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INPEAUC/IOBUE

JlanHoe yueOHOe mocoOue pacKpbhIBaeT BO3MOXKHOCTH Tearpa
gyrenoB (reader’s theater) — o4eHb WHTEPECHOH, HO MaJOM3BECTHOU
GbopMBI Kak ayAMTOPHOM, TaKk W BHEAYAUTOPHOH AESITENHLHOCTH
B Iporiecce 00y4eHUsI THOCTPAHHOMY SI3BIKY.

AKTyallbHOCTh ~ MpeAJiaraeMoro  mnocodust  oOycioBieHa
HEOOXOIMMOCTBIO TIONCKA HOBBIX MyTeH M 3((PEKTUBHBIX CITOCOOOB
dbopMupoBaHus OETTIOCTH YTCHHS Y CTYJCHTOB.

UreHne — OIMH U3 BUJIOB PEYEBOM JACSITEILHOCTH, KOTOPBIM OBJIA-
JIEBAIOT CTYACHTHI B paMKax MPaKTHYECKOTO Kypca MO MHOCTPAHHOMY
s3bIKy. OOyueHHEe YTEHUIO — MHOTOTPAHHBIA M MHOTOILUTAHOBBIM TPO-
1IecC, OJIHUM M3 HampaBJeHHid, U, COOTBETCTBEHHO, 3a[a4eii KOTOPOro
SIBIISICTCS OBJIAJICHHE HABBIKAMU OOPAIIEHHOTO BBIPA3UTEILHOTO YTCHUS
BCJIyX MPO3aNYECKUX U MOITUUECKUX TEKCTOB.

HaOGmionenue 3a peanbHON yueOHOM MPaKTUKOM, a TakKe aHAJIH3
pabovrx TporpamMM TIO3BOJISIET C/EaTh BBIBOJ O TOM, YTO Ha (hOHE
(dbopMUpoBaHUs HABBIKOB MH()OPMATUBHOTO YTEHHUS, TJI€ IVIaBHAS LIEJb —
noiy4eHrne MHQoOpMamy Ajs JaTbHEWIIEero pelieHus 3aJad, B TOM
YUClle KOMMYHUKATHBHBIX, WIIM Hay4YHO-HCCIIEIOBATENILCKHUX, paboTa
HaJ Y4eOHBIM YTCHHEM BCIIyX 3aHHUMaET Cyry0o nepudepuitHoe MecTo.
B ompeneneHHOM CMBICTE 3TO OOBSICHUMO: MPEANOYTEHUE OTIAETCS
YTEHUIO TPO cedsl, TaK Kak MpU 3TOM MAaKCUMAaIbHO HEHTpanmmsyercs
BHYTPEHHSISI APTUKYJSIIUS, YTO TIO3BOJISET COCPEINOTOUYMTHCS Ha
BOCTIPUSITUM CMBICIIOBBIX €TUHMULI, COCTABIISIONIMX OOIIee Colep aHue
Tekcta. Kpome Toro, utenue npo cebs mo3BosieT 00pabotarh OONbIHiA
10 00beMy MaTepuall B €IMHHUITY BPEMEHH, B COOTHOIIEHHH 1:3. Mexy
TEM, HCKJIIOYUTENbHAs COCPEAOTOYEHHOCTh HAa YTEHHH TMpo ceds
MPUBOAUT K WTHOPHPOBAHHIO OTPOMHOTO OOY4YaloIIero MOTeHIIMala
YTEHUS BCIYX, KOTOPO€ KakK BCIIOMOTATelbHBIM BUJ PEYECBON
JIESITENIbHOCTH MOXKET M JOJDKEH HCIONb30BaThCs ISl MOIEPyKAHUS
Y pa3BUTHSl HABBIKOB JPYTMIX BUJIOB PEUEBOM AEATENBHOCTH, MPEXKIE
BCETO ayAWPOBAaHMS K TOBOPEHHUSL.

Tearp uTenoB, OCHOBHAs UIEST KOTOPOTO — 3TO BHIPA3UTEIHHOE
YTeHHE TEKCTa, pa30UTOro MO POJsAM, MOXKET CTaTh WJCaTbHON IUIO-
IIaJIKOM ISl pEelIeHUs BhIIICYKa3aHHOW 3a/laud B paMKax MpaKThye-
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CKHX 3aHSATUHM [0 UHOCTPAHHOMY SA3BIKY, a TAKXKE IPHU OpraHU3alnU
BHEYPOUYHOM paboThl CTyIeHTOB. OpUTrHHANBHOCTH TAHHOTO TOAXOAA
3aKJI0YAETCS B TOM, 4YTO JpaMaTU3alys IPEIJIOKEHHBIX TEKCTOB
ABIISIETCS. HE 1EJbI0, a WHCTPYMEHTOM M KOHTEKCTOM  JUIs
dbopMUpOBaHUS HABBIKOB MPOCOTUYECKU-KOPPEKTHOTO 4YTeHHs. B
WHTEPECHOW, TBOPYECKOM, HEHABS3YMBON aTMocdepe MpernonaBareib
OJHOBPEMEHHO  peHIaeT  3aJadyd  pPa3BUTHS  JIMHIBUCTHYECKOM,
COITMOKYJIBTYPHOM, MParMaTH4eCKOM W TIEPEBOTYECKON KOMIETEHITUN
cTyaeHTOB. [y ydammxcs ke y4deOHble 3a/1a4i WMIUTUIMTHBL OHU
MOTPYXKAIOTCA B MHUP JIUTEPATypbl — TBOPYECTBA, UYTCHHS, CO3JAHUS
SMOLIMOHAJIBHOM  KapTUHBI IOCPEICTBOM  IIPOYMUTAHHOIO  CJIOBA.
HenocpeactBeHHOMY TeaTpalbHOMY HPOYTEHHIO OTpBIBKA
MPEJUIECTBYET «HEMOE» IPOYTEHUE TEKCTa 3a MPENOoAaBaTelieM,
MIPOYTEHUE TEKCTa C MOMONIbIO NpENoAaBaTesis WIM IapTHepa, a
TaKk€ MHOTOKPATHOE CaMOCTOSITENIbHOE IMPOYTEHUE TEKCTa BCIYX.
IIpu 5TOM Kaxabll pa3, HECMOTPSI HA OTCYTCTBUE UIPbI KAK TAKOBOM,
OTCYTCTBHE KOCTIOMOB U JEKOPAIMi, YTE€Ibl IIOMHSIT O TOM, YTO OHH
JTOJIKHBI JIOHECTHU CMBICII YUTAEMOTO HCKIIFOUUTEIIBHO
IIPOCOAUYECKUMH CPEACTBAMHU, T. €. C IIOMOIUBIO BO3MOXKHOCTEU
cBoero rojoca. Takum 00pa3oM, NPOCOJUYECKUN KOMIIOHEHT
CTAHOBUTCSA JOMHUHHPYIOIIUM, IIPHU 3TOM BAXKHO OTMETUTH, YTO CaM
(bakT HEOJHOKPATHOTO BOCIIPOM3BENCHUSI TEKCTa paboTaeT Ha TOY-
HOCTb IIPOYTEHHUS U €70 ABTOMATU3M.
Tearp uTenoOB MMEET OTPOMHBIN y4EOHBIN, BOCIIHTATEIbHBIN,
Pa3BUBAIOIIMNA U KYJIBTYPOJIOTMYECKHM MOTEHUMAN JUIsl IpernojaBa-
HUS UHOCTPAHHOTO si3bIKa. OCHOBHBIE IPEUMYIIECTBA TAKOBBI:
® CO3/laHME MOTHBHUPYIOIIEH K COBEPILICHCTBOBAHHIO HHO-
CTPAHHOTO sI3bIKa aTMOC(EpHI;

® CO3JaHME YCJIOBUM M pealu3alys Ha IMPAKTUKE CUIBHOU
TICUXOJIOTHYECKOM, METOHOJIOTHYECKOM M TIeHarormdecKom
TIOJUICP’KKH CO CTOPOHBI npenoaasarens (scaffolding). Hamm-
YK€ TEKCTa — OCHOBHOE TEXHUYECKOE CPEICTBO IOAIEPIKKU.
HeyBepennbie B ceOe CTyIEHTHI IMOIYy4YalOT BO3MOXXHOCTH
B MAKCUMAJIbHO KOM(OPTHBIX YCIOBHSIX, HE TPO3SIIMX
MIPOBEPKOM, TECTUPOBAHMEM U PacCIPOCaMU CO CTOPOHBI
NpenojaBarelis, OKyHYTbCSI B armMocdepy TBOPYECKOTO
COTPYAHUYECTBA C OCTAIBHBIMU YJIEHAMHU IPYMIIbI; IPU 3TOM
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BO3MOXKHOCTH JUIl Kaue€CTBEHHOM OTpaOOTKH IPOYTEHHUS
OTPaHMYUBAIOTCS JIUIIB KETAaHUEM CaMOT0 CTYICHTA,

e  HaJTU4Me TUIOMIAJKH JIJIsl COBMECTHOM paboThl CTY/ICHTOB;

e  peanuzalys NPUHIMIIA MHOTOKPAaTHOTO MOBTOPEHUS U 3a-
KpEIUIEHUs Marepuaja, MOTHBHPOBAHHOE B TOM 4YHCIE
JKeJTaHHeM JOOUTHCS CaMOro JIydIllero pe3yibrara, CIio-
COOCTBYET YITyUIICHUIO WHTOHAIIMOHHO-(OHETHUECKON 0a3bl
KQKJIOTO CTY[ICHTa, U, CIIEIOBATeNIbHO, — YIIyYIICHUIO
MEXaHH3MOB BHYTPEHHEIO IPOrOBApUBAHUS, TPEHUPOBKU
Pa3MUUHBIX BUIOB MaMATH (CIyXOBOM M 3pUTENBLHOM, KpaT-
KOBPEMEHHOM U JIONTOBPEMEHHOH), U OIOCPEIOBAHHOMY
Pa3BUTHIO HABBIKOB ayJJUPOBAHUS M TOBOPECHUS,;

e  QONBIION MOTEHLMAN IS Pa3BUTHS JIMYHOCTHBIX KayeCTB
CTY[ICHTOB: Ha 3Tale IMOJATOTOBKH K IMOCTAHOBKE Ba)KHBI
YMEHHE J0roBapuUBaThCS, YMEHHE CTaBUTh U JIOCTHUTaTh
IIeJIM, HECTH OTBETCTBEHHOCTh 3a CBOE OOyueHHE H 3a
ycrex IpymnroBOro MpPOeKTa, TOrAa Kak caMmo IpeacTaBlie-
HHUE CTAaHOBUTCS PEUIAIONIUM JUIS PAa3BUTHUS YBEPEHHOCTH
B ce0e, 00pa3HOCTH MBITIUICHHS K SMOITMOHATILHOCTH;

e pasBuTHE NMPO(PECCHOHATHHBIX KOMIETEHINI CTYJEHTOB —
OyAyIIHUX TTePEBOTIHKOB.

OnucaHHBIN MOTEHIIMAT TeaTpa YTEIOB CAETaeT MpesiaraeMoe
ydeOHOe MmocoOue BOCTPEOOBAaHHBIM IIPH IOJATOTOBKE CTYICHTOB-
0akanaBpoB, OOy4YalOIIUXCS T[O HampaBlIeHUIO «JIMHTBUCTUKA»
(mpodunb «IlepeBon ¥ NEpeBONOBENECHHUE)), a TAKKE CMEKHBIX
HampaBneHuil. [lpencraBieHHbIE TEKCTHI MOTYT OBITh YCHENIHO
UHTETPUPOBAHBl B YK€ CYIIECTBYIONIME MOJEIH Pa3BUTHSA
HaBBIKOB UYTCHHS.



METOJANYECKAA 3AIIMCKA

Wnes Tearpa UTELOB INUPOKO M YCHELIHO HCIOIb3YETCs
B aHIJIMMCKUX M aMEPHKAHCKUX IIKOJIaX B PaMKax OOy4eHHs POTHOMY
S3bIKY, KaK OHO M3 3((PeKTUBHBIX cpeacTB POpPMUpPOBAHUS OEMIOCTH
YTEHHUS, TIPUYeM OEIIOCTh TPAJUIMOHHO ONPENeIsieTCs Kak Croco0-
HOCTb YWTaTh TEKCT C TOYHOCTBIO, ABTOMATH3MOM M MPOCOAUEH
(Rasinski, 2007). Tounocms mompasyMeBaeT TNpaBHIbHOE (DOHETHUE-
CKO€ TPOYTEHHUE CJIOB B TEKCTE. Agmomamuzv — 3TO CIIOCOOHOCTh
MCKYCHBIX YTEIOB YHUTATh CJOBAa B KOHTEKCTE NPABWIBHO U 0e3
HalpsDKEHUs,, YTO CO3JAeT YCIOBUS JUIsL TOTO, YTOOBI YTel MOT
COCPEIOTOYMTHCSI HE CTOJIBKO Ha rpadudeckoil hopme CIIOB, COCTaB-
JSIFOIIMX TEKCT, CKOJIbKO Ha 3HAYEHWU YUTAeMOro. /Ipocodus — 3TO
COCOOHOCTD UTela MepeaTh TEKCT C HY>KHOM SKCIPECcCUen 1 BhIpa-
’KEHUEM [yl TOTO, YTOOBI TOHECTH CEMAHTHUYECKUH M CHUHTaKCHYe-
CKHIl KOHTEKCT TeKcTa. beroe ycTHOe uTeHHe MOJDKHO 3ByYaTh Kak
NPaBUIBHO MOCTaBJIeHHAas! yCTHas pedb. CUUTaeTCsl, 4T0 €CIH Yello-
BeK 0o YWTaeT BCIyX, TO OH TaKKe OCTIo MOXKET YHTaTh U IPO
ce0s, pemias mpu 3TOM yxke Jpyrue 3amaun npouteHus (Reutzel,
Jones, Fawson & Smith, 2008).

OpueHTanys Ha BbIIIEYKa3aHHbIE MapaMeTpbl OErIOCTH BO
MHOTOM BBI3BIBAET OMACEHUS MPAKTHUKOB. OHU CBS3aHBI C TEM, YTO
IIKOJIbHUKH, CTYAE€HTBl MOTYT YUTaTh OBICTPO, HO CJ1a00 MMOHUMATh,
9TO OHHM YUTAIOT, @ 3TO MPHUBOAUT K TOMY, YTO YTEI[ TOJy4aeT Majo
YIAOBOJIBCTBHS M YIOBJIETBOPEHHUS OT Ipolecca npouTeHus. Jlyma-
€TCsI, YTO MHOTHE POAMTENN, YIUTENS U PyCCKOTO SI3bIKA, M aHTIIHH-
CKOTO f3bIKa C TOTOBHOCTBIO COIVIACATCS C 3TUM HAOIIOICHUEM.

