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Read the following tall tales and do the tasks carefully.
Fog
retold by
S. E. Schlosser
This tale has been written in American slang. Underline the slang expressions and correct them using standard English. Write the standard versions in the margin.
	     You can talk ‘til you’re blue in the face about the thickest of fogs in ye merry olde England, but I’m tellin’ you now, sure as I’m standing here, that England’s fogs don’t hold nothing over them thick fogs which roll in over the Bay of Fundy here in Maine. These ain’t your little pea soupers, you can betcher life. These fogs is so thick you can drive a nail into them and hang yer hat on it. It’s the honest truth. 
One of my neighbors works a fishing boat, but he can’t do nothin’ when a Maine fog comes rolling into the bay. He always saves up his chores for a foggy day. One day, the fog came rollin’ in overnight, and my friend knew there wasn’t to be no fishin’ that day. So he decides his roof needs shingling. He got started at the shingling right after breakfast, and didn’t come down ‘til dinner. 
     “Maude, we got a mighty long house,” he told his wife over supper. “Took me all day to shingle.” 
      Well, Maude knew right enough that they lived in a small house. After all, she’d been cleanin’ it for nigh on twenty years, so who would know better?  She went outside to take a look.   And I’ll be jiggered if she didn’t discover that my neighbor had shingled right past the edge of the roof and out onto the fog! 

	



How does the storyteller describe the Maine fogs?
Main fogs are …





 
TEACHER COPY
Listen to the following tall tale. Then complete the text.

Frozen Dawn
retold by
S. E. Schlosser

   One winter, it was so cold that the dawn froze solid. The sun got caught between two ice blocks, and the earth iced up so much that it couldn't turn. The first rays of sunlight froze halfway over the mountain tops. They looked like yellow icicles dripping towards the ground. 
      Now Davy Crockett was headed home after a successful night hunting when the dawn froze up so solid. Being a smart man, he knew he had to do something quick or the earth was a goner. He had a freshly killed bear on his back, so he whipped it off, climbed right up on those rays of sunlight and began beating the hot bear carcass against the ice blocks which were squashing the sun. Soon a gush of hot oil burst out of the bear and it melted the ice. Davy gave the sun a good hard kick to get it started, and the sun's heat unfroze the earth and started it spinning again. So Davy lit his pipe on the sun, shouldered the bear, slid himself down the sun rays before they melted and took a bit of sunrise home in his pocket. 

   One ______________, it was so ____________ that the dawn ___________ solid. The sun got _____________ between two ____________________, and the earth _____________ up so much that it couldn't ______________. The first _____________ of sunlight froze halfway over the mountain_______________. They looked like yellow ________________ dripping _____________ the ground. 
      Now Davy Crockett was ______________ home after a ___________________ night hunting when the dawn ____________ up so solid. Being a _____________ man, he knew he had to do something ___________ or the ____________ was a goner. He had a _____________ killed bear on his ____________, so he whipped it off, _____________ right up on those ___________ of sunlight and ____________ beating the hot bear carcass against the ______ blocks __________ were squashing the sun. Soon a gush of hot oil ____________ out of the bear and it _____________ the ice. Davy ____________ the sun a good hard kick to get it ___________, and the sun's heat ____________ the earth and started it _______________ again. So Davy ____________ his pipe on the sun, _______________ the bear, _____________ himself down the sun __________ before they ____________ and took a bit of ______________ home in his pocket. 






Listen to the following tall tale. Then complete the text.

Frozen Dawn
retold by
S. E. Schlosser

   One ______________, it was so ____________ that the dawn ___________ solid. The sun got _____________ between two ____________________, and the earth _____________ up so much that it couldn't ______________. The first _____________ of sunlight froze halfway over the mountain_______________. They looked like yellow ________________ dripping _____________ the ground. 
      Now Davy Crockett was ______________ home after a ___________________ night hunting when the dawn ____________ up so solid. Being a _____________ man, he knew he had to do something ___________ or the ____________ was a goner. He had a _____________ killed bear on his ____________, so he whipped it off, _____________ right up on those ___________ of sunlight and ____________ beating the hot bear carcass against the ______ blocks __________ were squashing the sun. Soon a gush of hot oil ____________ out of the bear and it _____________ the ice. Davy ____________ the sun a good hard kick to get it ___________, and the sun's heat ____________ the earth and started it _______________ again. So Davy ____________ his pipe on the sun, _______________ the bear, _____________ himself down the sun __________ before they ____________ and took a bit of ______________ home in his pocket. 

Potatoes
retold by
S. E. Schlosser
  We here in Idaho are right proud of our potatoes. Our fields are so chock full of potatoes that you can hear them grumbling when you stick your ear on the ground. "Roll over, you’re crowding me," they say. 
     Potatoes grow bigger in Idaho than anywhere else. Once, a greenhorn asked me for a hundred pounds of potato. I set him straight real fast. I don't believe in cutting into one of my potatoes. "You buy the whole potato, or you take your business elsewhere," I told him. 
     Why do our potatoes grow so big? Well, it’s because we feed them like family. Cornmeal and milk every day for breakfast, lunch and dinner. You should taste my wife's mashed potatoes! They are the creamiest mashed potatoes in the whole United States. It’s all the milk our potatoes drink while they’re growing. Makes them so creamy that all my wife needs to do is just boil them and mash them up. 
      Sometimes, the size of our potatoes creates a problem for the farmers. One fellow I know got trapped for eight hours beneath a potato. His wife came looking for him when he was late to dinner. She had to get the neighbors to help roll it off. But that's just they way it goes when you're farming potatoes in Idaho. 
How does the storyteller describe potatoes in Idaho?
Idaho potatoes are:



Design an ad for Idaho potatoes. Be creative. Use your computer or handwrite and draw your ad. Decorate it nicely.  Use the following box for ideas and make a sketch, then finish your ad on an A4 sheet.
















