rooms broke in to sing the words to the whistled tune. Freeman’s eyes sparkled, as he whistled and listened:   

“There’s room for one and all this day, the sun
is fresh and bright, the rain has left a touch 
of dew that sparkles in the light. There’s none
who would not sing for joy, nor grant what’s such

a dream; the grass is green, as peace is shared
beside this rock filled stream, where water’s cold,
and rushes sway, small falls make waters staired,
like steps of foam on silvered stones where gold

fish drink what’s aired, where dragonflies that kiss
the pools and hover still with ease, are free
to dance and play at tag, or buzz the bliss 
of bees, that dart from bloom to bloom to see

if nectar’s worth the stay, while on their way
to gather food this wondrous peaceful day.

Chapter 4

        A loud series of five knocks on the front door at 7:05 A.M. the following morning interrupted the Grasshopper breakfast routine. Isabella hastily dried her hands on a kitchen towel draped over the last chair at the far end of the breakfast nook as she headed towards the front door. When she pulled the door open, she was startled by a tall, very old, but serious looking Grasshopper in full dark green military uniform. Before she could utter a word, the gentlebug removed his badged, visored hat, placed it crisply under his left arm, and began, “Pardon me, Ma’am, for arriving unannounced. I am Colonel Westcott Grasshopper, 3rd Battalion Infantry Commander, retired. I wish to speak to the parents of Tongjee Grasshopper and offer my services, free of charge, for his advanced training in incendiary self-control. Dr. Carlisle at the Brook Water Institute and Mayor Bridgestone here in our own Ferguson Insect Village bade me stop by. I am certified in all of the 8 levels of armed claw to claw combat from the Mountain Mandible Tradition, I have 5 years as an expert in the straw bow category, I took second place two years running in the free style Saw Grass national competitions, and I’ve been a rock island survival skill senior instructor for the duration of my current special services tour of duty. From those who pay attention to such things as Tongjee and his abilities, and from those who are in authority who wish that he receive the best training available, for his sake and the community’s at large, I am here at your service.”
             At this point in the lengthy monologue, Freeman, who had been listening from behind his morning paper at the breakfast table, got up and sauntered to directly behind Isabella.
            “Of course,” continued Westcott, “I expect that you will require some time to consider the proposal. You can reach me through Mayor Bridgestone’s office. Here’s my card. I will await your response, at your convenience. Good Day.” Whereupon, he swiveled on his heals, while replacing his hat on his head, and marched quickly down the walk, spun on his heals at the end of the dirt path, and marched to his right, away towards the main street square.
              After following Colonel Westcott’s departure with their eyes, and staring at the empty path, Isabella and Freeman turned slowly to face each other, their eyes wide with surprise, horror, and humor, their mouths open, as if expecting words fitting a response to come trickling out, but they stood staring at each other in silence.
            “Do you think he may have been serious? About training Tongjee?” broke in Isabella.
            “I, I, I, I’m, I, well…, he was dressed in what seemed like an authentic uniform, I suppose,” Freeman expressed, trying to sound reasonable, whereupon they both burst out laughing.
             “You know, Isabella,” said Freeman, with a wry twinkle in his eyes, after they had convulsed for a few minutes, “Colonel Westcott might be able to help Tongjee focus his klutzy, scatterbrained natural disposition towards fun and games and get him to concentrate on something serious for a change.”
             “Freeman, be serious, yourself,” yelled Isabella. “You’re not actually considering allowing that stiff upper lipped soldier to take charge of Tongjee’s life in any way, are you? That grasshopper looks like he’s never once laughed or smiled in his entire life!! Tongjee wouldn’t know how to deal with someone who’s all discipline, with no light-hearted interior at all.”
            “Actually, Isabella, I am,” said Freeman. “You and I and our entire family want desperately to help and protect Tongjee from whatever is out there, and I don’t think we can do it by ourselves. This weird guy seems pretty spooky for sure, but he doesn’t appear at all sinister. And, if he is sincerely able to provide Tongjee with the self-discipline we know Tongjee lacks, it might be just enough to help him become his own best protection.”
            “But we can wait a bit and continue this conversation later. I can’t be late for work; we need to air all of our concerns and speculations together in the next few days, as we think of how all of this is going to impact on our lives. I love you, got to run.”
            “I love you, too,” said Isabella, as Freeman kissed her on the cheek, and skipped to the door to hop to work.
           Isabella returned to the kitchen and shouted, “Left over breakfast snacks for those who need seconds, and I’d appreciate any help with clean up. 30 to 40 kids in the dining area, breakfast nook, and kitchen all looked up from what they were doing and talking about and said, “Sure Mom, Thanks, we’ll take care of our own servings and/or our messes that we’ve made.”

Chapter 5

          Tongjee descended the long flights of stairs from his single room on the fourth floor to the kitchen area slowly, one shuffling dragged foot at a time. Sammy, in the nook, watched him and hollered up, “Hey, Pokey, what’s with the late start? It’s almost 8:00 o’clock.”
          Tongjee stopped, leaning over the second floor railing and mumbled, “Bad dreams, that went on and on and on, all night.”
          “Come down and share,” yelled Sammy.
         “I don’t know,” said Tongjee. “Some dreams are just too weird.”   
         “Well, what are you doing today?” asked Sammy, as Tongjee came through the kitchen, taking an acorn bowl for some mixed grain cereal.
         “Stanley and I were going to hang out together at his house for a while, and we’ve got ball practice in the afternoon again, if the weather holds.”
         “Good morning, Mom,” said Tongjee, as he walked passed her, by the kitchen sink.
         “Good morning, Dear Son,” replied Isabella. “What’s this I heard about nightmares?”
         “I dreamt I’d started up at school, and on my first day my skin began to change color from green to brown to reddish brown to bright red, and I stuck out everywhere. I kept waking up and falling back to sleep, but the dream would resume right where I’d left off. It was really scary.”
          A familiar sound of multiple drumsticks rattling against the front door in a rhythmical knocking prompted Isabella to yell, “Come on in, Stanley.” 
          The door opened and Stanley Spider, carrying six drum sticks that he twirled and hammered on anything and everything in sight as he came through the door, yelled out, “Hi everybody. What’s the news, for those with blues? Just sing a song, it can’t be wrong. Hey Tongj, what’s up?” 
          “I was just telling my mom about a very long dream/nightmare I had last night,” then turning to face his mom again, Tongjee continued, “So, anyway, when I slowly turned red, I couldn’t fit in or hide or blend in anywhere; it was really uncomfortable being stared at everywhere I went, every class, through the halls, at lunch, in the gym, on my way home. There was a feeling I’ve never had before that was like wearing a soaking wet shirt I could not change or get off. It was just plain creepy.” 
          “You’ll have to tell me all about it later,” said Stanley. “Maybe we could turn it into a song.”
          “Who would listen to it?” suggested Tongjee.
          “It could be a big hit, and, and… yeah, I know, just you and me, and maybe some friends. Hey, you ready to go?” asked Stanley.
          “Yup,” as Tongjee placed his breakfast bowl in the sink. “See you, Mom. I’m going to Stanley’s house and then to baseball practice. See you tonight.” Tongjee grabbed his bat and glove by the door, and he and Stanley exited and slammed the door as they skipped down the walk. 
          “Hey Tongj, that dream you were talking about to your mom; was that last night?”
         “Yeah, the whole night,” replied Tongjee.
         “Have you ever met my great-grandmother?” asked Stanley.
         “No, why?”
         “She’s from the old country. She knows a whole lot about different things, and even things like dreams. She lives right here on your lane. Let’s stop in and say ‘hi,’ if you want to.”
         “Sure, why not?” replied Tongjee. The two friends turned right at the lane from the Grasshopper sidewalk and headed four houses down. Stanley used his drumsticks on the mailboxes, grass stalks, stones, and brick walks as they went.
         “Does she mind unexpected visitors?” asked Tongjee.
         “Nah, I drop in all the time. She’s teaching me to read music, drum scores and such. It’s pretty neat.” 
         “Is that her dark brown house, there?” pointed out Tongjee.
         “Yup. Come on. This will be fun.”  
        They walked up the sidewalk and rang the doorbell. The tune that came out of the wrung bell was four opening bars of a fugue. After a minute, the door swung open and a large, elderly spider, with a paisleyed scarf around her head, showing intensely dark, deep set sparkly eyes, with a warming smile, blurted out, in a husky voice, “Stashu, come een, come een, welcome. And who is dees friend, who is with you, today? I wus just about to haf some tea with some biscuits. Come een, please, and we can talk, but just for a little bit.”
           She turned and led them slowly down a dark hall to a musty kitchen with a cozy round table with three chairs in the center of the room.
          “Seet down, I’ll get you two boys cups.”
          “Grandma, Svetlana Torasheva, this is Tongjee, sort of my best friend, he’s the one who…”
          “Yes, yes, courageous, this one. Spirit and fire, too, yes, real fire. I don’t think I’ve ever heard of such talents of these particular kind, very unusual.”
          “Grandma, he had a strange dream last night and…”
          “A strange dream, eh? Does he speak? Let him tell it. Go ahead, Tongjee, Tongjee Grasshopper,” she motioned to him to speak with one hand as she also poured some hot water into a cup which she held, while she also dunked a tea bowl up and down in the cup and also held a tray of biscuits out and selected two apiece for both Stanley and Tongjee. 
          “Thank you very much for the tea and biscuits,” said Tongjee. “I guess you’ve heard of me and my breathing fire.” Svetlana, with pursed protruding lips and knowing gaze, nodded slowly several times as he spoke.  
          “Well, I’ve been in sort of a daze ever since last week, but last night I dreamed I was starting up in school, which we’re doing next week, and while at school I was slowly, very slowly turning from green to brown to reddish brown to red, and by the end of the day, or dream, I was completely red. Everyone was staring at me, and the feelings that came over me were very intense and scary.”    
           “What do you think the dream does mean to you, do you suppose?” asked Svetlana. 
           “I don’t know, said Tongjee, looking straight ahead at the cupboard of multi-colored cups against the wall.
           “It may come to you in a very unusual way, when you discover some of the uses of these new skill that shares your life. When I was just about your age, maybe just a bit younger, I had a dream that my eight legs spilt in half and became sixteen. Then those sixteen split in half again and became thirty-two, then again to sixty-four, then one hundred and twenty-eight. I woke up screaming and drenched in sweat, only to discover that it was not real. Dreams are funny, eh? That dream worried me for years until I began doing all of the things with music that I was doing, and somehow the dream made sense: multiple hands, multiple skills, all working at once. So, you became red, and couldn’t hide?” She smiled and chuckled.
          “Tongjee took a sip of tea and a bite of the biscuit. “My dad last night informed all of us in a family meeting about your work in music. Do you have time to show me your studio, some of your instruments, and your music?”  
         “Perhaps another day would be better, Tongjee. You are more than welcome to come by when we both have more time, because you would probably wish to explore in detail everything here in this house. Some weekend day when we would both not be so busy, would be good, eh? Stashu, this friend of yours, Tongjee, is good, very good. You bring him by for many visits. How are your practicing coming along?”  
           “All the time, Grandma, I don’t even let go of these sticks when I’m eating.”
           “He doesn’t,” commented Tongjee.
          “Such wonderful commitment is good, yes. But now is time you must go, boys. Shortly I am expecting my music students to arrive. It has been much pleasure meeting you, Tongjee, and of course seeing you Great Grandson, Stashu. You both welcome here at any time.”
          “Thank you so much for allowing us to visit,” said Tongjee.
          “You are most welcome. Come, I’ll show you to the door.” Whereupon, Svetlana retraced her way from the kitchen down through the long winding hall to the front door.
          “You boys playing ball today?” She asked.
          “Yes, Ma’am. Stanley and I have practice in the afternoon.”
          “When your game schedule comes out, let me know. I love baseball. Do you still play by the old graveyard next to the Spring Weavers Basket Factory?”
           “Yes, Grandma, and I’ll bring the ball schedule next week when I come by for drumming. Take care, love ya,” as Stanley gave her a hug and a kiss at the door, “See ya soon.”
           “Bye, for now,” said Svetlana, as she closed the door behind them. 
          “She’s pretty neat, Stanley,” said Tongjee, as they walked out to the lane. “Hey, rather than going right through the garden, through the center of the village, you mind if we walk the fence on the outside and take the long way to your house? I’d prefer some quiet and peace and solitude at the moment, if possible.”
           “No problem,” replied Stanley, taking all six of his drum sticks and thrusting them one by one into an improvised arrow quiver slung over his shoulder.   

          The lane they were on ran lengthwise north and south near the west end of the garden. The fences surrounding the garden were clothed in growing hanging vines of honeysuckle and hydrangea that gave the garden a cozy sense of seclusion. The day was calm and humid, with the sun filtered by a high wispy stratus cloud deck. With all of the spring rains this year, the garden was lush and green.
         The lane they were walking in itself was formed by two lines of Dickson Flame, Lili Marlene, and Message Rose bushes, alternatingly spaced at about three feet apart at their roots; between the roses were Azaleas and Nasturtiums. And between the furthest west end row of rose bushes and the adjacent fence were situated innumerable insect domiciles for the entire length of the row. The blend of homes, walks, flowers, and weeds created a continuous flow of ‘bug’ lives throughout the Georgiana Ferguson Insect Community.
          From beyond the fences, or even from the back porch, the incessant calm and peace of the garden remained mostly a quiet rasping of leaves, stems, stalks, and flowers from gentle breezes that pushed and pulled the closeness of plant life into a reassuring hush of supple greenery. But moving closer and closer, and getting down to ground level almost always revealed a buzzing, a noticeable clamoring, singing, and music of innumerable creatures, both sentient and sub sentient, coexisting in abnormal consort and illogical stasis.     
           As Tongjee and Stanley turned the corner left at the southwest end of the fence and slowly sauntered past first Spike Stonefly’s home, then Cylus Mealybug’s house, past the Yoakum Ground Hornet hive, and through the Odorus Ant Colony Condominiums, where the soil became sandier and sprinkled with Flint and Micah, Tongjee broke their silent march with, “Stanley, why does your Great Grandmother call you ‘Stashu’?”
            “It’s my real name: ‘Stashu’,” said Stanley. “But here, it’s not a name I and my family feel comfortable with, so I go by Stanley, which is still basically the same name. I actually like them both, but I try to fit in at home and at school, and, you know. I’m weird enough without having a weird name, why?”
            “I was just surprised when I heard your Great Grandmother call you Stashu, as long as I’ve known you, that’s all. I guess it’s because I’ve just sort of been looking at things differently recently, and I’ve noticed that things that seem always the same can change at a moment’s notice without any warning or fanfare, and it all seems like it should mean something, but perhaps maybe it doesn’t at all,” replied Tongjee.
           “And here I just got through telling you that I was weird, Tongj. Guess what, kiddo, you win,” remarked Stanley, who began kicking a small pebble like a soccer ball in front of them as they walked. The pebble, after being kicked again and again, kept coming to a stop a few inches away from them. Then it hopped. Then it hopped again. A low hum in the air and over the ground seemed to make the grass, flowers, stalks, and gravel begin to vibrate imperceptibly at first, then everything below, around, and above them began to shake and move with an increasing growl and louder hum.
          Both Stanley and Tongjee stopped in their tracks, but Stanley quickly turned his head to stare behind them, and then spun around to face Tongjee. “LAWN MOWER!!” screamed Stanley, and as an instinctive Russian Wolf Spider, nimbly bounded towards the fence to his right, and made the wooden slats in three bounds. Tongjee, crouching low to the ground sprang upwards and to his right, extending his wings and hammering the air to gain altitude, speed, and thrust. He landed on the same slat of wood right beside Stanley, whose head was twisted around to observe Georgiana Ferguson coming around the corner behind them and down the path between the fence and the Rose Bushes pushing her electric lawn mower, while her large white Angora cat Nefertiti bounded along on the fresh cut grass behind her.  
          “Don’t move,” shouted Tongjee.
          “What?” yelled Stanley back, as he readjusted himself on the fence for a better grip. “I can’t hear you because of the mower.”
          “Don’t move,” hollered Tongjee, again. Nefertiti, who was prancing delicately behind Georgiana, spied Stanley as he was shuttling a few degrees to the right of Tongjee. Nefertiti crouched and began a straight beeline towards the fence. Georgiana, pausing to coil up a length of power cord, glanced back at her cat. She immediately dialed down the power and stood silently watching. Tongjee perceiving the cat as it slunk across the wet clipped grass towards them, jumped high in the air and floated down to a place maybe two and a half feet in front of Nefertiti and began walking slowly towards her as she approached him. Nefertiti, startled by this unexpected advance by Tongjee, lifted a paw to move forward and held it motionless.
         Tongjee growled, and a puff of smoke slithered out of his mouth and curled, like a wave onto a beach, and rolled along the ground towards Nefertiti, who arched her back, hissed, and spat at Tongjee. Tongjee continued to move forward, and barked a short scream that produced a small burst of fire and smoke for about six inches. Nefertiti backed up three steps, then was picked up by Georgiana quickly and hauled up into her arms gently but firmly. Tongjee backed up and jumped in four quick hops to the fence, where Stanley was standing, as he had dropped down from his position on the upper slats. Without saying a word, they both slid, sideways, and sidestepped through the fence to get beyond the garden, and scampered hastily parallel to the fence line in the easterly direction they had been traveling.  
             Georgiana spoke lovingly to Nefertiti, as she smiled glowingly in the direction of Tongjee and Stanley.
            From behind Georgiana, at the base of the nearest rose bush, a slender long wooden staff held by Colonel Westcott slowly lifted off of a leafy branch that had revealed the entire scene to him, whereupon the leaves floated back into their original position, burying into darkness the still silhouette of the Colonel who had remained motionless, his back against the base of the rose bush.   
           After a few minutes of scampering, Stanley stopped, leaned his back up against the fence to rest, and half-way attempted a bow to Tongjee. “Thank you, oh, most gracious and fabulous comrade, for saving my life.” 
          Tongjee stopped, knelt down to regain his breath with a gasp, “Don’t mention it.” He breathed again, “No problem.”
          A light mist of rain began to fall and kicked up a few puffs of dust at their feet.
         “Let’s go,” said Stanley. “We can break back into the garden at the next turn of the fence.” 
         The light early summer mist turned to a gentle windless steady rain. Georgiana ceased mowing and walked, with Nefertiti behind her, back towards her garage, pushing her mower in front of her as she slowly coiled up the electric cord as she walked between the rows of bushes.   