B nonbiTkax HalTH O0siee ayTEHTUYHBIN MMOAXOJ, MTOIX0/, 03~
BOJISIIOIIMN CKOHLIEHTPUPOBATHCSI HA MPOCOOUUECKOU CMOpPOHE Npo-
YmeHus1, MHOTHE TIPAKTHKH 0OpaTWIINCh K KOHTEKCTY JINTEPaTypHOTO,
TearpanbHOro ureHus-npencrasienus (Rasinski, 2007) — tearpy ute-
10B. [OTOBSICH K UTEHHIO BCIYX JJISI ayAUTOPUH, YEIOBEK HE KOH-
LEHTPUPYETCS Ha CKOPOCTH MPOYTEHUsI KaK TaKOBOM, a CKOpee, M UTO
Oosiee Ba)KHO, Ha UTEHUU CO 3HAYMMOMN IKCIpecCruell U BbIpaXKEHUEM
C LIeJIbI0 IOMOYb ayAUTOPHHU JIyUIlE MOHITh YUTAEMBbIN OTPHIBOK.
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AnpoOarys TEKCTOB JJIsl TeaTpa YTELOB, MpeylaraéMbIX B JaH-
HOM TIOCOOHMHM, TPOXOAWJIA B TPYIMax CTYIEHTOB — OyaylIMX mepe-
BOJUMKOB, OOyyaromuxcsi Ha Kadeape mepeBofa U CTHIMCTUKU
aHIIUMUCKOro si3bika Yal'V. Jlid yCTHBIX NEPEBOIYMKOB YMEHHE TOBO-
PUTH TPOMKO, C COOJIOJEHHEM BCEX HOPM HMHTOHALIMOHHOW OpraHu3a-
MU TEKCTa SBJSETCS HauWBaXKHEHIIMM. boree Toro, 4reHue BCIyx
HaMpsIMy10 CBSI3aHO C ayJIUpOBAaHUEM, a aylIUpPOBAHUE JICKUT B OCHOBE
yCcTHOro nepeBozaa. [loMruMo mpoyero, YTeHue BCIyX — 3TO IUIOMIAIKA
JUISl TPEHUPOBKH TAMSTH — €IIe OHOTO NMPO(eCCHOHAFHO-3HAYUMOTO
AJIEMEHTA MOATOTOBKH MEPEBOTYMKOB. Pa3BUTHE HABBIKOB ayMPOBAHUS,
YETKOCTH PEYH, TPEHUPOBKA MAMSATH HE MOTYT OBITh TPHBS3aHbI JIUIIIb
K Ha4aJIbHOMY 3Tamy MpoQeCcCHOHANIBHOTO O0yUYeHHUs. ITO IITUTENBHBIN
nporiecc, KOTOphId B paMkax (HOPMaIbHOTO OOy4YCHHsS, MOXET OBITh
BBICTPOEH B TOM YHUCIIE U BOKPYT T€arpa 4YTelOB, KAK MAaKCUMAJIbHO
MPOIYKTUBHON 00pa30BaTebHON TUTOMAAKA. [Ipy 3TOM I Kaskaoin
CTYNEHHU SI3BIKOBOM TOATOTOBKH JOJDKHBI OBITH BBIAENCHBI W METO-
JITYEeCKA 0OOCHOBAHBI CBOM 33/1a4H YTCHUS BCITYX.

Jl5is paBUIIBLHOTO TMOHUMAHMS UJIEU JAHHOTO MOCOOHsS Ba)KHO
OTMETHUTh HEOOXOIMMOCTH TOCTEIIEHHOTO W IOCTOSHHOTO OOparie-
HUS K YTEHHIO BCIIYX KaK Ha 3aHATHUAX IO MPAKTUKE s3bIKa, TAK U HA
MPAKTUUECKUX 3aHATUAX o mepeBony. Ilpu atom pacnpeneneHue
paboTHI IO dTanaM MOXKET BBIIVISIIETh TaK: YTCHHE BCIYX A (hOpMuU-
pPOBaHUSA MPOCOAUYECKU-KOPPEKTHOIO UTEHUS C MHTOHALIMOHHO-
PUTMHUYECKUM O(OpMIICHHEM, pa3BUTHE APTUKYISALUOHHONW MaMSITH
(dbopMat BBOIHO-KOPPEKTUBHOTO Kypca). Jlanee — yTeHue BCIyX Kak
BCIIOMOTaTeIbHBINA BUJ PEUEBOIl ACSITETFHOCTH, OObEKTUBHO HEO0XO-
TUMBIA 111 (OPMHUPOBAHMSI W PA3BUTHS HABBIKOB JPYTHX BHJIOB
peUeBOM EATENBHOCTH B MpeAenax OAHOA3BIYHOM pPEuYeBOM CHUTya-
IUU: ayaupoBaHUs U roBopeHus. Ha cnenyromiem srtane ureHue
BCJIYX MOXET HUCIONIb30BaThCs AJsl (HOPMUPOBAHHUS HABbIKA TIEPEKITIO-
YeHUS TpU ayAMpPOBAaHUM, YTO SIBISETCS HEOOXOAMMBIM YCIOBHEM
oOecCreueHnsT MEXBSI3bIKOBOM KOMMYHHUKAllMM 4Yepe3 TMepeBO/I.
[IponcxoauT BbICTpauBaHHE MAPAJJIEIBbHBIX ACCOLIMATUBHBIX KOM-
MJIEKCOB HA CMHTAKCHUYECKOM U JIEKCUYECKOM YPOBHE: Uepe3 UTCHHE
BCIIyX CTYOCHTHI ydYaTcsl CJBIIIATh W HAXOAWUTh (PYHKIMOHAIBHO-
napajuieJIbHblE MOJENHM B s3blke nepeBoja. Ha 3akimrounTenbHOM
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oTalnc CTYACHTHI NPOAOJDKAIOT YUTATh BCIIYX IJIA HaHBHCﬁMCFO pas-
BUTHS y’Ke C(POPMUPOBAHHOTO HABBIKA TIEPEKITIOUCHHS CO 3HAYUTEIIb-
HBIM aKIIEHTOM B CTOPOHY sI3bIKa TEPEBOAA W BepU(UKAIMEH BUIOB
NepeBosia: TOCIEA0BATENbHbIA, a03aHO-Qpa30Bblid, CHHXPOHHBIH
MIEPEBO/I, a TAK)KE MMCHMEHHBIN TIEPEBO HA CITyX.

OmBIT NCTIONB30BAaHMS T€aTpa YTEIOB MOKa3bIBACT, YTO CTY/ICH-
TaM HPaBUTCS TO, YTO 3TOT (opMar He Toapa3zyMeBaeT (HopMansbHOTO
3ay4rMBaHMS TEKCTa HAW3YyCTh, a TaKXe €ro MOJIHOMAacIITa0HOM
JpaMaTu3ali Ha OGOPMIICHHOHN CIIEHE C Pa3IMdHOro poaa dddek-
TaMH, IPU KOTOPBIX JIAJIEKO HE BCE YYACTHUKU UyBCTBOBAJIH ObI CeOs
KOM(pOPTHO. DTO Ipyrod Tearp, U APyroe YTCHHWE — YTEHHE HE Kak
TEXHHYECKOE yNPaKHEHUE, a YTEHHE KaK UCKYyCCTBO U YAOBOJIBCTBHE.
YcraHOBKa MpENoaBaTelis Ipy 3TOM, €CTECTBEHHO, TOpa3ao Tiryoxe
4eM IpOCTOE MOAJep)KaHHE HHTEpeca CTYACHTOB. 3a IIUPOKHUM CIICK-
TPOM pPCIIACMBbIX NPCHOoAaBaTcjieM 3aaad CTOUT KOHKPCTHAsA IICUXO-
Joro-Metroanyeckas 6asa.

Ipunyun MHO2OKpamMHO20 NOBMOpeHUsT SBISAETCS OTHUM U3
OCHOBOIIOJNIAraloIuX B OOy4YEHHUH HWHOCTPAHHOMY S3BIKYy B IIEJIOM
U IIEpEeBO/ly B YACTHOCTU. B MOBTOpeHHM ke JEKUT U TIyOOKUH
NICUXOJIOTHYECKHI KOHTEKCT — IIOBTOPEHHE MACUCTBHS B CTEpEo-
TUIHBIX YCJIOBHX BEJET K 00pa3oBaHHIO aBTOMaTH3Ma. PaboTas Han
TEKCTOM JUIsL Tearpa 4YTEHOB, TIpernojaBaTellb M CTYACHTHI
HEHABS3UMBO PEIIAIOT ATH 3aa4H.

Kpome sToro, mccnenoBaHusi TOKa3bIBAIOT, YTO UYTEHHE BCIYX
(g camoro ce0s, WIM K€ JUIsl KOTO-TO) 3HAYUTENIBHO YITyYIllaeT
3anomunaHue Marepuaia, yKperusieT ero MoHHMMaHue W CIIOCOOHOCTB
K BCIIOMHHAHMIO. UTeHHe BCIyX JaeT CWIy aHaln3a, CHIy KpHTHYe-
CKOTO MBIIIICHHUS, KOTOPasi 4acTO HEJOCTYIHA MPU YTSHHU PO CceOsl.
DTO CBA3aHO C TEM, YTO MPOYTEHHE TPO ceOsi B pa3bl YCKOPSET HaIle
3HAKOMCTBO C TE€KCTOM, JIOCTHTAeTCs 3TO MyTEM Pa3HBIX TEXHUK, B TOM
YHUCIIe aKaZIEMHYECKOTO YTCHHUs, HO IIPU OTOM HE3aMEUCHHBIMH
OCTAIOTCSl MHOTHE CJIOBA, @ HHOT/IA U TUIACThI CMBICIIOB. [1py mpouteHnu
BCITyX YEJIOBEK 3aCTPaxoBaH OT HTOr0, MOATOMY HEJb3si HTHOPUPOBATH
POJb y4eOHOTO YTEHHS BCIyX B KOHTEKCTE PaOOTHI C JISKCHKOH, a TaKxKe
IpY OOILEM JIUTEPATyPHO-TMHIBUCTHUECKOM aHAJIM3€ TEKCTa.



[Tomumo apmuxyrayuonnot namamu, KOTopas XOpoIlo TPEHU-
pyercs B paMKaxX BBOAHO-KOPPEKTHBHBIX KYypCOB, UYTEHHE BCIYX
HaNpSAMYIO CBSI3aHO C pa3gumuem MeXaHUsMOo8 CIYX080U NaMAmMu —
CIOCOOHOCTH YJEPKHUBATh B MaMSITHU OIpPEJeNICHHbIE OTPE3KH PEYH.
CyuiecTByeT MHOXECTBO METO/IOB, CIIOCOOCTBYIOIIMX Pa3BUTHIO
CIlyXOBOM mamMsATH dyenoBeka. Ilo MHEHHIO MHOTMX yueHbIX, Ona-
roziapsi TPEHUPOBKaM MOXKHO YBEJIMYUTh 0OBEM CIIyXOBOM MeXaHHUYe-
CKOM MaMsTH B CpeIHEM B 2—3 pa3a.

Texnonmorust (opMUpOBaHUST MEXaHM3Ma CIYXOBOW HMaMSITH OCO-
OEHHO XOpOILIO M3BECTHA B IIKOJAX MEPEeBOA, INie MPOLECC Pa3BUTHS
CI[yXOBOM HaMATH Y CTYIACHTOB CTPOUTCSI MOATAIHO, C HOCTETIEHHBIM
YKpEIJICHUEM €JMHULL BOCHIPUSTHUS: CJIOBO, (POHETUUECKOE CIIOBO, JIe-
MEHTapHbIE MOJENH, CIOKHBIE MOjenu. B 3aBUCMMOCTH OT YpOBHS
MIOATOTOBKH CTY[ECHTOB, 3TH YIPAXHEHUS BBICTPAUBAIOTCA KaK Ha POA-
HOM $I3bIKE, TaK W HA HHOCTPAHHOM, C IOCJEIYIOLIUM IEPEXOOM
K COOCTBEHHO TepeBOoay. TeKCThbl, MONOOpaHHBIE Al «HOCTAHOBKI
B T€aTpe 4YTELOB INPEICTABISIIOT COOOM OTIMYHYIO IUIOLIAJIKYy JJIst
peanu3aluy  OMMCAHHOM CXEMbl pPa3BUTHS MEXaHM3MOB CIIyXOBOU
namstu. Tak, cTyzneHThl, paboTas B mapax WM IpyIIax, HAYUTHIBAIOT
JpyT ApPYTy CBOHM poiii (OTPBIBKAMHU) MO BCEM MPOCOIUYECKUM MpaBHU-
JaM, T. €. C NMPAaBWIbHBIM MHTOHAIIMOHHBIM O(OpMIIEHHEM, Mpejyiaras
napTHepy HOBTOPUTH YCIBIIIAHHOE B hopMmare 3xo (peBepOariys) — co
BCEMM JIOTMYECKHMU YIapEeHUSMH, 11ay3aMH, U3MEHEHUSIMU TEMIIA peuu
B paMKaX CMBICJIOBBIX OTPE3KOB PEYEBOI0O MPOU3BEICHMSI.

OTMeTHM, YTO YTE€HHE BCIIyX MOXKET OBITh TAKXKE HCIOJIB30BAHO
Ui GOPMUPOBAHUS M PA3BUTHUS KaK KPAMKOBPEMEHHOU, MaK U 00120-
epemeHHol namamu. J1eno B ToM, 4TO MpU HEOAHOKPATHOM COOCTBEH-
HOM IIPOYTEHUM TEKCTA BCIIyX, C OAHOW CTOPOHBI, a C IPYyTOil CTOPOHBI,
IIPY HEOAHOKPATHOM IPOCITYIIMBAHUU POJIEH APYTUX YYaCTHHUKOB, CTY-
JICHTBI BKJIIOYAIOT B pabOTy BCE BUABI MAMATH, B TOM YHCIIE 3pumeb-
Hyto u cayxogyio. OTMETHM, YTO HayMHasi padoTarh HaJ TEKCTOM IS
TeaTrpa 4TelOB, yYalluecss He JOJDKHbI KOHLEHTPUPOBATHCS HEMOCPEA-
CTBEHHO Ha 3aJa4e TPEHUPOBKHU MaMsITH — JJIs1 HUX 3TO MPOCTO paboTa
HaJl TEKCTOM, IOIBITKA «IIPUMEPHUTHY» Ha ceOs XapakTep MEepCOHaXa,
TMOMBITKA Pa3BUTh ATOT XapaKTep MHCTPYMEHTAMH Iojioca B KOHTEKCTE
JIEKCUYECKUX, TPAMMATUYECKUX U CTHIIMCTUYECKUX Pealnii H3y4aeMOro
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TekcTa. [IpudemM ynomsiHyTBIE pealii MOTYT M JIOJDKHBI CTaHOBHUTHCS
npeMeToM O0CYKIEHHs B rpynre. BreicTpanBarh 3Ty paboTy MOXKHO
no-pazHoMy. OauH K3 cnoco0OB — MONPOCUTH CTYIEHTOB INPOYUTATh
HEOONBIION OTPBHIBOK (IJIMTENBHOCTRIO mpuMepHO B 10 cexyHn),
a 3aTeM 3aJaTh CEPHIO BOIPOCOB IO MACHTU(DHKALMH COCTABIISIONIINX
ATOTO TEKCTa: Ha3BaTh CJIOBA, HAYMHAIONIMECS C TOW WJIM MHOH OYKBHI,
Ha3BaTh CJIOBA, OTHOCSIMECS K ONPEIEICHHON TeMe, Ha3BaTh CIIOBA,
0003HAYaIOIINEe 1BETA, KOTOPHIC MPO3BYYAIN B 3TOM OTPHIBKE, NPHBE-
CTH IIPUMEPHI TOBTOPEHUH U OOBSICHUTH NX CTHITUCTHUYECKYIO (DYHKITHIO
U T. 1. YTeHne BCIyX C MOCIEAYIOMUM KOHTPOJIEM YCBOCHHS CMBICIIA
SBISICTCS TAKKe OJHUM W3 CIOCOOOB TPEHHPOBKH BOCHPHSTHS
NPEIU3HOHHON MH(POPMAIK, a TaKKe HE3HAKOMBIX CIIOB B IOTOKE
pedr, T. €. TeX JIIEMEHTOB COACPYKAHUs, KOTOPHIE YaCTO BBI3BIBAIOT
CJIOKHOCTH TIPH ayJJUPOBAHUH, U, CIICI0BATEIILHO, P NIEPEBO/IE.

