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C H A e P B b E R 1 0

MONEY TROUBLE

ouis was the best-liked young male swan on
Upper Red Rock Lake. He was also the best
equipped. Ie not only had a slate and a chalk
pencil around his neck, he had a brass trumpet on a
red cord. The young females were l)eginning to notice
him because he looked entirely different from the
other cygnets. e stood out in a crowd. None of tl'ne

others carried anytlnng with them.



| ouis was delighted with the new trumpet. All day,

the first day he had it, he tried to get it to make
a noise. Holding the trumpet was not easy. He tried
several different positions, bending his neck and

l)]owing. At first, no sound came out. He blew harder




and harder, puffing out his checks and getting red in

Lhe [ace.




But then he discovered that, by holding his tongue
in a certain way, he could get the trumpet to emit a
small gasping sound. [t wasn't a very pretty noise, but

at least it was a noise. It sounded a little like hot air

escaping from a radiator.

“Puwoowf, puwoow[," went the trumpet.

Louis kept at it. F‘ina“y, on the second day of try-
ing, he got it to play a note—a clear note.

“Ko!” went the trumpet.




Louis’s heart slzippecl a beat when he heard it. A
duck, swimming nearl)y, stopped to listen.

“Ko! Ko ee oo ooopll," went the trumpet.

“It will take time,” I;}loug]'lt [Louis. “I'm not going to
become a trumpeter in a clay, that's for sure. But Rome
wasn't built in a day, and I'm going to learn to blow
this horn if it takes me all summer.”

Louis had other prol)]cms besides learning the trum-
pet. For one tl'ning, he knew that his trumpet wasn't
paid for—it had been stolen. He didn’t like that at all.
For another tlxing, Serena, the swan he was in love
witl-n, had gone away. She had left the lakes with sev-
eral other young swans and had flown north to the
Snake River. Louis was afraid he might never see her
again. So he found himself with a broken heart, a
stolen trumpel, and no one to give him any lessons.

Whenever Louis was in trouble, his ’clloughts
turned to Sam Beaver. Sam had helped him before;
perhaps he could help him again. Besides, springtime
was making him restless: he felt an urge to leave the
lakes and fly somewhere. So he took off one morning
and headed straight for the Bar Nothing Ranch, in
the Sweet Grass country, where Sam lived.

Flying was not as easy as it once had been. If

you've ever tried to ﬂy with a trumpet Jang]ing from
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your neck and a slate ﬂapping in the wind and a chalk
pencil bouncing around at the end of its string, you
know how hard it can be. Louis realized that there
were advantages in traveling ]ight and not having too
many possessions clinging to you. Nevertheless, he
was a slrong jElim:, and the slate and the chalk pencil

and the trumpet were important to him.

When he reached the ranch where Sam lived, he
circled once, then gli«le(l down and walked into the
barn. He found Sam grooming his pony.

“Well, look who's here!” exclaimed Sam. “You look
like a traveling salesman with all that stuff around
your neck. I'm glad to see you.”

Louis proppe(l the slate up against the pony's stall.
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“I'm in trouble,” he wrote.

“What's the matter?” asked Sam. “And where did
you gel the trumpet?”

“That's the troul)le," wrote Louis. “My father stole
it. He gave it to me because | have no voice. The
trumpet hasn't been paid. for.”

Sam whistled through his teeth. Then he led the
pony into his stall, tied him, came out, and sat down
on a bale of hay. For a while he just stared at the bird.
Finally he said, “You've got a money problem. But
that's not unusual. Almost everybody has a money
prol)lcm. What you need is a job. Then vou can save
your earnings, and when you gel enough money saved
up, your father can pay back the man he stole the
trumpet from. Can you aclually p/ay that tl‘ling?"

Louis nodded. He raised the trumpet to his beak.

“Ko!” said the trumpet. The pony jumped.

“Hey!” said Sam. “That’s pretty good. Do you know
any other notes?”

Louis shook his head.

“I've got an idea,” said Sam. “I have a job this sum-
mer as a junior counselor at a lmys' camp in Ontario.
That’s in Canada. I'll bet I can get you a job as camp
l)ugler if you can learn a few more notes. The camp

wants somebody that can blow a horn. The idea is, you
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blow a lot of loud fast notes in the early morning to
wake the boys up. That's called reveille. Then you blow
some other notes to call the campers to their meals.
That's called the mess call. Then at night when every-
body is in bed and the light has faded from the sky
and the lake is calm and the mosquitoes are busy in
the tents, biting the boys, and the boys are getting
sleepy in their ]Je(].s, you blow some other notes, very
soft and sweet and sad. That's called taps. Do you
want to go to camp with me and try it?”

“Tll try anything,” wrote Louis. “l am desperatc for
money.

Sam chuckled. “O.K.,” he said. “Camp opens in
about three weeks. That'll give you time to learn the
bugle calls. I'll buy you a music book that tells what
the notes are.”

And Sam did. He found a book of trumpet calls,
such as they use in the Army. He read the instructions
to Louis. “Stand erect. Always hold the trumpet
straigllt from the l)ody. Do not point it down toward
the ground as this position cramps the lungs and gives
the performer a very poor appearance. The instru-
ment should be cleaned once a week to remove the
spit.”

Every afternoon, when the guests on Mr. Beaver's
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ranch had gone off on pack trips in the hills, Louis
practiced the calls. Pretty soon he could play reveille,
mess ca]l, and taps. He particularly liked the sound of
taps. Louis was musically inclined and was eager to
become a rca”y good trumpeter. ‘A Tru mpeter Swan,”
he thought, “should blow a good trumpet.” He liked
the idea of getting a job, too, and earning money. He
was just the right age for going to work. He was almost
two years old.

On the nigllt before tllcy were to leave for camp,
Sam packed all his camping tl'xings in a duffel bag. He
packed sneakers and moccasins. He packed jerseys
that said “Camp Kookooskoos” on the front. He
rolled his camera in a towel and packed that. He
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packed his fishing rod, his toothbrush, his comb and
brush, his sweater, his poncho, and his tennis racquet.
He packed a pad and pencils and postage stamps and
a first-aid kit and a book that told how to identify
birds. Before he went to bed, he opened his diary and

wrote:

Tomorrow is the last day of June. Pop is
going to drive Louis and me to Camp Koo-
kooskoos. I bet it will be the only boys’ camp
in the world that has a trumpeter swan for the
camp bugler. I like having a job. | wish I knew
what [ was going to be when I am a man. Why

does a dog always stretch when he wakes up?

