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Task:
     To get us started on the right foot:
· We will read two of Fontaine’s fables in class and answering the questions at the end. (p. 794, 1-5. (24 points))  You will be reading more of his stories on your own.
· You will be given a fable to read, interpret, and analyze.  Especially determine what the moral of the story is.
· Someone else in the class will have the same fable as you.
· With your partner, rewrite the story in your own words paying special attention that you both agree on the moral. This should be relatively short—one or two paragraphs. (15 points)

Now take a break from fables and consider:
· Which age group do you see yourself connecting with the most?
· Preschool/Kindergarten (4-6 years)
· 1st grade/2nd grade (6-8 years)
· 3rd grade/4th grade (8-10 years)
· 5th grade/6th grade (10-12 years)
· 7th grade/8th grade (12-14 years)
· To decide, analyze the likes/hobbies/lives of kids in these age groups—fill out the worksheet entitled “Whose Kids are Those?!?” (15 points)
· As a class we will look at a variety of children’s books and determine which books are appropriate for the different ages.  We will also analyze the pictures, fonts, and appearance of the books.

Back to fables!!!
· Keep what you learned about elementary students and the age of student you and your partner like the most.
· You and your partner’s task is to make your own fable, based on the Fontaine fable you were given.
· How???
· Think of a plot for your story that will teach or end with the message or moral you are using. 
· Remember your age group—how much writing or what type of words do they understand?  You don’t want to rewrite your story using too many words or not enough!
· Write your story out first (if you don’t have a lot of words or it is needed, add in what types of pictures you will try to have)
· Have another group check it for clarity and grammar.  Turn it in.     (15 points)

· Create a picture book about your story (50 points):
· Book is neatly illustrated using:
· Your own drawings/illustrations
· Original illustrations created with clip art
· Pictures are not just printed off and inserted into the book
· The book is age-appropriate in both content and language. 
· Book is colorful and interesting to look at and read
· There are no grammatical mistakes within the finished book

Reading:  
· We will practice reading the stories to each other and then will go to the elementary to read.
· Reading should be energetic, loud, and enthusiastic.  (20 points)

Grading:
· Questions about story, p.794 1-5:  24 points
· Rewrite of the fable:  15 points
· Whose kids are those?!? worksheet:  15 points
· Your story, final draft:  15 points
· Finished picture book:  50 points
· Reading to classes:  20 points



[bookmark: grasant]The Grasshopper and the Ant 
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Sang the summer away,
And found herself poor
By the winter's first roar.
Of meat or of bread,
Not a morsel she had!
So begging she went,
To her neighbour the ant,
For the loan of some wheat,
Which would serve her to eat,
Till the season came round.
"I will pay you," she says,
"On an animal's faith,
Double weight in the pound
Before the harvest is bound."
The ant is a friend
(And here she might mend)
Little given to lend.
"How did you spend the summer?"
Said she, looking shame
At the borrowing dame.
"Night and day to each comer
I sang, if you please."
"You sang! I'm at ease;
For it's plain at a glance,
Now, ma'am, you must dance."


[bookmark: ravfox]The Raven and the Fox 
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Sir Raven held a lunch of cheese;
Sir Fox, who smelt it in the breeze,
Thus to the holder spoke: 
"Ha! how do you do, Sir Raven?
Well, your coat, sir, is a brave one! 
So black and glossy, on my word, sir,
With voice to match, you were a bird, sir,
Well fit to be the Phoenix of these days."
Sir Raven, overset with praise,
Must show how musical his croak.
Down fell the luncheon from the oak;
Which snatching up, Sir Fox thus spoke: 
"The flatterer, my good sir,
Aye lives on his listener;
Which lesson, if you please,
Is doubtless worth the cheese."
A bit too late, Sir Raven swore
The rogue should never cheat him more.


[bookmark: frogox]The Frog That Wished to Be As Big As the Ox 
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An envious little frog,
Not bigger than an egg,
A stately bullock spies,
And, smitten with his size,
Attempts to be as big.
With earnestness and pains,
She stretches, swells, and strains,
And says, "Sister Frog, look here! see me!
Is this enough?" "No, no."
"Well, then, is this?" "Poh! poh!
Enough! you don't begin to be."
And thus the reptile sits,
Enlarging till she splits.
The world is full of folks
Of just such wisdom;—
The lordly dome provokes
The cit to build his dome;
And, really, there is no telling
How much great men set little ones a-swelling


[bookmark: twomul]The Two Mules
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One, oats; the other, silver of the tax.[4]
The latter glorying in his load,
Marched proudly forward on the road;
And, from the jingle of his bell,
It was plain he liked his burden well.
But in a wild-wood glen
A band of robber men
Rushed forth on the twain.
Well with the silver pleased,
They by the bridle seized
The treasure-mule so vain.
Poor mule! in struggling to repel
His ruthless foes, he fell
Stabbed through; and with a bitter sighing,
He cried, "Is this the lot they promised me?
My humble friend from danger free,
While, weltering in my gore, I'm dying?"
"My friend," his fellow-mule replied,
"It is not well to have one's work too high.
If you had been a miller's drudge, as I,
You would not thus have died."


