READING ALOUD
Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows
You will use the following text to record yourself.
Vous allez utiliser le texte suivant pour vous enregistrer.

Steps to follow:
1) Read the text a first time, aloud or not.
2) Read the text a second time, aloud, and underline every word that you don’t know how to
pronounce or that is hard to pronounce.
3) Look-up the pronunciation of the unknown words.
You can do this by using Natural Online Reader and pasting the text in the box.
4) Read the text aloud and practice pronouncing complicated or unknown words.
5) When you feel like you are ready, record yourself. It’s ok to record yourself several times,
until you are satisfied with your reading and pronunciation. Remember not to speak too fast.

A red-gold glow burst suddenly across the enchanted sky above them as an
edge of dazzling sun appeared over the sill of the nearest window. The light hit
both of their faces at the same time, so that Voldemort’s was suddenly a
flaming blur. Harry heard the high voice shriek as he too yelled his best hope to
the heavens, pointing Draco’s wand:
“Avada Kedavra!”
“Expelliarmus!”
The bang was like a cannon blast, and the golden flames that erupted between
them, at the dead centre of the circle they had been treading, marked the
point where the spells collided. Harry saw Voldemort’s green jet meet his own
spell, saw the Elder Wand fly high, dark against the sunrise, spinning across the
enchanted ceiling like the head of Nagini, spinning through the air toward the
master it would not kill, who had come to take full possession of it at last. And
Harry, with the unerring skill of a Seeker, caught the wand in his free hand as

Voldemort fell backward, arms splayed, the slit pupils of the scarlet eyes rolling
upward. Tom Riddle hit the floor with a mundane finality, his body feeble and
shrunken, the white hands empty, the snakelike face vacant and unknowing.
Voldemort was dead, killed by his own rebounding curse, and Harry stood with
two wands in his hands, staring down at his enemy’s shell.
One shivering second of silence, the shock of the moment suspend: and then
the tumult broke around Harry as the screams and the cheers and the roars of
the watchers rent the air. The fierce new sun dazzled the windows as they
thundered toward him, and the first to reach him were Ron and Hermione, and
it was their arms that were wrapped around him, their incomprehensible
shouts that deafened him. Then Ginny, Neville, and Luna were there, and then
all the Weasleys and Hagrid, and Kingsley and McGonagall and Flitwick and
Spout, and Harry could not hear a word that anyone was shouting, nor tell
whose hands were seizing him, pulling him, trying to hug some part of him,
hundreds of them pressing in, all of them determined to touch the Boy Who
Lived, the reason it was over at last—

