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he Demon in the Teahouse
: Dorothy and Thomas Hoobler

Michael Plasmeier
3/8/2004 |
PD.:1/2 \

Seikei’s Journal

Chap. 1
Well, I am back, part of the service of Judge Ooka. Right now, I am learning hlz)w
to shoot a bow from Bunzo, the judge’s helper. Iam not doing so good. It’s wonderful to
learn how to be a samurai, and being a merchant’s son. I have just come back from
helping to solve the mystery in The Ghost on the Tokaido Road. After I finish my
practice, a messenger comes to tell us that the judge said that the flowers in Edo are
blooming.

Chap. 2.
After the message, we waste no time in riding to Edo. I turns out that flowers are
blooming means that there is a fire going on. The judge is in Edo and he is investigating
the series of fires that are occurring. He in the country, and that is why the shotgun told
him to investigate. The judge finds a person who said the fire started in her shop. She
said it was a real picky geisha wearing a brown kimono with cranes on it.

Chap. 3

The next day the judge brings me to Yoshiwara, or the place were the geishas
live. Geishas are beautiful woman whose job it is to please men. They work in
Yoshiwara, or the floating world, where people come at night to forget their troubles and
the world around them. My dad had always forbid me to go here because he said the
temptations cold be too much. It was also adults only. So anyway, we go to a house
where someone died, a teahouse servant with no family. She was wearing a brown
kimono with cranes on it but, it was now stolen. She also had a terrified look on her face.

Chap. 4
We left and went to take a bath to cleanse ourselves, after being with the dead.
We then went to a fortune teller. I found this weird for the judge, because he doesn’t
usually believe in this stuff. The lady told of 2 other deaths, which both geishas from the
same teahouse. She also told that Umae, the most famous geisha had chosen the
Teahouse of the Falling Cherry Blossom to entertain now. We left the fortune teller and
the judge left me again to try to gather more information, and to follow the correct path.

Chap. 5
I leave the judge and decide to investigate the Teahouse of the Falling Cherry

Blossom. I go and pretend to be someone looking for employment. I get hired by the
owner Oba Koko. She had me working real hard. Right before she hires me she fires
Kiru a boy about my age. Also, working at the teahouse I find 2 other girls. One of them
wants to be Umae’s younger sister or apprentice. The other one made me steal a
permission just to show that I could do it. I felt so dishonored when she said she didn’t
want it. Tam a thief.



Chap. 6
The judge and the local official of the law come to question the inhabitants of t[t)le
teahouse. The local magistrate didn’t look too happy about the judge helping him. The 2
told me in private to stay on the correct path, and they left. Ithen washed my clothes to
prepare for the evening. When I came back to my clothes, they were gone! I then had to
wear my dirty set for the night. [ am so mad at whoever stole my clothes.

Chap. 7
Now is night time at the Teahouse of the Falling Cherry Blossom. Umae comes,
and she is very elegant and beautiful. Many people give her expensive gifts and try to
win her favor. 1then walk to 2 other geisha’s houses to get them to come for the night.
On the way back, I bump into a bearded samurai, which is very weird to see.

Chap. 8
During the night, I am real busy escorting guests to the different rooms, and
watching the geishas perform. Once, I had to take a daimyo to the privy. On the way out
he told not to be too wrapped up in other people’ beauty. He said a fem people lots all
their money trying to pursue these woman. When I come back in the bearded samurai
came Umae’s room. He calls himself fukushu or revenge. He gave me a package to
deliver to Umae. Inside was a brown kimono with cranes on it.

Chap. 9

Umae is very upset and leaves. Everyone else leaves too, after that. I walk back
the 2 other geishas to their house. The said they wouldn’t be coming back the next day
because they thought it was bad Iuck being around Umae. The tell of 2 other deaths
which happened before. They were both geishas who had worked with Umae before.
One of the woman was apparently poisoned and one died in the many fires that were
happing in Edo. They also talked about the teahouse servant which I saw before. When I
come back to the teahouse, I see someone in the clothes, I set out. The person was setting
fire to the teahouse. Soon the teahouse was in flames, and I was arrested for supposedly
starting the fire.

Chap. 10
Oh, man. Now, I am chained to the post accused of starting the fire, and I am
waiting for the local judge to examine me. The one that doesn’t like Judge Ooka. When
I am examined it doesn’t go too well. 2 dunking samurai, think they saw me set the fire,
when it was the one who stole my clothes. He sends me back outside to wait for the
torturer. Luckily, Bunzo shows up and sets me free.

Chap. 11
I tell my story of what I have learned to Bunzo, and I go back to the teahouse.
When I get back I chase Kiru, the boy who got fired. I catch him, and he admits to
setting the fire and stealing my clothes. It is soon night again, and Oba Koko hires me
again. I watch Umae during the night.



-

Chap. 12
That night she receives 2 gifts. She also announces she will take on Nui as her
younger sister. The party on into the night, which is soon over.

Chap. 13

That night I talk to Kiru a little bit more. He said that a woman told him to start
the fire to get his job back and get rid of me. He agrees to come with me if the Judge
won’t punish him for starting the fire. Can you believe Kiru has never gotten out of
Yoshiwara! I walk him through the maze of small empty streets because it is still night
out. Ibring him into the judges house.

I wonder what will happen next. The mystery is just starting to get interesting. 1
hope I can be of help to my master, Judge Ooka.









Michael Plasmeier

3/25/2004 Dol 7 4
P.D.:1/2 4ok

10 Years ANV/A )
Characters: |

Tengo - A black 28 year-old man who is a city planer in Johannesburg. He has just
returned 5 years ago from studying abroad. He has been friends with Frikkie since birth
and has not seen him since 10 years, when they last met in some shed in the township.
Tengo is based off himself in the book, Waiting for the Rain by Sheila Gordon.

Frikkie — A white 28 year-old man who is a farm owner in South Africa. He has
inherited the farm from Oom Koos, just after being discharged from the military. He has
been friends with Tengo since birth and has not seen him since 10 years, when they last
met in the shed. Frikkie is based off himself in the book, Waiting for the Rain by Sheila
Gordon.

Counter Person — An black ice cream shop worker in Cape Town. He/she talks with
an “T am so bored with this job; only 5 hours till I get off” approach. This character is
from the author’s imagination.

Act 1

CAPE TOWN, SOUTH AFRICA, a sparkling city on the edge off a clean blue ocean.
There are high-rises in the back/inland of the boardwalk which is filled with colorful
shops. Itis 1 year after the start of the Truth and Relocation Committee was established,
and 6 years after the end of the apartheid. Black and white people stroll the ocean-front.
The mix of the background people / bystanders is about 80% white and about 20% black.
On a pier in the foreground there are 2 people. (Tengo and Frikkie) They don’t realize
each others presence yet. Then Frikkie turns around, and starts to speak.

Frikkie (F) : Excuse me sir, is your name Tengo? Tengo, is that really you?

Tengo (T) : (Turning around) How do you know my... (Trailing off; then loudly) Frikkie,
my friend, how did you get here?

F: (Like he is meeting a new friend) It’s a long story. Man, I haven’t seen you in a long time,

Tengo. I last remember you in the shack where you hit me on the head. (Excited) 1 still
have the lump where you hit me. See. (He shows Tengo a bump on his head.)

T: Oh, yes. I remember that night now. After you left me, I went back to my house. Then,
A few days later, my cousin, Joseph smuggled me out of the country.

F: (Surprised) What!



T: Yeah, | was on my way to study in the United States. Unfortunately, Joe was shot taking
me across the border. (Tengo is starting to get sad. He only clenches his face and looks
down when this is mentioned though. Tengo doesn't start crying. Frikkie shows no
emotion due to his military training) 1 was lucky to be able to make it out alive!

F: That’s sad what happened with Joseph. He gave his life for you. '~

T: Yes. Well anyway, (Clearing up now, not sad anymore) 1 made it to the USA, and I
studied there. I got a degree in city planning because I sort of remember what that Claire
girl wanted to do.

F: (Puzzled) Who?

T: Oh, she was the daughter of the doctor who I gardened for. This was right after I came
from the farm. She always told me my art was good, and probably is doing the same job
as I am doing. Now, what’s interesting, is that while in college, I got a job offer to plan
in Mexico.

F: (Surprised) Mexico?

T: Yes. I don’t know why though, I guess they have a shortage of planners there. However,
right about then, apartheid ended in South Africa. This meant there was no choice to be
made for me. I flew back here legally and was one of the first blacks to get a job with the
government.

F: So, where do you work now?

T: Tam a city planner in Johannesburg. I am designing a new layout for better black living t‘
condition and houses. Right now I am on a much needed vacation here in Cape Town. .
This is, by the way, the first time I am seeing the ocean when I am on land. §

F: Mine too. Also, you’re not on land, (He smiles) your on a pier over the ocean. (Grins)

T: (Rolls his eyes) Same thing old pal. I can see you haven’t changed a bit. (He smiles)

F: So, here’s my story. (Pause) After you hit me on the head in the shack, I made it back to
camp. Then my buddies in the army took me to the hospital. The next day, the doctor

told me I had a concussion.

T: Sorry about that again. I was just acting in self-defense. I didn’t know who you were
then.

F: I forgive you. Now I realize what it must have been like to be in your shoes with soldiers
everywhere and people disappearing. By the way, I’'m hot. You want some ice cream?
(Pause) My treat. (He smiles)



T: Ok, sure. (The 2 start walking towards land.)

F: So where was 1?7 (Pauses) Oh yes, so the next day at the hospital, they told me I was
discharged from the army. (Looks sad)

t

T: I take it you didn’t like that.

F: What? (Looks Up, then speaks real fast) No, no, I didn’t mean it that way. (Happy look
again) 1like being kicked out. This let me go back to the farm early. Well anyway, [
went back and a few weeks later, Oom Koos dies. I was sad at first. (Looks sad) Then 1
was happy (Looks happy now) when 1 learned that I was going to get the farm.

T: (Puzzled) So, it was actually good when I hit you on the head? (They reach the end of the
pier and turn right to keep walking) That let you be home when Oom Koos dies.

F: Well, I guess you can put it that way. It just let me get to the farm a lot faster. Now not
much happened for a few years after that. The drought was still on. (Pause) Oh yes, how
could I forget the revolution.

T: (Raising his voice, somewhat angered) What are you calling a revolution?

F: (Getting mad) 1t was like this. The workers on my farm were demanding higher wages,
shorter hours, and better conditions. All around the country, blacks started to overthrow
the government. (Tengo is getting madder through this speech) . - -

ANY

T: (Now Screaming) Overthrow! What do you mean by overthrow? We blacks, were just
trying to get the rights we deserve. (Bystanders /ook at Tengo and shake their heads)
Two of those rights was good working conditions and equal treatment.

F: (Quieter then usual) Calm down, Tengo. Everyone is looking at you. By the way, I didn’t
mean to put it that way.

T: (Still as angry) Yes you did mean it that way. Don’t you remember that talk we had in the
shed. Or, was your head too damaged to remember! (He motions towards his head) You
didn’t learn anything Frikkie, that night. (Pauses) I bet you were just as mean with my
mom, as Oom Koos was. (2 sec pause) Well were you? (3 sec pause) Huh? (2 sec pause)

F: (He hangs his head sadly) 1 tried not to be that bad, (Quietly on the next part) at that time.

T: (Has cooled off a bit, still mad) What do you mean tried? Were you or weren’t you that
bad?

E: (Still he hangs his head, still looks sad ) 1 acted about the same with your family then.



T: (Still screaming. The 2 stop walking. The are next to the ice cream shop, although they
don’t notice it because of their argument.) What do you mean same? You just sat there
lazily in your house, while other people did the work. Right?

F: (Still sad) Yes, 1 guess that you are right. (Looks up, turns happy) But after the
revolution, I paid them more, even thought the drought was still on. (He smiles) This
means, that I still wasn’t breaking even, and my employees were getting a raise.

T: (Not as mad now) Well, did you improve their living conditions too?

F: (Seems insulted) Well, how could I? Remember the drought? I was loosing money then
and could barely afford even the raise. (He looks around for a way out and he notices the
ice cream shop) Oh, here’s an ice cream shop now. (Tengo and Frikkie enter the retro-
style shop and walk up to the counter. They look at the menu board hanging above.)

Counter Persoﬁ'(C) : Can I help you?

T: (To the Counter Person) One chocolate cone please. (He then looks at Frikkie)

F: Oh, can I have a vanilla please, (Pauses) in a cup. (Pause) Thanks.

C: Ok, that will be $3. (Frikkie opens his wallet and hands $3 to the counter person. He/she
puts the money in the register and walks over to the freezer. He/she scoops out their
orders and hands it to them) Here you go. Thanks for coming to the Ice Cream Parlor in
Cape Town.

T: Thank You. (The 2 walk out of the store, and sit on a bench overlooking the ocean. They
then eat their ice cream. Tengo is relaxed now and is no longer mad) Thanks for the ice
cream, Frikkie.

F: My pleasure.

T: Sorry, I yelled at you before. (Pauses) So, I guess the drought broke up eventually.

F: Yes, it did. 10 years ago in fact. I am making good money at it too. Now, the next part, I
was going to say before I was so rudely yelled at. (He says this sarcastically)

T: (Jokingly) Yeah man, | said I was sorry.