Heo0xonnumo Taxke MOJYEepPKHYTh TOT (DAaKT, YTO YTEHUE BCIYX
HANpaBICHO HA CUHXPOHU3AYUIO AKMUBHOCMU NPABO2O U J1€6020
ROYWAapus 201061020 Mo32a denoseka. OCHOBHOM MPUHIMII 3TOTO
nporecca — COBMEIIEHHE cI0Ba M 00pa3a, Korna 4epe3 3MOINOHAb-
HOE TIPOYTEHHE TEKCTa CO3JAaloTCs sipkue oOpas3bl. B KoHTekcTe
TPaIULIUOHHOTO 00pa30BaHUs, KOTJa OCHOBHAs ydyeOHasi JesiTeb-
HOCTh OOpalieHa JUb K (YHKIHAM JIEBOTO TMOJYIIApHs, BO3MOXK-
HOCTh NPENOCTaBUTh CTYAEHTaM IIAHC Ul Pa3BUTUS MX SMOLMO-
HaJIbHOIO MHTEJUIEKTA (T. €. pa3BUTHSI SMOLIMOHAIBHOCTH, 00pa3HO-
CTH, YIPABIECHHS CBOMMH 3MOLUSMH, YMEHHS IEpeiaBaTh 3TH HMO-
[IUH JPYTOMY, B TOM YHUCJIE C TIOMOUIBIO MMPOYUTAHHOTO CJIOBA, COOT-
BETCTBYIOIICH HHTOHALINH) KQJKETCsl OYE€Hb LIECHHOM.

Kak ynmomuHasioch BBIIIE, YTCHHE BCIyX HANPAMYIO CBA3AHO
¢ Opyaumu 8UOaMU pedesoll 0essimelbHOCMU, B YaCTHOCTH C OCOOEHHO-
CTSIMH aylUaJIbHOTO BOCTIPHUATHS TEKCTa. AyIMpOBaHME W YTCHUE —
O/INHAKOBO PELENTHBHBI, OHH OMHUPAIOTCS HAa BOCHPUSITHE SI3BIKOBBIX
3HAKOB TyTEM CIIMYCHHUS C TEMHU STAJIOHAMH M MOJCISIMH, KOTOpBIC
HaXoAATCs B Halel mamsaTH. OTH Moaenu GOpMUPYIOTCS U MOAJEP-
KMBAIOTCS B CaMHUX MPOIECCaX PEUYEBOH ICSATEITHHOCTH YeIIOBEKa,
B YAaCTHOCTH TP YTEHHUH M ayJJUPOBAHHU.

W3BecTHO, 4TO B Tpolecce BOCIPHUITHS peur (PYHKINOHUPYET
MeXanusm 6HympeHHe20 Npoco8apueéanus. AyIUpOBaHHE CTaHET
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HEBO3MOXKHBIM, WJIM KpaliHE 3aTpyIHEHHBIM, €CJIH BHYTpPEHHEE
MPOTOBApHBAHUE OCYIIECTBISICTCS MEIJICHHO. VIMEHHO YTEHHE Kak
BUJ] PEUEBOW JESTEIBHOCTH IMPEIyCMaTPUBAECT KaK BHyTpEHHEE, TaK
U BHEIIHee mporoBapuBaHue. D(H(EeKT YTeHHs] BCIyX HAMITYYIIUM
obpa3oM crocobcTByeT (opMHPOBaHHIO OO0OOMIAIONINX APTHKY-
JSITOPHBIX CXEM W SIBJSICTCS OCHOBOHM (DOPMHPOBAaHUSI BHYTpPEHHEU
peyH, YTO CIIOCOOCTBYET aBTOMAaTHM3alMU MPOIECCOB IPH JIEOOOM
BOCTIPUSITHH TEKCTa — rpa)UueCKOM WU ayHaIbHOM.

Oco0eHHO BakHA POJIb YTEHHS BCIYX M ayAUPOBAHHS C TOUKU
3peHust (OPMHUPOBAHUS MOJEICH W 3TAJOHOB, O KOTOPBIX IIIa PEYb
BBIIIE, B YCIIOBHUSIX OTCYTCTBUSI SI3BIKOBOM CpEIIbI, T. K. M YTEHHE BCIYX,
U ayIupoBaHHE OOCCIICUMBACT PA3BUTUC APTUKYJISAIMOHHON TaMATH
Y B OTIPEJICTICHHOM CMBICIIE IMUTHPYET ToBopeHue. [Ipu ureHnn Beayx
paboTa OpraHOB  apPTUKYJSIIIMA BO  BpEMs  IPOTOBapUBAHUS
KOHTPOJIMPYETCS W 3aKpeIUIieTcsl 4epe3 CIyX: YHMTAFOIINHA CIIBIIIUT
ce0st, MPOrOBapHBacMbIe PUTMHYECCKUE CHHTarMbl. BHyTpeHHee mporo-
BapUBaHWE IIpU  ayAWPOBaHWH, OCYIIECTBISIEMOE Ha  YPOBHE
OTPEJICNICHHBIX PUTMHUYECKHX, CMBICIIOBBIX TPYI, TaKXke O0OCeCIeur-
BAaCT CBOECTO POZa KOHTPOJIb, KOTIa BOCIIPHHUMAEMBIN CITyXOBOH 00pa3
TIOITBEPIKAACTCS Y)KE€ HMCIONIMMCS B TAMSATH apPTUKYJISIIMOHHBIM.
Takum 00pa3om, MpaBUIIBHOE PUTMUYECKOe O(OpMIICHHE TEKCTa IMpU
YTEHUU BCIIyX, KOIA MMEET MECTO BH3YyallbHOE BOCIIPHUSTHE,
obecrieurBaeT 3aKperieHHe Yyepe3 BHEIIHEE 03ByUYUBAHIE KOPPEKTHOTO
APTUKYISIIIMOHHOTO CIYXOBOTO 00pa3a BAPHAHTOB PUTMHUUCCKHUX TPYIIIT
C TIOCIJIE/TYFOLIMM HX yY3HABaHUEM IIPU AyJHaTbHOM BOCIIPUSTHH.

3aBepIias OMHUCAHUE TICUXOIOTUYECKUX U METOAMYECKHX
acIIeKTOB TeaTpa YTELOB, CyMMHPYEM OCHOBHBIC IPEHMYIIECTBA
9TOil (popMBI PabOTBI B paMKax H3yYEHHUS HMHOCTPAHHOTO SI3bIKa
¥ TIOITOTOBKY TIEPEBOAYUKOB!

®  Bo3MOJICHOCMU Ol 0OVUeHUsl (DOHemuU4ecKol CmopoHe

peuu. Tearp uTenoB 00ECIIEUYMBACT KOHTEKCT JJISI TPCHH-
POBKH ()OHETHYECKOW TPaMOTHOCTH M OEIIOCTH 3a CYET
MHOTOKPATHOTO MOBTOPEHUs TeKCcTa. [Ipu 3TOM perrarorcs
HaMBAXHEHITNE 3a7a9d TPECHUPOBKH PUTMA, HHTOHHPOBA-
HUSI, TPOMKOCTH YTEHUS (a CIICIOBATEIILHO, U TOBOPEHUS),
aKIIEHTOB B CHHTarMax.
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B03MOJCHOCIU 011 OOYYEHUsl JIeKCUYECKOU CMOpOHe peyu.
CTyneHThl MOMy4aloT BO3MOXKHOCTH JIJIsl 3aKPEIUICHHS YKe
YCBOCHHBIX JIEKCHUECKUX EIUHUI], a TaKKe y3HAIOT HOBHIC.
[Hupoxuii penepryap Tearpa YTELOB (TEKCThl TPaIULMOH-
HOTO aMEPUKAHCKOTO M aHMIMHCKOTO (hOJIBKIIOpa, OTPHIBKU
U3 XYIO)KECTBEHHOW JIUTEPATYPHI, TTO33US U T. 1.) AAET BO3-
MOYKHOCTD IS BBISIBIICHHSI HOBOTO JIEKCHYECKOTO Marepuaa
Ha YpPOBHE MoJEJel CII0OBOOOPa30BaHMs, MHOTO3HAYHOCTH,
CUHOHMMHUHM U aHTOHHMHUH, COYETAeMOCTH, (hpa3eonoruy,
a Tarxke JIEKCHKO-CTHITHCTHIECKUX 0CcOOEHHOCTEH
AHIIIMICKOTO S13bIKA B €T0 YKaHPOBOM MHOTOOOpA3HH.
B03MOJMCHOCMU O PA3BUMUSL COYUOKYIbMYPHOU KOMHNe-
meHnyuu. CTyIEHThl 3HAKOMSTCSI C UCTOPUUECKUMU peau-
MU, TPaguIMiIMHU, (onbkiopoM pasHbix cTpaH. Ocoboe
MECTO 3aHUMAIOT TEKCThI, OTPAXKAIOIINE Pa3HBIE CTOPOHBI
MOBCETHEBHOM JKU3HM IIKOJIHHUKOB U MOJIOACKHU B aHIJIO-
rOBOpAIIMX cTpaHax cerogHs. Cpeau TEKCTOB, MPEACTaB-
JICHHBIX B IAHHOM TIOCOOMH, UMEIOTCSI U 00Pa3Ilbl KIacCH-
YECKOH JUTEepaTyphl, U 00pasibl (HonbKIopa, U FOMOPUCTH-
YEeCKHE TEKCThl COBPEMEHHBIX aBTOPOB, B TOM UYHCJIE aBTO-
POB-CTY/ICHTOB (HOCUTEJIEH s3bIKa), KOTOPhIE CaMU paspa-
OaTbIBaIM TEKCTHI JUIsl TeaTpa 4YTEIOB. 3HAKOMCTBO CO
CTOJIb PA3HOOOPA3HBIM MaTEPHAIOM CIIOCOOCTBYET pacCIIu-
PEHHIO TOPU3OHTOB CTY/IEHTOB, BOCIIUTAHUIO MX TOJIEPAHT-
HOCTH U TIOJTUKYJIBTYPHOW TPAMOTHOCTH.

B03MOJCHOCMU OISl PA38UMUSL TUYHOCTIHBIX KAYecmea Cmy-
0eHmos: CaMOCTOSTeIbHOCTH, OTBETCTBEHHOCTH, HaBBIKOB
caMoyTmpaBieHHs (TOCTAaHOBKA 1LI€JH, YIPaBIECHUE BpeMe-
HEM, CaMOMOTHBAIIMsA), TOTOBHOCTH M YMEHHUS padoTaTh
B KOMaHJIE.

B03MONCHOCMU OISl PA3BUMUSL NPOGDECCUOHATLHBIX KOMNe-
meHyull, B TOM YHUCIIE TepeBoaueckux. IloMumMo TpeHH-
POBKM MaMsITH, BHUMaHHUS, MEXaHHU3MOB MEPEKIIOYCHUS
Y TICUXOJIOTHYECKON YCTOWYMBOCTH, CTYACHTHI MOITYYarOT
BO3MO)XHOCTh CpaBHHBATh HM3BECTHBIC (M HOBBIC) IIepe-
BOJIbI C UX OpPUTHHAIAMH, aHATU3UPOBATh UX.
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®  BO3MOJCHOCMU Ol NOOOEPICAHUS U PA3BUMUS UHmepeca
K QH2IULICKOMY A3bIKY U MOMUBAYUU K Y4eOHOU U 6HeyueD-
HOU OesimenbHOCMU.

®  BO3MOJCHOCMU ONAl PA36UMUS APMUCIMUYECKUX HABBIKOS,
0a30BbIX CIIOCOOHOCTEH aHATU3UPOBATH BO3MOXKHOCTH
CLEHMYECKUX MPUEMOB M TEXHUK U MPABUIBHO BHIOMPATh
cpencTBa sl BepOanmbHOTO W HEBEpOATLHOTO OOIICHHS
C ayIUTOPHUEH.

Tearp urenoB kak gopma yueOHOI IesITeNTPHOCTH HECET B cede
OONBIION NOTEHIMAN Uil TPYMI, 3aHUMAOLIMXCS M3yYEHUEM HHO-
CTpaHHOTO s3blka. OCO3HaHME W TOC/IEOBaTeNIbHAs peanu3alus Ha
IIPAaKTUKE BCEX BO3MOMKHOCTEM, ONMCAaHHBIX BBIIIE, CHAETIAET
npeagaraeMblid BU paboThl OAHUM M3 CaMBIX JIFOOMMBIX U CTYJEHTaMH,
U IpenofiaBaresiMi.  TeaTp YTELOB BO3BpaIllaeT HAC K JIYYIIMM
TPaJULMsAM CEMEHHOIO YTEHHs BCIYX (KOTOpOE, HYKHO OTMETHUTb,
HHUKOIJIa HE OTPaHMYMBAJIOCh YTEHUEM B3POCIIBIMU JIETAM, @ HalPOTUB,
W3HAYaIbHO OBLJIO OPUEHTHPOBAHO HA B3POCIBIA JIOCYT) W MOTPY>KaeT
B KOHTEKCT HOBOTO TPEH/A — CO3aHMs COLMAIbHBIX HEKOMMEPUYECKUX
npoekToB (Hampumep, ¢oHnoB «lepmaHust uuTaetr BCiyx», «llombiia
YUTAET BCIYX»), LEIbI0 KOTOPBIX SBISIETCS BO3POXKICHUE H00poH
Tpaguuuu 4reHus BciyX. B Poccum a1y dyHkumio Oepyr Ha ceOs
OnONMMOTEeKH, pelaKIMy PaJnuo U TEJIEBUACHUS, KOTOPbIC MPUIIAIIAIOT
W3BECTHBIX JIIONEH, AaKTepoB, aBTOPOB, WJM IPOCTO HHTEPECHBIX
COOECEeTHUKOB /ISl TPOYTEHHSI IPOU3BECHUM W UX OTPBHIBKOB BCITYX.
B Ttakom ¢opmare yreHHe BCIyX OCO3HAeTCs, MPEXIE BCEro, Kak
PagoCTh OT 3By4YaHUs JIFOOMMOMW WIIM HOBOW KHHUTH, PaJOCTh OT (pasbl,
CTWJISl, BO3SMOKHOCTH HOJEJIUTHCS BIEYATIEHHUEM OT MPOYUTAHHOIO
C IIPYTUMH, MIOAAPUTH UM CBOE MPOYTEHUE, I e MPUHATH TaKoH XKe
noaapok. K cuacTero, BO3MOXXHOCTH MPEIMETa «UHOCTPAHHBIA SI3BIK»
BO BCEM €r0 MHOTOOOpa3WW, IO3BOJIIIOT CO3MaTh 3Ty arMocdepy
B paMKax ayIUTOPHON U BHEAYAUTOPHOM AEATEIbHOCTH.
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JTAIIbI PABOTbI B ®OPMATE TEATPA YTELLIOB

Tearp yTenoB MOXKET MO3UIMOHHPOBATHCS KaK COBEPLIEHHO
OTIENBbHBIA BUJ NEATEIHOCTA B paMKax palOoueld MporpaMmbl 1O
JUCUUILIMHE, WU JK€ HHTETPUPOBATHCS B YXKE CYLIECTBYIOUIYIO
MOJIeNIb Pa3BUTHUSI HABBIKOB YTCHHS, KaK OJHOTO M3 BUIOB PEUYCBOU
JIeATEIbHOCTH.

