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SERENA

uring the next ten wecks, Louis got rich. He

went every evening excepl Sundays to the

nightclul) and playccl his trumpet for the cus-
tomers. He did not like the job at all. The place was
l)ig and crowded and noisy. Everyone seemed to be
talking too ]ouc“y, eating too much, and clrinlzing too
much. Most birds like to go to slccp at sundown. 'l'llcy
do not want to stay up hall the niglll enlertaining
people. But Louis was a musician, and musicians can't
choose their WorL’ing llours—Llley must work when
their employer wants them to.

Every Saturclay nighl. Louis collected his pay—
[ive hundred dollars. Mr. Lucas was always on hand to
receive his agent’s fee of ten percent from Louis. After
Louis had paicl Mr. Lucas, he still had four hundred






and [i[ly dollars left, and he would put this in his money-
l)ag, lmp into the waiting taxical), and return to Bird
Lalce, arriving at around 3 A.M. His moncyl)ag grew so
stuffed with money, Louis was beginning to worry.

On Sunday alternoons, il the weather was good,
crowds of people would gather on the shores of Bird
Lalee, and Louis would stand on the island in the
middle of the lake and give a concert. This became a
popular event in Philadelphia, where there isn’t much
going on on Sunday. Louis took the concert very seri-
ously. By playing [or llle peop]e, lle was earning the
right to remain free and not have a wing clippe«l.

He was always at his best on Sunclays. Instead of
p]aying jazz and rock and folk and country-and-
western, he would play selections from the works
of the dreat composcrs—Ludwig van Beethoven,
Wol{gang Amadeus Mozart, and Jollann Sebastian
Bach—music he had learned by listening to records
at Camp Kookooskoos. Louis also liked the music of
George Gershwin and Stephen Foster. When he p]aye.d
“‘Summertime” from Porgy and Bess, the people of
Philadelphia felt that it was the most thrilling music
they had ever heard. Louis was considered so good on
the trumpet he was invited to make a guest appear-

ance with the Philadelphia Symphony Orchestra.
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One day, about a week before Christmas, a great
storm came up. The sky grew dark. The wind blew a
llowling gale. It made a wllining noise. Windows rat-
tled. Shutters came off their hinges. Old newspapers
and candy wrappers were picked up by the wind and
scattered like confetti. Many of the creatures in the
Zoo became restless and uneasy. Over in the Elephant
House, the e]cplmants trumpeted in alarm. Lions roared
and paced back and forth. The Great Black Cockatoo
screamed. Keepers rushed here and there, shutting
doors and windows and making everything secure
against the awful force of the gale. The waters of Bird
Lake were ruffled by the strong, mighty wind, and for
a while the lake looked like a small ocean. Many of the
water birds soug}lt protection on the island.

Louis rode out the gale on the lake, in the lee of



the island. He faced the wind and ]zept paddling with
his feet, his eyes bright with wonder at the strcngth of
the blast. Suddenly he saw an ol)jcct in the sley. It was
coming down out of the clouds. At {:irst, he couldn’t
make out what it was.

“Maybe it's a flying saucer,” he thought.

Then he realized that it was a large white bird,
struggling desperatc]y to come in against the wind. Its
wings were beating rapi(”y. In a moment it splashed
down and flopped ashore, where it lay sprawled out,
almost as if it were dead. Louis stared and stared and
stared. Then he looked again.

“It looks like a swan,” he thought.

[t was a swan.

“It looks like a Trumpeter Swan,” he thought.

[t was a Trumpeter Swan.

“My goodness,” said Louis to himself, “it looks like
Serena. It is Serena. She’s here at last. My prayers
have been answered!”

Louis was right. Serena, the swan of his desiring,
had been caugllt l)y the fierce storm and blown all the
way across America. When she looked down and saw
Bird Lake, she ended her flight, almost dead from
exhaustion.

l.ouis was tcmpte(l to rush right over. But then he
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thought, “No, that would be a mistake. She is in no
condition at the moment to perceive the depth of my
affection and the extent of my love. She is too
pooped. [ will wait. I will bide my time. I will give her
a chance to recover. Then I will renew our acquain-
tance and make myself known.”

Louis did not go to his job that night; the weather
was too bad. All nigl'nt, he staye(l awalze, ]zecping
watch, at a slight distance from his beloved. When

morning came, the wind subsided. The skies cleared.
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The lake grew calm. The storm was over. Serena
stirred and woke. She was still exhausted, and very
mussy. Louis stayed away from her.

“Ill just wait,” he tl1oug11t. “When in love, one must
take risks. But I'm not going to risk cvcry’ching with a
bird who is too tired to sce straight. [ won't hurry, and
| won’t worry. Back home on Upper Red Rock Lake, I
was without a voice; she ignored me because | could
not tell her of my love. Now, thanks to my brave
fatller, I have my trumpet. Through the power of
music, | will impress her with the intensity of my
desire and the strength of my devotion. She will hear
me say Lz.o—lml'l. I'“ tell her | love l\Cl‘ in a language
anybody can understand, the language of music. She
will hear the trumpet of the swan, and she will be
mine. At least, I hope she will.”