F: Tam just kidding. So, I did improve their conditions after all. I hired more people, so they

would have to work shorter hours. This also helped more people get jobs. With the raise )

1 gave them before, more people built new huts or expanded old ones. I also helped to
build a school in the area. The school is now-a model school for the increasing number
of rural black schools being built. N



T: (The 2 are still eating their ice crams, and are about half done them.) So, I guess you did
improve their pay and conditions. I just wish more people would be like you. If this
would happen, the world will be equal for whites and blacks. We still have a way to go
thought. (He turns around, and after Tengo starts talking again, Frikkie turns around
too) Behind us here on the boardwalk, the people are about 80% white. Blacks still need
to get better jobs, so they can be out on the boardwalk enjoying the ocean and spending
money.

F: Yeah. I guess you’re a part of that movement with you getting a good job to support
yourself.

T: Yes. 1am also just thinking that the Truth and Reconciliation Commission has also
played a big part in the healing process. oD

F: Yes, I agree. It is giving support and moneyto the blacks, (Pauses) and the whites who
had trouble in the apartheid. I am fortunate because my workers didn’t want to settle in

TRC. They forgave me instantly with no problems.

T: Yes, and I forgive you too. Come on, lets go. (He smile and the 2 both finish their ice
crams at the same time. The 2 get up, and Frikkie throws away his empty ice cream cup ;
and spoon in a public trashcan. Tengo and Frikkie, walk off into the sunset holding .,
hands. Then Tengo lets go) 1 need to turn off here.

F: Ok, bye. See you in another 10 years (He calls) or hopefully sooner. (He smile and keeps
walking along the boardwalk, while Tengo turns down a street heading inland)
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Tengo - A black 28 year-old man who is a city planer in Johannesburg. He has just A1
returned 5 years ago from studying abroad. He has been friends with Frikéi,_si_qog_b_irﬁt/h/s Vel @

i"\: ok 1 ) and has not seen him smce 10 years, when they met in the shed. Y2 o [ o of( ey
R | “,li, f"'.f &’! 1: e //J Ih hf" *r: ‘\d ’H Oy, \- ""»l (e (, Y L( .
£ é Fnkan — A white 2 28 year—old man who is a farm owner. . He has inherited the farm \\\
ﬁ?)m‘ﬁom Koos, just after being expel]ed from the mllrtary)é He has been friends with
v “2i>, . ~Tengo since birth and has not seen him smce 10 years, when ;hcy met in the shed. 1/ ST
é}&f \{\\\m/ \ h B \ f&z‘/(,@. res
7N Y Counter Person AR black ice crean&shop worker in Cape OWn: ; / - : — "
/C\ Q(,D { e f E R //‘(' 1 .
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CAPE TOWN, SOUTH AFRICA,; / yealr,' aﬁer e start ofthe Truth and Relocation~-4 | ;‘,',7 7
Committee was established, and 6 years afier the end of the apartheid. Black and white ‘ "" €/

people stroll the ocean: ﬁ*ont boardwalk of sunny Cape Town. The mix of the background C_f'/.-/';,g_ ¢
out 80% White and about 20% Black. On a pier in the Wy N
Jforeground there are nd Frikei) They don 't realize each others l,'T,ﬂ g A
2 Shea! g presen)f yet T hen Frikei turns around, and starts to speak. ",‘u&:(’/‘,f(é/ z .
. 127 &
/ P i ;e . ved 7~ Hh
A [ e 7 Frikei (F ) Excuse me,sir, is your name Tengo? Tengo, is that you? //‘/ Yo, ) e O, /7f v
. ‘<
6Ot Al S Kk #].
Tengo (T): (Turning around) How do you know my... (T ratlmg off, ?he}l,oudly) Fﬁker my
frlend,?sthatyo.u? You- d.d 79V ]L\ nere
F: (Like hc is meeting a new frrenaDYe&-lt—ls-me \‘I haven t séen youin a long time Tengo.
How did you-get-here? I last remember you in the shack where yo on the head.
(Excited) 1 still have the lump where you hit me. See. (He shows the Tengg a bump on his
head,) | ) .,mc,‘ww \% e
O’* s AN a"

T: Oh, yes. I remember thét,"how._7D0'you~wantftoknowwhat-happeﬂed»¢o-meraﬁeriéhat?
)

—
F:;—V 78
Ll g B
i b ,after you left me, I went back to my house. A few days later, my cousin, Joseph

¢ out of the country.
Sm3g\ee

F: (Surprised) What!



T: Yeah, I was on my way to study in the USA. Unfortunately, Joe was shot taking me
across the border. (Tengo is starting to get sad. He only snjﬁ?ewh\e@wnnoned

though Frlke),(vhows no emonw}) I was lucky to be able to make it out alive! <

e bo e il e, v el oo v e
F: That‘ sad what happened with Joseph,‘he gave hlS life for you Ls ’]7‘)‘5,‘}‘ o § m ; SN
(e “‘Hrlﬁ“\ - d‘é 9P)f !/{’5 tk{
T: Yes. Well anyway, (Clearing up now) [ made it to the US d I studied th re /Igota O

degree in city planning because I so
is that, while inCollage] I got a job offer to plam inMeXieo” x , 1 4 oo L,
\9* D ‘ﬁr\ ) u_); YO @16 (- [AAVY L7

F: (Surprised) Mexico? op Q eTooes gt Knoul A

id. What’s interesting

)
T: Yes. 1don’t know why though, I guess they have a shortage of planners there. However,
right about then, apartheld ended in South Africa.-] flew back here legally and was onvof
the first blacks to get a job with the government. j b .
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F: So, where do you work now? o U
o ' |
T: 1am a city planner in Johannesburg. I am designing’new layout for better black livings <2 RS
Right now I am on a much needed vacation here in Cape Town. This is, by the way, the
first time [ am seeing the ocean when I am on land. ok
1. ¢ / S il 5 "
(u‘?'u ESIL T . ) PPy e
F: Mine too. Also, WM on landrfYourjnn a pier over the ocean, (Laughs) L (\-R e\f \;{* i
QAN { 9.

) S vodd §N g
\r\(- / IJIG ’;
*‘r\ < B: So, here_ls s.my story. (Pause) After you hit me on the head, I made it back to camp. They
\r‘ 7 QUen took me to the hospltal and the doctor told me I had oncussmn>

= IER OO0

-\}- >
/ + T: Sorry about that again. I was just acting in self- e/ ‘;,uL{C .
Nos e 2Y//X8 Ny {‘f G, ¥ "/’ ho f.
Bl forgl)i & you. I"reahzcnew what it must-be like to be in youyshoes., L“You want some ice
cream} it tgaut (Pauscj) /My t}reat/Jq (v ;o 0| L ) d SRV Ilg._{
e ) ) ,' /
T: Ok, sure. (The 2 start walkmg towards land.) apd (s BN Hone )ni<c ':fﬁ_ﬁ

A
Cn
F: So, where was li (Pauses) LYGS}‘ so the next dayche hospital, they told me I was
discharged from the army. (Looks Sad)

p
O

T I take it you didn’t like that.

d{ 1 s paces

B WhaG(Looks Up, then Speaks real Fast) No, no. [ didn’t mean it that way. (Happy Look
again) 1 like being kicked out. This let me go back to the farm early. Well anyway, I
went back and a few weeks later, Oom Koos dies. I was sad at first. (Looks Sad) Then 1
was happy (Looks happy now) when 1 learned that I was going to get the farm.
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j s So it was actually good when I hit you on the head. (T héy reach the end of the pier and
turn right to keep walking) That let you be home when Oom Koos dies.

F: Well, I guess you can put it that way. It just let me get to the farm a lot faster. Now not
much happened for a few years: The drought was still on. (Pause) Oh yes, how could I
forget the revolution. qb x

er Thg

T: (Raising his voice, somewhat\?j_ngereay What are you calling a revolution?

F: (Getting mad) It was like this. The workers on my farm were demanding higher wages,
o shorter hours, and better conditions. 1t was‘Iﬂ{E‘this;llﬂ [ around the country asflflacks
wWerp stan?d—to overthrow the government. (Tengo is getting madder through this speech)
s Ll f,f.
T: (Now Schammg) Overthrow! What do you mean‘overthrow? We blacks, were just
trying to get the rights we deserve. (Bystanders /ook at Tengo and Shake their hegdv)
One of these rights was good working conditions and equal treatment as-a whele. (B “)
F: (Quieter then usual) Calm down, Tengo. Everyone was»lookmg at you. By the way,
didn’t mean to put it that way. . i TR A
(r“‘, [ Vi _.;'.b P)!r )f},w C? ( t ' )
T: (Still as angry) Yes you did mean it. Don’t you remember that talk we had in the shed
Or, was your head too damaged to remember!You didn’t learn anything Frikei, that

’\:«\j\ G e night. (Pauses) 1bet you were just as mean with my mom, as Oom Koos was. (2 sec
L~ S~ Pame} Well were you? (3 sec Pause) Huh? (2 sec Pause)
-\tlx -BJ\ e !
o ,‘5\ &F {1 tried not to be that bad at that tlme
i) | ] ! < 1T 1 |
) \)J' o/ -’1-"|'- I‘\" E/J'"J A'.‘,."C"' 2 j
~  T:(Has cooled off a bit, still mad) What do you mean tried? Were you or weren’t you? /07 Lrqy
Sl A JLJ
F: (Hangs his head, looks sad ) 1-was about the same as-strict with your family then.
Preword? 2 NN 1 i
6\'(”#‘___%;; . L A3 VY e a’

T: (Still sg;eammg The 2-are- sédl walking towards the ice cream shopP althoug/;s/ilrey don’t
notice it because of the argument.) What do you mean same? You just satflazﬂy in your
house, while other people did the work. Right? M e
L

F: (Stifl sad) Yes, I guess that you are right. (Looks up, turns happy) But after the revolution,
I paid them even more, even thought the drought was still on.. ThlS means, that I still
wasn’t breaking even, and my employees were getting a ralse{ b

T: (Not as mad now) Well, did you improve their living condltLons as wel-l'? R

7 < Jf‘“”f(-

F: (Seems insulted) Well, how could I? Remember the dmught‘?UOh herea#;—émce crey ! &
shop now. (Tengo and Frikei stop in front of an old fashioned ice cream parlor. They [0
walk up to the counter and look at the menu board hanging above.) }
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Counter Person (C): Can I help you?

T: (To the Counter Person) One chocolate ,Qone please. (He then looks a Frikei)

._

Dy LY
F: Oh, can I have a vamlla please m a cup (Pause) Thanks

e S 1
-~ R

- C Ok., that will be $3 (She vbc?lks over and 5coops* out their orders and hands it to them)
v R 2 Here you go. Thanks for co c\’mmg to the Ice Cream Parlqr in Cape Town.
— < 35 s The me ne,, Puls 1, (edis {—(
:ET Thank You. (The 2 walk out of the srore and sit on a bench overlookmg the ocean. They
3 then eat their ice cream. Tengo is relaxed now and is no longer mad) Thanks for the ice
I cream, Frikei.

v & 7N
X Sy f_ F: My pleasure. g @)
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~— 2 T: Sorry, I yelled at you like beforeKSO I guess the drought broke up eventually.
\J o ,31 .2 \
= F: Yup, itdid. 10 years ago in fact. I am making good moneytoo. Now, the next part, I was
gomg to say before [ was so ruddily yelled at. (He says this sarcastically)
. il SN ——
T“’ eai1 'I sa1 was SOITY. 3
vy wor K Yot
F:1am just k1ddir{1}g So, I did improve COndmons after all. 1 hired more people, so they
would have shorter hours. This also helped more people get jobs. With the money
e Uneyy before, more people built new huts or expanded old ones. Ialso helped to build a school
- : in the area. The school is now a model school for the increasing number of rural black

school | Y| . . ;
© S‘ Lmi’J lUl f ‘ : l\{f_' h}m( .f,y’w,'llfl
T (The 2 are still eating their ice crams, are abour half done them.) So, 1 guess you did [ 1ap P
X“"»E " improve/pay and conditions. I just wish more people would be like you. -Then; the world Fred)
~ will be equal for whites and blacks. We still have a way to go thought. (He rurns

around, and after Tengo starts talking again, Frikei turns around too) Behind us here on

the boardwalk, the people are about 80% White. Blacks still need to get better jobs, so
they can be out,.on the boardwalk enjoying the ocean. nd € ofen d (! !'ﬂ g money

o
F: Yeah. I guess you re a part of that movement with you getting a good job to support you.

TTJ _:l— om \!'_‘.' ‘1”;1{7 ‘[Lj)"

The Truth and Relocatloﬁ Comhittee has also had a big part in the healing process. UC ( ween 4 he

fdee
F: Yes, I agree. It is giving support and money to the blacks, (Pauses) and the whites who ‘9
had trouble in the apartheldw My workers didn’t want to settle in TRC. They forgave me
IDSlanﬂY o ino pteblens f om Prhmte beravee

(W)

T: Yes, and 1 d@utoo Come on, lets go. (He smile and the 2 both finish their ice crams at the )
same time. The 2 get up, and Frikei throws away his empty ice cream cup and spoon. ), ¢l /’Cu l’/ <
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Tengo and Frikei, walk off into the sunset‘%’wh’;n‘g-f/ands. Then Tengo lets go) I need to

turn off here.