HagneM ¢ TOro, 9TO KaXKIbIi MEIaror MOXKET BBIOpATh CBOM
croco0 BBOAA TEKCTa JJIA Tearpa YTEIOB. JTO 3aBUCUT OT CTHIIA
TEKCTa, €r0 OCHOBHOM TEMEI, OCOOCHHOCTEH ITOCTAHOBKM U T. II.
BBogs Tekct, nmegaror MOXeT penarh 3aJa4i pa3BUTHUS HABBIKOB SI3bI-
KOBOM JOTAIKH B IIEJIOM, U B YaCTHOCTH, AHTHIMIIAIIUA CMBICJIOB
JeKkcuyeckux enuHul. [lo Ha3zBaHMIO TpenaraeMoro TEKCTa, CTy-
JIEHTBI MOTYT BBICKA3aTh CBOM MPEITOJIOKEHUS, HIIA 3a7aTh BOTIPOCHI
OTHOCHUTENILHO cofepkaHusd. Takum o0pa3oM, MOATOTOBUTENBHBIM
sTan paboThl C TEKCTOM TeaTpa YTEIlOB HECET B cebe Takou ke
MOTEHIUAN JUIS CTaJANU TPEANpPOUTEHUS, KaK U TPATUIIMOHHBIN (op-
Mart, jiesiasi caMo TIEpPBO€ 3HAKOMCTBO C TEKCTOM AKTHUBHBIM U MOTH-
BUPOBAaHHBIM CO CTOPOHBI CTYJICHTOB.

[Tocne mepBoro mpouTeHUs: TEKCTa (BMECTE C YUMUTEIEM, WIH
npo cebs), mpenojaBareib MPOBEpsSET MOHMMAHUE TEKCTa, JAENacT
HY)XHbIE KOMMEHTApUU OTHOCHUTEIBHO JIEKCHUYECKOW CTOPOHHI,
KYJIBTYPOJIOTHYECKUX 3JIEMEHTOB TEKCTA.

Jlanee HauyMHAETCA STall COBMECTHOTO YTEHMSI TEKCTa BCIYX
U pacnpenenaeHuss poied. J(aHHbIA 3Tan, B 3aBUCUMOCTH OT
TICUXOJIOTHYECKON M aKaJeMUYECKON 3PEJIOCTH YYaCTHUKOB T'PYIIIIHI,
MOXET TMPEACTaBIATh WM HE TMPEACTaBIATh ONpPEIEICHHBIC
TpynHocth. [lpouecc pacnpenesieHus poned — KPUTHUYECKUN IS
MUATHOCTUKA  C(OPMUPOBAHHOCTH  HABBIKOB  MPOJYKTHBHOTO
COTPYAHUYECTBA, HABBIKOB COBMECTHOTO JOCTHKCHHS OOIIMX IICJICH.
DOTOT »3Tam — TMpeKpacHas BO3MOXKHOCTb OpraHU30BaTh Iielie-
HaIpaBICHHYIO pa0OoTy MO YIYYIIEHUIO 3TUX HABBIKOB B KOHTEKCTE
MOJTOTOBKH OOIIETO «CIEKTaKIs». 3MeCh 0co0ast posib JOXKUTCA Ha
IIPENO/IaBaTeNs.
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Korpa ponn pacnpeneneHsl, cieqyeT NEpBUYHOE U MOCIELYIO-
M€ YTeHHsI TeKCTa BCIYX IO POJISM; KaXABIA CTYIEHT paboTaeT co
cBOEH ponbro. Ponb mpenogaBarens Ha JAHHOM 3Tane — MOAACPKH-
BaTh BHUMAaHUE «apTHUCTOB» Ha YETKOCTH APTUKYISALMU U IPOCO-
JUYECKUX AIEMEHTaX Ka)KJOro OTPbIBKA, CHUMATh WHAUBHUAYaJIbHbBIE
TPYZHOCTH M OPTraHU30BbIBaTh paboOTy B rpynmax /mapax c Toi
LeJ1bI0, YTOOBI HCIIOJTHUTENN HACTPOMIIUCH JPYT Ha Jpyra.

[IpuMmepHO K YETBEPTOMY WM MATOMY MPOYTEHUIO BHIOpaH-
HOTO TEKCTa B HJ€aje CTYJIEHThl JOJKHBI MOJONTH K TaK Ha3blBae-
MOH «T€HEPATIbHON PENEeTULIMIY, KOT/la BCE JIEKCUYECKHE TPYAHOCTH
CHSTBI, BCE IOHUMAIOT CMBICIT TEKCTA, B TOM YHUCIJIE U €ro NIyOWHHBIE
CMBICTIBI, 3HAIOT U BIIAJCIOT MPOCOJNYECKUMHU CIIOCOOAMH TOHECCHHUS
ATUX CMBICIOB JIO ayaIuTOpHH. MHOrOKpaTHOE NMOBTOPEHUE TEKCTOB
JIOJHKHO O00ECTHeYuTh BCE MapaMeTpbl OErioro YTeHHs: TOYHOCTb,
aBTOMAaTU3M M COOTBETCTBHE MPOCOAUYECKUM HopMaM. CTyneHTHI
JIOJKHBI OBITH TOTOBBI K MPEICTABICHHUIO.

BaxxHo, 4yTOOBI 3Tal MpeNCTaBICHUS — YTEHUS BCIIyX KaXKJblIi
pa3 HaxoAus CBOKO ayauTopuio. OMBIT MOKa3bIBAET, YTO 3TO MOTYT
OBITh IPEACTABUTENN CBOEH IPyIIBI (€CIU BHYTPHU IPYIIIBI OAHOBpE-
MEHHO TOTOBSITCSI HECKONBbKO MPEACTaBICHUMN), CTYACHTBI APYTUX
S3BIKOBBIX TPYIII, YYACTHUKU TPYIII JOMOJHUTEIBHOIO 00pa30BaHus,
JIpy3bsl, POAUTENH, IMPENOAaBaTEIM W BCe jKenawomue. [naBHoOe —
OTHOCHTBCSI K OINHUCHIBaeMou (hopme paboOTHI KaKk K TaKOBOW — Kak
K Tearpy, Tearpy CO CBOMMH 3PUTEIISIMH, CBOUM pEIEPTyapoM, U CO
CBOMMHU CIICHUYECKUMH HAaXOIKaMH, 00yCIIOBJICHHBIMHA 0COOBIM (hop-
MaToOM JAaHHOTO BUJA Tearpa.

OTnenbHO OTMETUM BO3MOXKHOCTH CO3[AaHMSI TEKCTOB JUISl Te-
aTpa 4TeloB caMUMHU cTyAeHTaMu. Korna cTyaeHThl TOHUMAIOT CYTh
onuceiBaeMoi (popMbl pabOTHI, KOTAa OHU HAYMHAIOT YYBCTBOBATH
cebs KoMpOpPTHO B JAaHHOM BHJIE JpaMaTU3alliu, IPernoiaBaTeslb MO-
KET NPEUIOKUTh UM CAMHMM CO3/aTh WM aJalTHPOBaTh TEKCT JUIS
Tearpa 4TelOB: B PaMKax M3yYEHHs] KAaKOM-TO TEMBbI, NI HA OCHOBE
XyJIOKECTBEHHOTO TeKcTa. B Takom (hopmare CTyIeHTBI caMd TBOPST
TEKCT: BBICTPAMBAIOT CIOKET BOKPYT MPSIMOM peuu, pa3OUBaIOT TEKCT
Ha poJik, TTpopadaTeiBaloT pu(MBbI, JOOABISIOT MOBTOPHI, MPOIHUCHI-
BalOT CJIOBAa aBTOPA, MPOAYMBIBAIOT U PEATMU3YIOT TOMOJHUTEIbHBIC
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BI)IpaBI/ITCJ'II)HBIC CpGIICTBa JJIS CIICHI/I‘-ICCKOfI IIOCTAHOBKHU TECKCTA.
Takum oOpa3oM, MpemnoaaBaTeNib OPraHu3yeT padboTy MO Pa3BUTHIO
HABBIKOB NMHCHMa KaK BHJA PEUYeBOM nesTenpHOCTH. Jlamee pabora
BBICTPAMBAETCS TAKUM K€ 00pa3oM, Kak U MpHU pazpaboTKe FOTOBOTO
TEKCTa JIJIsl TeaTpa YTEIOB.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

ABtop Onmaromapen Oducy aHmmiickoro si3bika npu [locosb-
ctBe CIIIA B P® 3a BO3MOXXHOCTH y4acTBOBAaTh B CEPUH BEOMHAPOB
“Shaping The Way We Teach English”, opranusyemsix U. S.
Department of State, Bureau of Educational and Cultural Affairs.
Wnes maHHOTO TMOCOOMS 3apoawiiach M TIONy4YHJIa MOATBEPIKICHHE
CBOEH HEOOXOIMMOCTH M CBOEBPEMEHHOCTH B XOJI€ M3yUEHHsI pecyp-
COB, PEKOMEH/IOBaHHBIX DKCIIEPTAMHU JTAHHOTO MPOCKTA, a TAaKXKe MPHU
HETIOCPEICTBEHHOM Y4YacTHU B OOCYKICHHH YCHEIIHBIX MPAKTHK U
HACYIIHBIX TPOOJIeM NPEnoaBaHus aHIITUICKOTO s3bIKa C KOJUIETaMU
CO BCETO MUDA.

OcoOble croBa OaromapHOCTH aBTOpaM M pa3paboTYUKaM
TEKCTOB JUIsl Te€arpa YTelOB, KOTOPHIC IIENPO IPETOCTABISIOT CBOH
pa3pabOTKH s 00pa30BaATEIIBHOTO, HEKOMMEPUECKOTO UCTIOIB30BAHMS:

e Carol Montgomery Readers Theater All Year:

http://www.readerstheaterallyear.com/

Aaron Shepherd’s RT site: www.aaronshep.com

Rick Swollow: http://www.timelessteacherstuff.com

The Best Class: http://www.thebestclass.org/rtscripts.html

Reader’s Theater Scripts and Plays

http://www.teachingheart.net/readerstheater.htm

e  Busy Teacher Cafe: http://www.busyteacherscafe.com/literacy/
readers_theater.html
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The Legend of Slappy Hooper

an American Tall Tale

Slappy is the world’s biggest, fastest, bestest' sign painter, but
he’s too good — his pictures keep coming to life.

READERS: 8

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

Slappy

Miss Rose Red

Mr. Baldwin Eagle

Mr. Ray Sunshine

Michael

NARRATOR 1: You’ve heard about Paul Bunyan, the greatest
lumberjack of all time.

NARRATOR 3: And you’ve heard about Pecos Bill, the greatest
cowboy.

NARRATOR 2: Now let us tell you about the world’s

NARRATOR 1: biggest,

NARRATOR 2: fastest,

NARRATOR 3: bestest

NARRATOR 2: sign painter.

SLAPPY: (proudly, to audience, in booming voice) That’s

me! Slappy Hooper!

" A word that is better than best. Exemplifies that someone/something
means a lot to you and are better than the best.
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NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 2:

SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 3:

SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:

ROSE RED:

NARRATOR 1:

ROSE RED:

NARRATOR 2:

ROSE RED:
SLAPPY:
ROSE RED:

You’d better believe Slappy was biggest! Why, he
was seven feet tall with shoulders to match, and he
weighed three hundred pounds, even without his
cap and coveralls and brush and bucket.

And fastest?

Just give me an eight-inch brush! (slaps paint on
a wall)

Slip!

Slop!

Slap!

The job was done.

And so smooth, you’d never see a brush stroke.

And you bet Slappy was bestest! That was on
account of his pictures.

No one else ever made them so true to life!
In fact, some folks said they were too true to life.

Slappy’s trouble started with the huge red rose
he painted on the sign for Rose s Florist Shop.

Slappy, it’s so real!
... said Miss Rose Red, the owner.
Why, I can just about smell the fragrance!

But a week later, Rose Red fluttered into
Slappy’s sign shop.

Slappy, that sign of yours was too good.
(puzzled) Too good?

That’s right! The bees got wind of it and swarmed
all over that rose, trying to get in. They scared
away all my customers! That was bad enough, but
wait till you see what’s happened now!
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NARRATOR 3:

ROSE RED:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

When they reached the florist shop, Slappy saw
that the bees were gone. But the rose had
withered and died!

No one buys from a florist with a withered
flower on her sign. That’s the last thing you’ll
paint for me, Slappy Hooper!

The story got around, but most folks just
laughed, and they still wanted Slappy to do their
signs.

His next job was to paint a billboard for the
Eagle Messenger Service. Slappy painted an
eagle three times larger than life.

BALDWIN EAGLE: Amazing!

NARRATOR 2:

... said Mr. Baldwin Eagle.

BALDWIN EAGLE: It’s so real, I could swear I saw it blink! Wait

NARRATOR 3:

a minute. I did see it blink!

Then the bird flapped its wings and flew right
off the billboard!

BALDWIN EAGLE: That sign was too good. That’s the last time

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

RAY SUNSHINE:
NARRATOR 3:
RAY SUNSHINE:

NARRATOR 3:

you’ll work for me, Slappy Hooper!

Folks were getting scared to hire Slappy. But at
last he got a job from the Sunshine Travel
Agency.

The billboard was to show a man and a woman
on a beach, toasting under a hot sun. Slappy
painted it the day after a big snowstorm.

Wonderful!
... said Mr. Ray Sunshine.

Why, that sun makes me feel hot! And look! The
snow on the sidewalk is melting!

But a couple of days later, Slappy got a call.
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RAY SUNSHINE:

NARRATOR 1:

RAY SUNSHINE:

NARRATOR 2:

RAY SUNSHINE:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

RAY SUNSHINE:
NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:

RAY SUNSHINE:

Slappy, your sign is too good. Get down here
right away!

When Slappy arrived, he saw that the sidewalk
and the street in front of the billboard were
covered with beach chairs. People sat around in
swimsuits and sunglasses, sipping lemonade and
splashing suntan lotion.

They’re blocking traffic, and the mayor blames
me! Besides, they won’t need my travel agency
if they take their vacations here! You’ve got to
do something, Slappy.

So Slappy set up his gear and got to work. He
painted the sun on the billboard much hotter.
Before long, the crowd was sweating buckets
and complaining of sunburn. Then everyone
packed up and left.

Good work, Slappy! (gasps and points) Look at
that!

The man and the woman on the billboard were
walking off, too!

Just then, a lick of flame shot up the wall of the
building across the street. Slappy’s sign had set
it on fire! In a few minutes, fire trucks clanged
up and firefighters turned hoses on the flames.

Slappy! Try something else!

Slappy got back to work. He painted a storm
cloud across that sun. But he had to jump clear
when the cloud shot bolts of lightning!

Then the storm broke.

Slappy’s cloud rained so hard, the billboard
overflowed and flooded all of Main Street!

Never again, Slappy Hooper!
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NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

MICHAEL.:

NARRATOR 3:

SLAPPY:
MICHAEL.:

SLAPPY:
MICHAEL.:

SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:

After that, no one on earth would hire Slappy.
It looked as if his sign-painting days were done.

Slappy felt so low, he made up his mind to
throw his paint kit in the river. He dragged it
onto the tallest bridge in town and was just
about to chuck it, when a voice thundered out
beside him.

Don’t dump that gear, Slappy. You’re going to
need it!

Right next to Slappy stood a man almost as big
as Slappy himself. He wore paint-splotched
white coveralls and a cap with two little angel

wings sticking out. He carried an eight-inch
brush.

Who are you?

I’m Michael, from the Heavenly Sign Company.
The Boss has had an eye on you for some time,
Slappy, and He likes your work. He’s got a job
for you — if you don’t mind working in the rain.

Tell me about it.

We need someone to paint a rainbow this
Wednesday. Most of the time, we handle all the
rainbows ourselves. But it’s going to rain in
a bunch of places Wednesday, and we could sure
use some help.