Usually, if a strange bird appearecl on Bird Lake,
one of the ]zeepers would report 1ts arrival to the Head
Man in Charge of Birds, whose office was in the Bird
House. The Head Man would then give the order to
have the new bird pinione(l—llave one of its wings
clipped. But loc.lay, the L’ccpcr who usua]ly tended the
waterfowl was sick with the {lu and had not come to
work. No})o(ly noticed that a new Trumpeter Swan had

. -~ . .
arrived. Serena was l)elng very quiet, anyway—s]w was
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not attracting any attention. There were now five
Trumpeters on the lake. There were the original three
captive swans, Curiosity, Felicity, and Apathy. There
was, of course, l.ouis. And now there was the new
arrival, Serena, still exhausted but l)eginning to revive.

Toward the end of the afternoon, Serena roused
l‘lCl‘SCl{:, looked at her surrounc].ings, had a bite to eat,
Loolc a })atll, t}len wa"eecl out of the water and stood
for a long w]xilc preening her {eat}lers. Slle [elt
distinctly better. And when her feathers were all
smoothed out, she looked extremely beautiful —
sta.tely, serene, grace[ul, and very feminine.

Louis trembled when he saw how l:ruly lovely
she was. He was again temptecl to swim over and say
ko-hoh and see if she remembered him. But he had a
better idea.

“There is no hurry,” he thought. “She’s not going to
leave Philadelphia tonight. I will go to my job, and
when | get back from work, I shall abide near her all
through the night. Just at daylight, I'll awaken her
with a song of love and desire. She will be drowsy; the
sound of my lrumpet will enter her s]cepy brain and
overcome her with emotion. My trumpet will be the
first sound she hears. T will be irresistible. T will be

the first t|1ing she sces when she opens her eyes, and

—
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she will love me from that moment on.”

Louis was well satisfied with his plan and began to
make preparations. He swam ashore, removed his
tl1ings, hid them under a l)usll, then returned to the
water, where he fed and bathed. Then he fixed his
feathers carcfully. He wanted to look his best next
morning, when the meeting was to take place. He
drifted around for a while, Lllinlcing of all the songs he
liked and trying to decide which one to play to wake
Serena in the morning. He fina]ly decided to play
“Beautiful Dreamer, Wake Unto Me.” He had always
loved that song. [t was sad and sweet.

“She will be a beautiful dreamer,” thought Louis,
“and she will wake unto me. The song fits the situa-
tion perfectly.”

He was determined to p]ay the song better than he
had ever playccl it before. It was one of his best num-
bers. He really knetv how to play it awfully well. Once,
when he playcd it at one of his Sunday concerts, a
music critic from a Pl’liladelphia newspaper heard
him, and next morning the paper said: “Some of his
notes are like jewels held up to the light. The emotion
he transmits is clean and pure and sustained.” Louis
had memorized that statement. e was proud of it.

Now he was anxious for morning to come, but he
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still had his job at the nightclub to go to. ITe knew the
night would be ]ong and that he wouldn’t be able to
sleep,

Louis swam ashore to picL' up his tllings. When
he looked under the l)usl'l, he received a terrible ioll:
his medal was there, his slate and chalk pcncil were
there, his moneyl)a.g was
'tl'lere, but where was the
trumpet? Iis trumpet
was gone. Poor Louis!

His heart almost stopped.
“Oh, no!” he said to him-
self. “Oh, no!” Without

his trumpet, his whole life would be ruined, all his

plans for the future would co”apsc.

He was frantic with anger and fear and dismay. He
dashed back into the water and looked up and down
the lake. Far mq:, he saw a small Wood Duck that
seemed to have something slliny in its mouth. It was
the trumpet, all right! The duck was trying to play it.
Louis was furious. He skimmed down the lake, going
even faster than he had on the (la.y he had saved
Applegate from (lrowning. He swam straigl'lt for the
duck, knocked him on the head with a swift blow from

his wing, and grabbed the precious trumpet. The duck



fainted. Louis wiped the horn, blew the spit out of it,
and hung it around his neck, where it belonged.

Now he was reatly. “Let the

nigllt come! Let the hours

pass! Let morning
come, when my

beautiful dreamer

”n
wakcs unto me!

Night came at last. Nine o'clock came. Louis went
off to work, riding in the cab. The Zoo quieted down.
The visitors had all gone home. Many of the animals
slept or snoozed. A few of them—the great cats, the
raccoon, the armadillo, the ones that enjoy the nigllt-

time

prowled and became restless. Bird Lake was
clothed in darkness. Most of the waterfowl tucked
their heads under their wings and slept. At one end of
the lake, the three captive swans—Curiosity, Felicity,
and Apathy—were already asleep. Near the island,
Serena, Lhe l)eauli[ul Serena, was [asl as]eep antl
(lreaming. Her long white neck was folded neat]y
l)acL*; ller head rested on soft '[eatllers.