Sam closed his diary, shoved it into the duffel bag
with the rest of his stuff, got into bed, turned out the
ligllt, and lay ’c]wre wondering wlly a clog' always
stretches when it wakes up. In two minutes he was
aslccp. Louis, out in the l)a.rn, had gone to slccp ]ong
ago.

Bright and carly next morning, Louis arranged his
slate and his chalk pencil and his trumpet neatly
around his neck and climbed into the back seat of Mr.
Beaver’s car. The car was a convertible, so Mr. Beaver

put the top down. Sam got in front with his father.



Louis stood tall
and white and handsome in
the back seat. Mrs. Beaver kissed
Sam good l)yc She told him to
be a good })oy and to take care
o[ himself and not to drown in the lake

and not to get 1nto flgllts with other laoys and not to

=~
v

go out in the rain and get sopping wet and then sit
around in the chilly air without putting a sweater on,
not to det lost in the woods, not to cat too much can(ly
and drink too much pop, not to forget to write letters
home every few (lays, and not to go out in a canoe
when it was windy on the lake.

Sam promised.
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“O.K.!” cried Mr. Beaver. “Off we go to Ontario,
beneath the open slzy!" He started the car and tooted
the horn.

“Good-hye, Mom!” called Sam.

“Good-bye, son!” called his mother.

The car sped away toward the l)ig main gate of the
ranch. Just as it was disappearing from view, Louis
turned around in his seat and put his trumpet to his
mouth.

“Ko-hoh!” he blew. “Ko-hoh, ko-hoh!”

The sound carried—a wild, clear, stirring call.
Everybody back at the ranch heard it and was thrilled
]3y the sound of the trumpet. [t was like no other
sound tlwy had ever heard. It reminded them of all
the wild and wonderful tllings and p]aces tl'ley had
ever known: sunsets and moonrises and mountain
peaks and valleys and lonely streams and deep woods.

“Ko-hoh! Ko-hoh! Ko-hoh!” called Louis.

The sound of the trumpet died away. The ranchers
returned to their breakfast. Louis, on his way to his
first jol), felt as excited as he had felt on the clay he
learned to ﬂy
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o Angles

Use two cards to form an angle like this:

Then make a bigger angle.
What is the biggest angle you can get?
Compare it with your friends’.

Which angle is the smallest?
Which angle is the biggest?
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1. Here are some examples of angles.

Look for some more angles around you.

2. Any two sides of a triangle make an angle.

A triangle has sides and angles. 5

3. Here are some 4-sided figures.
How many angles does each figure have? :
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/\ | A polygon is a
1 = g . closed figure with
/A \ straight sides.

{" \
T/ _/
E >. How many angles and sides does each of these polygons have?

Quadrilaterals Triangles Octagons

L Hexagons Pentagons

6. Name each of these polygons.
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A Force Is a Push

or a Pull

Think about how you start your day.

You wake up and push yourself out of
bed. You pull a box from the shelf and
What are balanced

and unbalanced
carton and pour the milk. Then, you pull forces?

pour cereal into a bowl. You lift a milk

spoonfuls of cereal to your mouth.

You might not wake up thinking that you Vocabulary

force, n.a push or

are using forces, but you are. A force is a 2 pul

push or a pull. Each time you push or pull
something, you use a force. Every time something starts to move,
stops moving, or changes direction, forces are involved.

What forces does the girl use to prepare and eat her breakfast?



Forces Change Motion

Whenever you cause something to start to move, stop moving,

change speed, or change direction, you use forces.

Motion is a ch f position. Think
otion Is a change of position. Thin Vocabulary

about kicking a ball. A force from your leg :

i motion, n. the
causes the ball to move—the ball is pushed  process of an object
into motion. The force of the kick changes changing position
the ball from not moving to moving. As the

ball changes location, it is in motion.

A bike rider pushes the
bike’s pedals to begin
moving in a race. He
pushes the handlebars
to change directions
to zigzag around the
cones. The rider uses
forces to change his
direction and speed.

Forces can also make
things stop moving.
When the rider is ready
to stop, he will stop
pushing the bike pedals.
He will pull on the

bicycle brakes in a way

. The rider uses forces to start, change, and stop
that slows him down. his motion.



Forces Can Be Balanced or Unbalanced

When two equal teams play tug-of-war, the rope may not move at

all. There is no motion. If you add up all the forces acting on the

rope, they are equal. The pull from one side equals the pull from

the other side. The forces on the rope are balanced forces.

‘ ',':v 1,“\ \"‘”/ ‘
‘ h"" ' qr-’“!,.o ‘
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The rope does not move when the two teams pull with equal force.

What happens to the rope when one side pulls with greater force

than the other side? Forces on the rope become unbalanced.

Unbalanced forces cause an object’s
motion to change. One team will begin

to win the tug-of-war.

Imagine the tug-of-war rope sitting still

on the ground. You might be surprised that
forces are acting on it. The force of gravity

is pulling the rope down all the time. The
ground also pushes up against the rope. The
two forces are equal but acting in opposite
directions. How could you make the forces
unbalanced and change the motion of the
rope? By pulling on it to pick it up!

Vocabulary

balanced forces, n.
a collection of
forces acting on an
object that cancel
each other out and
produce no change
in the object’s
motion

unbalanced
forces,n.a
collection of forces
actingon an
object that result
in a change in the
object’s motion



Gravity Is a Pulling Force

Forces are all around you. You can see or feel many of them,

especially when they are unbalanced. You feel forces when

someone pushes you on a swing. You feel a pull when someone

tugs on your shirt.

You might not see or notice it, but the force GRALCLIIELRY

of gravity pulls on you all the time. Earth’s gravity, n. a force

gravity is a force that pulls objects down

toward the ground.

When you are sitting

still, are forces acting

on you? Yes! The force

of the ground is pushing
upward on your body,
and the force of gravity
is pulling you down. You
don’t float up or sink down
because the forces are
balanced. If you jump up,
the push you apply with
your muscles makes the
forces unbalanced. You

move upward.

that pulls objects
toward Earth'’s

surface

Gravity pulls the boy downward. He pushes against
the force with his legs as he balances.



A Force Has Direction

The dogs in the picture play tug with the rope toy. When the
dogs pull the toy with the same amount of force, the toy does not
move. The forces are balanced. The balanced forces have the same

strength. But the forces pull in opposite directions.