Chapter 6

         When Tongjee and Stanley arrived at his parent’s house for lunch, Stanley’s mother, Luba, stepped past them onto the porch and quickly looked up and down the empty lane before asking them to come in.
          “I guess your practice could be canceled this afternoon, due to the rain, eh?” Luba stated, as she closed the door behind them and locked it.
           “Yeah, it’s got that all-day-rain feel to it, for sure,” said Stanley. “Sorry we’re late, Mom.”
           “You’re not late,” Luba said softly.
           “We visited Great Grandma, and then walked all the way around the fence line of the town to get here. We almost got attacked by Mrs. Ferguson’s cat, but Tongjee scared it off.”  
            “That’s nice,” said Luba, absently. “Just before you boys arrived here just now, we had some unexpected visitors looking for Tongjee. I told all of them that you hadn’t gotten here yet. They said they had come from Tongjee’s house, but would be back later.”
            “Do you know who they were, or who they said they were?” asked Tongjee.
           “They said they were from a major high profile national magazine and wanted to do a lead article on you. They said they’d be back.”
           “Mom, if you don’t mind,” said Stanley looking somewhat perturbed, “we’re gonna leave right now and go to the Kooky Cocoon for a soda, and maybe a meal. Tongjee and I really don’t need this right now.” 
           “Of course, dears. I really do understand,” said Luba, sympathetically. “But please be careful.”
          “We will, Mom. Come on Tongj. Let’s get lost in the crowd. Then maybe we can find some peace,” laughed Stanley.
          “Gotcha,” said Tongjee. They stepped out together into a bright gray calm rain and headed west, walking through the rose hedgerows towards the Insect Village. The residential homes soon became interspersed with shops and businesses. Even though it was raining, there was as much air traffic as there was pedestrian, and it was neither orderly, nor patterned.
          “You ready for school next week, Stanley?” asked Tongjee, as they passed a local Dragonfly Discount Center with huge ‘School Supplies’–‘Half Off’ banners in Red and Yellow across the front windows of the store.
         “Nope, not hardly,” stated Stanley, as he took a side-glance scowl at the store advertisements. Taking out his drumsticks, he nervously began twirling them and hammering on everything: mail boxes, light poles, lane signs that they walked by. “But I do want to meet some fellow musicians who may want to jam after school and on weekends.”
         “Cool,” responded Tongjee.
         “Yes, very cool,” continued Stanley. Coming up Broccoli Lane, they turned right and ran into a crowd of adolescent bugs and bargain hunter shoppers coming and going out of the Mega Moth Mini Mall.
         Tongjee and Stanley slowly ambled their way to the mall entrance and proceeded to the noisy food court. They entered the sit-down booth area of the Kooky Cocoon.  There was only one unoccupied set of seats in the very center of the restaurant. The plastic red seats squeaked as they slid into the yellow table topped booth.
          Sheila Spider with pad and pencil in hand strolled from behind the main counter and planted herself beside the end of the table with a quick, “What’ll ya have, guys?”
          “How about a menu, please?” asked Tongjee. From her pocket apron, Sheila produced a menu for Tongjee and said, “I’ll be back in a few.”
          “They’ve got great fruit drinks, malts, and shakes,” said Stanley, “but the seed cakes are the best.”
         As Tongjee buried himself in the menu, a group of about fifteen tattooed ‘Scarabs’ from the back wall of the Cocoon wandered over to Tongjee’s and Stanley’s table.
          “Which one of you’s got the torch?” said a short blank-eyed ‘Scarab’ in the front, as those around and behind him shuffled, looked suspiciously around the room, or toyed with their rose thorn necklaces. 
          “How’s this for heat?” asked Stanley, as he began drumming with all six of his drum sticks on the table top in a very fast highly syncopated drumming attack for about five seconds, which got the attention of the entire restaurant.
          When two of the ‘Scarabs’ laughed, they were immediately quieted by stares from the short one who had spoken first.
           “I don’t think so…. We’ve heard down in our South Quarter about a G-hopper known as Tongjee got some skills that members of our group here consider somewhat advantageous in our line of work, and we thought that he might be interested in considering playing a significant role in our plans and…”
            “There he is. I told you we’d find him here,” was yelled from the front door by a tall elaborately and elegantly costumed mantis. A crowd of bustling advisors, photographers, security personnel, aides, and legal council representatives flowed into the Cocoon, looking more out of place than a lone Water Nymph in an over populated frog pond.
           “Tongjee, Tongjee Grasshopper,” shouted the lady Mantis at the door as she made her way over to his table, followed by her entourage. “I’m Eudora Mantis, Editor in Chief of B.Q., Bug Quarterly, and we want to do a lead story on you in our upcoming Pre-Fall August Edition. I’m sure you’ve heard of us, everyone has. This is an opportunity that perhaps few in this neck of the far woods have ever dreamed of….”
           “Lady, we beg your pardon, but ya know, take a number, and get in line; we was here first, if ya don’t mind,” as several of the ‘Scarab’ cronies stepped in front of Eudora.
          “Well actually, I do mind, my young bug,” said Eudora offhandedly, as she attempted to side step the group of Scarabs interfering with her forward progress. “We’ve got a serious deadline, which I am sure you’d be completely unaware of. Tongjee, please, you choose, let’s go find a place where we can talk, shall we?”
           “Lady,” said the short one who’d spoken first, “we don’t really care who you are or where you’re from, but Tongjee here’s got no time for yous right now or ever. So go back to wherever it is you came from.”
          Three of the B.Q.s suited security force shaded look-a-likes quickly marched up to the three tattooed Scarabs and picked them up off the floor and set them aside. Fists flew; someone grabbed a plateful of deep fried marigolds off the nearest table and threw it at Eudora who inhaled a loud exasperated scream of outrage, at which point she then punched and kicked the nearest member of the ‘Scarabs.’
           As Mitch, the aproned proprietor of the Cocoon behind the main counter yelled for someone to call the police, several youngsters, laughing at the spectacle from the front window booths, started chanting, “Food Fight! Food Fight! Food Fight! Food Fight!” which resulted in most of the platefuls of food and cups and glasses of soft drinks becoming airborne, amid screams of terror and delight.
            Colonel Westcott removed the straw from his mouth, set his large glass of malted Vanilla onto the table in front of him, leaned back over the edge of his booth backwards, and whispered into Stanley’s ear, “Perhaps now would be a good time to encourage your friend to skip out quietly.” 
           “Yup, thanks,” said Stanley, who poked Tongjee with his sticks, “Let’s go, now.” And the two of them slipped out of the booth seats amidst the flurry of bodies, food slop, and deafening clamor, and snuck silently to the back door and out. The back alley behind the row of shops on Broccoli Lane afforded them a clear passage out of the down town area. The rain remained a steady mist.
           “Stanley,” said Tongjee, quietly and desperately, “if today is anything like what’s in my future, I’m going to need…. I’m going to need…. I don’t know what I’m going to need.”
           “A drummer?” laughed Stanley.
           “And as a highly qualified Georgiana Garden class ‘A’ drummer, you are a specially designated expert in rescuing me from this: whatever this is that’s going on,” responded Tongjee.
           “Yes, of course, what are friends for?” replied Stanley. “I will accompany you home now, but only because I really need the exercise. And I can keep all eight eyes open for whatever happens.” The rain and mist kept them company in silence the rest of the way home to the Grasshopper residence.
          When Tongjee and Stanley entered the front door, and Isabella spied them from the kitchen, she immediately came through the breakfast nook and met them at the den steps.
          “O.K., children, I can see things have happened that need some explaining, and so perhaps we need a talk. Let’s go out back on the sun porch. Let me get my tea. Do you boys want anything?” asked Isabella.
          “Yeah, we’re both starving. We sort of missed lunch,” said Tongjee.
          “Can I fix you something?” asked Isabella.
          “Any leftovers?” asked Stanley.
          “In the fourth ice box,” stated Isabella.
          “I’ll fix you a tray,” said Tongjee.
          “Great, I’ll have whatever you’re having,” said Stanley. Tongjee grabbed a tray from beside the kitchen sink, went to the fourth ice box, and began stacking random leaf wrapped containers of various foods on the tray, along with some berry juice containers.
          On the back porch, while Tongjee and Stanley traded story lines between bites and sips, Isabella was able to get more-or-less a complete run down of the entire day’s events. About halfway through their account, Charlie came onto the sun porch and announced that the group from B.Q., who had come by earlier in the day, had returned and wanted to see Tongjee, and were all waiting on the front porch.
          “Come with me, Charlie, please,” said Isabella. “Excuse me, Stanley and Tongjee, please wait here; we’re not through.”
          Isabella led Charlie to the front door and opened it.
          “Hello, Isabella, Eudora again, from B.Q., we were…. But this isn’t Tongjee.”
          “Yes, I know, Eudora,” said Isabella calmly. “This is Charlie, Tongjee’s older brother. I’m afraid you’ve come a long way for nothing, Eudora. Freeman, my husband, and I have decided that Tongjee’s life and skills, and our family’s privacy are really not things for public exploitation or display at this time; but if you leave your card, we’ll get back in touch with you if the time is ever right.”
          “Isabella, there may be so many really glorious and unrivaled and unexpected benefits you may not be seeing with this golden opportunity we are presenting you with.”
          “We know, Eudora, we really know, but thank you very much. We’ve thought a lot about it, and we’ve really come to a final decision at this time.”
          “Well, here’s my card, Isabella. You’ve got some time to change your mind. Give our best to Tongjee.”
           “Thank you, we will,” said Isabella, and gently shut the door behind the exiting Eudora. When the door shut, Eudora exclaimed to her legal assistants, “There’s a way to get them to break. Follow me; we’re going back to the Kooky Cocoon, right now,” and she marched off in the direction of down town with her entourage trailing behind her.
            Isabella turned to her son, and said, “Charlie, please, can you do me a huge, big favor right now?”
            “Yes, Mom, anything,” said Charlie.
            Isabella hopped over to the coat rack shelf and grabbed the family communication log and quickly scribbled a note:

Dear Colonel Westcott,                                          Wednesday, July 2

            After careful consideration, Freeman and I would greatly appreciate any and all help you may be able to provide us with helping Tongjee with his newfound skills. Please come by as soon as you are able. You are very welcome here, at any time. Thank you for your offer. We will await your reply.

Sincerely,

Isabella Grasshopper

             Isabella hastily finished the note, folded it, and stuffed it into an envelope, sealed it, and addressed it to Colonel Westcott, care of Mayor Bridgestone, 1 Brookfield Road, Insect Village. “Charlie, please take this immediately to Mayor Bridgestone’s office.” 
            “You bet. I’ll be right back, Mom,” said Charlie. Charlie grabbed the letter and skipped out the door, which he slammed behind him. Isabella cringed, then headed back out to Tongjee and Stanley. They were finishing up the few crumbs left on the tray.
          “O.K., where were we?” asked Isabella. “Oh, yes, the food-fight at the Cocoon. Tongjee, there was a gentlebug who came by the house early this morning, who offered to teach you how to protect yourself from strangers. I’ve asked him to come back and visit, and let us know how he can do this. Are you interested?”
           “Sure, I guess so. You know, Mom, I’m really sorry all this has happened. I would never mean to be so disruptive. I’ve completely turned my life and my family’s life upside down. I’m so sorry.”
          Isabella got up from her chair, leaned over to Tongjee, and hugged him hard, and rocked him for a few seconds.
         “I know, dear,” she whispered, “none of this, absolutely none of this, is your fault.”
          “I’m really tired, Mom,” said Tongjee. “I’m going to go upstairs and go to bed, if you don’t mind.”
          “I don’t mind.”
         “You O.K., Tongj?” asked Stanley.
         “Yeah. I’ll be O.K. I’m just not sure I know what I’m supposed to do or not do, is all.”
         “Take care, kid. I’ll see you later. Bye, Mrs. Grasshopper. If you need me for anything, holler. Thanks for the food; it was great. I’ll let myself out. Bye, Dudes.” Stanley took out his drumsticks and exited banging them on the backs of chairs in a Bossa Nova 5/4 time.
          Tongjee got up from the small table, kissed his mom on her cheek, and, after taking the empty tray to the kitchen, climbed the three flights of stairs to the fourth floor to his bedroom. 

Chapter 7

         Just before suppertime, when Freeman returned from work, Isabella met him at the door. She was sitting on the front step with her elbows on her knees and her head on her hands waiting for him. She did not move as he came up the walk, though her eyes were on him from the time he came into view down the street from the end of American Beauty Bush Lane. Freeman calmly sat down beside her and assumed a similar physical sympathetic position on the same step. “Everything O.K., dear?” he asked.
         “Yeah,” she said listlessly. “I took the liberty of sending a quick note to Colonel Westcott through Mayor Bridgestone’s office. Charlie took it down for me. I hope you don’t mind. Tongjee’s had quite a day. I’ll tell you about it after dinner. He was so exhausted from it all, he went to bed.”
          “O.K.,” replied Freeman. “I assumed maybe you wanted me to have a talk with him, but I won’t bother him. He undoubtedly needs the rest.”
          “Come on in out of the rain,” said Isabella. I’ve got to finish up dinner. Can I get you anything?” she asked.
          “How ‘bout a cold Sarsaparilla?” suggested Freeman.
          “Sure thing.” She replied.
          “Does Tongjee know about Westcott?” asked Freeman.
          “Yes, I told him. He was at least receptive to the idea. Do you think Westcott will help him deal with all of the outside influences and creatures trying to get to him?” asked Isabella.
         “Nope,” replied Freeman, “but he may help Tongjee in dealing with the internal changes he’s been going through, and will be going through. We can only hope.”  

        That night, while he slept, Tongjee dreamed. He dreamed he was walking on a narrow path alone on a high mountainous plateau. It was very dark. He could hear the silence. He could feel the stillness. There was a faint reddish glow somewhere in the distance up in front of him that occasionally flickered and sent flashes of gray light into an unseen depth above him. He could detect nothing alive or growing around or near the desolate track he was on. He could not feel his limbs or hear his steps as he moved and walked forwards, though the charcoal gray scenery seemed to change perceptibly in his visual field as he placed one leg in front of another. 
         Without warning, he came upon a very wide impassable chasm, which flickered with fire in its unknown depths. The fissure extended to his right and to his left in opposite directions to some indeterminate horizons. As he stepped towards the chasm, the deep fires within exploded upwards to the surface. He stepped back; they subsided. He stepped forward, and they again erupted in turn to the surface. He stepped back; again they receded. He then turned to look around him, and discovered, behind him, and to his right, there was a small square wooden shack with a tin roof, and a door, that was almost closed, facing the chasm. He walked over to the door and slowly opened it. The room was dimly lit with a candle on a wooden table by a window with a shade drawn halfway down. There was an empty rocking chair in a corner. Behind the chair was an open door with a long winding hallway. Tongjee entered the shack, walked across the rickety wooden floor past the rocking chair, and walked down the long hallway. At the end of the hallway was a shut door. Tongjee reached out and turned the door handle, opened the door, and stepped into a darkened room. To his left, up against the wall was a wooden clothes bureau with five drawers. Tongjee walked over to a place right in front of the bureau and opened the top drawer, which was empty.
            The instant that drawer was opened, a hideous laugh, that began as a loud high pitched piercing squeal, and that slowly grew louder as it descended down a chromatic musical scale, made the floor, the bureau, the very shack itself rumble with each raucous shuddering breath of hysteria. These sounds, which seemed to originate outside his body, eventually had their source somewhere within him. 
          Tongjee screamed, and the fires outside the shack deep in the chasm exploded high into the atmosphere, lighting up the bureau, the back room, the long winding hallway, all through the many dust covered half shaded windows. The still silent air surrounding him crinkled and crackled in response to the deafening laugh, that had dissipated like distant thunder.
          A lone young voice above him yelled, “Fire, fire.” Tongjee opened his eyes. The ceiling of his bedroom was ablaze. There was smoke everywhere. Tongjee thought of screaming, “Fire,” but thought better about it. He immediately jumped out of his bed and began racing through the fourth floor corridor, banging on doors to help get his brothers and sisters out of the house. After completing the fourth floor, he ran to the fifth and hit every door on both sides of the balcony hallway.
          The bustling noise of hundreds of Grasshopper children flying off the balconies to the floors below and all exiting the house in a coordinated flurry were interrupted occasionally by shouts from Freeman and Isabella, concerned neighbors, and members of the Dragonfly and Firefly Volunteer Fire Department carrying and directing periwinkle buckets of water from the brook to be dumped above the Grasshopper house.
          Along with the incessant rain of the previous day, the combined efforts of the members of the Airborne Fire Department eventually extinguished the blaze in less than 20 minutes after it had started.
         When Isabella, Freeman, and Captain Jenkins from the Fire Department came upon the source of the fire, they found Tongjee throwing burnt broken pieces of wall and floor around, still exploring the upper rooms and halls looking for possibly trapped siblings and stragglers, sobbing uncontrollably and whining, “This is all my fault. Look what I’ve done. No one can fix this.”
           “No one got hurt, Tongjee; everyone got out,” stated Freeman.
           “Dumb luck,” sobbed Tongjee. “I could have killed my entire family. I did this in my sleep, in my sleep!” he wailed.
           “Tongjee,” pleaded Isabella, “there’s no way you can blame yourself. You’re not responsible for this. This was an accident.”
          “I’m the accident. I’m the accident,” he screamed. “I can’t stay here. I’m too dangerous.”
          Through the door to Tongjee’s room charged Charlie. “Everybody O.K.?”
         “We’re O.K., Son,” said Freeman. “Why don’t you take Tongjee downstairs. Tongjee, take what you can from here. You can both sleep on the back porch, until we get your room here rebuilt. Charlie, stay with your brother; he’s had a rough night.”
          Charlie started grabbing blankets, pillows, clothes, a backpack, and a hat, and then grabbed Tongjee by the shoulder, “Come on, dude, let’s go down to the back porch. It’s late and we can both use the sleep.”
          Tongjee, having wrapped himself in a huge blanket, was shivering with cold and fright, when Charlie began to escort him down the four flights of stairs to the main floor and then outside onto the back porch where Charlie had him lie down, still wrapped in his blanket, on the patio couch. Charlie lay down on the tiled flooring across the patio from Tongjee. Tongjee’s shivering body rattled the couch on the tiles for the next few hours, making it nearly impossible for either of them to sleep well.
         It took several hours after the fire had been extinguished for the entire Grasshopper family to rearrange itself into a quiet peaceful assemblage of calmly resting hive minded grasshoppers. Freeman eventually fell asleep, after having checked on all of the children in all of their rooms, twice. Isabella never slept.
         She was up early, cleaning in the kitchen, trying to remove smoke residue from all the cupboards, utensils, countertops, and crockery. 

Chapter 8

          Just before sunrise, there came a very light knocking on the front door. Isabella tiptoed to the threshold and opened the door. A black robed barefoot Colonel Westcott bowed and stated, “My apologies, Isabella Grasshopper, I failed to anticipate the exact time of the commencement of difficulties, I should have been here sooner.” 
          “Colonel Westcott, thank you so much for coming. Please come in, and don’t apologize. There’s no way you could have known. Can I get you anything?”
           “No, thank you.” Colonel Westcott stepped lightly through the doorway, took his walking staff and placed it carefully beside the inside of the front door window, and waited for Isabella to direct him to a seat.
           “Is everyone in the household O.K.?” he asked.
           “Yes, thank you, we’re all fine.”
          “Will you need help in rebuilding the upper floors?” Asked Westcott.
          A look of perplexed surprise and concern swept over Isabella’s face. “We probably will, but I imagine that Freeman will take care of that today.”
          “Have him get in touch with the Special Projects Division in the Office of Budget and Management at the Mayor’s office, and they’ll review your situation to determine how they can help.”  
          “Thank you very much,” said Isabella.
          “You are welcome,” replied Westcott.
         “May I ask you,” asked Isabella, “how you, and the folks you work for, became interested in Tongjee and his new found skills in the first place?”
          “The folks, as you put it, for whom I work, take a very hard concerned look at skills that individuals like Tongjee possess, and determine how to safely accommodate a natural utility and progression for their learning: what works and what doesn’t. For me, the interest is both professional and personal. I’m hoping to provide Tongjee with understanding, that he may not yet grasp; perhaps easy to state, but more often than not, difficult to acquire.”
            The sound of a door quietly opening on the second floor caught their attention, and Freeman came to the balcony. “Good morning,” he whispered loudly, his eyes lighting up at the sight of Isabella talking with Colonel Westcott; he descended the stairs and came over to them, leaning over to kiss and hug Isabella. “Are you O.K., dear?”
            “Yes,” she replied.
            “How did you sleep?”
            “I didn’t.”
           “Colonel Westcott,” as Freeman extended his hand, to shake with their guest, “thank you so much for coming.”  
            “Of course,” replied the Colonel.
            “What can you do for Tongjee?” asked Freeman.
            “I’ve had extensive experience with this type of skill before, actually,” said Westcott.
            “What are your plans, or recommendations?” Inquired Freeman.
            “I would like to have Tongjee become my student, if he and you will have me, allowing me to become his teacher. I would hope to train him so he can become familiar with all of the levels of awareness he will need to experience and grow through, to be able to allow this new skill with fire to become as simple as (let’s say) walking or breathing, but as controlled as (let’s say) toe tapping.” 
            “Can you come by here on a regular basis to work with him, then?” asked Isabella.
            “After last night’s fire and near disaster,” commented Westcott, “I would highly recommend that until Tongjee is fully trained and developed, that he no longer reside here, starting immediately, as all of you are in imminent danger if he does. He should be able to eat here and visit here, daily, but that is also up to him and what he decides as his training proceeds. But sleeping here is out of the question, as you are now more than well aware. We will be very busy for the next few days, so we should start right away. Is he here?”
            “He’s sleeping on the back porch,” said Isabella. “I’ll get him.” Isabella left the breakfast nook area and walked past the living room to the back door patio. Tongjee was buried in a tousled heap of blanket, snoring on the back porch couch. Charlie was still on the floor. 
           “Good morning, children,” whispered Isabella loudly. Charlie bounced up off of the ground, startled, and was instantly alert. Tongjee didn’t move.
           “Perhaps this will help,” said Colonel Westcott, who had followed soundlessly behind her, as he then produced a small spiral seashell from his cloak pocket and blew a long quiet eerie note, or notes, that quavered unwholesomely in the morning air.   
             Tongjee pulled back the blanket from his face with this funny questioning look and sneezed. A small billowed cloud of smoke escaped from his mouth and rose silently in the air above them.
            “Hello,” he said.
            “Tongjee and Charlie, this is Colonel Westcott. He wants to help Tongjee learn how to cope with his new found skills,” said Isabella.
            “What could you possibly do to help my brother?” inquired Charlie, somewhat aggressively and suspiciously.
             “Charlie, please,” said Isabella.
             “It is not an unreasonable question, Ma’am,” said Colonel Westcott calmly, as he turned to face Charlie. “Discovering an unexpected gift like fire is like coming across a dark expanse of an impassable chasm in a dream. One does not know quite how to meet the challenge, and when one looks about for yet unknown answers to such difficulties, it is like looking for an expected item you’d find in a familiar bureau drawer, yet finding it empty.” 
             “With some, perhaps, unusual training to meet these very unusual skills, Tongjee may be able to succeed in becoming master of his circumstances. What do you think, Tongjee?” as Colonel Westcott still facing Charlie, glanced suddenly for a brief second at Tongjee lying on the couch.
           As Tongjee stared wide-eyed in absolute disbelief at Colonel Westcott’s comments, he noticed a slight flicker of humor in the Colonel’s eyes that communicated a knowing regard for calm and protection. Tongjee immediately relaxed. “Yes, I think I agree,” said Tongjee, quietly. “Can you really help me, Sir?”
            “Yes. But the transition from not knowing what to do or what not to do, to knowing what to do and what not to do will depend entirely on your accomplishments, successes, and abilities, not mine. But that set of truths you will also experience on your own, as we work together. If it is O.K. with you Isabella, and with you Freeman, and with you Charlie…. By the way, Tongjee, you have a terrific brother here in Charlie…”
             “Yeah, I know,” said Tongjee.
             “We will need to head off now. We have an unusually busy schedule for this first day,” commented Westcott.
             Isabella grabbed the blanket and pillow off the patio couch and remarked, “O.K., Tongjee, get what you need…” then, turning to the Colonel, “what will he need?”
            “A blanket, a pillow, some clothes, whatever you think you’ll need, Tongjee, what you can carry lightly,” replied Westcott.
           “I’ll get my things.” Tongjee grabbed his backpack off the floor and wandered upstairs.
            As Isabella and Freeman were both about to speak, Colonel Westcott blurted out, “Yes, I’ll take extra good care of him, and watch out for him continuously. I’ll have someone from the Mayor’s office report daily on how he’s doing, whether or not we do stop in for supplies or refreshments. We will not be far away from here; but silence, anonymity, and stealth will be required initially, if we can muster it, for training to commence properly without untimely interruptions.”
           “Yes,” said Freeman, “whatever we can do to help, please just let us know.”
            “For run-of-the-mill inquisitive strangers, you can just let them all know that Tongjee has gone away to school. For everyone else, your own explanations I’m sure will suffice, as they are really up to you.”
            A door closed upstairs, and Tongjee sauntered down four flights and came into the living room area. He sneezed several times, whereupon a few more wisps of smoke enveloped his head. “I’m ready.” He gave his mom a hug and kiss and his dad a long hug. “This is really for the best, I’m sure of it,” he said. “Please say good-bye to everyone upstairs for me, for just a little while, anyway.”
           “Colonel Westcott?” asked Isabella.
           “Yes?” Replied the Colonel. 
          “These lessons, they won’t be dangerous, will they?” she asked.
         “No more so than his last week-and-a-half, though with a concerted effort on my part, difficulties may be cushioned slightly, as he goes through these upcoming learning experiences. I know this is little consolation, but predicting the future is an extremely tenuous adventure at best.”
          Charlie, Isabella, and Freeman then walked them to the door.
          “Good luck, son; we love you,” Isabella and Freeman said together.
          “Don’t forget to make contact with the Special Projects Division,” reminded Colonel Westcott.
          “Yes, thank you,” said Isabella.
          “Let’s go, Tongjee.” They walked out the door and down the walk. Colonel Westcott walked very quickly and Tongjee was wondering how he was going to keep up the pace. Behind them Isabella grabbed Freeman in a hug and began sobbing uncontrollably. Freeman said nothing, but held her tightly for several minutes.        

