Angles

By M. Campbell

Readers: Readers 1,2,3,4, Angle

Reader 1: Let me tell you a story

Reader 2: and I am here to tell you

Reader 3: it is a true story!

Reader 2: It is how Sally Straight became Angie Acute

Reader 4:  then became Trisha Triangle,
Reader 3: then Ruth Rectangle,

Reader 4: then Patty Pentagon,

Reader 2: then Helen Hexagon,

Reader 1: then Olivia Octagon,

Reader 3: and finally Cecilia Circle.

Reader 4: To begin with her name was Sally Straight.

Angle: I have decided to go straight!

Reader 1: When asked what her angle was she simply stated,

Angle: One hundred eighty degrees, no more no less.

Reader 3: As you might expect a straight line is not very exciting.

Reader 4: So she changed her name to Angie Acute

Reader 2: and I am here to tell you that she was acute,

Reader 4: sharp,

Reader 1: to the point, 

Reader 2: and like a wedge. 

Angle: I am less than ninety degrees but more than zero degrees.

Reader 3: One day in an effort to find herself a place in life 

Reader 4: she tried the circle.

Angle: I have no use for circles!

Reader 2: Really.

Angle: I just don’t fit into a circle. 

Reader 1: Yet there were circles all about her:

Reader 2: Car tires, 

Reader 3: The sun,

Reader 4: The moon (when it was full),

Reader 2: Circles under people’s eyes,

Reader 3: Donuts, 

Reader 4: Hula hoops,

Reader 1: CD’s

Reader 2: And on and on.

All Readers: Sooooooooo

Reader 3: She got together with two other angles 

Reader 4: And formed, 

Reader 2: you may have guessed it—

Angle: a triangle. Call me Trisha Triangle.

Reader 1: She liked that because in the triangle 

Angle: the other two angles insisted that I stay acute.

Reader 2: So she was a part of 

Reader 3: pizza slices,

Reader 4: pieces of pie,

Reader 2: sides of a pyramids,

Reader 3: musical triangle and 

Reader 1: and, and, I can’t think of any more.

Reader 4: Moving right along.

Reader 3: That was when she was young.

Reader 1: As she grew larger— 

Angle: I have become just right.

Reader 4: Liked by all sorts of people.

Reader 3: Everyone called her Right Angle.

Reader 2: Ask her what her angle was and she would say,

Angle: Ninety degrees, no more no less.

Reader 1: Other would ask about her looks 

Reader 4: and people would say she was All Right.

Reader 3: Right Angle being a party animal joined up with three other right angles

Reader 2: and they became a rectangle.

Angle: I am now to be known as Ruth Rectangle.

Reader 1: They were a rather rigid group but they served a good purpose:

Reader 4: buildings,

Reader 2: boxes,

Reader 3: floor tiles,

Reader 2: windows,

Reader 3: duplicating paper,

Reader 2: envelops,

Reader 3: cassette holders,

Reader 1: picture frames,

Reader 4: and on and on.

Reader 1: Right Angle never seemed to be satisfied

Reader 2: and so she grew, and no longer was just Right.

Angle: I have become obtuse.

Reader 4: Just what does that mean?

Angle: I am between just Right and Straight.

Reader 3: Give us some degrees if you please.

Angle: Greater that ninety and less than one hundred eighty, no more, no less.

Reader 1: What is next?

Angle: I have big plans.

Reader 1: She looked about and joined four other obtuse angle,

Reader 4: Together they become a pentagon.

Angle: Call me Patty Pentagon.

Reader 3: The five added another obtuse angle 

Reader 2: And they named themselves hexagon.

Angle: I like the name Helen Hexagon.

Reader 4: They added two more obtuse angles 

Reader 2: and they became an octagon. 

Reader 1: Wait is there no stopping the obtuse angles from joining with more and more obtuse angles?

Reader 4: No, I don’t think so.

Reader 2: They keep adding and adding obtuse angles

Reader 3: until one day she looked at herself in a mirror 

Reader 1: and with horror screamed,

Angle: I have become a circle. Help! Help!

Reader 3: But is was too late.

Reader 3: People from henceforth called her Cecilia Circle,

Reader 4: a name she really hated. 

Reader 1: The Angie Acute had become too obtuse for her own good.

Reader 2: The moral of the story is this: 

Reader 1: Be careful who and how many you run with 

Reader 3: because you may end up 

All Readers: running around in circles.