1 LpLLES

F: Ok, bye. See you in another 10 years (He calls) or‘]’hopefully sooner. (He smile and keeps
walking along the boardwalk, while Tengo turns down a street heading inland)

) / / /.
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ACT

To provide for the investigation and the establishment of as complete a picture

aspossible of the nature, gauses and extent of gross violations of human rights

_committed during the period from 1 March 1960 to the cut-off date contemplated

——

in the Constitution, within or outside the Republic, emanating from the
conflicts of the past, and the fate or whereabouts of the victims of such

violations; the granting of amnesty to persons who make full disclosure of all

the relevant facts relating té acts associated Qizh a ﬁélitical objective
committed in the course of the confligfs of therpast during the said period;
affording victims an opportunity to relate the violations they suffered; the
taking of measures aimed at the granting of reparation to, and the
rehabilitation and the restoration of the human and civil dignity of, victims
of violations of human rights; reporting to the Nation about such violations
and victims; the making of recommendations aimed at the prevention of the
commission of gross violations of human rights; and for the said purposes to
provide for the establishment of a ?Epth and Reconciliation Commission, a
Committee on Human Rights Violations, a Committee on Amnesty and a Committee on
Reparation and Rehabilitation; and to confer certain powers on, assign certain
functions to and impose certain duties upon that Commission and those
Committees; and to provide for matters connected therewith.

SINCE the Constitution of the Republic of South Africa, 19293 (Act No. 200 of
1993), provides a historic bridge between the past Qf a deeply divided society
characféfiied by strife, conflict, untold7§ufferingwand_injustiéétngﬁéhé future
founded on the recognition of human rights, democracy and peaceful co-existence
-for all South Africans, irrespective of colour; racé, class, belief or sex;

AND SINCE it is deemed necessary to establish the truth in relation to past

events as well as the motives for and circumstances in which gross violations

http://www.doj.gov.za/trc/legal/act9534 . htm | 3/15/2004



EuropaWorld 2/3/2001 The Truth and Reconciliation Committee Page 1 of2 °

Tl d Reconciliation Commission (TRC) was created by Nelson Mandela's
Government o o enable Sou ricans to e to terms with

an extremely troubled past. South Africa's apartheid system - and anti-apartheid
‘struggle - resulted in violence and human rights abuses from which no section of
society escaped. The TRC was established to investigate the violations that took place
between 1960 and 1994, to provide support and reparation to victims' and their
families, and to compile a full and objective record of the effects of ‘apartheid on South
African society. Perpetrators of any politwally -motivated acts - including violations or
abuse - could apply f for amnesty from the TRC in return for providing a full account of
their actions. e —

http://www.europaworld.org/issue24/thetruthandreconciliationcommittee2301.htm 3/15/2004
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Pool Boy Interview

Interviewer (I): This is Channel 10 talking to the new owner of Mores Pool Cleaning Service,
Brett Gerson. His father has been jailed for insider trading, which is the same crime, the
got Martha Stewart for. Brett’s journey is wonderfully recorded in Michael Simmons’
new book, Pool Boy. We are so glad he is here to join us. So Brett, what was it like for

you when you heard that you dad was going to jail?

Brett Gerson (B): I was just shocked at first. Then my mom told me that my dad owed a lot
of money, which is mostly for that rip-off lawyer. She told me that we would need to sell
our house, and my five thousand dollar stereo. 1 was really mad at this point and [
practically exploded. My dad had ruined my life. I can’t still believe what had
happened.

I: So, after you sold your house, where did you live?

B: Well, after that we went off to stay at Aunt Mary’s. Her house is totally dusty and moldy,
unlike my old house. Aunt Mary is so weird, because she only wears muumuus and
slippers. She also thinks that everything is “super.”

I: So, what happened with your father?

B: Oh, the guy who ruined my life is in jail 5 hours away from here. My mom visits him
every weekend. She manages to draw me along on occasion. I think it’s a waste of a

weekend.

I: So, when you became poor I guess your family had to go out and work?



B: Yes, my mom god a job at an department store, and I had to work at stupid Fat Burger.

I What was it like to work there?

B: It was terrible! My boss was a dumb head who kept saying that I had an attitude
problem. One day when I had to take a break, I burned some burgers and my boss got
really mad. He couldn’t really fire me because the place was understaffed. 1 quit anyway
and got a job with Alfie.

I: Who did you say?

B: Alfie Moore.

I: What was he like?

B: Alfie was a 70 year-old man who use to clean my pool back when we were rich. He was a
really bad driver, who my dad always made fun of. But now because my no-good dad
was in jail, I went to work for Alfie as a pool cleaner.

I: That’s interesting, what was your job like?

B: It was pretty good, but it was got being outside all of the time. We had to suck away the
leaves, carry away the bugs and dead animals. We also had to clean the filters, check and
adjust the chlorine and pH levels. After a while the job got boring, but it was always fun
to eat lunch with Alfie. He always was eating something interesting.

I: Now, after all that work, did you ever do something fun?

B: Yes, I was friends with Frank who was still rich. I went over his house a lot and reamed

of what it would be like before my father screwed it all up. There was also Nicole who I



had a crush on. I couldn’t see her much because my mom was pulling me around

practically every weekend to go see the jail bird.

I: Why are you so mad about your dad?

B: I am mad because he ruined my life, and we lost all our money because of him.

I: Did it ever occur to you that you probably wouldn’t even have that much money without

him?

B: No, I have never thought of that. Although, that would have been better.

I: Ok, we have time for 1 more question. After you went poor, did you have the time to see

Nicole?

B: Yes, I did. Frank’s mom was even nice enough to come up with a party for me to attract

Nicole.

I: Ok that’s all that we have time for today. Now don’t forget to read Pool Boy by: Michael
Simmons. In the book you will find the events mentioned here today and you will find
out more about Brett’s birthday and how the party went. Also, find out what happens to
Alfie and Brett. You can pick up this book at your local Borders or Amazon.com.

Thanks for watching this interview on Channel 10.
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Michael Plasmeier
3/29/2004
PD..112

Pool Boy Interview

Interviewer (I): This is Channel 10 talking to the new owner of Mores Pool Cleaning Service,
Brett Gerson. His father has been jailed for insider trading, which is the same crime, the
got Martha Stewart for. Brett’s journey is wonderfully recorded in Michael Simmons’
new book, Pool Boy. We are so glad he 1s here to join us. So Brett, what was it like for
you when you heard that you dad was going to jail?

Brett Gerson (B): I was just shocked at first. Then my mom told me that my dad owed a lot
of money, which is mostly for that rip-off lawyer. She told me that we would need to sell
our house, and my five thousand dollar stereo. I was really mad at this point and I
practically exploded. My dad had ruined my life. I can’t still believe what had

happened.

I: So, after you sold your house, where did you live?

B: Well, after that we went off to stay at Aunt Mary’s. Her house is totally dusty and moldy,
unlike my old house. Aunt Mary is so weird, because she only wears muumuus and
slippers. She also thinks that everything is “super.”

I: So, what happened with your father?

B: Oh, the guy who ruined my life is in jail 5 hours away from here. My mom visits him
every weekend. She manages to draw me along on occasion. I think it’s a waste of a

weekend.

I: So, when you became poor I guess your family had to go out and work?
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B: Yes, my mom god a job at an department store, and I had to work at stupid Fat Burger.

I: What was it like to work there?

B: It was terrible! My boss was a dumb head who kept saying that [ had an attitude
problem. One day when I had to take a break, I burned some burgers and my boss got
really mad. He couldn’t really fire me because the place was understaffed. I quit anyway
and got a job with Alfie.

[: Who did you say?

B: Alfie Moore.

[: What was he like?

B: Alfie was a 70 year-old man who use to clean my pool back when we were rich. He was a
really bad driver, who my dad always made fun of. But now because my no-good dad
was in jail, I went to work for Alfie as a pool cleaner.

I: That’s interesting, what was your job like?

B: It was pretty good, but it was got being outside all of the time. We had to suck away the
leaves, carry away the bugs and dead animals. We also had to clean the filters, check and
adjust the chlorine and pH levels. After a while the job got boring, but it was always fun
to eat lunch with Alfie. He always was eating something interesting.

I: Now, after all that work, did you ever do something fun?

B: Yes, I was friends with Frank who was still rich. I went over his house a lot and reamed

of what it would be like before my father screwed it all up. There was also Nicole who I
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had a crush on. I couldn’t see her much because my mom was pulling me around

practically every weekend to go see the jail bird.
I: Why are you so mad about your dad?
B:lam mad because he ruined my life, and we lost all our money because of him.

I: Did it ever occur to you that you probably wouldn’t even have that much money without

him?

B: No, I have never thought of that. Although, that would have been better. @ ecacs e 7 - | .

AL
I: Ok, we have time for 1 more question. After you went poor, did you have the time to see MCA ve
Nicole? (D(}' --(7" 4 K /&
) 0 z' (r ,’J
B: Yes, [ did. Frank’s mom was even nice enough to come up with a party for me to attract / r uf \

Nicole.

I: Ok that’s all that we have time for today. Now don’t forget to read Pool Boy by: Michael
Simmons. In the book you will find the events mentioned here today and you will find
out more about Brett’s birthday and how the party went. Also, find out what happens to
Alfie and Brett. You can pick up this book at your local Borders or Amazon.com.
Thanks for watching this interview on Channel 10.
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Michael Plasmeier
3/29/2004
PD.:1/2

Pool Boy Interview

Interviewer (I): This is Channel 10 talking to the new owner of Mores Pool Cleaning Service,
Brett Gerson. His father has been jailed for insider trading, which is the same crime, the
got Martha Stewart for. Brett’s journey is wonderfully recorded in Michael Simmons’
new book, Pool Boy. We are so glad he is here to join us. So Brett, what was it like for
you when you heard that you dad was going to jail?

Brett Gerson (B): [ was just shocked at first. Then my mom told me that my dad owed a lot
of money, which is mostly for that rip-off lawyer. She told me that we would need to sell
our house, and my five thousand dollar stereo. I was really mad at this point and I

practically exploded. My dad had ruined my life. I can’t still believe what had
happened.

1: So, after you sold your house, where did you live?

B: Well, after that we went off to stay at Aunt Mary’s. Her house is totally dusty and moldy,
unlike my old house. Aunt Mary is so weird, because she only wears muumuus and

slippers. She also thinks that everything is “super.”

I: So, what happened with your father?

B: Oh, the guy who ruined my life is in jail 5 hours away from here. My mom visits him
every weekend. She manages to draw me along on occasion. I think it’s a waste of a

weekend.

I: So, when you became poor I guess your family had to go out and work?
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B: Yes, my mom god a job at an department store, and I had to work at stupid Fat Burger.

I: What was it like to work there?

B: It was terrible! My boss was a dumb head who kept saying that I had an attitude
problem. One day when I had to take a break, I burned some burgers and my boss got
really mad. He couldn’t really fire me because the place was understaffed. I quit anyway
and got a job with Alfie.

I: Who did you say?

B: Alfie Moore.

I: What was he like?

B: Alfie was a 70 year-old man who use to clean my pool back when we were rich. He was a

really bad driver, who my dad always made fun of. But now because my no-good dad

was in jail, [ went to work for Alfie as a pool cleaner.
I: That’s interesting, what was your job like?

B: It was pretty good, but it was got being outside all of the time. We had to suck away the
leaves, carry away the bugs and dead animals. We also had to clean the filters, check and
adjust the chlorine and pH levels. After a while the job got boring, but it was always fun

to eat lunch with Alfie. He always was eating something interesting.
I: Now, after all that work, did you ever do something fun?

B: Yes, I was friends with Frank who was still rich. I went over his house a lot and reamed

of what it would be like before my father screwed it all up. There was also Nicole who I



had a crush on. I couldn’t see her much because my mom was pulling me around

practically every weekend to go see the jail bird.
I: Why are you so mad about your dad?
B:Tam mad because he ruined my life, and we lost all our money because of him.

I: Did it ever occur to you that you probably wouldn’t even have that much money without
him?
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I: Ok, we have time for 1 more question. After you went poor, did you have the timetosee ¢/ 5€

Nicole? 1o

B: Yes, [ did. Frank’s mom was even nice enough to come up with a party for me to attract

Nicole.

I: Ok that’s all that we have time for today. Now don’t forget to read Pool Boy by: Michael
Simmons. In the book you will find the events mentioned here today and you will find
out more about Brett’s birthday and how the party went. Also, find out what happens to
Alfie and Brett. You can pick up this book at your local Borders or Amazon.com.
Thanks for watching this interview on Channel 10.
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Michael Plasmeier

To: Teen Newsweek Editor (editor@teennewsweek.com)
Subject: Wild about Zoos

Dear Teen Newsweek,

I just read your article about keeping animals in zoos. First, I want to inform you that
your question at the bottom of the page is, “ Are zoos good for animals?” The obvious answer is
no. Zoos are not good for animals because they keep animals in cages. However, I thing your
question should have been, and which is what the article focused on is, “Are zoos beneficial?”
This question would mean is it right for us to keep animals for the good of humans and to protect
them.

I would answer yes to that question. A zoo helps people learn and be around animals.
When people are near animals, they might see that animals have feelings too. This might make
them think twice before hurting them or their habitats. I also think that zoos should be more
aware of the conditions they have for the animals. This is what I think in response to your
article, “Wild about Z00s.”

M. Michael

4/13/2004
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HOMEWORK
World of Difference Day

Write a letter to one of the speakers that you listened to yesterday.
Tell them what you learned from them, and how it made you feel.
Tell them how you might treat others differently now. Tell them if
you want to learn more about what they shared.