Louis got home from work at two in the morning.

He flew in over the low fence and splasllecl down near
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Serena, making as little noise as possible. He did not try
to sleep. The night was fair and Crisp, as nig}lts often
are just before Christmas. Clouds drifted across the s]e_v
in endless procession, partially l'licling the stars. Louis
watched the c]oucls, watched Serena as she slcpt, and

l'wur a[ter hour.

waited for day to come

At lasl, a faint ligllt showed in the east. Soon,
creatures would be stirring, morning would be here.

“This is my moment,” thought Louis. “I'he time
has come for me to waken my true love.”

He placed himsell directly in front of Serena.
Then he raised the trumpet to his mouth. He tilted his
head: the horn pointed slightly upward toward the sky,
where the first light was showing.

[le began his song.

“Beautiful dreamer,” he played, “wake unto me ...
The first three or four notes were played so[tly.

Then as the song progressecl, the sound incrcasccl; the

ligl'lt in the sky grew lnrigl'lter.

Beaw -ti - d/LeaML-.% woke um-to me

AD h |
e
Stan-Light and dew-dnopa. art wait-ing forthes. -
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Each note was like a jewel held to the light. The
sound of Louis’s trumpet had never before been heard
at this early dawn-hour in the Loo, and the sound
seemed to fill the whole world of l)uildings and ani-
mals and trees and shrubs and patl'ls and dens and
cages. Sleepy l)ears, (lozing in their grotto, pricleccl up

their ears. Foxes, I\icling in their dens, listened to the
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sweet and drcamy sound of the horn blown at the

coming of light. In the Lion House, the great cats
heard. In the Mon]zcy House, the old baboon listened

in wonder to the song.

Beau—ti—ful dream—er, wake un—to me



The hippo heard, and the seal in his tank. The gray
wolf heard, and the yak in his cage. The badger, the
coon, the Ring-tailed Coaty, the sl-zunlz, the weasel,
the otter, the ”ama, the clromcclary, the White-tailed
Deer—all heard, listened, priclzec] up their ears at the
song. The kudu heard, and the rabbit. The beaver
heard, and the snake, who has no ears. The wallaby, the
possum, the antealer, the armacli”o, the pcafowl, the
pigeon, the bowerbird, the cockatoo, the ﬂamingo——
all heard, all were aware that something out of the
ordinary was happcning.

Philadelphians, waking from sleep in bedrooms
where the windows were open, heard the trumpet. Not
one person who heard the song realized that this was
the moment of triumpl'l for a young swan who had a
speec}l defect and had conquere(l it.

Louis was not thinking about his large, unseen
audience of animals and people. His mind was not on
bears and buffaloes and cassowaries and lizards and
hawks and owls and people in bedrooms. Hiz mind
was on Serena, the swan of his choice, the beautiful
dreamer. He played [or her and for her alone.

At the first note from his trumpet, she woke. She

raised her head and her neck eraiglllened until her

head was held high. What she saw filled her with
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astonishment. She gazed straight at Louis. At [irst,
she could ]mr«lly remember where she was. Directly in
front of her, she saw a handsome young male swan, a
cob of noble proportions. Held against his mouth was
a strange instrument—something she had never seen
before. And from this strange instrument came
sounds that made her tremble with joy and with love.
As the song went on, as the Iight grew stronger, she
fell Ilopeless]y in love with this bold trumpeter who
had awakened her from her dreams. The dreams of
nigllt were gone. New dreams of day were upon her.
She knew that she was full of sensations she had
never had lnefore—feelings of dt‘ligl‘lt and ecstasy and
wonder.

She had never seen a ﬁncr—]oolzing young cob. She
had certainly never seen any swan with so many per-
sonal possessions around his neck. And she had never
been so thrilled by a sound before in her whole life.

“Oh!” she tllougl'nt. "Ol‘l, 011, 011, oh!”

The song ended. Louis lowered his trumpet and
bowed solernnly to Serena. Then he raised his horn
again.

“Ko-hoh!” he said.

“Ko-hoh!” replied Serena.
“Ko-hoh, ko-hoh!” said Louis t]n'ouglm his trumpet.
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“Ko-hoh, ko-hoh!” replied Serena.

Each felt drawn to the other l)y a mysterious bond
of affection.

lLouis swam once rapidly around Serena.

Then Serena swam once rapi(“y around Louis.

This seemed to amuse them.

Louis (lipped his neck and pumped it back and
forth.

Serena dipped her neck and pumped it back and
forth.

Louis splashed a little water into the air. Serena




splashed a little water into the air. It was like a game.
It was love at long last for Louis; it was love at first
sight for Serena.

Then Louis decided to show off. “I'll play her my
own composition,” he thought. “The one I made up for

her last summer at camp.” Again he raised his trumpet.

Oh, ever in the greening spring
By bank and bough retiring,
For love shall I be sorrowimng

And swans of my Jesiring.




