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from To the Top of Everest
by Laurie Skreslet with Elizabeth MacLeod

1 When | arrived back at Base Camp from Kunde, | was told the icefall had been closed. |
couldn't go through? Well, maybe—maybe not. | radioed Bill

2 "Laurie, it's too dangsfous. Stay in Base Camp!” Bill barked. "Do NOT—"

3 I flicked off the radio. That wasn't what | wanted to hear. After a year and a half of working
on this expedition, | had too much energy invested to sit at the bottom of Everest, Id gained a
Iot of experience in my years of climbing. | knew | could make an important contribution to the
climbers struggling high on the mountain. It would all be wasted if | waited in Base Camp. So |
took the risk.

4 Next morning | shouldered my pack and set off. Base Camp had radioed Bill, and he did the
only thing he could—he ordered that no one come with me. Bill also insisted that | radio Base
Camp every time | crossed a crevasse. If | fell, | was still on my own—the radio call would just
let them know where to find my body.

5 At first, the climb wasn't too bad—I'd done it many times before, and with a heavier pack
The route was in much worse shape than my last time there, three weeks before, but most
ladders were usable. The Icefall was quiet and the wind light

5 Then | came to a crevasse about 3.5 m (12 ft.) wide. There was a ladder across it, but the
ice had shifted since it had been put in place. Now the bridge ended 1.5 m (5 ft.) from the far
wall. On my side, the end of the ladder was frozen into the ice, but the other end hung 30 m
(100 ft) above the bottom of the crevasse.

7 No problem, I thought, I'l just find another place to cross.

3 For more than an hour, | searched desperately, but there was no other place. | had to admit

v defeat. Slowly, | started down to Base Camp.

9 Then | stopped. Did you give that your best? | asked myself. Yes, | thought. But then |
asked, did you give it more than your best?

10 No, | had to answer. More than my best was to go back and jump from the ladder to the far
side. | knew the impossibl s often the untried. | couldn't leave without trying, so back | went.
11 ldecided to use the handrail ropes that were still there, adding new anchors and Petz!

ascenders pointing both forward and back. | figured I had a fifty-fifty chance of making it across

12 Theladder bobbed up and down as | edged my way out. At the end of the Iadder, | focused
all my concentration—and jumped

43 Thwack! My ice pick bit into the ice on the lip of the crevasse. It held. | dug my crampons

into the icy wall and used all my strength to pull myself up.

14 As|lay gasping on the far side, | realized that something powerful had happened. | seemed
to be seaing things differently—everything was clearer and colors more vivid. It was like a
different world. In making that leap, I'd let go not anly of the ladder, but of some of my fears,
too. | knew then that things would work out for me as long as | kept giving more than my best

15 Aslclimbed to Camp One and on toward Camp Two, | thought about Bill, What would

happen when | had to explain face-to-face why I'd disobeyed his order to stay in Bass Camp?

Would he allow me to keep climbing?

He was right ¢
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19 "Look," said Bill, "four people have died. If I'd asked you to come up and something had
happened ta you, | couldn't bear to have another death on my conscience. | had to tell you to

stay put." Bill paused. "But | knew you'd come up no matter what. So, welcome. | need you
here "

Excerpt from To the Top of Everest by Laurie Skreslet and Elizabeth MacLeod. Text copyright © 2001 by
Laurie Skreslet. Reprinted by permission of Kids Can Press, Ltd., Toronto, Canada
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from Roll of Thunder, Hear My Cry
by Mildred D. Taylor

1 The day before Christmas | awoke to the soft murmuring of quiet voices gathered in the
midnight blackness of morning. Big Ma was not beside me, and without a moment's doubt |
knew why she was gone. Jumping from the bed, my fest barely hitling the deerskin rug, |
rushed into Mama's room