You could write to any of the speakers from today. Your Language
Arts teacher has the names speakers.

The letter should be % PL(;_;R

You should do a rough draft and a final draft.

The final draft should be neat. It will be sent to the speaker.
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Michael Plasmeier Q} . J
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Letter from Author: \O\)
In science fiction, there are 3 main types of stories. There are the ones that \
promise death and destruction. Cracked concrete sidewalks, and dirt paths. These are

books like Gathering Blue by Lois Lowry. Then, there are the book that have life a litter

harsher then today, however they don't live in the shadow of a nuclear war. These are
books such as The Giver also by Lois Lowry. Finally, there are the books that are happy
and show joy and prosperity throughout the world. Everyone is rich, technology has
reached a new height. [ like these sorts of books, So, I believe that if qre/t;acher Just said
to, write a book about the future, some people would have chosen the destruction
outcome. However, because we had to integrate an invention into the story, most people
will write happy stories. 1 wrote one of those happy stories.

Story:

I wake up one morning in my soft feather'bed, and I can hardly

1”

“Bring, Bring
open my eyes. Iam still so tired from yesterday. Enough of that anyway, I stand up, and
I turn off the alarm. Ok, what am I going to do today, I think to myself. You see I am an
investigator for the city of Philadelphia. I work at police headquarféfé 7 miles downtown.
Even thought I live 7 miles away from center city, there are still 50 story buildings out
here. Ithink that in a few more years the whole earth will become a city. They would

need to start building settlement underwater!



So anyway, I get dressed and grab a quick breakfast bar off my kitchen counter. I
walk out of my apartment and head for the elevator. The modern elevator has been
around for a while now, but still hasn’t changed much since 2000. It now includes a

touch screen panel to call up certain floors. That’s all that’s new on the elevator.

Now, because I am fortunate to work at a place that has its own station, I
take the elevator down to the 3™ floor station. I walk into the station, and having a
monthly pass, I walk past the ticket machines. I then come up to the small boarding
platform, and I type in my destina;ion number on the small control panel in front of me.
The bar then slides away to allow me access to a pod. The pod is this sgnall light green
vehicle, shaped like a ladybug. The doors on both sides lift up to revel the interior of the
pod. The pod has 2 rows of seating and a touch-screen panel in front of each row. The
screen tells you were you are going, and also has lets you surf the web while you ride.
Once you board the train, as I am doing now, the doors close, and the pod moves out of
the station. The computer then controls the pod, moving and switching it through the
maze of track 2 stories above street level. No human required. The train never stops, it

does not even enter the stations along the way. In addition, are the only person aboard

the train, no strangers to share the ride.
So, after my quick ride, I arrive at my center-city office building. I get off

the pod at the station. | love, 1t 1s so convenient, and spills less pollution into the
air. 1then take the elevator to my 89 floor office. Now, you must be saying at least 89
floors for a little police headquarters. However, my building isn’t all that high, 95 stories

1s about the median in this city. Some buildings are about 170 stories high! 100 years



ago, 110 stories was considered to be very tall. Today that’s nothing, the tallest building
in the world is 190 stories!

As I get off the elevator, and walk in to the office, my boss greets me. He tells me

that there is a problem. The system was going crazy; it is having a mind of its
own! Instead of going to the destination it was programmed to, the system is delivering
riders to a different station. My boss told me to investigate this, so as quickﬁs I entered
my office, I left.

I took the elevator down to the street exit, and as I walked through doors that

looked like they had cobwebsbgn them. No one goes out here on street level; almost
everyone takes. As I walk out, I start to think were I should look first. I decide to

make headquarters my first stop.

As I walk, I think about the city streets with their wide sidewalks and almost

empty store display windows. They are empty because is causing such a

revolution, that no one walks down here. Nearly all business takes place on the 3™ floor.
The other stories below , are like a basement. They are used for storage. So I

walked along, (I never got so much exercise‘,() walking to the operating
headquarters. I wanted to find out why the system was going nuts.

When I reached 7™ aanWalnut, I stopped. In front of me stood this building that
looked really out of place! It was like a hunted mansion. Complete with shuttered

windows (closed), deep, dark, uninviting colors, and steep slanted roofs that went flat

after 12'1t. 'I>he building also had a track running straight into it. On the track

\

rode a steady stream of personal monorails. A bunch were going in, none were coming



out. The strange “mansion” was also not at all like the modern buildings, with the
straight lines, and the square silver windows shining in the sunlight. It was not like their
functional, economical q/es'igns.

I thought this to very strange. A “haunted” building, a one-way monorail track,
full of terrified people riding into the building. As I thought about 1t, I decided that this
may be the answer to my problem. I also needed to fulfill my duty, so I struck up my
courage, and walked up to the door. I rang the doorbell. “Ding-dong” could be heard
echoing through out the eerie house. The then door opened, and out stepped a man with a
goofy look on his face. The man had frizzy hair and was wearing a spotless white lab
coat.

He spoke aloud in a strange tone, “Come on in, care to join us!” At that point he
laughed an evil laugh. This whole situation sounds weird. 1have a bad fegling about this
man and this house. He then steps back and holds out his hand in a form of come on in. 1
think awhile, then I accept his invitation. I walk into the spooky house.

Coming into the house, I walk through long corridors of dark oakf'bane]ing and
dusty pictures of dead pegple. This hallway was just what I excepted to find in a haunted
mansion.

The mad scientist then walks in to this big central room. This room is different
from the others. This one is full with modern equipment, and looks to be newly done.
This room was modern, unlike the old hallways and the spooky exterior. This room was
loaded with hundreds of computer monitors; however no one was at them. The screens

all had different chart on them, and I wonder what they were are used for.



When I finally look up, I see what seems to be the answer to my problem. The
monorail track that I saw outsidggxﬁame into here. The cars were pulling up one by one to
the unloading booth, and the people inside were getting out of the pods. Instead of being

[N\
worried of were the track brought them, the people walked out like robots. They walked

L

in straight lines in the middle of the walkway. When they would turn corners, they would
always stop and turn 90 degrees eft/é'.time.

Thinking that this was strange, I looked up higher and I saw a machine that
looked like a needle. The needle had on 1t3 thm purple disks. The disks got smaller in
diameter towards the bottom of the needle. On the base of the machine it read, “Mind \ P
Control Machine 3003!” Mind control I think, something is definitely up.

I look back down; the evil scientist is giving me one of his wired stares again. 1
ask him, “Mind control, what are you doing with a mind control machine here? They
were outlawed 25 years ag’o’;

- y
He laughs and replies, “Would you like to find out?” Seeing the people bein{g é ]

marched into a small steel lined tunnel leading somewhere and that somewhere was most
likely bad; I reply, “No thanks.”

He says, “How ‘bout yes!” Then he grabs me by my ear, and pulls me into a glass
elevator that connects the many levels of the room. He pusses a button, and ducks out of
the elevator as the glass doors close. He gives me an evil smile. The elevator starts its

A
accent.
As I come closer to the mind control device, my mind started going blank. I

couldn’t think for myself any more. I couldn’t see what was going on anymore; the evil

scientist was inhabiting my brain.
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Well hello there! 1 am an evil scientist, well at least I thmk I an evil. Haaaaa, \\ ( 9
haaa, ha. So your little friend is going to be turned into a robot. Yup, I said he was going

to be turned into an slave of mine. He is reaching the top of the elevator shaft. Now he is

getting out. He is stepping onto the platform, and joining the line of my subjects
awaiting transfusion. Now he is going into the steel tunnel, never to return again. Let me
pull up the live video of him. He is going into the first chamber, the chamber of ...
“Boom,” there goes the door. Wait, now who was mean enough to blow down
my door? Oh no, it’s the police! They caught on my scheme, I should have picked a
better hideout. I think this one was too re‘{veﬁ;g. They are running in, now they are
T
surrounding me. They have me in handcu\f?;./ Darn, my plan didn’t work, I was going to
rule the world!

Ha, on second thought, no one knows how to shut down the system, my plan

might still succeed, your friend will become a robot, they will take over the world, and
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In science fiction stories there are 2 main types. There are the ones that promise
death and destruction. Cracked concrete sidewalks, and dirt paths. These are books like
Gatherlryz Blue by Loz,s Lowry. Then 1there are the book that have life a litter harsher
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“Ahh!” wake up one mornmg in soft feather bed. I can hardly open my eyes;1-
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am stllf {0 flred&ohiyestg_,day’ Enough of thatﬂnymy T stand up, and I turn off that

“awful’beepmg alarm. “‘Oh what am I going to do today I think to myself You see |
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am an investigator for the city of Philadelphia. | work atiny ogﬁce 7 miles. downtown
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Even thought I live 7 miles awayg there are still 50 story buildings out here, in'the. part of

[t
h ) g ~ /\l“ "l"‘-_} ¢ ‘L\ — a ; i
the city called Havertown. ‘ tnger Culy, T o O . o Yl il

N (1T

~t L el ,f ,, oG . ne A0l
j

So anyway, I get dressed and grab a qulck breakfast bar Lwalk out of m,ay o - Dig '* >
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apartment and head for the elevator. ‘The elevator has been around for a while now but
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still hasn’t changed much since 2000. It now includes a touch screen centrol pane]_,\"that’s y

all that’s new.
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Well, because I am fortunate to work at a place that has its own - station, |

take the elevator down to the 3™ floor station. I walk into the station, and having a

monthly pass, I walk past the tlcket machines. I come up o, boa\rdmgi platform, and I type
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in my destination number:\ The bar then shdes away to allow Mme access to a pod The

pod is this small llght green vecile, shaped like a ladybug. The doors on'eateﬁsude lift up
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to revel the mtenor The pod has 2 rows of seating and a touch-screen panel in front of
each row. The screen tells you were you are going, and also has lets you surf the web

while you ride. Once you board the train, as I am doing now, the doors close, and the

pod moves out of the station. The computer then controls the pod movmg and qmtchmg _
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it through the maze of track 2 stories above street level The train never stops, et even
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So nﬁw that I have amve&;at my center-c1ty office building, I get o[f at the
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elevator to my 89® floor ofﬁce My buildmg isn’t a11 that h1gh 95 stories is about the

median in this city. Some bmldmgs are about 150 storles hlg,h' 1The tallest bulldmg n,

the wor]d is 190 stones tall That isa blg 1mprovement from 100 years ago.
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AsT wa]k in to my ofﬁce the Boss greets me; and-1 say-hello-to-him. He tells me

that there is a problem. The system was going crazy, it was having a mind of its

own! Instead of gomg to the destmatlon it was programmed to, the system was
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delivering riders toa dlfferent station My boss told me to investigate this, so as quick as

I entered my office I left.



I took the elevator down to the street exit, and as I walked through doors that

looked like they had cobwebs on them. No one goes 0ut here on street level; almost
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everyone takesm The 01ty streets WI‘th thelr WIde sidewalks and almost empty store
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“it; were like a basement “Sol walked along, (I never got so much exercise,) walking to

_the m operatmg headquarters I wanted to find out why the system was- geing nuts.
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Whenl reached 7th and Walnut, I stopped. In front of me stood this bulldmg, z that looked
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and steep slanted roofsf.Afld Add blg hole in oify 2 story place arou/nd 120 story places 3‘

1Y

Not at all like the modem bulldlngs wuh the stralght lines, and the /square silver mndows’
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shining in the sunlight. Add The bulldmg had a monorail track running out-from- it} /On
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the track rode a steady stream of personal monora1ls A bunch were going in, none were
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I thought this to very strange. A strange butldmg, a one—way monorail track and
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a steady stream of terrified people riding into the bulldmg I stmck up my courage and -
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walked up to the door,and % rang the doorbell. Dmg-dong could be heard echoing Ahg ) : ’
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He spoke a}oud 1“Come On ;m care to join us!” At that point he laughed an evil
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laugh.©)This sounds weird. I have a bad feelmg about thlS He' steps back and holds out
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his hand in a form of come on in. I think awhtle“ thcnI d(:cept his mv1tat10n and walk
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into the spooky house.
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I Iuwalk through long corridors of dark oak paneling and dusty pictures of dead
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people The mad scientist then walks in to this blg centra1 room
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This room is dlfferent from the others! 'ThlS Bﬁé is ful(thh rnodern equjpment
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and looks to be newly rc=-deﬂe This room was modern, unlike the old hallways, }“ﬁlst_f/ - s
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‘walked-past. The room was loaded with hundreds of computer monitors, lowever no one

was at them. The screens all had different chart on them. q,I wonder what they are used
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for. I’g,ldnce around the room at awe of all the shiny equipment. '/ e O 11 / Wd( f o/
When I finally look up, I see what seems to be the answer to my problem. The

monorail track that I saw outside, came into here. The cars were pullmg up to the one
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unloading booth, and the people 1nsxde were getting out/) Instéad of being worried of
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were the track brought them, t\hehwalked out like robots. The walked in straight lines in
the middle of the walkway. When they would turn corners, they would always stop and

turn 90 degrees at a 'me
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Thinking that'was strange, I looked up again and I saw a machine that loode like
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a needle. The needle had on it 3 thin purple disks. The disks got smaller towalf*'ds the
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bottom of the needle. On the base of this machine read, E‘Mind Control Machine 3003!
Mind contrq}if-l think/something is defently up.
i
I look back down, the evil scientist is giving me one of his weired stares again. [

ask hlm “Mind control what grc you domg); with a mind contol machine here?”
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He says, “How ‘bout yes'” Then he grabs me by my ear, and pu]]s me mto an-
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elevator/) He pusses a buﬁon and ducks out as the glass doors ¢lose. He gives me an evil
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smile. The elevator starts its accent. )/ o < o
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As I came closer to the mind control device, my mind started going blank. I

couldn’t think for myself any more. I couldn’t see what was going on, anymere; {he evil
scientist was inhabiting my brain.
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Well hello there. 1'am an evil scientist, well at least I think I an evil. Haaaaa,
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haaa, ha. So your little friend is gioing to be turned into a robot. Yup, I said he wasging ’
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to become an siave of mlnet’ He'is reaching the top of the elevator shaft. Novﬂre 15
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~ getting ¢ out. He-is stepping onto the platform, and joining the line of my subjects.
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~ Now he is going’ fnto the steal funncl never to return agam Let-me pull up the live video
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‘o, it’s the police! They are runhing, tn‘m)wt“hey arf:-sunoundmg me. They have me in
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handcuffs. Darn, my plan didn’t work, I was going to rule the world!
VY f A mayire
Well anyway they don’t know how to shut down the system, my plan might still
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succeedi your friend will become a robot thcy will take over the worlc}, and best of all I
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Add in Beginning:
Letter from Author y: y /
\ A v
Q{J‘w In science fiction stories there are'2 main types. There are the ones that promise

death and destruction. Cracked concrete sidewalks, and dirt paths. These are books like

Gathering Blue by .... Then there are the book that have life a litter harsher then today.

