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English 11 
Summer Packet for Rising Eleventh Grade Students  

Student Instructions: The schedule below includes the work that you will complete for the next four weeks.  All of the resources that you need to 
complete the activities are included in this packet.  The focus of the work that you will complete will be exploring poetry and short stories. These are 
types of reading and writing that you will be working on when you enter Grade 11 RELA classes in the fall. Be sure to read all of the directions and 
documents carefully.  

 

 Instructional Focus (Topic) Task Standard Alignment 

Week 1  Poetry (Reading and Analyzing a Mentor 
Poet) 
Read and analyze the themes of three 
poems in order to use one of these as 
mentor texts for writing their own poetry.   

  Read each of the mentor poems ٯ
 ,Annotate each poem with your thinking ٯ

questions, and ideas  
  Reflect on the themes presented in each poem ٯ
   Select the poem that you will use as a mentor text ٯ

RL 9-10.1 
RL 9-10.2 
RL 9-10.4 
SL 9-10.1 
SL 9-10.5 

Week 2   
Poetry (Creating Original Poetry) 
Students will create and share their own 
original poems using one of the mentor 
texts and its theme.  
 

  Use mentor texts for inspiration ٯ
  Brainstorm ideas for poems ٯ
  Draft poetry based upon theme ٯ
 Read your poems to someone for feedback and ٯ

make revisions  
  Share with others ٯ

W9-10.3 
SL 9-10.1 
SL 9-10.5 

Week 3  Short Story (Reading and Analyzing Point 
of View and Theme)  

   Read each of the mentor short stories ٯ
 ,Annotate each story with your thinking ٯ

questions, and ideas  
�5HIOHFW�RQ�WKH�WKHPHV�DQG�WKH�DXWKRU¶V�SRLQW�RI ٯ

view presented in each short story  
 Select the short story that you will use as a ٯ

mentor text 

RL 9-10.1 
RL 9-10.2 
RL 9-10.4 
RL9-10.6 
SL 9-10.1 
SL 9-10.5 

Week 4  Talk Back to Your Story- Create response 
to the story you selected as your mentor text 

  Use mentor text for inspiration ٯ
 Brainstorm ideas for your response to the story ٯ

W9-10.3 
SL 9-10.1 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.h97a4o13391v
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.8alvmskq8bsb
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.2nxvsvlhuxkg
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.v4aomv5fv1h7
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.9x51jlokoj7s
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.asug0g7au7xu
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.v4aomv5fv1h7
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.9x51jlokoj7s
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.h97a4o13391v
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.8alvmskq8bsb
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.2nxvsvlhuxkg
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.v4aomv5fv1h7
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.9x51jlokoj7s
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.asug0g7au7xu
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.v4aomv5fv1h7
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you selected as a mentor text  
 Draft your own short story or other creative ٯ

response  
 Share your creative response to someone for ٯ

feedback and make revisions  
  Share with others ٯ

SL 9-10.5 

 

 
Instructional Guidance and Support Resources 

Daily Reading: Find a book, magazine, comic, newspaper article to read. Read your selection for 30 or more minutes a day. You are asked to time your 
reading every day, and to track the time you spend reading on a self-made chart. The chart you create can be hand-written or created digitally, and it 
might look like this example: 
 

Date Book Pages Read Time Spent Reading 

    

    

    
 

Week 1/ Lesson 1 Objective: Students will explore how stories can be expressed and told through the medium of poetry through reading and analyzing 
poetry by American author Langston Hughes. 

Overview: In week one, you will be able to read three different poems by one author, Langston Hughes, each with a message about the theme of 
struggle for freedom.  As you read, make notes about what Hughes is saying. You may annotate your ideas in the chart below. As you read and think 
about the poems, decide which one you would like to use as a mentor text that you will think about as you write your own poem in Week 2.  

Warm-Up:  
Why do you think it is important to tell your own story to others? What type of medium (writing, film, audio, in-person, etc) would you prefer to tell 
your own story and why? Write your thoughts in the space provided.  
 
 
 
 
 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1Y7vv3u1IdcbJ9uINk8U0CWp7k8hS8s-u2JNJpiQSVl0/edit#bookmark=id.9x51jlokoj7s
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Reading And Thinking About Poems 
1RZ��OHW¶V�WDNH�D�ORRN�DW�WKUHH�SRHPV�E\�$PHULFDQ�SRHW�/DQJVWRQ�+XJKHV�DQG�KRZ�WKH\�UHIOHFW�WKH�WKHPH�RI�WKH�VWUXJJOH�IRU�IUHedom. Each of the poems has a 
GLIIHUHQW�DSSURDFK�RU�LQVLJKW�DERXW�WKH�QHHG�IRU�IUHHGRP�DQG�KRZ�LW�DIIHFWV�RQH¶V�OLIH��6HH�LI�\RX�FDn determine what each poem is saying about the struggle for 
freedom in the United States. Write your ideas as you read and annotate the three poems. You may underline, highlight ideas, and jot down your 
thinking next to each poem.  

About the Author: Langston Hughes 
     James Mercer Langston Hughes was born February 1, 1902, in Joplin, Missouri. His parents 
divorced when he was a young child, and his father moved to Mexico. He was raised by his 
grandmother until he was thirteen, when he moved to Lincoln, Illinois, to live with his mother and 
her husband, before the family eventually settled in Cleveland, Ohio. It was in Lincoln that 
Hughes began writing poetry. After graduating from high school, he spent a year in Mexico 
followed by a year at Columbia University in New York City. During this time, he held odd jobs 
such as assistant cook, launderer, and busboy. He also travelled to Africa and Europe working as 
a seaman. In November 1924, he moved to Washington, D. C. Hughes's first book of poetry, The 
Weary Blues, (Knopf, 1926) was published by Alfred A. Knopf in 1926. He finished his college 
education at Lincoln University in Pennsylvania three years later. In 1930 his first novel, Not 
Without Laughter, (Knopf, 1930) won the Harmon gold medal for literature. 
     Hughes, who claimed Paul Lawrence Dunbar, Carl Sandburg, and Walt Whitman as his 
primary influences, is particularly known for his insightful, colorful portrayals of black life in 
America from the twenties through the sixties. He wrote novels, short stories and plays, as well 
as poetry, and is also known for his engagement with the world of jazz and the influence it had on 
his writing, as in his book-length poem Montage of a Dream Deferred (Holt, 1951). His life and 
work were enormously important in shaping the artistic contributions of the Harlem Renaissance of the 1920s. Unlike other notable black 
poets of the period²Claude McKay, Jean Toomer, and Countee Cullen²Hughes refused to differentiate between his personal experience 
and the common experience of black America. He wanted to tell the stories of his people in ways that reflected their actual culture, 
including both their suffering and their love of music, laughter, and language itself. 
     The critic Donald B. Gibson noted in the introduction to Modern Black Poets: A Collection of Critical Essays (Prentice Hall, 1973) that 
Hughes "differed from most of his predecessors among black poets . . . in that he addressed his poetry to the people, specifically to black 
people. During the twenties when most American poets were turning inward, writing obscure and esoteric poetry to an ever decreasing 
audience of readers, Hughes was turning outward, using language and themes, attitudes and ideas familiar to anyone who had the ability 
simply to read . . . Until the time of his death, he spread his message humorously²though always seriously²to audiences throughout the 
country, having read his poetry to more people (possibly) than any other American poet." 
Source: Poets.org, https://poets.org/poet/langston-hughes 
 
 
 
 

https://poets.org/poetsorg/book/weary-blues
https://poets.org/poetsorg/book/weary-blues
https://poets.org/poetsorg/poet/paul-laurence-dunbar
https://poets.org/poetsorg/poet/carl-sandburg
https://poets.org/poetsorg/poet/walt-whitman
https://poets.org/poet/langston-hughes
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Poem #1: Read and Annotate Reflection: My Thoughts, My Reactions 

I, Too 
By Langston Hughes - 1902-1967 
 
I, too, sing America. 
 
I am the darker brother. 
They send me to eat in the kitchen 
When company comes, 
But I laugh, 
And eat well, 
And grow strong. 
 
Tomorrow, 
I'll be at the table 
When company comes. 
Nobody'll dare 
Say to me, 
³(DW�LQ�WKH�NLWFKHQ�´ 
Then. 
 
Besides, 
They'll see how beautiful I am 
And be ashamed² 
 
I, too, am America. 
 
 
 
From The Collected Poems of Langston 
Hughes, published by Knopf and Vintage 
Books. Copyright © 1994 by the Estate of 
Langston Hughes. All rights reserved. Used by 
permission of Harold Ober Associates 
Incorporated. 

 

 

https://poets.org/poet/langston-hughes
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 Poem #2: Read and Annotate Reflection: My Thoughts, My Reactions 

                                       
The Negro Speaks of Rivers 
Langston Hughes - 1902-1967 
 
I've known rivers: 
I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than the 
     flow of human blood in human veins. 
 
My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 
 
I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 
I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 
I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln 
     went down to New Orleans, and I've seen its muddy 
     bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 
 
I've known rivers: 
Ancient, dusky rivers. 
 
My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 
 
From The Collected Poems of Langston Hughes, published by 
Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. Copyright © 1994 the Estate of Langston 
Hughes. Used with permission. 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

https://poets.org/poet/langston-hughes
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Poem #3: Read and Annotate Reflection: My Thoughts, My Reactions 

Refugee in America 
By Langston Hughes 
 
There are words like Freedom 
Sweet and wonderful to say 
On my heart-strings freedom sings 
All day everyday. 
 
There are words like Liberty 
That almost make me cry. 
If you had known what I knew 
You would know why. 
 
 
 
1947 
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Close Reading And Analyzing: Choose ONE of the poems that you just read and RE-READ the poem. Try to think about what message or 
insight the poet is making and then answer the following questions:  
 

1. How does the poet create his or her theme(s) about freedom and/or the struggle for freedom? Put your ideas in the space provided. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

2. What tools do you notice the poet using to create the theme?   
a. What kinds of patterns or rhymes?  
b. Where did you see this?  
c. :KDW�NLQGV�RI�ZRUG�LPDJHV�KHOSHG�\RX�WR�XQGHUVWDQG�WKH�SRHW¶V�PHVVDJH�RU�LQsight?  
d. Write your ideas in the space provided.  

        
   
 
 

        
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
EXIT SLIP- POETRY-WRITE LIKE: Choose ONE of the following writing tasks to complete in the space provided.   
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1)  FIRST: Select the poem you want to write a message to.  
     NEXT: &RQVLGHU�ZKDW�\RX�ZRXOG�VD\�LQ�UHVSRQVH�WR�WKLV�SRHP��:KDW�DUH�\RXU�WKRXJKWV�DERXW�WKH�SRHW¶V�FHQWUDO�PHVVDJH�RU�LQVLJKW�DQG�how they 
developed that message? Why did you select this poem? How did the poet speak to you?   
 