I’m your man.
... said Slappy.

That Wednesday morning, Slappy rented
a cannon, and set it in a big cow pasture. He tied
two ropes to his scaffold, then ran the other ends
through a couple of skyhooks. Then he loaded the
skyhooks in the cannon and shot them straight up.
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SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 1:

SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

BOOM! (looks up)
Sure enough, the skyhooks caught on the sky.

Slappy felt the first raindrops. He piled all his
paints and brushes onto his scaffold, climbed on,
and hoisted himself up, up, and up! He kept
going till he was just under the clouds. Then he
tied his ropes and started to paint.

Slip!
Slop!
Slap!

He had only just finished, when the sun popped
through the clouds and lit up what he’d done.

There never was a finer rainbow! It had every
color you could imagine, each one blending
perfectly with the next.

(proudly, looking over his work) And not a brush
stroke in sight!

Just then, Slappy felt a big jolt. He looked up to
see what had caused it.

Oh, no!
The sun had run smack into his skyhooks!

Slappy shut his eyes and waited for the long
drop to the ground. But it never came. When
Slappy looked again, he saw why.

(amazed) For heaven’s sake!

Slappy’s hooks had caught on the sun itself! And
the sun was pulling his rig across the sky!

Now, another sign painter might have been
frightened. But not Slappy Hooper! He was
enjoying the ride!
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NARRATOR 1:

MICHAEL.:

SLAPPY:
MICHAEL.:

SLAPPY:
MICHAEL.:

SLAPPY:

NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 2:
SLAPPY:

He’d covered a good distance when Michael
appeared on the scaffold beside him.

(thundering) The Boss liked your rainbow,
Slappy.

You mean, it wasn’t too good?

If it isn’t too good, it’s not good enough! That’s
how we figure. Anyhow, now that you’re here,
the Boss has another job for you, if you don’t
mind working odd hours.

Tell me about it.

It’s the sunrise and sunset. I guess you know, the
Boss Himself has been painting them since time
began. But He’s done it so long, He’d like to
give someone else a chance.

I’m your man.
... said Slappy Hooper.
Slappy’s been up there ever since.

Of course, you can’t see him, with the sun so
bright, but he’s there all the same.

Night and day, the sun pulls Slappy and his rig
around the world. And every time Slappy comes
to a horizon, he reaches up with his eight-inch
brush.

Slip!
Slop!
Slap!
The job is done.

(to audience) And never a brush stroke in sight!

24



The Baker’s Dozen: a Saint Nicholas Tale

by Aaron Shepard

Van Amsterdam the baker was well known for his honesty as
well as for his fine Saint Nicholas cookies. He always gave his
customers exactly what they paid for — not more and not less. So, he
was not about to give in when a mysterious old woman comes to him
on Saint Nicholas Day and insists that a dozen is thirteen! The
woman’s curse puts an end to the baker’s business, and he believes it
would take Saint Nicholas to help him. But if he receives that help,
will it be exactly what he imagined?

Find out in this inspiring legend from Dutch colonial New York
about the birth of an honored American custom.

READERS: 4

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

Baker

Woman

NARRATOR 1: In the Dutch colonial town later known as
Albany, New York, there lived a baker, Van
Amsterdam, who was as honest as he could be.
Each morning, he checked and balanced his
scales, and he took great care to give his
customers exactly what they paid for — not more,
and not less.

NARRATOR 2: Van Amsterdam’s shop was always busy,

because people trusted him, and because he was
a good baker as well. And never was the shop
busier than in the days before December 6, when
the Dutch celebrate Saint Nicholas Day.

25




NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 1:

WOMAN:

NARRATOR 2:

WOMAN:

BAKER:
WOMAN:

NARRATOR 1:

BAKER:

WOMAN:

NARRATOR 2:

WOMAN:

NARRATOR 2:

At that time of year, people flocked to the
baker’s shop to buy his fine Saint Nicholas
cookies.

Made of gingerbread, iced in red and white, they
looked just like Saint Nicholas as the Dutch
know him — tall and thin, with a high, red
bishop’s cap, and a long, red bishop’s cloak.

One Saint Nicholas Day morning, the baker was
just ready for business, when the door of his
shop flew open. In walked an old woman,
wrapped in a long black shawl.

I have come for a dozen of your Saint Nicholas
cookies.

Taking a tray, Van Amsterdam counted out
twelve cookies. He started to wrap them, but the
woman reached out and stopped him.

I asked for a dozen. You have given me only
twelve.

Madam, everyone knows that a dozen is twelve.
But I say a dozen is thirteen. Give me one more.

Van Amsterdam was not a man to bear
foolishness.

Madam, my customers get exactly what they
pay for — not more, and not less.

Then you may keep the cookies.
She turned to go, but stopped at the door.

Van Amsterdam! However honest you may be,
your heart is small and your fist is tight. Fall
again, mount again, learn how to count again!

Then she was gone.
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NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

BAKER:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

BAKER:

NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

From that day, everything went wrong in Van
Amsterdam’s bakery.

His bread rose too high or not at all.
His pies were sour or too sweet.
His cakes crumbled or were chewy.
His cookies were burnt or doughy.

His customers soon noticed the difference.
Before long, most of them were going to other
bakers.

(to himself) That old woman has bewitched me.
Is this how my honesty is rewarded?

A year passed. The baker grew poorer and
poorer. Since he sold little, he baked little, and
his shelves were nearly bare. His last few
customers slipped away.

Finally, on the day before Saint Nicholas Day,
not one customer came to Van Amsterdam’s
shop. At day’s end, the baker sat alone, staring at
his unsold Saint Nicholas cookies.

I wish Saint Nicholas could help me now.
Then he closed his shop and went sadly to bed.

That night, the baker had a dream. He was a boy
again, one in a crowd of happy children. And
there in the midst of them was Saint Nicholas
himself.

The bishop’s white horse stood beside him, its
baskets filled with gifts. Nicholas pulled out one
gift after another, and handed them to the
children.
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NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

BAKER:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

But Van Amsterdam noticed something strange.
No matter how many presents Nicholas passed
out, there were always more to give.

In fact, the more he took from the baskets, the
more they seemed to hold.

Then Nicholas handed a gift to Van Amsterdam.
It was one of the baker’s own Saint Nicholas
cookies!

Van Amsterdam looked up to thank him, but it
was no longer Saint Nicholas standing there.

Smiling down at him was the old woman with
the long black shawl.

Van Amsterdam awoke with a start. Moonlight
shone through the half-closed shutters as he lay
there, thinking.

I always give my customers exactly what they
pay for — not more, and not less. But why not
give more?

The next morning, Saint Nicholas Day, the baker
rose early.

He mixed his gingerbread dough and rolled it
out.

He molded the shapes and baked them.

He iced them in red and white to look just like
Saint Nicholas.

And the cookies were as fine as any he had
made.

Van Amsterdam had just finished, when the door
flew open. In walked the old woman with the
long black shawl.
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WOMAN:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

BAKER:
WOMAN:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

I have come for a dozen of your Saint Nicholas
cookies.

In great excitement, Van Amsterdam counted out
twelve cookies —

and one more.
In this shop, from now on, a dozen is thirteen.

(smiling) You have learned to count well. You
will surely be rewarded.

She paid for the cookies and started out. But as
the door swung shut, the baker’s eyes seemed to
play a trick on him.

He thought he glimpsed the tail end of a long
red cloak.

As the old woman foretold, Van Amsterdam was
rewarded. When people heard he counted
thirteen as a dozen, he had more customers than
ever.

In fact, Van Amsterdam grew so wealthy that the
other bakers in town began doing the same.
From there, the practice spread to other towns,
and at last through all the American colonies.

And this, they say, is how thirteen became the
“baker’s dozen”, a custom common for over
a century,

and alive in some places to this day.
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Three Sideways Stories from Wayside School

by Louis Sachar

Some say the teachers and students at Wayside School are
strange and silly — and so will you!

READERS: 9

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

NARRATOR 4

Mrs. Jewls

Joe

Bebe

Calvin

Louis

NARRATOR 1: We’re going to tell you about three of the
children in Mrs. Jewls’s class, on the thirtieth
story of Wayside School.

NARRATOR 4: But before we get to them, there is something
you ought to know. Wayside School was
accidentally built sideways.

NARRATOR 2: It was supposed to be only one story high, with
thirty classrooms all in a row. Instead, it is thirty
stories high, with one classroom on each story.

NARRATOR 3: The builder said he was very sorry.

NARRATOR 1: Our first story is about Joe. One day, Mrs. Jewls
kept him in from recess.

MRS. JEWLS: Joe, you are going to have to learn to count.
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JOE:

MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 4:

JOE:

MRS. JEWLS:
JOE:
MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 2:

MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 3:

JOE:

MRS. JEWLS:
JOE:
MRS. JEWLS:
JOE:
MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 1:

MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 4:

JOE:

MRS. JEWLS:
JOE:

But, Mrs. Jewls, I already know how to count.
Let me go to recess!

First count to ten.
Joe counted to ten.

Six, eight, twelve, one, five, two, seven, eleven,
three, ten.

No, Joe, that is wrong.

No, it isn’t! I counted till I got to ten!
But you were wrong. I’ll prove it to you.
She put down five pencils.

How many pencils do we have here, Joe?
Joe counted the pencils.

Four, six, one, nine, five. There are five pencils,
Mrs. Jewls.

That’s wrong.

How many pencils are there?

Five.

That’s what I said! May I go to recess now?

No. You got the right answer, but you counted
the wrong way. You were just lucky.

She set down eight potatoes.
How many potatoes, Joe?
Joe counted the potatoes.

Seven, five, three, one, two, four, six, eight.
There are eight potatoes, Mrs. Jewls.

No, there are eight.
But that’s what I said! May I go to recess now?
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MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 2:

MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 3:

JOE:
MRS. JEWLS:
JOE:
MRS. JEWLS:
JOE:
MRS. JEWLS:

JOE:

MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 1:

MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 4:

JOE:

MRS. JEWLS:
JOE:
MRS. JEWLS:

JOE:

No! You got the right answer, but you counted
the wrong way again.

She put down three books.

Count the books, Joe.

Joe counted the books.

A thousand, a million, three. Three, Mrs. Jewls.
(bewildered) Correct.

May I go to recess now?

No.

May I have a potato?

No! Listen to me. One, two, three, four, five, six,
seven, eight, nine, ten. Now you say it.

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,
nine, ten.

Very good!
She put down six erasers.

Now, count the erasers, Joe, just the way
I showed you.

Joe counted the erasers.

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,
nine, ten. There are ten, Mrs. Jewls.

No!
Didn’t I count right?

Yes, you counted right, but you got the wrong
answer.

This doesn’t make any sense! When I count the
wrong way, I get the right answer, and when
I count right, I get the wrong answer.
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MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 2:

MRS. JEWLS:

JOE:

MRS. JEWLS:
JOE:

NARRATOR 3:

MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 1:

JOE:

NARRATOR 4:

JOE:

NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 4:

(in great frustration) Ooh!

Mrs. Jewls hit her head against the wall five
times.

(turning away and butting her head) Uh ... uh
...uh ... uh ... uh ... (turns back to Joe) How
many times did I hit my head against the wall,
Joe?

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,
nine, ten. You hit your head against the wall ten
times.

No!

Four, six, one, nine, five. You hit your head five
times.

Mrs. Jewls shook her head no and said,
(shaking head) Yes, that is right.

Just then, the bell rang.

Oh, darn.

... said Joe.

I missed recess!

* ok sk

Our second story is about Bebe.

Bebe was the fastest draw in Mrs. Jewls’s class.
She could draw a cat in less than forty-five
seconds, a dog in less than thirty, and a flower in
less than eight seconds!

But of course, Bebe never drew just one dog, or
one cat, or one flower.
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NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 2:

CALVIN:
BEBE:
MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 3:

MRS. JEWLS:

Art was from 12:30 to 1:30. Why, in that time,
she could draw fifty cats, a hundred flowers,
twenty dogs, and several eggs or watermelons!

You see, it took her the same time to draw
a watermelon as an egg.

Calvin sat next to Bebe. He didn’t think he was
very good at art. It took him the whole period
just to draw one airplane.

So instead, he just helped Bebe. He was Bebe’s
assistant.

As soon as Bebe would finish one masterpiece,
Calvin would take it from her and set down
a clean sheet of paper. Whenever her crayon ran
low, Calvin was ready with a new crayon.

That way, Bebe didn’t have to waste any time.
And in return, Bebe would draw five or six
airplanes for Calvin.

It was 12:30, time for art.

Bebe was ready. On her desk was a sheet of
yellow construction paper. In her hand was
a green crayon.

Calvin was ready. He held a stack of paper and
a box of crayons.

Ready, Bebe?
Ready, Calvin.

All right, class.

... said Mrs. Jewls.

Time for art.

34



NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 4:

BEBE:

NARRATOR 2:

BEBE:

NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:

MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 1:

She had hardly finished her sentence when Bebe
had drawn a picture of a leaf.

Calvin took it from her and put down another
piece of paper.

Red!

Calvin handed Bebe a red crayon.
Blue!

He gave her a blue crayon.

They were quite a pair! Their teamwork was
remarkable.

Bebe drew pictures as fast as Calvin could pick
up the old paper and set down the new.

A fish.

An apple.

Three cherries —

bing,

bing,

bing.

At 1:30, Mrs. Jewls announced,
Okay, class, art is over.

Bebe dropped her crayon and fell over on her
desk.

Calvin sighed and leaned back in his chair. He
could hardly move.

They had broken their old record. Bebe had
drawn three hundred and seventy-eight pictures!
They lay in a pile on Calvin’s desk.
Mrs. Jewls walked by.
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MRS. JEWLS:
CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:
CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:
CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:
CALVIN:

NARRATOR 4:

MRS. JEWLS:

BEBE:
MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 1:

Calvin, did you draw all these pictures?

No, Bebe drew them all.

Well then, what did you draw?

I didn’t draw anything.

Why not? Don’t you like art?

I love art. That’s why I didn’t draw anything.
I don’t understand.

It would have taken me the whole period just to
draw one picture. And Bebe would only have
been able to draw a hundred pictures. But with
the two of us working together, she was able to
draw three hundred and seventy-eight pictures!
That’s a lot more art.

Bebe and Calvin shook hands.

No, no! That isn’t how you measure art. It isn’t
how many pictures you have, but how good the
pictures are. Why, a person could spend their
whole life drawing just one picture of a cat. In that
time, I’m sure Bebe could draw a million cats.

Two million.

But if that one picture is better than each of
Bebe’s two million, then that person has
produced more art than Bebe.

Bebe looked like she was going to cry. She
picked up all the pictures from Calvin’s desk
and threw them in the garbage.

Then she ran from the room, down all the stairs,
and out onto the playground.

Louis, the nice yard teacher, spotted her.
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LOUIS:
BEBE:
LOUIS:

BEBE:

NARRATOR 2:

MRS. JEWLS:

CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:

CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:

NARRATOR 3:

MRS. JEWLS:
CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:
CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:

CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:
CALVIN:

Where are you going, Bebe?
I’m going home to draw a picture of a cat.

Will you bring it to school and show it to me
tomorrow?

Tomorrow? By tomorrow I doubt I’ll be finished
with even one whisker (rushes off).

* ok ok

Our final story is about Calvin. One day, Mrs.
Jewls said,

Calvin, I want you to take this note to Miss
Zarves for me.

Miss Zarves?

Yes, Miss Zarves. You know where she is, don’t
you?

Yes. She’s on the nineteenth story.

That’s right, Calvin. Take it to her.

Calvin didn’t move.

