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p Talk about a day that started out as a good day but
did not end that way. Ask your classmates about
experiences with days like that

p Look at the title and pictures on pages 174-175. Think
about your discussion of good days that turned bad
e Do the title and pictures seem to belong together?
Explain why or why not.

Now look at the picture on page 186.
¢ How has the boy changed?
® What might have happened?

p Get ready to read about a boy named Miguel who starts
the day feeling happy. As you read, notice how the
boy’s feelings change and what causes this change.
Think about what you would include on this chart.

Now turn the page and read “The Worst Morning.”
Then you will talk about how good can come from a
bad experience.

‘Things Migue! Dnc! Fegiinss Migué[ Hadl

Focusing on “The Worst Morning”

T‘h'i»nk *
and
Read
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" s Jrom the novel . . . and now Miguel by Joseph Krumgold...
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Fach summer in New Mexico the days become
very hot, and the lowland grass dies. It is then that
the men of the Chavez’ family drive their sheep
high into the Sangre de Cristo? Mountains, where
the grass stays green. For several years young
Miguel® Chavez has been waiting for the time
when his father will allow him to join the summer
journey. During the past year, twelve-year-old
Miguel has tried to show that he is ready to make
the journey by working as hard as the adults.
When a group of sheep becomes lost, it is Miguel
who finds them and brings them safely home. And
when sheep-shearing days begin, Miguel is given
more responsible jobs than ever before. Miguel
begins to hope that he is accepted, at last, as a
working member of his family. Then comes the
worst morning. Here is how Miguel tells about it.

1 Chavez (CHAM-vays)

2 Sangre de Cristo (SAHN.gray THAY KREES-toh)
3 Miguel (mee-GEHL)
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Just to look at, the morning was all right. Or
even, to tell the truth, it was a nice morning. The
sun was shining and the shadows were long and
heavy when we came out of the house. The sky
was blue and big like there was more of it around
than usual, more clear sky thin as deep water all
around. Over the mountains there were clouds
looking like a flock of sheep grazing around up
there, big and little ones. And over the house,
there were a couple of little ones, tramp clouds,
like orphans. The Sangre de Cristo Mountains,
they looked closer than | ever saw them before.

| felt good that morning when we ali went out
to finish the shearing. When we all walked out to-
gether, my grandfather told me to hang up the
bag for the wool. The rest of the unshorn sheep
had to be herded from the fields, where they
had grazed all night, into the corral. All the other
hands had to go out to round them up and bring
them in. So it was up to me, my grandfather
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said, 10 hang up the g sack Me. that is, and
Uncie E» *

| was glad to do ths because hanging the sack,
after all. s an important job wihuch you don't ask
anyone at al 10 do and which | had never been
asked 10 do betore. | knew how ff worked, though
from watching

First, Uncle Ei and | we got this iron hoop, like
@ hoop off a barrel only thick and solid. and this

4 B LAY ey

noop we put around the top outside the opening
of the sack. Then we turned over the cloth of the
sack, which is burlap, we turned it over the hoop
all the way around. All that's left is to take some
nails, which you use like they were pins. to fasten
the turned-over burlap to the rest of the sack so
that the hoop is all covered over and it can't fall
off

Once you do this, it's very easy 10 hang the
sack All you do then is to go up on the wail
of the shed where is nailed this square wooden
frame and drop the bottom of the empty sack
through the frame. But the opening of the sack
can't go through because the hoop is bigger than
the wooden square and it rests on the square
letting the sack hang down at its full length, six
or seven feet. That's all there is to it.