2) :ULWH�D�SRHP�LQ�WKH�VW\OH�RI�WKH�SRHP�\RX�OLNHG�WKH�EHVW�UHIOHFWLQJ�WKH�SRHW¶V�FHQWUDO�PHVVDJH�RQ�WKH�WKHPH�RI�IUHHGRP��<RX�Pay choose your own 
LGHDV�DERXW�ZK\�\RX�FKRRVH�WKLV�SRHP�DQG�KRZ�+XJKHV¶�ZULWLQJ�VW\OH�VSRNH�WR�you.  
 
Write your response to the choice #1 or choice #2 in the space provided.  
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WEEK 2/ Lesson 2 Objective: Students will build understanding of expressing their insights through the creation of their own poetry about their own 
ideas and insights on the theme of freedom as their culminating task.    

Overview: This lesson will focus on the creation of your own poetry. As we have learned, poets use words to paint pictures for others about the 
messages and insights they have on topics. You have insights and ideas about our theme of freedom as well. You may be thinking about your own 
freedom within society, or how you can tell your own story about your struggle for freedom. When we want to start our ideas, one of the best ways is to 
brainstorm or jot down anything that comes to mind about the topic before we start to draft these ideas into some structure or form. IQ�WRGD\¶V�OHVVRQ��\RX�
will focus on brainstorming your ideas and then drafting your first draft of your poem.  

Warm Up: Using the poem you selected as a mentor poem, jot down some of your ideas about freedom or the struggle for freedom that you might use in 
brainstorming.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Brainstorming: 1RZ��OHW¶V�VHH�LI�ZH�FDQ�SXW�VRPH�PRUH�LGHDV�WRJHWKHU�DURXQG�WKLV�ELJ�WKHPH�RI�IUHHGRP�VWUXJJOH�IRU�IUHHGRP�UHODWHG�WR�WKH�ZRrld that 
you live in. We will use a heartmap to capture these ideas. A Heartmap is a graphic organizer that you can use to add ideas about the most important 
people, places, and things in your own heart. As you think about your own ideas and story, who are the people that you have in your life that symbolize 
freedom, the fight for freedom or support others in the struggle for freedom? You may include yourself in this heart map as well. What aspects of your 
life symbolize freedom or a need to struggle for it? What activities or things do you think about?  
 
 
 
Fill in the HeartMap below with all of your ideas about people, places, things, or anything else that would be close to your heart and that you 
could use for ideas in your poem about power.  
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Drafting: After you have finished your brainstorming ideas, you will start to create the form or structure for your poem. You can decide to make the 
poem rhyme, use a similar style, or use any other form of poetry that you wish. Think about these big ideas:   

a. How will you show your theme- your big message or insight about freedom or the struggle for freedom that you want your 
readers to come away from your poem? 

b. What kinds of patterns, rhymes, or forms will you use?   
c. What kinds of word images will you use?  

 
Write your poem in the space provided.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Close Reading: Give your draft to someone else to read or re-read your poem and think about the following questions:  

Ɣ What is the message or insight (THEME) of the poem? How can you tell?  
Ɣ What word pictures or images are created? Where could more detail be added to help with creating word pictures?  
Ɣ What is the structure of this poem?  

Put the responses here and be sure to review these ideas as you make revisions to the poem. 
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REVISING: Rewrite the poem to add ideas, details, nouns, verbs, adjectives adverbs that make the word pictures more vivid, clear, and more 
reflective of your theme.  
EDITING: BE SURE YOUR LANGUAGE CHOICES, SPELLING, AND PUNCTUATION ARE CORRECTLY USED.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sharing with Others:  
Find one other person close to you- friend or family member to read your final poem to. 
 
 
 
 

 
WEEK 3/ Lesson 3 Objective: Students will read two different short stories in which they consider how complex characters develop by coming to an 
important realization.  

Overview: This week, you will be reading two different stories about what it means to grow up.  As you read, think about which of these two stories 
would be your choice as a mentor text- a story you can read for what it says and how it is written. Then, you will be able to craft your own story that 
responds to the mentor text you have chosen. You will be able to select how you will respond- write a story, write a short play, write a letter to the 
author, make a video, etc.  

Warm Up: When you are reading the stories about other people, what do you think about as you are reading? Jot down your ideas here.  
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Story #1: Read this story about a woman who remembers an important moment in her childhood. You may make notes and write your ideas 
about what you are thinking as you read.  
 
MARIGOLDS 
by Eugenia Collier - 1969 

When I think of the hometown of my youth, all that I seem to remember is dust ² the brown, crumbly dust of late summer ² arid, sterile dust that gets 
LQWR�WKH�H\HV�DQG�PDNHV�WKHP�ZDWHU��JHWV�LQWR�WKH�WKURDW�DQG�EHWZHHQ�WKH�WRHV�RI�EDUH�EURZQ�IHHW��,�GRQ¶W�NQRZ�ZK\�,�VKRXOG�Uemember only the dust. 
Surely there must have been lush green lawns and paved streets under leafy shade trees somewhere in town; but memory is an abstract painting ² it does 
not present things as they are, but rather as they feel. And so, when I think of that time and that place, I remember only the dry September of the dirt 
roads and grassless yards of the shantytown where I lived. And one other thing I remember, another incongruence 3 of memory ² a brilliant splash of 
sunny yellow against the dust ² 0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�PDULJROGV� 

Whenever the memory of those marigolds flashes across my mind, a strange nostalgia comes with it and remains long after the picture has faded. I feel 
again the chaotic emotions of adolescence, illusive as smoke, yet as real as the potted geranium before me now. Joy and rage and wild animal gladness 
and shame become tangled together in the multicolored skein of fourteen-going-on-fifteen as I recall that devastating moment when I was suddenly more 
ZRPDQ�WKDQ�FKLOG��\HDUV�DJR�LQ�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�\DUG��,�WKLQN�RI�WKRVH�PDULJolds at the strangest times; I remember them vividly now as I desperately pass 
away the time. 

I suppose that futile waiting was the sorrowful background music of our impoverished little community when I was young. The Depression that gripped 
the nation was QR�QHZ�WKLQJ�WR�XV��IRU�WKH�EODFN�ZRUNHUV�RI�UXUDO�0DU\ODQG�KDG�DOZD\V�EHHQ�GHSUHVVHG��,�GRQ¶W�NQRZ�ZKDW�LW�ZDV�WKDW�ZH�ZHUH�waiting 
IRU��FHUWDLQO\�QRW�IRU�WKH�SURVSHULW\�WKDW�ZDV�³MXVW�DURXQG�WKH�FRUQHU�´�IRU�WKRVH�ZHUH�ZKLWH�IRONV¶�ZRUGV��ZKLFK�ZH�QHYHU believed. Nor did we wait for 
hard work and thrift to pay off in shining success, as the American Dream promised, for we knew better than that, too. Perhaps we waited for a miracle, 
amorphous in concept but necessary if one were to have the grit to rise bHIRUH�GDZQ�HDFK�GD\�DQG�ODERU�LQ�WKH�ZKLWH�PDQ¶V�YLQH\DUG�XQWLO�DIWHU�GDUN��RU�WR�
ZDQGHU�DERXW�LQ�WKH�6HSWHPEHU�GXVW�RIIHULQJ�RQH¶V�VZHDW�LQ�UHWXUQ�IRU�VRPH�PHDJHU�VKDUH�RI�EUHDG��%XW�*RG�ZDV�FKDU\�ZLWK�PLUDcles in those days, and 
so we waited ² and waited. 

We children, of course, were only vaguely aware of the extent of our poverty. Having no radios, few newspapers, and no magazines, we were somewhat 
unaware of the world outside our community. Nowadays we would be called culturally deprived and people would write books and hold conferences 
about us. In those days everybody we knew was just as hungry and ill clad as we were. Poverty was the cage in which we all were trapped, and our 
hatred of it was still the vague, undirected restlessness of the zoo-bred flamingo who knows that nature created him to fly free. 

[5] 

As I think of those days I feel most poignantly the tag end of summer, the bright, dry times when we began to have a sense of shortening days and the 
imminence of the cold. 

By the time I was fourteen, my brother Joey and I were the only children left at our house, the older ones having left home for early marriage or the lure 
of the city, and the two babies having been sent to relatives who might care for them better than we. Joey was three years younger than I, and a boy, and 
therefore vastly inferior. Each morning our mother and father trudged wearily down the dirt road and around the bend, she to her domestic job, he to his 
daily unsuccessful quest for work. After our few chores around the tumbledown shanty, Joey and I were free to run wild in the sun with other children 



16 

similarly situated. 

For the most part, those days are ill-defined in my memory, running together and combining like a fresh watercolor painting left out in the rain. I 
remember squatting in the road drawing a picture in the dust, a picture which Joey gleefully erased with one sweep of his dirty foot. I remember fishing 
for minnows in a muddy creek and watching sadly as they eluded my cupped hands, while Joey laughed uproariously. And I remember, that year, a 
strange restlessness of body and of spirit, a feeling that something old and familiar was ending, and something unknown and therefore terrifying was 
beginning. 

One day returns to me with special clarity for some reason, perhaps because it was the beginning of the experience that in some inexplicable way marked 
the end of innocence. I was loafing under the great oak tree in our yard, deep in some reverie which I have now forgotten, except that it involved some 
secret, secret thoughts of one of the Harris boys across the yard. Joey and a bunch of kids were bored now with the old tire suspended from an oak limb, 
which had kept them entertained for a while. 

³+H\��/L]DEHWK�´�-RH\�\HOOHG��+H�QHYHU�WDONHG�ZKHQ�KH�FRXOG�\HOO��³+H\��/L]DEHWK��OHW¶V�JR�VRPHZKHUH�´ 

[10] 

,�FDPH�UHOXFWDQWO\�IURP�P\�SULYDWH�ZRUOG��³:KHUH�\RX�ZDQW�WR�JR"�:KDW�\RX�ZDQW�WR�GR"´ 

The truth was that we were becoming tired of the formlessness of our summer days. The idleness whose prospect had seemed so beautiful during the 
busy days of spring now had degenerated to an almost desperate effort to fill up the empty midday hours. 

