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Dialogue

“There she blows!” the lookout on the Star of the East shouted.  Nineteen-year-old James Bartley stared out at the ocean.  A giant sperm whale was spouting water high into the air.  (Trapped by Duncan Searl)

“India’s pretty far away from here, Joseph.”

That was the first thing my dad said to me when I told him my friend Anand had invited me to India for winter break.  Here’s the second thing he said:  “If I say you can go, how are you planning to pay for your ticket?”  (Desert Adventure by Sunita Apte)

“My name is Qui-Gon Jinn.  I am a Jedi.”  (I am a Jedi by Qui-Gon Jinn)

“Of all the things,” grumbled Chester, “why on earth did I have to be a pig?  A pig is no better off than a cabbage or a carrot, just something to eat.  But before I end up as so much sausage and ham, I intend to try and amount to something.”  (Chester the Worldly Pig by Bill Peet)

Action

I realized there was only one way out.  I had to jump.  The pilot and copilot already had.  Both engines had been hit.  The plane was losing altitude rapidly. It was either jump or go down with the plane.  (Prisoner of War by Erin Fry)

So there I was, hanging upside down like a smoked turkey, waiting for the shock.

The stage was dark.  The theater was full.  The Amazing Dr. Spencer stood in front of me, dressed all in black.  His cape swirled, and his eyes were fiery black.  The end of his long, pointed mustache quivered slightly like the tail of a nervous mouse. (The Electric Picnic by Dan Greenberg) 

My face was pushed up against the glass and my younger siblings refused to quit breathing (although I had asked nicely), so the fogged-up windows kept getting foggier and foggier.  I tried to wipe a spot clear.  People referred to the spooky old building on the hill as “the elementary school,” like it was the only one in the world, and that fascinated me.  Sure, the kids I cold see on the playground seemed to be having a good time, but who could really tell from the back seat of a Chevy with fogged-up windows?  (Where it all began by Gary Dulabaum)  
Characterization

My sister Sophia was acting like, well, like a twelve-year-old, making me bonkers.  (The Keepers by Lisa Trumbauer)

Like most boys who lived in northern Michigan during the early 1900s, George Gipp played basketball and baseball and football. 

From the time he was a small boy, George ran faster than most everyone.  He could throw a ball farther too, and because he could dash and dodge on a dime, no one could ever catch him.    (Win one for the Gipper: America’s Football Hero by Kathy Jo Wargin)

Zomo the rabbit.  He is not big.  He is not strong.  But he is clever.  (Zomo the Rabbit by Gerald McDermott)  


Deep in the wooded hills and hollows of the Ozark Mountains there lived an old conjuring woman who knew all the herbs and cures and roots and magic spells.  She had one friend:  a lean, mean wild razorback hog came by her cabin to ear her kitchen garbage.  Some folks say he ate so many of her roots and magic potions that he could walk and talk like a man.  (Old Raw Head )

During his retirement in Northern India, Grandfather could not resist buying unusual pets.  Once he paid a snake charmer in the bazaar five rupees for a young, four-foot-long python.  Then, to the delight of a curious group of boys and girls, he slung the python over his shoulder and walked home.  (The Conceited Python by Ruskin Bond)


When I was only four years old, I told my family – and anyone else who would listen – that when I grew up, I was going to write and draw pictures for books and dance and sing on the stage.  So I turned over my sandbox for a stage and danced on it.  Then I took some blue carpenter’s chalk and drew beautiful pictures on the walls of the new house that my parents were building.  (Meet Tomie de Paola)  

Time, Place or Circumstance


On December 26, 2004, one of the worst disasters in human memory occurred.  In only a matter of minutes a huge tsunami ripped through towns and villages.  It swept away hundreds of thousands of lives throughout Southeast Asia, India, and Africa.  Thousands upon thousands of people were killed when the tsunami struck.  Millions of people were left homeless.  (Dangerous Seas by Stephanie St. Pierre)

It was unusually bright that night outside of Monique’s small bedroom window in Choisi-le Roi, just outside of Paris.  The moos was so radiant, it seemed almost festive.  As Monique gazed up at it, she thought that the moon must not know that her village was occupied by Nazi troops.  All of France was, for that matter.  There was a terrible war raging in what, to Monique, seemed like most of the world.  (The Butterfly by Patricia Polacco) 

Biggest Little Mouse wakened first.  It was early morning and still almost dark.  He tugged gently on the whiskers of Middle Mouse, who slept next to him.  “It’s Mother’s Day,” he whispered.  “Time to get up and go for our presents.”   (The Mother’s Day Mice by Eve Bunting)  


On December 17, 1902, a handful of people gathered on the beach in Kitttyhawk, North Carolina.  A man climbed into a contraption that resembled a tree house made out of sticks and fabric.  It looked so light that the wind might blow it right into the ocean. (Women with Wings by Harriet Sigerman) 

It was late one winter night, long past my bedtime, when Pa and I went owling.  There was not 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.  (Owl Moon by Jane Yolen)  


On Christmas Eve, many years ago, I lay quietly in my bed.  I did not rustle the sheets.  I breathed slowly and silently.  I was listening for a sound – a sound a friend had told me I’d never hear – the ringing of Santa’s sleigh.  (Polar Express by Chris Van Allsburg)

Ononmatopoeia


Tick-tock, tick-tock.  A boy lay in bed, listening to the clock.  He was very quiet.  He did not move.  He was also listening for Santa’s sleigh bells.  He wanted to know if Santa was really real.  (The Polar Express adapted by Kitty Richards)


Farmer Brown has a problem.  His cows like to type.  All day long he hears click, clack, moo. Click, clack, moo.  Click, clack, moo.  (Click, clack, moo: Cows that type by Doreen Cronin)
Questions

A strong wind is blowing.  It blows flower seeds high in the air and carries them far across the land.  One of the seeds is tiny, smaller than any of the others.  Will it be able to keep up with the others?  And where are they all going?  (The Tiny Seed by Eric Carle) 


If you could see us sitting here at our old, scratched-up, homemade kitchen table, you’d know that we aren’t rich.  But my father is trying to tell us we are.  Doesn’t he notice my worn-out shoes?  Or that my little brother has patches on the pants he wears to first grade?  And why does he think that old rattletrap truck is parked by our door?  (The Table Where Rich People Sit by Byrd Baylor)  

Interest Grabber


The day the tree came to stay, the snow fell down with a hissing sound.  (The Tree That Came to Stay by Anna Quindlen)  


Understand, I’ve never seen an aardvark in my life.  But the big dictionary in the sixth-grade room at school has a picture of one right on the first page.  It looks kind of like a pig with a sharp nose, and it lives in Africa.  The first time I saw that aardvark picture, it reminded me of this kid in my class, Roger Murphy.  (Me and the Aardvark by Neal Buffaloe)  
YOU’VE GOT A NARRATIVE IN YOUR HAND.
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