	Wondrous Words
	“Noticings” about writer’s craft
	Application to my own writing

	It was the summer of the year when the relatives came.  They came up from Virginia.  They left when their grapes were nearly purple enough to pick, but not quite.

They had an old station wagon that smelled like a real car, and in it they put an ice chest full of soda pop and some boxes of crackers and some bologna sandwiches, and up they came – from Virginia.

They left at four in the morning when it was still dark, before even the birds were awake.

They drove all day long and into the night, and while they traveled along they looked at the strange houses and different mountains and they thought about their almost purple grapes back home.  They thought about Virginia – but they thought about us, too.  Waiting for them.

So they drank up all their pop and ate up all their crackers and traveled up all those miles until finally they pulled into our yard.

Then it was hugging time.  Talk about hugging!  Those relatives just passed us all around their car, pulling us against their wrinkled Virginia clothes, crying sometimes. 

They hugged us for hours.

Then it was into the house and so much laughing and shining faces and hugging in the doorways.  You’d have to go through at least four different hugs to get from the kitchen to the front room.  Those relatives!

From The Relatives Came, Cynthia Rylant
	
	


	
	“Noticings” 
	Application to my own writing

	It was late one winter night,

long past my bedtime,

when Pa and I went owling

There was no wind.

The trees stood still as giant statues.

And the moon was so bright

the sky seemed to shine.

Somewhere behind us

a train whistle blew,

long and low, like a sad, sad song.

I could hear it

through the woolen cap

Pa had pulled down 

over my ears.

A farm dog answered the train,

and then a second dog

joined in.

They sang out,

trains and dogs,

for a real long time.

And when their voices

faded away

it was as quiet as a dream.

We walked on toward the woods,

Pa and I.

From Owl Moon, Jane Yolen
	
	


	
	“Noticings” 
	Application to my own writing

	The night Max wore his wolf suit and made mischief of one kind

and another

his mother called him “WILD THING!”

and Max said “I’LL EAT YOU UP!”

so he was sent to bed without eating anything.

That very night in Max’s room a forest grew

and grew-

and grew until his ceiling hung with vines

and the walls became the world all around

and an ocean tumbled by with a private boat for Max

and he sailed off through night and day

and in and out of weeks

and almost over a year

to where the wild things are.

From Where the Wild Things Are, by Maurice Sendak
	
	

	
	“Noticings” 
	Application to my own writing

	Grandma wore her blue dress with all those flowers on it.

Brought biscuits and chicken and me.

Everything she made a big show of putting out.

Got up at four this morning to make this chicken.

Best batch I ever fried.  These biscuits just as tasty.

Can’t chew for swallowing, can hardly swallow ‘cause you’ll be too busy reaching for more.

And look at my grandchild.

Just as pretty as a day.

Turn and show them that dress I made you, Teeka.

Oh, how Grandma can brag when she wants to.

Then turning to me, she whispered,

Hope Martha don’t bring that pie again.

Everyone says that pie’s a bit on the dry side, 

But not in front of Cousin Martha, ‘cause that would hurt her feelings.

Grandma says Martha should be in any room but the kitchen.

Says she thinks Cousin Martha scares the stove into baking bad.

Every year, same Cousin Martha, same dried-out apple pie.

And you better eat every bite of it so you don’t hurt Martha’s feelings.

From We Had a Picnic This Sunday Past,    Jacqueline Woodson
	
	

	
	“Noticings” 
	Application to my own writing

	The song and dance man begins to dance the old soft shoe.  His feet move slowly at first, while his tap shoes make soft, slippery sounds like rain on a tin roof.

We forget that it’s Grandpa dancing, and all we can hear is the silvery tap of two feet, and all we can see is a song and dance man gliding across a vaudeville stage.

He says, “Watch this!” and does a new step that sounds like a woodpecker tapping on a tree.  Suddenly, his shoes move faster, and be begins to sing.  His voice is as round and strong as a canyon echo, and his cheeks get rosy as he sings “Yankee Doodle Boy,” a song he knows from the good old days.

There are too many dance steps and too many words in the song for us to remember, but the show is better than any show on TV.

The song and dance man stops and leans forward with a wink.

“What’s that in your ear?” he asks, and he pulls a silver dollar out of somebody’s hair.

He rolls his bowler hat down his arm, catches it in his band, and flips it back up onto his head.

“Know how to make an elephant float?” he asks.  “One scoop of ice cream, two squirts of soda, and three scoops of elephant!”

We’ve heard that joke before, but the song and dance man slaps his knee and laughs until his eyes water.

From  Song and Dance Man, Karen Ackerman
	
	