These are books like The Giver by ... Finally, there are the books that are happy and
show joy and prosperity throughout the world, like.... I believe that if are teacher just
said, write a book about the future, some people would have chosen the destruction
outcome. However, because we had to integrate an invention into the story, most people

will write happy stories, like I did.

.\ Page5
3 2100-Cont. from hand written

\-.5_.t
W
Instead of delivering passengers to the stations they wanted to go to, they were

just let off at any old station. The system had a mind of its own.

Now when the system was first put in, people were spectacle of it. They thought

that it couldn’t run without humans. However it did, but now it was going wherever!



Page 6
I decided to investigate why this was happening. So, I packed up my bag with. ..,
and headed to the elevator. Ihead down to the street exit, and as I walked passed it

looked like the doors had cobwebs on them. No one goes out here; almost everyone

takc. The city streets with their wide sidewalks and almost empty store display

windows. Nearly all business took place on the 3 floor. The other stories below it, were

like a basement. So I walked along, (I never got so much exercise,) walking to the
operating headquarters. I wanted to find out why the system was going nuts. When I

reached 7" and Walnut, [ stopprf:d.j In front of me stood this

building that looked really out of place! It was like a hunted

mansion. It had shuttered windows, dark colors, and steep

~._slanted roofs. Add Add big hole in city, 2 story place around
\

-

-~)
120 story places Not at all like the modern buildings, with the straight lines, and the

l‘: square silver windows shining in the sunlight. Add The building had a monorail track
running out from it. On the track rode a steady stream of personal monorails. A bunch

were going in, none were coming out.

Pic skyscraer I thought this to very strange. A strange building, a one-way

monorail track, and a steady stream of terrified people riding into the




A

Page 7

building. I struck up my courage, and walked up to the door, and I rang the
doorbell. Ding-dong could be heard echoing throught out theﬁer‘é_‘;r house. The door
opened, and out stepped a man with a terrified look on his face, and frizzy hair. The also
was wearing a white lab coat. Add details

He spoke aloud, “Come on in, care to join us!” At that point/he laughed an evil

{ T« (| ||
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SCIENCE FICTION - INVENTION STORY

Write a SCIENCE FICTION short story. Science fiction stories take normal, every day
characters and put them in a story set in another time and/ or place. They include gadgets,
inventions and creations of another era.

Your story must include a fanciful INVENTION of the future that you create.

You must have characters who are realistic, and have distinct personalities.

The setting must be clear. It must clearly be set in the future.

INVENTION
Your story will revolve around your invention. When you hand in your stories, you must
include the following: ™~

1) Web ideas for your invention.

2) llustrated diagram of your invention. Label the parts.

N
Jd wed ol

SETTING
Make the setting distinct and vivid. The reader should be able to see,@h’é_' ar and@[
the place-— take them there! : .

Your story will be set in the general place where you live today, but in the distant future.
You may choose the year. Use the brainstorming that you did from Writing magazine to
describe the setting.

The setting should be described AS THE ACTION-IS-OCCURRING THROUGHOUT
the story. It should not simply be plopped down in a paragraph at the beginning of the
story.

DIRECTIONS FOR WRITING THE STORY
1) brainstorm invention-- web and diagram
brainstorm setting
g sketch and briefly describe your characters in a list
4) make brief time line of events in the story
5) write draft
6) revise and edit
7)/frinal draft

/LENGTH AND FORMAT: )

/ <at least two and=ashelf pages typed, double spaced,.12 font, arial or new times roman

- name, date, period at top left
- title of story underneath name, date period in the center of the page
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Michael Plasmeier
12/17/2003
PD.:1-2

The Ghost in the Tokaido Inn Outline

1. Intro
1.} History
1.2. Story setting
1.2.1. InJapan
1.2.2. 2 main powers
1.2.2.1.Shotgun
1.2.2.1.1. Livesin Edo
1.2.2.1.2. Ruler of army
1.2.2.1.3. Commands daimyo
1.2.2.1.3.1.They are ruler of samurai
1.2.2.1.3.1.1. Samurai are warriors
1.2.2.1.3.1.2. Commanded by code of respect and honor

1.2.2.1.3.1.3. They are bowed to by regulars
1.2.2.2. Emperor

1.2.2.2.1. Lives in Kyoto
1.2.2.2.2. Not important in this story
1.2.3. Between cities there is a road
1.2.3.1.Called Tokaido road
1.2.3.2.World’s busiest
1.2.3.3.No wheels are permitted

1.2.3.4 Story begins there
1.3. On the road

2. Story
2.1. Seikei + dad on road
2.1.1. GotoEdo
2.1.1.1.To set up a shop
2.1.2. They are tea merchants
2.1.3. Ride in kagos
2.1.3.1.Boxes carried by people
2.1.3.2.Used by royalty in ancient cultures
2.1.3.3.Now used by whoever can afford it
2.1.4. Meet daimyo riding down street
2.1.4.1.0rders people out of his way
2.1.4.2.A beggar came up
2.1.4.2.1. Asked for some thing
2.1.42.2, Daimyo’s horse steps on him
2.1.4.2.3. Man jumps out of his way
2.1.4.2.3.1.Jump looked super-natural

2.1.4.2.4. Man has a scar on his right cheek
2.2, Come to town of Kameyama



2.2.1. Night time, so they want to find place to stay
2.2.2. Inn where dad had wanted to go to was occupied by daimyo Hakuseki
2.2.2.1.Daimyo was the same that passed them on the road
2.2.3. Dad talks the innkeeper into letting them have a room anyway
2.2.4. They take a bath and eat
2.2.5. Tea was not good
2.2.6. Innkeeper said that daimyo wanted to try his tea
2.2.7. Seikei much admired daimyos and samurai
2.2.8. Seikei wanted to give best tea
2.2.9. Dad said no, because daimyo don’t give good price for it
2.2.10. Seikei went to get some OK tea
2.2.11. Seikei went in daimyo’s room
2.2.11.1. Daimyo was mean, not respectful
2.2.11.1.1. Not like daimyos should be
2.2.11.2. Then he wanted paper
2.2.11.3. He also demonstrated his poem writing
2.2.11.3.1. It was flawed
2.2.11.4. Daimyo then showed his big ruby
2.2.11.5. He said he was giving it to the shotgun
2.2.11.6. Seikei left
2.2.12. That night Seikei talks with the paper merchant’s girl
2.2.12.1. She tells a story of spirits
2.2.13. Seikei goes to bed
2.2.13.1. Can’tsleep
2.2.13.2. Spirit image stuck in head
2.2.14. Think he sees spirit walk down hall
2.2.15. He wakes up, new day
2.2.16. Seikei and Dad can’t leave
2.2.16.1. Hakuseki reports something stole
2.2.16.1.1. Was the jewel he want to give to the emperor
2.2.16.2. Judge would be coming to solve crime
2.2.16.3. Judge Ooka came
2.2.16.3.1. He was called Sherlock Holmes of Japan
2.2.16.3.2. Real person

2.2:16.3.2.1. Rest of story made up
2.2.16.3.3. Judge History

2216331, Officials of shotgun

2:.2:10:3.3.2, Rank of about samurai

22162333 Can use torture

2.2.16.3.4. Searched everyone rooms
2.2.16.3.5. Found fake jewel in papermaker’s room
2.2.16.3.6. Seikei tells of spirit
2.2.16.3.7. Judge asks for Seikei to come with him
2.2.16.3.8. Find tunnel in the inn
22.16.3.8.1. Tunnel leads to ground were kabuki troop was
performing
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2.2.16.3.8.2. You get all muddy when you come out of the tunnel
2.2.16.3.9. Judge then “lent” Seikei and promised to return him in Edo
2.3. In Judge’s house
2.3.1. Seikei learns to ride a horse
2.3.2. Seikei gets a wooden sword
2.3.3. Takes hot bath
2.3.4. Admires Judge’s rock garden
2.4. They go on trail of thief
2.5. On Tokaido Road
2.5.1. Meet soup seller who told of acrobat
2.5.1.1.with scar
2.5.1.2.Like the beggar on the road
2.6. Reach Ido
2.6.1. Rowdy place
2.6.2. Pay rent at stables
2.6.3. Watch a Kabuki play
2.6.3.1.Called The 47 Ronin
2.6.3.1.1. A story of revenge
2.6.3.1.2. The samurai’s master was dead
2.6.3.1.3. Killed by someone for fun
2.6.3.1.4. The samurai want revenge
2.6.3.1.5. They kill the person who killed their leader
2.6.3.1.6. Then they are executed for killing a daimyo
2.6.4. After the performance, Seikei goes backstage
2.6.4.1.Was disorganized
2.6.4.2 Meets a boy called Kazuo
2.6.4.2.1. Been an orphan all his life
2.6.4.2.2. Now keeps care of the props
2.6.4.3.Boy says the guy with the scar’s name was Tomomi
2.6.4.3.1. Says that he still has his costume on
2.6.4.3.2. Lead actor
2.6.4.3.3. Probably at floating world
2.6.4.3.3.1.Think dance hall with blacked out windows
2.6.4.4. Meet Tommoni in floating world
2.6.4.4.1. He says he is Genji and actually a samurai
2.6.4.4.1.1.Kazuo says he never stops acting
2.6.4.42. Wears Kirishitans cross
2.6.4.4.2.1 Religion banned
2.6.4.4.2.2 Instant death
2.6.4.43. They have a short fake fight
2.6.44.4. Seikeiloses
2.6.4.4.5. Seikei loses sword
2.6.4.4.5.1.That is custom
2.6.4.4.5 2 If he was a samurai, he would need to kill himself
2.6.4.4.6. Tommoni says in order to get sword back he must meet him
2.6.5. The next morning



2.6.5.1.Slept with troupe
2.6.5.2 Eats small breakfast of rice
2.6.5.3.Goes to find Tommoni
2.6.5.3.1. At temple making offering to Amaterasu
2.6.5.3.1.1.0ne of the goddesses
2.6.5.3.1.2.A lot of people are there
2.6.5.3.2. Finds Tommoni
2.6.5.3.3. He left the red jewel on the offering box
2.6.5.3.4. Tells Seikei to tell judge
2.6.5.3.5. Gets sword back
2.6.6. Finds Judge left
2.6.6.1.Left note saying “Follow the correct path.”
2.6.6.2.Even took the horse
2.7. Seikei started walking the Tokaido Road
2.7.1. Gets hungry
2.7.2. Walks all day
2.7.3. Meets up with troop
2.7.4. Says that they will help him
2.7.4.1.Needs to earn his keep thought
2.7.5. Talks with Kazuo
2.7.5.1.Says that in Edo, Tommoni has new play
2.7.5.2.Says that the beggar that blocked the precession was Tommoni
2.7.5.3.At the town that day they did the love-suicide play
2.7.5.4 After play Tommoni went off in costume
2.7.5.4.1. All covered in mud when he returned
2.7.5.4.1.1. Think Tunnel
2.7.6. Then Tommoni performs to give the troupe food
2.8. Come to City Hakone
2.8.1. Present Love-Suicide Play
2.8.2. Seikei is advertising play
2.8.3. Meets judge again
2.8.3.1.Says than man has been following him and protecting him
2.8.3.2.Tells his story
2.8.3.3.Thinks Tommoni may be really Kirishitan because of cross and last
name
2.8.3.3.1. Last name was Kirishitan family
2.8.3.4.Thinks it is interesting that he wants to know that he offered the jewel
2.8.3.5.Says to continue on
2.8.4. Back to the play
2.8.4.1. Tommoni to become a woman
2.8.4.1.1. Strange when a woman
2.8.4.1.2. Good at role
2.8.4.2 Play about 2 people love each other except the families don’t want
them to marry
2.8.4.3. They escape together, are cornered by people chasing them, and they
jump off a cliff