³/HW¶V�JR�VHH�FDQ�ZH�ILQG�VRPH�ORFXVWV�RQ�WKH�KLOO�´�VRPHRQH�VXJJHVWHG� 

-RH\�ZDV�VFRUQIXO��³$LQ¶W�QR�PRUH�ORFXVWV�WKHUH� <¶DOO�JRW�µHP�DOO�ZKLOH�WKH\�ZDV�VWLOO�JUHHQ�´ 

7KH�DUJXPHQW�WKDW�IROORZHG�ZDV�EULHI�DQG�QRW�UHDOO\�ZRUWK�WKH�HIIRUW��+XQWLQJ�ORFXVW�WUHHV�ZDVQ¶W�IXQ�DQ\PRUH�E\�QRZ� 

[15] 

³7HOO�\RX�ZKDW�´�VDLG�-RH\�ILQDOO\��KLV�H\HV�VSDUNOLQJ��³/HW¶V�XV�JR�RYHU�WR�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�´ 

The idea caught on at once, for annoying Miss Lottie was always fun. I was still child enough to scamper along with the group over rickety fences and 
through bushes that tore our already raggedy clothes, back to where Miss Lottie lived. I think now that we must have made a tragicomic spectacle, five or 
six kids of different ages, each of us clad in only one garment ² the girls in faded dresses that were too long or too short, the boys in patchy pants, their 
sweaty brown chests gleaming in the hot sun. A little cloud of dust followed our thin legs and bare feet as we tramped over the barren land. 

:KHQ�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�KRXVH�FDPH�LQWR�YLHZ�ZH�VWRSSHG��RVWHQVLEO\�WR�SODQ�RXU�VWUDWHJ\��EXW�DFWXDOO\�WR�UHLQIRUFH�RXU�FRXUDJH��0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�KRXVH�ZDV�WKH�
most ramshackle of all our ramshackle homes. The sun and rain had long since faded its rickety frame siding from white to a sullen gray. The boards 
themselves seemed to remain upright not from being nailed together but rather from leaning together, like a house that a child might have constructed 
from cards. A brisk wind might have blown it down, and the fact that it was still standing implied a kind of enchantment that was stronger than the 
elements. There it stood and as far as I know is standing yet ² a gray, rotting thing with no porch, no shutters, no steps, set on a cramped lot with no 
grass, not even any weeds ² a monument to decay. 
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,Q�IURQW�RI�WKH�KRXVH�LQ�D�VTXHDN\�URFNLQJ�FKDLU�VDW�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�VRQ��-RKQ�%XUNH��FRPSOHWLQJ�WKH�LPSUHVVLRQ�RI�GHFD\��-RKQ�Burke was what was known 
as queer-headed. Black and ageless, he sat rocking day in and day out in a mindless stupor, lulled by the monotonous squeak-squawk of the chair. A 
battered hat atop his shaggy head shaded him from the sun. Usually John Burke was totally unaware of everything outside his quiet dream world. But if 
you disturbed him, if you intruded upon his fantasies, he would become enraged, strike out at you, and curse at you in some strange enchanted language 
which only he could understand. We children made a game of thinking of ways to disturb John Burke and then to elude his violent retribution. 

But our real fun and our real fear lay in Miss Lottie herself. Miss Lottie seemed to be at least a hundred years old. Her big frame still held traces of the 
tall, powerful woman she must have been in youth, although it was now bent and drawn. Her smooth skin was a dark reddish brown, and her face had 
Indian-OLNH�IHDWXUHV�DQG�WKH�VWHUQ�VWRLFLVP�WKDW�RQH�DVVRFLDWHV�ZLWK�,QGLDQ�IDFHV��0LVV�/RWWLH�GLGQ¶W�OLNH�Lntruders either, especially children. She never left 
her yard, and nobody ever visited her. We never knew how she managed those necessities which depend on human interaction ² how she ate, for 
example, or even whether she ate. When we were tiny children, we thought Miss Lottie was a witch and we made up tales that we half believed ourselves 
about her exploits. We were far too sophisticated now, of course, to believe the witch nonsense. But old fears have a way of clinging like cobwebs, and 
so when we sighted the tumbledown shack, we had to stop to reinforce our nerves. 

[20] 

³/RRN��WKHUH�VKH�LV�´�,�ZKLVSHUHG��IRUJHWWLQJ�WKDW�0LVV�/RWWLH�FRXOG�QRW�SRVVLEO\�KDYH�KHDUG�PH�IURP�WKDW�GLVWDQFH��³6KH¶V�IRoling with them crazy 
IORZHUV�´ 

³<HK��ORRN�DW�µHU�´ 

Miss LottiH¶V�PDULJROGV�ZHUH�SHUKDSV�WKH�VWUDQJHVW�SDUW�RI�WKH�SLFWXUH��&HUWDLQO\�WKH\�GLG�QRW�ILW�LQ�ZLWK�WKH�FUXPEOLQJ�GHFD\�RI�WKH�Uest of her yard. 
Beyond the dusty brown yard, in front of the sorry gray house, rose suddenly and shockingly a dazzling strip of bright blossoms, clumped together in 
enormous mounds, warm and passionate and sun-golden. The old black witch-woman worked on them all summer, every summer, down on her creaky 
knees, weeding and cultivating and arranging, while the house crumbled and John Burke rocked. For some perverse reason, we children hated those 
marigolds. They interfered with the perfect ugliness of the place; they were too beautiful; they said too much that we could not understand; they did not 
make sense. There was something in the vigor with which the old woman destroyed the weeds that intimidated us. It should have been a comical sight ² 
WKH�ROG�ZRPDQ�ZLWK�WKH�PDQ¶V�KDW�RQ�KHU�FURSSHG�ZKLWH�KHDG��OHDQLQJ�RYHU�WKH�EULJKW�PRXQGV��KHU�ELJ�EDFNVLGH�LQ�WKH�DLU�² EXW�LW�ZDVQ¶W�FRPLFDO��LW was 
something we could not name. We had to annoy her by whizzing a pebble into her flowers or by yelling a dirty word, then dancing away from her rage, 
reveling in our youth and mocking her age. Actually, I think it was the flowers we wanted to destroy, but nobody had the nerve to try it, not even Joey, 
who was usually fool enough to try anything. 

³<¶DOO�JLW�VRPH�VWRQHV�´�FRPPDQGHG�-RH\�QRZ�DQG�ZDV�PHW�ZLWK�LQVWDQW�JLJJOLQJ�REHGLHQFH�DV�HYHU\RQH�H[FHSW�PH�EHJDQ�WR�JDWKHU pebbles from the 
GXVW\�JURXQG��³&RPH�RQ��/L]DEHWK�´ 

I just stood there peering through the bushes, torn between wanting to join the fun and feeling that it was all a bit silly. 

[25] 

³<RX�VFDUHG��/L]DEHWK"´ 

I cursed and spat on the ground ² P\�IDYRULWH�JHVWXUH�RI�SKRQ\�EUDYDGR��³<¶DOO�FKLOGUHQ�JHW�WKH�VWRQHV��,¶OO�VKRZ�\RX�KRZ�WR�XVH�µHP�´ 
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I said before that we children were not consciously aware of how thick were the bars of our cage. I wonder now, though, whether we were not more 
aware of it than I thought. Perhaps we had some dim notion of what we were, and how little chance we had of being anything else. Otherwise, why 
would we have been so preoccupied with destruction? Anyway, the pebbles were collected quickly, and everybody looked at me to begin the fun. 

³&RPH�RQ��\¶DOO�´ 

We crept to WKH�HGJH�RI�WKH�EXVKHV�WKDW�ERUGHUHG�WKH�QDUURZ�URDG�LQ�IURQW�RI�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�SODFH��6KH�ZDV�ZRUNLQJ�SODFLGO\��NQHHOLQJ�RYHU the flowers, her 
dark hand plunged into the golden mound. Suddenly zing ² an expertly aimed stone cut the head off one of the blossoms. 

[30] 

³:KR�RXW�WKHUH"´�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�EDFNVLGH�FDPH�GRZQ�DQG�KHU�KHDG�FDPH�XS�DV�KHU�VKDUS�H\HV�VHDUFKHG�WKH�EXVKHV��³<RX�EHWWHU�JLW�´ 

We had crouched down out of sight in the bushes, where we stifled the giggles that insisted on coming. Miss Lottie gazed warily across the road for a 
moment, then cautiously returned to her weeding. Zing ² Joey sent a pebble into the blooms, and another marigold was beheaded. 

Miss Lottie was enraged now. She began struggling to her feet, leaning on a rickety canH�DQG�VKRXWLQJ��³<¶DOO�JLW��*R�RQ�KRPH�´�7KHQ�WKH�UHVW�RI�WKH�NLGV�
OHW�ORRVH�ZLWK�WKHLU�SHEEOHV��VWRUPLQJ�WKH�IORZHUV�DQG�ODXJKLQJ�ZLOGO\�DQG�VHQVHOHVVO\�DW�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�LPSRWHQW�UDJH��6KH�VKook her stick at us and started 
shakily toward the road crying, ³*LW�µORQJ��-RKQ�%XUNH��-RKQ�%XUNH��FRPH�KHOS�´ 

Then I lost my head entirely, mad with the power of inciting such rage, and ran out of the bushes in the storm of pebbles, straight toward Miss Lottie, 
FKDQWLQJ�PDGO\��³2OG�ZLWFK��IHOO�LQ�D�GLWFK��SLFNHG�XS�D SHQQ\�DQG�WKRXJKW�VKH�ZDV�ULFK�´�7KH�FKLOGUHQ�VFUHDPHG�ZLWK�GHOLJKW��GURSSHG�WKHLU�SHEEOHV��DQG�
MRLQHG�WKH�FUD]\�GDQFH��VZDUPLQJ�DURXQG�0LVV�/RWWLH�OLNH�EHHV�DQG�FKDQWLQJ��³2OG�ODG\�ZLWFK�´�ZKLOH�VKH�VFUHDPHG�FXUVHV�DW�XV. The madness lasted only 
a moment��IRU�-RKQ�%XUNH��VWDUWOHG�DW�ODVW��OXUFKHG�RXW�RI�KLV�FKDLU��DQG�ZH�GDVKHG�IRU�WKH�EXVKHV�MXVW�DV�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�FDQH�ZHQW�ZKizzing at my head. 