One way to understand forces is to draw arrows to represent their
direction. One dog pulls the rope toy to the left. The other dog
pulls the toy to the right. Using arrows on pictures can help us
model, or show, that all forces have direction.

The dogs pull the rope with the same amount of force but in different directions.



A Force Has Strength

Look at the picture. Which dog do you think will win the tugging
match? The brown and white dog on the left is bigger. It can
probably pull with a stronger force.

When two forces of different strengths pull on the same object,
the object will move toward the stronger pull. When two forces
of different strength push on an object, the object moves away
from the stronger push. When pushes and pulls are balanced, the

object will not move.

Can you predict if something will move when it is pushed or
pulled? If you think carefully about strength and directions of all
forces on an object, you can predict motion of the object. Try it
yourself! You can draw pictures and arrows to help explain what
causes something to move or stop moving.

These are unbalanced forces because one dog pulls with a stronger force.
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o H A g T E R 1 1

CAMP KOOKOOSKOOS

amp Kookooskoos was on a small lake, clccp n
the woods of Ontario. There were no summer
cottages on the lalzc, no outboard motors, no
roads with cars rushing by. It was a wilderness lake,
just rigllt for ])oys. Mr. Beaver left Sam and Louis at
the end of a dirt road, and they [inished their journey
to camp lay canoe. Sam sat in the stern and paclc”ecl,
Louis stood in the bow and looked straigl'lt ahead.
The camp consisted of a big log cabin where every-
l)ocly ate, seven lenls where the l)oys and the coun-
selors slcpt, a dock out {:ront, and a privy out back.
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The woods closed in all around, but there was a bare
spot that had been made into a tennis court, and there
were plenty of canoes in which to take trips to other
lakes. There were about forl:y l)oys.

When Sam’s canoe grounded on the sandy beach
next to the camp dock, Louis stepped ashore wearing
his slate, his chalk pencil, and his trumpet. About
twenty boys rushed down to the landing to see what
was going on. They could hardly believe their eyes.

“Hey, look what's here!” one of the boys yelled.

“A bird!” cried another. “Look at the size of him!”

Everybody crowded around

Louis, wanting to get a close look

at the new camper. Sam had to
push some of the ])oys l)aclz, to
keep Louis from getting crushed.



“Take it easy, will you?” Sam implored.

That evening after supper, the director of the
camp, Mr. Briclzlc, built a ]Jig camp{ire in front of the
main ]oclgc. Tlle lmys gatlwred around. Thcy sang
songs and toasted marshmallows and swatted mosqui-
toes. Sometimes you couldn’t understand the words of
a song because the boys sang with marshmallows in
their mouths. Louis did not join the group. He stood
by himself at a little distance.

After a while, Mr. Brickle rose to his feet and
addressed the l)oys and the counselors.

“I call your attention,” he said, “to a new camper in
our midst— Louis the Swan. He is a Trumpeter Swan,
a rare bird. We are lucky to have him. I have employe«l

him at the same salary I pay my junior counselors:

one hundred dollars for the season. He is gentlc
and has a speech defect. He came here
from Montana with Sam Beaver.

| .ouis is a musician. Like most musi-
cians, he is in need of money. He
will wake you at daybreak with
his trumpet; he will call you
to meals; and at night, when
you are dropping off to
sleep, he will p]ay taps,
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and that will ln'ing the day to a close. I caution you to
treat him as an equal and to treat him with respect—
he packs a terrific wallop with one of those wings. |
now introduce, for your listening pleasure, Louis the
Swan. Take a l)ow, Louis!”

Louis was embarrassed, but he came forward and
bowed. Then he raised his trumpet to his mouth and
blew a long ko. When he finished, from the opposite
shore of the lake there came the echo: ko-oo.

The boys clapped. Louis bowed again. Sam Beaver,
sitting with the others, his mouth full of marshmal-
lows, was (leligllted that his plan had succeeded. At
the end of the summer, Louis would have a hundred
dollars.

A 1)oy named Applcgatc Skinner stood up.

“Mr. Briclele," he sai(l, “what about me? I don't care
for birds. I've never liked birds.”

“OK., Applegate,” said Mr. Brickle. “You don’t
have to like birds. If that's the way you feel about it,
just go ahead not—lilzing birds. Everyone is entitled to
his likes and dislikes and to his prejudices. Come to
think of it, I don't care for pistachio ice cream. I don't
know why I don't like it, but 1 dont. Do not forget,
however, that Louis is one of your counselors. Whether

you like him or not, he must be treated with respect.”
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One of the new Imys who had never been to camp
before stood up.

“Mr. Brickle,” he said, “why is this camp called
Camp Kookooskoos? What does Kookooskoos
mean?’

“It's an Indian name for the Great Horned Owl,”
replied Mr. Brickle.

The new l)oy t]lougl'lt about this for a minute.

“Then why didn’t you just call it Camp Great
Horned Owl instead of Camp Kookooskoos?”

“Because,” replied Mr. Brickle, “a lmys' camp
should have a pecu]iar name; otherwise it doesn’t
sound interesting. Kookooskoos is a terrific name. It
1S a |ong word, but it has only three letters in it. It has
two s’s, three L’s, and six os. You don't find many
names as leoolzy as that. The queerer the name, the
better the camp. Anyway, welcome  to Camp
Kookooskoos. Tt rl1ymes with moose—that’s another
good thing about it.

‘And now it's time for everyl)ody to go to bed. You
may take a swim before breakfast tomorrow, and you
don’t need to wear your swim trunks. Just jump out of
l)cd W|1e11 you hea.r t]1e trumpet of the swan, strip o[[
your pajamas, race to the dock, and dive in. I will be

there ahead of you to do my celebrated l)acL’ﬂip [rom
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the (living tower. It freshens me up for the hard (lay
ahead. Good night, Louis! Good night, Sam! Good
nigl'lt, Applegate! Good night, all!”

The light was fading. The boys straggled off to
their tents in the darkness. The senior counselors sat
Logetller on the porch and smoked one last pipe.

Sam crawled in under his blankets in Tent Three.
Louis walked to a high, flat rock by the shore and
stood there, waiting. When the lights were all out, he
faced the camp, raised his horn to his mouth, and
blew taps.

n o o —
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Lok, from thy hibls, From the sky; Al ia

Ao . _r—q: o

Tt 11

SJA:dZ, sofe -by  neat, Got Lo nigh

The last note seemed to Iingcr on the still waters of
the lake. From their l)ccls, the l)oys heard the beautitul
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sound. Thcy felt sleepy and serene and lmppy—all but
Applegate Skinner, who didn’t care for birds at bed-
time. But even Applegate was soon asleep, along with
the others in his tent. He was as]cep, and he was snor-
ing. People who dislike birds often snore.