2 “Oh Papal” | cried. "I knew it was you!"
"Ah, there's my Cassie girl"" Papa laughed, standing to catch me as | leapt into his arms
4 By the dawn, the house smelled of Sunday: chicken frying, bacon sizzling, and smoke

sausages baking. By evening, it resked of Christmas. In the kitchen swest-potato pies,
egg-custard pies, and rich butter pound cakes cooled; a gigantic coon which Mr. Morrison,
Uncle Hammer, and Stacey had secured in a night's hunt baked in a sea of onions, garlic, and
fat orange-yellow yams; and a choice sugar-cured ham brought from the smokehouse awaited
its turn in the oven. In the heart of the house, where we had gathered after supper, freshly cut
branches of longneedled pines lay over the fireplace mantle adorned by winding vines of winter
holly and bright red Christmas berries. And in the fireplace itself, in a black pan seton a high
wire rack, peanuts roasted over the hickory fire as the waning light of day swiflly deepened into
a fine velvet night speckled with white forerunners of a coming snow, and the warm sound of
husky voices and rising laughter mingled in tales of sorrow and happiness of days past but not
forgotten

5 ... Them watermelons of old man Ellis' seemed like they just naturally tasted better than
anybody else's," said Papa, “and ole Hammer and me, we used to sneak up there whenever itd
get so hot you couldn't hardly move and take a couple of them melons on down to the pond and
let them get real chilled. Then talking "bout eating! We did some kind of good eating."

s "Papa, you wes stealing?" asked an astonished Little Man. Although he usually strongly
disapproved of being held, he was now reclining comfortably in Papa's lap.

7 "Well..." Papa said, “not exactly. What we'd do was exchange one of the melons from our
patch for his. Course it was still wrong for us to do it, but at the time it seemed all right—"

3 "Problem was, though," taughed Uncle Hammer, "oid man Ellis grew them ole fat green
round watermelons and ours was long and striped—"

o “And Mr. Ellis was always right particular 'bout his melons,” interjected Papa. "He took the
longest time to figure out what we was up to, but, Lord, Lord, when he did—"

10 "—You should've seen us run,” Uncle Hammer said, standing. He shot one hand against

and past the other. "Ma—an! We was gone! And that ole man was right behind us with a
hickory stick hitting us up side the head:

11 "Ow—weee! That ole man could run!" cried Papa. "I didn't know nobody's legs could move
that fast.” Big Ma chuckled. "And as | recalls, your Papa 'bout wore y'all out when Mr. Ells told
him what y'all'd been up to. Course, you know all them Ellises was natural-bom runners. Y'all
remember Mr. Ellis' brother, Tom Les? Well, one time he..." ~

12 Through the evening Papa and Uncle Hammer and Big Ma and Mr. Morrison and Mama lent
us their memories, acting out their tales with stageworthy skills, imitating the chara
voice, manner, and action so wall that the listeners it
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" They come doun ke grosts that Chyistmas of seventy-six. Them was hard imss ke
o and my family was Fving n a shantytoun right outsde Shreveport. Reconstuction was just
ot over hen, and them Nosther soldlrs was tred of baing in the South and thy didnt
ardly cars 'bout o biack flks n shantytown. And them Southern whies, tey s tre3 of the
Norinern soiers and free Negross, and tney was 1ying to urn things back raund 1 how ey
560 be. And the colored faks .. wel, o was justtred. Warn' hardl no work and g
them years | Spose i was us' bout as hard being free as i was being a save.

14 "That ight they coma—I can remember st 35 good—t was cols, sa coid s had 1o huddle
3l gainst aach ether st ying o keep warm, and two boys—bout eighteen o nneteen, |
reckan—zome knocking on my daddy's door. Thay was Sa, clean out of teic heads wih
gt Theyd just come back from Sheveport, Soma whitz woman dane accused trem of
molestin’ her and they 't know nowhere o 1un 8o they come p t my dady's cause he
had 2 gaod head 2nd he was big, iager than m. He was sitang too. Sa srong hs cou'd break
2 man's leg easy 37 = was snapping a twig— ssen him do f that night. And the white olks
s scair of im. But my dacy didn' hardly have time o fnsh hearing them boys'story when
them devilsh right men swept conn—

15 "Night men” | echoed in  shrl, dry whisger. Stacey siting besids me on th for iffancd
Christopher-Jonn nudged ma knosingly. Lt an leanad forward on Papa's i