But once we got the sack hung up, Uncle Eli
said, ‘‘Stay up there, Miguelito.* We'll get started
and sack up these fleeces from vesterday "’

Down below there was a bin into which the
fleeces are put by the men who tie them up, my
father and grandfather. A dozen or so were left
over from the afternoon before, covered by a
tarpaulin 1o keep them from the wet and the dew

during the night. Eli took off the tarp and started -

to hand up the fleeces to me standing high up
where | was, on the wooden frame on top of the
sack. | dropped the fleeces into the sack, one
after another, as Eli handed them 10 me.

e

5 Miguelito (mes-gay-LEE-toh)
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| slowly d¢ o the bottom of the

| dropped 5 - a soft bump, There
sack. One long drop, ¢ L r': Id me up _h.ﬁre
. -1 ot been enough fleeces to no > Up, not
had n« (.»” wool. | just went down, slow, and

a0 g ¢
’ 10 do. The sides of the bag,

and rough with nothing to

catch, not even with fingernails. Like going down
d L;sm;oth tunnel standing straight up. There was

no way to save myself. And yell, I couldn’t yell
and tell everyone what a fool |

at second into the bag which

enough
there was nothing

the burlap, weré hard

How could | yell
was to be falling th
was for the wool?

| didn't yell

| didn't breathe
Outside nothing stopped. The clippers went on

And the gasoline engine went on The sheep went
on bawling like before. One lamb there was who
kept crying louder than all the others, again and
again. From the shearers there came a shout,
“Sheep up, sheep up!” Someone laughed. And
there was one somewhere singing. It was a song
called “‘Chiapanecas’’” which is also a dance.
They played it at the fiesta. The singing came from
far away, outside there. All these noises, | heard
them in the same second. | myself made no noise.
Not even to breathe

I'looked up. As if [ was climbing up the rough
cloth with my eyes, | looked up all the little criss-
crosses of the cloth, and at the end | reached the
top. Way up, high above me, | saw the sky, stil

" Chiapanecas (cheg-ahvpahNAY-kahs)

T ——

biue like this morming but no longer big ang wig

An eye, a round eye it was, Wa‘/‘up o P e:é; e1
the tunnel, still blue and with one tramp cloud .
orphan cloud loud, an

| breathed. And then a shadow went past the
eye. It was a fleece. And right away another. Elj,
without looking, he was still throwing fleeces up to
me and | wasn't there. The fleeces were going
right over the top of the bag. Another came and
another. And no one to catch them | stretched
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h knowing | couldn’t stretch
e!!ching up anyway if only to

p. But over i came, another
shadow. | grabbed at the bag BEGUAIE met.hwlshmg
| was a cat with claws. But there was nothing. the
cioth was too tight and hard to grab. And stili it
came, another fleece sailing over the opening of
the bag way up above. ,

There was a shout. “Miguel!” |

Someone yelled ‘What are you doing with the
| fleeces. Eii? Throwing them away?

—

“\i‘:haﬁ“ That was Eii. “"What's wrong? Well,
what do you know! Miguel! Where is he? Miguel!”

The fieeces stopped. And everywhere, shouts.
For me, Miguel.

“Al, Miguel!™

“Miguel, where are you?"’

“"Where'd he go, Miguel?”’

“Miguel!”

"Did you see Miguel?”

""Hey Miguel, Miguel! Speak up! Miguel!”’

I didn’t say anything. | wished only that my
name was something different from Miguel. Alex-
ander, Joe, Babaloo—anyone, except me.

“Miguei!”’

it was my big brother Blasito who thought of it
first. “Maybe he fell into the bag?"
mksaid‘(:gﬁ of the shearers, “'Yeah. you better

in bag.”

Eh yelled, *‘Miguel, are You in there? Answer

my hands. high, Mg
high enough but stf
beqg they should sto

£ - “me. M‘gue"

“He's in there all right.”” It was Saiph, the big,
round shearer. "How do you like that? The boy feli
in the bag.”

“"What do you think?”” Everyone started to
laugh, they roared. ''"Miguel's in the bag!"’

Then | heard Johnny Marquez.® The man |
thought was my friend. Mr. Marquez. Johnny was
laughing harder than all the rest.

"Did you ever see anything like that Miguel?"’
He hit somebody on the back. | could hear it. ‘‘He
gets tired of being a big man up there. So he
jumps back into the sack and goes to sleep.”