[bookmark: ciracora][image: C:\Users\cring\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\Temporary Internet Files\Content.IE5\S7C5MQQC\MC900233504[1].wmf]The City Rat and the Country Rat 
A city rat, one night,
Did, with a civil stoop, 
A country rat invite
To end a turtle soup. 
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They found the table spread,
And sure I need not harp it
How well the fellows fed.
The entertainment was
A truly noble one;
But some unlucky cause
Disturbed it when begun.
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That put their joys to rout;
Out ran the city rat;
His guest, too, scampered out.
Our rats but fairly quit,
The fearful knocking ceased.
"Return we," cried the cit,
To finish there our feast.
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"Tomorrow dine with me.
I'm not offended at
Your feast so grand and free,—
"For I have no fare resembling;
But then I eat at leisure,
And would not swap, for pleasure
So mixed with fear and trembling."


[bookmark: lioandrat]The Lion and the Rat 
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There's none so small but you his aid may need.
I quote two fables for this weighty creed,
Which either of them fully proves.
From underneath the sward
A rat, quite off his guard,
Popped out between a lion's paws.
The beast of royal bearing
Showed what a lion was
The creature's life by sparing—
A kindness well repaid; 
For, little as you would have thought
His majesty would ever need his aid,
It proved full soon
A precious boon.
Forth issuing from his forest glen,
T" explore the haunts of men,
In lion net his majesty was caught,
From which his strength and rage
Served not to disengage.
The rat ran up, with grateful glee,
Gnawed off a rope, and set him free.

By time and toil we sever
What strength and rage could never.



[bookmark: asslitldo] The Ass and the Little Dog [5]
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Cannot be turned aside by force;
But poorly apes the country clown
The polished manners of the town.
Their Maker chooses but a few
With power of pleasing to imbue;
Where wisely leave it we, the mass,
Unlike a certain fabled ass,
That thought to gain his master's blessing
By jumping on him and caressing.
"What!" said the donkey in his heart;
"Ought it to be that puppy's part
To lead his useless life
In full companionship
With master and his wife,
While I must bear the whip?
What does the cur a kiss to draw?
Forsooth, he only gives his paw!
If that is all there needs to please,
I'll do the thing myself, with ease."
Possessed with this bright notion,—
His master sitting on his chair,
At leisure in the open air,—
He ambled up, with awkward motion,
And put his talents to the proof;
Upraised his bruised and battered hoof,
And, with an amiable mien,
His master patted on the chin,
The action gracing with a word—
The fondest bray that ever was heard!
O, such caressing was there ever?
Or melody with such a quaver?
"Ho! Martin![6] here! a club, a club bring!"
Out cried the master, sore offended.
So Martin gave the ass a drubbing,—
And so the comedy was ended.


[bookmark: zefoxbust]The Fox and the Bust [19]
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Their show deceives the simple of the age.
For all that they appear to be they pass,
With only those whose type's the ass.
The fox, more wary, looks beneath the skin,
And looks on every side, and, when he sees
That all their glory is a semblance thin,
He turns, and saves the hinges of his knees,
With such a speech as once, it's said,
He uttered to a hero's head.
A bust, somewhat colossal in its size,
Attracted crowds of wondering eyes.
The fox admired the sculptor's pains:
"Fine head," said he, "but void of brains!"
The same remark to many a lord applies.


[bookmark: zefrora]The Frog and the Rat 
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Says Merlin,[16] who bamboozled are.
The word, though rather unrefined,
Has yet an energy we ill can spare;
So by its aid I introduce my tale.
A well-fed rat, rotund and hale,
Not knowing either Fast or Lent,
Disporting round a frog-pond went.
A frog approached, and, with a friendly greeting,
Invited him to see her at her home,
And pledged a dinner worth his eating,—
To which the rat was nothing loath to come.
Of words persuasive there was little need:
She spoke, however, of a grateful bath;
Of sports and curious wonders on their path;
Of rarities of flower, and rush, and reed:
One day he would recount with glee
To his assembled progeny
The various beauties of these places,
The customs of the various races,
And laws that sway the realms aquatic,
(She did not mean the hydrostatic!)
One thing alone the rat perplexed,—
He was but moderate as a swimmer.
The frog this matter nicely fixed
By kindly lending him her
Long paw, which with a rush she tied
To his; and off they started, side by side.
Arrived on the lakelet's brink,
There was but little time to think.
The frog leaped in, and almost brought her
Bound guest to land beneath the water.
Perfidious breach of law and right!
She meant to have a supper warm
Out of his sleek and dainty form.
Already did her appetite
Dwell on the morsel with delight.
The gods, in anguish, he invokes;
His faithless hostess rudely mocks;
He struggles up, she struggles down.
A kite [a bird], that hovers in the air,
Inspecting everything with care,
Now spies the rat belike to drown,
And, with a rapid wing,
Upbears the wretched thing,
The frog, too, dangling by the string!
The joy of such a double haul
Was to the hungry kite not small.
It gave him all that he could wish—
A double meal of flesh and fish.
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The best contrived deceit
Can hurt its own contriver
And perdify does often cheat
Its author’s purse of every striver.