[bookmark: _GoBack]TEACHER: SOLUTIONS
Mississippi Mosquitoes
retold by
S. E. Schlosser
The sentences of the following tale have been scrambled. Cut out the sentences and glue them on a new sheet in the correct order.

	A visitor to Mississippi decided to take a walk along the river in the cool of the evening.

	His host warned him that the mosquitoes in the area had been acting up lately, tormenting the alligators until they moved down the river.

	But the visitor just laughed and told his host he wasn't to be put off from his evening walk by a few mosquitoes.

	As he promenaded beside the flowing Mississippi, he heard the whirling sound of a tornado.

	Looking up, he saw two mosquitoes as big as elephants descend upon him.

	They lifted him straight up in the air and carried him out over the river.

	"Shall we eat him on the bank or in the swamp?" he heard one ask the other.

	"We'd better eat him on the bank," said the other. "Or else the big mosquitoes in the swamp will take him away from us."

	Frightened near to death, the man lashed out at the mosquitoes until they lost their grip and dropped him into the river.

	He was carried two miles downstream before he was fished out by a riverboat pilot.

	The man left Mississippi the next day, and has never gone for another walk from that day to this. 










Mississippi Mosquitoes
retold by
S. E. Schlosser
The sentences of the following tale have been scrambled. Cut out the sentences and glue them on a new sheet in the correct order.

	"Shall we eat him on the bank or in the swamp?" he heard one ask the other.

	"We'd better eat him on the bank," said the other. "Or else the big mosquitoes in the swamp will take him away from us."

	A visitor to Mississippi decided to take a walk along the river in the cool of the evening.

	As he promenaded beside the flowing Mississippi, he heard the whirling sound of a tornado.

	But the visitor just laughed and told his host he wasn't to be put off from his evening walk by a few mosquitoes.

	Frightened near to death, the man lashed out at the mosquitoes until they lost their grip and dropped him into the river.

	He was carried two miles downstream before he was fished out by a riverboat pilot.

	His host warned him that the mosquitoes in the area had been acting up lately, tormenting the alligators until they moved down the river.

	Looking up, he saw two mosquitoes as big as elephants descend upon him.

	The man left Mississippi the next day, and has never gone for another walk from that day to this. 

	They lifted him straight up in the air and carried him out over the river.







Pecos Bill Rides a Tornado
retold by 
S. E. Schlosser

Now everyone in the West knows that Pecos Bill could ride anything. No bronco[footnoteRef:1] could throw him, no sir! Fact is, I only heard of Bill getting' thrown once in his whole career as a cowboy. Yep, it was that time he was up  in Kansas and decided to ride a tornado.  [1:  A bronco is a wild or semi-wild horse.] 

…
…

 Complete the tall tale of Bill Pecos riding a tornado. Use your Writing Tall Tales model sheet to plan the tale. Include several comparisons to show the power of the tornado as well as Bill’s strength and courage.
 Bring your tale to class for peer conferencing.
 Revise your tale carefully and hand in your first and second draft. (+ feedback book)
 Read the original tale. Ask your teacher for a copy.


SOLUTION SHEET


Pecos Bill Rides a Tornado
retold by 
S. E. Schlosser

Now everyone in the West knows that Pecos Bill could ride anything. No bronco[footnoteRef:2] could throw him, no sir! Fact is, I only heard of Bill getting' thrown once in his whole career as a cowboy. Yep, it was that time he was up  in Kansas and decided to ride a tornado.  [2:  A bronco is a wild or semi-wild horse.] 

…

Now Bill wasn't gonna[footnoteRef:3] ride just any tornado, no ma'am. He waited for the biggest and wildest tornado you’ve ever seen. It was turning the sky black and green, and roaring so loud it woke up the farmers away over in China. Well, Bill just grabbed that tornado, pushed it to the ground and jumped on its back. The tornado whipped and whirled and side-winded and generally cussed its bad luck all the way down to Texas. Tied the rivers into knots, flattened all the forests so bad they had to rename one place the Staked Plains. But Bill just rode along all calm, and gave it an occasional jab with his spurs.  [3:  Gonna is slang for ‘going to’] 

Finally, that tornado decided it wasn't getting this cowboy off its back. So it headed west to California and just rained itself out. It made so much water it washed out the Grand Canyon. That tornado was down to practically nothing when Bill finally fell off. He hit the ground so hard it sank below sea level. Folks call the spot Death Valley. 
Anyway, that's how rodeo got started. Though most cowboys stick to broncos these days. 












Comparing: 

Study comparing in your yellow Newby grammar. 
Read each unit carefully and make sure you understand it well. If you need help call your teacher.
Use crayons to color the boxes in your grammar book. Design them nicely so you will remember them more easily.

Study unit 54  and do exercise 52 

Study unit 55  and exercises 53  and 54 

Study unit 56  and exercises 55  and 56 

Study unit 57  and exercise 57 

Unit 58  and exercise 58 

Always compare your answers with your partner and ask your teacher if you are unsure.
E. Pölzleitner	tall tales / 2011-03-05 / Page 10 of 10