They screamed and yelled and laughed at how
funny this was. There were also other jokes.
When | looked up again it was just in time to see
the face of my father come into the round biue
hole way up there, above my head.

“"He's here all right!"" yelled my father. He
looked down at me again. '"What in Heaven's
name, Miguel, do you think you're doing down
there?"’

I was breathing. That's all. But there was no
need to tell him this.

“Is this any time to start playing games, hide
and seek, like you were a little boy?"’

When he said this | stopped breathing again.

He put down his hand. It hung there, big fin-
gers and a big thumb, right in front of my nose.

“Come on, Miguel, let me get you out of this!”
The thumb and one of the other fingers, they

B Marquez (MAHR-kays)
183
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snapped. They made a loud rloisec.j OSei',.two’ three
fimes. ""Miguel! Give me your R,

| went back 10 breathing. But | didn't take the
hand Even when the fingers snapped again, loud
and angry. | didn't want to go up. | wanted to stay
down here, where there was a shadow and it was
dargm there it was bright and blue and the sky
was big, and if | went up everyone could see from
all around that it was me, Miguel. | could only
stay down here, at the bottom of this tunnel. The
fingers snapped again, and still | didn't move.

The only thing | wanted now was that when | got
pulled out | should be somebody different from
who | was—Alexander, or Joe, or Babaloo. Not
me, Miguel

My father was angry. 'Give me your hand,
Miguel, or I'll pull you out by the scruff of your
neck. Now come on' Up!"

The big finger. upside down, shook at me. | put
up my hands and took the hand hanging there in
front of my nose. As soon as | did, my father
grabbed me by the wrist.

“Games,"” he said. At a time like this.”

He lifted me up into the bright day. He dropped
me over the side. | fell into the dirt at the bottom
of the sack. Up above my father yelled, “Gabriel,
get over here! And get those fleeces out of the
rubbns_h. Come on, hombres.* we got a day's
shearing yet to do."

4 hombres (CHMbeays)

I didn't look around to see who watched me.
They were stopping to laugh and the clipping
machines started up again, loud. | sat there in the
dirt without moving because there was nowhere |
could think of to go. When | fell | picked up a
handful of dirt and now | let the dirt go out of my
hand, a little bit at a time. After a while | looked
up, and there was my nineteen-year-oid brother
Gabriel high up in the sky, sticking out of the
sack. He was stamping down the wool with all his
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ight, and at the same time he caught the fleeces rnk apout the story Fish the chart on page 1773 by likng "
;::glh;ﬂ was throwing up to him. He turned round L L the information about Miguel Then answer the questions #
a . 1 ‘m y
d tight the way it should be, Gabriel with all the 1. Use your chart. When does Miguel seerm 1o he enjoying
?):1 'gnd he clouds behind him. 5 himsel! most”? Why do you think as you do? :
ue a X .
Whatever dirt there was left in my hand, | threw - Thlnk
it away. 2. When does Miguel's good day begin to turm into a bad and
| made myself small and | got up. :hwalkeg day? .
r hearing shed across the yard, D
away from the s g Do you think this story belongs in a unit about people 'scuss

without looking back. No one called me to look 3.

back. and there was no one | wanted to see who never give up? Expiain why or why not
ck, an .

y ® it

4, If Miguet believed in never giving up, what might he
have done differently?

5. As he sits in the dirt, why does Migue! not iook around
to see who I1s watching?

6. When Miguel says, ‘I made myself smail and | got up~
what does he mean? How does this compare 1o how
Miguel feit at the beginning of the story?

7. Why does Miguel not say anything when he falls inio
the sack?

8. Do you agree it was better not to say anything? Explan
why or why not?

Talk about the good results that could come from Miguel's
bad experience. Ask questions about your classmates
‘deas Talk about their answers.
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A character's tras may be learned

trore what thao riears

what the character says
traits do you detect in Sam from
briet conversation n
Davy™? In this scene

persuaded his mother to

three dollars and fifty cents fro

“I think that's foo much to spend

on a present for Davy,” Mother said.