The notes were clear and pure. T]wy filled the Zoo
with l)cauty. [f Serena had been in any doubt belore,
she no longer was. She succumbed complctcly to this
charmer, this handsome musician, this rich and tal-
ented cob.

l.ouis knew that his plan had succeeded. His beau-
tiful dreamer had waked, and she had waked unto
him. Never again would tl\cy be parted. All the rest of
their lives tl'xey would be together. 'I'lmugl\ts of small
quiet lakes in the woods, where canebrakes grew and
blackbirds sang, filled Louis’s mind. Thoughts of
springlime and nesting and little cygnets. Ol, ever in
the greening spring!

Louis had been told once by his father what l'lap-
pened to deep-sea divers when they go far, far down
into the ocean. At great clepths, where the pressure 1s
great and the watery world is strange and mysterious,
divers somelimes experience what tlwy call the “rap-
ture of the clcep." ley feel <o complele]y peacefu] and
encllanle(l, llley never want to return to the surface.
Louis’s father had warned him about this. “j\lways
remem}Jer, when you dive decp," he had said, “that this
fccling of rapture can lead you to your death. No mat-
ter how wonderful you feel down t|1crc, don't ever ][orget

to return to the smy[ace, where you can breathe again!”
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l.ooking at Serena, Louis thought to himself, “I
think love is like the rapture of the deep. I feel so
good | just want to stay right where I am. I'm experi-
encing rapture of the dccp even tlmugl] ['m right on
top of the water. I have never [elt so good, SO peace{ul,
so excited, so l'nappy, so ambitious, so desirous. If love
is like this on a cold clay in December in the
Philadclpllia Zoo, imagine what it's going to be like in
spring on a remote lake in Canada!”

These were Louis’s secret thoughts. He was the
happiest bird alive. He was a real Trumpeter Swan at
last. His defect of l)cing without a voice had at last
been overcome. He felt very grateful to his father.

Cau’ciously, he placed his head across Serena’s Iong
beautiful white neck. It seemed a very (la.ring thing to
clo, but she seemed to like it. Then he backed away.
Serena swam toward him. Cautious]y, she placcd her
head across his neck. It rested there for a momenl;
then she swam away.

“What a daring thing!” she tlmugl]t. “But he seems
to like it. How pleasing to know that I have found an

a cob I can love and respect, a cob

acccpta]alc mate
that appears lo be not only musical but also quite
wealtlly. Look at all those tkings!” said Serena to her-
self. Her eyes feasted on the trumpet, the s]atc, the



chalk pencil, the moneybag, the li[esa.ving medal.
“What a gay cob!” she l.llougllt. “What a dressy
fellow!”
Tl]cy swam off logelller toward the other end of
the lake, where they could be alone. Then Louis, who

was short on s]eep, (1oze(l oﬂ:, while Serena ate ller

breakfast and fixed herself up.
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FREEDOM

he news of Serena’s arrival on Bird Lake

had finally reached the Head Man in Charge

of Birds. He went out to look at her and

was delighted. Then he dave an order to one of his
keepers.

“See to it that she is pinioned this morning—right

away, before she flies off and leaves us. That swan is a

valuable bird. Make sure she doesn’t get away!”

lLouis was just walzing from his nap when he saw
two keepers approaching Serena, who was standing on
the shore near the ornamental fence. One lzccpcr car-
ried a large net with a long handle. The other carried

surgical instruments. Tl‘ney were sneaking up on
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Serena from behind, very slowly and quietly.
Louis knew right away what they were up to. He
grew hot with rage. If those men succeeded in catch-

ing Serena and cutting a wing Lip, all his plans would

g0 wrong—sl'le coulcl never ”y away to a lonely lalee
with him; she would have to remain in Philadelphia
the rest of her life, a horrible fate.

“This is my moment,” thought Louis. “Nobody is

going to clip my Love’s wing while I'm around.”




He hustled over to the island and strippecl for
action. ITe chucked his trumpet and all his other stuff
under a willow tree. Then he returned to the water and
waited for the right time to attack.

The keeper holding the net was crawling quietly up
on Serena from the rear. She did not notice him—she
was just standing there, clreaming of Louis. Slowly,
slowly the lzeeper raised his net. As he did so, Louis
went into action. Lowering his long, powerful neck
until it pointed straight out in front of him like a
Iancc, hc streal-zecl across tlle water, straigl\t at tlle
lzeeper, his wings ]Jcating the air, his feet l)eating the
water. In a flash, he reached the scene and drove his
strong bill straigl'nt into the seat of the man'’s pants. It

was a well-aimed jab. The L’eeper doubled up in pain




and dropped the net. The other keeper tried to grab
Serena l)y her throat. Louis beat him over the head
with his wings, striking terrific blows and knocking
the poor fellow off his feet. Surgical instruments
bounced into the air. The net fell into the water. One
keeper groaned and held his hand on his behind,
where he had been stabbed. The other keeper lay on
the grouncl, almost knocked out.