Well, what are you waiting for?

She’s on the nineteenth story.

Yes, we have already established that fact.
The nineteenth story.

Yes, Calvin, the nineteenth story. Now take it to
her before I lose my patience!

But, Mrs. Jewls —
NOW, Calvin!

Yes, ma’am!
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NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

CALVIN:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:

Calvin walked out of the classroom and stood
outside the door.

He didn’t know where to go.

As you know, when the builder built Wayside
School, he accidentally built it sideways. But he
also forgot to build the nineteenth story.

He built the eighteenth and the twentieth, but no
nineteenth. He said he was very sorry.

There was also no Miss Zarves.

Miss Zarves taught the class on the nineteenth
story. Since there was no nineteenth story, there
was no Miss Zarves.

And besides that, as if Calvin didn’t have
enough problems, there was no note.

Mrs. Jewls had never given Calvin the note.

(sarcastically) Boy, this is just great! I'm
supposed to take a note that I don’t have, to
a teacher who doesn’t exist, and who teaches on
a story that was never built!

He didn’t know what to do.

He walked down to the eighteenth story,
then back up to the twentieth,

then back down to the eighteenth,

and back up again to the twentieth.
There was no nineteenth story.

There had never been a nineteenth story.

There would never be a nineteenth story.
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NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 2:

CALVIN:
NARRATOR 3:
CALVIN:
LOUIS:
CALVIN:

LOUIS:
CALVIN:
LOUIS:
CALVIN:
LOUIS:
CALVIN:
LOUIS:
CALVIN:
LOUIS:

NARRATOR 1:
CALVIN:

Calvin walked down to the administration office
on the first story. He decided to put the note in
Miss Zarves’s mailbox.

But there wasn’t one of those, either. That didn’t
bother Calvin too much, though, since he didn’t
have a note.

He looked out the window and saw Louis, the
yard teacher, shooting baskets.

Louis will know what to do.

Calvin went outside.

Hey, Louis!

Hi, Calvin. Do you want to play a game?

I don’t have time. I have to deliver a note to
Miss Zarves up on the nineteenth story.

Then what are you doing all the way down here?
There is no nineteenth story.

Then where is Miss Zarves?

There is no Miss Zarves.

What are you going to do with the note?

There is no note.

I understand.

That’s good, because I sure don’t.

It’s very simple. You are not supposed to take no
notes to no teachers. You already haven’t done it!

Calvin still didn’t understand.

I’ll just have to tell Mrs. Jewls that I couldn’t
deliver the note.
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LOUIS:

NARRATOR 4:

MRS. JEWLS:
CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:

CALVIN:
MRS. JEWLS:

CALVIN:

NARRATOR 2:

CALVIN:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

That’s good. The truth is always best. Besides,
I don’t think I understand what I said, either!

Calvin walked back up the thirty flights of stairs
to Mrs. Jewls’s class.

Thank you very much, Calvin.
Butl -

That was a very important note, and I'm glad
I was able to count on you.

Yes, but you see —

The note was very important. I told Miss Zarves
not to meet me for lunch.

Don’t worry.
... said Calvin.
She won’t!

So now you know about Wayside School. Some
people say these stories are strange and silly.

That is probably true.

But when the children at Wayside School heard
stories about us, they thought we were strange
and silly.

And that’s for sure!
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Pippi Goes to School

by Astrid Lindgren
Adapted for reader’s theater from Pippi Longstocking, Viking,

1950.

READERS: 6

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

Pippi

Tommy

Annika'

Teacher

NARRATOR 1: In a little town in Sweden, there was
a tumbledown house called Villa Villekulla®.
And in this house lived a girl with carrot-colored
pigtails and shoes twice as long as her feet.

NARRATOR 2: This was no ordinary girl. She was the strongest
girl in the world, and her name was Pippi
Longstocking.

NARRATOR 1: Pippi lived there all by herself — except for
a monkey named Mr. Nilsson and a horse on the
porch. There was no one to tell her what to do,
so Pippi did just what she liked.

NARRATOR 2: One of the things Pippi liked best was to play

with her friends Tommy and Annika. And more
than anything in the world, Tommy and Annika
liked to play with Pippi. Of course, Tommy and
Annika had to go to school.

! Annika is pronounced [{nlk@].
? Villekulla is pronounced ["VII@'k6I@].
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ANNIKA:

NARRATOR 1:

TOMMY:
ANNIKA:

NARRATOR 2:

TOMMY:

ANNIKA:

NARRATOR 1:

PIPPI:
TOMMY:
PIPPI:

ANNIKA:
TOMMY:

PIPPI:

NARRATOR 2:

(to Tommy) If only Pippi would go too, how
much fun we could have!

They decided to try to persuade her. One
afternoon in Pippi’s kitchen, Tommy said,

You can’t imagine what a nice teacher we have.

If you only knew what fun it is in school! I’d die
if I couldn’t go to school.

Pippi sat soaking her feet in a tub. She said
nothing, but just wiggled her toes so the water
splashed around everywhere.

You don’t have to stay so long. Just until two
o’clock.

Yes, and besides, we get Christmas vacation and
Easter vacation and summer vacation.

Suddenly, Pippi poured all the water out on the
kitchen floor.

It is absolutely unfair! I won’t stand for it!
What’s the matter?

In four months, it will be Christmas, and then
you’ll have Christmas vacation! But what’ll
I get? No Christmas vacation — not even the
tiniest bit of one. Something will have to be
done about that. Tomorrow morning, I’ll begin
school!

Hurray!

We’ll wait for you outside our gate at eight
o’clock.

Oh, no, I can’t begin as early as that! And
besides, I’'m going to ride to school.

And ride she did!
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NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

PIPPI:

NARRATOR 1:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:

The next day, at exactly ten o’clock, Pippi lifted
her horse off the porch. Then she galloped
wildly through the town.

When she reached the schoolyard, she jumped
off the horse, tied him to a tree, and burst into
the schoolroom.

Hi there! Did I get here in time?

Tommy and Annika had told their teacher that
Pippi was coming. She had decided to do all she
could to make Pippi happy in school.

Welcome to school, Pippi. I hope you will enjoy
yourself here and learn a great deal.

Yes, and I hope I'll get some Christmas
vacation. That is the reason I’ve come. It’s only
fair, you know.

If you would first tell me your whole name, I’1l
register you in school.

My name is Pippilotta Delicatessa Windowshade
Mackrelmint Efraim’s Daughter Longstocking,
daughter of Captain Efraim Longstocking,
formerly the Terror of the Sea, now a cannibal
king. Pippi is really only a nickname, because
Papa thought Pippilotta was too long to say.

Well, then, we shall call you Pippi, too. But now
suppose we test you a little and see what you
know. Pippi, can you tell me what seven and
five are?

(shocked) Well, if you don’t know that yourself,
I’m certainly not going to tell you!

OTHER CHILDREN: (gasp)
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NARRATOR 2:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:

NARRATOR 1:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:
TEACHER:
PIPPI:

NARRATOR 2:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:

NARRATOR 1:

All the children stared at Pippi in horror.

(gently) Pippi, we don’t answer that way in
school.

(sincerely) 1 beg your pardon. I didn’t know that.
I won’t do it again.

No, let us hope not. And now I will tell you that
seven and five are twelve.

See that! You knew it yourself! So why are you
asking?

The teacher decided to act as if nothing had
happened.

Well, now, Pippi, how much do you think eight
and four are?

Oh, about sixty-seven.
Of course not! Eight and four are twelve!

Well now, really, that is carrying things too far!
You just said that seven and five are twelve.
There should be some rhyme and reason to
things, even in school!

The teacher decided there was no point trying to
teach Pippi any more arithmetic.

Tommy, if Lisa has seven apples and Axel has
nine apples, how many apples do they have
together?

Yes, you tell her, Tommy, and tell me too, if Lisa
gets a stomach-ache and Axel gets more of
a stomach-ache, whose fault is it, and where did
they get those apples in the first place?

The teacher decided to give up on arithmetic
altogether.

44



TEACHER:

PIPPI:

NARRATOR 2:
TEACHER:

PIPPI:

NARRATOR 1:
TEACHER:

(getting frustrated) Pippi, maybe you would
prefer to learn reading. Here is a picture of
a wild goat called an ibex. And the letter you see
in front of the ibex is called “1.”

That I’ll never believe. I think it looks exactly
like a straight line with a little fly speck over it.
But what I’d really like to know is, what does
the ibex have to do with the fly speck?

The teacher took out another card.

(trying to stay calm) And here is a picture of
a snake, with the letter “s.”

Speaking of snakes, I’ll never ever forget the
time I had a fight with a huge snake in India.
(acting out her story) You can’t imagine what
a dreadful snake it was — fourteen yards long
and mad as a hornet — and every day he ate up
five Indians and then two little children for
dessert, and one time he came and wanted me
for dessert, and he wound himself around me —
uhhh! — but I’ve been around a bit, I said, and hit
him in the head, bang!, and then he hissed, and
then I hit him again, and bingo! he was dead,
and indeed, so that is the letter “s” — most
remarkable!

The teacher’s patience had come to an end.

Children, go outside so I can talk to Pippi alone.

OTHER CHILDREN: (go out)

NARRATOR 2:

PIPPI:

When Pippi and the teacher were by themselves,
Pippi came over to her.

You know what? It was lots of fun to come to
school to find out what it’s like. But I don’t
think I want to come anymore — Christmas
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TEACHER:

PIPPI:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:

NARRATOR 1:

TEACHER:

PIPPI:

NARRATOR 2:

PIPPI:

vacation or no Christmas vacation. There are
altogether too many apples and ibexes and
snakes and things like that. It makes me dizzy in
the head. I hope you won’t be upset, Teacher.

I certainly am upset, Pippi, but I'm upset that
you won’t behave properly! Any child who acts
as badly as you do wouldn’t be allowed to come
to school no matter how much she wanted to!

(astonished, almost starting to cry) Have
I behaved badly? Goodness, I didn’t know that.
You understand, Teacher, don’t you, that when
you have a mother who’s an angel in Heaven
and a father who’s a cannibal king, you don’t
know just how to behave in school, with all the
apples and ibexes.

(calming down) 1 understand, Pippi. I’'m not
annoyed anymore. Maybe you can come back to
school when you’re a little older.

(happily) 1 think you are awfully nice, Teacher.
And here is something for you.

Pippi took from her pocket a lovely gold watch.
Pippi, I can’t possibly accept such a valuable
gift!

But you have to take it! Otherwise, I'll come
back tomorrow, and you wouldn’t like that,
would you?

Then Pippi rushed out to the schoolyard and
jumped on her horse. All the children waved
goodby.

(waving and riding off) So long, kids. I won’t be
back for awhile. But always remember how
many apples Axel had — or you’ll be sorry!
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The Very Hungry Caterpillar

by Eric Carle

Enjoy this famous tale and draw some pictures of what the
caterpillar consumed!

READERS: 8 or more

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

GROUP A

GROUP B

GROUP C

GROUP D

NARRATOR 1: In the light of the moon a little egg lay on a leaf.

NARRATOR 2: One Sunday morning the warm sun came up
and ... pop! ... out of the egg came a tiny and
very hungry caterpillar.

NARRATOR 3: He started to look for some food.

GROUP A: On Monday he ate through one apple.

NARRATOR 1: But he was still hungry.

GROUP B: On Tuesday he ate through two pears.

NARRATOR 2: But he was still hungry.

GROUP C: On Wednesday he ate through three plums.

NARRATOR 3: But he was still hungry.

GROUP D: On Thursday he ate through four strawberries.

NARRATOR 1: But he was still hungry.

GROUP A: On Friday he ate through five oranges.
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NARRATOR 2: But he was still hungry.

GROUP B: On Saturday he ate through one piece of
chocolate cake,

GROUP C: one ice cream cone,
GROUP D: one pickle,

GROUPA: one slice of Swiss cheese,
GROUP B: one slice of salami,

GROUP C: one lollipop,

GROUP D: one piece of cherry pie,
GROUP A: one sausage,

GROUP B: one cupcake,

GROUP C: and one slice of watermelon.

NARRATOR 3: That night he had a stomachache!
NARRATOR 1: The next day was Sunday again.

GROUP D: The caterpillar ate through one nice green leaf,
and after that he felt much better.

NARRATOR 2: Now he wasn’t hungry any more — and he
wasn’t a little caterpillar any more.

NARRATOR 3: He was a big, fat caterpillar.

NARRATOR 1: He built a small house, called a cocoon, around
himself.

NARRATOR 2: He stayed inside for more than two weeks.

NARRATOR 3: Then he nibbled a hole in the cocoon, pushed his
way out, and...

EVERYONE: HE WAS A BEAUTIFUL BUTTERFLY'!
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The Ant and The Grasshopper

Aesop’s Fable
See how this famous fable sounds in English.

READERS: 5

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

Ant

Grasshopper

NARRATOR 1: On a beautiful summer day a grasshopper sat
and sang a sweet song.

NARRATOR 2: The grasshopper saw an ant working hard
carrying grain to his house.

GRASSHOPPER: Look at that silly ant. All day long he works
hard and never enjoys the sunshine.

NARRATOR 3: The grasshopper laughed at the ant and then he
continued his song. He basked in the warm sun
all summer long without a care in the world.

NARRATOR 1: As summer turned to autumn the grasshopper
continued to sing his song and enjoy the
sunshine. The ant, on the other hand, continued
to gather food and store it in his house.

NARRATOR 2: When winter came the cold winds blew hard and
the snow covered the meadow with a thick
blanket of white.

NARRATOR 3: The grasshopper tried to find food, but of course
he found nothing.

NARRATOR 1: It didn’t take long for the grasshopper to knock

upon the ant's door and beg...
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GRASSHOPPER:

ANT:

GRASSHOPPER:

NARRATOR 2:
ANT:
NARRATOR 3:
ANT:

ALL:

Please help me! I have nothing to eat! I shall
starve without your help.

My dear Mr. Grasshopper, all summer long
I worked hard carrying food to my home while
you played in the sunshine. I will not share my
food with someone who is so lazy.

I was busy singing my song. I was making
beautiful music. What should I do now?

The ant thought for a moment and then said...
I suggest you dance.
And the moral of this fable is...

You must do the work before you take the time
to play.

The end.
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Jessica

by Kevin Henkes

Did you have an imaginary friend when you were a child?

This is a story of Ruthie, and her imaginary friend Jessica.
They do everything together and are the very best of friends. Ruthie’s
parents keep telling her that Jessica isn’t real, but she knows that

Jessica is.

READERS: 9

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

NARRATOR 4

NARRATOR 5

Dad

Mom

Ruthie

Jessica

NARRATOR 1: JESSICA.

NARRATOR 2: Ruthie Simms didn’t have a dog. She didn’t
have a cat, or a brother, or a sister. But Jessica
was the next best thing.

NARRATOR 3: Jessica went wherever Ruthie went. To the moon,
to the playground, to Ruthie’s grandma’s for the
weekend.

MOM AND DAD: “THERE IS NO JESSICA,”

NARRATOR 4: said Ruthie’s parents. But there was. She ate

with Ruthie, looked at books with Ruthie, and
took turns stacking blocks with Ruthie, building
towers.
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NARRATOR 5:

NARRATOR 1:

RUTHIE:

NARRATOR 2:

RUTHIE:

NARRATOR 3:

MOM AND DAD:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 5:

MOM:
NARRATOR 1:
DAD:

NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:

If Ruthie was mad, so was Jessica. If Ruthie was
sad, Jessica was too. And if Ruthie was glad,
Jessica felt exactly the same.

When Ruthie accidently spilled some juice, she
said,

“Jessica did it, and she’s sorry.”