2.8.4.4.During play Tommoni looked around
2.8.4.4.1. Saw real sword with Kirishitan cross in Tommoni’s trunk
2.8.4.4.2. Actor confronted him
2.8.4.4.2.1.Scary as a woman
2.8.5. After Play
2.8.5.1.Wants him to be in new play
2.8.5.1.1. InEdo
2.8.5.1.2. In front of shotgun
2.8.5.2.Wants him to say, “I swear that I will see you disgraced.”
2.8.5.3. Tommoni says he wants to teach him sword fighting
2.8.5.3.1. Did pretty well
2.9. On the road again
2.9.1. Tommoni wants to practice sword fighting
2.9.1.1.In front of troupe
2.9.1.2.Caught Tommoni off balance
29.1.2.1. Only time he lost
2.9.1.2.2. Says he under estimated Seikei
2.10. In Edo
2.10.1. Bon festive happening
2.10.1.1. Celebrating dead
2.10.1.2. Bonfires
2.10.1.3. Spirits rise from dead
2.10.1.4. Sake offered
2.10.1.4.1. ?alcoholic
2.10.2. Tommoni disappeared
2.10.2.1. Going somewhere
2.10.2.2. Seikei follows him
2.10.2.3. Tommoni is dressed up like a girl
2.10.2.4. Goes into inner city
2.10.2.5. Only just gets past guard
2.10.2.5.1. Guard owed something to judge
2.10.2.6. Walks through high stone walls
2.10.2.7. Thinks he sees innkeepers spirit
2.10.2.7.1. Because he killed himself
2.10.2.7.2. Because of tunnel
2.10.2.8. Slept awhile
2.10.2.9. Sees Tommoni come from Lord Hakuseki’s house
2.10.2.10. Tommoni says he is bad at sneaking
2.10.2.11. Says it will be an unforgettable evening tmo. and laughs funny
2.10.3. Next morning
2.10.3.1. They rehearse for the play
2.10.3.2. Going to be a Kirishitan play
2.10.3.3. Seikei was going to be Tommoni younger self
201 The Performance
2.11.1. Walking in at sundown
2.11.2. Go to performance hall



2.11.3. See that people will watch through bamboo screens
2.11.3.1. Actors couldn’t look at shotgun and friends
2.11.3.2. Ifintersected, fan opens slits bigger

2.11.4. The Show
2.11.4.1. Begins when rich daimyo Kirishitans practice in secret
2.11.4.2. They have strange rituals

2.11.4.2.1. Magic Tricks
2.11.4.2.2. Acrobats
2.11.4.2.3. Dancing
2.11.4.3. Hakuseki relised play was true
2.11.4.4. Play made fun of him
2.11.4.5. Can’t interrupt with shotgun watching
2.11.4.6. The fake Hakuseki’s samurai come to door
2.11.4.7. Kill everyone except Tommoni
2.11.4.8. Seikei says his lines and swordfights
2.11.4.9. Play ends with Tommoni and the fake Hakuseki sleeping in near
darkness
2.11.4.10. Tommoni says insults to him
2.11.4.10.1.  Goes too far
2.11.4.10.2. Real Hakuseki can’t stand it
2.11.4.11. Real Hakuseki draws sword and runs at Tommoni
2.11.4.12. They fight
2.11.4.12.1. Hakuseki can’t fight for life
2.11.4.12.1.1. Really is inferior
2611412510, Doesn’t have honor, courage
2.11.4.12.1.3. Tommoni won’t kill Hakuseki
2.11.4.12.1.3.1. Most honorable way to die
2.11.4.13. There is confusion
2.11.4.14. Then they execute Tommoni for using sword in presence of
shotgun
2.11.4.15. Happy to die
2.11.4.16. Integrate way to confess to a crime
3. Ending
3.1. Tea Ceremony

3.1.1. Wakes up next day

3.1.2. Hasto go to Shotgun’s palace

3.1.3. Gets there he has a tea ceremony

3.1.4. Climbs in hut
3.1.4.1.Shotgun + Judge are there
3.1.4.2.Talk about tea a bit
3.1.4.3.Shotgun offers rice cakes

3.1.4.3.1. Judge turns them down

3.1.4.3.2. Says he is fat enough

3.1.4.3.3. Maybe just 1
3.1.4.4.Shotgun say lets talk about crime
3.1.4.5.Describe way it was solved



3.1.4.5.1. Spirit strange
3.1.4.5.2. Found tunnel
3.1.4.5.3. Came out at Kabuki ground suspicious
3.1.4.5.4. Innkeeper suspect for having tunnel
3.1.4.5.5. Killed himself
3.1.4.5.6. Said he was samurai
3.1.4.5.7. When Tommoni placed jewel at temple, thought it was fake
3.1.4.5.8. When Seikei challenged him the name he gave helped
3.1.4.5.9. Tommoni convinced Hauseki that play was good pleased
shotgun
3.1.4.5.10. so he confessed
3.1.4.6.Judge wants to adopt Seikei
3.1.4.7.Shotgun aggiress
3.1.4.8.Judge has one more rice cake
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How Theater Came To Be ‘ Q\
Long ago, in the land of Greece, everything was dull'and boring. People went Gj< ')J‘e
K

around always serious and businesslike. Their faces were dull and gloomy. The trees OS}
grew, but their leaves were shades of gray. The grass was a blunt green, promoting \
unhappiness. The people of this place went around the street doing work, work, and \%
more work. Nobody knew what fun was. o

Meanwhile, down in Hades, the underworld, it was a 24-hour paﬁy! qléred
lanterns and bright lights hung in the otherwise dark caves. Musicians neverstopped _
playing their instruments, and the people relaxed in the public baths all da "Ql—/lades’, the \
king of the underworld’s, temple was filled with decorative frescos and jewels. The king ~ - © Wy
himself sat in a golden throne and was surrounded by servants in colorful clothes. Hades W
was the most festive of all the gods. His bright temple made Mt. Olympus seem like
servant quarters. I hate to say this, but dying was actually worth it.

Now it was this fact that worried Zeus the most. He was also mad about the de-
glorying of his place that he ruled, as the king of the gods. Now, he believed that people
should have fun not in the after life, but in real life.

The god who was causing all of this trouble was called Nyeme. Nyeme lived in
Hades and he encouraged the partying. He was a festive god and he looked like a court \,w/
jester from the Middle Ages. He had colorful clothes on. At the end of his sleeves he
wore bells that jingled when he walked. His shirt was red and his pants were blue. He
would run around the underworld and try to get people to laugh. He created stories about
everyone and told them for fun. He made jokes about famous politicians and he also
found something funny about everyone. Every word he said made people laugh.

Zeus wanted this laughter in the real world. So, Zeu

the underworld and held Nyeme out on his palm
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this, the light in Hades went out slowly. First, in deepest caves, then the whole
underworld was swallowed up by the big, dark, gloom. Nyeme has left the underworld.

Meanwhile, back up in the real world, Nyeme was rising up through the hills. His
arrival cast a soft yellow light around him. The light bathed the world in warmth and
happiness. The light spread as more of his body came through the now bright green hills.
It touched the people, making them happy. It floated over the bleak sky and made it
bright blue. It lifted the gloom that hung over the world. The real world now held
laughter, and the underworld wa%éhd. Zeus was also happy with the results, as he saw
Nyeme frolic around in the Olive tr/eés amusing people.

However, sorry to nggi{the happiness turned into a tragedy. Nyeme was
multiplying, like rabbits do out in the real world. Therefore, over a few years time, there
were millions of these happy creatures running around the world. Now fun is fun, but
this was overwhelming to deal with. There was on of these creatures at every turn,
wanting you to smile. They hoped up and down wanting to make you smile, people now
got tired of all the fun, and they heard each joke at least 3 times.

Now, Ze S had not intended for all this happiness to happen. He wanted fun but

aﬁgh out loud jokes 24/7! So Zeus took action. He created a place. This

place was a _theater, a place were people could go for fun. The theater was a semi-circle
in shape. The circle held the seats that were elevated so people could see. In the open
part of the semi-circle, there was a stage complete with majestic columns. On the floor in
front of the stage, there was an orchestra pit and seats for the rich to sit in. In this place
he placed a few Nyemes, and he put a magic spell on the place, letting spectators come N
in, but Nyeme‘ couldn’t come out. Zeus built many more of these places and scattered V=&
> )&r}
them all over the world. =
N \a@

To this day people still flock to theaters around the world for fun. People who are*

actors still study under the great Nyeme. %‘J
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How Theater Came To Be

Long ago, in the land of Greece, everything was dull and boring. People went
around always serious and businesslike. Their faces were dull and gloomy. The trees
grew, but their leaves were shades of gray. The grass was a blunt green, promoting
unhappiness. The people of this place went around the street doing work, work, and
more work. Nobody knew what fun was.

Meanwhile, down in Hades, the underworld, it was a 24-hour party! Colored
lanterns and bright lights hung in the otherwise dark caves. Musicians never stopped
playing their instruments, and the people relaxed in the public baths all day. Hades’, the
king of the underworld’s, temple was filled with decorative frescos and jewels. The king
himself sat in a golden throne and was surrounded by servants in colorful clothes. Hades
was the most festive of all the gods. His bright temple made Mt. Olympus seem like
servant quarters. I hate to say this, but dying was actually worth it.

Now it was this fact that worried Zeus the most. He was also mad about the de-
glorying of his place that he ruled, as the king of the gods. Now, he believed that people
should have fun not in the after life, but in real life.

The god who was causing all of this trouble was called Nyeme. Nyeme lived in

Hades and he encouraged the partying. He was a festive god and he looked like a court






jester from the Middle Ages. He had colorful clothes on. At the end of his sleeves he
wore bells that jingled when he walked. His shirt was red and his pants were blue. He
would run around the underworld and try to get people to laugh. He created stories about
everyone and told them for fun. He made jokes about famous politicians and he also
found something funny about everyone. Every word he said made people laugh.

Zeus wanted this laughter in the real world. So, Zeus brought his hand down to
the underworld and held Nyeme out on his palm. He slowly elevated his hand. As he did
this, the light in Hades went out slowly. First, in deepest caves, then the whole
underworld was swallowed up by the big, dark, gloom. Nyeme has left the underworld.

Meanwhile, back up in the real world, Nyeme was rising up through the hills. His
arrival cast a soft yellow light around him. The light bathed the world in warmth and
happiness. The light spread as more of his body came through the now bright green hills.
It touched the people, making them happy. It floated over the bleak sky and made it
bright blue. It lifted the gloom that hung over the world. The real world now held
laughter, and the underworld was sad. Zeus was also happy with the results, as he saw
Nyeme frolic around in the olive trees amusing people.

However, sorry to say, but the happiness turned into a tragedy. Nyeme was
multiplying, like rabbits do out in the real world. Therefore, over a few years time, there
were millions of these happy creatures running around the world. Now fun is fun, but
this was overwhelming to deal with. There was on of these creatures at every turn,
wanting you to smile. They hoped up and down wanting to make you smile, people now

got tired of all the fun, and they heard each joke at least 3 times.



Now, Zeus had not intended for all this happiness to happen. He wanted fun but
not continues laugh out loud jokes 24/7! So Zeus took action. He created a place. This
place was a theater, a place were people could go for fun. The theater was a semi-circle
in shape. The circle held the seats that were elevated so people could see. In the open
part of the semi-circle, there was a stage complete with majestic columns. On the floor in
front of the stage, there was an orchestra pit and seats for the rich to sit in. In this place
he placed a few Nyemes, and he put a magic spell on the place, letting spectators come
in, but Nyeme couldn’t come out. Zeus built many more of these places and scattered
them all over the world.

To this day people still flock to theaters around the world for fun. People who are

actors still study under the great Nyeme.
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in the olive trees to amuse a woman.
| Sorry to say, but the happiness turned into a tragedy. Name was multiplying, like
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rabbits do. *So there were millions of these happy creatures running around the world.
Now fun is fun, but this was overwhelming to deal with. There was on of these creatures
at every turn, wanting you to smile. They hoped up and down wanting to do tricks, and
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Now, Zeus had not intended for all thig'to happen. He wanted fun but not continues
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laugh out loud jokes 24/7! So-what Zeus did; i§ he created a place. This place was a
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~some-hetpers. He put a magic spell on the place, letting spectators come in, But Name
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couldn’t come out. Zeus built many more of these places and scattered them all over the

world.
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To this day people still flock to theaters around the world for fun. People who are

actors still study under the great Name.
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¥ W«The construction of an ancient theater Page 1 of 2

Description of a Theater of Sth Century B.C.

]

The ancient greek theater was composed by three major parts: the Orchestra, the Scene and the main
theater, called Koilon. f A
500115 |
The Orchestra was the almost circular place, situated in front of the scene (stage) facing the audience.
At the center of the orchestra was situated the Thymeli, which at the early years was meant to be an
altar and later on, a place where the leader of the chorus (koryphaios) was standing. Some
archaeological research in the Athens aérea gave some clues for the existance of rectangular orchestras
in some ancient greek theaters, but the circular shape was the dominant one and also the closest to the

dionyssiac cult (the circle was supposed to have supernatural power). The orchestra was the acting

‘place, especially in the early years, although gradually the action moved from the orchestra on the scene

and -if we want to be more specific-in front of the scene, which part was called Proscenio, because it
was situated in front of the scene (pro+scene).

The side of the Scene facing the audience, served for background as it was decorated as a Palace ora
Temple. The scene had one or three entrances for the actors. Later on, as scenography (i.e. theatrical
painting) developped, they were placing on the background painted tables with other themes, such as
woods, army camps etc.

