The Cat Who Became a Poet
OCR 3rd grade Unit 3 Lesson 3
Readers Theatre

Cat: Sadly I do not know if this is fantasy or reality.
Caterpillar:  Do I seem real to you.  Does a purple colored caterpillar exist only in your dreams?
Cat:  If I was on the moon even a goose on a tricycle would seem peaceful.
Caterpillar:  This must be fantasy because lovely animals such as we do not speak.
Cat:  I find that we are also talking strangely and making no sense.  Pass the spoon.
Caterpillar:  Do not be alarmed.  I am not a burglar in your dream.  What would I steal?
Cat:  Perhaps one of my poems.  I am not afraid.  I just have a feeling of discomfort.
Caterpillar:  Ah!  You’re a poet.  That explains things.  Your discomfort is your unmistakable desire to recite a poem.  I command you to recite a poem.
Cat:  “I took a good book, maybe a cookbook, to the zookeeper for a toothbrush.”
Caterpillar:  Beautiful and worthy of a king.
Cat:  You must recite a poem too.  Poems are gifts between friends.  We must be friends because there is no one else.
Caterpillar:  “I misplaced my triangle once.  I could never replace such a good tool.”
Cat:  I wish I could praise your poem, but it does nothing for my mood.

Caterpillar:  It is not my fault.  It is your dream; therefore it is your poem.

Cat and Caterpillar:  Cherry mouthwash cleans our teeth so brightly that strangers are unmistakable in their admiration.
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