When Ruthie’s parents called a babysitter
because they wanted to go to a movie one night,
Ruthie said,

“Jessica has a stomachache and wants you to
stay home.”

And when Ruthie turned five, it was Jessica’s
fifth birthday too.

“THERE IS NO JESSICA,”

said Ruthie’s parents. But there was. She went to
bed with Ruthie, she got up with Ruthie, and she
stayed with Ruthie all the while in between.

On the night before the first day of kindergarten,
Ruthie’s mother said,

“I think Jessica should stay home tomorrow.”
Ruthie’s father said,

“You’ll meet a lot of nice children. You can
make new friends.”

But Jessica went anyway.

Jessica wanted to go home so badly that Ruthie
had to hold her hands and whisper to her. When
the teacher announced everyone’s name, Ruthie
and Jessica weren’t listening.
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NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 5:

JESSICA:

NARRATOR 1:

JESSICA:

NARRATOR 2:

RUTHIE:

NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 4:

RUTHIE:

NARRATOR 5:

NARRATOR 1:

Jessica crawled through a tunnel with Ruthie,
she took a nap with Ruthie, and she shared
Ruthie’s paintbrush during art.

When all the children lined up two-by-two to
march to the canteen, Jessica was right next to
Ruthie. A girl came up to Ruthie and stood by
her side.

“Can I be your partner?”

she asked. Ruthie didn’t know what to say.
“My name is Jessica,”

said the girl.

“It is?”

said Ruthie.

The girl nodded.

“Mine’s Ruthie,”

said Ruthie, smiling. And they walked down the
hallway hand-in-hand.

Ruthie Simms didn’t have a dog. She didn’t
have a cat, or a brother, or a sister. But Jessica
was even better.
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The Gingerbread Boy

a fairytale

This is the classic tale of an old couple, with no children of
their own, who bake a gingerbread boy to keep them company. Does
it remind you of something?

READERS: 9

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

Gingerbread Boy

Old Woman

Old Man

Cow

Horse

Fox

NARRATOR 1: Once upon a time there was a little old woman and
a little old man and they lived in a little old house.

NARRATOR 2: They didn’t have any children. Nope, not even
one!

NARRATOR 3: One day the little old woman decided to make
a boy out of gingerbread.

OLD WOMAN:  I’'m going to make a little gingerbread boy. I’'m
rolling out the dough, and putting him on a pan
to bake. Into the oven you go!

OLD MAN: I love gingerbread. Yum! Yum!

OLD WOMAN:  Oh, the Little Gingerbread Boy is done.

NARRATOR 1: Out jumped the Little Gingerbread Boy.

NARRATOR 2: Out of the door and down the street he ran.
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NARRATOR 3:

GINGERBREAD
BOY:

NARRATOR 1:

COW:

GINGERBREAD
BOY:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

HORSE:

GINGERBREAD
BOY:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

GINGERBREAD
BOY:

The Little Old Woman and the Little Old Man
ran after him.

Run, run as fast as you can! You can’t catch me,
I’m the Gingerbread Man!

The little Gingerbread Boy ran on and on until
he saw a cow.

Stop little Gingerbread Boy! I want to eat you!

I’ve run away from a little old woman and
a little old man and I can run away from you,
too, I can! Run, run, as fast as you can! You
can’t catch me, I’'m the Gingerbread Man!

And the cow couldn’t catch him.

The little Gingerbread Boy ran on and on until
he saw a horse.

You look good enough to eat.

I’ve run away from a little old woman, a little old
man, and a cow, and I can run away from you,
too, I can! Run, run, as fast as you can! You
can’t catch me, I’'m the Gingerbread Man!

And the horse couldn’t catch him.

The Little Gingerbread Boy ran on and on until
he saw a fox.

By this time, the Little Gingerbread Boy was
sure that nobody could catch him.

I’ve run away from a little old woman, a little old
man, and a cow, and a horse, and I can run away
from you, too, I can! Run, run, as fast as you
can! You can’t catch me, I'm the Gingerbread
Man!
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FOX:

NARRATOR 1:

GINGERBREAD
BOY:

NARRATOR 2:
FOX:
NARRATOR 3
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
FOX:

NARRATOR 3:
FOX:

NARRATOR 1:

EVERYBODY:

Why, I would not catch you if I could. I would
not catch you if I could. I would not even think
of it.

The Gingerbread boy looked around and he
suddenly saw a river.

Oh not a river!

The Gingerbread boy was certainly puzzled.
Jump on my tail and I will take you across.
said the Fox.

The Gingerbread boy jumped on the fox’s tail.
The fox swam into the river.

Little Gingerbread boy, you better get on my
back or you’ll get wet.

The fox swam deeper and deeper.

My back is tired. Little Gingerbread boy, you
better get on my nose.

As soon as the fox reached the shore, the fox
threw back his head and gobbled the
Gingerbread boy up!

And that was the end of the gingerbread boy!
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READERS: 10

Caps for Sale

by Esphyr Slobodkina

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

NARRATOR 4

Peddler

Monkeys (5)

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 4:

PEDDLER:

NARRATOR 1:

PEDDLER:

Caps for Sale. A tale of a Peddler, some
Monkeys and their Monkey Business.

Once there was a peddler who sold caps. But he
was not like an ordinary peddler carrying his

wares on his back. He carried them on top of his
head.

First he had on his own checked cap, then
abunch of gray caps, then a bunch of brown
caps, then a bunch of blue caps, and on the very
top a bunch of red caps.

He walked up and down the streets, holding
himself very straight so as not to upset his caps.
As he went along he called,

“Caps! Caps for sale! Fifty cents a cap!”

One morning he couldn’t sell any caps. He
walked up the street and he walked down the
street calling,

“Caps! Caps for sale. Fifty cents a cap.”
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NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

PEDDLER:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 1:

PEDDLER:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 4:

But nobody wanted any caps that morning.
Nobody wanted even a red cap.

He began to feel very hungry, but he had no
money for lunch.

“I think I’11 go for a walk in the country,”

said he. And he walked out of town — slowly,
slowly, so as not to upset his caps.

He walked for a long time until he came to
a great big tree.

“That’s a nice place for a rest.”

And he sat down very slowly, under the tree and
leaned back little by little against the tree-trunk
so as not to disturb the caps on his head.

Then he put his hand up to feel if they were
straight — first he checked his own checked cap,
then the gray caps, then the brown caps, then the
blue caps, then the red caps on the very top.

They were all there. So he went to sleep. He
slept for a long time.

When he woke he was refreshed and rested.

But before standing up he felt with his hand to
make sure his caps were in the right place. All
he felt was his own checked cap!

He looked to the right of him. No caps. He
looked to the left of him. No caps. He looked to
the back of him. No caps. He looked behind the
tree. No caps.

Then he looked up into the tree and what do you
think he saw? On every branch sat a monkey. On
every monkey was a gray, or a brown, or a blue,
or a red cap!
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NARRATOR 1:

PEDDLER:

NARRATOR 2:

MONKEYS:

NARRATOR 3:

PEDDLER:

NARRATOR 4:

MONKEYS:

NARRATOR 1:

PEDDLER:

NARRATOR 2:

MONKEYS:

NARRATOR 3:

PEDDLER:

NARRATOR 4:

The peddler looked at the monkeys. The
monkeys looked at the peddler. He didn’t know
what to do. Finally he spoke to them.

“You monkeys, you! You give me back my
caps.”

he said, shaking a finger at them. But the
monkeys only shook their fingers back and him
and said,

Tsz, tsz, tsz.

This made the peddler angry, so he shook both
hands at them and said,

“You monkeys, you! You give me back my
caps.”

But the monkeys only shook both their hands
back at him and said,

Tsz, tsz, tsz.

Now he felt quite angry. He stamped his foot,
and he said,

“You monkeys, you! You better give me back
my caps!”

But the monkeys only stamped their feet back at
him and said,

Tsz, tsz, tsz.

By this time the peddler was really very, very
angry. He stamped both his feet and shouted,

“You monkeys, you! You must give me back my
caps!”

But the monkeys only stamped both their feet
back at him and said,
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MONKEYS:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 4:

PEDDLER:
ALL:

Tsz, tsz, tsz.

At last he became so angry that he pulled off his
own cap, threw it on the ground, and began to
walk away.

But then, each monkey pulled off his cap...and
all the gray caps, and all the brown caps, and all
the blue caps, and all the red caps came flying
down out of the tree.

So the peddler picked up his caps and put them
back on his head — first his own checked cap,
then the gray caps, then the brown caps, then the
blue caps, then the red caps on the very top.

And slowly, slowly, he walked back to town
calling,

“Caps ! Caps for sale! Fifty cents a cap!”
The end.
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Poppleton

by Cynthia Rylant

This play has been broken into the three chapters of the book.
You may choose to do just one chapter or assign the chapters to
different groups and perform as a whole.

NEIGHBORS

READERS: 6

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

NARRATOR 4

POPPLETON

CHERRY SUE

NARRATOR 1: Poppleton, Chapter 1: Neighbors, by Cynthia
Rylant.

NARRATOR 2: Poppleton used to be a city pig. He did city
things. He took taxis. He jogged in the park. He
went to museums.

NARRATOR 3: Then one day Poppleton got tired of city life. He
moved to a small house in a small town.

NARRATOR 4: Poppleton’s small house was charming. It had
a little sunroom where Poppleton took naps.

NARRATOR 1: It had lots and lots of shelves where Poppleton
kept things. It had a little garden where
Poppleton planted corn.

NARRATOR 2: And it had Cherry Sue. Cherry Sue was

Poppleton’s new neighbor. Cherry Sue was very
friendly. In the mornings she called out,
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CHERRY SUE:

NARRATOR 3:

CHERRY SUE:

NARRATOR 4:

CHERRY SUE:

NARRATOR 1:

NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 4:

NARRATOR 1:
CHERRY SUE:
NARRATOR 2:

CHERRY SUE:
NARRATOR 2:
CHERRY SUE:
NARRATOR 3:

“Yoo-hoo! Poppleton! Would you like some
oatmeal?”

So Poppleton had oatmeal with Cherry Sue. In
the afternoons she called out,

“Yoo-hoo! Poppleton! Would you like a toasted
cheese?”

So Poppleton had toasted cheese with Cherry
Sue. At night she called out,

“Yoo-hoo!
spaghetti?”

Poppleton! Would you like

So Poppleton had spaghetti with Cherry sue.
This went on day after day. At first it was fun.
But not for long.

Some mornings Poppleton did not want oatmeal.
He wanted to sleep.

Some afternoons Poppleton did not want toasted
cheese. He wanted TV.

Some nights Poppleton did not want spaghetti.
He wanted to practice playing his harmonica.

But Cherry Sue kept calling,
“Yoo-hoo! Poppleton!”

One day when he was watering his lawn,
Poppleton couldn’t take it anymore. When
Cherry Sue stuck her head out the window and
yelled,

“Yo0-hoo!”

Poppleton soaked her with the hose.
“Poppleton!”

cried Cherry Sue, dripping.
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NARRATOR 4: Poppleton felt awful. He ran and got a towel for
Cherry Sue.

POPPLETON: “I'm sorry, Cherry Sue. I just got so sick of
toasted cheese and spaghetti and oatmeal.
Sometimes I just like to be alone.”

CHERRY SUE: “You too? I kept inviting you over because
[ didn’t know how to sfop inviting you over.
I thought it might hurt your feelings.”

NARRATOR 1: Then Poppleton soaked himself with the hose.
They laughed and laughed. Poppleton and
Cherry Sue were best friends from then on.

Library

READERS: 7

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

NARRATOR 4

POPPLETON

CHERRY SUE

LIBRARIAN

NARRATOR 1: Poppleton, Chapter 2: Library, by Cynthia
Rylant.

NARRATOR 2: Poppleton went to the library every Monday.
Monday was always Poppleton’s library day.

NARRATOR 3: If Cherry Sue invited him to tea on Monday...

CHERRY SUE: “Poppleton would you care to join me for tea on
Monday?”

NARRATOR 3: Poppleton would say,

POPPLETON: “Sorry. Library day.”
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NARRATOR 4:

POPPLETON:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

NARRATOR 3:

POPPLETON:
LIBRARIAN:

NARRATOR 4:

If there was a wonderful parade in town on
Monday, Poppleton would say,

“Too bad. Library day.”
Poppleton took library day very seriously.

At the library Poppleton always got a table all to
himself. He spread out each of his things on the
table: his eyeglasses, his tissues, his lip balm, his
pocket watch, his book marker and his duffel.
Then he began to read.

Poppleton liked adventure stories. He buried his
head in an adventure book every Monday, and
left it there all day long.

Sometimes he needed a tissue for a sad part.
Sometimes he needed lip balm for a dry part.

Sometimes he needed his pocket watch for
a slow part. But he loved his adventure.

At the end of the day, Poppleton finished the
story. He thanked the librarian.

“Thank you.”
“See you next Monday, Poppleton.”

He packed up his things in his duffel. Then he
slowly walked home, all dreamy from so much
adventure. Monday was Poppleton’s favorite
day of all.
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ThePill

READERS: 6

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

NARRATOR 4

POPPLETON

FILLMORE

NARRATOR 1: Poppleton, Chapter 3: The Pill, by Cynthia
Rylant.

NARRATOR 2: Poppleton’s friend Fillmore was sick in bed.
Poppleton brought Fillmore some chicken soup.

FILLMORE: “I feel terrible, Poppleton.”

NARRATOR 3: said Fillmore. Poppleton replied,

POPPLETON: “Have a bowl of soup.”

FILLMORE: “First I have to take my pill.”

POPPLETON: “Where is it?”

FILLMORE: “Over there on the table.”

NARRATOR 4: Poppleton brought Fillmore his pill.

FILLMORE: “I can’t take it like that. You have to hide it.”

POPPLETON: “Hide it?”

FILLMORE: “You have to hide it in my food.”

POPPLETON: “I’ll put it in the soup.”

FILLMORE: “No, it has to be something sweet.”

POPPLETON: “Sweet?”

FILLMORE: “Sweet and soft.”

POPPLETON: “Sweet and soft?”
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FILLMORE:
POPPLETON:
FILLMORE:
POPPLETON:

NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

POPPLETON:
FILLMORE:

NARRATOR 3:

FILLMORE:

NARRATOR 4:

FILLMORE:

NARRATOR 1:

FILLMORE:

NARRATOR 2:

POPPLETON:

NARRATOR 3:

FILLMORE:
POPPLETON:

NARRATOR 4:

“Sweet and soft with raspberry filling.”
“Sweet and soft with raspberry filling?”
“And chocolate on top.”

“Chocolate on...Fillmore, are you talking about
Cherry Sue’s Heavenly Cake?

Fillmore smiled.

Poppleton went away. Soon he came back with
Cherry Sue’s Heavenly Cake.

“Now I can hide your pill.”
“Don’t tell me which piece of cake it’s in.”

Poppleton sliced the cake into ten pieces. He hid
Fillmore’s pill in one of them. Fillmore had the
first piece.

“Yum! Did I take my pill?”

Poppleton shook his head. Fillmore had another
piece.

“Yum! Did I take it?”

Poppleton shook his head. Fillmore ate piece
after piece after piece.

“Did I take it?”

Poppleton kept shaking his head. Finally there
was one piece of cake left.

“Thank goodness.”

Fillmore looked at the piece of cake.
“I can’t eat that one. It has the pill.
“WELL, WHAT CAN YOU EAT?
shouted Poppleton.
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FILLMORE:
POPPLETON:
NARRATOR 1:

All:

“Something lemony. With coconut.”
“I feel sick. Move over.”

Poppleton and Fillmore were sick in bed for
three days. They took /lots of pills. It took
twenty-seven cakes to get them down.