Serena slipped quickly into the water and glided
gracefully away. Louis followed. He motioned for her
to stay on the lake. Then he raced back to the is]and,
grabbed his trumpet, his slate, his chalk pencil, his
meclal, and his moneyl)ag, flew over the l)alustradc,
and walked l)olclly into the Bird ITouse. He was still
mad. ITe went straight to the office of the Head Man
in Charge of Birds. He rappcd on the door.

“Come in!” said a voice.

louis entered. The Head Man was seated at his
desk.

“Hello, Louis!” he said.

“Ko-hoh!” replied Louis tllrougll his trumpet.

“What's on your mind?” asked the man.

Louis p]aced his trumpel on the floor and took his
slate and chalk pencil from his neck. “I'm in love,” he

wrote.
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The Head Man leaned back in his chair and put
his hands behind his head. His face had a faraway

look. He gazcd out of the window for a moment in
silence.

”Wc”," he said, “it's natural that youre in love.
You're young. You're talented. In a couplc of months,
spring will be here. All birds fall in love in springtime.
I suppose you're in love with one of my young swans.”

“Serena,” wrote Louis. “She arrived the day before
yesterday. | used to know her slightly, back in

Montana. She loves me, too.”



“That doesn’t surprise me,” said the Head Man.
“You're a very unusual young cob. Any young female
swan would fall for you. Youre a great trumpeter—
one of the best. I'm delighle(l to hear about this love
affair, Louis. You and your bride can stay right here
on Bird Lake and raise your [amily in comfort and
sa':ety, in the oldest zoo in the United States.”

Louis shook his head.

“I have other plans," he wrote. Then he set his slate
down and raised his trumpel. “Tlley say that fa”ing in
love is wonderful . . .” It was an old song by Irving
Berlin. The room was filled with the sound of love.
The Head Man had a dreamy look in his eyes.

Louis set his horn down and took up his slate
again. ‘Il am taking Serena away with me in a day or
two,” he wrote.

“()h, no you're not!” said the Head Man {irmly.
“Serena now belongs to the Zoo. She is the property
of the people of Philadelphia. She came here because
of an act of God.”

“It wasn't an act of God," wrote Louis. “It was a
]‘ligl'l wind.”

“Well, anyway,” said the Head Man, “she’s my
swan.’

» - » ] - & ’ -
“No, she’s mine,” wrote Louis. “She’s mine l)y reason

204



of the power of love—the greatest force on earth.”
The Head Man became tlmugl'lt'ful. “You can't take
Serena from the Zoo. She will never fly again. My
lzccpcrs clippcd one of her wings a few minutes ago.”
“They tried to,” wrote Louis, “but 1 beat them up.”
The Head Man looked surprisccl. “Was it a goocl
fight?”

“It was a fair fight,” replied Louis.

u"l

"hey were
sneaking up on her [rom behind, so 1 sneaked up
on them from behind. They lmrc”y knew what hit
them.”

The Head Man chuckled. “I wish I'd seen it,” he
said. “But look here, Louis, you've got to realize the
position I'm in. | have a duty to the people of
Philadelphia. Within the last couple of months, I've
acquired two rare birds by accident—you and Serena.
Two Trumpeter Swans! One arrived here blown by a
galc, the other to leccp a niglﬁ:clul) engagement. The
whole business is most unusual for a zoo. I have my
responsibility to the public. It is my duty as Head Man
in Cl’large of Birds to see that Serena stays. You your-
sel{, of course, are free to leave when you want to,
because Mr. Lucas insisted that you remain [ree when
we arranged for your Sunday concerts. But in Serena's

case . . . well, Louis, she’s got to have her left wing
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tip amputatcd. The Zoo can’t afford to lose a young,
beautiful, valuable Trumpeter Swan just because you
llappcn to be in love. Besides, | think you're making a
great mistake. If you and Serena stay here, you'll be
safe. You'll have no enemies. You'll have no worries
about your children. No {ox, no olter, no coyote will
ever attack you with intent to kill. You'll never go
llungry. You'll never get shot. You'll never die of lead
poisoning from eating the slmtgu n pellets that are on
the bottom of all natural lakes and poncls. Your
cygnets will be hatched each spring and will live a
long life in per[ecl ease and comfort. What more can
a young CO[) ask?”

“Freedom,” repliecl l.ouis on his slate. “Safety isall
well and goocl: | prc{cr freedom.” With that, he picked
up his trumpet and p]ayecl “Button up your overcoat,
when the wind blows free ..

The Head Man smiled. He knew just what Louis
meant. For a while the two remained silent. Louis put
his trumpet aside. Then he wrote: “I ask two favors.
First, put off the operation on Serena until after
Christmas—T1l guarantee she won't try to escape.
Second, let me send a telegratn."

“O.K., Louis,” repliccl the Head Man. And he

handed Louis a sheet of paper and a pencil. Louis
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& :
wrote oul a te]egram to Sam Beaver. It said:

AM IN THE PHILADELPHIA ZOO. THIS IS AN
EMERGENCY. COME AT ONCE. I WILL PAY YOUR
PLANE FARE. AM NOW WEALTHY.