A deep peace fell over Camp Kookooskoos.
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9 Right Angles

Fold a piece of paper twice to make an angle like this:

The angle you have made is a special one.
It is a right angle.

Use the right angle you have made to find out which of
the following angles are right angles.

Use the right angle you have made to look for right angles
around you. ] :




. How many right angles can you find in
(a) a square? (b) a rectangle?

- Which one of these triangles has a right angle?
Which one has an angle which is greater than a right angle?

How many angles does each of these figures have?
How many are right angles?
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THIRD GRADE ART - T. NORTHWAY

Distance Learning: Spring 2020
Week 3

Tuesday April 7
Goal/Objective:

Work on Rose Window Drawing if you are still not
finished.....

And then begin your Tuesday Bellwork Routine.

I will post your finished work on my blog if
you email it to me.

Thursday, April 9
Goal/Objective:

Work on Rose Window Drawing if you are still not
finished.....

And then begin your Thursday Bellwork Routine.

You may not have much time to draw bellwork
this week.

However.....

at the very minimum, I would like for you to do
your one minute of SILENT LOOKING on BOTH
Tuesday and Thursday--PLEASE :)

Tuesday Bellwork Image Address:
1963.12 dufy.jpg

“Golfe Juan” (1927) - Artist: Raoul Dufy,
French, 1877-1953

You may not have much time to draw bellwork
this week.

However....

...... at the very minimum, I would like for you to
do your one minute of SILENT LOOKING on BOTH
Tuesday and Thursday--PLEASE :)

Thursday Bellwork Image Address:
1980.7.27 dufy.ipg

s
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e
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“Peacock” (1910) - Artist: Raoul Dufy,
French, 1877-1953

(PA) Step 1:

Additional Instructions on my blog:
https://ghnoartk-3.blogspot.com

(A Open the Image link above:
A Look at the image silently with your Art

Scholar for at least 1 minute. Set a timer for
one minute without talking or questions.

(PA) Step 1:

Additional Instructions on my blog:
https://ghnoartk-3.blogspot.com

d Open the Image link above:

A Look at the image silently with your Art
Scholar for at least 1 minute. Set a timer for
one minute without talking or questions.



https://collection.mcnayart.org/images/large/prints/1963.12%20dufy.jpg
https://collection.mcnayart.org/images/large/prints/1980.7.27%20dufy.jpg
https://ghnoartk-3.blogspot.com/
https://ghnoartk-3.blogspot.com/

THIRD GRADE ART - T. NORTHWAY
Distance Learning: Spring 2020
Week 3

(d Ask your scholar to hold questions
and comments to themselves for just
one minute.

(d After time is up, begin discussing what it is
that you both SEE.

You are looking for how the artist used, or if the artist
used some or all of The Elements of Art - Line, Shape,
Space, Texture, Form, Value, Color

O https://www.gettv.edu/education/teachers/b
uilding lessons/elements_art.pdf

O These observations and discussions naturally
lead to discovery, personal opinion (THINK )

4 Ask your scholar to hold questions and
comments to themselves for just one
minute.

(d After time is up, begin discussing what it is
that you both SEE.

You are looking for how the artist used, or if the artist
used some or all of The Elements of Art - Line, Shape,
Space, Texture, Form, Value, Color

O https://www.getty.edu/education/teachers/bu
ilding lessons/elements_art.pdf

O These observations and discussions naturally
lead to discovery, personal opinion (THINK )

and inquiry (WONDER). and inquiry (WONDER).
(PA) Step 2 (PA) Step 2

Set up work table with the following materials:

d 8 %2 x 11” THICK paper such as cardstock,
inside of cereal box or poster board
(watercolor or mixed media paper, if possible)

[ Colored Pencils, Crayons, Extra Fine Sharpie
Marker, Watercolors

 Open window on computer with Tuesday
Bellwork image:

O Mrs. Northway’s Blog
https://ghnoartk-3.blogspot.com/2020/03/w
eek-1extended-spring-break.html

Set up work table with the following materials:

O 8 %2 x 11” THICK paper such as cardstock,
inside of cereal box or poster board (watercolor
or mixed media paper, if possible)

[ Colored Pencils, Crayons, Extra Fine Sharpie
Marker, Watercolors

d Open window on computer with Tuesday
Bellwork image:

d Mrs. Northway’s Blog
https://ghnoartk-3.blogspot.com/2020/03/wee
k-1extended-spring-break.html

(PA) Step 3

PREPARE PAPER FOR DAILY DRAWING:

O A quick way to prepare paper is to adjust the
size of the art image on screen and then hold
your paper up to the computer monitor.

Mark the paper edges to match the
proportions.

BELLWORK FOR WEEK 3: This artwork is in the
collection of the McNay Art Museum:

(PA) Step 3

PREPARE PAPER FOR DAILY DRAWING:

O A quick way to prepare paper is to adjust the
size of the art image on screen and then hold
your paper up to the computer monitor.

Mark the paper edges to match the
proportions.
BELLWORK FOR WEEK 3:

This artwork is in the collection of the McNay Art



https://www.getty.edu/education/teachers/building_lessons/elements_art.pdf
https://www.getty.edu/education/teachers/building_lessons/elements_art.pdf
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THIRD GRADE ART - T. NORTHWAY

Distance Learning: Spring 2020
Week 3

https://collection.mcnayvart.org/objects/1472

I will provide a video demonstration FOR PROJECT 3
AND BELLWORK in Week 3 of my blog.
https://ghnoartk-3.blogspot.com

Museum:

https://collection.mcnavart.org/objects/3089

I will provide a video demonstration FOR PROJECT 3
AND BELLWORK in Week 3 of my blog.

https: hnoartk-3.blogspot.com
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5 H A P 1t E R 1

A RESCUE

N

ouis liked to sleep on the lake. At night, after

blowing taps, he would waddle down to the

sancly beach lay the dock. There he removed
his slate, his chalk pencil, and his trumpet and hid
them under a bush. Then he shoved off into the water.
As soon as he was afloat, he would tuck his head
under a wing. For a while he would doze and think
about home and his parents. Then he would
think about Serena—how beautiful she
was and how much he loved her. Pretty
soon he would be fast asleep. When
daylight came, he would swim
ashore and cat a ligl'lt break-
fast of water p]ants. Then he'd
put on his things, climb onto the
flat rocl'\’, and blow reveille. The
l)oys, lwaring the trumpet, would
wake and rush to the dock to

swim before breakfast.

s




Alter supper at nigllt the campers would often play
vo“cyl)a”. Louis loved the game. Ie couldn't lmop
around as fast as the lmys, but he could reach far out
with his long neck and poke the ball into the air and
over the net. It was very hard to get a ball past
Louis—he could return almost any shot. When the
Loys chose sides at the start of the game, Louis was
always the first to be chosen.