The end.
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Which Shoes do You Choose?

by Aaron Shepard

With so many kinds of shoes at the store, how can Katie ever
choose?

READERS: 12

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

CLERK 1

CLERK 2

CLERK 3

CLERK 4

CLERK 5

CLERK 6

CLERK 7

CLERK 8

CLERK 9

KATIE

NARRATOR 1: Katie was tired of wearing the same old shoes.
NARRATOR 2: She went to the store to buy new ones.
NARRATOR 1: The clerks asked her,

ALL CLERKS: “Which shoes do you choose?”
NARRATOR 2: Katie said,

KATIE: “I want shoes that are braggy, not baggy.”
ALL CLERKS: (thinking about it) Hmmm. Let me see.
CLERK 1: We have small shoes,

CLERK 2: and tall shoes,

CLERK 3: and walk-on-the-wall shoes.
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CLERK 4:
CLERK 5:
CLERK 6:
CLERK 7:
CLERK 8:
CLERK 9:
ALL CLERKS:

KATIE:

ALL CLERKS:
CLERK I:
CLERK 2:
CLERK 3:
CLERK 4:
CLERK 5:
CLERK 6:
CLERK 7:
CLERK 8:
CLERK 9:
ALL CLERKS:

KATIE:

ALL CLERKS:
CLERK I:
CLERK 2:
CLERK 3:
CLERK 4:

We have red shoes,

and head shoes,

and down-the-hill-sled shoes.
We have blue shoes,

and BOO shoes,

and paddle-canoe shoes.
Which shoes do you choose?
I want shoes that are slicky, not sticky.
Hmmm. Let me see.

We have jog shoes,

and log shoes,

and hop-like-a-frog shoes.
We have tied shoes,

and wide shoes,

and carnival-ride shoes.

We have trail shoes,

and snail shoes,

and wind-in-your-sail shoes.
Which shoes do you choose?
I want shoes that are spiffy, not iffy.
Hmmm. Let me see.

We have black shoes,

and snack shoes,

and ride-on-a-track shoes.

We have wet shoes,
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CLERK 5:
CLERK 6:
CLERK 7:
CLERK 8:
CLERK 9:

ALL CLERKS:

KATIE:

ALL CLERKS:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
ALL CLERKS:

and pet shoes,

and super-speed-jet shoes.

We have moon shoes,

and goon shoes,

and hot-air-balloon shoes.

Which shoes do you choose?

I choose all these shoes.

(gasp)

She bought the shoes and took them home.
And now the store has

(to audience) NO MORE SHOES TO CHOOSE!

70



Get out of Bed

by Diane Z. Shore
ROLES: 2 or more

MOM

CHILD

MOM (yelling): Get out of bed you silly fool!
Get up right now, it’s time for school.
If you don’t dress without a fuss,
I’1l throw you naked on the bus!

CHILD: Oh, Mom, don’t make me go today.
I’m feeling worse than yesterday.
You don’t know what I’'m going through.
I’ve got a strange, rare case of flu.
My body aches, my throat is sore.
I’m sure I’'m knocking on death’s door.
You can’t send me to school — achoo! — (sneeze)
‘Cause everyone could get it, too.
Besides the kids despise me there.
They always tease, and always stare
And all the teachers know my name.
When something’s wrong, it’s me they blame

MOM (yelling): You faked a headache yesterday.
Don’t pull that stuff on me today.
Stop acting like a silly fool —
The principal cannot skip school!
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I Like Myself!

by Karen Beaumont

READERS: 8 or any number

NARRATOR 1

NARRATOR 2

NARRATOR 3

NARRATOR 4

NARRATOR 5

NARRATOR 6

NARRATOR 7

NARRATOR 8

NARRATOR 1: I like myself.
NARRATOR 2: I’'m glad I’'m me.
NARRATOR 3: There’s no one else 1’d rather be.
NARRATOR 4: I like my fingers,
NARRATOR 5: my ears,
NARRATOR 6: my nose.
NARRATOR 7: I like my fingers
NARRATOR 8: and my toes.
NARRATOR 1: I like me wild.
NARRATOR 2: I like me tame.
NARRATOR 3: I like me different
NARRATOR 4: and the same.
NARRATOR 5: I like me fast.
NARRATOR 6: I like me slow.
NARRATOR 7: I like me everywhere I go.
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NARRATOR 8:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 5:
NARRATOR 6:
NARRATOR 7:
NARRATOR 8:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 5:
NARRATOR 6:
NARRATOR 7:
NARRATOR 8:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 5:
NARRATOR 6:
NARRATOR 7:
NARRATOR 8:

I like me on the inside, too,

for all I think and say and do.
Inside, outside, upside down,

from head to toe and all around,

I like it all!

It is all me!

And me is all I want to be.

And I don’t care in any way

what someone else may think or say.
I may be called a silly nut

or crazy cuckoo bird —

so what?

I’m having too much fun, you see,
for anything to bother me!

Even when I look a mess,

I still don’t like me any less,

‘cause nothing in this world, you know,
can change what’s deep inside, and so...
No matter if they stop and stare,

no person

ever

anywhere

can make me feel that what they see
is all there really is to me.

I’d still like me with fleas or warts,
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NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 5:
NARRATOR 6:
NARRATOR 7:

ALL:

or with a silly snout that snorts,

or knobby knees or hippo hips,

or purple polka-dotted lips,

or stinky toes

or horns protruding from my nose,
or-yikes!-

I still would be the same, you see...

I like myself because I'm ME!
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The Keys to my Kingdom

adapted from an Old Rhyme

scripted by Lisa Blau
READERS: 6
NARRATOR 1
NARRATOR 2
NARRATOR 3
NARRATOR 4
NARRATOR 5
NARRATOR 6
NARRATOR 1: These are the keys to my kingdom.
NARRATOR 2: In that kingdom there is a city;
NARRATOR 6: In that city there is a town;
NARRATOR 4: In that town there is a street;
NARRATOR 5: In that street there is a lane;
NARRATOR 3: In that lane there is a yard;
NARRATOR 1: In that yard there is a house;
NARRATOR 2: In that house there is a room;
NARRATOR 5: In that room there is a bed;
NARRATOR 6: On that bed there is a basket;
NARRATOR 2: In that basket there are some flowers;
NARRATOR 3: Flowers in the basket —
NARRATOR 1: Basket on the bed; bed in the room; room in the
house;
NARRATOR 5: House in the yard; yard in the lane; lane in the

street;
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NARRATOR 4: Street in the town; town in the city; city in the
kingdom;

NARRATOR 1: And here are the keys to my kingdom,;
ALL: Of my kingdom these are the keys.



The King’s Breakfast

by A.A. Milne
scripted by Richard Swallow
READERS: 4
QUEEN
DAIRYMAID
ALDERNEY--COW
KING
NARRATOR
NARRATOR: The King asked
The Queen, and
The Queen asked
The Dairymaid:
KING: Could we have some butter for
The Royal slice of bread?
NARRATOR: The Queen asked the Dairymaid,
The Dairymaid said,
DAIRYMAID: Certainly,
I’ll go and ask the cow
Now
Before she goes to bed.
NARRATOR: The Dairymaid
She curtsied,
And went and told the Alderney,
“Don’t forget the butter for
The Royal slice of bread.”
NARRATOR: The Alderney said sleepily,
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ALDERNEY: You’d better tell
his Majesty
That many people nowadays
like marmalade

Instead.
NARRATOR: The Dairymaid

said, “Fancy!”
NARRATOR: and went to

Her Majesty.

She curtsied to the Queen, and
turned a little red.

DAIRYMAID: Excuse me,
Your Majesty,
For taking of
The Liberty,
But marmalade is tasty, if
It’s very thickly
spread.

NARRATOR: The Queen said,
QUEEN: Oh!

NARRATOR: And went to His Majesty,
“Talking of the butter for
The Royal slice of bread,
Many people
Think that
Marmalade
Is nicer.
Would you like to try a little
Marmalade
Instead?”

NARRATOR: The King said,
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KING: Bother!
NARRATOR: And then he said,
KING: Oh, deary me!
NARRATOR: The King sobbed,
KING: Oh, deary me!
NARRATOR: and went back to bed.
KING: Nobody,
NARRATOR: He whimpered,
KING: Could call me

A fussy man.

I only want

A little bit

Of butter for

My bread!
NARRATOR: The Queen said,
QUEEN: There, there!
NARRATOR: And went to

The Dairymaid.

The Dairymaid

said,
DAIRYMAID: There, there.
NARRATOR: And went to the shed.

The cow said,
ALDERNEY: There, there!

I didn’t really

Mean it;

Here’s milk for his porringer

And butter for his bread.
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NARRATOR: The Queen took the butter

And brought it to
His Majesty.
The King said,
“Butter, eh?”
NARRATOR: And bounced out of bed.
KING: Nobody,
NARRATOR: he said,
As he kissed her
Tenderly,
KING: Nobody,
NARRATOR: he said,

As he slid down
The banisters,

KING: Nobody,
My darling,
Could call me
A fussy man...
But
I do like a little bit of butter for my bread.
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New Year’s Resolutions

by Francis B. Watts Sue
READERS: 7

Joe

George

Mabel

Ruth
Jim

Jean

Mother

SUE: Hello, friends! It’s New Year’s Day.
So listen, now, to what I say.
To free my teeth from cavities,
My resolution, if you please,
Is no more candy will I eat.
For tooth decay is caused by sweets.

JOE: A dandy resolution, Sue.
I’ve made a resolution, too.
To my little sister, Jean,
I vow that I won’t be so mean.
She’s a little pest, I find.
But to her I will be kind.

GEORGE: [Ireally wasn’t going to tell.
But I, George, made a vow as well.
As you all know, when I’'m “up tight,”
I’'m very quick to start a fight.
From now on, George will grin instead.
So just remember what I said.

MABEL: Well, I declare, it’s very strange.
All of us are trying to change.
Now I’m the king who’s apt to shirk
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SUE:

Joe:

GEORGE:

SUE:
MABEL:

My household chores — that sort of work.
So no more “goofing off” for me.
A different girl I’'m going to be.

Resolutions are fun to make,
But very easy vows to break.

I’1l truly try to do my best,
Though my sister Jean’s a pest.

You can bet your bottom dollar
That this year I won’t fight and holler!

On candy I will never nibble!

About my chores I will not quibble!

ALL (raise right hands):

RUTH:

GEORGE:

SUE:

RUTH:

JOE:
SUE:
JIM:

GEORGE:

Here and now this oath we take
Our resolutions we won’t break!

Hi there, buddies, want some candy?
The peanut tafty’s really dandy.

Thank you, Ruth, we surely do.
It’s very generous of you.

None for me. No thank you, Ruth.
I don’t eat candy. That’s the truth.

I wish that I could stay and play.
But my folks and I are going away.

You kept your vow! Hey, good for you!
‘Twas not an easy thing to do.

Georgie-Porgie puddin’ pie,

Kissed the girls and made them cry,
Yah, yah, yah. Yi, yi, yi.

Kissed the girls and made them cry.

Go home, Jim, and tease your pup.
You won’t get my dander up.
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JIM:

MABEL:

GEORGE:

JEAN:

JOE:

JEAN:

SUE:

JOE:

MOTHER:

GEORGE:
MABEL:

I’ve better things to do than punch.
And you do, too, I have a hunch.

George is different, I take note.
I always used to get his goat.
Now teasing him’s no fun at all.
Well, so long kids.

Don’t drop the ball.

That Jim’s a bully type, all right.

But, George, we’re proud you didn’t fight.

I’'m glad I kept my vow, I s’pose.
But how I longed to punch his nose!

May I play football? May I, Joe?
You know how I love it so!

At playing football I’'m not good.
But, gee, I wish you’d say I could!

I think we’ll let you join us, sis.

When your turn comes, try not to miss.
But if you do, we want no crying.

Just keep on practicing and trying.

Oh, thank you, Joe! I bet a cracker
I’ll soon play like a Green Bay Packer!

You’ve been kind, Joe.
You vowed you would.

I really wasn’t sure I could!
Mabel!!
That’s you mother calling, Mabel.

I know. It’s time to set the table.
I’d like to put it off awhile.

But I’ll go do it with a smile!
Postponing work is no solution,
When you’ve made a resolution.
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SUE: Have you noticed, noticed how
Each of us has kept his vow?

JOE: But that’s one day,
Somehow, I fear,
We just can’t keep it up all year.

GEORGE:  We’ll take it one step at a time,
Like a hill we’re going to climb.

SUE: We’ve kept one day. Tomorrow’s another.
We can succeed. We’ll help each other.
We’ll learn to be so strong.
We’ll keep our vows the whole year long!

MABEL: We can succeed, I’'m sure we can.
Let’s take our solemn oath again.
I have to hurry, understand.
So please raise quickly your right hand.

SUE, GEORGE, MABEL, JOE (raise right hands and speak
solemnly):
Here and now, this oath we take.
Our resolutions we won’t break!
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One Fish Two Fish Red Fish Blue Fish

by Dr. Seuss
READERS: 4
NARRATOR 1
NARRATOR 2
NARRATOR 3
NARRATOR 4
NARRATOR 1: One Fish Two Fish Red Fish Blue Fish
NARRATOR 2: By Dr. Seuss.
NARRATOR 3: From there
NARRATOR 4: to here,
NARRATOR 1: From here
NARRATOR 2: to there
ALL: Funny things are everywhere
NARRATOR 1: One fish
NARRATOR 2: Two fish
NARRATOR 3: Red fish
NARRATOR 4: Blue fish.
NARRATOR 1: Black fish blue fish
NARRATOR 2: Old fish new fish.
NARRATOR 3: This one has a little star.
NARRATOR 4: This one has a little car.
ALL: Say! What a lot of fish there are.
NARRATOR 1: Yes. Some are red.
NARRATOR 2: And some are blue.
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NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

Some are old.

And some are new.

Some are sad.

And some are glad.

And some are very, very bad.

Why are they sad and glad and bad?

I do not know.

NARRATOR 3 & 4: Go ask your dad.

NARRATOR 2:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 4:
NARRATOR 3:
NARRATOR 1:
NARRATOR 2:

ALL:

Some are thin.

And some are fat.

The fat one has a yellow hat.
From there

to here,

From here

to there

Funny things are everywhere.
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Three Cheers for Teachers!

by Carol Montgomery
For teachers everywhere.....

READERS: 2-4 or any number

A

B

C

D

All  To our teachers...

A:  For your years of college...

B:  Studying forever...

C: Being tested too much...

D:  Writing beyond belief...

All:  We say, thanks!

A:  For your hours of frustration...
B:  Trying to discipline...

C:  Wanting to motivate...

D: Longing to make a difference...
All:  We say, thanks!

A:  For your unwavering dedication...
B:  Believing in your calling...

C: Believing in your students...

D: Believing in their dreams...
All:  We say, thanks!

A:  For your incredible creativity...
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All:
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All:
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All:
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All:

All:

Trying new things...

Making class special...

Creating forever memories...

We say, thanks!

For your excellent character...

Loving your students...

Encouraging everyone...

Expecting excellence...

We say, thanks!

And, for who you REALLY are...

Someone who cares...

A humble hero...

A role model to many...

We say, thanks!

Thank you for studying — long hours.

Thank you for sacrificing — time, money, energy.
Thank you for persevering — when it’s so hard.
Thank you for committing — to education.
Thank you for stretching — toward the future.
Thank you for believing — the BEST.

Thank you for smiling — from the heart.

Thank you for caring enough to teach.
Three cheers for teachers!

Hip, hip, hooray!
Hip, hip, hooray!
Hip, hip, hooray!
We honor YOU!
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