I did not join the merriment when the kids gathered again under the oak in our bare yard. Suddenly I was ashamed, and I did not like being ashamed. The 
child in me sulked and said it was all in fun, but the woman in me flinched at the thought of the malicious attack that I had led. The mood lasted all 
afternoon. When we ate the beans and rice that was supper that niJKW��,�GLG�QRW�QRWLFH�P\�IDWKHU¶V�VLOHQFH��IRU�KH�ZDV�DOZD\V�VLOHQW�WKHVH�GD\V��QRU�GLG�,�
QRWLFH�P\�PRWKHU¶V�DEVHQFH��IRU�VKH�DOZD\V�ZRUNHG�XQWLO�ZHOO�LQWR�HYHQLQJ��-RH\�DQG�,�KDG�D�SDUWLFXODUO\�ELWWHU�DUJXPHQW�DIWHr supper; his exuberance   
got on my nerves. Finally I stretched out upon the pallet in the room we shared and fell into a fitful doze. 

[35] 

When I awoke, somewhere in the middle of the night, my mother had returned, and I vaguely listened to the conversation that was audible through the 
thin walOV�WKDW�VHSDUDWHG�RXU�URRPV��$W�ILUVW�,�KHDUG�QR�ZRUGV��RQO\�YRLFHV��0\�PRWKHU¶V�YRLFH�ZDV�OLNH�D�FRRO��GDUN�URRP�LQ�VXPPHU�² peaceful, 
VRRWKLQJ��TXLHW��,�ORYHG�WR�OLVWHQ�WR�LW��LW�PDGH�WKLQJV�VHHP�DOO�ULJKW�VRPHKRZ��%XW�P\�IDWKHU¶V�YRLFH�FXW�WKURXJK�KHUV� shattering the peace. 

³7ZHQW\-two years, Maybelle, twenty-WZR�\HDUV�´�KH�ZDV�VD\LQJ��³DQG�,�JRW�QRWKLQJ�IRU�\RX��QRWKLQJ��QRWKLQJ�´ 

³,W¶V�DOO�ULJKW��KRQH\��\RX¶OO�JHW�VRPHWKLQJ��(YHU\ERG\�RXW�RI�ZRUN�QRZ��\RX�NQRZ�WKDW�´ 

³,W�DLQ¶W�ULJKW��$LQ¶W�QR�PDQ�RXJKW�WR�HDW�KLV�ZRPDQ¶V�IRRG�\HDU�LQ�DQG�\HDU�RXW��DQG�VHH�KLV�FKLOGUHQ�UXQQLQJ�ZLOG��$LQ¶W�QRWKLQJ�ULJKW�DERXW�WKDW�´ 
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³+RQH\��\RX�WRRN�JRRG�FDUH�RI�XV�ZKHQ�\RX�KDG�LW��$LQ¶W�QRERG\�JRW�QRWKLQJ�QRZDGD\V�´ 

[40] 

³,�DLQ¶W�WDONLQJ�DERXW�QRERG\�HOVH��,¶P�WDONLQJ�DERXW�PH��*RG�NQRZV�,�WU\�´�0\�PRWKHU�VDLG�VRPHWKLQJ�,�FRXOG�QRW�KHDU��DQG�P\�IDWKHU�FULHG�RXW�ORXGHU��
³:KDW�PXVW�D�PDQ�GR��WHOO�PH�WKDW"´ 

³/RRN��ZH�DLQ¶W�VWDUYLQJ��,�JLW�SDLG�HYHU\�ZHHN��DQG�0UV��(OOLV�LV�UHDO�QLFH�DERXW�JLYLQJ�PH�WKLQJV��6KH�JRQQD�OHW�PH�KDYH�0U��(OOLV¶V�ROG�FRDW�IRU�\RX�WKLV�
winter ² ´ 

³'² 0U��(OOLV¶V�FRDW��$QG�G² KLV�PRQH\��<RX�WKLQN�,�ZDQW�ZKLWH�IRONV¶�OHDYLQJV" 

³'²��0D\EHOOH´�² and suddenly he sobbed, loudly and painfully, and cried helplessly and hopelessly in the dark night. I had never heard a man cry 
EHIRUH��,�GLG�QRW�NQRZ�PHQ�HYHU�FULHG��,�FRYHUHG�P\�HDUV�ZLWK�P\�KDQGV�EXW�FRXOG�QRW�FXW�RII�WKH�VRXQG�RI�P\�IDWKHU¶V�KDUVK��painful, despairing sobs. 
My father was a strong man who could whisk a child upon his shoulders and go singing through the house. My father whittled toys for us, and laughed so 
loud that the great oak seemed to laugh with him, and taught us how to fish and hunt rabbits. How could it be that my father was crying? But the sobs 
went on, unstifled, finally quieting untLO�,�FRXOG�KHDU�P\�PRWKHU¶V�YRLFH��GHHS�DQG�ULFK��KXPPLQJ�VRIWO\�DV�VKH�XVHG�WR�KXP�WR�D�IULJKWHQHG�FKLOG� 

The world had lost its boundary lines. My mother, who was small and soft, was now the strength of the family; my father, who was the rock on which the 
family had been built, was sobbing like the tiniest child. Everything was suddenly out of tune, like a broken accordion. Where did I fit into this crazy 
picture? I do not now remember my thoughts, only a feeling of great bewilderment and fear. 

[45] 

Long after the sobbing and humming had stopped, I lay on the pallet, still as stone with my hands over my ears, wishing that I too could cry and be 
FRPIRUWHG��7KH�QLJKW�ZDV�VLOHQW�QRZ�H[FHSW�IRU�WKH�VRXQG�RI�WKH�FULFNHWV�DQG�RI�-RH\¶V�VRIW�EUHDWKLQJ��%XW�WKH�URom was too crowded with fear to allow 
me to sleep, and finally, feeling the terrible aloneness of 4 A.M., I decided to awaken Joey. 

³2XFK��:KDW¶V�WKH�PDWWHU�ZLWK�\RX"�:KDW�\RX�ZDQW"´�KH�GHPDQGHG�GLVDJUHHDEO\�ZKHQ�,�KDG�SLQFKHG�DQG�VODSSHG�KLP�DZDNH� 

³&RPH�RQ��ZDNH�XS�´ 

³:KDW�IRU"�*R�µZD\�´ 

,�ZDV�ORVW�IRU�D�UHDVRQDEOH�UHSO\��,�FRXOG�QRW�VD\��³,¶P�VFDUHG�DQG�,�GRQ¶W�ZDQW�WR�EH�DORQH�´�VR�,�PHUHO\�VDLG��³,¶P�JRLQJ�Rut. If you want to come, come 
RQ�´ 

[50] 

7KH�SURPLVH�RI�DGYHQWXUH�DZRNH�KLP��³*RLQJ�RXW�QRZ"�:KHUH�WR��/L]DEHWK"�:KDW�\RX�JRLQJ�WR�GR"´ 

,�ZDV�SXOOLQJ�P\�GUHVV�RYHU�P\�KHDG��8QWLO�QRZ�,�KDG�QRW�WKRXJKW�RI�JRLQJ�RXW��³-XVW�FRPH�RQ�´�,�UHSOLHG�WHUVHO\� 

I was out the window and halfway down the road before Joey caught up with me. 
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³:DLW��/L]DEHWK��ZKHUH�\RX�JRLQJ"´ 

I was running as if the Furies were after me, as perhaps they were ² running silently and furiously until I came to where I had half known I was headed: 
WR�0LVV�/RWWLH¶V�\DUG� 

[55] 

The half-dawn light was more eerie than complete darkness, and in it the old house was like the ruin that my world had become ² foul and crumbling, a 
grotesque caricature. It looked haunted, but I was not afraid, because I was haunted too. 

³/L]DEHWK��\RX�ORVW�\RXU�PLQG"´�SDQWHG�-RH\� 

I had indeed lost my mind, for all the smoldering emotions of that summer swelled in me and burst ² the great need for my mother who was never there, 
the hopelessness of our poverty and degradation, the bewilderment of being neither child nor woman and yet both at once, the fear unleashed by my 
IDWKHU¶V�WHDUV��$QG�WKHVH�IHHOLQJV�FRPELQHG�LQ�RQH�JUHDW�LPSXOVH�WRZDUG�GHVWUXFWLRQ� 

³/L]DEHWK�´ 

I leaped furiously into the mounds of marigolds and pulled madly, trampling and pulling and destroying the perfect yellow blooms. The fresh smell of 
early morning and of dew-soaked marigolds spurred me on as I went tearing and mangling and sobbing while Joey tugged my dress or my waist crying, 
³/L]DEHWK��VWRS��SOHDVH�VWRS�´ 

[60] 

And then I was sitting in the ruined little garden among the uprooted and ruined flowers, crying and crying, and it was too late to undo what I had done. 
-RH\�ZDV�VLWWLQJ�EHVLGH�PH��VLOHQW�DQG�IULJKWHQHG��QRW�NQRZLQJ�ZKDW�WR�VD\��7KHQ��³/L]DEHWK��ORRN�´ 

I opened my swollen eyes and saw in front of me a pair of large, calloused feet; my gaze lifted to the swollen legs, the age-distorted body clad in a tight 
cotton nightdress, and then the shadowed Indian face surrounded by stubby white hair. And there was no rage in the face now, now that the garden was 
destroyed and there was nothing any longer to be protected. 

³0-PLVV�/RWWLH�´�,�VFUDPEOHG�WR�P\�IHHW�DQG�MXVW�VWRRG�WKHUH�DQG�VWDUHG�DW�KHU��DQG�WKDW�ZDV�WKH�PRPHQW�ZKHQ�FKLOGKRRG�IDGHG�DQG womanhood began. 
That violent, crazy act was the last act of childhood. For as I gazed at the immobile face with the sad, weary eyes, I gazed upon a kind of reality which is 
hidden to childhood. The witch was no longer a witch but only a broken old woman who had dared to create beauty in the midst of ugliness and sterility. 
She had been born in squalor and lived in it all her life. Now at the end of that life she had nothing except a falling-down hut, a wrecked body, and John 
Burke, the mindless son of her passion. Whatever verve there was left in her, whatever was of love and beauty and joy that had not been squeezed out by 
life, had been there in the marigolds she had so tenderly cared for. 

Of course I could not express the things that I knew about Miss Lottie as I stood there awkward and ashamed. The years have put words to the things I 
knew in that moment, and as I look back upon it, I know that that moment marked the end of innocence. Innocence involves an unseeing acceptance of 
things at face value, an ignorance of the area below the surface. In that humiliating moment I looked beyond myself and into the depths of another 
person. This was the beginning of compassion, and one cannot have both compassion and innocence. 

The years have taken me worlds away from that time and that place, from the dust and squalor of our lives, and from the bright thing that I destroyed in a 
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blind, childish striking out at God knows what. Miss Lottie died long ago and many years have passed since I last saw her hut, completely barren at last, 
for despite my wild contrition she never planted marigolds again. Yet, there are times when the image of those passionate yellow mounds returns with a 
painful poignancy. For one does not have to be ignorant and poor to find that his life is as barren as the dusty yards of our town. And I too have planted 
marigolds. 