“A doliar would be plenty "

“Mother!” | exclaimed. | was
shocked. “If | had a thousand
doltars it wouldn't be 100 much
to spend.”
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L@arﬂ Abour-

STORIES

“Davy wouldn't want you to
spend all your money on him. Yoy
know that.”

“ want to spend all my money
on Davy.” | said. “Davy never has
to know.”

‘It's your money, but | think
you're crazy. You dont need to
spend money to show iove.”

It's the only way,” | said. “The
hospital wont let me in to see him

e all raits that can be found

A character's traits may also be
learned from what the author tells
us. What traits do you detect in

Ariadne from this scene in “A Hero's

Promise™? In the scene, the author
describes a dinner given by King
Minos for his Athenian “guests.”
The dinner conversation is soon

interrupted by the thundering growls

of the Minotaur.

King Minos clearly enjoyed
his guests’ dismay. Not so his
daughter, Ariadne, who admired
Theseus’ dignity and calm. She
asked about his exploits on the
road to Athens and listened
entranced while he told her about
them. She could not bear to think
of the miserable death that awaited
him and his companions next
morning.

Sensitive, far-minded, perhaps
even lonely, are traits you may
detect in the character of Anadne.
These traits show more clearly
when, alone with Theseus, she
supplies him with a dagger to kill
the Minotaur

“Tomorrow | shall owe my life
to you.” said Theseus. “Dearest
princess, what can | do for you in
return?”

“Make me your wife and take
me back to Greece,” said Ariadne,
and the tears welled up in her
eyes. ‘| am lonely and unhappy
here. The palace is full of soidiers;
the talk is of nothing but wars and
fighting. And at mght the monster
bellows so loudly that | cannot
sleep. 1 beg you to take me away.”
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You've seen that a character's
traits can be shown in several
ways—through the words and ac-
tions of the characters themselves
and through the words of others
Now read some paragraphs about
other characters from the stories
in this bock. Match the characters

with one or more of the traits

in the list on this page. Choose
only those traits that describe the
characters in the examples given
here. You may want to use some
traits more than once, but not all
the traits need to be used. Add
new ones if you need them.

Character Traits

cheerful outspoken wise determined curious
sensible thoughtful cautious sensitive caring
brave careful kind honest proud
funny friendly adventurous bold dignified

190

“I'd better explain, | think,”
Mr. Wigg went on calmly. 'You
see, it's this way. I'm a cheerful
sort of man and very disposed to
laughter. You wouldn’t believe,
either of you, the number of
things that strike me as being
funny. I can laugh at pretty
nearly everything, | can.”

And with that Mr. Wigg began
to bob up and down, shaking
with laughter at the thought of
his own cheerfulness.

2. Miguel in “The Worst Morning”

| saw that my big brother Blasito
was sweeping with the broom,
which was the job ! did the day
before. So | just stayed up on top
there, sacking the wool. If anything,
this is even a more important kind
of work than sweeping, to stand
way up on top there to take the
fleeces the shearers had cut and
my father had tied, and sack them
up so we could take them to the
buyer, Mr. Morrison. | never thought
I'd be doing this for years yet. But
No one said | shouidn't, so there |
was up on top, sacking the wool.

3. Katharine in "The Tournament"’

"I wish | could fight ten times
as well as you, you bully! Yah!"
were the words that the valiant
Sir Kath spoke upon the field. It
was a cry of pure temper. . .
What followed would have to be
seen to be believed. Katharine
came down like several wolves
on the fold.

Knowing a character's traits
may help you describe that charac-
ter to someone else. Imagine that
you've been asked to introduce
your favorite book character to
your class. Write one paragraph in
which you introduce the character.
Before you write, make a list of the
traits you may want to mention.
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