                                  Sing-a-Lauren

                              Sing Me a Story!
                       Presented by Laurie Ornstein
Pre-listening: Don’t forget an introduction. Give the pupils a focal point.  For example, give the title of the song and brainstorm what it might be about. 

Ideas for creative listening comprehension:

1. Cloze exercise – Listen and fill in the blanks. Make sure to delete different parts of speech each time. (Option – let pupils guess the missing words before listening and then check.)
2. Arrange the stanzas in the correct order.  (Give the pupils the scrambled stanzas, read them and put them in the correct order.) Listen and check.
3. Do as in #2 but leave out the last stanza of the song. Do not play it either.  Divide the class into small groups or pairs and let them brainstorm possible endings. Advanced pupils can also write their own last stanza.  Next, play the last stanza. Pupils compare and contrast their endings to the original. Discuss.

4. Listen and note the speaker in each stanza. 

5. Listen and draw a picture of the setting, a stanza, a character, etc. Write a sentence or two about your picture. Share with the class.

6. Listen to the song and then write a short news article “reporting” the story.

7. Listen and write down names, numbers, rhyming words, etc.
8. Listen and imagine the setting of the song. Make a class drawing on the board. Draw the characters as you envision them.
9. Listen and discuss the mood of the song and feelings it arouses. What colors would best express these feelings?
10. Is there a happy end? Yes/No. Explain

11. “Routine” Bagrut-style listening comprehension questions

Follow-up activity:

Hand out lyrics, read and discuss the song more in depth. Talk about the music and how it affects your feelings about the text. Was the melody or arrangement suitable in your opinion? (You might bring more than one arrangement of the same song for comparison.)
One step further: Teach a simple song with repetition. Do NOT write out the lyrics. The pupils must listen and learn.

Do read my column, “Notes – Sing Me a Story!”  in the ETNI Rag
http://www.etni.org/etnirag/issue8/laurie_ornstein.htm
                 Lakes of Pontchartrain (traditional)
It was on a bright March mornin’ I bid New Orleans adieu

I took the _____to Jackson Town, my fortune to renew

I cursed all foreign money, __ credit could I gain

Which filled my heart with longin’ for the Lakes of Pontchartrain

I stepped __ board a railroad car beneath the mornin’ sun

I _____ the rails till evenin’ and laid me down again

All strangers they’re no _____ to me till a dark girl towards me came

And I fell in _____ with a Creole girl on the Lakes of Pontchartrain

I said, “My pretty Creole girl, me money here’s no _____.

If it weren’t for the alligators, I’d _____ out in the wood.”

“_____ welcome here, kind stranger. Our house is very plain.

But we never turn a stranger out on the _____ of Pontchartrain.”

She took me to her mama’s house and she treated me right _____

The hair upon her shoulder in jet black ringlets fell

To try and paint her beauty I’m sure ‘twould be in vain

So handsome _____ my Creole girl on the Lakes of Pontchartrain

I asked her if she’d _____ me, she said that ne’er would be

For she had got another and he was far at _____

She said that she _____ wait for him and true she would remain

Till he returned to his Creole girl on the Lakes of Pontchartrain

“So, fare you well me bonny old girl, I may ne’er see you no _____

I’ll ne’er forget your kindness in the _____ by the shore

And at each social gathering a golden glass I’ll raise

And __ drink all health to the Creole girl on the Lakes of Pontchartrain

I THINK OF ALL THE CHILDREN
        by Sharon Neeman
 

I think of all the children in the neighborhood around me;

Lots of them still live nearby and some have moved away –

Alice is an astronaut, and Ben is an attorney;

Charlie is an actor, and he's starring in a play.

 Don's an entomologist, and Ellen's a technician;

Freddie is the captain of a naval ship at sea –

Gail's a child psychologist and Harry's a musician,

And in a very modest way, they owe it all to me.

 

I am an English teacher in an inner city high school;

My hair is full of chalk dust and my hands are stained with ink;

Each day I see two hundred of the city's adolescents;

I sharpen up their intellect and show them how to think.

 

Ian owns a factory, and Jennie's an accountant;

Katherine's an anchor, you can see her on TV --

I watch her in the evening, over tea and plain spaghetti,

And I try not to remember how much more she makes than me.

 

I rent a small apartment, and I drive an old jalopy

To school at seven every day, to help the children learn;

For years I had a partner, but we couldn't think of marriage --

You can't raise kids and buy a home on what two teachers earn.

 

Leila is a minister, and Moses is a rabbi;

Noel's a theologian, D.D. and Ph.D. --

I don't have much religion, but I pray to God Almighty

To keep the teachers out of debt, on half a salary.

I would have liked a doctorate; I would have liked to travel;
I'd have liked a pension big enough to keep me when I'm old --

For now I'm pushing 60, but I'm vowed to my profession: 

To give the kids the tools for life that stave off want and cold.

 

Oliver's a governor; Patricia is a mayor;

Quincy is a senator in Washington, DC --

And I wonder what we failed to teach the Government officials

Who think there’s nothing wrong of making teachers work for free

And I wonder what we failed to teach the government officials

Who think it's quite all right to starve the teachers just like me.

Whistling Gypsy Rover by Leo Macguire
The gypsy rover came over the hill

Bound through the valley so shady

He whistled and he sang till the green woods rang

And he won the heart of a lady

Chorus

A dee doo ah dee doo dah day

Ah dee do dah dee day

He whistled and he sang till the green woods rang

And he won the heart of a lady

She left her father’s castle gate

She left her own true lover

She left her servants and her estate

To follow the gypsy rover

Her father mounted his fastest steed

He searched the valleys all over

He sought his daughter at greatest speed

And the whistling gypsy rover

At last he came to a mansion fine

Down by the river Clady

And there was music and there was wine

For the gypsy and his lady

“He’s no gypsy, my father,” said she

“But lord of this land all over.  (lord of free lands all over)

And I will stay till my dying day

With my whistling gypsy rover.”