Stop and Jot: :KDW�ZHUH�VRPH�RI�\RXU�WKRXJKWV�DQG�UHIOHFWLRQV�DERXW�WKLV�VWRU\"�:K\�GR�\RX�WKLQN�WKH�³ORVV�RI�LQQRFHQFH´�LV�SRUWUD\HG�DV�D�necessary 
part of growing up/becoming an adult? Is it necessary? Put your ideas in the space below.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Story #2:   Read this stRU\�DERXW�D�GDXJKWHU�ZKR�OHDUQV�VRPH�VXUSULVLQJ�LQIRUPDWLRQ�DERXW�KHU�PRWKHU¶V�SDVW��<RX�PD\�PDNH�QRWHV�DQG�
write your ideas about what you are thinking as you read.  
 
SAFETY OF NUMBERS 
by Lucy Tan, 2015 

:KHQ�P\�IULHQG�%REE\�.OHLQ�GLGQ¶W�PDNH�LW�LQWR�WKH�JLIWHG�SURJUDP�EDFN�LQ�ILIWK�JUDGH��0RP�VDLG��³:KDW¶V�VR�KDUG�DERXW�,4"�7KHUH¶V�QRWKLQJ�\RX�FDQ¶W�
VWXG\�IRU�´�6KH¶V�ULJKW��LQ�P\�FDVH��7KHUH�LV�QRWKLQJ�VKH�FDQ¶W�PDNH�PH�VWXG\�IRU��6KH�NHHSV�D�VFKHGXOH�WKDW�VKH�EULQJV�RXW�ZKHQHYHU�,¶P�QRW�ZKHUH�,¶P�
supposed to be. On Saturdays, for example, when she catches me leaving through the kitchen door, she points to the red letters that read, SAT. I say, 
³<HDK�0D��,�NQRZ�LW¶V�D�6DWXUGD\�´�DQG�'DG�FKXFNOHV��ZKLFK�LV�KLV�ZD\�RI�FRPPLVHUDWLQJ� 

My mother is from norWKHUQ�&KLQD��D�ZRPDQ�ZLWK�D�VPDOO�IDFH�DQG�D�ELJ�YRLFH�DQG�KDLU�WKDW�VSULQJV�IURP�KHU�KHDG�VR�ILHUFHO\�\RX¶UH�VXUH�LW¶V�DERXW to 
have a word with you. She walks home for lunch every day because she believes in moderate exercise and the health hazards of plastic food containers. 
She is petrified of credit theft, house theft, car theft, and AIDS; uncomfortable around emotional confrontation and underachievement. 

By the time other kids in my year start prepping for the SAT, I have already taken nine months of classes. Twelve, if you count algebra drills. Most of 
0RP¶V�FKLOG-UHDULQJ�HQHUJ\�LV�VSHQW�RQ�P\�HGXFDWLRQ��DQG�VKH¶V�LPSDWLHQW�IRU�UHVXOWV��6KH�OLNHV�WKH�NLQGV�RI�VXFFHVV�\RX�FDQ�SORW�DQG�JUDph, reports you 
can hold in your hand. This makes the SAT the score of all academic scores, representing both a return on one investment and the principal for the next. 

³/LNH�WKH�$PHULFDQV�VD\�´�VKH�PXVHV��³VDIHW\�RI�QXPEHUV��7KDW¶V�ZKDW�FROOHJHV�ZDQW�WR�VHH�´ 

[5] 

³<RX�PHDQ�µVDIHW\�LQ�QXPEHUV¶�´�,�WHOO�KHU��³$QG�WKDW¶V�VRPHWKLQJ�FRPSOHWHO\�GLIIHUHQW�´ 

6KH�OHWV�RXW�D�OLWWOH�ODXJK��³<RX�WKLQN�\RX�NQRZ�HYHU\WKLQJ"�7KH�PDLQ�ZRUG�WKHUH�LV�VDIHW\��:KDW�GR�\RX�NQRZ�DERXW�VDIHW\"´ 

³:KDW�GR�\RX�PHDQ"´ 
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³([DFWO\�´�VKH�VD\V��DV�LI�WKDW�DQVZHUV�DQ\WKLQJ� 

Mom works in the Procurement Department of a Sears satellite office, where she orders desk chairs and tracks the average lifespan of IBM laptops. 
7KH\¶UH�ELJ�LQWR�PRWLYDWLRQ�RYHU�DW�6HDUV��(YHU\�VR�RIWHQ�0RP�JRHV�RQ�D�FRPSDQ\�UHWUHDW�DQG�FRPHV�EDFN�ZLWK�SRVWHUV�WKDW�VD\�things like CONQUER 
IT and OPPORTUNITY. She hangs a select few up in the study, but recently, a poster called ACTIONS SPEAK LOUDER THAN WORDS moved her 
enough to earn a spot on the kitchen wall. That poster has an image of a running track, where a white hand passes a baton off to a brown hand. I have 
VHHQ�WKLV�VDPH�SLFWXUH�LQ�RXU�FROOHJH�DGYLVRU¶V�RIILFH��H[FHSW�WKDW�RQH�VDLG�',9(56,7<��,�ILQG�LW�WURXEOLQJ�WKDW�WKHVH�SKRWRV are used for more than one 
W\SH�RI�PRWLYDWLRQ��EXW�P\�EHVW�IULHQG�&DWHULQD�WKLQNV�LW¶V�IXQQ\��³<RXU�PRP�DQG�0UV��6WDHGWOHU�KDYH�WKH�VDPH�WDVWH�LQ�GHFRUDWLQJ�´�VKH�VD\V��,�GRQ¶W�WHOO�
KHU�WKDW�WKHUH�DUH�VWLOO�PRUH�SRVWHUV�LQ�WKH�JDUDJH�WKDW�KDYHQ¶W�PDGH�LW�RQWR�WKH�ZDOOV��OHVVHU�PRWLYDWLRQV��OLNH�7($0:25.�DQG�$&&(37$1&(��,�GRQ¶W�
say that the total supply of motivation in our house could put Mrs. Staedtler out of a job. 

[10] 

During the afternoons, while Mom is still at work, I invite friends over to watch TRL on MTV. Cat gets up to reenact the music videos, and everyone 
gives her performance points on a scale of one to ten. We write the scores on sticky notes and fix them to ping-pong paddles scavenged from the 
EDVHPHQW��7KHQ�ZH�ZDYH�WKH�SDGGOHV�DURXQG�DQG�\HOO�DQG�VRPHWLPHV�VRPHRQH�WXUQV�WR�PH�DQG�VD\V��³,�GRQ¶W�NQRZ�ZKDW�\RX¶UH�WDONing about ² your 
KRXVH�LV�IXQ�´ 

After Total Request Live, the reruns of Road Rules and The Real World come on, as well as a relationship show called The Blame Game, in which 
FRXSOHV�JR�RQ�79�WR�H[SRVH�HDFK�RWKHU¶V�IODZV��7KHUH¶V�D�ORW�RI�VKRXWLQJ�LQYROYHG��DQG�LW�DOZD\V�Hnds with a karaoke segment. Most of my friends leave 
before this point, but I watch the whole thing. I love the elements of surprise and power play. Just when you think one person is winning the hearts of the 
audience, bam! He expects her to hand-wash his XQGHUZHDU��$W�D�TXDUWHU�WR�ILYH��,�VZLWFK�WKH�79�EDFN�WR�RQH�RI�'DG¶V�FKDQQHOV�EHIRUH�WXUQLQJ�LW�RII��,Q�
my room, I arrange binders around my desk and fabricate fresh eraser dust. By the time Mom gets home, my eyes look bleary from studying instead of 
watching Ruthie Alcaide run around naked on TV all afternoon. 

6RPH�QLJKWV��DIWHU�P\�SDUHQWV�KDYH�JRQH�WR�EHG��&DW�ULGHV�RYHU�RQ�KHU�EURWKHU¶V�ELNH�DQG�SDUNV�LW�XQGHU�P\�ZLQGRZ��:H�OLYH�LQ a ranch-style house, so 
LW¶V�RQO\�D�IRXU-foot drop from my room, but the ZLQGRZ�VFUHHQ�LVQ¶W�UHPRYDEOH��$W�OHDVW��QRW�LQ�WKH�VHQVH�WKDW�\RX�FDQ�SXW�LW�EDFN�DIWHUZDUG��7KH�ILUVW�
time I sneaked out, it was winter. We pulled and pushed on the screen until it started to crack. For every three minutes spent pulling and pushing, we 
waited one, just in case someone was awake and listening. When it finally came off, Cat propped it up against the house, like a portrait ready to be hung. 
It stayed there until the spring, when Dad found it while clearing the backyard. 

³:KDW�KDSSHQHG�KHUH"´�KH�FDOOHG�IURP�RXWVLGH� 

³,�WKLQN�WKH�ZLQG�EOHZ�LW�RII�´ 

[15] 

³:KHUH�DUH�ZH��.DQVDV"´ 

³3UREDEO\�D�UDFFRRQ�WKHQ�´ 

³<HDK��WKDW�VRXQGV�DERXW�ULJKW�´�KH�VDLG��³$�UDFFRRQ��2U��\RX�NQRZ��D�VWUD\�&DW�´�+H�KHOG�P\�JD]H�MXVW�D�PRPHQW�ORQJHU�WKDQ�Ke had to. Then he dragged 
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the screen out front to the garage. 