Chapter 9

              Colonel Westcott turned left, heading north at the end of the walk.
              “Where are we going?” asked Tongjee.
              “To a very secluded spot, hopefully, right under the veritable noses of this insect community.”
              “How did you know the details of the dream I had last night?” Asked Tongjee.
              “I’ve been there before,” replied Westcott.
              “How could you have been there before?”
              “Dreams are actually a symbolic presentation of archetypes, bits of meaning, really, that show up in one’s personal cosmic mirror and depict answers to your mind’s incessant searching and questioning. The bits and pieces of your dream last night contained the necessary archetypes that you need to process: what has been happening to you, and what will be happening to you.”
             “I don’t understand anything of what you just said,” 
             “I know. You will. For instance, the ‘empty bureau’ you experienced just before that hideous cosmic laugh has the same meaning, the same root sounds, as the following words or terms: ‘Borough’ (meaning: city), ‘Burro’ (meaning: donkey), ‘Borrow’ (meaning: to receive temporarily from another), ‘Barrow’ (meaning: hill), ‘Burrow’ (meaning: hole or tunnel) ‘Barrio’ (meaning: city), ‘Barrier’ (meaning: wall), ‘Bowery’ (meaning: farm, or plantation), and ‘Bury’ (meaning: to dispose of by depositing in the earth). The words ‘Power’ (meaning: a position of ascendency), and ‘Bower’ (meaning:  to live or dwell, or cottage or shelter) are also variations; there are probably many more such terms that relate in sound to the word ‘Bureau’. What is important to you, though, is not the ‘Bureau’ of your dream, per se, but what the bureau represents, what its key meaning or meanings are. Every item or incident in your dream has a specific meaning to you. In time you will come to understand what each bit represents.” Westcott paused.
             “But this does not explain how you were at the same place as in my dream,” stated Tongjee.
            “This particular path in your life that you are currently experiencing is part of the same path that I had been on once before. It took a simple act of remembrance to recall the same experiences that you have recently had, is all. Nothing more complicated than that,” stated the Colonel.
            “Can you then explain what those words, connected with the word ‘bureau,’ mean to me, in a symbolic sense?” 
            “I can guess. The basic connections are: hill, mound, house, home, wall, dwelling, vehicle, conveyance, assistance, grave, tomb, and quarter; all words that imply containers. This generalized meaning, coupled with the fact that it, the bureau, is discovered by you in the dream to be empty implies two very connected things: materially and immaterially, the utility of any container is in its emptiness. If you have a drinking cup that is filled to the brim with mud, it cannot be used to drink out of. To be used as a drinking vessel, it must be empty and clean. So too, a house that is uncluttered is a good and useful house. A good mind is one that is uncluttered. A good cart, wagon, or boat must be empty in order to work well. A good body is unencumbered, and an empty grave implies transcendence and liberation. So, too, when one takes all of these ideas and related terms, and looks for common meanings, one sees aspects of temporary abodes or conveyances, whose utilities are made manifest or functional by their being basically empty.”
            “I think I’m beginning to see what you mean, perhaps,” said Tongjee. As the sun rose, they made the turn, heading right and east, at the end of the rose bush lane towards the center of the Ferguson Property.
            “Our destination, Tongjee, is that bridge up ahead situated over the brook. The plant life and vegetation around it make the area on either side of the water underneath the bridge almost a perfectly secluded area.”
           “Colonel Westcott?”
           “Yes, Tongjee.”
           “This morning, when my folks asked you about the lessons I’d be getting; would there be, by any chance, I’m just curious, a set package or curriculum, or a standard number of lessons in sequence?” 
          “Lessons generally come in twelve, but you’ve already experienced five of the twelve, so….”
          “What? I’ve already experienced five?” 
           “Yes: the bird, the ball, the cat, the cocoon, and the dream, and you’ve actually done rather well, don’t you think?”
           “I’ve done well?” asked Tongjee incredulously.
           “Well, yes, basically; you’re still here, aren’t you?” 
           “I don’t understand.”
           “You will,” said the Colonel, smiling.
           “How do you know that these are, or were, lessons that are a part of this ‘twelve’ that you speak of; and why are there twelve?”  
           “The Universe is a time piece of immensely and infinitely balanced proportions, yet all parts, whether hugundously large and complicated, or infinitesimally small and simple, each reflect ‘The Whole,’ and mirror the mechanistic workings. The word ‘Universe’ actually means: ‘One Word’; it comes into being through a multi triangulated prismatic fracturing of Primal Light into distinct parts. The parts come into existence as three, six, twelve, twenty-four, forty-eight, etc., with a doubling and re-doubling of the original prismatic effect of fractures. Hours, months, years, and ages all reflect these varying steps in an unending progression through time and space. Lessons numbering twelve fall into these strictures and patterns. They are simply varying perspectives of the original light in its multiplicity,” said Westcott, staring off into the distance.
           “And how does what you just said relate in any way to me?” 
           “There is no difference between the knower and the known, the perceiver and the perceived: what is above is below; what is within is without. We are and live within the manifestations of our imaginations. And…. the future is an undoing of the past through working out the trials of the present: when the lessons, the sequential tickings of time’s clock, are responded to with positive detachment, as opposed to negative attachment. Do you understand?” Westcott asked, turning to look at Tongjee.
             “No; but I will? Perhaps?”
             “Yes, you will; all in good time, literally. Are you ready to do some serious work?” asked Westcott.
             “You mean, what we’ve been doing has been funny?” 
            “Well, hasn’t it been?” asked Westcott.
            The lane eastward they’d been walking on ran parallel to the stream on their left that ran East-West through the middle of the Georgiana Ferguson square property. The bubbling and gurgling brook, that had a sequential series of tiny pools, sported a wide variety of minnows, water spiders, crayfish, salamanders, and frogs, that by their occasional movements, let everyone know that the brook was always very much alive.
            As the Colonel and Tongjee made their way to the very west side of the wooden bridge on the south side of the stream, they left the evenly mowed garden lawn and crawled through an almost solid jungle of uncut grasses, dandelions, clover, Canada thistle, horse nettle, pigweed, and buttercup to get to a pebbly and muddy, cold, damp, and dark beach under the wooden slats of the six foot length of bridge overhead.
           “Here we are,” said Colonel Westcott, as his voice echoed oddly under the confines of the enclosed dreary space beneath the bridge. The only light there came from the reflected shimmering waves on the flowing water that captured indirect glistening beams between the two pebbly shores three feet apart, and reflected the sun’s light onto the underside of the bridge overhead.
          “I’ve chosen this spot for seclusion, safe building materials, and an abundance of water,” stated Westcott. “With your current unpredictable ignition, we’ll need to build you a house of stone and mud from materials that don’t generally burn. We have pebbles. We have mud, which can act like mortar, and we can start by selecting a site that is above all the current high water marks of the stream, so in case it rains, you won’t get flooded out.”
             “How about over here?” asked Tongjee, picking a flat spot a few inches from the center of the bridge’s foundation on the south side of the stream.
            “That will do fine.” Colonel Westcott then set his staff against a wooden piling and went down to the water’s edge and picked up a good sized smooth rounded weathered rock with ease and brought it up to where Tongjee was standing. “We’ll need a few hundred of these and a whole lot of mud from the bank, for the walls. And we’ll also need several dozen thin slabs of long flat shale for the stairs and the platform top.”
            They proceeded to begin the process of selecting and carrying a few hundred stones, and they stacked them near and around the building site. They talked as they worked.
           “Can you tell me what we’re going to be building here?” asked Tongjee, dropping a round rock beside the site.
             “A new safe house, a place to sleep when needing rest,” said Westcott, from the shore, “and a place to think, or not, when you are awake and needing energizing.”  
            “Actually,” said Tongjee, “I was more interested in the physical structure of the house.”
            “Ah, yes. Basically, I think a small round tower, with a balcony top, with an internal spiral stair case, clockwise going up, with seven platform levels with evenly interspersed windows every few steps on the staircase as it goes up.”
           “Can I assume,” asked Tongjee, “that there are logical reasons for the designs you describe?”
          “Of course; as with all things in the realms of materialization, musical harmonic vibrations of energy are received and emitted in waves of distinct patterns. Likes attract likes, and vibrate in kind. So, to dream of fostering positive energies is to utilize those existing or fabricated patterns that replicate the end results of those positive energies that one is intent on attracting. Your house, if properly built, should act as a positive, highly charged, conduit; and your eventual and anticipated benefits will be transformative.”
           “Un huh!” said Tongjee, who rolled his eyes, looked skyward, and shook his head several times in complete perplexity.
           They worked at this point in silence, as the sun rose steadily to a mid morning height, while seeming to dodge puffy white low cumulus clouds. There was little wind. The piles of round rocks and stacked flat shale pieces grew steadily, as Tongjee and the Colonel continued to haul more and more pieces from the rocky beach by the water.
           “I think we can start the base, at this point, Tongjee. We’ll need to place a series of round rocks that have a more or less flat side up in a circle, which we’ll grout with mud that you can ‘heat seal’. As this house really is yours, the work must be done by you, though I’ll help with direction and assistance as needed.” 
          Choosing from their newly built pile of rocks, Tongjee began selecting and placing round stones in a circular mosaic pattern, where his round tower would be. When he had ninety-one stones set in five concentric rings, he turned to Westcott, “Does this seem about right to you?”
          “Yes, for a single dwelling. We’ll need mud to solidify the base and make it smooth. I’ll give you a hand here.”
          They both began to haul huge clots of semi viscous clay based mud with their hands from the west side of the water’s edge, scooping it up and carrying it to the center stones of the base and dropping it between the stones for packing it in.
          When the two of them on hands and knees finished grouting all the mud they’d collected into all the between rock crevices and had tamped it all down flat, Colonel Westcott gestured to Tongjee, “O.K., kid, now’s the time to use your stuff. I want you to try to use your fire on the flat ground surface here to get it hard and dried out. But try not to make any serious noise screaming while doing it.”
         “O.K., but how do I do that, anyway? I thought that the screaming produced the fire?”
        “Nope, it’s just happened most of the time when your heightened alertness to trauma has happened at the same time. Remember when Nefertiti came after Stanley while the cat was following behind Mrs. Ferguson and the lawn mower? Your first initial discharge of smoke came out without much sound. So focus on what you are doing; get really calm and centered, and kick out just enough energy to bake this flooring hard and dry.”
           Tongjee then backed off the mud and rock platform and lowered his head to be as close to it as possible. He breathed. Nothing happened. He looked back at Westcott. The Colonel shrugged and smiled, with an expression of, ‘What are you looking at me for?’  
          Tongjee tried several more times, exhaling at different speeds. Nothing. He tried puckering up his face, his stomach, his diaphragm. He tensed his arms, he tensed his legs. Nothing. Then he tried to remember exactly how he felt when Nefertiti had decided to go after Stanley. Tongjee felt an unusual urgency in the pit of his stomach, a channeled churning of fear and courage, and of focused intent, bordering on will; yes, will-power. He opened his mouth and a sputtering noise of coughed smoke and flame, like a miss-wired flickering street lamp jumped out of his mouth onto the mud. He stopped. He took a deep breath and tried again. The same effect occurred, causing the entire space under the bridge to light up in brilliant bursts like an arc welder’s work room, coupled with occasional guttural snorts, grunts, coughs, and bursts of scream that sounded like a waterlogged steam whistle.   

Chapter 10

          On top of the bridge, in broad daylight, Louie the Locust, one of the ‘Scarab’ gang, with his girl friend Louise, were strolling arm in arm on this beautiful, early summer day, when Louise pressed Louie’s arm really tight and hollered, “Jeesh, will you look at that, Louie? What is that, anyway?”
          Through the wooden boards on the bridge, flashes of an orange and yellow light from beneath the bridge illuminated all of the sides of the slats they were walking on. Louie let go of Louise’s arm and dropped flat to the floor of the bridge, placing his face and eyes as close to a wide-open slat as he could.
          “Whatcha doin’, Louie?” asked Louise.
          “Shhhhh!, Louise,” demanded Louie.
         “What is it?” She demanded back.
         “Shhhhh!, for crying out loud! I’m lookin’, I’m lookin’,” waved Louie from the deck. “There’s somebody, no, there’s two somebodies down there. Hey, I think it’s Tongjee, yeah, it’s Tongjee, and some old guy, and Tongjee’s not doin’ so hot.”
           “Louie, is that the guy who breathes fire?” whispered Louise.
           “Yeah, but there’s something wrong with his fire breathin’ equipment. It ain’t workin’ right or something.”
           Louie jumped up, “Louise, don’t say nothin’ to nobody about this. I gotta go tell Stretch what’s going on. He’ll wanna know immediately.”
            “Whatever for?” asked Louise.
            “None of your business. It’s Scarab business, and it’s real important.” Louie then scampered off, heading towards the Village as fast as he could.
           “What? And I’m not?” screamed Louise, after Louie. “What about our date? What about spending all of Thursday with me, huh?” Louise looked down at the still blinking lights through the wooden slats and stooped down to get a look. “So that’s Tongjee Grasshopper. Now what the heck is he doin’ down there? I gotta go tell Jessica Beetle about this. She would so want to know.”
           “Tell me what I can and can’t do, Louie the You-think-you’re-so-tough-and–smart Locust. Watch me!!” 
           Louise got up and walked, deliberately sashaying off the bridge, heading towards the Daisy Beauty Salon where both she and Jessica Beetle worked.

          Beside the mud and rock platform, Tongjee continued to struggle with the practical matter of trying to produce fire without screaming. His bursts of fire, accompanied by unearthly noises and bodily contortions, eventually produced a hard and dry floor.
             “Not bad,” said Colonel Westcott.
            “Well, it wasn’t exactly what you wanted to see me do,” said Tongjee, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand.
            “Yes, but there is a certain amount of practice necessary for the refinement. That should come in time. Now, for the walls, and the door, and the stairs, and the landings, and the windows, and the platform,” said the Colonel.
            “Are you sure that’s all?” 
            “Isn’t that enough?”
            “Enough for what?”
            “Your new home, which we’ll finish today,” replied Westcott.
            “Are you kidding?” 
            “Nope,” as he picked up a rock and handed it to Tongjee. “But now you’ll need to pack mud, and dry it, as we build the circular wall with the steps going up.” 
            As the day progressed towards noon, they both began the process of adding stones, packing mud, adding shale steps between layers of rock and mud, while Tongjee ‘fired’ each stage. They left room for the low door facing the bridge foundation on the opposite side of the house from the brook. The foundation steps began just to the left of the door inside the entrance into the house, and the winding stairs just cleared the lintel top to the door after the first level. The top of the door was set with a thicker piece of shale to help support the wall above.
           When they had produced a cylindrically round wall, up to head height, they took a break, and Colonel Westcott ran off for a few minutes only to quickly return with four rose wood stalk ladders from the nearest rose bush thicket.
           A gentle breeze brought in the scent of hundreds of rich, spicy, and healing blooming roses through and under the bridge as they worked.      

Chapter 11

          On the other side of the Village, at the Scarab hang out, Flatteners Pool Hall, Louie burst through the back door, surveying the entire dimly lit back room, and casually sauntered, as coolly as he possibly could, over to a side booth where Stretch and several of the gang were sitting. Louie gave several eye movements and head nods in communicative exchange with Stretch. Stretch motioned for Vince beside him to move to the other side of the booth. All of the Scarabs accommodated and changed places in silence.
          Louie sat down beside Stretch, leaned towards him and whispered, “Louise and I were taking a stroll across Brook Bridge and noticed lights underneath the bridge. Tongjee and this old guy were under the bridge and Tongjee was breathing fire on the ground, but it looked and sounded like he was sick, or somethin’. So I came running back here to tell you what I saw.”
          “Did they know they were being watched?” asked Stretch without moving a muscle.
         “I don’t think so.”
         “I’ll send some of the boys over to check it out.” Stretch snapped his claws and several of the Scarabs playing pool dropped their sticks on the tables and ran to beside where Stretch was sitting.
            Louie leaned back in his seat, folded his arms behind his head, and smiled a deeply satisfied smile.

         Across the Mega Moth Mini Mall from the Kooky Cocoon, at the Daisy Beauty Salon, Louise entered the shop to Blanche’s greeting, “Morning Louise, whatcha doin’ here on your day off, hon?”
         “I gotta speak to Jessica. She here?” proclaimed Louise.
         “Yeah. She’s on break. She’s got about ten more minutes.”
         “How’s today been?” asked Louise. 
         “Busy,” said Blanche. “All or most of the regulars, plus some walk ins. Folks gettin’ ready for the holidays. Same old same old.”
         “Yeah. Thanks, Blanche. I’ll be in the back for just a few.”
         “Hey, you look stressed or somethin’, what’s goin’ on?”
         “Well, Louie and I were on what I thought was a date, and we’re taking a stroll on Brook bridge and that guy that Jessica’s been real interested in, Tongjee Grasshopper….”
          “No! Jessica? That guy who breathes fire? You gotta be kiddin’ me. Really?”
           “Yeah, she thinks he’s cute, and hot; what am I saying? Anyway, Tongjee was under the bridge by the water doing his thing with fire and Louie saw him and ran off to tell the Scarabs, and I thought I better tell Jessica, ‘cause she’d wanna know.”
           “Yeah, go tell her for sure.”
           Eudora Mantis, by a corner window, covered in facial mud, with her toes in a soaking solution, and reading Bugs Duds, slowly lowered her magazine from her face and peered across the Beauty Salon floor at Blanche and Louise, and muttered to herself sarcastically, “Story lines, story lines, where you least expect them.”
          Charmaine Caterpiller got up from having had all of her nails done, walked over to the register, paid Blanche and stated, “Thank you so much. They look terrific, don’t they?” 
          “Yes, they make you look simply splendid. You’ll be back in two weeks, then?”
          “Of course, same time. Now, for the sales at Aphids Clothiers, down the lane,” stated Charmaine.
           Have a great time shopping, and have a nice day.”
           “I will, Blanche, see you later,” said Charmaine.
          She exited the establishment and headed straight to the doors of the Central Office of the Weekly Weed and Compost Chronicle in search of reporter Jay F. Beetle. 


            Isabella and Freeman, who had taken the day off from work to further assess the damage from last night’s fire, both tried to settle down to a calm and peaceful pick-up lunch with all their kids, who’d stayed indoors for the day to help, as they all had needed a much deserved break from sorting, throwing out, and cleaning.
            “Hey Mom,” yelled Marvin from the fourth floor balcony.
            “What’s up, Son?” asked Isabella, her head still resting on her hands with her elbows on the kitchenette table.
           “Look what I found. It must have been stuck between the floor boards on the fifth floor and then fallen through to Tongjee’s room last night or early this morning.”
          “What is it?” Hollered Isabella.
          “It’s a coin or a medallion, I think. Here, Dad, catch.” 
          “Wait,” Freeman yelled, as Marvin flipped it up into the air and it cascaded down four flights into Freeman’s outstretched hand, as he had to lunge across four empty seats to snag it. “Got it. Thanks,” yelled Freeman.
           “What is it?” asked Isabella.
          “I’m not sure, let’s have a look.” Freeman got up, took the piece over to the spring sink, washed it up, dried it, brought it back, and handed it to Isabella. It was a gold coin with a small hole in it by one edge for a chain or necklace. On one side were four outstretched arms, each of a different kind of insect, all four arms clasped in the center together to form the shape of a square cross. On the other side was a sunrise or sunset over a field with a pond in the foreground. Insect wildlife was everywhere in the picture.
            “Have you ever seen anything like this?” Asked Isabella.
            “No, I haven’t,” replied Freeman.
           “Do you suppose it may have belonged to the previous owners?” asked Isabella.
           “It may even go back further than that, a few generations of owners,” responded Freeman.
           “Why don’t you take it to work tomorrow and ask Don, your foreman….No wait, when you go down to the Mayor’s office to see the folks from the Special Projects Division, show it to someone from the Chamber of Commerce, and ask if they’ve ever seen anything like it before.”
           “Great idea,” said Freeman, taking the coin from Isabella and placing it into his shirt pocket.
            There then came a loud knock at the front door. Anna was the first to get up and run to open it.
           “It’s Mr. Beetle from the paper,” she cried, “and he’s got his camera with him. Are you going to take pictures of the fire? It’s out now. You should have been here last night.”
           “Anna,” yelled Isabella, “please invite Mr. Jay. F. Beetle in, and don’t leave him standing out there.”  
          “Please come in, Mr. Beetle, my mom and dad are here in the kitchenette,” replied Anna, remembering her manners.
         “Hello, everybody,” said Jay F. Beetle, as he entered the house and walked quickly over to Isabella and Freeman. “A friend of mine dropped by at the Chronicle just a few minutes ago before lunch and told me she overheard a conversation at the Daisy Beauty Salon regarding Tongjee. Apparently a group of Scarabs, maybe you’ve heard of them, are interested in Tongjee’s whereabouts and they’ve discovered he’s under the Brook Bridge.”
            “Oh my God. That’s that gang, Freeman! What would they want with Tongjee?” gasped Isabella.
           “I don’t know what they’d want with Tongjee,” said Freeman, “but at least he’s with Colonel Westcott.”
          “Colonel Westcott? Who’s Colonel Westcott?” Asked J.F. Beetle.
          “He’s Tongjee’s teacher,” said Isabella.
          “He’s Tongjee’s teacher?” asked a confused Mr. Beetle.  
          “Yes, he’ll be training him to use his fire correctly and safely, we hope,” said Isabella. 
         “Do you think the Colonel will be able to handle the Scarabs?” asked Freeman.  
        “I would hope so. What do you think?” responded Isabella.
        “I don’t know. Maybe we should go by and see,” said Freeman.
        “No, that wouldn’t do any good.”
        “But what if he needs our help?”
        “I know; we’ll drop by unannounced with a packed lunch. They both need to eat,” stated Isabella.
        “I don’t know if that’s going to fool anybody,” said Freeman.  
        “Come on; it wouldn’t hurt. We’ll all go,” said Isabella.      
        “O.K., we can all help. Lunch detail, on the double!” Shouted Freeman, in all directions. “Let’s go. The Colonel and Tongjee and whoever else is there will need a couple of picnic baskets full of food.”
        All of the kids and Isabella and Freeman ran to the kitchen and quickly organized and made four basketfuls of meals, and then set them all by the door, for when they were ready to go. 
       “We’ll take Charlie, Freddie, Anna, Sonya, and….”
       “May I tag along, too, please,” begged Jay F. Beetle. 
       “I guess, so, sure, of course,” responded Isabella, “Your presence may be a deterrent to anything the Scarabs might try to do.”
         “Jeremy, Steven, Danielle. We’re leaving you three in charge. We’ll be back soon, hopefully.”
         The six Grasshopper family members and Jay F. Beetle, all laden down with supplies, exited the house and headed left and north at the end of the sidewalk towards the stream.