The Loys loved camp life in Ontario. They learned
how to handle a canoe. Tl’ley learned to swim. Sam

Beaver took them on nature walks and taug}l‘t them to

sit quietly on a log and observe wild creatures and




birds. He showed them how to walk in the woods with-
out mal:'ing a lot of noise. Sam showed them where
the kingfisher had his nest, in a hole in the bank by a
stream. He showed them the partridge and her chicks.
When the boys heard a soft co-co-co-co, Sam told them
tlley were listening to the Sawwhet Owl, smallest of
the owls, no bigger than a man’s hand. Sometimes in
the middle of the night the whole camp would wake
to the scream of a wildcat. Nol)o(ly ever saw a wildcat
during the entire summer, but his scream was heard
at night.

One morning when Sam was playing tennis with
./f\pplegate Skinner, Sam heard a clanlcing noise. He
looked behind him, and there, coming out of the
woods, was a skunk. The skunk’s head was stuck in a
tin can; he couldn’t see where he was going. He lzept
l)umping into trees and rocks, and the can went clank,
clank, clank.

“That skunk is in troul)lc," said Sam, laying down
his racquet. “IHe’s been to the dump, looking for food.
He poL’e(I his head into that empty can, and now he
can't get it out.”

The word spread quickly through camp that a
skunk had arrived. The Loys came running to sce the

fun. Mr. Brickle warned them not to get too close—




the skunk might squirt them with per[ume. So the
l)oys danced around, ]eecping their distance and hold-
ing their noses.

The big question was how to get the can off the
skunk’s head without getling squirted.

“He’s going to need help,” said Sam. “That skunk
will starve to death if we don’t get that can off.”

All the lJoys had suggestions.

One boy said they should make a bow and arrow,
tie a string to the arrow, and shoot the arrow at the
can. 'l‘lletl, when lhey hit the can, tl'ley could pu" the
string and the can would come off the skunk’s head.
Nol)ocly tlloughl much of that suggestion—it sounded
like too much work.

Another l)oy suggested that two L()ys climb a tree,
and one l)oy could |1ang l)y his feet from the other
l)oy's lman(ls, and when the skunk walked under the
tree, the l)oy who was |1anging l)y his feet could reach
down and pull the can off, and if the skunk squirtccl,
the perfume wouldn’t hit the boy because he would be
hanging in the air. Nobody thought much of that sug-
gestion. Mr. Brickle didn’t like it at all. He said it was
extremely impractical and furthermore he wouldn't
permit 1it.

Another l)oy suggestccl that tllcy get a block of
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wood, smear it with glue, and when the skunk knocked
against it, the can would stick to the block of wood.
Nobody thought much of that suggestion. Mr. Brickle
said he didn’t have any g]ue anyway.

While everybody was making suggestions, Sam
Beaver walked quietly to his tent. He returned in a few

minutes with a long pole and a piece of fishline. Sam

tied one end of the fishline to the pole. Then he tied




a slipl:znot in the other end of the line and formed a
noose. Then he climbed to the roof of the porcl'x and
asked the other l)oys not to get too close to the skunk.
The skunk all this time was l)lundering around,
l)linclly l)umping into t}lings. It was a pitiful sight.
Sam, holding his pole, waited patiently on the
roof. He looked like a fisherman waiting'for a bite.
When the skunk wandered close to the building, Sam
reached over, clangle(l the noose in front of the skun le,
slipped the noose around the can, and gave a jerk. The
noose tightened, and the can came off. As it did so,
the skunk turned around and squirted—right at Mr.
Brickle, who jumped Laclz, stumbled, and fell.
All the boys danced around, holding their
noses. The skunk ran off into the
woods. Mr. Brickle got up and dusted
himself off. The air smelled strong of
skunk. Mr. Brickle smelled, too.
“Congratulations, Sam!”
said Mr. Brickle. “You have aided
a wild creature and have given
Camp Kookooskoos a delicious
# dash of wild perfume. I'm sure we'll
all remember this malodorous

event for a long time to come.
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[ don't see how we can very well forget it.”

“Ko-hoh!” cried Louis, lifting his trumpet. The
lake echoed with the sound. The air was heavy with
the rich, musky smell of skunk. The boys danced and
danced, holding their noses. Some of them held their
stomachs and pre’ccnded to throw up. Then M.
Brickle announced it was time for the morning swim.

‘A swim will clear the air,” he said, as he walked

away toward his cottage to cllange his clothes.

After lunch each clay, the campers went to their
tents for a rest pcriod. Some of them read books.
Some wrote letters home, telling their parents how
bad the food was. Some just lay on their cots and
talked. One afternoon (]uring resl periocl, the lmys in
Applegate’s tent l)cgan teasing him about his name.

“Applegate Skinner,” said one boy. “Where did you
get such a crazy name, App]cgatc?"

“My parents gave it to me,” replied Applegate.

“I know what his name is,” said another boy. “Sour
Applegate. Sour Applega.te Skinner.” The l)oys howled
at this and l)egan cllanting, “Sour Applcgatc, Sour
Applegate, Sour Applegate.”

“Quiet!” bellowed the tent leader.

“T don't think it's {’unny," said 1\pplegale.
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“His name isn't Sour Applegate,” whispered
another l)oy. “His name is Wormy Applegale. Wormy
App]cgate Skinner.” This suggestion was greeted with
screams of laughter.

“Quiet!” bellowed the tent leader. “I want quiet in
this tent. Leave Applegate alone!”

“lieave Rotten Applegate alone!” W]lisperccl another
boy. And some of the other boys had to pull their pil-
lows over their heads so their snickering couldn’t be
heard.