7KH�JDUDJH�LV�'DG¶V�KREE\�VKRS�² IXOO�RI�RXU�QHLJKERUV¶�GLVFDUGHG�IXUQLWXUH�DQG�ODZQ�HTXLSPHQW�OLQHG�XS�DQG�VKLQLQJ�OLNH�RYHUJURZQ�LQVHFWV��&URXFKHG�
next to him out there, and in pauses between the buzzing of hiV�HOHFWULF�VDQGHU��,�FDQ�VRPHWLPHV�JHW�KLP�WR�WDON�DERXW�0RP¶V�FUD]\� 

³%DFN�LQ�&KLQD��FROOHJH�HQWUDQFH�H[DPV�ZHUH�VHULRXV�VWXII�´�KH�VD\V��³:H�KDG�RQH�VKRW�² the gaokao ² and that test meant the difference between 
becoming a scholar and a laborer, between D�FKDQFH�DW�$PHULFD�DQG�QR�FKDQFH�DW�DOO��7KRVH�VFRUHV"�7KH\�PDWWHUHG�´ 

[20] 

There were other scores that mattered. Seventeen million RI�0DR¶V�\RXWK�ZHUH�VHQW�WR�WKH�FRXQWU\VLGH�IRU�UHHGXFDWLRQ��7HQ�WKRXVDQG�DUUHVWHG�LQ�
FRQQHFWLRQ�ZLWK�WKH�-XQH�IRXUWK�PRYHPHQW��+XQGUHGV�WR�WKRXVDQGV�NLOOHG�DW�7LDQDQPHQ�6TXDUH��³,VQ¶W�WKDW�WKH�VFDULHVW�WKLQJ�´�KH�VD\V��³WKH�IDFW�WKDW�WKRVH�
death-toll numEHUV�DUH�PLVVLQJ"´ 

³<HDK�´�,�VD\��EXW�WKH�WUXWK�LV�WKDW�,�GRQ¶W�UHDOO\�NQRZ��,�FDQ¶W�LPDJLQH�WKH�GLIIHUHQFH�EHWZHHQ�WHQ�WKRXVDQG�DQG�VHYHQWHHQ�PLOOLRQ��,�FDQ¶W�LPDJLQH�
VRPHWKLQJ�VR�DEVWUDFW�DV�GHDWK��RU�VR�FRQFUHWH�DV�0RP¶V�LQYROYHPHQW�LQ�DOO�WKLV� 

³:DLW�KHUH�´�KH�VD\V��+H�SXWV�GRZQ�WKH�VDQGHU�DQG�JRHV�RYHU�WR�WKH�PHWDO�VKHOYHV�WKDW�OLQH�WKH�EDFN�RI�WKH�JDUDJH��0RWLYDWLRQDO�SRVWers land on the floor, 
DQG�RQ�WRS�RI�WKHP��WKH�OLGV�RI�FDUGERDUG�GRFXPHQW�ER[HV��:KHQ�KH�FRPHV�EDFN��KH¶V�KROGLQJ�D�IDGHG�SKRWR�RI�people standing together in a half circle in 
front of a school. Mom is there in the center, her head turned and eyes just barely catching the camera, as though distracted in mid-speech. 

³6KH�ZDV�DQ�DFWLYLVW�´�KH�VD\V��³7KLV�ZDV�WDNHQ�LQ�0D\�RI�������,I�\RX�WKLQN�DERXW�LW��\RX¶UH�LQ�WKLV�SLFWXUH�WRR�´�,�LPDJLQH�P\VHOI�RYHU�RQ�WKH�RWKHU�VLGH�
of the world, a tiny embryo stuck to the inside of her, like a snail. 

³<RX¶UH�PRUH�OLNH�KHU�WKDQ�\RX�WKLQN�´�KH�VD\V� 

[25] 

³<HDK��ULJKW��+RZ"´ 

³<RX¶UH�IHDUOHVV�´ 

He hands me a can of Mountain Dew from the stash he keeps hidden in the garage. Mom says Mountain Dew is the color of cancer, and even though I 
NQRZ�WKDW�FDQFHU�GRHVQ¶W�KDYH�D�FRORU��WKH�WKRXJKW�KDV�SXW�PH�RII�0RXQWDLQ�'HZ��,�GULQN�WKH�VRGD�DQ\ZD\��DQG�LW¶V�QRW as bad as I remember. 

,¶P�VXUH�0RP�KDV�UHDVRQV�IRU�UXQQLQJ�RXU�OLYHV�WKH�ZD\�VKH�GRHV��HYHQ�LI�WKH\�RQO\�KROG�XS�LQ�KHU�RZQ�PLQG��&DOO�WKHP�VXSHUVWitions then, or the 
practices of a self-made faith. Somewhere there is a god that demands double-locking doors and triple-checking my homework. What I want to know is 
how the politics and the soda connect. In other words, at what point did she become so small in her living of life? 

,�GRQ¶W�VD\�DQ\�RI�WKLV��EXW�LW¶V�DV�LI�'DG�KHDUV�DQ\ZD\��³7KH\¶UH�KHU�VWRULHV�´�KH�VD\V�VRIWO\��³,�FDQ¶W�WHOO�WKHP�´ 

[30] 

Later that week, as I am going through my Reading Comprehension study pile, I find that Dad has slipped in a few articles on modern Chinese history. In 
one of them, there is a picture of twenty or so tanks headed single-file down a broad avenue. At the very corner of the frame, a person stands right up 
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DJDLQVW�WKH�ILUVW�WDQN��,W�DOPRVW�ORRNV�DV�WKRXJK�KH�RU�VKH�LV�GLUHFWLQJ�WKH�DUWLOOHU\��EXW�WKH�FDSWLRQ�EHORZ�UHDGV�³7LDQDQPHn Square, June 4, 1989: Civil 
DisobediencH�´�7KLV�SHUVRQ��,�WKLQN��FRXOG�EH�0RP��$QG�WKH�PRUH�,�VWDUH��WKH�PRUH�,¶P�FRQYLQFHG�LW�LV�KHU��7KH�SLFWXUH�LV�JUDLQ\��EXW�,�can almost 
recognize her ferocious hair. 

The closer the SAT gets, the more little red letters appear on my schedule. Mom thinks she¶V�EHLQJ�YHU\�$PHULFDQ�E\�PDNLQJ�D�EDVHEDOO�PHWDSKRU�DERXW�
³JRLQJ�WR�WKLUG�EDVH´�DQG�WKHQ�GRHVQ¶W�ZDQW�WR�NQRZ�ZK\�,¶P�ODXJKLQJ��6KH�ZRUNV�IURP�KRPH�RQH�GD\�D�ZHHN�VR�WKDW�VKH�FDQ�KHOS me with drills after 
school. Without my friends there, the house feels empty and unfamiliar. Mom counts vocabulary flashcards while I stare into my lap, or at the napkin 
KROGHU��RU�DW�D�QHDUE\�VWDFN�RI�QHZVSDSHUV�RQ�WKH�NLWFKHQ�WDEOH��,�ZLVK�VKH�ZRXOG�SRXU�KHUVHOI�D�GULQN��WKH�ZD\�&DW¶V�PRWKHU�does when she comes home 
from work. I wish she would get drunk on sorghum wine like the Chinese families that used to stay with us sometimes. Just off the plane, they had a 
ZHLUG�GXVW\�VPHOO�RQ�WKHP��DV�LI�WKH\¶G�EHHQ�VKLSSHG�VWUDLJKW�IURP�0RP¶V�SDVW��7KH\�VQDFNHG�RQ�ZKROH�IUXLWV�² apples and oranges and round pears 
with flesh so light it looked translucent. When they drank, they started speaking about the eighties in a way that made Mom go psspsspss with her lips. 
Not in front of the kid. 

³$ODFULW\�´�0RP�VD\V��IOLSSLQJ�WKURXJK�WKH�FDUGV� +HU�WRQH�UHPLQGV�PH�RI�ROG�SHRSOH�SOD\LQJ�ELQJR��³(VRWHULF�´ 

6RPHWLPHV�,�WHVW�KHU�YRFDEXODU\�WRR��)RU�LQVWDQFH��,�NQRZ�WKDW�RQ�WKH�EDFN�RI�WKH�FDUG�WKDW�UHDGV�³EUXVTXH�´�WKHUH�LV�ZULWWHQ RQO\�WKH�ZRUG�³VKRUW�´�VR�,�
DQVZHU��³YHUWLFDOO\�FKDOOHQJHG�´�WR�VHH�LI�VKH�NQRZV�WKH�GLIIHUHQFH��:KHQ�VKH�GRHVQ¶W��,�VKRXW�LQ�P\�KHDG�$KD��<RX�ORVH��DQG�VTXLQW�RQH�H\H�VKXW�WR�
SLFWXUH�KHU�IDFH�RQ�WKH�%ODPH�*DPH�:DOO�RI�6KDPH��2WKHU�WLPHV��,�GHILQH�ZRUGV�LQ�)UHQFK�RU�(ERQLFV��³OD�PRGH�GH�PD�PqUH�´�³9H[HG�´�VKH�UHDGV��DQG�,�
DQVZHU��³:KHQ�E�EH�DOO�XS�LQ�\R¶�VWHH]�´�$W�WKLV��VKH�GURSV�WKH�GHFN�DQG�JODUHV��³&RQFHQWUDWH�RQ�\RXU�ILUVW�ODQJXDJH��<ou can be funny after you 
JHW�LQWR�+DUYDUG�´ 

One day, I forget my class project and my keys at home. During sixth period, Cat rides me back to my house on her bike and we try each window, 
including the one without the screen, but they are locked ² DOO�H[FHSW�RQH��:H�KDYH�WR�ORRN�XS�WR�VHH�LW��,W¶V�WZR�IHHW�KLJK��WKUHH�IHHW�ZLGH��DQG�
positioned six feet off the ground, in the corner of P\�SDUHQWV¶�EHGURRP��:LWK�WKH�KHOS�RI�D�JDUEDJH�ELQ�DQG�D�ERRVW�IURP�&DW��,�ZULJJOH�P\�ZD\�WKURXJK�
WKH�RSHQLQJ�DQG�ODQG�RQ�0RP¶V�EXUHDX-WRS��NQRFNLQJ�VHYHUDO�WKLQJV�RYHU�LQ�WKH�SURFHVV��%XW�WKHUH¶V�QR�WLPH�WR�FOHDQ�XS��VR�,�JUDE�ZKDW�,�QHHG�DQG�OHDYH�
through the front door. 