Between the scene and the seats, there are two entrances, called Parodoi, one on the right and one on the
left, from which the chorus and the persons coming from the outside (i.e. not from the Temple nor the
Palace) were enering the scene. If someone was entering from the right parodos, that meant that he was
coming from the city or the port. If he was coming from the left parodos, he was coming from the fields
or abroad. :

http://users.panafonet.gr/ekar/constr.html 11/23/2003
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At the back of the scene the were two buildings with doors, that let on the Proscenio and as far as their
decoration is concerned, they might extend the theme of the scene or even present another theme.

Along the back wall of the scene was built a narrow but raised plattform, the Logeion. It was a place
designed just for the actors, by which they got separatad from the chorus. It is certain that this happened
sometime in the hellenistic period, because in the classical theater there were no logeion and the
performance was taking place strictly on the orchestra.

The flat roof of the scene was dedicated to gods and it was called Theologion (theos=god).

The Koilon (or Theatron) was the auditorium of the greek theater. It was called koilon because of its
shape. At first the spectators were sitting around the orchestra. Later the Greeks started building the
( wooden at the beginning, from stone later) Koilon. Its shape was semi-circular, built around the
orchestra. It was devided in two Diazoma, the upper and the lower.

The front seats were called Proedria and were reserved for officials and priests. The most honorable
spectator of the theater was the priest of Elefthereos Dionyssos.

In the 5th century B.C. with the exeption of the orchestra, the other parts of the theater were wooden and
mobile. At the end of the 5th century the Greeks started building permanent Scenes and Koilons.

Inside the permanent scene were kepr the machines used during the performance: a) The Aeorema. It
was a crane by which the gods were appearing on the scene (deus ex machina). b) The Periactoi: Two
prismatic pillars, put on the left and right side of the scene, turning around their axon, they changed the
background of the scene. c)The Ekeclema: a wheeled-plattform on which bodies of dead persons were
presented (because a murder or a suicide never takes place in front of the spectators).

The indoor theaters were called Odeia. They were reserved for musical performances and for tragical
Proagones (something like contest qualifications)

Return to Home Page

LinkExchange Member

http://users.panafonet.gr/ekar/constr.html 11/23/2003



£ Page 1 of 1

http://gummiwisdom.com/cal/greek.gif 11/23/2003



nAme__/ ' 1O

AN LA
/

god, goddess or creature’s name

appearance

Wl ool cloh

e
=y

Vo personality

a3

\ & gr O

o E ¥
habitat )
‘ [ | } ) ;‘ : J'
U |
family relations
(. G ; ﬁl A {\ o ( . “““
n (¢«
\\ j 1ce on nature
1} X ( ';ﬂ‘
1 ~ “.
V4 O =1 I
Lo 5
) Vg
i | - Y L # f\
4 | L

%
Cev,



Mythological Creature

We have been learning about Greek gods, goddesses and
monsters. it is now time for you to create your own.

Create a mythological god, goddess or creature which is
responsible for some phenomenon in nature. Write the story of
this god, goddess or creature. In it, vividly describe it, and
colorfully tell the tale of how it influenced nature.

Writing Process
1) fill in guiding questions\/

2) web describing god, goddess or creature and its connection to
natur botectom

3) list of major events in stnrg/ ’ TL’
4) rough draft-/

5] revising and editing /

6) final draft

7] beautifully illustrate your god, goddess or creature
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A few years ago hatred ruled,
People burned, and trashed, and destroyed.
[’ suined houses and lives,

cars, and dishes.
Vhy dld ey do this?

ey hated differences.
They hated other races.
They wei‘e jealous.
alous at other people.
s why they destroyed.
pwhy they trashed.
hautiBy hated.

puld live together.
y should not fight.
or Martin Luther King’s dream came truc?
should all agree and unite.
ot judge others and call them names.
For when we do that,
We form hatred.
Hatred.

Michael Plasmeier
12/8/2003
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The Leonardo Touch S

By Jeannette Eyerly G

05/23/1976
Dear Dad,

It 1s weird over here in Europe. I know that you are worried about me being here
by myself. You are also probably worried about our gallery in New York. I am sure that
it will be fine because Miss Spinoza will take good care of it. Well anyway, here is the
story of my trip so far.

It all started as I flew to London, on the plane. I met a strange woman who called
herself Cecily Lodestone. The Countess of Lister. She got on my nerves. Thank god, I
did not need to sit next to that blue fox coat for 6 hours. I then took out a letter from
Nigel Graham that said we could have a painting. [ read it over, and he seems like a nice
man. When I finally got to London, I met with the car and driver you reserved. He drove
me to the hotel The Golden Acorn. I was booking my room when proprietor told me that
Nigel was dead! I could not believe this; he died right after inheriting the castle. What a
coincidence! I was mad, the painting was the only reason I flew all the way over here.
Then 1 thought that I will go to the castle anyway; I still have the letter, and the new
owner would need to let me pick something. When I arrived at the castle, I met the butler
named Prufrock and the person who said he was his long lost nephew. He also said that
his name was Cyril Simpson. So, I went up to the painting gallery and I chose a painting.
The painting was a small one; it was a double portrait of a man and a woman. When I

looked on the back I saw another picture. This wasn’t rare, artists usually paint on both



sides to save money, as you know. What was amazing though, was that the picture that
looked just like Leonardo’s “cartoon” of the holy family, only smaller. It must be worth
a fortune if it was indeed painted by the great Leonardo! He might have painted the
smaller one as a sample. Finally after some persistence, Nigel says that I can have it. 1
get the butler to wrap it up for me, and I go back to the Golden Acorn. It is late now, so [
fall asleep. As Isleep, I dream that the painting is not safe and that someone is trying to
steal the painting from me! I think that this cannot be true, I am all by myself. I try to
disregard the thought.

The next morning, I wake up to find that find that my driver has left! The
proprietor of the Golden Acorn says that I told him to leave, but I never did that. After
this I meet Hank Driscoll, you know that guy from the new print shop next to our gallery
back in New York. He offered me a ride in his small, new Fiat Spider 124. I accept,
because I need to get back to London somehow. While driving along on the road, Hank’s
car suddenly breaks down! All the dials were going crazy. When he gets under the hood,
he can’t find anything wrong with the car, and he is an auto enthusiast! Strangely, that
Cecily Lodestone lady shows up 5 minutes later and she offers to give me a ride in her
silver Maserati. [ take the ride, but I feel bad about leaving Hank on the side of the road.
I then get back to London, and I check into a hotel, hoping to never see that Cecily again.
After a quick nap, I go out and walk to the London National Gallery. I go in there, to
look at the full-size holy family “cartoon,” and compare it mentally with mine. It seamed
exact! I come out of the gallery full of happiness and I walk back to the hotel. As I walk,
I see a silver Maserati is following me, and almost his me. I then find a note in my room

that says to leave the painting in the woman’s restroom of Paddington Station, or get hurt.
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The message also smelled like Cecily’s awful perfume. Oh no, not her again, why does
she always need to get involved. On a whim, I unwrap the painting to see it, but find that
“the painting” is nothing but a piece of plywood! The Leonardo must have been stolen
somewhere! I then make up my mind to find that painting, I am not leaving England
without it. I fall asleep, wondering where that painting went.

The next morning, Hank invites me to breakfast, and tells me that his car broke
down because someone put sugar in his gas tank. While in his car, he makes a stop at the
pharmacy, and I “borrow” his car. Please forgive me Dad, but I had to get that painting
back. Ithen drive myself back to the Golden Acorn, where the owner said he found a
ladder propped up against my room’s window. That must be where the painting was
switched with the plywood. I then go asleep, being careful to lock my door and window.

The next morning, I go back to the castle and find that nephew in not home. This
is good because I wanted to look around. Prufrock, the butler, confirms my wishes and
lets me look around. I go to the portrait gallery and I see that there was a shadow, from
the sun, where the painting that I selected was hanging. To find the size of the painting, a
thief only had to measure the darkened part of the wall. That’s how they were able to
find the size of the board. I then walk around and look in Cyril’s bedroom. In his room,
I see my painting. Cyril have been the one who switched the paintings that night. But
what about the letter with Cecliy’s perfume in it. That is still a mystery. Painting in
hand, I hop back in Hank’s car and drive back to London. When I arrive, I go to
Sotheby's, the famous auction house, and I give the painting to them. The promise to

send it to me in a week. I also get them to make me a fake board, just like the one that



the thief used. I then return the car to Hank, and I get on the plane carrying the fake
board.

Well, I on the plane now. If my plan goes right, the thief will try to steal the
“valuable painting” (AKA, a piece of plywood) from me. They will expose themselves
and cause a ruckus to alert the police about them. [ think that is a good plan, Dad. I hope
it works, and I hope to see you again. I can’t wait for the testing results to come in, and
to see if the painting that I went through so much trouble for, is authentic.

Love,

Elizabeth Darragh
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The Leonardo Touch

By Jeannette Eyerly

05/23/1976

Dear Dad,

It is weird over here in Europe. Iknow that you are worried about me being here
by myself. You are also probably worried about our gallery in New York. Iam sure \lﬁ a | WA | !
Miss Spinoza will take good care of it. I know that someone hit you with a car and | am (o<
starting to think that this was on purpose. Well anyway, here is the story of my trip so '

far.
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It all started as I flew to London., A\poard the plane, thefe-was_tth strange woman
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who called her;elf Cecﬂy Llodestone The Countess)of Lister. She gets on my nerves.
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I read it over, and- hopedihakhe&mﬂdﬁupihatcastle he just inherited. He seems likea ((1// lp
nice man.”'When I finally got to London, I met with the car and driver you reserved. He
was nice and he drove me to the hotel The Golden Acorn. I was booking my room when

proprietor told me that Nigel was dead! | gould not beheve thls he dled nght after ter o Pn the Yi .‘\{’
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mherltmg the castle. What a commde\nti/ I thought that I will go to the castle anyway; I
still had the letter 'the new owne;}l\;lto let me pick something. When I arrived at the
castle, I met the buﬂer named 4Pr'ufrock and the person who said he was his long lost
nephew. I-\I(\“ S name \;vés Cyﬁl Sl;rlpson I\\v\\/ez{t up to\ the painting gallery and I choose a

painting. The painting was a small one, it was a double portrait of a man and a woman.



When I looked on the back I saw another plcture This wasn’t rare, artists usually paint
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on both sides to save money. Y“What was amazmg?was that the picture that looked just
like Leonardo’s “cartoon” of the holy family, only smaller. It must be worth a fortune if
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it was indeed pamtec]%y the great Leonardo' Finally after some persistence, Nigel says

that I can have it said-that I could have-it—I get the butler to wrap it up for me, and I go
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back to the Golden Acorn. It is late now, so I fall asleep.and-I dream that the painting is

not safe and that someone is trying to steal the painting from me! I think that this can not
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be true, I am all by myself and I try to~disregard the thought. The next morning, I wake
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up to find that find that my driver has left! The proprietor of the Golden Acorn says that
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I told him to leave, but I never did that, Ithen meet Hank Driscoll, you know that guy
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from the new print shop next to our gallery back in New York, and-he offers me a ride in
his small, new Fiat Spider 124. I accept, because I need to get back to London somehow.
While driving along on the road, Hank’s car suddenly breaks down! All the dials were
going crazy. When he gets under the hood, he can’t find anything wrong with the car,
and he is an auto enthusiast! Strangely, that Cecily Lodestone lady shows up 5 minutes
later and she offers to give me a ride in her silver Maserati. I take the ride, but I feel bad
about leaving Hank on the side of the ro%d I then get back to London, and I check into a
hotel, hoping to never see that Cecily again. ) I tﬂer; éol L)ut and walk to the London
National Gallery. I {gop th(ere to look at the full-size holy family “cartoon,” and compare
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it mentally with m)l\ne Iﬂ‘lel\‘l come out of the gallery and I walk back to the hotel. As I
walk, I see a silver Maserati is following me, and almost his me. I then find a note in my
room that says to leave the painting in the woman’s restroom of Paddington Station, or
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whim, I unwrap the painting to see it, but find that is nothing but a piece of plywood!

The Leonardo must have been stolen somewhere! Ithen make up my mind to find that

fol! i
painting, I am not leaving England without it. I ge-to sleep, wondering where“fg;‘q

painting went. The next morning, Hank invites me to breakfast, and tells me that his car

Jof
broke down because someone put suﬁgar in his gas tank. While in his car, he makes a stop
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at the pharmacy, and I steai his car. Please forgive me Dad, bﬁt I had to get that painting
back. I then drive myself back to the Golden Acorn, where the owner said he found a

ladder propped up against my room’s window. That must be where the painting was

switched with the plywood. I then go asleep, being careful to lock my door and window. ¥
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The next morning, I go back to the castle and find that nephew in not home. This is good

w
because I wanted to look around. Prufrock, the butler, confirm§'my wishes and lets me

look around. 1 go to the portrait gallery and I see that there was a shadow, from the sun,

A
where the painting that I selectg was hanging. To find the size of the painting, a thief only

had to measure the darkened part of the wall. That’s how they were able to find the size
/of the board I then walk around and look in Cynl’s bedroom. In his room, I see P

medical dlctlonary that has the page for dJabetlcs carmarked. I also see all sorts of book

about art. I think he is trying

then see a small re

painting. Cyril be the one who switched the paintings that night. But what about the
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letter with Cecliy’s perfume in it. Pamtmg in hand, [ hop back in Hank’s car and drive

imself about art real quickly for some reason. I

p, the size of a pencil-eraser. The best of all, in a closet, I see }W

back to London. When I arrive, I go to Sotheby's, the famous auction house, and I give

p
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the painting to them. The promise to send it to me” I also get them to make me a fake



board, just like the one that the thief used. I then return the car to Hank, and I get on the
plane carrying the fake board.

