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March 19, 2020 
 
Dear East Central ISD Families, 
 

While our school district is closed to ensure the safety and wellbeing of our students, staff, and community, we are providing you with some 
materials to engage students in learning from home.  All students will have choice boards that include activities to reinforce learning. Student choice 
boards will be posted on the ECISD website under the Our Families link which is located off of the main page of www.ecisd.net.  Our staff has 
created two options for your child to access learning at home.  The first option is Google Classroom.  Your child’s teacher will be reaching out to 
you/your child to share how they will access Google Classroom.  The second option is a version of the same material just in a paper format.  We will 
begin with learning activities that will reinforce previously learned content.  Students can submit their completed work online through Google 
Classroom or they can keep evidence of their work in a notebook (spiral, composition) or on paper.  Evidence can be presented in many ways to 
include things like pictures/videos, notebook entries and/or more traditional written responses. Students who utilize the paper format can bring 
evidence of their work once we return to school.  

During this time, our gradebook will be frozen.  This means students will not receive any new grades for learning that occurs while we are 
out.  Teachers will communicate with students/families regularly to provide feedback and assist with student learning.  Once students return, 
teachers will evaluate student work and make adjustments to grades that represent student learning that occurred during this period of time.  

We appreciate your patience and look forward to working together in an effort to best support you and your family.  We miss all of our 
students and look forward to seeing them again once school resumes.  
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19 de marzo de 2020 

 

Estimadas familias de East Central ISD: 

Mientras nuestro distrito escolar está cerrado para asegurar la seguridad y el bienestar de nuestros estudiantes, el personal y la comunidad, les 
estamos proporcionando algunos materiales para que los estudiantes aprendan desde su hogar. Todos los estudiantes tendrán acceso a una 
plataforma de aprendizaje en línea (choice boards) que incluye actividades para reforzar el aprendizaje. La plataforma se publicará en el sitio web 
de ECISD en el enlace Nuestras familias que se encuentra en la página principal de www.ecisd.net. Nuestro personal ha creado dos opciones para 
que su hijo/a tenga acceso al aprendizaje en casa. La primera opción es Google Classroom. El maestro de su hijo/a se comunicará con usted / su 
hijo/a para compartir cómo accederán a Google Classroom. La segunda opción es una versión del mismo material solo en formato papel. 
Comenzaremos con actividades de aprendizaje que reforzarán el contenido ya aprendido. Los estudiantes pueden enviar su trabajo completado en 
línea a través de Google Classroom o pueden guardar evidencia de su trabajo en un cuaderno (espiral, composición) o en papel. La evidencia se 
puede presentar de muchas maneras para incluir cosas como imágenes / videos, entradas de cuaderno y / o respuestas escritas más tradicionales. 
Los estudiantes que utilizan el formato de papel pueden traer evidencia de su trabajo una vez que regresemos a la escuela. 

Durante este tiempo, nuestro sistema de calificaciones estará suspendido. Esto significa que los estudiantes no recibirán nuevas calificaciones por 
el aprendizaje que ocurra mientras estamos fuera de la escuela. Los maestros se comunicarán con los estudiantes / familias regularmente para 
proporcionar comentarios y ayudar con el aprendizaje de los estudiantes. Una vez que los estudiantes regresen, los maestros evaluarán el trabajo 
de los estudiantes y harán ajustes a las calificaciones que representan el aprendizaje de los estudiantes que ocurrió durante este período de 
tiempo. 

Agradecemos su paciencia y trabajaremos juntos en el mejor esfuerzo para apoyar a usted y a su familia. Extrañamos a todos nuestros estudiantes 
y esperamos a verlos cuando regresemos a la escuela.   

  



 

Choice Board: English 1 

Directions: First, select one skill per day from the correct week column.  
Then, use the corresponding Activity Charts to choose an activity to complete using that skill.   

Week 1 Week 2 Week 3 Week 4 

Enjoy 20 minutes of 
Independent Reading. 
 
Complete ONE Reading Activity  

Read an Informational Text.  
 
Complete ONE Informational 
Text Activity 

Write poetry or a short story 
in a journal or Google doc.  
Create your own or use ONE of 
the Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

 
 
Complete ONE Research Activity 

Write poetry or a short story. 
  