[35] 

That afternoon, there is a cop car parked in the driveway. I walk in to find my mom in the living room with two policemen. When she sees me, she yells, 
³6RPHRQH�UREEHG�RXU�KRXVH�´ 

One of the cops standing in our living room is Bobb\�.OHLQ¶V�GDG��DQG�KH�ZLQNV�DW�PH�GLVFUHHWO\� 

³0D¶DP�´�KH�VD\V��SXWWLQJ�D�KDQG�RQ�0RP¶V�VKRXOGHU��³QRWKLQJ�LV�PLVVLQJ�´ 

³<HV��\HV��EXW«´�6KH�SRLQWV�WR�WKH�KDOOZD\�DQG�JLYHV�KLP�WKH�ORRN�RI�H[DVSHUDWLRQ�VKH�XVXDOO\�VDYHV�IRU�VXSHUPDUNHW�PDQDJHUV�and DMV UHSV��³,�FDPH�
KRPH�HDUO\��0D\EH�,�VFDUHG�WKHP�DZD\�´ 

Through the doorway of the bedroom, I can see the open window, a felled plant, a trail of soil, and a few bottles of Clinique Moisture-Lock lying on their 
sides among the rest of the bureau-top battalion. 
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[40] 

³:H¶YH�VHDUFKHG�WKH�KRXVH�DQG�HYHU\WKLQJ¶V�ILQH��0D\EH�D�ZLOG�DQLPDO�FDPH�LQ�IRU�D�OLWWOH�YLVLW��WKDW¶V�DOO�´ 

$W�³OLWWOH�YLVLW�´�0RP�JODUHV�DW�0U��.OHLQ�DV�LI�KH�KDV�H[WHQGHG�WKLV�LQYLWDWLRQ�KLPVHOI� 

³$QG�WKH�PLVVLQJ�VFUHHQ�RQ�P\�GDXJKWHU¶V�ZLQGRZ"´ VKH�ILQLVKHV��³:DV�WKDW�DQ�DQLPDO�WRR"´ 

1RZ��HDFK�PRUQLQJ�EHIRUH�VKH�OHDYHV�IRU�ZRUN��0RP�FKHFNV�WR�PDNH�VXUH�HYHU\�ZLQGRZ�DQG�GRRU�LQ�RXU�KRXVH�LV�ORFNHG��³:KDW�SHUiod is your Euro 
H[DP"´��&OLFN���³$QG�GLG�\RX�ILQLVK�WKH�VHFRQG�GUDIW�RI�\RXU�7RP�6WRSSDUG HVVD\"´��&OLFN���,�VLS�RQ�P\�RUDQJH�MXLFH�DQG�ZDLW�XQWLO�VKH�OHDYHV��7KHQ�,�JR�
into her bedroom, unlock the tiny window, and leave it open just an inch. 

6HHLQJ�0RP�SDQLF�WKULOOV�PH��6KH�GRHVQ¶W�FDOO�WKH�FRSV�DJDLQ��EXW�ODWH�DW�QLJKW�,�FDQ�KHDU�KHU�WDONLQJ to Dad about moving money between banks and 
getting fancy alarm systems installed. Sometimes, in the middle of chopping vegetables or writing a letter, she suddenly closes a hand over her neck to 
check that her gold chain is still there, or brushes a thumb against her ring finger to feel for her wedding band. One night, I overhear a conversation in 
their bedroom: 

[45] 

³<RX�GRQ¶W�EHOLHYH�LQ�VSLULWV��GR�\RX"´�VKH�DVNV�'DG� 

³7KHUH�DUHQ¶W�DQ\�VSLULWV�´�'DG�UHSOLHV��QR�IROORZ-up questions asked. He is used to her habit of starting conversations out loud in the middle of the ones 
already going on inside her head. 

,¶P�QRW�HYLO��,�VZHDU�LW��%XW�RQFH�,�VWDUW��,�FDQ¶W�VWRS��&DW�VD\V�WKLV�LV�EHFDXVH�WKHUH�LV�VRPHWKLQJ�ODFNLQJ�LQ�PH��D�IRUP�Rf drama that is missing from my 
OLIH��³,W¶V�OLNH�\RX�OLYH�LQ�D�EDG�LQGLH�PRYLH�´�VKH�VD\V��³$OO�PRRG��QR�FRQIOLFW�´�:KDW�VKH�PHDQV�LV��ZK\�GRQ¶W�,�UHDVRQ�ZLWK�P\�PRWKHU"�:K\�GRQ¶W�,�
EULQJ�LVVXHV�WR�OLJKW"�&DW�GRHVQ¶W�XQGHUVWDQG�ZKDW�LW¶V�OLNH�WR�GHDO�ZLWK�D�SDUHQW�OLNH�PLQH��6KH�KDV IRXU�ROGHU�EURWKHUV��DQG�LW¶V�D�UDUH�GD\�LI�WKHLU�PRP�FDQ�
call them all by the right names. Her family practices Delegated Discipline, which means each kid is in charge of keeping the next youngest in line. Any 
³UHDVRQLQJ´�GRQH�E\�KHU�EURWKHUV�LV�FDUULHG�out through use of their fists. 

,¶P�QRW�JRRG�DW�PDWK��7KH�YHUEDO�DQDORJLHV�DQG�VHQWHQFH�FRPSOHWLRQV�DUH�HDV\��EXW�WKH�PDWK�JHWV�PH�HYHU\�WLPH��³;�DQG�<�DUH�QRW�LQWHUFKDQJHDEOH�´�
0RP�VD\V��³<RX�KDYH�WR�DVVLJQ�WKLQJV�YDOXH�´�6KH�VWDQGV�EHKLQG�PH�ZLWK�D�VWRSZatch as I drill, peering at my pencil marks and blocking the overhead 
OLJKW��³2QH�PLQXWH�IRUW\-WZR�VHFRQGV�SHU�TXHVWLRQ�´�VKH�VD\V��GRLQJ�TXLFN�GLYLVLRQ�LQ�KHU�KHDG��³1RW�IDVW�HQRXJK�´�$IWHU�,�ILQLVK�D�VHFWLRQ��VKH�FKHFNs it 
to identify the types of problems that take me the longest to complete. I like to watch her work for a change, to see the crease between her eyebrows grow 
into the shape of a butt crack. 

That final week of preparations, I barely leave the house at all. Mom has me in bed by nine thirty every night and taking Vitamin C pills every day, just 
in case. On the Friday before the test, I am concentrating ² for once, really concentrating ² when she comes into my room and throws bits of colored 
paper on my desk. 

[50] 

³:KDW�LV�WKLV"´�VKH�DVNV��³���"����"���"�µ,¶G�GR�\RX�¶"´ 
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&DW¶V�SHUIRUPDQFH�3RVW-,WV�OLH�WKHUH�ORRNLQJ�GHIHDWHG��KDYLQJ�EHHQ�FUXPSOHG�DQG�WKHQ�VPRRWKHG�RXW�DJDLQ��0RP¶V�KDLU�LV�ELJJHU�WKDQ�XVXDO��DQG�VXGGHQly 
I feel my own stand up at the back of my neck, as if some gene of hers has just decided to assert itself, to remind me whose daughter I am.  

³<RX�JR�WKURXJK�P\�WUDVK"´ 

Mom blinks a couple times and stands up straight, as if she has been asked a difficult theoretical question. In that moment of triumph, I feel my chest 
expand and my eyebrows rise a fraction of an inch ² this, too, is an expression of hers. The shock of reacting like her twice in twenty seconds makes me 
ORRN�DZD\��DQG�E\�WKH�WLPH�,�ORRN�EDFN��VKH�LV�SUHWHQGLQJ�WKDW�VKH�KDVQ¶W�KHDUG�PH�DW�DOO� 

³,�GRQ¶W�ZDQW�\RX�DURXQG�WKDW�JLUO�DQ\PRUH�´�VKH�VD\V�TXLHWO\� 

[55] 

:KHQ�,�UHDOL]H�VKH�LV�WDONLQJ�DERXW�&DW��P\�IDFH�JURZV�KRW��,�WKLQN�RI�DOO�WKH�ZRUGV�,�FRXOG�XVH�WR�VD\�KRZ�,¶P�IHHOLQJ�QRZ��irate, livid, incensed. I am 
one adjective away from bellicose. But they are all too neat to describe the mix of emotions going through me. 

³6KH¶V�P\�EHVW�IULHQG��<RX�GRQ¶W�KDYH�D�VD\�LQ�LW�´ 

Mom blinks at me, leans in. 

³<RX�WKLQN�,¶YH�QHYHU�EHHQ�ZLOG"�<RX�WKLQN�,¶YH�QHYHU�OHIW�WKURXJK�D�ZLQGRZ"�$VN�PH�DERXW�WKH�ODVW�WLPH�,�WULHG�WR�OHDYH�WKURXJK�D�ZLQGRZ�´ 

I stare back and say nothing. 

[60] 

³$VN�PH�´ 

³)LQH��:KDW�KDSSHQHG�WKH�ODVW�WLPH�\RX�OHIW�WKURXJK�D�ZLQGRZ"´ 

³0\�IDWKHU�FDXJKW�PH��,�ZDV�RQ�P\�ZD\�WR�7LDQDQPHQ�6TXDUH�IRU�D�SURWHVW��+H�ORFNHG�WKH�ZLQGRZ�IURP�WKH�RXWVLGH�DQG�SXVKHG�Wwo cabinets up against 
WKH�GRRU�WR�NHHS�PH�LQ��%\�WKH�WLPH�KH�OHW�PH�RXW��IRXU�RI�P\�EHVW�IULHQGV�ZHUH�GHDG�´ 

The light from my desk lamp glances off her nose and cheekbones in a way that makes her eyes look darker than usual. Then her lips pull back and her 
chin bunches up. I have never seen her cry, and the fact that she almost does comes as a surprise. But there is nothing surprising to me about her facial 
expression of pain. I recognize it in a way that feels congenital, that must have something to do with bloodlines. Oh, I think. Of course she would look 
like that. 

³,W�ZDV�VXSSRVHG�WR�EH�SHDFHIXO�´�VKH�VD\V��³1R�RQH�HYHU�WKRXJKW�WKH\�ZRXOG�RSHQ�ILUH�RQ�VWXGHQWV��:KHQ�\RX¶UH�\RXQJ��\RX�WKLnk everyone is on your 
VLGH��<RX�FDQ¶W�LPDJLQH�HYHU\WKLQJ�\RX�KDYH WR�ORVH�´ 

[65] 

It occurs to me then that there are things about my mom that I know without being told or shown. I know them just because I am her daughter. For 
H[DPSOH��'DG�WKLQNV�VKH¶V�KDXQWHG�E\�ZKDW�FRXOG�KDYH�KDSSHQHG�WR�KHU�DW�7LDQDQPHQ�6TXDUH��%XW�, NQRZ�WKDW�VKH¶V�MXVW�DV�KDXQWHG�E\�WKH�IDFW�WKDW�LW�
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GLGQ¶W� 

³,¶P�VRUU\�DERXW�\RXU�IULHQGV�´�,�VD\� 

She fiddles with the Post-Its on my desk, lines them up in a row. She looks suddenly worn ² the exact opposite of her expression from that old photo 
taken iQ�IURQW�RI�WKH�VFKRRO��2QH�E\�RQH��0RP�JDWKHUV�WKH�ELWV�RI�SDSHU�EDFN�XS�LQWR�KHU�SDOP��6KH�GRHVQ¶W�ORRN�DW�PH�DJDLQ�XQWLO�VKH¶V�DW�WKH�GRRU��³7LPH�
IRU�VOHHS�´�VKH�VD\V��³7RQLJKW��UHVW�LV�\RXU�ILUVW�SULRULW\�´ 

The school parking lot is filled with parents and kids passing books, pencils, and calculators between them. My parents stand on the lawn facing the 
entrance, staring over my shoulder at the registration table. 