(Signed) LOUIS

He handed the te]egram to the ITead Man a]ong
with four dollars from his money l)ag'. The Head Man
was astounded. In all his (lays at the Loo, this was the
first time one of his birds had asked him to send a
tc'cgram. And of course he didn't know who Sam
Beaver was. But he sent the wire and ordered his
lzccpcrs to let Serena alone for a few days—w]ﬁch
lhey were glad to do.

louis thanked him and left. He returned to
Serena, and they spent the day llappily together,
l)atlﬁng, swimming, eating, (lrinlzing, and slmwing
each other in a thousand small ways how much they

Iovecl eacll olller.

Sam arrived at the Zoo on the clay after Christ-
mas. Ile was equipped as tlmugl\ he were going into
the woods. Under one arm was a slccping l)ag, ncatly

rolled. On his back was a rucksack containing his
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toothbrush, his coml), a clean sln'rt, a hand ax, a poc]zet

compass, his notel)oolz, a pcncil, and some food. In
his belt was a hunting knife. Sam was fourteen now
and big for his age. He had never seen a large zoo.
Ie and Louis were overjoyecl to see each other again.

Louis introduced Sam to Serena. Then he opened

his moneybag and showed Sam his earnings: hundred-
dollar bills, fifty-dollar bills, twenty-dollar bills, tens,




a great pile.

{:ivcs, ones, and some silver coins

“Goodness!” t}mug}lt Sam. ‘I hope she’s not marry-
ing him for his money.”

Louis took his slate and told Sam about the fight
with the leccpcrs and about how the Head Man wanted
to ]eeep Serena captive by clipping the tip of one wing.
He told Sam it would ruin his life if Serena were to
lose the power to Hy e explained that as soon as his
father's debts were paid and the trumpet lwnestly
]Je.longed to llim, he and Serena intended to leave civ-
ilization and return to a wild life. “The sky,” he wrote
on his slate, “is my living room. The woods are my
parlor. The ]onely lake is my bath. T can’t remain
behind a fence all my life. Neither can Serena—she’s
not built that way. Somehow or other we must per-
suade the Head Man to let Serena go.”

Sam stretched out on the shore of Bird Lake and
clasped his hands behind his head. He looked up at
the great wide sky. It was a clear blue, with small white
clouds floating slowly across. Sam knew how Louis
felt about [reedom. For a long time he Iay tl‘lcrc,
thinking. Ducks and geese swam slowly by, back and
[orth, an endless procession of captive birds. They
scemed happy and well. Curiosity, Felicity, and

Apatlly—llle three Trum pelers—swam l)y and pccrccl
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at the strange l)oy Iying on the ground. Fina”y Sam
sat up.

“Listen, Louis,” he said. “How'’s this for an idea?
You and Serena intend to raise a {amily every year,
don't you?”

“Certainly," rep]ied Louis on his slate.

“O.K.,” said Sam. “In every [amily of cygnets, there
18 always one that needs spccial care and protection.
Bird Lake would be a perfect place for this one little
swan that needs extra security. Thisisa heautiful lake,
Louis. This is a great zoo. If I can persuade the Head
Man to let Serena remain free, would you be willing to
donate one of your cygnels, now and then, if the Zoo
needs another swan for the lake? If you agree, I'll go
right in and see the Head Man about the matter.”

[t was now Louis’s turn to think and think. After
[ive minutes, he pic}-zed up his slate.

“Very well,” he wrote. “It’s a deal.”

Then he picked up his trumpet. “Oh, ever in the
greening spring,” he played. “By bank and bough retir-
ingins

The waterfowl stopped swimming and listened. The
L’cepers stopped what l}ley were (loing and listened.
Sam listened. The Head Man in his office in the Bird

House laid down his pencil, leaned back in his chair,
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and listened. The sound of Louis’s horn was in the air,
and the whole world seemed better and I)rigluter and
wilder and freer and happier and dreamier.

“T'hat’s a good tune,” said Sam. “What is it?”
“Oh, just something I made up myself,” wrote

Louis on his slate.



These shapes are made up of the same number of square tiles.

Each tile is 1 square unit.

The shapes are of the same size.
They have the same area
The area of each shape is

Each [ is 1 square unit.

Each Ais ~21— square unit.

These figures have the same areq.

The area of each figure is
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The area of the shape is

(b)

The area of the shape is | i; square units.

The area of the shape is




.. What is the area of each of the following figures?

Each

stands for
1 square unit.

Use square cards to make these shapes.

R R

The area of Shape A is

square units.

The area of Shape B is square units.

The area of Shape C is square units.

i iv Exercase 1, pages 159-162
Which shape is the biggest?

Which shape is the smallest?
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Which figure has the smallest area?
Which figure has the greatest area?
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. Which two shapes are of the same size?

How many of these will cover the inside of each of the
following figures?

(a) (b)

=

i Exercise 2, pages 163-166 .'




7. This is a 1-cm square.

1Tcm Each side of the square
> is T cm long.

Its area is 1 square centimeter.

