Monday 15 June 2020

L.O: T am learning to write
haiku.




Chapter 9
Night of the Turtles

To catch up on any chapters you may have
missed, click on the link below.

https://www.slideshare.net/ArsalAhmed4/kensukes-
kingedom-64280180



https://www.slideshare.net/ArsalAhmed4/kensukes-kingdom-64280180

Starter:

What is a Haiku? @

What did you notice about the poems?

My two plum trees are Winter is coming.

So gracious. See, they flower, Snow will be arriving soon.

One now, one later. We should rake the leaves.

Think about the theme and structure of the poems.



Answers:

What is a Haiku? @

Three lines in each
poem.

My two plum trees are Winter is coming.

Snow will be arriving soon.

So gracious. See, they flower,

We should rake the leaves.

One now, one later.

natural | | D syllables in first line
theme | | 7 syllables in middle line
5 syllables in final line

Final line is a comment
or observation on the
theme.



What is a haiku?

A haiku is a Japanese poetry form and began during the 17t century. A
haiku uses just a few words to capture a moment and create a picture in
the reader’s mind. It is like a tiny window into a scene much larger than
itself.

Traditionally, haiku is written in three lines, with five syllables in the first
line, seven syllables in the second line, and five syllables in the third line.

Haiku are often written about nature or seasons.

Today you are going to write Haiku about the ending of chapter 9 when
the newborn turtles make their journey to sea.



| was fast asleep when he woke me. “You come, Micasan. Very quickly you come. You
come,” he said.

“What for?” | asked him, but he was already gone. | ran out after him into the moonlight
and caught him up halfway down the track. “What are we doing. Where are we going? Is it a
boat?”

“Very soon you see. Very soon.” Stella stayed at my heels all the way to the beach. She
never liked going out in the dark very much. | looked around. There was nothing there. The
beach looked completely deserted. The waves lapped listlessly. The moon rode the clouds,
and the world felt still about me as if it was holding its breath. | did not see what was happening
until Kensuke suddenly fell on his knees in the sand. “They very small. Sometimes they are not
so strong. Sometimes in the morning birds come and eat them.” And then | saw it.

| thought it was a crab at first. It wasn't. It was a minuscule turtle, tinier than a terrapin,
clambering out of a hole in the sand and then beetling off down the beach towards the sea.
Then another, and another, and further down the beach dozens of them, hundreds | could see
now, maybe thousands, all scuttling across the moonlit sand into the sea. Everywhere the
beach was alive with them. Stella was nosing at one, so | warned her off. She yawned and
looked innocently up at the moon.



| saw that one of them was on its back at the bottom of the hole, legs kicking frantically.
Kensuke reached down, picked it up gently and set it on its feet in the sand. “You go to sea,
little turtle,” he said. “You live there now. You soon be big fine turtle, and then one day you
come back and see me maybe.” He sat back on his haunches to watch him scuttle off. “You
know what they do, Mica. Mother turtles, they lay eggs in this place. Then, one night-time every
year, always when moon is high, little turtles are born. Long way to go to sea. Very many die.
So always | stay. | help them. | chase birds away, so they not eat baby turtles. Many years from
now, when turtles are big, they come back. They lay eggs again. True story, Micasan.”

All night long we kept our vigil over the mass birth, as the infant turtles made their run for it.
We patrolled together, reaching into every hole we found to see if there were any left, stuck or
stranded. We found several too weak to make the journey, and carried them down into the sea
ourselves. The sea seemed to revive them. Away they went, no swimming lessons needed. We
turned dozens the right way up and shepherded them safely into the sea.

When dawn came and the birds came down to scavenge, we were there to drive them off.
Stella chased and barked after them, and we ran at them, shrieking, waving, hurling stones.
We were not entirely successful, but most of the turtles made it down into the sea. But even



here they were still not entirely safe. In spite of all our desperate efforts a few were plucked up
out of the water by the birds and carried off.

By noon it was all over. Kensuke was tired as we stood ankle deep in the water watching
the very last of them swim away. He put his arm on my shoulder. “They very small turtles,
Micasan, but they very brave. They braver than me. They do not know what they find out there,
what happen to them; but they go anyway. Very brave. Maybe they teach me good lesson. |
make up my mind. When one day ship come, and we light fire, and they find us, then | go. Like
turtles | go. | go with you. | go home to Japan. Maybe | find Kimi. Maybe | find Michiya. | find
truth. 1 go with you, Micasan.”



Watch this video:

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HYF vUB

FSsA



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HYF_vUBFSsA

Make a list of vocabulary that you could use to write your
own haiku about the journey of a newborn turtle to the
ocean.

As well as your own ideas, don't forget to add vocabulary
used in the video or at the end of chapter 9.




hatchling

emerge Vocabulary A — nest

scuttle / \ moonlight

predators sunset




TASK

Write your own haiku about the different stages of a
turtle making its way to sea. Write at least 3 different
haiku.

Here are some examples:

In the moonlit sand, (5 syllables)
A tiny head emerges, (7 syllables)
The journey begins. (5 syllables)

No stopping them now (5 syllables)
Newborn beautiful turtles (7 syllables)
Where is the ocean? (5 syllables)

Many brave hatchlings, (5 syllables)
Make their way to the ocean, (7 syllables)
Watch out predators! (5 syllables)

Finally made it, (5 syllables)
Turtles swimming in the seaq, (7 syllables)
A new life begins. (5 syllables)