        As the afternoon wore on, Tongjee and the Colonel completed the fourth platform and fourth window in the tower, winding around the outer wall with the spiral staircase, as they went, with Tongjee firing the mud and rocks at every level.
         The flickering orange and yellow lights from under the bridge, which had gone on all day, had not escaped the attention of Nefertiti, who had sat inside Georgiana Ferguson’s house by the back porch kitchen window, while whipping her tail against the window and sill in time with her chattering breath, as she stared at the bridge: knowing, suspecting, anticipating a hunt, a stalking.

Chapter 12

           When Jessica Beetle finished her shift at the Daisy Beauty Salon, Eudora Mantis was waiting for her outside. 
           “Jessica Beetle?” inquired Eudora, as she approached her at the door.
           “What?” Asked Jessica, who was not paying attention, and was obviously preoccupied. 
          “Pardon me for overhearing about your friend, Tongjee Grasshopper, but I was wondering if I could be of assistance to you. I’m Eudora Mantis, Editor in Chief of B.Q., Bug Quarterly, and we at B.Q. would like ever so much to be able to interview Tongjee and Tongjee’s friends and family for a lead story in this next month’s issue; but it appears really evident, at this point in time, that Tongjee’s going through a really rough patch and needs a lot of help and support at this moment from all those whom he’s closest to. Is there anything we can do to help out, or can we be of assistance in any way?”
         “I’m just so worried for him at the moment,” said Jessica.   
         “Yes, dear, we know,” agreed Eudora.
        “Ever since this fire breathing stuff, he’s been really quiet and withdrawn, and lost, and then there was the fire at his house yesterday, and now he’s gone off with this old goofball, and he hasn’t been the same, and I’m really scared for him, so I’ve got to go see him right now.”  
        “Yes, of course,” said Eudora. “Going to Brook Bridge?” 
        “You don’t miss anything, do you?” 
        “Can I accompany you there?” asked Eudora.
        “Are you going there anyway, whether I say ‘yes’ or ‘no’?”  
        “I don’t think I’d miss this for anything. I am here for a story, as you are aware,” remarked Eudora.
        “O.K., why not,” said Jessica. 
        Eudora looked down the lane in the direction of her entourage in the distance, sitting on park benches by a fountain in the town square, and signaled them with a wave and a head nod. Then, turning back to Jessica, she asked, “Will you lead the way?”
         “Follow me,” said Jessica. “Everybody in Insect Village knows Brook Bridge.”


              As a herd of rounded up Scarabs marched all the way from Flattener’s Pool Hall through the Main Street area in Downtown Insect Village on their way to Brook Bridge, they were observed not only by their cross town rivals, the Ticks, but also some local constables from the police department working the traffic beat on foot.
            Two very casual squadrons of curious onlookers ended up cautiously tailing behind the Scarabs on their way towards Brook Bridge.

Chapter 13

           As the westering sun began to peek through the foliage and shine onto the rocky beach under the bridge, Tongjee and Westcott finished up the sixth level of the tower.  
         “We’ll definitely need some longer and thicker pieces of shale for the tower top flooring,” said Westcott. “There’s a large shattered piece of shale by the water’s edge, east of us. I’ll grab it.” 
         He hopped off the top of the wall and went to retrieve the first of eight large sheets of identical slabs from the same main piece.
         As Westcott climbed a rose wood stalk ladder, carrying the first piece of shale up to Tongjee, he whispered, “By the way, for whatever it’s worth, we’re not alone. We have some visitors.”
          “An audience? Shall I sing them a song?” asked Tongjee, tired, and covered in mud and sweat.
          “Knock yourself out,” laughed Westcott.
          “I’ll pass,” said Tongjee. “Can I assume that this first top flooring slab goes on the opposite side from the top step of the spiral staircase?” 
          “Correct,” remarked Westcott.
         From beneath them, as Tongjee took the shale slab from Westcott, Stretch, surrounded by a semi circle of ten Scarabs, yelled up, “Is there a reason why you two are building a ‘light house’ under this bridge?” 
          “Tongjee,” remarked Colonel Westcott, loudly and wryly, “Are we building a ‘light house’ under a bridge?”
          “I don’t think so, Colonel,” remarked Tongjee, mimicking Colonel Westcott’s tone, “I thought we were building a house of light under a bridge.”
            “A house of light?” yelled Westcott.
            “Why, yes, sir; a domiciliation of illumination, a tower of power, a flight of light, a….”
            “Tongjee, please,” commented Stretch, waving his hands from down below, “I was raised on humiliation. So, let’s drop the sarcasm. Do yous need any help?”   
           “Thank you, Stretch. Actually, this task, here, this work, I really need to do on my own. The Colonel, Colonel Westcott, here, is pretty much supervising the construction.”
            “But why?” yelled up Stretch.
            “Perhaps you hadn’t heard. I almost burned down my family home last night. So I needed a place to stay immediately where no one else anywhere would get hurt.”
            “Fair enough,” responded Stretch.
            “Tongjee, Tongjee Grasshopper,” yelled Eudora Mantis, as she plowed through the weeds on the east side of the enclosure, with Jessica Beetle, followed by her entourage, “why do you still insist on associating with this riffraff; we do have an interview and photo shoot to…”
          “Eudora,” yelled Tongjee, “Make yourself at home, and please stop referring to my Scarab brothers here as riffraff. You can set up your equipment where it will be most advantageous for you, anywhere down there, and you can begin recording at any time. I’ll be available for interviews and or conversation sometime later on.”
          “Hey Jessica!” said Tongjee, warmly.
          “Hi Tongjee.”
          “How are you doin’? You O.K.?” asked Tongjee.
          “Yeah, I’m fine. How are you?” she asked.
          “Keepin’ busy,” as Tongjee spread his hands wide to show off his work on the tower.
          “I can see that; it looks…well, interesting,” said Jessica, trying to figure out reasons for the monstrosity in front of her.
          “It is,” replied Tongjee. “I’ll give you a tour when we’re done.”
          Colonel Westcott returned up the ladder with a second large slab of shale for placement along side the first piece.
           “Thanks, Coach,” said Tongjee. “By the way, is this tower we’re building supposed to be a deliberate magnet for ‘light,’ or a magnet for absolutely everyone in this village?”
           “Yes; to both questions, oddly enough. Light is always, in actuality, first and foremost, a blatant, cosmic opportunity for interaction, or exchange, on a very literal level.”
           From down below, a comment was overheard, “Hey, Stretch,” said a Scarab, “We got company.”
           “Colonel,” responded Tongjee, laughing, “They’ve got company.”
           About ten Ticks in yellow and black threads had entered the under-the-bridge area from the East Side of the South Shore.
          “You Scarabs,” stated Master Blue, head of the Ticks, “are out of your turf, and…”
         “They were invited here,” yelled Tongjee.
         “I wasn’t talking to you…..Hey, what is this, a movie set? You guys making a movie?” asked Blue.
        “Yes, exactly,” hollered Westcott. “Eudora Mantis, here, from B.Q., is making a documentary, and we mentioned we might need more extras. Would you be at all interested?” asked Westcott.
       “If the Scarabs are doin’ it, we would be in it, right guys?” asked Master blue. There was generalized consent from the Ticks from where they stood, watching everything unfold.
         “So what do you want us to do?” Asked Master Blue.
        “The folks from B.Q. have just arrived and are still setting up,” said Westcott.
         “Colonel,” whispered Tongjee, “Where the heck are you going with this?”
        “I have no idea, but isn’t it fun?” asked Westcott, smiling.
        “Yeah, like a fun house!” replied Tongjee.
       “You’ve already started the drill!!” shouted an aged Mr. Otto Bumblebee, from the west side of the stream opposite the Ticks. He’d come bounding through the tall grasses wearing very thick glasses, an outdated army helmet, a survivalist back pack, over-sized water wader boots, and was carrying a Summer Planning Committee 2006 ceremonial Flag, while jostling six or seven water bottle canteens on his belt around his middle.
         “Is this castle going to need a moat?” he yelled up to Tongjee and the Colonel, as he staggered to a still pose beside the stream. 
         “Tongjee,” whispered Westcott, “when the pot begins to boil, it really begins to boil.”  
          “You’re not kidding,” remarked Tongjee.
          Right behind where Otto had entered through the weeds came Freeman, Isabella, Chronicle reporter Jay. F. Beetle, and four of the Grasshopper kids all carrying baskets and provisions for lunch. Isabella yelled out, “I hope we’re not interrupting anything, but I thought you insects might all be hungry.”
          Over the cheers, clapping, and hoots from most assembled, Tongjee yelled out from the top of the tower, “You are the best, Mom. I’m starving.”
          “Don’t be shy, anyone, we’ve brought plenty of food for all who are here. And if all of you here are Tongjee’s friends, you are all family.”
          Tongjee and Colonel Westcott jumped down from the tower and asked the Scarabs and Ticks to help carry over some rocks and spare slate to construct impromptu picnic smorgasbord tables.
          “We’ve got casseroles, salads, side dishes, and fruit desserts, and a ton of breads and cakes,” commented Isabella loudly.
          At this very moment, the local Insect Village constables arrived and seemed very confused by the large eclectic crowd seemingly getting ready for a picnic. Isabella, seeing them enter yelled, “Please, officers, come on by and make yourselves at home, grab plates; eat please.”
          The officers, paused briefly, to assess each others’ reactions, then proceeded to join the flow of persons to the makeshift tables being set up with food provisions.
          As everyone present gathered around the tables and began collecting plates, napkins, silverware, and coalescing into informal lines, a pleasant coincidental sound of wind chimes from Georgiana Ferguson’s back porch caught their ears and attention: suspended constructions of glass, bamboo, ceramic, and hollow metal tubing, all clanging and colliding together, as the late afternoon winds had picked up and were shaking the hanging dangling gongs in a pleasant cacophonous din of random melody and harmony.
         “The alarms have sounded, the alarms have sounded,” bellowed Otto Bumblebee, who was by the shore trying to fix his portable stove; whereupon, he left his kit, jumped to his feet and hollered, “Man the perimeters, secure the fortress, to arms, to arms. Remember the Fence Hoppers.” He then picked up his Summer Auxiliary flag that was stuck in the sand beside the shore, lowered his head, and screamed “Charge,” at the top of his lungs. He started to run, in slow motion lumbering steps, towards the weeds on the east side of the south shore.
             Colonel Westcott threw his plate onto the nearest table, whispered to Tongjee beside him, “Even a blind bumblebee occasionally finds a flower…., we’re desperately needed, Tongjee, quickly,” and motioned towards the tall grass.
          Two very large brightly lit green and black eyes, virtually camouflaged in quiet stalking stillness, were staring at all of them beneath the bridge from behind the swaying grasses. Westcott and Tongjee hurtled towards the stumbling Otto, who had no idea what he was running towards. The Scarabs, Ticks, and Police who looked up to see the commotion, jumped in behind Otto, Westcott, and Tongjee to form an informal phalanx.
         Nefertiti then pushed her face deliberately through the grass to make her presence formally known. All of the crowd of insects screamed and scattered in horror. Many scurried into the single entrance of the tower, while others flew, scampered, or hopped in any direction possible.
          Otto stopped short with his flag, looked up at Nefertiti, and began to tremble. Westcott and Tongjee jumped past him. Westcott, showing insane ability, was swinging his staff like a pinwheel blur. Tongjee screamed. The sound echoed like a steam whistle in a closed canyon. The explosion of fire bounced off the ground in front of him and splayed out like a leaping pile of leaves in an autumn windstorm. As Nefertiti watched the oncoming fire, Westcott’s staff caught her on the nose, and she winced, but swung her paw. Westcott leaped and Nefertiti’s right paw swung twice more, both strokes missing where he’d moved from. Tongjee screamed again, and flames bounded in front of the cat, who turned and ran out from under the enclosure, but circled around the outside of the bridge heading for the opposite side.
           “Feisty, isn’t she?” commented Westcott.
           “Scarabs, Ticks, police, all of you,” shouted Tongjee, as he flew towards the tower, “Rocks, as many as you can handle to throw, get ready on the far side, but take cover where you can. That cat’s next attack will be a lightning fast charge.”
          Hardly had they gathered a few rocks when Nefertiti bounded through the tall grass on the west side to a torrent of more insect screams, looking for anything to swat and gobble. Rocks came hurtling from all directions.
           Jay F. Beetle, huddling behind Eudora inside the tower, whispered, “Are you getting all of this?”
           “Leave Me Alone,” wailed Eudora, who was crying as much as she was screaming, while beating her fists on the wall of the tower by the underside of the stairs that she’d pinned herself into. 
        Westcott, who’d flown to a rafter on the underside of the bridge, jumped down to a point on Nefertiti’s collar and whacked her with his staff, before bounding back up to the rafters. Nefertiti, in response, rolled completely over to try to crush Westcott. Tongjee, standing now on the top of the tower, to survey the entire area, screamed a blast of fire beneath Westcott, but over and across Nefertiti, forcing her to spin and crawl quickly east, under a flurry of more stones from the armed Scarabs, Ticks, and cops. As Tongjee’s flame was cut short, Westcott and Tongjee jumped down in pursuit of Nefertiti. Both chased her out into the open lawn beyond the bridge, with their rock wielding forces behind them. Nefertiti had turned and crouched, facing the bridge, as Tongjee and the Colonel ran towards her.   
         Tongjee let out one last burst of fire in her direction before a large upside down glass quart Mason Jar held by Georgiana’s Grandson Jeremy trapped Tongjee in his tracks.
          “Gotcha,” screamed Jeremy, as he quickly tilted the jar and inserted the upside down lid over the opening, as Tongjee had instinctively jumped high into the upside down jar when first trapped.
          Nefertiti, startled, bounded across the bridge for the porch. Westcott jumped onto Jeremy’s right hand, which held the jar, and bit his right thumb as hard as he could. Jeremy yelled, let go of the jar with his right hand, shaking his hand violently and hurtling the Colonel spinning to the ground at breakneck speed. Westcott, where he’d landed, lay still, moaning.
          Jeremy finished screwing the lid on the jar, stood up straight, eyed Tongjee screaming fire inside the jar, and ran around and across the bridge, with his heavy binoculars on a strap around his neck banging against his chest and stomach. He then jumped up onto the porch and bounded inside the house, the back door slamming behind him. 
         From the bridge to the porch, Jeremy had been hollering, “Grandma, Grandma, come quick, I caught a grasshopper, I caught a grasshopper, and he’s a fire breathing grasshopper, he’s really a fire breathing grasshopper.”
          The Scarabs, Ticks, and police, in complete shock, dropped their rocks and ran to Colonel Westcott. He was crying, as he lay crumpled in a broken heap. “I couldn’t save him, I tried to stop it, if only I’d seen it, if only I’d been just a bit quicker.”
         All of the insects who’d been under the bridge slowly came out from behind the weeds into the quiet of the open meadowed lane, where they discovered some very silent Scarabs, Ticks, and policemen huddled beside a sobbing Colonel Westcott.
         Stretch and Master Blue both got up from beside Colonel Westcott where he lay and ran to Freeman’s and Isabella’s side, “The Ferguson kid’s got Tongjee. He grabbed him in a jar. None of us saw it coming.”
         Isabella collapsed to the ground. Tongjee’s siblings began to cry. Freeman reached down to hold Isabella. Turning to face the Scarabs and Ticks, Freeman pleaded, “Will you guys please take care of the Colonel? He needs your help right now.”
         Westcott was trying and failing to get up. His left leg was broken below the knee, where he’d landed on it. Stretch and Master Blue and several other Scarabs and Ticks went and picked up the Colonel and carried him back to where all the rest of the insects had surrounded Isabella and Freeman and their kids. The Colonel was still crying inconsolably. 
         Isabella, looking up from the ground and noticing the Colonel’s dangling left leg swaying horribly while the Scarabs and Ticks were carrying him, immediately got up, became seriously and frighteningly composed, and stated calmly to all, “Colonel, you need medical attention immediately. Please everyone,” Isabella yelled, “Collect everything from under the bridge that can be carried. You are all invited to come to our house now, where all of you can be taken care of. Charlie and Freddie, go get Dr. Butterfly, please. Have her meet us at our house as soon as possible. Have her ask the Mud and Paper Wasp Casting Technicians to come with her. We’ve got a severely broken leg that needs mending immed…”
         “Isabella,” moaned Westcott.  
         “Ah, Ah, Ah, Ah, Ah,” she barked. “You can speak later. Right now, rest it!”
         From under the bridge, as news spread about what had happened, a helpless and hopeless wailing scream shot through everybody outside the bridge.
        “Anna and Sonya,” shouted Isabella, “Go grab Jessica and take her quickly back to the house. Do not let her out of your sight. Invite everyone still under the bridge to go with you. And when you get home, tell everyone at the house what’s happened, and start preparing for everyone who is here now who will be coming and staying with us.”
         Turning to the Scarabs and the Ticks, Isabella continued, “Can you guys manage to carry Westcott to our house?”
        “Yes, Ma’am,” they all yelled in unison.
        Freeman loudly clapped his hands twice quickly and bellowed, “Everyone, let’s go.” 