Create your own or use a 
Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

Enjoy 20 minutes of 
independent reading. 
 
Complete ONE Reading Activity 

 
Complete ONE Grammar Activity 

Read an Informational Text  
 
Choose ONE Informational Text 
Activity 

 
Complete ONE Grammar Activity  

Research the career you plan to 
have as an adult. 
 
Complete ONE Research Activity  

Enjoy 20 minutes of 
independent reading. 
 
Choose ONE Reading Activity 

Write a well-thought response 
to ONE of the Writing Prompts 

Write a well-thought response 
to ONE of the Writing Prompts 
 

Write poetry or a short story  
 
Create your own or use ONE of 
the Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

Research  
 
Choose ONE Research Activity   

Enjoy 20 minutes of 
independent reading. 
 
Choose ONE Reading Activity 

Read a Short Story or Poem  
 
Complete ONE Literary Activity 

 
Complete ONE Vocabulary 
Activity 

Write a well-thought response 
to ONE of the Writing Prompts 

Write poetry or a short story  
 
Create your own or use ONE of 
the Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

 
Complete ONE Research Activity  

Write a well-thought response 
to ONE of the Writing Prompts 

Read a Short Story or Poem  
 
Complete ONE Literary Activity 

 
Complete ONE Vocabulary 
Activity 



 

Week 5 Week 6 Week 7 Week 8 

Write poetry or a short story. 
  
Create your own or use a 
Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

Read an Informational Text.  
 
Complete ONE Informational 
Text Activity 

 
Complete ONE Grammar Activity 

Enjoy 20 minutes of 
independent reading. 
 
Choose ONE Reading Activity 

Complete ONE Grammar Activity  Write poetry or a short story. 
  
Create your own or use a 
Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

Enjoy 20 minutes of 
independent reading. 
 
Choose ONE Reading Activity 

Write a well-thought response 
to ONE of the Writing Prompts 

Write a well-thought response 
to ONE of the Writing Prompts 

Enjoy 20 minutes of 
independent reading. 
 
Choose ONE Reading Activity 

 
Choose ONE Research Activity 

 
Complete ONE Vocabulary 
Activity 
 

Read a Short Story or Poem  
 
Complete ONE Literary Activity 

Complete ONE Vocabulary 
Activity 

Write a well-thought response 
to ONE of the Writing Prompts 

Write poetry or a short story. 
  
Create your own or use a 
Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

Enjoy 20 minutes of 
independent reading. 
 
Choose ONE Reading Activity 

 
Complete ONE Research Activity 

Read a Short Story or Poem  
 
Complete ONE Literary Activity 

 
Choose ONE Research Activity 

 
Complete ONE Research Activity 

Write a well-thought response 
to ONE of the Writing Prompts 

Write poetry or a short story. 
  
Create your own or use a 
Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

Read an Informational Text.  
 
Complete ONE Informational 
Text Activity 

 

 

  



Activity Charts 

Writing Prompts  
*Minimum 1 paragraph (5 sentences)* 

Describe a family celebration that has 
special meaning for you. 

Tell about a world-class athlete. 
Explain why you include this person in 
that category. 

Explain, in detail, a situation where a 
change of plans becomes necessary. 

Math is a required subject. Explain why 
it is so important. 

Explain how different modern life 
would be without cell phones. 

Discuss reasons for appreciating your 
parents. 

Tell how you would entertain a group of 
five-year-olds on a rainy afternoon. 

Many people spend a great deal of time 
with animals. Write about the 
relationships that people have with 
animals. 

Describe the best way to honor a hero. 

Describe a teenage fad (ex: TikTok) and 
the reasons you believe caused its 
popularity. 

Explain how not getting enough sleep 
affects your day. 

Compare and contrast public schooling 
and homeschooling. 

Explain how to make the most out of 
life, regardless of age, physical 
limitations or circumstance. 

Explain the importance of setting goals 
and examples of success.  

Explain what equality means to you. 
How does our society value equality?  

Write a Procedural Text with 
instructions for a specific activity  like 
writing an essay, making a TikTok video, 
playing a sport. fixing a flat tire or any 
skill/talent of your choice. Make sure you 
use a variety of transitions words.  

Create a new game and in a few brief 
paragraphs write a set of rules for the 
game. These directions should explain 
the purpose, basic setup, rules, and any 
strategies for playing.  