Applegate was
sore. When the
rest period was
over, he wan-
dered down to
the dock. He
didn’t like being
made fun of, and
he wanted to do
something to get
even. Without saying anything to anybody, he slid a
canoe into the water and pad(ﬂed out into the lake,

heacling for the opposite shore a mile away. No one
noticed him.

Applegate had no business taking a canoe out alone.

—
Sc.
‘



He had not passed his swimming test. He had not
passed his canoe test. He was clisol)cying a camp rule.
When he was a quarter of a mile from shore, in deep
water, the wind grew stronger. The waves got higher.
The canoe was hard to manage. Applegal.e got scared.
Suddenly, a wave caught the canoe and spun it
around. Applegate leaned hard on his paddle. His
hand slipped, and he lost his balance. The canoe
tipped over. Applegate found himsell in the water. His
clothes felt terril)ly soggy and I1cav_v. His shoes
dragged him down, and he could barely keep his head
above water. Instead of hanging on to the canoe, he
started swimming toward shore—which was a crazy
t|1ing to do. One wave hit him square in the face, and
he got a mouthful of water.

“Help!” he screamed. “Help me! I'm drowning. ¢l
give the camp a bad name if | drown. Help! Help!”

Counselors sprinte(l to the waterfront. Tl\ey jumpcd
into canoes and rowboats and started for the drown-
ing boy. One counselor kicked his moccasins off,
dove in, and l)egan swimming toward Applega’ce. Mr.
Brickle raced to the dock, climbed to the cliving tower,
and directed the rescue operation, slmuting t}lrough a
megapl]onc.

“IHang on to the canoe, Applcgatc!” he shouted.
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“Don’t leave the canoe!”

But Applcga’cc had alrea(ly left the canoe. He was
all alone, tl’lrasl'ning about and wasting his strcngtl1.
He felt sure he would soon go to the bottom and
drown. He felt weak and scared. Water had got into
his lungs. He couldn’t last much longer.

The first boat to get away from the dock was rowed
Ly Sam Beaver, and Sam was pulling hard at the oars,
straining every muscle. But things didn’t look good
for Applcgatc. The boats were still a long way from
the l)oy.

When the first cry of “Help" was heard in camp,
Louis was coming around the corner of the main Iodge.
He spied r\ppleg‘ate immediately and responded to
the call.

“I can't /7y oul tlwre," tl'noug}lt Louis, “because my
flight feathers have been fa”ing out ]ate]y. But I can
certainly make better time than those boats.”

Dropping his slate and his chalk pencil and his
trumpet, Louis splasl'lecl into the water and struck out,
beating his wings and kic Ang with his great webbed
feet. A swan, even in summer when he can't ﬂy, can
scoot across the water at high spee(].. Louis’s power-
ful wings beat the air. His feet churned the waves, as

tlwugll he were running on top of the water. In a



moment he had pa.sse(l all the boats. When he reached

Applegate, he quicL’]y dove, iminted his Ibng neck
between Applegate's legs, then came to the surface
with Applegate sitting on his back.

Cheers came from the people on the shore and in
the boats. Applegate clung to Louis’s neck. He had
been saved in the nick of time. Another minute and
he would have gone to the bottom. Water would have
filled his lungs. I[Te would have been a goner.

“Thank God!” shouted Mr. Brickle
t]u'ougll his megapllone. “Great worl'\',

Louis! Camp Kookooskoos will
never forget this day! The reputation
of the camp has been saved. Our
record for safcty is still untarnished.”

Louis didn’t pay much attention
to all the shouting. He swam very
Care[u"y over to Sam’s l')oat, and
Sam pu“ed Applegate into the
boat and }lelpecl him into the
stern seat.

“You looked pretty {:unny, riding
a swan,” Sam said. “And you're lucky
to be alive. You're not supposcd to go

- »
out &lODC 111 a Ccanoec.
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But Applcgate was loo scared and wet to say any-
thing. He just sat and stared straight ahead, spitting
water out of his mouth and ln'eatlﬁng hard.

At supper that night, Mr. Brickle placed Louis at
his right, in the place of honor. When the meal was
over, he rose and made a speech.

“We all saw what l'uappened on the lake toclay.
Applegate Skinner broke a camp rule, took a canoe




out alone, and upset. e was drowning when Louis

the Swan, rapidly outdistancing all other campers,
reached his side, held him up, and saved his life. Let
us all give Louis a standing ovation!”

The boys and the counselors stood up. They
cheered and clappccl and beat on tin plates with
spoons. Then tlley sat down. Louis looked embar-
rassed.

‘And now, Applegatc," said Mr. Brickle, “I hope the
rescue has caused vou to c}mnge your opinion of birds.

The first day you were here in camp, vou told us you
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didn’t care for birds. How do you feel now?”

‘T feel sick at my stomach,” rcp]iccl Applegatc. “It
makes you sick at your stomach to almost drown. My
stomach still has a lot of lake water in it.”

“Yes, but what about birds?” asked Mr. Brickle.

z\pplegate tl'wuglit hard for a moment. “Well A he

said, “I'm grateful to Louis for saving my life. But I

still don't like bhirds.”

“Really?” said Mr. Brickle. “That’s quite remark-
able. Even though a bird saved you from drowning,
you don't care for birds? What have you got agamst
birds?”

“Not}ling,” replied Applegate. “I have nothing
against them. [ just don’t care for them.”

“O.K.,” said Mr. Brickle. “I guess we'll just have to
leave it at that. But the camp is proud of Louis. He is
our most distinguished counselor—a great trumpet
player, a great bird, a powerful swimmer, and a fine
friend. He deserves a medal. In fact, [ intend to write
a letter recommending that he be given the Lifesaving
Medal.”

Mr. Brickle did as he promised. He wrote a letter.
A few days later, a man arrived from Washington with
the Lifesaving Medal, and while all the campers
watched, he hung the medal around Louis’s neck,
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alongside the trumpet, the s]atc, and the chalk pencil.
[t was a beautiful medal. Engraved on it were the

WOL’CIS!

TO LOUIS THE SWAN, WHO, WITH
OUTSTANDING COURAGE AND COMPLETE
DISREGARD FOR HIS OWN SAFETY,
SAVED THE LIFE OF APPLEGATE SKINNER

Louis took off his slate and wrote, “Thank you for
this medal. It is a great honor.”