Chapter 14

          On the kitchen table on top of a wire mesh trivet in an upside down Mason Jar with holes punched in the lid for air, Tongjee sat without moving, staring at a black and white cat wall cuckoo clock with a black wagging tail keeping time in seconds to blank painted eyes which seemed to dart from left to right in direct opposition to the tail movements. The table was covered with a red and white plastic checkerboard tablecloth. A still Lazy Susan with a small jar of honey, salt and pepper shakers, and a box of assorted individually wrapped tea bags stood in front of him.
         If he concentrated in the stillness, he could just make out a tinny other-worldly conversation between Georgiana and Jeremy from the dining room.
        “Grandma, I’ve never been so excited in all of my life. After tomorrow, when I get back home, I’m going to call everyone I know to come over to see my fire breathing grasshopper.”
        “Are you O.K., Jeremy?” You’re holding your hand,” said Georgiana.
        “I got bit,” said Jeremy.
        “Really?” 
        “When I caught my grasshopper, another grasshopper bit me,” said Jeremy, holding up his hand.
        “Let’s see,” said Georgiana.
        Jeremy showed his thumb to Georgiana.
       “Yup. That’s a grasshopper bite, all right. I’ll get you a Band-Aid,” said Georgiana. She got up from her comfortable lounge chair and went to the bathroom to get a Band-Aid from the medicine cabinet; she then hollered to Jeremy, “Would you do something for me, Jeremy?”
          “Sure, what?” he asked.
          “Imagine, please, in a few days, when you get to show off your grasshopper to your friends and family, that you may be asked lots of questions. If you would, try to put together a list of the top, maybe, five questions you could get asked about your grasshopper; and also try to think about how you would answer those five questions, and then think about the possible consequences of all of those questions and all of your answers.”
          “Why do you want me to do all that?” he yelled from the dining room.
          From the bathroom, Georgiana stated, “In life, as you grow older, you may discover that all of the choices that you make in life result in consequences, some of them pleasant, some of them unpleasant, some of them beneficial, some of them detrimental. And, some of the choices may appear to be completely meaningless, while other choices may appear to be monumental.” 
          “Jeremy,” Georgiana continued, “today you may have been given a rare opportunity, a rare glimpse, at looking into the real art of choice making.”
          “I don’t know what you mean,” he said with an air of confusion.
          Georgiana re-entered the dining room, and, having stopped by her desk, handed the Band-Aid to Jeremy, along with a blank notebook and a pen. She then sat down across from him, folded her hands interlocked on the table, and stared at him with piercing love and calm understanding.
          “Let’s do this together, you and me.” She paused briefly. “You will go home the day after tomorrow with your grasshopper. Who will you talk to? Who will you call?”
          “I’ll tell my brother, James, and my sister, Beth.”  
          “And what will they ask you? Please write down their questions; go ahead. See if you can come up with five.”
         “O.K.,” he said.
         “So,” said Georgiana, “What will be the first question that James will ask you?” 
         “Uhhh, I suppose, ‘Where did you get it?’ ”
         “And your response to that?”
         “I found it.”
         “And your second question from James would be?”
        “ ‘Yeah, but where, exactly?’”
         “And your answer?”  
         “Beside the tiny bridge over the stream in Grandma’s garden, you know where.”
         “What would be his third question?”  
         “ ‘Were there others?’ ”  
         Georgiana then gestured for a reply. 
         “No.” 
        “Then what would James’ fourth question be?”
        “ ‘Are you sure?’ ”  
        “And how would you respond to that?”
        “Yes!”  
        “And now for James’ fifth question?”
        “ ‘Can we go back there to Grandma Georgiana’s garden today and look for more of 
them?’ ”
        “And how would you respond to that?”
        “Not now. I just got back from Grandma’s, and it would be rude to go back there without asking first or ahead of time.”
        “O.K., then, who is the next person you show your grasshopper to?”
        “Beth.”
        “O.K., and so what are her five questions?”
        “Ah, let me see… ‘How did you catch it?’ ”
        “And your answer?”
        “In a jar.”
        “And her second question?”
        “ ‘Did you get burned?’ ”
        “Interesting, and your answer?”
        “No, but I got bit.”
        “What would be Beth’s third question?”
        “ ‘How does it breathe fire?’ ”
        “Wonderful; and your answer?”
        “I don’t know.”
        “And her fourth question?”
        “ ‘Can I have it?’ ”
        “Why, of course; and your reply to that?”
        “No; it’s mine.”
        “And her last question?”
        “Well, then, are there others?”
        “And then we’re back to the first set of questions. Now Jeremy, please take a good long look at these questions you’ve written, and your answers, and imagine what could possibly happen, as a result of your showing your fire breathing grasshopper to your friends, your siblings, and your parents. Consider what they may do, what they may want, and what they may expect. Try to look into this future. And then, speculate, if you will, what may be the ultimate consequence of your telling people about your grasshopper.”
         As Jeremy stared at nothing, blankly peering into any number of possible, potential unknowns, he quietly and slowly stated, “Everyone that I show the grasshopper to comes here to your house to look for more of them.”
           Georgiana silently nodded her head, repeatedly, in response, and then asked, “How many, then, will come here, the day after tomorrow, maybe next week, or again, next month?”
           After a few seconds, he responded, “Hundreds, thousands, maybe more.”
           “Now, just for the heck of it, go out onto the back porch, Jeremy, and take a look at the garden out back. Then, come back in and tell me what you’ve seen after you’ve taken it all in.”
           Jeremy got up from the table and went outside and stood in the exact center of the porch, his hands stuck deep into his pants pockets. The sun was setting. Everything was peaceful, and quiet. Every few seconds a lone wind chime clanged. Breezes gently pushed and pulled rose petals, leaves, and scents everywhere. It was all very plain and simple. 
            “Grandma?” He asked, when he came back in after about five minutes of being alone on the porch.
            “Yes, Jeremy?”
           “Why did you have me write down all of those questions and all of my answers?”
          “Is it O.K. with you if I answer your question with another question?”
          “Sure.”
          “Did you know that the word ‘sacred’ and the word ‘secret’ share almost the same consonants?”
           “No,” he said with a quizzical look on his face.
           “Yes: S-C-R-D and S-C-R-T, and the ‘T’ and the ‘D’ are what are known as ‘linguistic equivalents.’
           “What are those?”
          “Linguistic equivalents are letters or words that have very similar sounds. Say the sounds for ‘T’ and ‘D’: ‘Tah’, ‘Dah’, ‘Tah’, ‘Dah’. Go ahead.”
           Jeremy repeated the sounds, listening to them as he said them.
          “You see? They sound very similar.”
          “What are you getting at?” He asked.
          “Things in life that are ‘sacred’ are ‘secret’, and things that are ‘secret’ are ‘sacred’. When you get to be as old as I am, you will get to know this, and not only understand it, but experience it, first hand.”
           “Grandma? Are there other words that share the same consonants as the words ‘sacred’ and ‘secret’? Jeremy asked.
           “Sure,” she replied, “ ‘security,’ ‘scared,’ ‘scarred,’ ‘scored,’ and ‘scried,’ just to name a few.” 
           “Grandma?”
           “Yes?”
           “Could you put the grasshopper back in the garden for me? Put it back where it belongs? I’ve decided not to tell anyone about it, and keep it a secret.”
          “Are you sure that’s what you want?”
         “Yes. I’m sure. I’m very sure.
         “I’ll put the grasshopper back, now, it that’s O.K. with you?”
         “Thank you, Grandma.”
         “Thank you, Jeremy. Thank you very much.”  
         Georgiana went to the kitchen, picked up the Mason Jar, walked very carefully out onto the back porch, and lifted the Mason Jar to her face, staring at the grasshopper that stared back. 
          “Well, Tongjee,” said Georgiana, “I think we got lucky. May I take you back to your house, now?”  
          “Yes, Mrs. Ferguson. Thank you,” said Tongjee. 
          “Call me Georgiana.”
          “Yes, Georgiana.”
          Georgiana unscrewed the upside down lid from the glass and allowed Tongjee to crawl out onto the open palm of her right hand. As she straightened up and walked down the porch steps, Tongjee spoke, “Georgiana, from way up here, it sure is such a long way down.”
          “Yes, Tongjee, but think about it. It’s actually a longer way up.”  
           Tongjee laughed, then said, “Thank you Georgiana.”
          Georgiana smiled and sighed, turned right off the porch a few steps, then turned left and walked down the path, over the Brook bridge. She then turned right and walked the entire length of the stream to the last row of rose bushes, turned sharp left and South, walking past the various shrubs and the rows of insect homes. At the sidewalk to the Isabella and Freeman Grasshopper house, Georgiana carefully and slowly set her right hand down flat on the ground and let Tongjee hop off.
           “Thank you, Georgiana,” said Tongjee.
           “Tongjee, your learning, your teaching, your future: they might all be exactly where they need to be, right now,” said Georgiana.
           “Yup,” said Tongjee.
           “Your family needs you. The whole community needs you. Take care, Tongjee Grasshopper.”
           Tongjee waved and ran to the front door and walked in. Screams of surprise, joy, wonder, and excitement ran throughout all five floors of the Grasshopper residence. Tongjee was smothered in hugs, handshakes, and kisses from all in the house; the homecoming party went on until very late.
           During the night, thunderstorms rolled through Bellaire, Wisconsin, lighting up the sky for hours, producing high winds, lots of rain, and a clearing of the air everywhere.

Chapter 15

           The next morning, July Fourth, arose bright, clear, and refreshed. At 10:05 A.M., all four of the duly elected members of the Georgiana Ferguson Rose Garden Grasshopper and Beetle Community Auxiliary Summer Planning Committee rang the doorbell at Freeman and Isabella Grasshopper’s residence. They were invited in for a late and crowded breakfast, and were quite surprised and overwhelmed at the pleasant noisy confusion with which an aproned and smiling Isabella Grasshopper, running the organized food dispensary from the kitchen stove, ran to greet them at the door. The committee members were led to a table shared by members of the Scarabs and the Ticks. They were sharing stories with Colonel Westcott.
           When they sat down and were all introduced, Mildred M. Grasshopper asked if she and her committee members could speak with Tongjee.
           “He’s not up yet,” said Stretch, “but you can talk to the Colonel, here. He knows him pretty good.” 
          “Colonel Westcott, Third Battalion Infantry Commander, retired, at your service,” as Westcott extended his right hand.
          “How do you do?  We’ve come here because we sent Tongjee an invitation to help out with the 4th of July Celebrations tonight, and we never heard back from him, so all of our plans are on hold, as you might expect.”
          “Isabella, Freeman,” yelled Westcott. 
          Isabella came from the kitchen. Freeman came over from the back table where Eudora, her business associates, and Jessica were all seated, along with Charlie and Alex.
          “Yes, Colonel?” they said together.
         “These fine insects are asking if Tongjee and I can help with the Fourth of July celebrations tonight, with your permission?”
         Freeman and Isabella looked at each other, smiled, winked, and said in unison, “Absolutely, sounds good to us.”
           “But we were expecting that Tongjee would be assisting with the ceremony,” said Mildred.
           “The Colonel and Tongjee are a package deal. If you want Tongjee, the Colonel assists him in very aspect of the show,” said Isabella smiling. 
           “Well, then,” said Mildred, “I guess it’s settled. We’ll expect you, Colonel Westcott, and Tongjee, at about five o’clock tonight, in order to start the Barbeque cooking?”
           “We’ll be there,” said Westcott, matter-of-factly.
           The Scarabs and the Ticks at the table were smiling and laughing and hitting each other on their upper arms by their shoulders.
            “Can you guarantee a great show tonight, Colonel?” asked Montgomery T. Beetle.
           “I think Tongjee will be able to provide you with skill and wonder well beyond your imaginations,” said Westcott.


           Later on in the evening, with most of the crowd of feasting revelers seated in rows and rows of over-laden tables, the Colonel carefully removed a long, very bespattered, originally white cook’s apron in the kitchen area, and wiped his hands on it. Tongjee, washing his hands in a portable sink, turned and asked, “Colonel, about how many lessons did I undergo yesterday under the bridge?”
          “Oh, maybe one,” he responded casually.
          “One? Are you kidding me? One?”  asked Tongjee.
          “Maybe one-and-a-half,” replied Westcott.
          “Maybe one-and-a-half?”  asked Tongjee, again.
          “Yeah,” was the Colonel’s reply.
          “Tongjee, Colonel Westcott, yoohoo,” loudly shouted a scurrying Mildred Grasshopper, clip board in hand, “If you don’t mind, they’re all set up behind the pavilion and waiting for you to start the fireworks program.”
           “Here we go. This is going to be some fun, eh, Colonel?” asked Tongjee.
           “How much, I wonder.” Commented Westcott.
           “Eh?” inquired Tongjee. “Need a hand, again, Colonel?” 
           “Nah. I can manage. I’ve got my trusty staff.” The Colonel, hobbling gingerly on his mud and paper wasp cast wrapped bum left leg, with Tongjee slowly sauntering beside him, made his way across the Pavilion track and Midway field to Preacher’s Hollow, where rows and rows of rockets had been set up for igniting.
           The air was still, the night sky was a dark incandescent blue, except for the western edge of the horizon which still showed pink and turquoise from the already set sun. Stars were beginning to appear to raise the bar for the upcoming show.
           “When do we get started?” asked Westcott.
          “Apparently, we can start at any time, now,” replied Tongjee. “The sky is near dark and just about perfect. Unfortunately, I think the Summer Planning Committee personnel believe I’m an expert at this, and I really don’t have a clue as to what I’m doing. They must think that just because I can breathe fire, I’m supposedly qualified to know how to put on a spectacular show. Got any suggestions?”
          “Well,” said Colonel Westcott, “You might try this.” He hobbled to a point about two feet from the end of the long row of rocket tubes, bent over ever so very slowly, using his staff for complete body support, while trying unsuccessfully to position his left leg cast comfortably, so that his head was just above ground level, and leisurely opened his mouth. A single straight beam of silent white light, as flame, erupted out of the Colonel’s mouth, and with pinpoint accuracy, hit the exact end of the first fuse on the first rocket. The Colonel snapped his mouth shut, the light vanished, and the fuse sputtered for a few seconds, then with a red and golden low roaring and jolting “Brumpf” noise, the rocket tore off into the air to about twelve to fifteen feet off the ground and exploded into a series of cascading pops, whistles, and whizzes, with one loud deafening boom at the end.
          A voluminous swell of ‘oohs’ and ‘aahs’, with cheers and clapping, arose from all quarters of the Insect Garden.
           Georgiana in her rocking chair on the darkened porch, with Jeremy lying on his back with his head phones on and his video game held intently in both his hands on the porch swing beside her, and also with her cat nestled on her lap remarked, “Don’t you just love fireworks, Nefertiti?” 
         Nefertiti, with her head turned completely around, was intently watching moths that were banging onto the kitchen window, trying to get as close to the inside light over the kitchen sink as they could, while purring softly and wondering how she, the incessant hunter, could get at them.
           When Colonel Westcott stood up, by pulling himself up with his staff, he noticed Tongjee, lying on his back with his legs in the air, holding his stomach and laughing, unable to even breathe properly. He was gasping for air as he convulsed. When he could finally breathe, he managed to squeak out between laughs, “If this is a lesson, is it yours or mine?”
          “Maybe yours, maybe mine,” said the Colonel.
          Colonel Westcott?”
          “Yes?”
          “I have one major, major question!”
          “Un huh?”
          “If you are my teacher, then who the heck is yours?”
          “You are, Tongjee. You are,” said Westcott, with a smiling flicker in his eye.
          “O.K., then, how does that work?” demanded Tongjee.
         Colonel Westcott, turning to face Tongjee, who was still lying on the ground, then put both of his hands tightly over his eyes, and stated, “Maybe like this,” and slowly turning around, without stooping down or removing his hands, opened his mouth to project another straight silent beam of white light to the exact end of the second fuse. Colonel Westcott then spun around to face Tongjee, removed his hands from his eyes, and bowed low to the ground.
            As the second rocket lifted off the ground skyward, it dawned upon Tongjee that, perhaps, as far as he knew, he was only the second fire-breathing grasshopper in all of existence, and that it was very fortunate for him, maybe, that he knew the first.        

                          THE END
All answers still reside inside

Where readers read and guiders guide.

We watch all things from inside now,

We’re horse and cart and field and plow.

Let’s exit from where we began.

Just close the door; I know you can.

Just leave these precious books behind,

For others who will search and find.
③
Emergent Literacy Curriculum

Advanced poetry

Alphabet Rhymes 2

Even though they taste very delicious*,

We should know apples are so nutritious*.

We should eat them each day

To keep doctors away,

For we’re told they are never pernicious*.

My wife states I’m a chauvinist* pig.

She can’t help but proclaim with a dig:

My obsessions* with balls
Are because I hate dolls.

I’m a guy who likes sports as my gig.

*Delicious: means-- tastes good        * Nutritious: means-- good for you       *Pernicious: means-- bad for you       *Chauvinist: means-- thinks men are better than women (wrong, of course)                                        

*Obsessions: means-- likes something too much  

There’s a lesson with horses and carts:

Which goes first doesn’t take many smarts.

But you’ll find soon in life

That most problems with strife

Are because we’re confused with the parts.

While a desk is a plain office fixture,

In your school it pertains to constricture*.

In the woods, it’s a log,

Or a rock in a bog,

But in playrooms it’s box, blocks, or mixture. 

*Constricture: means-- when your body is held tightly in one place so you cannot move

What are eyes but the lights of a soul?

In life’s dark we are lost like a mole,

Faintly peering with feeling

When one’s senses are reeling,

While a hole for a mole leads to goal.

A strong fan is propellers for wind.

And each blade is a wing that’s been thinned,

To be light as a feather

Rearranging room weather.

But when power goes out, we’re chagrined*.

*Chagrined: means-- confused, disappointed, and humiliated, all at once

Chewing gum helps to strengthen jaw muscle.

It prevents making hard foods a tussle.

These aerobics* for teeth

Strengthen muscles beneath,

Making lunch time a five-minute hustle.

Northern seasons are reasons for hats.

But the tropical sun shows its stats.

Whether freezing or blazing,

Our bare heads don’t like hazing.

Mother Nature, hands down, gets congrats!

*Aerobics: means—exercises, backwards and forwards, repeatedly

All of literature’s based on plain ink.

All shared knowledge just helps people think.

If we never had books,

We’d be mindless old schnooks.

It’s why ignorance leads to the clink.

It’s to save time we travel by jet.

Though vacations can put us in debt.

Though it’s purely subjective*,

How we plan each objective*.

Do we have time to swim and get wet?

*Subjective: means—my viewpoint                              *Objective: means—someone else’s viewpoint

Old Ben Franklin is praised for his kite,

When he guessed electricity’s might

That revealed through streaked lightning,

It was more than enlightening,

Giving Edison plans for night sight.

What is light but the absence of dark,

Much like swimmers are absence of shark,

Just like midday with sun,

When at sunset it’s done,

Though the dawn brings back colors that spark.

Baseball mitts are a calm catcher’s dream,

When long fly balls make rising crowds scream.

Where outfielders keep striving,

Stretching strides and then diving,

With those mitts snagging one for the team.

Memorizing pi’s* digits? Absurd?

Reading sonnets to Bach is preferred?

Encyclopedic* we are.

Studying insects is par.

These are prerequisites* for a nerd.

*Pi --3.1415926535897932384626433832795028841971693993751058209749445923078164062862089986280348253421170679…. 

*Encyclopedic: means—having a wide range of knowledge            *prerequisite: means—a necessary condition, before something takes place

Using oil to fry up a meal

Is so priceless and helps to reveal

Flavors rich on the tongue,

Like guitars neatly strung,

Striking musical chords with appeal.

There is nothing quite nicer than pie,

When it’s fresh from the oven, oh my!

Whether apple or peach,

I’ll have one slice of each;

For chocolate cream mousse, I could die!

The word “quiz” was a bet that went wild.

Back in Ireland there was a child,

Who graffitied* that word

Everywhere and insured

That its future would always be styled.

The universal secret’s a rose.

There’s no question that riddles compose

Sacred meanings for such

When the warning’s, “Don’t touch,”

And the secret’s right under your nose.

*Graffitied: means—(from graffiti) scribbled writing everywhere, on walls, buildings, train cars, signs, etc…

As one skis, one flies free like a hawk,

Where the silence of slopes prevent talk.

Where brisk winds share sweet speech

And through whisperings teach

What is spoken by woods on a walk.

The one thing that you get with a tent,

Is you never will have to pay rent,

Though the firewood’s cheap, 

All the food is a heap,

And the travel gas makes a huge dent.

There’s no “up” when you sit at the top.

There’s no “down” when the ground makes you stop.

There’s no center or middle,

When your laugh is the riddle

That rains down like a huge belly flop.

Stage a trip in a traveling van,

For a circus of wheels and a clan,

For clown misfits and friends

Know the map recommends

That the trip finish where it began.

A shared wish is a prayer with a twist,

for that something quite dear that’s now missed,

for what’s hoped with a cost

Or revealed as just lost

Or what’s absent that’s top of the list.

It’s with Xerox™® we copy our files.

We make many hard copies in piles,

That we’ll read in due time,

Though we may have to climb,

Through the piles that make up the aisles.

There’s a yam in the oven now baking,

I can’t wait for the timer now taking

Its sweet time with its ticking

As the buzzer’s now sticking

While my stomach’s now empty and aching.

Are all zebras black horses striped white?

Or just white horses sharing striped night?

Would we know which are which?

And which fit in what niche?

Who could tell if we’re wrong or half right? 

THE END

Alphabet Rhymes 4

I’m confused when I try to take aim
At life’s goals when I’m hardly to blame.

For consider my place,

When I’m not losing face,

As a cog in America’s game.

I spend hours to bake homemade bread.

I do fourteen loaves, so we’re ahead.

I have one loaf to pull,

As the freezer is full,

To ensure that we’re happy and fed. 

We can never expect when we’ll cry

Most emotions are hidden. But why?

While we think with our brains,

Our hearts know what remains,

When our fortunes fall short of the sky.

I would love to go where I can dig.

Archeology’s such a swell gig.

Dinosaurs are so neat.

I’m a kid, what a treat.

But to find one, I’d dance you a jig.

When I fantasize what’s best to eat,

There’s one meal that will always compete.

Berry pancakes with butter,

Maple syrup, I’ll splutter,

“You may bury me now. Life’s complete!”

What you fix does depend on what’s broken.

It’s like money that’s switched for a token.

It’s the glove and the hand.

It’s the fruit and the stand,

Consequences* and choices, unspoken.

*Consequences: means—results

All who give fail to stop and receive.

They are stuck in that groove to relieve.

All those lost and in need,

Are so ready to feed,

Seeking what’s just dispensed, they believe.

Those who have don’t see those who have not.

They believe that fate’s rainbow’s their lot,

That their rich pot of gold

Is all theirs, though it’s cold.

What is lost and found stays in their pot.

If we inch our way through daily dealings,

We may never experience ceilings,

For our limits recede

As we slowly proceed,

Crawling forward to process our feelings.

I jump, when opportunities knock.

I’m relieved that my path’s not a dock.

Though some leads are dead ends,

I pursue all loose trends,

Like a watch hand that ticks every tock.

If you keep all possessions in tow,

You will need storage lockers and dough,

Beside houses and farms, 

A huge space for life’s charms,

And ten mansions to save what you stow.

When you love you perceive your own soul

Within others regardless of role.

It’s true vision that matters

Far beyond what now flatters,

For we know we’re just parts of life’s whole.

If you make “letter buildings” with rhymes

That are frequency patterned like primes,

You’ll uncover rare finds

Of some rarified minds

That reside in non-spaces and times.

All we need is determined by fate,

Whether based on pure love or raw hate.

All polarity tricks

Are what magnet poles fix

As we cope with our karma-led freight.

If we open our hearts seeking peace,

We can follow those steps towards release.

But our earthly concerns,

That devolve through returns,

Keep us stopped ‘til we make matters cease.

What we pick when we think we’re correct

Is a crapshoot from what we select:

All the choices we view,

Teach us: Nothing here’s new,

In this world that we think we direct. 

I will question the cows coming home.

I will query the rust under chrome.

There’s no silence on Earth

When my mouth ponders worth,

As I fiddle while burning in Rome.

I will rest when life happens no more.

I won’t stop ‘til wealth shelters the poor.

We have more need for balance

Than we have working talents.

Why in heck do we choose to keep score?

Do we see with our eyes, heart, and mind?

Do we stop and read messages signed?

Who alerts us to dreams

When life’s not as it seems?

Are we more than eternally blind?

If we try to interpret life’s meaning,

Can we trust when fates start intervening?

They’re so clearly deranged

Making us feel estranged

From a life that’s completely demeaning.

I will utter my thoughts onto paper.

When in words they result in staged vapor,

Which are temporal* mist,

Indeterminate* grist,

Or candles, minus wax, wick, and taper.

I can view all the nonsense life sends,

Knowing full well that life comprehends,

What is sane and what’s weird,

What is joyous, what’s feared, 

Though my tolerance breaks when it bends.

*Temporal: means—having to do with time                            *indeterminate: means—not able to be analyzed

I wash clothes at the Laundromat West,

Once a week to conform with what’s best.

If I ran out of clothes

I would have to enclose

Smelling salts for each nose of those dressed.

X-Ray vision is Superman’s skill.

If I had it, I’d seek Dr. Phil.

I would want to know why

I was blessed with an eye

Which a dentist could use with a drill.

We all yearn for a time of great blessing,

As we struggle through life that is stressing.

All life’s gambling odds

Seem relentless, as God’s

Most enjoyable feats keep us guessing.

I can’t zoom any more. I am old,

Though, in youth, was jet fueled, uncontrolled.

Now? Imagine myself,

Just a gnome on a shelf

At a flea market, stocked, tagged, and sold.

THE END

Alphabet Rhymes 7

We are almost about being real friends.

We may do things better or badly now.

We may cautiously or calmly state how,

But dearly and devotedly share ends.

Each one eagerly and easily thinks

That faithfully and finally we’ll know.

We generously and gleefully show

We happily and hopefully share links.

We importantly and intensely feel,

That we joyfully and jointly are sure,

That keenly and kindly loving is pure,

That we laughingly and loyally deal

Madly and meekly with all love’s knowing,

That friendship is now and never slowing.

We obviously though oddly share dreams,

Privately and positively alone,

Quietly and quaintly* without a phone.

We resolutely* really know what seems

A savagely and surely way to go.

So terribly and tediously free,

Uncertainly and urgently we see

What vaguely and vacantly we can show.

*quaintly: means—strangely, oddly, unusually                    *resolutely: means—definitely, decisively

What wisely and wretchedly comes so near

That yearningly and youthfully we spy?