Give the area of each of the following squares in
square centimeters.

—

1ch

a 2-cm square a 3-cm square a 4-cm square

The square centimeter is
a unit of area.

A 2-cm square is made up of
4 pieces of 1-cm squares.
Its area is 4 square centimeters.

8. (a) What is the area of a 5-cm square?
(b) What is the area of a 10-cm square?
144




9. This figure is made up of 1-cm squares.
Find its area.

le—>

1ch

10. What is the area of each of the following figures?

le—>

1ch




11. Each side of this square is 1 inch long.

1in.

>
]

The square inch is also
a unit of area.
Its area is 1 square inch.

Give the area of each of the following figures in
square inches.

1in. 1in.

A

Which figure has the greater area?
Which figure has the smaller area?

Exercise 3, pages 167-169 i




The Sun rising over a cornfield in Minnesota

sunrise and Sunset

he Sun has just come up in this picture. It is sunrise. What direction

are you looking?

The Sun always rises in the east. If you are in Portland, Maine, |
the Sun rises in the east. If you are in Portland, Oregon, the Sun rises in il
the east. If you are in Raleigh, North Carolina, the Sun rises in the east. "
[f you are in Portland, OR e
Brownsville,
lexas, or Broken
Bow, Oklahoma, !
the Sun rises
ntheeast. SEEAESE  EEE— t
Wherever you
are on Earth, %

the Sun rises
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The Sun setting over the city of Boston, Massachusetts
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[n this picture, the Sun is just about to go down. It is sunset. What
direction are you looking now?

I'hat’s right, you're looking west. The Sun always sets in the west.
[f you are in Portland, Maine, the Sun sets in the west. If you are in
Portland, Oregon, the Sun sets in the west. [f you are in Raleigh, North
Carolina, the Sun sets in the west. If you are in Brownsville, Texas, or
Broken Bow, Oklahoma, the Sun sets in the west. Wherever you are on
Earth, the Sun sets in the west. |

Every day the Sun rises in the east and sets in the west. To get from
east to west, the Sun appears to slowly travel across the sky. In the early
morning, when the Sun first comes up, it is touching the horizon in the
east. At noon, the Sun is at its highest position in the sky. At sunset, the

Sun is touching the horizon in the west. The Sun’s position in the skY
changes all day long.
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carth's Rotation

The Sun looks as though it moves across the sky. But it really doesn’t. It 1S
rth that is moving. Here’s how it works.

rarth is spinning like a top. It takes 1 day (24 hours) for Earth to rotate
. Because Earth is rotating, half of the time we are on the sunny side of
rarth. We call the sunny side day. The other half of the time we are on the
4ark side of Earth. We call the dark side night.

'magine it’s just before sunrise. You can’t see the Sun because you are still
he dark side of Earth. But in 5 minutes, Earth will rotate just enough for
—ou to see the Sun come over the horizon. That moment is sunrise.
 rarth turns toward the east, the direction of the orange arrow. That
eans the first sunlight of the day will be in the east. And, of course, Earth
Leeps turning. You keep moving with it. In 4 or 5 hours, you have turned
.o far that the Sun is high over your head. And 5 hours after that, the Sun
< Jow in the western sky. This is because Earth is moving in an eastward
direction. It looks as though the Sun is
moving across the sky in a westward
direction. Finally, it is sunset. The Sun
slips below the horizon in the west.
[t is dark again.

}

-

OI1L

011 {

tarth turns toward the east.
50 the Sun seems to move from
east to west across the sky.

0Ws your The x shows your The x shows
1 just position just after your position
S UnFise. sunrise. near noon.
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There is one thing you can depend on for sure. The Sun will come
up tomorrow morning. And vou can be sure it will come up in the east
At the end of the day, it will set in the west. You can count on it.

As the day goes along, it looks as though the Sun travels across the
sKy from east to west. During the morning, it rises higher and higher

In the sky. At noon, it is at its highest position in the sky. From noon
to sunset, the Sun continues to travel west. And it gets lower and lower
in the sky. At sunset, the Sun disappears below the horizon in the west.

Another day has passed. And tomorrow will be the same.

Well, almost the same. A caretul observer will notice that the Sun’s

path through the sky is a tiny bit different every day. You can see the

difterence by studying shadows.
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hadow is the dark area

S

~d an opaque object. It is

red where an object blocks

.cht. A steel pole, like a
opole, casts a shadow. The

ction of the pole’s shadow
anges as the Sun’s position
anges. At noon, the Sun is

1est in the sky. Noon is also
«~hen the tlagpole’s shadow is the
rtest of the day.

/!

\We can watch the noon shadow
-0 see how the Sun’s position

hanges from season to season.