But he thought to himself, “T'm lacginning to get
overloaded with stuff around my neck. I've got a
trumpet, ['ve got a slate, ['ve got a chalk pcncil; now
I've got a medal. I'm I)egirming to

look like a hippie. | hope I'll still be
able to fly when my Hight

feathers grow in again.”
That nigllt when darkness

came, Louis blew the

most beautiful taps he

had ever blown. The man

who had l)rougl'lt the medal

was listening and watching

IHe could har(uy believe




his ears and his eyes. When he returned to the city, he
told peop]e what he had scen and heard. Louis’s fame
was growing. His name was L’nown. People all over

were beginning to talk about the swan that could play
a trumpet.
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Friction Is a Force

Have you ever tried to walk on ice? You
probably know how easy it is to slip

and fall. That's because there is little Big Question

friction between your shoes and the What is the force
called friction?

ice. You don't slip when you walk on a
rough sidewalk. There is a lot of friction

between the sidewalk and your shoes. Vocabulary

Friction is the force that exists between :::C:(t’:;: ;CWS
two surfaces that are touching each between the

I . surfaces of two
other. Friction opposes motion or T ——
potential motion. When there is little are touching
friction, surfaces slide smoothly across :g;g::' Ll

each other. Friction reduces the slipping

or even stops motion.

This sign warns that there may be little There is little friction between the bottom
friction between your shoes and the of the sled and the surface of the snow. The
surface you are walking on. Watch out! sled slides easily.



Surfaces in Contact Make Friction

Friction is a contact force. That means it Vocabulary

happens where surfaces touch each other. contact force, n.

For example, your shoes touch the sidewalk 2 Pushorpull
between two

as you walk, and the force of friction helps objects that are

you to propel yourself forward. touching each other

No object is completely smooth. Even things that look smooth
have bumps too small to see or feel. When two objects rub against

each other, those bumps push against each other.

\1é 0‘ - -
- v - ., » N ~
| > f‘ : - . -
§~ ‘—’?J ~‘ "-Q— - .‘
- ._‘~ i ’~'-‘ pay <l o ! g

and slideon

Feet in socks slip
a smooth floor.

Some surfaces are very rough. Rough surfaces produce a lot
of friction when in contact with other objects. Other surfaces are
smooth. Smooth surfaces produce less friction when in contact

with another surface.

Think about hurrying through different rooms wearing just socks
and no shoes. You are less likely to slip on a carpeted surface than
you are on a smooth floor.
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Friction Opposes Motion and Potential Motion

Look at the picture of the block on the ramp. Are there forces
at work there? Yes, there are. The force of gravity is pulling the

block downward.

However, the block does not move. That is because there is

a friction force between the block and the ramp. The friction
opposes the force of gravity. When the two forces are balanced,
there is no change in the block’s motion. In this way, friction

opposes the potential motion of the block.

Now, what would happen if you lift the ramp higher at one end?
At some point, the force of gravity would overcome the force of
friction. The forces would become unbalanced. Movement occurs

as the block slides down the ramp.

The block stays at rest on this piece of wood. Why doesn’t the block slide down the slope?



Friction Produces Heat

Have you ever been outside in the cold and rubbed your hands
together to try to warm them up? If so, you were making use
of friction. Any time two surfaces rub against each other, heat

may occur.

You can feel the heat produced by friction between your moving
hands. The longer you rub them together and the harder you
press them against each other, the warmer they will feel. If two
surfaces only rub
against each other
briefly, the friction
does not cause very
much heat. Often
the amount of heat
produced is too little
to notice. Do your
socks feel warm after
you slide across a

tile floor?

Sometimes friction
can result in a great
deal of heat. It is
possible to rub string

and wood together in

a way that the friction

can start a fire. To start a fire using only string and wood, the friction
must continue steadily for a long while. The friction
must also be concentrated in a small area.
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Friction Can Be Harmful

It can be useful to know

T
I

how to start a fire using

~
.

friction. But heat from

; .

friction is not always
helpful. Engines, such as
the ones that make cars

and planes move, have

many moving parts. The
) . The parts inside engines are coated with oil to

parts are in contact with reduce friction.

each other, so they are affected by the force of friction. The friction

results in heat. Over time, friction and heat weaken the parts of

machines. The parts can wear out and break.

Engineers use materials called lubricants
Vocabulary

to reduce friction between machine parts.
lubricant, n. a

A lubricant is a substance that coats the s

surfaces of parts that rub against each reduces ffiCtﬁon
between objects

other to make them more slippery. Grease in contact

and oil are common lubricants. Lubricants

help machine parts last longer.

Think About Water and Air

Friction affects more than just solid  or drag. Athletes such as

objects. Feeling the wind blowing  professional bikers and swimmers
on your face is evidence that wear special uniforms to reduce the
moving air produces friction. Air amount of drag they experience as
friction is called air resistance they race to the finish line.
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Friction Can Be Helpful

Engineers don't always try to reduce friction. Often they design
ways to make use of friction. For example, tires are designed with
bumps and grooves on the surface that rolls on the road. Those
bumps are called tread. Tread increases the friction between the
surfaces of tires and the road. Without tread, a bicycle rider might

slip and slide instead of rolling over a very smooth surface.

Squeezing a bicycle hand brake causes the brakes to press and rub
against the bike wheel'’s rim. The force of friction that results makes

the bike slow down or stop.

Don’t touch a bicycle brake just after a bike has been stopped by the brake. It is likely hot
from the friction.
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END OF SUMMER

trumpet
has three

little valves.

They are for the

fingers of the player.

They look like this:
By pus}ﬁng them

down in the right

order, the player

can proclucc all the

notes of the musical

scale. Louis had often
examined these three little valves on his horn, but he
had never been able to use them. He had three front
toes on eacll f'oot, l)ut, ]Jeing a waler l)ircl, he had
webbed feet. The webbing prevented him from using
his three toes independently. Luckily, the valves on a
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trumpet are notl needed for l)uglc calls because l)ug]e
calls are just combinations of cfa, mi, and éo/,, and a
trumpeter can play do, mi, and sol without pressing
down any of the valves. :

“If 1 could just work those three valves with my
three toes,” he said to I\imsel[, “I could play all sorts
of music, not just lnlglc calls. I could p]ay jazz. I could
play country—and—wcstern. I could play rqcle. [ could
play the greal music of Bach, Bcctluwen, Mozart,
Sibe]ius, Gcrs]mwin, [rving Berlin, Bralnns, cvcrylmcly.
[ could really be a trumpet player, not just a camp
l)ugler. | 111ig'1t even gel a ]01) with an orchestra.” The
thought filled him with ambition. Louis loved music,
and l)esidcs, he was a]reacly casting about for ways of
making money after camp was over.