What zealously and zestfully knows why

We absolutely actively place fear

Barely believably within our sight

Carefully and completely sensing fright?

THE END

Alphabet Rhymes 9

Almost everyone cares for the sun.

It’s about how life here was begun.

Without light, heat, and flame

Our Earth would have no claim,

As a house for all life. There’d be none.

When an optimist sees life as better,

He’ll declare rain as sunshine, just wetter.

Though rose glasses see madly,

He will never think badly
Of a pessimist, realist, or fretter.

I walk cautiously through the state park,

But in daylight, and never at dark.

For I calmly view snakes

As just nature’s mistakes. 

They’re avoided, as one should remark.

My wife dearly loves all of her dogs.

They devotedly orbit like cogs. 

They believe that their petting

Relieves all of her fretting,

Though their shed hair fills vacuums with clogs.

I am eagerly waiting for summer.

This past winter was dreadful, a bummer.

So much snow and deep cold,

For too long, it got old.

It was easily dreaded and glummer.

We all faithfully search for our roots

While our growth just delivers new shoots.

As time passes through deeds

That perpetuate weeds,

We uncover what finally suits.

We are generously free with our words,

And we gleefully run with the herds.

But our money is scant.

And food sharing, we can’t.

As we don’t have firsts, seconds, or thirds.

We all happily sing in the shower.

We are hopefully stars of the hour.

But in public we’re zipped,

As our senses aren’t flipped.

We are saving the world from Hell’s power.

We importantly think that we’re there,

That we have what it takes to repair

What the world needs to fix 

Without smoke screens or tricks,

Though the fates so intensely don’t care.

We all joyfully scream at the News.

Conversation we’d not jointly choose.

Entertainment is fun,

And shock stories can stun.

It’s when truth is conveyed that we snooze. 

What’s so keenly observed from our schooling

Is how kindly and patient the tooling,

For all teachers refuse

To let lawyers confuse

Education with testing that’s grueling.

We all laughingly love Cleveland teams.

We are loyally hooked to their dreams.

We are fans first and last.

And are steeped in the past,

While “Next year” is the best of our schemes.

We are madly in love with good food,

But see hunger worldwide meekly viewed.

How can we have so much,

While so many can’t touch

All that we take for granted? It’s crude.

We are never at home when we are.

When the phone rings right now, it’s too far.

We don’t like to be hassled,

We’ve a mote, so we’re castled,

We’re like scorpions stuck in a jar.

We so obviously dream when we sleep.

Our sad author’s quite shallow, not deep.

We know oddly that dreams

Are ridiculous schemes,

Failed illusions that no one should keep.

We all privately wish for successes,

Positively, but no one confesses.

Competition is shared,

As if one really cared

In fair play, that one simply represses.

In still libraries quietly speaking

On cell phones where we’re all quaintly peeking,

We’re just taking great chances

With library romances,

Then evicted when cell phones are sneaking.

We resolutely feature our youth

In Olympics, on Idol: the truth.

Prodigies sense success. 

Gifted kids will impress.

While the cash really makes it uncouth.

I still savagely root for the poor,

The downtrodden unable to score

Some food, clothing, or shelter

Surely peace, helter skelter,

Standing outside of freedom’s locked door.

I’m terribly unsocial and rude,

And tediously ugly and crude,

I’d behave if I could.

But I’m not sure I should.

It’s such fun to be heckled and booed.

We’re uncertainly sensitive creatures,

When we urgently question all teachers.

If we speak with our minds

With no caution or blinds,

We’ll be forced off the field to the bleachers.

All of life we can vaguely determine

Is in balance with scavenger vermin,

That are vacantly real

And use darkness to steal

What remains, like that Munster called Herman.

If we wisely assume what is real

What all physicists wretchedly spiel,

Matter may appear solid,

While pure energy’s stolid.

Can pure light take on form and congeal?

If we yearningly follow belief,

Will we youthfully find some relief,

Seeking light on this Earth,

Through strange trials of mirth,

And the workings of love, faith, and grief?

Who can zealously teach us to bend?

Who can zestfully teach us to mend?

Who can recreate trials,

Unleash miles and miles

Of restrictions forgiveness could end?

THE END

Alphabet Rhymes 10

We come across a baseball field some time

After the game, along the walkway down

The steps against the home team name. The climb

Into the bleachers right below the crown

Of lights, fits right beside that sea of green,

Now still, between the sights. The game beyond
Remembering, concerning what was seen,

Was over with a homer when B. Bond

Swiped bases clean. Considering his skills,

And all, despite the pitcher’s, too, one would

Assume the fates had knowledge of what fills

A shoe, depending on a piece of wood,

The cow hide filled with string, excepting sting

Of bat on ball, “Roid” power was the thing.

Excluding what organics bring, I must

Be following what must be from a stern

Approach with data including a just

And scientific look so I can learn

What’s right, while in addition to the truth

And keeping health in sight, a new approach

To openness, light on Monsanto’s booth, 

in view of their politicos who coach

minions uncouth. Their lines are drawn, their weights

are pushed, like friendships dipped in lies. The facts

are sterile minus thought, just what the fates

despise, so near to what’s discovered, acts

here notwithstanding pain, so what is gain,

with GMOs, is near to what’s insane.

I don’t live next to money streets, to man-

Sions built of stone, off Cul-de-sacs way past
The factories that rich folks own. I can

Not figure what my pending wishes cast

As mine, regarding programs I deliv-

er, not respecting swine. As long as I

remain anonymous just like a sieve,

I can pretend to work some good and spy

On how they live, save for the troubles that

Throughout all time are under foot, those things

Down underneath the News, where fireside chat

Is soot, within life’s ashes paid with wings

Of Heaven’s fallen best, where all that’s blest

By exercising peace stays on the test.

THE END

④
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Poem word 

cut outs

Please cut out all of the words below and form them all into a single poem:

 

 His   Sew   Our    Blew       

   

Sour  Her   Ewe   Read    


Let’s Shook  Says  End   

    

Rows Vial   Suite    Hour

➄
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Multiple Choice Tests

Multiple Choice Tests

Explanations

Due of the fact that those who experience illiteracy are very often completely unaware of the policies and strategies of admissions policies and the standards for inclusion into private and public organizations, the following multiple choice tests are available as a basic introduction to the format of such procedures.

The tests are in many ways completely ridiculous in content, but may offer a very basic “trial run” into the overall structure of the ‘test form” for learning how the process actually works. The number of testing services that utilize these types of tests for inclusion into their exclusive membership affirms the necessity for a student’s being able to practice this means of inclusion with confidence and trust in order to handle the effort with success. 

Multiple Choice Test 1

Place a check mark (√ ) on the line after the most appropriate answer:

1. At noon, in July, when you look up into a cloudless sunny  

    sky, the sky is completely….

A. Yellow……………………………………………._________

B. Green………………………………………..……_________

C. Red……………………………………………….._________

D. Blue……………………………………………….._________

E. A and C are correct……………………………..._________

2. A mother is older than her son….

A. Some of the time…………………………………_________

B. Most of the time………………………………….._________

C. Never………………………………………………_________

D. Always……………………………………………._________

E. B and C are correct………………………………_________

3. A piano plays….

A. Games……………………………………………._________

B. Music………………………………………………_________

C. Monopoly…………………………………………._________

D. Dead………………………………….……………_________

E. Kick ball……………………………………………_________

4. A car has four wheels….

A. On the same side of the car……………………._________

B. Of different sizes…………………………………_________

C. That don’t turn……………………………………_________

D. That all turn the same way…………… ……….._________

E. On the roof……………………………………….._________

5. Out doors, in Ohio, flowers never bloom in….

A. May……………………………………………….._________

B. June………………………………………………._________

C. July……………………………………………….._________

D. January……………………………………………_________

E. All of the above………………………………….._________

6. When you pour water, it pours….

A. Up…………………………………………………_________

B. Sideways…………………………………………_________

C. Down………………………………………………_________

D. Silently……………………………………………._________

E. All of the above………………………………….._________

7. Baseball is a game played in….

A. A lake……………………………………………._________

B. The dark…………………………………………._________

C. A field…………………………………………….._________

D. The dining room…………………………………_________

E. A and B are correct………………………………_________

8. Ice cream tastes best when it is….

A. Warm……………………………………………._________

B. Hot……………………………………………….._________

C. Boiling……………………………………………_________

D. Cold………………………………………………._________

E. All of the above………………………………….._________

9. Trees are made out of….

A. Concrete…………………………………………._________

B. Steel………………………………………………_________

C. Rope………………………………………………_________

D. Wood……………………………………………._________

E. A and C are correct…………………………….._________

10. Things that come in pairs are….

A. Socks……………………………………………._________

B. Gloves……………………………………………_________

C. Ears………………………………………………._________

D. Shoes…………………………………………….._________

E. All of the above………………………………….._________

11. 2 plus 2 equals….

A.  5………………………………………………….._________

B.  7………………………………………………….._________

C. 9…………………………………………………..._________

D. 4……………………………………………………_________

E. A and C are correct………………………………_________

12. Birds are able to fly when they flap their….

A. Feet………………………………………………_________

B. Beaks……………………………………………._________

C. Heads……………………………………………_________

D. Bodies………………………………………….._________

E. Wings……………………………………………_________

13. Dogs have….

A. Feathers…………………………………………_________

B. Horns……………………………………………._________

C. Gills………………………………………………_________

D. Teeth……………………………………………_________

E. A and C are correct……………………………._________

14. Air conditioners make the room temperature….

A. Darker……………………………………………_________

B. Lighter……………………………………………_________

C. Hotter……………………………………………._________

D. Colder……………………………………………._________

E. All of the above…………………………………._________

15. Soap is used to wash….

A. Clothes……………………………………………_________

B. Hair……………………………………………….._________

C. Hands……………………………………………._________

D. Dishes……………………………………………._________

E. All of the above………………………………….._________

16. Floors and ceilings….

A. Are connected at their edges……………… ….._________

B. Are on the top and the bottom of a room………_________ 

C. Have doors and windows………………………...________

D. Do not need walls…………………………………________

E. A and C are correct……………………………….________

17. Words are made up of….

A. Tools………………………………………………._________

B. Numbers………………………………………….._________

C. Letters…………………………………………….._________

D. Silverware…………………………………………_________

E. A and B are correct………………………………_________

18. Cows eat….

A. Scrambled eggs…………………………………._________

B. Vegetable soup………………………………….._________

C. Macaroni and cheese……………………………_________

D. Grass………………………………………………_________

E. A and C are correct………………………………_________

19. A person writes letters with a….

A. Horse………………………………………………_________

B. Broom…………………………………………….._________

C. Pencil………………………………………………________

D. Car………………………………………………….________

E. All of the above……………………………………________

20. A wallet is used to carry….

A. Coins……………………………………………….________

B. Money………………………………………………________

C. Pictures…………………………………………….________

D. Credit cards………………………………………._________

E. All of the above……………………………………________

21. The color of grass is….

A. Pink…………………………………………………________

B. Black………………………………………………..________

C. Green……………………………………………….________

D. Purple………………………………………………________

E. B and D are correct……………………………….________

22. The sun is….

A. Square……………………………………………..________

B. Triangular………………………………………….________

C. Long………………………………………………..________

D. Round……………………………………………  _________

E. Dark……………………………………………….._________

23. The first letter in the alphabet is….

A. Q……………………………………………………________

B. L…………………………………………………….________

C. N…………………………………………………….________

D. A…………………………………………………….________

E. B and C are correct……………………………….________

24. A sidewalk is for….

A. Boats………………………………………………..________

B. Planes………………………………………………________

C. Trains……………………………………………….________

D. Walking……………………………………………..________

E. B and C are correct………………………………..________  

25. Some things that fly through the air are….  

A. Birds…………………………………………………_______

B. Planes………………………………………………._______

C. Bees…………………………………………………_______

D. Frisbees…………………………………………….._______

E. All of the above…………………………………….._______

26. When a person is hungry, he or she sits down

       at a dining room table to….

A. Sleep…………………………………………………_______

B. Study…………………………………………………_______

C. Watch TV……………………………………………_______

D. Eat……………………………………………………_______

E. A and C are correct…………………………………_______

27. A house has windows to….

A. Let natural light in………………………………….._______

B. Let birds and bugs in………………………………._______

C. Let burglars and thieves in……………………….._______

D. Let snow and sleet in………………………………_______

E. All of the above…………………………………….._______

28. A person puts on a bathing suit to go….

A. Shopping……………………………………………________

B. Skiing………………………………………………..________

C. Swimming…………………………………………..________

D. Skate boarding…………………………………….._______

E. A and B are correct…………………………………_______

29. A person uses scissors to….

A. Fry an egg…………………………………………._______

B. Plant a bush…………………………………………_______

C. Cut hair………………………………………………_______

D. Vacuum the rug…………………………………….._______

E. All of the above………………………………………______

30. Things which are not part of a tree are…..

A. Leaves………………………………………………._______

B. Twigs…………………………………………………_______

C. Branches……………………………………………._______

D. Bones……………………………………………….._______

E. Roots…………………………………………………_______

31. A person builds a bird house out of wood with ….

A. A fork, knife, and spoon……………………………_______

B. Glasses, pen, and paper………………………..…_______

C. Hammer, saw, and nails……………………………_______

D. Hat, coat and gloves……………………………….._______

E. B and D are correct…………………………………_______

32. A person eats lunch at….

A. 2:00 AM……………………………………………..________

B. 8:00 PM……………………………………………..________

C. 12:00 Noon..……………………………………….________

D. 6:00 AM…………………………………………….._______

E. B and D are correct………………………………..________

33. Pirate ships have….

A. Football players……………………………………._______

B. Clowns………………………………………………________

C. Pirates………………………………………………________

D. Car Salesmen………………………………………_______

E. B and D are correct…………………………………_______

34. A necklace goes around a….

A. Tree…..………………………………………………_______

B. Lamppost……………………………………………_______

C. Neck…………………………………………………._______

D. Flagpole………………………………………………______

E. A and D are correct…………………………………_______

35. Some things that go together are…. 

A. A toothbrush and toothpaste………………………._______

B. Bread and butter……………………………………._______

C. Coffee and Cream………………………………….._______

D. A hat and scarf………………………………………_______

E. All of the above………………………………………______

36. A chimney is for a….

A. Doorbell……………………………………………….______

B. Fireplace………………………………………………______

C. Refrigerator……………………………………………______

D. Car seat………………………………………………..______

E. All of the above……………………………………….._____

37. Movies are entertainment we….

A. Smell…………………………………………………..______

B. Touch………………………………………………….______

C. Taste…………………………………………………..______

D. See…………………………………………………….______

E. A and C are correct………………………………….______

38. An idea is something which you….

A. Chop into pieces……………………………………._______

B. Pound into a board…………………………………._______

C. Stir in a bowl…………………………………………_______

D. Think in your mind………………………………….._______

E. A and C are correct………………………………….______

39. A knight in shining armor wears a suit of….

A. Polyester…………………………………………….._______

B. Tweed…………………………………………………______

C. Metal…………………………………………………..______

D. Wool…………………………………………………..______

E. B and D are correct……………………………….._______

40. Which of the following are not vegetables?……

A. Pork………………………………………………….._______

B. Corn…………………………………………………._______

C. Fish………………………………………………….._______

D. Broccoli………………………………………………_______

E. A and C are correct…………………………………_______

41. Scrabble, Monopoly, Parcheesi, and Clue are all….

A. Rockets………………………………………………_______

B. Board games……………………………………….._______

C. Vegetables………………………………………….._______

D. Colors……………………………………………….._______

E. A and D are correct…………………………………_______

42. Crutches are used when a person has….

A. A new hairstyle…………………………………….._______

B. A short sleeve shirt…………………………………_______

C. A broken leg in a cast………………………………_______

D. A Southern accent…………………………………._______

E. B and D are correct…………………………………_______

43. A stove is used to….

A. Cook food……………………………………………_______

B. Build houses…………………………………………_______

C. Drive to work…………………………………………______

D. Paint a picture………………………………………._______

E. C and D are correct…………………………………_______ 

44. Coke and Pepsi are….

A. Fishing Poles………………………………………….______

B. Drinks…………………………………………………..______

C. Flying insects…………………………………………______

D. Passenger cars………………………………………______

E. A and C are correct…………………………………..______

45. Which of the following is not an ingredient in Pizza?….

A. Tomato Sauce………………………………………..______

B. Cheese………………………………………………..______

C. Raisins……………………………………………….______

D. Pepperoni…………………………………………….______

E. All of the above………………………………………______

46. Red, green, yellow, blue, and purple are all…..

A. Sounds………………………………………………..______

B. Colors…………………………………………………______

C. Shapes………………………………………………..______

D. Numbers………………………………………………______

E. All of the above………………………………………______

47. Daisies, roses, tulips, dandelions, and lilies are all…..

A. Fish……………………………………………………______

B. Tools…………………………………………………._______

C. Flowers………………………………………………._______

D. Foods…………………………………………………_______

E. All of the above………………………………………______

48. K-Mart, Home Depot, Drug Mart, Target, and J.C. Penney’s are all….

A. Presidents……………………………………………_______

B. Cities…………………………………………………._______

C. Stores…………………………………………………______

D. Mountains…………………………………………….______

E. B and D are correct………………………………….______

49.  A thing not used to play the game of baseball is….

A. A ball…………………………………………………._______

B. A bat…………………………………………………..______

C. A glove………………………………………………..______

D. A puck…………………………………………………______

E. All of the above……………………………………….______

50. Some subjects in school are…..

A. Math………………………………………………….._______

B. Canoeing……………………………………………._______

C. English………………………………………………._______

D. Snow ball throwing…………………………………._______

E. A and C are correct…………………………………_______

Multiple Choice Test 2

Place a check mark (√ ) on the line after the most appropriate answer:

1. A mail man delivers….

A. Letters……………………………………………._________

B. Packages..………………………………….……_________

C. Bills……………………………………………….._________

D. Advertisements………………………………….._________

E. All of the above…………………………………..._________

2. A flashlight is used to see in the….

A. Wind..…………..…………………………………_________

B. Rain……………………………………………….._________

C. Dark..………………………………………………_________

D. Sun…..……………………………………………._________

E. B and D are correct………………………………_________

3. A book is something you….

A. Rake………………………………………………._________

B. Shovel……..………………………………………_________

C. Empty…..…………………………………………._________

D. Read………………………………….……………_________

E. A and C are correct………………………………_________

4. Which of the following are things which you can climb?

A. A hill………………………….……………………._________

B. A ladder……………………………………………_________

C. Some stairs…….…………………………………_________

D. A tree……………………….…………………….._________

E. All of the above……….………………………….._________

5. Which of the following are round?

A. A guitar…….…………………………………….._________

B. A ball…..…………………………………………._________

C. A grapefruit……..……………………………….._________

D. An umbrella………………………………………_________

E. B and C are correct.…………………………….._________

6. Some things that can be on a shirt are….

A. Some pockets……………………………………_________

B. Some buttons…….………………………………_________

C. Some sleeves……………………………………_________

D.  A collar…………..………………………………._________

E. All of the above………………………………….._________

7. Some things that are wet are….

A. Water ….…………………………………………._________

B. Rain…….…………………………………………._________

C. Mud……………………………………………….._________

D. Soup…………….…………………………………_________

E. All of the above……..……………………………_________

8. A thing that goes back and forth is….

A. A barn……………………………………………._________

B. A swing…….…………………………………….._________

C. A painting…………………………………………_________

D. A fried egg……..…………………………………._________

E. A and C are correct…………….……………….._________

9. Things that turn off and on are….

A. A T.V…..…………………………………………._________

B. A radio…….………………………………………_________

C. A lamp…..…………………………………………_________

D. A faucet……..……………………………………._________

E. All of the above………………………………….._________

10. Things that are soft are….

A. A rock…….. ….…………………………………._________

B. A brick……….……………………………………_________

C. A pillow…..………………………………………._________

D. A hammer.……………………………………….._________

E. B and C are correct…….……………………….._________

11. Animals that can sing are….

A.  Goats…………………………………………….._________

B.  Frogs……….…………………………………….._________

C. Birds…………..…………………………………..._________

D. Cows………………………………………………_________

E. All of the above…………..………………………_________

12. A dance is what you can do with your….

A. Feet………………………………………………_________

B. Eyes..……………………………………………._________

C. Mouth……………………………………………_________

D. Nose…………………………………………….._________

E. B and D are correct….…………………………_________

13. At the dinner table a person puts food onto a….

A. Record……………………………………………_________

B. Frisbee..…………………………………………._________

C. Plate………………………………………………_________

D. Tambourine………………………………………_________

E. A and B are correct..……………………………._________

14. Acorns grow on….

A. Spaghetti…………………………………………_________

B. Fingers……………………………………………_________

C. Trees……..………………………………………._________

D. Sword Fish…….…………………………………._________

E. A and D are correct..……………………………._________

15. Sewing and knitting are activities you do with your….

A. Feet….……………………………………………_________

B. Knees…………………………………………….._________

C. Hair….……………………………………………._________

D. Fingers……………………………………………._________

E. A and B are correct…..………………………….._________

16. When a person gets into a pool, it is to go….

A. Golfing…………………………………………….._________

B. Swimming…………………………………………_________ 

C. Skiing……………………..………………………...________

D. Hiking…………….…………………………………________

E. A and D are correct……………………………….________

17. Which of the following are not dangerous?

A. A tornado…………………………………………._________

B. An earthquake..………………………………….._________

C. A teddy bear….………………………………….._________

D. A lion………………………………………………_________

E. A and D are correct………………………………_________

18. Which of the following is not moved by the wind?

A. Wind chimes….…………………………………._________

B. A wind mill……….……………………………….._________

C. A flag………………………………………………_________

D. A fire hydrant..……………………………………_________

E. A and B are correct………………………………_________

19. Which of the following does not make a noise?

A. A door bell…..……………………………………_________

B. A baby……..…………………………………….._________

C. A fire alarm…..……………………………………________

D. A rose..…………………………………………….________

E. B and C are correct………………………………________

20. Which of the following cannot carry water?

A. A bucket…………………………………………….________

B. A pot……..…………………………………………________

C. A screwdriver…..………………………………….________

D.  A pail……..………………………………………._________

E. B and D are correct.………………………………________

21. Which of the following is not used to clean a house?

A. A scrub brush………………………………………________

B. A broom…..………………………………………..________

C. A sponge…..……………………………………….________

D. A record player….…………………………………________

E. A mop……………………………………………….________

22. Pine tree needles are generally green.

A. Never…..…………………………………………..________

B. Some of the time………………………………….________

C. Always……….……………………………………..________

D. Exactly 50% of the time…..……………………  _________

E. A and C are correct….………………………….._________

23. Squirrels store nuts as food for the ….

A. Vacation……………………………………………________

B. Fun of it……………….…………………………….________

C. Party………………..……………………………….________

D. Winter……………………………………………….________

E. A and C are correct……………………………….________

24. Things that go best with corn on the cob are….

A. Cream and sugar…………………………………..________

B. Ketchup and mustard..……………………………________

C. Butter and salt….………………………………….________

D. Oatmeal and eggs……….………………………..________

E. A and B are correct………………………………..________  

25. Which of the following are not true?  

A. Cars can fly………………….………………………_______

B. Rocks can swim……………………………………._______

C. Trees can talk………….……………………………_______

D. Streets can dance………………………………….._______

E. All of the above…………………………………….._______

26. Which things don’t go together?

A. A library and books…………………………………_______

B. Birds and nests……..………………………………_______

C. Cars and streets…….………………………………_______

D. Macaroni and dirt……………………………………_______

E. Tables and chairs..…………………………………_______

27. Clouds can be….

A. White…………….………………………………….._______

B. Grey…………………………………………………._______

C. Dark………………………………………………….._______

D. High…………………..………………………………_______

E. All of the above…………………………………….._______

28. Horror movies are supposed to be….

A. Funny…….…………………………………………________

B. Stupid..……………………………………………..________

C. Scary………………………………………………..________

D. Cheerful……….…………………………………….._______

E. A and B are correct…………………………………_______

29. The American flag is….

A. Green, pink, and orange..…………………………._______

B. Brown, black, and yellow…………..………………_______

C. Purple, tan, and turquoise…..……………………_______

D. Red, white, and blue…..………………………….._______

E. A and C are correct…….……………………………______

30. The following words begin a prayer…..

A. “ I pledge allegiance to the flag”…….……………._______

B. “Say kids, what time is it?”…………………………_______

C. “Come on down; you’re the next contestant”.. …._______

D. “Our Father, Who art in Heaven”………..……….._______

E. A and C are correct…………………………………_______

31. Books can contain....

A. Words…………………..……………………………_______

B. Information………………………………………..…_______

C. Cookies………………………………………………_______

D. Smoke……………………………………………….._______

E. A and B are correct…………………………………_______

32.  45, 72, 36, 95, and 12 are all….