76 “David " Mama siarted, but Papa enfolded her slander hand in his and s34 iy,

“These are hings they nesd o hear, baby. I's tar hstory

17 Mama satback, her hand stil n Papa's, her eyes wary. But M. Morrison seemed not to
natice. . swapt down ke locusts,” ha contined In a faraway voice. "Burs n o us with heir
Rebel sabers. hacking and Kifing, burning us out Didn' care vho they kil We warit nothing to
them. No betterthan dogs. Kit bables and old women. Didn' matter

5 Hegazed miothe fra

16 "My Sisters got kit n they fe. but my Marma got ma ... His vaica faded snd he touchad
ihe scars on his neck. "Sha trisd 1o get back into the housa fa save the gis, bl sha couid.
Tham nioht men was il over her and sho thraw me—just hvew me fike | was a bal—nard as
sh could, trying to get me away from tham. Then she fought. Fough fke & wild thng fght ‘=
my dackSy. Thay was both o tham from treedad stock and they was srong ke buler"

20 Bresded siock?" | sald "Whats that?

21 “Cassie, don' inerrupt Mr. Morrson,”said Mams, but Mr. Morrison turned ram the fre and
explainad. Vil Cassis, during siavery thare was some farms that matad folks ike aninas to
produce more slaves. Broeding slaves braught 3 o of mony fr them slave ouners. <pacally
aftor the Government said they could bring no more slaves fram Alfica, an they prduced all
Kinds of slaves to selon the block. And foks with anough mansy. whits men and sven ioe
black men, could buy ‘zacty what ihey wanted. My folks was bred for srength e tey foks
and they grandiolks Tore ‘em. Did' mattar none what they thought bout the des. Didn.
abody care.

22 "Bul my mama and daddy they loved each othar and thay loved us chiken, and hat
Ghrisimas hey fought them demans out of hel ke avenging angs of e Lord e tuad
back toward the fire and grew very quiet. then he raisad his haad and looked t s “They died
that night. Tham night men kit ‘em. Soma foks tollma | cant remambr what hagpened thet
Chrisimas—I warn hardly si years old—bul | remembers all ight | makes mysef remembe.”

23 He grew silent again and no one spoke. Big Ma poked absently at the ed-eyed ogs uith
the pokcar, but no ane eise stied. FinallyMr, Morrison stood, wshed us a goad ight and ef.
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Ode to the West Wind
by Percy Bysshe Shelley
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O WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being—
Thou from whose unseen presence the leaves dead
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter flseing,
Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red,
Pestilence'-stricken multitudes'—O thou

Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed

The wingéd seeds, where they lie cold and low,
Each like a corpse within its grave, unti

Thine azure? sister of the Spring shall blow

Her clarion? o'er the dreaming sartn, and fill
(Driving sweet buds fike flocks to feed in air)

With living hues and odours plain and hill—

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere—
Destroyer and Preserver—hear, O hear!

Thou on whoss stream, ‘mid the steep sky’s commotion,
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed,
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean,
Angels of rain and lightning! they are spread

On the blue surface of thine airy surge,

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head

Of some fierce Masnad, ¢ evin from the dim verge

Of the horizon to the zenith's height—

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge’

Of the dying year, to which this closing night

Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre,s

Vaulted with all thy congregated might

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere

Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst—O hear!

Thou who didst waken from his summer-dreams
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay,
Lulld by the coll of his crystallins streams.
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All overgrown with azure moss, and flowers
So swest, the sense faints picturing them! Thou
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers
Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below
The sea-blooms and the cozy woods which wear
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear

And tremble and despoil themselves:—O hear!

Il were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;
1f1 were a swit cloud to fly with thee:

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share

The impulse of thy strength, only less free

Than thou, O uncontroliablel—if even

! were as in my boyhood, and could be

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven,

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed

Scarce seem'd a vision,—I would ne'er have striven
As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.

Olift me as a wave, 2 leaf, a cloud!

1 fall upon the thorns of lifa! | bleed!

A heavy weight of hours has chain'd and bow'd
One too like thee—tamaless, and swift, and proud.

Make me thy lyre, ev'n as the forest is:
What if my leaves are falling like its own!

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies.

