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selection from “Last Day” from Charlotte’s Web (Harper Collins - E. B. White)

Charlotte and Wilbur were alone. The families had gone to look for Fern. Templeton was asleep. 
Wilbur lay resting after the excitement and strain of the ceremony. His medal still hung from his neck; 
by looking out of the corner of his eye he could see it.

“Charlotte,” said Wilbur after awhile, “why are you so quiet?”

“I like to sit still,” she said. “I’ve always been rather quiet.”

“Yes, but you seem specially so today. Do you feel all right?”

“A little tired, perhaps. But I feel peaceful. Your success in the ring this morning was, to a small 
degree, my success. Your future is assured. You will live, secure and safe, Wilbur. Nothing can harm 
you now. These autumn days will shorten and grow cold. The leaves will shake loose from the trees 
and fall. Christmas will come, and the snows of winter. You will live to enjoy the beauty of the frozen 
world, for you mean a great deal to Zuckerman and he will not harm you, ever. Winter will pass, the 
days will lengthen, the ice will melt in the pasture pond. The song sparrow will return and sing, the 
frogs will awake, the warm wind will blow again. All these sights and sounds and smells will be yours 
to enjoy, Wilbur—this lovely world, these precious days…”

Charlotte stopped. A moment later a tear came to Wilbur’s eye. “Oh, Charlotte,” he said. “To think 
that when I first met you I thought you were cruel and bloodthirsty!”

When he recovered from his emotion, he spoke again.

“Why did you do all this for me?” he asked. “I don’t deserve it. I’ve never done anything for you.”

“You have been my friend,” replied Charlotte. “That in itself is a tremendous thing. I wove my webs 
for you because I liked you. After all, what’s a life, anyway? We’re born, we live a little while, we die. 
A spider’s life can’t help being something of a mess, with all this trapping and eating flies. By helping 
you, perhaps I was trying to lift up my life a trifle. Heaven knows anyone’s life can stand a little of 
that.”

“Well,” said Wilbur. “I’m no good at making speeches. I haven’t got your gift for words. But you have 
saved me, Charlotte, and I would gladly give my life for you—I really would.”

“I’m sure you would. And I thank you for your generous sentiments.”
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selection from 
E.L. Konigsburg’s From the Mixed-up Files of Mrs. Basil E. Frankweiler (4th grade)

Claudia knew that she could never pull off the old-fashioned kind of running away.  That is, 
running away in the heat of anger with a knapsack on her back.  She didn’t like discomfort; 
even picnics were untidy and inconvenient: all those insects and the sun melting the icing on 
the cupcakes.  Therefore, she had decided that her leaving home would not be just running 
from somewhere but would be running to somewhere. To a large place, a comfortable place, 
an indoor place, and preferably a beautiful place. And that’s why she decided upon the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York City.

She planned very carefully; she saved her allowance and she chose her companion.  She 
chose Jamie, the second youngest of her three younger brothers.  He could be counted on to 
be quiet, and now and then he was good for a laugh.  Besides, he was rich; unlike most boys 
his age, he had never even begun collecting baseball cards. He saved almost every penny he 
got. 

But Claudia waited to tell Jamie that she had decided upon him.  She couldn’t count on him to 
be that quiet for that long.  And she calculated needing that long to save her weekly allowances.  
It seemed senseless to run away without money. Living in the suburbs had taught her that 
everything costs.

She had to save enough for train fare and a few expenses before she could tell Jamie or make 
final plans.  In the meantime she almost forgot why she was running away.  But not entirely.  
Claudia knew that it had to do with injustice.  She was the oldest child and the only girl and was 
subject to a lot of injustice.  Perhaps it was because she had to both empty the dishwasher 
and set the table on the same night while her brothers got out of everything.  And, perhaps, 
there was another reason more clear to me than to Claudia.  A reason that had to do with the 
sameness of each and every week.  She was bored with simply being straight-A’s Claudia 
Kincaid.  She was tired of arguing about whose turn it was to choose the Sunday night seven-
thirty television show, of injustice, of the monotony of everything.