Well, I on the plane now. If my plan goes right, the thief will try to steal the
“valuable painting” (AKA a piece of plywood) from me. They will expose themselves
and cause a ruckus to alert the police about them. I think that is a good plan, Dad. I hope
it works, and I hope to see you again. I can’t wait for the testing results to come in, and
to see if the painting that I went through so much trouble for, is authentic.

Love,

Elizabeth Darragh
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The Leonardo Touch

By Jeannette Eyerly
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- (Finally after some persistence, he said that I could still have a pamtmgq I chose a small
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H#AH2003 Correct?

Dear Dad,

Ifs weird over here in Europe. I know that you are worried about me being here

by myself. You are also probably worried about our gallery. I am sure Miss Spinoza will

take good care of it. I know that someone hit you with a car and I'am startmg to think

> “-,.'

that it was on purpose Here is the story of my trip so far. ?wordmg

My tnp started as I flew ever to London, in-first elass—Just-as you wanted-me to

r EL: o
do. There was thlS strange woman who called herself Cecﬂy Lodestone. The Countess
, 47"
of Lister. She\ggt on my nerves. On the plane Itock out the letter from ngel Graham
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that said we could get a pamtmg When I ﬁnally got to London, I met with the car and

driver you reserved. He was nice and he drove me to the hotel The Golden Acorn. I was
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reserving my room when proprietor told me that Nigel was dead! I could not believe this,

he died right after inheriting the cas’tlei‘"- I thought that Twill go to the castle anyway; I
still had the letter, the new owner wﬂlﬁteedto let me pick something. When [ arrived at

the castle,complements-of Edward Meacham;-my-driver, I met the butler named Prufrock

and the person who said he was his long lost nephew. His name was Cyril Simpson.
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~ one, itwasa double portralt of a man and a woman. When I looked on the back I saw
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another pxcture}( It was covered in dust and grime, but I could make out a picture that
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looked just like Leonardo”“cartoon” of the holy family, only smaller. It must be worth a
L
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fortune if it was indeed painted by the great Leonardo! T get the butler to wrap it up for
me, and I go back to the Golden Acom\ 1 fall asleep and I dream that therpamtmgis&t
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safe-and-that someone is trying to steal i@ from me' 1 think that can’t be true’and I ,

disregard the thought. The next morning, find that my driver has left! The proprietor of

P

the Golden Acorn says that I told him to leave, but I never did that, I meet Hank Driscoll,
»

you know that guy from the new print shop next to our gallery back in New York, and-he

offers me a ride in his small, new Fiat Spider 124. I accept, because I need to get back to

Lt
London somehow. rWhile on the road, Hank’s car suddenly breaks down! All the dials
/ i
were gomg crazy. When he gets under the hood, he can’t find anything wrong with -H"
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Lucklly, that Cecily Lodestone lady shows upf 5 minutes latter and offers to give me a

ride in her silver Maserati. I then get back to London and check into a hotel hoplng to
never see that Cecily again. I then go out and walk to the London National Gallery. I go
there to look at the full-size holy family “cartoon,” and compare it mentally with mine. I
then come out of the gallery and I walk back to the ho;cel. AL; I walk, 1 see a silver
Maserati 1s following me, and almost his me. Iﬁthen find a note in my room that says to
leave the painting in the woman’s restroorr(;: orf'g-et hurt I%gh to the police bringing
the painting and show them the note. They promise that they will 1nvest1gz£e ! ’I unWrap P
the painting to find that is nothing but a piece of plywood! The Leonardq has been stolen

semewhere! I then make up my mind to find that painting. The next morhing, Hank

invites me to breakfast, and tells me that his car broke down because someone put sugar

/[ A VN ~

in his gas tank. WhIaI in his car, he makes a stop at the pharmacy, steal -Hank S car.

Please forgive me Dad, but I had to get that painting back. I then drive myself back to



s rinovr od taum i1 wolleme vine | il viod st 1o “noohiso™ "obisnos L 9zl 120, B lool
ot qu it gerw of 1olind odi oy [ Tobisaosd 1wy 9! vd butnusg boobhr zew i siwiing
ton 2 pnumsg s el moo T one gosles lst | mouA rslion sl o Zosgd oy 1 bos 3w
VDot ous <d aso ted! Ao T lom modl 1t 1912 of gninl 2 snosmoe tadt Bos olee
o wrhigogodl hel zed yornb v e ba@t gmumiora tren od T idnuordt vili bogy i
HooeniQd AasH rocas | et bib yoven 1 fud ovas! o1 miid bioy 1 ted) 2782 miooh nshlon s
sl bae A’ weld ot dosd astleg o ¢ i qode Yoimg wan ol must vug tadl wona oy
@) 4286 18 0! boon | sausrad iqoovs 1 #01 1sbiqd te1] wan Herre 2ud a1 obis © om aastie
alsib oy A 'rrrob cdguid vinsbbug 180 < dnal brotr odi ao AW worlvier nobnao
Bt v wnorw gnidrens badl 1 ae0 ol bood srdi webas 230y ad nsd'W wxs1s _niog diewe
5 st 9vig o1 z1sfto b vodisl setunimn 2 qu eworde vbel snotesbo d vhiseD tedi s adun !
o' gmgor {siod ¢ otnt Aaors Lae nobaod of soed tuy asdt ! persssl su vl dun i b
cg 1 vizile?) leaoits¥ nobrod sds of Heve bus tiso o nsdr [ nisgs viosl) 1Bl vu2 12 a0
I snio dibw vilstouin i sisqmoo b~ nooniss™ whinest vied oty o v donl 02 oted
rovhe 8 99z [ AMlew 122 latod 9 61 dosd Alsw [ bre nollsg 1 Yo suo smroo rog
o3 2viz 18t oot in wl gion & biit aord! | o and f20mmis bae om gnrsoilo! 2 igivenly
anignitd 20iloq oii a1 oy nodi | 11ud 19y 10 . mooeer 2 nRmow ol ar gaideie o 9ves!
asivwou | sisgiizovar Ure vot 181 s2imorg varl T oton ot mad! words Lo Lanioueg o
11516.2 i195d zsd obisnosd oAT 'hoo v idg o usiq s twd geedton 23 el Deet o8 watisg ol
AosH saimom tzsa 9d T gniraisg teds bait of b v gu sdsn e 1 s v9nioe
16GL2 G 09110 9208990 nwod sAoxd 185 2id iedt om 2ilst Los Jastlesid o) s euicem
ez 2utneld desiz | qosemsde ot 38 qote B eodsmm o 180 20 r LAl Ases o 2il

T

of Ausd taevrn svith nodi | Aoed unisisg tady y9g of bad [ iud bot? wem <vie 01 wocatd



the Golden Acorn, where the owner said he found a ladder propped up ag,amst my room’s
mndpve. I go aslee)p ca;'efel to loci( ‘my doer and ;ilbndow The next mommg, I go back
to the castle and find that nephew in not home. “Great,” | think. Pn:felk SP, the butler,
lets me look around. I go to the portrait gallery and I see that there was a shadow, from
the sun, where the painting that I select was hannging. To find the size of the painting, a
thief only had to measure the darkened part of the wall. I then walk around and look in
Cyril’s bedroom. In his room, I see a medical dictionary that has the page for diabetics
earmarked. I also see all sorts of books about art. I think he is trying to teach himself
about art real quickly for some reason. Ithen see a small red cap, the size of a pencil
eraser. The best of all, ina closet I see my painting. Cyril n;ustjhave stolen-it that .mght
using thL‘ laedexml hop back in Hank’s car and,gp back to London. When I arrive, I go to
Sotheby's, the famous auction house, and I give the painting to them. The promise to
send it to me. I also get them to make me a fake board, just like the one that the thief
used. I then return the car to Hank, and I get on the plane carrying the fake board.

Well, I on the plane now. Now,(if my plan goes right, the thief will try to steal the
“valuable painting” (AKA a piece of plywood) from me; fhey will expose themselves and
cause a rukkas to alert the police about them. Ilt; that-ml.a_good—p}an er-wh\t Dad I
hope it works, and I hope to see you again. I can’t wait for the testing results to come in,
and to see if the painting/that I went through so much trouble for, is authentic.

]jLove,

1
|

\Elizabeth Darragh
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Michael Plasmeier
11/10/2003
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The Leonardo Touch

By Jeannette Eyerly

11/10/2003 Correct?

Dear Dad,

o
L
Its wired over here in Europe [ know that you are worried about me bemg here .
\JUL ol Erabu wafred  obey! QU aall W LT fS }75,,“\/ (!

by myself** I know that someone hit you with a car and I am startmg to think that it was Jwe goad cat
QY

—— o

on purpose. Here is the story of my trip so far. ?wording Men 1 g e/ %,

My trip started as I flew over to London, in first class. Just as you wanted me to
do. There was this strange woman who called herself Cecily Lodestone. The Countess
of Lister. She got on my nerves. On the plane I tock out the letter from Nigel Graham
that said we could get a painting. When [ finally got to London, I met with the car and
driver you reserved. He was nice and he drove me to the hotel The Golden Acorn. I was
reserving my room when proprietor told me that Nigel was dead! I could not believe this,
he died right after inheriting the castle. I thought that I will go to the castle anyway; I

still had the letter, the new owaler wijl I\,lif)d to let me pick something. When I arrived at
— L1 80 Chay
the castle complements of (Driver), my driver, I'met the butler named Prufrock and the
1
Nne Phde,

7
person who said he was his long lost cousin. [N His name was Cyn'l Simpson ' H/q‘/

said that I could have a painting aﬂer—*persrstenceforme—A chose a sma]l one and heﬁ" C

0 ngdhe e Fec }ff" T]‘ w03 cwered |, dof Grd J f 5 7. /Lﬂ’)‘
I looked on the hack I sawa It wasmm-thaﬁﬁﬁl?é‘@ké%eanoroﬁ holy

¥ € 1 v b g
Icarton, (nly Smallog s °'lp}.””mf T a3

! (+ d 3
family. ? Its worth .. % then meet Hank Driscal bgu know that guy %%fmtfle ne'w prmt
w(s \)gr/ in .l;,.“ Y. { "JKO l frem G0 {dgn y
trange Occurrence Worried safety q S8R
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Carry-it-whereverI-go He ... Themextday, | prepare to go back to New York, but the

dnver left! The proprietor of the Golden Acorn says that I told him to leave but I never

muogo,-
mu99a.

L

F‘”M:Ffz jc “3{ ] /

dld'f Hank shows up and offers to give m a nde n h1§‘small new Fiat. I accept, because
5(“:”{ ;i!_ ¢ \ \/\‘/ﬂ ( : Op \f [“J’ (II W 1 f-/.{, -;” ) ’wa?" \:rf/(![ljx

I need to get back to London:" car-then brealts do sag theroad.” He can’t find

}W{lp

1
onl h ¢ o OUj‘

\r_‘ll re

anythmg wrong with 1t’kl Luckily, that-(;‘.llf>y§-'?-Sﬁ17 lady shows up and offers to glve me a
nde in her limo. €ar I get back to London and check into the hotel That you rented‘? -

then go out belng sure to carry the pamtmg I walk to the London museum of Art ? and

-‘-JI"r { ~.,{ 4 _\ o
look .. I then come out and I walk afeund\ s see that eﬂccry—s hfno is followmg me. L\<I
L ot 1 . ’ . ’ ;\\
S L& G- i 7
then find a note. More p.113 1 walf to the pohce and show them the note they .. oy (L‘L
R
Double painting? Painting Stolen? I then make up my mind ... Isteal Hank’scar... 7

=1 ..

Please forgive me Dad, but I had to get that painting back. ? I drive myself back to the O{f ‘
Golden Acorn. Driving on the other side of the road isn’t that much harder, Dad. ? 1 &
then find out form the proprietor that there was a ladder found outside my room. I go

back to the castle and I see that there was a shadow from sun where the painting that I

select was. To find the size of the painting, a thief only had to measure the darkened part.

I then look in Cyril” s, the long lost cousins, room. [ see his passport with a trip to

America. Before, he said he never was in the USA. ? 1also see a medical dictionary

that has the page for diabetics earmarked. I see all sorts of books about art. I think he is
trying to teach himself about art. I see a small red cap... and in a closet ? I see my

painting. Dad, there must be something going on, because of the ladder in my hotel

room, and finding my painting here. I take some of the stuff as evidence, and I hop back

in Hank’s car and go back to London. Adventure on way back? I go to Soutbys the

famous auction house and I give the painting to them. I also get them to make me a fake
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board, just like the one that the thief used. I then return the car to Hank, and I get on the
plane. Guess whose on there... Well, [ on the plane now. I have the board with me to
look like that I have the painting. Southby is shipping us the Learno painting. Now if the
thief tries to steal our valuable painting from me, all they will get is a piece of plywood.
Then I can tell the police about them. Isn’t that a good plan, Dad. I hope it works, and I
hope to see you again.

Love,

Name