Wil take from both a deep autumnal tons,
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,
My spirit! be thou me, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe,
Like wither'd leaves, to quicken a new birth;
And, by the incantation? of this verse,

Scatter, as from an unextinguish'd hearth
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!
Bs through my lips to unawaken'd earth

The trumpet of 2 prophecy! O Wind,

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?
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deadly infectious disease.
azure: sky blue.

clarion: clear, sharp sound

Maenad: ('nii-niad) a crazed worshipper of

Dionysius, the Greek god of wine and revelry.

dirge: a mournful song sung or played at funerals

sepulchre: (sap-el-cur) tomb,
pumice: volcanic rack
incantation: magic spst
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The Right Thing to Do

Characters (in order of appearance):
JESSICA-a sixth-grade girl, Amy’s friend
GROUP OF FRIENDS-2 group of sixth-grade girls
AMY-asixth-grade girl, Jessica's friend
SALES CLERK-a clerk in the store Amy and Jessica visit
. Scene 1
(1) Jessica stands with a group of friends on the school steps. The growp is chatting and laughing. Amy
approaches from stage righ
(2) AMY Jessica! Jessical
(3) JESSICA: (turning away from her friends and taking a step toward Amyy Hi, Amy. Whats up?
(4) AMY: I'm headed to the mall, and I thought you might want to come.
(5) JESSICA: Why me? [ thought we weren't friends anymore.
(6) AMY: (waving her hand and shaking her head) That old fight? Ancient history. So .. do you want to
come or not?
(7)JESSICA: (glancing back at her friends) Sure. 1l come. Just give me a minute.
(8) Jessica runs back and talks with her friends for a moment, then rejoins Amy. Amy and Jessica exit stage
right
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Scene 2
(9) Amy and Jessica are looking at a shelf full of lipstick in a cosmetics store in the mall,
(10) AMY: Lok at this one, Jess. Don't you just love this color? (She picks up a lipstick tubs.)
(1) JESSICA: It's nice. but I like this one better. (She picks up a different tube of lipstick)
(12) A sules clerk enters from stage lefi
(13) SALES CLERK: (stopping by the girls) Can 1 help you la
(14) AMY: Oh, no. We're just looking.
(15) JESSICA: Thank you, though
(16) SALES CLERK: Okay. Well, let me know if you need anything. (He she exits stage right)
(17) AMY: So, which one are you going to get?
(18) JESSICA: (looking at the floor and shaking her head) I'm not getting one. They're a little spendy for me.
Besides, I'm saving up for something special,
(19) AMY: (laughing) Who said anything about money? (She slips her favorite lipstick into her pocket,) |
didn't ask you which one you were going to buy. I asked which one you were going to get. So, which one wil
it be?
(20) JESSICA: But-but-that's stealing!
(21) AMY: Look at all these tubes of lipstick, They'Il never miss a couple
(22) JESSICA: (looking arownd rervously) What if that sales clerk comes back and catches us?
(23) AMY: You worry too much. (She picks up two tubes of lipstick.) Now, was this the one you liked? Or
was it this one? Never mind. We'll take them both. (She sléps then both into her pocket.) .
(24) JESSICA: Amy! This is wrong, We shouldn't be doing this.
(25) AMY: (glaring at Jessica) Do you even wantto be my friend again? It sure doesn't sound like it
(26) JESSICA: OF course [ want to be vour friend. It just-
(27) AMY: Then come on. Let's go. (She starts to walk away, ard then turns and looks back) Are you
coming?

find something?

s ) But what if
s of lipstih? Nt

don't laok so ne
(30) The girls

ous
vil stage vight
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Scene 3
(310 essica reenters the cosmetics store from stage right S
The sales clerk enters from stage left

(32} JESSICA: Excuse me .
(33) SALES CLERK: (stopping) Did you need help with something?

(34) JESSICA: Yes. (She looks at the floor.) My friend who was just with me, um, she took-well, actually,
she stole three tubes of lipstick. Im not okay with that. So, um, | wanted to pay for them

(35) SALES CLERK: That's impressive. I've never seen fhat happen before. And kids take stuff from this
store all the time. What made you come back?

(36) JESSICA: (shrugging) T don't know. T guess it was just the right thing to do.

o stops at the shelf of lipsticks and looks around