³,¶P�2.�QRZ�´�,�VD\��VWDUWLQJ�WR�EDFN�DZD\� 

[70] 

Mom has forgotten to change out of her flip-flops when leaving the house, and her toes are clenched away from the morning dew. 

³<RX�VHH��KRQH\"�6KH¶V�ILQH�´�'DG�WXJV�WKH�IODVKFDUGV�RXW�RI�KHU�KDQGV��$IWHU�WKH\�VHQG�PH�RII��WKH\�DUH�KHDGHG�WR�WKH�5LW]�'iner for brunch with some 
of the other nervous parents. I feel bad for Dad. I picture him sitting there, one hand cupping a mug of Lipton tea, the other working the worry out of 
0RP¶V�ILQJHUV� 

$V�VKH�WXUQV�WR�ORRN�DW�PH��KHU�EURZV�VHSDUDWH�DQG�KHU�QRVWULOV�IODUH��7KLV�LV�KHU�³SHS�WDON´�IDFH��6KH�ZRUH�it on my first day of ninth grade, and the time I 
refused to submerge my head during a YMCA swimming lesson, and the time I stood five terrifying feet from my bedroom door, its handle connected to 
my tooth by a string. Despite her exposure to motivational SRVWHUV��0RP¶V�SHS�WDONV�QHYHU�IDLO�WR�VRXQG�OLNH�HXORJLHV� 

³,�KDYH�WR�JR�´�,�VD\�EHIRUH�VKH�FDQ�EHJLQ� 

Mom nods and reaches over to give my arm a squeeze. In that moment, she suddenly looks at me differently, and I look back at KHU�GLIIHUHQWO\��,�FDQ¶W�
sa\�ZKDW¶V�FKDQJHG��H[FHSW�WKDW�LW�UHPLQGV�PH�RI�DQ�RQOLQH�WHVW�WKDW¶V�VXSSRVHG�WR�WHOO�\RX�ZKHWKHU�\RX¶UH�PRUH�OHIW-brained or right-brained. There is an 
image of a dancing girl, and whichever direction you see her turning indicates the way you think. Usually, you can only see her going one way, but 
occasionally a collection of nerves relaxes in your mind ² you become not so you, and then the dancer starts to spin the other way. Something just as 
delicate is turning between my mother and me. It has been there all along, but for the first time in a long time, we are watching it go in the same 
direction. 

[75] 

³,I�\RX�PHVV�XS��\RX�FDQ�DOZD\V�WDNH�LW�DJDLQ�LQ�-XQH�´�VKH�VD\V� 

6R�WKHQ�ZH¶UH�EDFN�WR�QRUPDO� 

+HUH¶V�WKH�YHUEDO�DQDORJ\�,¶YH�FRPH�XS�ZLWK��7KH�6$7�LV�WR�P\�IXWXUH�DV�P\�IXWXUH�LV�WR�0RP¶V�SDVW��7KH�RXWFRPH�RI�WKH�ILUVW�ZLOO�LQIRUP�KRZ�ZH�IHHO�
about the second, even though these connections seem tenuous at best. 

If it will make her happy, I will play by these rules. I will suffer the security procedure required ² hand over my calculator, my admission ticket, my two 
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IDs. I will write down the codes they assign, bubble in the letters that spell out my name. I am prepared to fly through the verbal sections, pick off math 
problems in order of difficulty, and rediagram the ones that give me trouble the first time around. I will tell X from Y. I will assign value to all the 
unknowns.  

But after we hand in our papers, while everyone is heading toward the front exit, where the parents are waiting, I will leave through the back. I will run 
down the empty halls, my fingers trailing along the locker gills, and blast through the gymnasium, out past those heavy doors. There will be no one there 
except for Cat, waiting at the curb, spinning one bike pedal with her foot. ³*HW�LQ�IURQW�´�,¶OO�WHOO�KHU��HYHQ�WKRXJK�,¶P�EOLQG�ZLWK�VXQVKLQH��³,¶OO�GULYH�´ 

[80] 

We avoid the main roads, ride along side streets and through empty elementary-school playgrounds. We cut between two lawns at the end of my cul-de-
sac and cross a wooden bridge. Speed picks up as we come down the road ² ZH¶UH�KROGLQJ�RQ�ZLWK�IRXU�KDQGV��DQG�WKHQ�WZR�KDQGV��DQG�WKHQ�QRQH��$W�
WKH�HQWUDQFH�WR�WKH�ELNH�WUDLO��RXU�WLUHV�VQDJ�RQ�D�EUDQFK��ODXQFKLQJ�XV�LQWR�WKH�DLU��EXW�&DW¶V�ZHLJKW�RQ�WKH�KDQGOHEDUV�NHHps our course when we land. 

³6WXQQLQJ�SHUIRUPDQFH�´�VKH�VKRXWV�RYHU�KHU�VKRXOGHU��³7HQ�RXW�RI�WHQ�´ 

,Q�P\�EDJ�DUH�D�WRRWKEUXVK�DQG�D�FKDQJH�RI�FORWKHV��:H�DUH�QRW�VXUH�ZKHUH�ZH¶UH�JRLQJ�\HW��EXW�ZH�KDYH�DOZD\V�ZDQWHG�WR�VHH�0TV Studios in New 
York City. We have dreams of getting on a bus bound for Port Authority and joining the crowd at Times Square. There are neon signs we will wave, 
FKHHUV�ZH�ZLOO�\HOO�LQ�KRSHV�RI�EHLQJ�OHW�XS�WR�7RWDO�5HTXHVW�/LYH��&DW�NHHSV�UHPLQGLQJ�PH�KRZ�PXFK�WURXEOH�,¶OO�EH�LQ�ZKHQ�Ze get bDFN��EXW�,¶P�QRW�
VFDUHG�RI�JHWWLQJ�LQ�WURXEOH��:KDW�,¶P�VFDUHG�RI�LV�JURZLQJ�XS�WR�EH�VFDUHG��6KH�GXFNV�IRUZDUG�VR�,�FDQ�SHGDO�VWDQGLQJ��WR�JDin momentum. For one wild 
PRPHQW��DV�ZH�KXUO�WKURXJK�WKH�ZRRGV��,�WKLQN�,�VHH�P\�PRP¶V�IDFH�VWUHDN�EHWZHHQ�WKH�WUHes alongside us, trying to keep up.  

³6DIHW\�RI�1XPEHUV´�E\�/XF\�7DQ��&RS\ULJKW��������E\�/XF\�7DQ��2ULJLQDOO\�SXEOLVKHG�LQ�3ORXJKVKDUHV��8VHG�ZLWK�SHUPLVVLRQ��DOl rights reserved. 

 
Stop and Jot: What were some of your thoughts and reflections about this story? How would you describe the shift between childhood and adulthood? 
How does it differ for different generations and people? Put your ideas in the space below.  
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EXIT TICKET: Select the story you want to use as your mentor text and write a message to the author. Consider what you would say in response to this 
VWRU\��:KDW�DUH�\RXU�WKRXJKWV�DERXW�WKH�DXWKRU¶V�FHQWUDO�PHVVDJH�RU�LQVLJKWV�DERXW�WKH�WKHPH�RI�³FRPLQJ�RI�DJH´�DQG how they developed that message? 
Why did you select this story? How did the writer speak to you?   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
WEEK 4/ Lesson 4 Objective: Students will build understanding of expressing their insights through the creation of their own short story about their 
RZQ�LGHDV�DQG�LQVLJKWV�RQ�WKH�WKHPH�RI�³JURZLQJ�XS´�DV�WKHLU�FXOPLQDWLQJ�WDVN���� 

Overview: This lesson will focus on the creation of your own short story. As we have learned, authors use important realizations to develop the 
complexity of their characters. You may be thinking of your own childhood or that of one of your loved ones or a friend and what important realization 
ZDV�WKH�FDWDO\VW�IRU�WKHP�³JURZLQJ�XS�´�+RZ�GLG�WKDW�UHDOL]DWLRQ�SURSHO�WKHP�IURP�FKLOGKRRG�LQWR�DGXOWKRRG"�:KHQ�ZH�ZDQW�WR�Vtart our ideas, one of the 
best ways is to brainstorm or jot down anything that comes to mind about the topic before we start to draft these ideas into some structure or form. In 
WRGD\¶V�OHVVRQ��\RX�ZLOO�IRFXV�RQ�EUDLQVWRUPLQJ�\RXU�LGHDV�DQG�WKHQ�GUDIWLQJ�\RXU�ILUVW�GUDIW�RI�\RXU�VKRUW�VWRU\�� 

Warm Up: Using the short story you selected as a mentor story, jot down some of your ideas about coming of age that you might use in brainstorming. 
 

Brainstorming: 1RZ��OHW¶V�VHH�LI�ZH�FDQ�SXW�VRPH�PRUH�LGHDV�WRJHWKHU�DURXQG�WKLV�ELJ�WKHPH�RI�FRPLQJ�RI�DJH�UHODWHG�WR�WKH�ZRUOG�WKDW�\RX�OLve in. We 
will use a heartmap to capture these ideas. A Heartmap is a graphic organizer that you can use to add ideas about the most important people, places, and 
things in your own heart. As you think about your own ideas and story, what are moments that you believe have led you closer to growing up or led you 
to grow up? What aspects of your life symbolize childhood and/or the beginnings or adulthood? What activities or things do you think about?  
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Drafting: After you have finished your brainstorming ideas, you will start to create the form or structure for your short story. Think about these big 
ideas:   

d. How will you show your theme- your big message or insight about coming of age that you want your readers to come away from 
your short story? 

e. What kinds of language, characters, and setting will you use?   
f. What kinds of imagery will you use?  

 
Write your short story in the space provided. Use additional paper as needed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Close Reading: Give your draft to someone else to read or re-read your short story and think about the following questions:  
Ɣ What is the message or insight (THEME) of the story? How can you tell?  
Ɣ How are characters developed? Where could more detail be added to help with creating complex characters?  

Put the responses here and be sure to review these ideas as you make revisions to the story. 
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REVISING: Rewrite the short story to add ideas, details, characterization that make the story more vivid, clear, and more reflective of your 
theme.  
EDITING: BE SURE YOUR LANGUAGE CHOICES, SPELLING, AND PUNCTUATION ARE CORRECTLY USED.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sharing with Others:  
Find one other person close to you- friend or family member to read your final short story to. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