A. Tunes...……………………………………………..________

B. Numbers..…………………………………………..________

C. Plants……………………………………………….________

D. Cereals…….……………………………………….._______

E. Stamps…………….………………………………..________

33. Things that often come in rows are….

A. Houses on streets…………………………………._______

B. Corn stalks……………….…………………………________

C. Movie theater seats……………….………………________

D. Cars in parking lots…………………………………_______

E. All of the above…..…………………………………_______

34. A last name that is not common is….

A. Smith..………………………………………………_______

B. Jones…..……………………………………………_______

C. Wilson………………………………………………._______

D. Strenkovitzski..………………………………………______

E. Baker…………………………………………………_______

35. Keys are used to open…. 

A. Doors………………………..………………………._______

B. Safes…………………………………………………._______

C. Car trunks…………..……………………………….._______

D. Desk drawers..………………………………………_______

E. All of the above………………………………………______

36. When you get sick, you take….

A. A plane..……………………………………………….______

B. A swim…………………………………………………______

C. Some medicine.………………………………………______

D. A walk..………………………………………………..______

E. A and D are correct.………………………………….._____

37. Things you do not put in a closet are….

A. Coats…………………………………………………..______

B. Boots………………………………………………….______

C. Horses.………………………………………………..______

D. Hats…………………………………………………….______

E. Scarves……………….……………………………….______

38. Places you can use a boat are….

A. A pond………….……………………………………._______

B. A lake……………..…………………………………._______

C. A river………..………………………………………_______

D. A canal…………..………………………………….._______

E. All of the above……………………………………….______

39. Socks go on your…..

A. Ears………………………………………………….._______

B. Hands.…………………………………………………______

C. Feet..…………………………………………………..______

D. Elbows..………………………………………………..______

E. A and B are correct..……………………………….._______

40. A truck is used to carry……

A. Air………………………………………………….._______

B. Sunshine……………………………………………._______

C. Heavy things……………………………………….._______

D. Rain….………………………………………………_______

E. A and D are correct…………………………………_______

41. When you call someone on the telephone, first you have to dial the….

A. Fruit…..………………………………………………_______

B. Number……..……………………………………….._______

C. Glasses…..………………………………………….._______

D. Chair...……………………………………………….._______

E. A and C are correct…………………………………_______

42. Fences are used….

A. To keep people out..……………………………….._______

B. To keep children and pets in..……………………_______

C. As boundaries between properties………..………_______

D. for climbing vines and flowers.……………………._______

E. All of the above………………..……………………_______

43. Cars are generally supposed to drive on roads….

A. Never…………………………………………………_______

B. Exactly 25% of the time………….…………………_______

C. Most of the time………………………………………______

D. All of the time………………………………………._______

E. A and D are correct…………………………………_______ 

44. People take vacations in order to….

A. Work…………..……………………………………….______

B. Sleep…………………………………………………..______

C. Have fun and relax..…………………………………______

D. Lose weight……...……………………………………______

E. A and B are correct…………………………………..______

45. Paint is used….

A. On Scrambled eggs…………………………………..______

B. In dish washers……...………………………………..______

C. On pets….…………………………………………….______

D. To paint houses…..………………………………….______

E. A and C are correct…..………………………………______

46. Fire extinguishers are used to put out…..

A. The dog………………………………………………..______

B. The mail..………………………………………………______

C. The trash..……………………………………………..______

D. A fire……………………………………………………______

E. A and C are correct…..………………………………______

47.  A flower pot is used…..

A. For beetles……………………………………………______

B. For money  …………………………………………._______

C. For batteries..………………………………………._______

D. For candy……………………………………………_______

E. For flowers……………………………………………______

48. When a person needs to cash a check, he or she goes to….

A. The beauty parlor……………………………………_______

B. The beach..…………………………………………._______

C. The movies……………………………………………______

D. The bank……..……………………………………….______

E. B and C are correct………………………………….______

49.  A meatloaf is cooked….

A. On the stairs..………………………………………._______

B. Behind the couch……………………………………..______

C. On the roof..…………………………………………..______

D. In the rain………..……………………………………______

E. None of the above…..……………………………….______

50. This test doesn’t make any sense....

A. Never….…………………………………………….._______

B. Always….……………………………………………._______

C. Exactly 33% of the time……………………………._______

D. Exactly 66 % of the time……..……………………._______

E. Probably………………..……………………………_______

Multiple Choice Test 3

Place a check mark (√ ) on the line after the most appropriate answer:

1. Some of the Founding Fathers of the United States of    

     America were….

A. Huey, Duey, and Louie…………………………._________

B. Groucho, Harpo, and Chico……………….……_________

C. Washington, Jefferson, and Franklin..……….._________

D. Mickey, Minnie, and Goofy……………. … ….._________

E. Bugs, Daffy, and Tweetie……………….……..._________

2. Oaks, Maples, Willows, and Pines are types of….

A. Fish....…………..…………………………………_________

B. Rocks.…………………………………………….._________

C. Animals……………………………………………_________

D. Trees...……………………………………………._________

E. Birds……………….………………………………_________

3. Ohio, Pennsylvania, Kentucky, and Florida are all….

A. Foods……..………………………………………._________

B. Sounds..…..………………………………………_________

C. States…..…………………………………………._________

D. Seasons…….……………………….……………_________

E. Tools……………….………………………………_________

4. “The Price Is Right”, “Jeopardy”, and “Wheel Of Fortune” 

     are all….

A. Stores……………………….……………………._________

B. Television Shows……..…………………………_________

C. Hats……………..…………………………………_________

D. Car parts……..…………….…………………….._________

E. A and C are correct….………………………….._________

5. Which of the following are not outdoor winter activities?

A. Sledding…………………………………………._________

B. Skating……..……………………………………._________

C. Swimming…..…..……………………………….._________

D. Skiing…………..…………………………………_________

E. Snow ball throwing..…………………………….._________

6. Which of the following are not animals that people can 

    ride?

A. Horses……….……………………………………_________

B. Bulls……………….………………………………_________

C. Camels……………….……………………………_________

D. Snakes…………..….……………………………._________

E. Ponies…………………………………………….._________

7. Which of the following are things that people can change?

A. Clothes……………………………………………._________

B. Minds…..…………………………………………._________

C. Tires……..……………………………………….._________

D. Weather….…….…………………………………_________

E. All except D are correct…………………………_________

8. Which of the following things do not go around in a circle?

A. A merry-go-round………….……………………._________

B. A Ferris wheel……………………………..…….._________

C. A spinning top………….…………………………_________

D. A shoe box………………………………………._________

E. A steering wheel………….…….……………….._________

9. Which of the following is not flat?

A. A table top………………………………..………._________

B. A side walk…………..……………………………_________

C. A tree………………………………………………_________

D. A factory roof…….………………………………._________

E. A tennis court…………………………………….._________

10. Which of the following are not bright?

A. A lantern……….…………………………………._________

B. A flashlight………..………………………………_________

C. The sun.……….…………………………………._________

D. A pencil………….……………………………….._________

E. A lamp………………..….……………………….._________

11. Which of the following are things you can walk through?

A.  A door……..…………………………………….._________

B.  A tunnel………………………………………….._________

C. A woods……...…………………………………..._________

D. A mall……..………………………………………_________

E. All of the above…………..………………………_________

12. Tomatoes can be….

A. Green………………………………………….…_________

B. Yellow……………………………………………._________

C. Orange……………………………………………_________

D. Red……………….…………………….……….._________

E. All of the above……….…………………………_________

13. Pond water can be….

A. Wet…………….…………………………………_________

B. Clear…..…………………………………………._________

C. Muddy……….……………………………………_________

D. Slimy………………………………………………_________

E. All of the above…….……………………………._________

14. Sand can be found….

A. On the beach…….………………………………_________

B. In a sand box..……………………………………_________

C. In a desert……..…………………………………._________

D. In an hour glass.…………………………………._________

E. All of the above………………..…………………._________

15. Wood can be used to make….

A. Houses……….……………………………………_________

B. Boats……………..……………………………….._________

C. Fences…………..…..……………………………._________

D. Fires………………………………………………._________

E. All of the above………….……………………….._________

16. Things that do not live in houses are….

A. People…………………………………………….._________

B. Dogs…………….…………………………………_________ 

C. Birds…………..…………..………………………...________

D. Whales.……………………………………..………________

E. A and C are correct……………………………….________

17. Which of the following do not play with toys?

A. Bees………………………………………………._________

B. Children……….………………………………….._________

C. Cats…………...………………………………….._________

D. Dogs……….………………………………………_________

E. B and D are correct………………………………_________

18. What can not be seen?

A. A car………………………………………………._________

B. A pig………..…….……………………………….._________

C. The wind……………………………………..……_________

D. A shoe………..……………………………………_________

E. A plant………………..……………………………_________

19. Some things that are not sharp are….

A. A knife….…..……………………………………_________

B. A pin……....…………………………………….._________

C. A doctor’s needle…………………………………________

D. A potato…………………………………………….________

E. A sword……………….……………………………________

20. Some things which people do in a crowd are….

A. Have a party……………………………………….________

B. Go to church….……………………………………________

C. See a football game..………………………….….________

D. Shop at a mall at Christmas time……,,.………._________

E. All of the above……………………………………________

21. Some things which you can draw on are…. 

A. A note pad…………………………………………________

B. A black board……….……………………………..________

C. A cast on a leg…………………………………….________

D. A side walk…………………………………………________

E. All of the above…………………………………….________

22. Some things that do not come in flocks are….

A. Birds………………………………………………..________

B. Sheep……………………………………………….________

C. Ducks………………………..……………………..________

D. Stars………………………..……………………  _________

E. Goats.…………………………………………….._________

23. Which of the following are not considered exercising?

A. Running……….……………………………………________

B. Push-ups.…………….…………………………….________

C. Sit-ups………….…..……………………………….________

D. Sleeping…………………………………………….________

E. Swimming…………….…………………………….________

24. Which of the following are made from milk?

A. Sour cream………….……………………………..________

B. Butter…………………..……………………………________

C. Cottage Cheese…………..……………………….________

D. Ice Cream…………………………………………..________

E. All of the above…..………………………………..________  

25. Some things that are not in the liquid state are….  

A. Rain………….……………….………………………_______

B. Orange juice……..…………………………………._______

C. Tomato Soup.………….……………………………_______

D. Ginger Ale…………….…………………………….._______

E. A frying pan………..……………………………….._______

26. John, Carol, Fred, Lucy, and Tina are all….

A. Measurements………………………………………_______

B. People’s names……..………………………………_______

C. Vegetables…….…….………………………………_______

D. Tools……………….…………………………………_______

E. A and D are correct…………………………………_______

27. Guitars, Banjos, Violins, and Harps all have….

A. Stomachs………..………………………………….._______

B. Strings.………………………………………………._______

C. Purses……………………………………………….._______

D. Noodles…….………..………………………………_______

E. Charm Bracelets…..……………………………….._______

28. When you cook food for too long it may become….

A. Free…………………………………………………________

B. Lighter……..………………………………………..________

C. Burnt………….……………………………………..________

D. Happy………….…………………………………….._______

E. Discouraged…………..…….………………………_______

29. Scotch tape is….

A. Sticky……………………..…………………………._______

B. Vanilla………………………………..………………_______

C. Greasy…………………………..……………………_______

D. Heavy…………………....………………………….._______

E. C and D are correct…….……………………………______

30. A washing machine is used to wash….

A. Floors……………………………….….……………._______

B. Cars………………………..…………………………_______

C. Windows………………………………………....…._______

D. Clothes……………………………………..……….._______

E. A and B are correct…………………………………_______

31. Some things that go up and down are....

A. An elevator……………..……………………………_______

B. A zipper……………..……………………………..…_______

C. The sun………………………………………………_______

D. The temperature outdoors……………………..….._______

E. All of the above…………..…………………………_______

32.  Some things that are hard to figure out are….

A. Puzzles……………………………………………..________

B. Problems….………………………………………..________

C. Riddles…..………………………………………….________

D. Quizzes….….……………………………………….._______

E. All of the above.……..……………………………..________

33. When you get cold you put on….

A. A sweater…..………………………………………._______

B. An extra blanket..……….…………………………________

C. A coat……..………..……………….………………________

D. A hat….………………………………………………_______

E. All of the above…..…………………………………_______

34. Cereal, eggs, toast, and bacon are all….

A. Dinosaurs……………………………………………_______

B. Track and Field events..……………………………_______

C. Breakfast foods……..………………………………._______

D. Rock formations………………………………………______

E. A and D are correct…………………………………_______

35. Ceiling fans, airplanes, motor boats, and pin wheels all 

      have…. 

A. Flowers…….………………..………………………._______

B. Propellers……………………………………………._______

C. Tuna fish…………....……………………………….._______

D. Trumpets………..……………………………………_______

E. Chalk………………………..…………………………______

36. Cup cakes, pies, muffins, and bread are all things that 

      you….

A. Bake…..……………………………………………….______

B. Throw…………….……………………………………______

C. Catch……………..……………………………………______

D. Wash…………………………………………………..______

E. Stomp…………………….…………………………….._____

37. Ice Cream, soup, cereal, and pudding are all things you 

      eat with a….

A. Hammer………………………………………………..______

B. Saw…………………………………………………….______

C. Spoon………..………………………………………..______

D. Drill…………………………………………………….______

E. Chisel……………….………………………………….______

38. Guns, knives, cannons, bombs, and rockets are all….

A. Fruits…………………………………………………._______

B. Weapons………....…………………………………._______

C. Animals………………………………………………_______

D. Waterfalls………..………………………………….._______

E. Soft drinks…………………………………………….______

39. Which of the following is not a fruit?

A. An apple…….……………………………………….._______

B. A peach…………..……………………………………______

C. A pear………..………………………………………..______

D. A banana…….………………………………………..______

E. A wrist watch……....……………………………….._______

40. Which of the following is not found in a bathroom?……

A. A sink……………….……………………………….._______

B. A toilet…………………….…………………………._______

C. A mirror……………..……………………………….._______

D. A tree house…………………………………………_______

E. A tub……………………….…………………………_______

41. Which of the following are not attached?

A. A sink and a drain pipe……………..………………_______

B. A dog and its tail……………..…………………….._______

C. A lamp and its electrical cord….………………….._______

D. A ball and a bat……………….…………………….._______

E. A bird and its wings…………………………………_______

42. Which of the following is not used to measure things?

A. A thermometer……..……………………………….._______

B. A ruler…………………………...……………………_______

C. A teaspoon…………………………………..………_______

D. A scale………………………...……………………._______

E. None of the above……………..……………………_______

43. Which of the following are not used for traveling?

A. A car…………….……………………………………_______

B. A bus……………………………….…………………_______

C. A train……………….…………………………………______

D. A waffle iron…………………………………………._______

E. A plane…………………….…………………………_______ 

44. When planting a garden, the things that a person puts 

      into the ground are….

A. Toys…………..……………………………………….______

B. Seeds……..…………………………………………..______

C. Signs………………..…………………………………______

D. Mice……………....……………………………………______

E. Nails………………………..…………………………..______

45. When chopping down a tree, a person uses…. 

A. An ax…………………….……………………………..______

B. A crayon……………...………………………………..______

C. A toothbrush………………………………………….______

D. A saw…………………………....…………………….______

E. A and D are correct…..………………………………______

46. Leaves turn colors and fall off trees in….

A. The Spring………………………………………..…..______

B. The Winter…………………….………………………______

C. The Fall………………………………………………..______

D. The Summer……………………………………….…______

E. A and B are correct…..………………………………______

47.  A person understands a book by…..

A. Running…………….…………………………………______

B. Reading………..……………………………………._______

C. Dancing……..………………………………………._______

D. Eating…………..……………………………………_______

E. Singing……………..…………………………………______

48. Addition, Subtraction, Multiplication, and Division are 

      things you do in….

A. Cooking………………………………………………_______

B. Archery………………………………………………._______

C. Changing a tire………………………………………______

D. Mathematics...……………………………………….______

E. Going to the movies………………………………….______

49.  News is sometimes presented….

A. On the radio…………………………………………._______

B. On T.V……………..…………………………………..______

C. In the newspaper……………………………………..______

D. On the Internet…..……………………………………______

E. All of the above……………………………………….______

50. French Fries are made out of....

A. Cards……..………………………………………….._______

B. Wood…………..……………………………………._______

C. Rocks…………………..……………………………._______

D. Potatoes………………………..……………………._______

E. Christmas bulbs…………..…………………………_______

Multiple Choice Test 4

Place a check mark (√ ) on the line after the most appropriate answer:

1. Earrings are worn on the ….

A. Wrists………………….…………………………._________

B. Back………………………   ……………….……_________

C. Ears……………………………………..……….._________

D. Thumbs……………………….…………. … ….._________

E. Feet……………………….……………….……..._________

2. The object of basketball is to put the ball into a….

A. Sink   .…………..…………………………………_________

B. Watermelon patch………..….………………….._________

C. River….……………………………………………_________

D. Basket.……………………………………………._________

E. Fire place………….………………………………_________

3. Trains run on….

A. Streets……….……………………………………._________

B. Water……...………………………………………_________

C. Dirt……..…………………………………………._________

D. Sidewalks…..……………………….……………_________

E. Tracks….………….………………………………_________

4. The following foods have seeds….

A. Tomatoes………….……….……………………._________

B. Watermelons……………..………………………_________

C. Apples………………..……………………………_________

D. Peaches……..…………….…………………….._________

E. All of the above…..….………………………….._________

5. A table has….

A. Legs…..…………………………………………._________

B. Knees……....……………………………………._________

C. Hands……….…..……………………………….._________

D. Ears………..…..…………………………………_________

E. Eyes……………….…………………………….._________

6. Which of the following is not a common road sign?

A. Stop…….…….……………………………………_________

B. Yield……………….………………………………_________

C. Speed Limit 55……………………………………_________

D. Be happy………....………………………………._________

E. Do not enter…………………………..………….._________

7. School buses are generally….

A. Pink……….………………………………………._________

B. Yellow….…………………………………………._________

C. Black…….……………………………………….._________

D. Green…………..…………………………………_________

E. Purple……………………..………………………_________

8. Crows, Sparrows, Robins, and Pigeons are all types of…. 

A. Freckles…………….……….……………………._________

B. Squashes…………………………………..…….._________

C. Birds…………………….…………………………_________

D. Bottles………….…………………………………._________

E. All of the above…..……….…….……………….._________

9. Some things a person does not take for a headache 

    are….

A. Aspirins…………………………………..………._________

B. Tylenols……………..……………………………_________

C. Advils..…………….………………………………_________

D. Pumpkins…..…….………………………………._________

E. Motrins…………..……………………………….._________

10. A clock is used to tell….

A. The future….….…………………………………._________

B. A lie…………………..……………………………_________

C. The time……….…………………………………._________

D. A secret………….……………………………….._________

E. A and B are correct....….……………………….._________

11. Rugs go on the….

A.  Driveway……..………………………………….._________

B.  Ceiling……..…………………………………….._________

C. Playground……..………………………………..._________

D. Floor………………………………………………_________

E. A and C are correct……..………………………_________

12. After a bath or a shower, towels are used to dry….

A. Your hands…………………………………….…_________

B. Your back..………………………………………._________

C. Your hair….………………………………………_________

D. Your toes………….…………………….……….._________

E. All of the above……….…………………………_________

13. Some ways in which to cook eggs are….

A. Fried………………………………………………_________

B. Scrambled……….………………………………._________

C. Boiled………..……………………………………_________

D. Poached………..…………………………………_________

E. All of the above…….……………………………._________

14. Lettuce, tomatoes, cucumber, carrots, and celery are all 

      parts of a….