[bookmark: lilo]The Lion In Love
To Mademoiselle De Sevigne.
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In female form and face,
In your regardlessness of men,
Can you show favour when
The sportive fable craves your ear,
And see, unmoved by fear,
A lion's haughty heart
Thrust through by Love's audacious dart?
Strange conqueror, Love! And happy he,
And strangely privileged and free,
Who only knows by story
Him and his feats of glory! 
If on this subject you are wont
To think the simple truth too blunt,
The fabulous may less affront;
Which now, inspired with gratitude,
Yea, kindled into zeal most fervent,
Does venture to intrude
Within your maiden solitude,
And kneel, your humble servant.—
In times when animals were speakers,
Among the quadrupedal seekers
Of our alliance
There came the lions.
And why not? for then
They yielded not to men
In point of courage or of sense,
Nor were in looks without pretence.
A high-born lion, on his way
Across a meadow, met one day
A shepherdess, who charmed him so,
That, as such matters ought to go,
He sought the maiden for his bride.
Her sire, it cannot be denied,
Had much preferred a son-in-law
Of less terrific mouth and paw.
It was not easy to decide—
The lion might the gift abuse—
It was not quite prudent to refuse.
And if refusal there should be,
Perhaps a marriage one would see,
Some morning, made clandestinely.
For, over and above
The fact that she could bear
With none but males of martial air,
The lady was in love
With him of shaggy hair.
Her sire, much wanting cover
To send away the lover,
Thus spoke: 'My daughter, sir,
Is delicate. I fear to her
Your fond caressings
Will prove rough blessings.
To banish all alarm
About such sort of harm,
Permit us to remove the cause,
By filing off your teeth and claws.
In such a case, your royal kiss
Will be to her a safer bliss,
And to yourself a sweeter;
Since she will more respond
To those endearments fond
With which you greet her."
The lion gave consent at once,
By love so great a dunce!
Without a tooth or claw now view him—
A fort with cannon spiked.
The dogs, let loose on him, slew him,
All biting safely where they liked.
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We may to prudence bid adieu.


[bookmark: oaree]The Oak and the Reed
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"To you ungenerous indeed
Has nature been, my humble friend,
With weakness aye obliged to bend.
The smallest bird that flits in air
Is quite too much for you to bear;
The slightest wind that wreathes the lake
Your ever-trembling head does shake.
The while, my towering form
Dares with the mountain top
The solar blaze to stop,
And wrestle with the storm.
What seems to you the blast of death,
To me is but a zephyr's breath.
Beneath my branches had you grown,
That spread far round their friendly bower,
Less suffering would your life have known,
Defended from the tempest's power.
Unhappily you oftenest show
In open air your slender form,
Along the marshes wet and low,
That fringe the kingdom of the storm.
To you, declare I must,
Dame Nature seems unjust."
Then modestly replied the reed:
"Your pity, sir, is kind indeed,
But wholly needless for my sake.
The wildest wind that ever blew
Is safe to me compared with you.
I bend, indeed, but never break.
Thus far, I own, the hurricane
Has beat your sturdy back in vain;
But wait the end." Just at the word,
The tempest's hollow voice was heard.
The North sent forth her fiercest child,
Dark, jagged, pitiless, and wild.
The oak, erect, endured the blow;
The reed bowed gracefully and low.
But, gathering up its strength once more,
In greater fury than before,
The savage blast
Overthrew, at last,
That proud, old, sky-encircled head,
Whose feet entwined the empire of the dead!



[bookmark: thiedon]The Thieves and the Ass
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Had of a donkey got possession,
Whereon a strife arose,
Which went from words to blows.
The question was, to sell, or not to sell;
But while our sturdy champions fought it well,
Another thief, who chanced to pass,
With ready wit rode off the ass.
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Some province poor, or prostrate nation.
The thieves are princes this and that,
On spoils and plunder prone to fat,—
As those of Austria, Turkey, Hungary.
(Instead of two, I have quoted three—
Enough of such commodity.)
These powers engaged in war all,
Some fourth thief stops the quarrel,
According all to one key,
By riding off the donkey.
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Name________________________________	15 points
[image: C:\Users\cring\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\Temporary Internet Files\Content.IE5\AFJ6D2DI\MC900410675[1].wmf]Analyze the lives of the following ages.  Think about what kind of life changes they could be going through, what they are interested in, what they are learning to do in school, and even what they don’t like.  Write it down!
Preschool-kindergarten (4-6 years)
· Life changes:
· Learning in school:
· Interests or hobbies:
· Dislikes:
· More:

1st grade/2nd grade (6-8 years)
· Life changes:
· Learning in school:
· Interests or hobbies:
· Dislikes:
· More:


3rd grade/4th grade (8-10 years)
· Life changes:
· Learning in school:
· Interests or hobbies:
· Dislikes:
· More:

5th grade/6th grade (10-12 years)
· Life changes:
· Learning in school:
· Interests or hobbies:
· Dislikes:
· More:

7th grade/8th grade (12-14 years)
· Life changes:
· Learning in school:
· Interests or hobbies:
· Dislikes:
· More:
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