}ength of that shadow changes

the length of the shadow change?
© (hanges because the position of
© Sun at noon changes a little
every day.
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The Sun’s position

changes all day from
sunrise to sunset.

e e f—— e e————

~ R TR S BRR BARETRR o SN

-*‘*“5-‘..'.- O ——

e e e s i e

e S

- A o w e e gl



4/15/2020

5AE3B311-16C1-4D43-9364-D7FE4922A97E.JPG

The Sun’s path through the sky is higher in summer.

predictable. In North America, the
ky from December 21 to June
That’s also the day when t

The pattern of change is
the noon Sun gets higher in the s
June 21, the Sun is highest in the sky.
flagpole’s shadow is the shortest of the year.

The position of the noon Sun gets lower in the sky each day bet
June 21 and December 21. On December 21, the noon Sun is lowe ﬂ{“ |
sky. That's also the day that the flagpole’s shadow is the longest of —{‘5 ,

The Sun’s position in the sky changes in two ways. Every day the Sur

rises in the east, appears to travel across the sky, and sets in the west. T!

;)th?f Wa}}’] t.he §UH'§ position changes is in its daily path. In summes, &
un’s path is high in the sky. In winter, the Sun’s path is lower in# { ‘

H
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hat do you see when you look up at the sky? During the day, you i

see the Sun. Sometimes you can see the Moon. You might see

- | 4!
clouds. It you watch long enough, you will see something tly by, |
1 as a bird or an airplane.

N LA

\t night, you can see different things in the sky. When the Moon 1s it

+ is the brightest object in the night sky. The Moon might look like a i
hin sliver. That'’s called a crescent Moon. Or it might be big and round. |
| 1at’s called a full Moon. |

\Wwhen vou see the Moon in the west, it will set soon. When you se€ the il

on in the east, it is rising. It is easy to predict the time of day or night | I
- ; . | !

~Sun will rise and set. It is much harder to predict the time of day or i

-ht the Moon will rise and set.

i e

A crescent Moon
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On a clear night, you can see about 2,000 stars in the sky,.

Stars

When it is clear, you can see stars in the night sky. Night is the only

time you can see stars. Well, almost the only time. There is one star we "
can see in the daytime. It’s the Sun. Our star shines so brightly that itis
impossible to see the other stars. But after the Sun sets, we can see that
the sky is full of stars. It looks like there are millions of stars in the sky.on
a clear night. But actually you can see only about 2,000 stars with you

unaided eyes.

Earth's
e ] aroun
The Moon doesn't always ., Sunis
rise and set at the same time. L ommacl o \\
Sometimes it rises in the e 1
afternoon. Sometimes it rises in i
the morning. That’s why we can ! & L A
sometimes see the Moon in the :; L\ :\ % ': ""x .'~
daytime sky. A
The Moon rises and sets at Q‘\ ;“
different times because the Moon Tt ."'4
is orbiting Earth. The Moon is " The
changing its position al] the time. T f 2;%}1;

Earth orbits the Sun, and

140 the Moon orbits Earth.
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qOME stars arc brighter than others. TI'hey are the first ones you can see jusl
e (he Sun S(‘?S. l‘)ld you ever make a wish on the first star t‘}mt appears 11

e ovening sky? “Star light, star bright, first star I see tonight. I wish I may,
wish | might, have the wish I make tonight.” That star might not be a &t(;r

1t all. T'he brightest stars are actually planets. That’s one way you can tell a
I‘l‘”m irom a star, by how brightly it appears to shine. .

carth ()rl)its the Sun with seven other planets and several dwarf planets.
you can S€€ five planets in the night sky. Venus is one of the planets you mighnt
ce. Ancient sky watchers called Venus the evening star. It is seen nca/r the

western horizon after sunset. Venus was also called the morning star. It is also
cen near the eastern horizon just before sunrise. What caused the confusion’

venus and Jupiter in the eastern sky just before sunrise

—
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. sarth does. MEercury is cjae
. orbit closer to the Sun than
Two planets orbl S s takes only 225 days to go arounq .

~ T i S0 ~NUS. VC ] ;
to the Sun. Then comes Vent . ce it TS g
: oo ationed where We cans m Earth just
Sun. Sometimes Venus IS positic

s s later, Venus h !
before sunrise as the morning star. A tew month ’ ; as tray,
sunris itioned for us to see it aftep g

Now it is posl
nt sky watchers thought Venyg Was

to the other side of the Sun.
as the evening star. That’s why ancic

two different stars.

T Y
/¥ Mercury'|
Venus in Wy \
evem[lg-star SN Venus in
position » Mmorning-star
b position
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Venus is sometimes visible from Earth.,

Pou'r other planets can be seen with unaided eyes. Mercury is visible
sometimes. Because it is so close to the Sun, it is often lost in the bright
glare of the Sun. Mars is the fourth planet from the Sun. It shines with a
slightly red light. Jupiter and Saturn are the farthest of the visible planets.

Still, they are pretty bright because they are so big.
[t is a special night when you can see all five planets together in the

night sky. It doesn’t happen very often. It happened in 2004. It won't

happen again until 2036!

3 [ ]
‘eview Questions |
. What se sone R Ebiects you canisec 0 0 pllge
Lo at are SO

5
can’t see in the day sKY?

ghtest object in the night sky?

2. Which obiject is the bri
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