A. Toy chest………….………………………………_________

B. Salad………....……………………………………_________

C. Amusement park…..……………………………._________

D. Swamp……………………………………………._________

E. A and D are correct…………..…………………._________

15. A champion is always the….

A. Leftovers….….……………………………………_________

B. Worst……………..……………………………….._________

C. Last place..……..…..……………………………._________

D. Best.………………………………………………._________

E. A and B are correct …….……………………….._________

16. Winter is colder than summer….

A. Never…….……………………………………….._________

B. Some of the time…………………………………_________ 

C. Most of the time..………..………………………...________

D. Always….…………………………………..………________

E. A and B are correct……………………………….________

17. The color black is darker than the color white….

A. Always……………………………………………._________

B. Most of the time………………………………….._________

C. Some of the time..……………………………….._________

D. Never………………………………………………_________

E. C and D are correct………………………………_________

18. Bricks are lighter than feathers….

A. Always…….………………………………………._________

B. Most of the time………………………………….._________

C. Some of the time…..………………………..……_________

D. Never………………………………………………_________

E. A and B are correct....……………………………_________

19. Birds can fly better than people….

A. Always……….……………………………………_________

B. Most of the time………………………………….._________

C. Some of the time…….……………………………________

D. Never……………………………………………….________

E. B and D are correct……….………………………________

20. A team is a group of….

A. Horses………………..…………………………….________

B. Dogs…………………..……………………………________

C. People……………….………………………….….________

D. Mules……….………………………..…..………._________

E. All of the above……………………………………________

21. An “18 wheeler” is a…. 

A. Frog…………………………………………………________

B. Mountain…………….……………………………..________

C. Statue……………………………………………….________

D. Truck……………..…………………………………________

E. Hair piece…………….…………………………….________

22. Vanilla, cherry, chocolate, lemon, and caramel are all….

A. Shapes……………………………………………..________

B. Flavors……….…………………………………….________

C. Containers…………………..……………………..________

D. Paintings……….…………..……………………  _________

E. Lost treasures………..………………………….._________

23. A bicycle has two….

A. Shirts…………..……………………………………________

B. Wheels…….………….…………………………….________

C. Brooms………..…..……………………………….________

D. Dishes..…………………………………………….________

E. Ducks……………..….…………………………….________

24. The moon can be seen best at…. 

A. Noon………………….……………………………..________

B. Morning………………..……………………………________

C. Afternoon…………………..……………………….________

D. Evening……………………………………………..________

E. Night time.……………………………..…………..________  

25. Ghosts, witches, bats, pumpkins, and goblins are often 

      seen at….  

A. Easter………..……………….………………………_______

B. Valentine’s Day……..………………………………._______

C. St. Patrick’s Day……….……………………………_______

D. Christmas Day…….….…………………………….._______

E. Halloween…………..……………………………….._______

26. A can opener is used to open up….

A. Doors…………………………………………………_______

B. Bananas……………..………………………………_______

C. Windows……….…….………………………………_______

D. Emotions…………..…………………………………_______

E. Cans……………….…………………………………_______

27. There is basically no difference between….

A. A house and a home……………………………….._______

B. A pot and a pan……………….……………………._______

C. A street and a road……..………………………….._______

D. A pail and a bucket....………………………………_______

E. All of the above…….……………………………….._______

28. Which of the following is not true?

A. Runners run…………..……………………………________

B. Teachers teach…..………………………………..________

C. Actors act..….……………………………………..________

D. Firemen fire….…………………………………….._______

E. Catchers catch………..…….………………………_______

29. Before letters are mailed, they are put into….

A. Drawers…….……………..…………………………._______

B. Coat pockets…….…………………..………………_______

C. Envelopes….…………………..……………………_______

D. Books…………….……....………………………….._______

E. Waste baskets…….…….……………………………______

30. Spider’s webs help spiders catch….

A. Bugs……..………………………….….……………._______

B. Insects……………………..…………………………_______

C. Flies………………….…………………………....…._______

D. Moths……..………………………………..……….._______

E. All of the above……..………………………………_______

31. Cars drive in the same direction on roads to avoid getting 

      into....

A. Old clothes……….……..……………………………_______

B. The bath tub………..……………………………..…_______

C. Accidents….…………………………………………_______

D. The swing of things……………………………..….._______

E. A and D are correct…..…..…………………………_______

32.  Lamp shades sit on top of….

A. Tomatoes……….…………………………………..________

B. Lights………………………………………………..________

C. Flutes……………………………………………….________

D. Tents……….……………………………………….._______

E. Owls……………..…..……………………………..________

33. You iron clothes before you….

A. Wash them…..……………………………………._______

B. Throw them away..……….………………………________

C. Wear them……..………..……….………………________

D. Repair them….…………………..…………………_______

E. All of the above…..…………………………………_______

34. Roses are red, violets are….

A. Pretty…………………………………………………_______

B. Dangerous……………...……………………………_______

C. Blue…………………..……………..………………._______

D. Wet…………….………………………………………______

E. A and D are correct…………………………………_______

35. I water the plants in my house…. 

A. Every five minutes…….……………………………._______

B. Once a year…………………………………………._______

C. Once every three years…………....…………..….._______

D. Once a week.…..……………………………………_______

E. A and C are correct……….…………………………______

36. Some things I really, really like a whole lot are….

A. Mosquitoes…..………………………….………….______

B. Rats…………….……………………………………______

C. Poison Ivy……………..……………………………______

D. Best Friends………………………………………..______

E. Egg Plant…………….…………………………….._____

37. Lawn mowers are used to….

A. Clean rugs……………………………………………..______

B. Make snacks………………………….……………….______

C. Carry water…..………………………………………..______

D. Cut grass…………………………………..………….______

E. Change tires………………..……………..………….______

38. Key boards are used with….

A. Typewriters….………………………………………._______

B. Pianos……….…....…………………………………._______

C. Computers………………………………..…………_______

D. Locked doors……..……………………………..….._______

E. All of the above……………………………………….______

39. Shopping is when you go out and….

A. Practice things…….…………..……..…………….._______

B. Buy things………..……………………………………______

C. Break things………..…..……………………………..______

D. Change things………………………………………..______

E. Play things….……....……………………………….._______

40. CDs are used for storing…..

A. Movies……………….………..………..………….._______

B. Pictures…………………….………………………._______

C. Music…………….…..…………………………….._______

D. Writings………………..……………………………_______

E. All of the above…………….………………………_______

41. Which of the following are not happy?

A. A death in the family………………..………………_______

B. A car accident….……………..…………………….._______

C. A graduation party………………………………….._______

D. A Thanksgiving dinner……………….…………….._______

E. A and C are correct…………………………………_______

42. A dictionary is used to figure out….

A. Murders……….…..…….………………………….._______

B. Stock reports………..….……...……………………_______

C. Words………………………………………..………_______

D. Numbers.……………………...……………………._______

E. Airplane schedules……………..…..………………_______

43. A boat sits on top of the….

A. Soup…………….……………………………………_______

B. Paint……………………………….…………………_______

C. Water……………….…………………………………______

D. Roof………………….………………………………._______

E. Stove……………………….…………………………_______ 

44. A voice is not used for….

A. Talking………..……………………………………….______

B. Listening…..…………………………………………..______

C. Singing.……………..…………………………………______

D. Lecturing………....……………………………………______

E. Chanting…………………..…………………………..______

45. A person usually takes a bath…. 

A. At work………………….……………………………..______

B. At the park……………………………………………..______

C. At home………………….…………………………….______

D. On the freeway………………....…………………….______

E. Out for a walk……..…..………………………………______

46. Radar is a word that is the same ….

A. Upside down….…………………………………..…..______

B. Backwards and forwards……………….……………______

C. Inside and out………………….……………………..______

D. Whenever it wants……………..………………….…______

E. In any language…..………………………..…………______

47.  A father’s uncle’s son is his cousin’s…..

A. Sister……………….…………………………………______

B. Mother..………..……………………………………._______

C. Brother.……..………………………………………._______

D. Aunt…………..………………………………………_______

E. Niece………………..…………………………………______

48. Change is to Money as….

A. Bolts are to Screws…………….………..…………_______

B. Cutlery is to Silverware.……………………………._______

C. Snacks are to Food.…………………………………______

D. Jerks are to Fools...………………………………….______

E. All of the above……..……….……………………….______

49.  Clowns have happy….

A. Change purses……………………………..………._______

B. Socks.……………..…………………………………..______

C. Faces…………………………………………………..______

D. Lounge chairs.…..……………………………………______

E. B and D are correct….……………………………….______

50. Las Vegas is where people go to….

A. Shoot ducks……..………………………………….._______

B. Study Art…………..…..……………………………._______

C. Play cards……………..……………………………._______

D. Make Furniture………………..……………………._______

E. Build Bridges……………..…………………………_______

Multiple Choice Test 5

Place a check mark (√ ) on the line after the most appropriate answer:

1. Which is taller?     

A. A flag pole…………….…………………………._________

B. A building skyscraper……..……………….……_________

C. A giraffe………………………………....……….._________

D. A mountain……………………………………….._________

E. A and B are correct……………………….……..._________

2. Which is hotter?

A. A bake oven.…..…………………………………_________

B. Marilyn Monroe………………………………….._________

C. The sun……………………………………………_________

D. Breaking Headline News.………………………._________

E. A and B are correct………………………………_________

3. Which is louder?

A. A jet plane..………………………………………._________

B. A hog calling contest.……………………………_________

C. A steam kettle whistle..…………………………._________

D. A volcano Eruption..….…………….……………_________

E. A baby crying.…….………………………………_________

4. Which is beautiful?

A. A bouquet of roses…….….……………………._________

B. A Renoir painting….…..…………………………_________

C. A Mozart Concerto………………………………_________

D. A baby smiling…………….…………………….._________

E. All of the above…..….………………………….._________

5. How many eggs are there in a dozen?

A. 5……….…………………………………………._________

B. 20……….…..……………………………………._________

C. 36………..…..…..……………………………….._________

D. 12…..…………..…………………………………_________

E. None of the above..…………………………….._________

6. How many years are there in a century?

A. 8……..……….……………………………………_________

B. 15………………….………………………………_________

C. 365….……………….……………………………_________

D.  100…..…………..………………………………._________

E. 9 and ½….……………………………………….._________

7. What temperature does water freeze at?

A. 100º………………………………………………._________

B. 212º…..………………………….………….……._________

C. 32º……..……………………….……………..….._________

D. 0º….…….…………………………………………_________

E. -40º…………………………………………..……_________

8. The  _______ on an ear of corn are next year’s seeds?

A. Nuts………………………….……………………._________

B. Kernels……………………………………..…….._________

C. Beans……….………….…………………………_________

D. Flowers…..………………………………………._________

E. A and C are correct..…….…….……………….._________

9. How many minutes are on a clock face?

A. 15………..………………………………..………._________

B. 12……………………..……………………………_________

C. 42…..………………………………………………_________

D. 60………………….………………………………._________

E. 90………………………………………………….._________

10. The opposite of the word “exit” is?

A. Forward.……….…………………………………._________

B. Entrance…………..………………………………_________

C. Ending...……….…………………………………._________

D. Final…..………….……………………………….._________

E. Death..………………..….……………………….._________

11. The opposite of the word “open” is?

A.  Close..……..…………………………………….._________

B.  Air……………..………………………………….._________

C. Door…………..…………………………………..._________

D. Shut………..………………………………………_________

E. A and D are correct………………………………_________

12. The word “street” also means?

A. Highway……………………………………….…_________

B. Road..……………………………………………._________

C. Avenue……………………………………………_________

D. Boulevard………….…………………….……….._________

E. All of the above……….…………………………_________

13. Which is destructive?

A. A tornado……...…………………………………_________

B. A hurricane………………………………………._________

C. An earthquake……………………………………_________

D. A bomb……………………………………………_________

E. All of the above…….……………………………._________

14. What comes before high school?

A. Kindergarten…….……………..…………………_________

B. Elementary school..……………………..………_________

C. College….……..…………………………………._________

D. Middle school.……………………………………._________

E. A, B, and D are correct………….………………._________

15. How many stars are on the current American Flag?

A. 13…….……….……………………………………_________

B. 26….……………..……………………………….._________

C. 47………………..…..……………………………._________

D. 50….………………………………………………._________

E. 72…………………..…….……………………….._________

16. The United States Capital is in ______?

A. New York..……………………………………….._________

B. Boston.………….…………………………………_________ 

C. Chicago.……..…………..………………………...________

D. Washington DC..…………………………..………________

E. Los Angeles……….……………………………….________

17. The United States Government is made up of which 3 separate aspects?

A. The Republicans, Democrats, & Independents_________

B. The President, Congress, and Judiciary……...._________

C. The left wing, right wing and moderates..…….._________

D. The military, lobbyists, and reporters..…………_________

E. The voters, welfare recipients, and  homeless.._________

18. The three most popular sports in the U.S.A. are?

A. Football, baseball, & basketball..………………._________

B. Hockey, track, & soccer…..…………………….._________

C. Wrestling, NASCAR, & Lacrosse…..……..……_________

D. Capture the flag, Jump rope, & tag….…………_________

E. Blind man’s buff, dodge ball, & kick ball…….…_________

19. Which are Christmas Carols?

A. Camp Town Races………………………………_________

B. Oh Susannah…………………………………….._________

C. Silent Night………..………………………………_________

D. Jingle Bells….……………………………………._________

E. Take Me Out To the Ballgame……………….…_________

20. Which are not orchestral instruments? 

A. A banjo…….……………………………………….________

B. A flute………….……………………………………________

C. A trumpet…………....………………………….….________

D. A kazoo…………………………….……..…….….________

E. A bassoon…….……………………………………________

21. Which are not parts of a chair? 

A. The back……………………………………………________

B. The arm rests……….……………………………..________

C. The seat…………………………………………….________

D. The legs….…………………………………………________

E. None of the above……..………………………….________

22. Which are not names of hurricanes?

A. Fido..………………………………………………..________

B. Skippy……………………………………………….________

C. Butch..………………………..……………………..________

D. Hugo………………………..…………………….…________

E. A, B, and C are correct.…………………….……..________

23. Which are not names of composers?

A. Bach……….……………..…………………………________

B. Beethoven.………..….…………………………….________

C. Chopin……………..……………………………….________

D. Flintstone…..……………………………………….________

E. Mozart……..………….…………………………….________

24. How many quarters are there in a football game?

A. 6……………..……….……………………………..________

B. 2………………………..……………………………________

C. 1………………..…………..……………………….________

D. 4……………………………………………………..________

E. 7………………..…..………………………………..________  

25. How many innings are there in a baseball game?  

A. 3….………….……………….………………………_______

B. 5…………….……..…………………………………._______

C. 9……………...………….……………………………_______

D. 15………..…………….…………………………….._______

E. 20………….………..……………………………….._______

26. Which are not ingredients in a birthday cake?

A. Sugar…………………………………………………_______

B. Flour…………………..………………………………_______

C. Eggs……..…….…….………………………………_______

D. Sausage……….….…………………………………_______

E. Milk……………………………………………………_______

27. What is the opposite of Heaven?

A. Easter…..………..………………………………….._______

B. Cleveland.…..………………………………………._______

C. Hell….……………………………………………….._______

D. Mars…..…….………..………………………………_______

E. Akron………………..……………………………….._______

28. Just before the start of a ball game, people stand and   

       sing ___________?

A. Glory, Glory Halleluiah……………………………________

B. My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean….……………..________

C. The Star Spangled Banner………….…………...________

D. America the Beautiful……………………………..________

E. The Mickey Mouse Club Song…..………….……________

29. The Sphinx and the Great Pyramid are in ______?

A. Palestine..………………..…………………………._______

B. India…………………………………..………………_______

C. Egypt..…………………………..……………………_______

D. Bohemia………………....………………………….._______

E. Peru……………….…….……………………………_______

30. The Taj Mahal is in _______?

A. Persia……………………………….….……………._______

B. England.…………………..…………………………_______

C. Canada..………………………………………....…._______

D. India….……………………………………..……….._______

E. Birmingham……….…………………………………_______

31. The Great Wall is in ______?

A. Easter Island.…………..……………………………_______

B. Hawaii..……………..……………………………..…_______

C. China…………………………………………………_______

D. Mexico…………………….……………………..….._______

E. Atlantis……………………..…………………………_______

32.  A Flute plays lower notes than a _______?

A. French Horn………………………………………..________

B. Saxophone..………………………………………..________

C. Trombone.………………………………………….________

D. Piccolo….….………………………………………________

E. Tuba…………..……..……………………………..________

33. The most expensive car is a _________ ?

A. Mini Cooper..……………………………………….________

B. Honda Accord…..……….…………………………________

C. Ferrari……..….…....……………….………………________

D. Toyota Camri….………………………………..…________

E. Buick Skylark…..……………………………..……________

34. The longest race in the Olympics is the _______?

A. 100 yard dash…………….…………………………_______

B. The marathon..………………………………………_______

C. The 1000 meters…...………………………………._______

D. The 5000 meters……………………………………_______

E. The 4 by 100 meters………..………………………_______

35. Put these in order of size: smallest to largest.

A. Sparrow, Flea, Hedgehog, Mosquito, Goat…..…._______

B. Flea, Mosquito, Goat, Hedgehog, Sparrow.,,,,,,,,,_______

C. Flea, Mosquito, Sparrow, Hedgehog, Goat.…….._______

D. Sparrow, Flea, Hedgehog, Goat, Mosquito………_______

E. Hedgehog, Goat, Mosquito, Flea, Sparrow………_______

36. Put these Presidents in time line order, earliest to most 

      recent.

A. Roosevelt, Nixon, Jefferson, Lincoln, Clinton….….______

B. Jefferson, Lincoln, Roosevelt, Nixon, Clinton……. ______

C. Lincoln, Roosevelt, Clinton, Nixon, Jefferson…..…______

D. Clinton, Nixon, Roosevelt, Jefferson, Lincoln……..______

E. Nixon, Lincoln, Jefferson, Roosevelt, Clinton……..______

37. Put these weapons in time line order, earliest to most 

      recent.

A. Colt 45, Grenade, Bow & arrow, Spear, Heat seeking  Missile……______

B. Grenade, Spear, Heat seeking missile, Colt 45, Bow & arrow…….______

C. Spear, Bow & arrow, Colt 45, Grenade, Heat seeking missile……..______

D. Heat seeking Missile, Bow & arrow, Spear, Grenade, Colt 45……..______

E. None of the above……………...………………...….______

38. Put these books in time line order, earliest to most 

      recent….

A. Ivanhoe, Canterbury Tales, Macbeth, Great Gatsby, Forrest Gump ____

B. Canterbury Tales, Macbeth, Ivanhoe, Great Gatsby, Forrest Gump ____

C. Great Gatsby, Macbeth, Forrest Gump, Ivanhoe, Canterbury Tales ____

D. Macbeth, Great Gatsby, Forrest Gump, Ivanhoe, Canterbury Tales ____

E. None of the above……………………………………….____

39. Put these musical compositions in time line order, 

      earliest to most recent.

A. Brandenburg Concertos, Ionian Chants, Rite of spring, Dancing at the Savoy,  Roll Over Beethoven…………………………………………..….._______

B. Ionian Chants, Brandenburg Concertos, Rite of Spring, Dancing at the Savoy, Roll Over Beethoven……………………………………………….._______

C. Rite of Spring, Ionian Chants, Dancing at the Savoy, Brandenburg Concertos, Roll Over Beethoven……………………………………….…._______

D. Roll Over Beethoven, Ionian Chants, Rite of Spring, Brandenburg Concertos, Dancing at the Savoy…………………………………………._______
E. None of the above....……………………………….._______

40. Poison Ivy has  ______ distinct leaves?

A. 5…….……………….……………………………….._______

B. 8……..…………………….…………………………._______

C. 3……………………..……………………………….._______

D. 10…………..…………………………………………_______

E. 1…………………………….…………………………_______

41. Place these months in the order in which they happen in  

      a year.

A. March, August, October, June, January…………_______

B. June, March, August, January, October…………_______

C. January, March, June, August, October…………_______

D. October, June, January, March, August…………_______

E. August, March, October, June, January…………._______

42. Place these states in the order in which they occur from 

      East to West.

A. New York, Ohio, Iowa, Colorado, Hawaii……..…._______

B. Iowa, Hawaii, Colorado, Ohio, New York…………_______

C. Colorado, Ohio, New York, Hawaii, Iowa...………_______

D. Hawaii, New York, Ohio, Iowa, Colorado………..._______

E. None of the above……………..……………………_______

43. Which countries are not in South America?

A. Brazil…………….……………………………………_______

B. Chili..……………………………….…………………_______

C. France.…………….…………………………………_______

D. Venezuela…….……………………………….……._______

E. Columbia.………………….…………………………_______ 

44. Which are not planets?

A. Jupiter………..……………………………………….______

B. Saturn……..…………………………………………..______

C. Venus..……………..…………………………………______

D. Arcturus.………....……………………………………______

E. Mercury..…………………..…………………………..______

45. Which are not birds? 

A. Robin..………………….……………………………..______

B. Barred Owl..………...………………………………..______

C. Sparrow……………………………………………….______

D. Orangutan……………………....…………………….______

E. Fly Catcher…………….………………………………______

46. Which of the following are not found at a playground?

A. Swings…..….……………………………………..…..______

B. Slide……..…………………….………………………______

C. Teeter Totter………..………………………………..______

D. Monkey Bar….…………………………………….…______

E. None of the above.…..………………………………______

47.  Which of the following are not Fast Foods?

A. McGriddle………….…………………………………_______

B. Whopper…..…..……………………………………. _______

C. Curly Fries…..………………………………………._______

D. Pot Roast……....…………………………………… _______

E. Slushie……………..…………………………………_______
48. Glassware is use to making ________ ?

A. Windows……………………………………………_______

B. Goblets.……………………………………………._______

C. Tabletops……..……………………………………_______

D. Eye Pieces...………………………………………._______

E. All of the above………………….…………………._______

49.  De vices for communication are _______ ?

A. Walkie Talkies………………………………………._______

B. Phones…………..……………………………….….._______

C. Computers………….……………………………….._______

D. Smoke Signals…..………………………………….._______

E. All of the above………………………………………______

50. The following are not fruits.

A. Watermelon.……………………………………….._______

B. Cantaloupe..…..……………………………………._______

C. Pears…………………..……………………………._______

D. Broccoli………………………..……………………._______

E. Peaches…………………..…………………………_______
