Class Notes

by Katie Benjamin

Emily sat at her desk, daydreaming.  She was bored out of her mind doing homework.  She had to make sentences with the words “classroom”, “best”, and “do”.  These were “Word Wall Words”.  “What is the point of Word Wall Words anyway?” she muttered to herself.  “Does the teacher want to hang them on the Great Wall of China?!”  When Emily had to write the sentences using all of the words, she thought for a minute, then wrote, In our classroom, we do our best on a flying trapeze.  “There,” she said, “That will make Mrs. Battenfield happy.”  Just then, she heard banging and singing.  “It must be my little brother Max,” Emily said, “At least it isn’t homework.” But then she changed her mind because she couldn’t think, “Stop it, Maximum Volume!” she called.  That was Emily’s nickname for him because he always was yelling or singing at the highest volume.  Sometimes he even tried to tip over Emily’s bed and hide her homework in the mattress.  If a normal person has a few discussions with his or her friends, then Max would yell at every person he meets. Then he would steal their backpack.  If a normal person whispers, Maximum Volume would scream his head off.  If a normal person tiptoes, then Maximum Volume would stomp like an angry elephant.  

“Emily!  Emily!” Emily’s mom shouted up the stairs, “There’s something I want to ask you after I give Max a bath.”  
“OK.” Emily said.  
“IN CHOCOLATE MILK!” Max added to the fact he was having a bath.  
“No, not in chocolate milk,” said her mother.  
Emily waited.  And waited.  And waited.  “I guess I’d better do my homework,” she said.  
Finally, her mom was done with the bath.  Maximum Volume was still screaming, this time because his bath wasn’t in vanilla ice cream.  “You had a question for me?” Emily reminded her mom.  
“Would you like to take a music class?” her mom asked.  
“Sure!” Emily said, 
“You’ll have Miss Harmony,” her mom said.  “I’ve got the form right here.  Just fill it out.”  
Emily reached for the pen her mother was holding and…. “WAAHHH!  WAAAHHH!” her brother cried.  He was trying to see how many things he could balance on his head while singing Mary Had a Little Lamb.  The snow globe had rolled off and fallen on his toe.  Emily quickly filled out the form before Max, now with a foot the color of a fire truck, could come in and destroy everything.  Then, somehow through the confusion, Emily heard her mom say her first class was tomorrow.  Emily took her bath, brushed her teeth, got into her PJs with the giant leaves on them, finished her homework (hard!) and went to bed (easy!).  The next day was Saturday and nobody could wait to go to the music class.  Maximum Volume ran around in circles, screaming, “Gimme jelly bean or go!”  Mom was running around, trying to find music books.  And Emily was jumping up and down with excitement.  Finally, they got into the car.  “Gimme jelly bean or go!” Max said one last time and off they went.


In the car, Emily tried to concentrate on the keys on a keyboard while Max invented a new song, 



1, 2, 3, UP!



Barking poodle



Dancing noodle



Zipper zoodle



Qua qua quoodle



Yankee doodle 


AGAIN!


1, 2, 3, UP!
“I say it’s nonsense.  You say it’s ‘oodlesense,” sang Emily, making up a song of her own.

When they arrived, Emily ran towards the building.  Max, on the other hand, didn’t want to get out of the car.  “You are in Room 11,” called her mom.  Emily barely heard because she couldn’t wait to get to her music lesson and away from Max.  She ran to Room 11 and there stood her teacher.  
“Hi. My name is Miss Harmony,” she said.  She had a dress that was covered in music notes.  
“Glad to meet you, Miss Harmony.  Why are there notes on your dress?” Emily asked.  
“There weren’t any notes when I got dressed!” Miss Harmony said, puzzled.  Then the notes came alive and jumped off her dress!  They started to play a tune.  Neither Miss Harmony nor Emily could make them stop, so they had to listen to the music in the background for the rest of class.  
“What exactly is a note?” asked Emily, raising her voice above the music.  
“I’ll show you!” said Miss Harmony.  She took out a piece of paper and a pencil and started to write.  Emily had a confused look on her face.  All this time, she was thinking, “What on earth is she doing?”  
“There.  All done,” said Miss Harmony.  Emily looked down.  The piece of paper now had the words “THIS IS A NOTE” written on it.  Emily tried hard not to giggle, but she did.  
“And now,” said Miss Harmony, “You will learn about a staff.  I’ll go get them.”  
“Them?!” thought Emily.  Just then, Miss Harmony came back – with a few people behind her.  “That must be the music class staff,” thought Emily. “Isn’t anything here what it should be in music?”  
“These,” said Miss Harmony, “are the staff members.” 
“Aha,” thought Emily, “Just as I thought.”  It turned out that the other teachers’ names were Mrs. Melody, Mr. Measure, and Ms. Musica.  Then Miss Harmony showed Emily a measure, that is, by taking out a ruler and measuring the classroom!  Emily didn’t want to know about measures any more.  She wanted to learn about beats.  
“Good thing I brought this bag along,” said Miss Harmony, taking out a cloth bag.  Out of the bag, she pulled out two beets!  
“Oh,” said Emily.  

“What is it?” asked Miss Harmony, “These are fresh from my garden.”
“It’s just-just- I didn’t mean that kind of beet.”      
Changing the subject, Emily asked to know about a keyboard.  “It’s a cutting board with car keys,” said Miss Harmony.  She took out a board and covered it in keys.  “Now you make one,” said Miss Harmony.  So Emily got a piece of paper and a black crayon.  Then she drew a picture of a piano.  Miss Harmony laughed.  “That’s not a keyboard!  Where do the keys all go?”  
Miss Harmony looked at her watch.  “Oh dear,” she said.
“What?” asked Emily.

“It’s getting late and I thought that maybe we could end our music class with a chant,” Miss Harmony answered.  “We’ll do it to the tune of ‘1, 2, Buckle my Shoe’,” she added.

Emily thought for a minute.  Then she had an idea.  “I’ve got it!”  Emily cried.

“Well, what is your chant?” Miss Harmony asked.

“1, 2.  Squeeze out glue.”

“Wow!  That’s good!” Miss Harmony said.

“3, 4.  At the shore,” Emily continued. 

  “Great!”
“5, 6.  Lollipop licks.”

“Amazing!”

“7, 8.  Fish as bait.”

“Finish it off!”

“9,10  Do it again!”

“I can’t believe you came up with this,” Miss Harmony said.  

Emily was practicing her chant when…knock-knock-knock.  Her mom was there to pick her up.  “Oops.  Sorry.  Got to go.  See you next week!” Emily said.

“And remember, music soothes the savage beast!” Miss Harmony said.  

In the car, Emily’s mom asked what Emily had learned in music class.  “Well, I learned that music soothes the savage beast.”  Her mom laughed.  Max gave her a funny stare.  “And I also learned a chant.  Want to hear it?” she asked.
“Sure!” answered her mom.

“OK.  Here goes.”

“1, 2.  Squeeze out glue.”


Max became quiet.  Unusually quiet.


“3, 4.  At the shore.”

“5, 6.  Lollipop licks.”


“7, 8.  Fish as bait.”


“9, 10.  Do it again!”


Max didn’t make a peep.  Emily wondered if he was sick.  Even if he was loud, he was her brother, so she said, “Mom, I have two questions I’d like to ask you.”


“Well, ask me then,” answered her mother.


“Is Max sick?” Emily asked.


“No.  I don’t think so.  What is your second question?”


“Mom?  Can I go back to music class next week?”


“Of course,” said her mom.  


“Yay!” Emily said to herself, “This will be the best music class ever!”
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