A]tl‘mugl\ he enjoye(l life at Camp Koolmosleoos,
Louis often thought of his home on Upper Red Rock
Lake in Montana. He t}lought about his parents, his
brothers and sisters, and about Serena. He was ter-
ril)ly in love with Serena, and he often wondered what
was llappening to her. At night, he would look up at
the stars and think about her. In the late evening,
when the big bullfrogs were calling trooonk across the
stall la]-zc, he would think of Serena. Sometimes he

felt sad, lone]y, and homesick. His music, }wwevcr,
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was a comfort to him. He loved the sound of his own
trumpetl.

Summer passe(l all too quiclaly. On the last clay of
camp, Mr. Brickle called his counselors together and
paicl them what he owed them. Louis received one
hundred dollars—the first money he had ever carned.
He had no wallet and no poclzcts, so Mr. Brickle
placed the mo ney in a waterproof l)ag that had a draw-
string. He llung this moneyl)ag around Louis’s necL’,
along with the trumpet, the slate, the chalk pencil,
and the lifesaving medal.

Louis went to Sam Beaver’s tent and found Sam
paclzing his t]'lings. Louis took off his slate and
pencil.

“I need another job,” he wrote. “Where should 1
go?”

Sam sat down on his bed and tlmugllt for a while.
Then he said, “Go to Boston. Nlayl)e you can get a j01)
with the Swan Boat.”

Louis had never been to Boston, and he had no
i(lea what the Swan Boat was, l)ut |1e nodded his lleacl.
Then on his slate he wrote: “Do me a favor?”

“Sure,” said Sam.

“Take a razor blade and slit the web on my right

foot, so | can Wigglc my toes.” He held out his foot.
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“Wlly do you want to wigglc your toes?” asked Sam.

“You'll see,” wrote Louis. “I need my toes in my
business.”

Sam hesitated. Then he borrowed a razor blade
from one of the older counselors. He made a long,
neat cut between Louis’s inner toe and middle toe.
Then he made another cut between louis’s middle

toe ancl outer toe.

“Does it hurt?”

Louis shook his head. He lifted his trumpet,
placed his toes on the valves, and playe(l do, re, mi, fa,
so/, /a, tr, do. Do, t1, /a, so/, fa, mi, re, do. Ko-hoh!

Sam grinne(l. “The Swan Boat will hire you, all

right,” he said. “You're a real trumpeter now. But with

your web cut, swimming will be harder for you. You



will have a tendency to swim in circles,_-l)ecaus'e your
left foot will push better than your rigl'lt foot.”

“I can manage,” wrote lLouis. “I'hanks very much
for the surgery.”

Next clay, the campers left. The canoes had been
hoisted onto racks in the boathouse, the float had
been hauled onto the l)eaclm, the windows of the lodge
had been boarded up against bears and squirrels, mat-
tresses had been pacleccl into zipper l)ags; everyl}ling
was snug and rea(ly for the long, silent winter. Of all
the campers, only Louis stayed behind. His flight
[eathers were growing fast, but he still couldn’t ”y He
made up his mind he would remain at camp, all alone,
until he was able to take to the air again, and then he
would ﬂy straight to Boston.

The lake was lonely without the boys, but Louis
didn't mind being alone. For the next three wecks he
took life easy. He grew his flight feathers, dreamed of
Serena by day and by night, and practiced his trum-
pel. He had listened to music all summer—several of
the boys had radios and record players—and now he
practiced the songs on his trumpet. Every day he got
better and better. One day, he composed a love song
for Serena and wrote the words and music on his

sla’cc:
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%
n . Ok, ar-on in the greom-ing spring, By

Gank and. bough nt-tin-ing, For Love shall | be
Sov-now-ing. And.swoms of my de-sin- img.

LA

He was rea”_v thin ing of Serena, but he left her
name out of it and kept it impcrsonal.

His plumage was beautilul now, and he felt great.
On the twenty-first of Scptcml)cr, he tried his wings.
To his great reliel, they lifted him. Louis rose into the
air. The trumpet banged against the slate, the slate
knocked againsl the Inoneyl)ag, the li[esa\fing medal
clinked against the chalk pencil—but Louis was air-
borne again. He climbed and climbed and headed for
Boston. It was wonderful to be in the sky again.

“Flying is a lot harder than it was belore I acquired
all these possessions,” tlmugl‘lt Louis. “The best way to
travel, really, is to travel ligl'xt. On the other hand, I
have to have these tlﬁngs. ['ve got to have the trumpet
il [ am to win Serena for my wile; I've got to carry this

moncyl)ag to hold the money to pay my father's debts;

P
'
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I've got to have the slate and pencil so | can commu-
nicate with people; and I ought to wear the medal
because [ rea]ly did save a life, and if T didn’t wear it,
people might think I was ungrateful.”

On and on he ﬂew, toward Boston, which is the
capital of Massachusetts, and which is famous for its
baked beans, its codfish, its tea parties, its Cal)ots, 1ts
Lowells, its Saltonstalls, and its Swan Boats.
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e Quadrilaterals and Triangles

These lines are
These lines intersect. parallel. They
will not intersect.

~ A parallelogram is g
+ quadrilateral that has pairs
of sides that are parallel.

Which of these shapes are parallelograms?
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. Is this a parallelogram?

A rhombus is a
parallelogram with
4 equal sides.

Is a square a parallelogram?

Is a square a rhombus?

Is a rectangle a parallelogram?

»

Is a rectangle a rhombus?

- (a) Which quadrilaterals have 2 pairs of parallel sides?
(b) Which quadrilaterals have 2 pairs of equal sides?

(c¢) Which quadrilaterals have 2 or more right angles?
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6.

Can a triangle have parallel sides?

An equilateral
triangle is also
an isosceles
triangle.

equilateral isosceles scalene

(a) Which triangle has no equal sides?
(b) Which triangle has 2 equal sides?

(c) Which triangle has 3 equal sides? A right triangle is
a triangle with a
right angle.

Can a triangle have
2 right angles?

(a) Can aright triangle be scalene?
(b) Can a right triangle be isosceles?
(c) Can aright triangle be equilateral?

N

(a) Which triangles are equilateral?
(b) Which triangles are isosceles?

(c) Which triangles are scalene?

(d) Which triangles are right triangles?
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