Create a new game and in a few brief 
paragraphs write a set of rules for the 
game. These directions should explain the 
purpose, basic setup, rules, and any 
strategies for playing.  

 



Independent Reading Activities 

Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading.  
First, write 4 questions that you would want 
to ask the main character. Then, answer 
these questions by telling what you think 
he/she would say. 

Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading.  
Imagine a new location/setting in which the 
novel could take place in a book you are 
reading. 
How would the story change? 

Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading. 
Imagine if the story was told from another 
character’s perspective. 
What would their voice sound like? How 
would this change how the reader felt about 
this character? 

Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading.  
Make a comic strip based on an event in the 
story plot for the book you are reading. 

Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading.  
Choose 5 songs that could be a soundtrack 
to a book you are reading. Write at least 
one sentence for each song explaining why it 
made the playlist.  

Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading.  
Write a new TITLE for a book you are 
reading, and tell why it would be 
good and the reasons why you picked it. 

Non-Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading.  
Explain five reasons why you think that the 
author wrote about this topic. 
 
 

Non-Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading.  
Find 5 words that you think are important to 
understand your topic. 
Write the words and explain why you think 
each word is important. 
 

Non-Fiction 
Think about a book you are reading.  
Draw a picture of  the topic with details. Use 
labels to show at least 5 parts of your topic 
that make it unique and caption your 
picture. Write a paragraph that 
includes your labels and 
your caption as facts. 
 

  



Research Activities 

Research stories of Life-changing 
moments.Write a summary of the 
moment and conclude your summary 
with your opinion on whether the 
moment really sounded life-changing. 

Research survival techniques used in a 
specific wilderness area in summer and 
winter. Suggest and describe in detail 
an inventive technique that might be 
used in that same type of area. 

 

 

Create a Human Rights presentation. 
Research a current human rights issue and 
develop an informative piece of writing or 
slide show.  

Gather information about a 
career that you are 
interested in pursuing. 
Develop an informative piece of 
writing or a visual presentation .  

Write an Informational article about an 
endangered species you research that 
might appear in a magazine. Include 
details a reader would find informative and 
interesting, including maps and drawings. 
Remember to explain what needs to 
change for the animal to survive. 

Research a myth and write a literary 
analysis explaining the lesson  about life 
that this tale explains. Use details from 
the story to support your writing. 

Investigate the life and art of a famous 
artist, author, athlete, musician. Develop 
an informative piece of writing or a visual 
presentation . 

Investigate a country that speaks a 
language you are interested in.  Decide 
how your life as a young person would 
be the same or different if you had been 
brought up in that other country. Write 
about your prediction.  

Research popular culture, such as art 
and music, of a foreign country. Develop 
an informative piece of writing or a visual 
presentation .  
 

 



Poetry/Short Story Prompts 

Write a Descriptive Setting Poem. Pretend 
that you want a friend to experience a place 
you have been. Create a vivid picture using 
details that appeal to sight, smell, sound, 
touch, and taste. 

Write a prose poem about an everyday 
object that you take for granted. Include 
how different your life would be without 
it and its role in the life of others. Use 
vivid imagery and examples. 

Create a myth that explains the origin of 
something in the world. Maybe a natural 
object or a technological innovation like 
TV or computers. If you want, include 
supernatural events like the gods that 
intervene during the process. 

A Letter for Harriet Tubman 
Suppose you are one of the slaves that 
Harriet Tubman helped and who had 
been fortunate enough to get an 
education. Write a letter which shows 
your gratitude for the heroic efforts that 
Tubman extended to you. 

Write a newspaper article.  Pretend you 
are a news reporter and are assigned to 
cover an emergency plane landing. 
Imagine you interview the pilot or 
anyone else on the plane. Describe their 
stories in detail. Make sure you use the 
5Ws  (who, what, when, where, why) to 
guide you. Give your report a compelling 
headline.  

Choose a poem, and write an analysis of 
the poet’s use of stylistic elements and 
their effects, using quotations and other 
evidence from the poem to support your 
ideas and help your audience develop a 
new understanding of the poem’s 
meaning. 
 

Create a children’s book  using a story 
you have heard or read. Change the 
events so it is more suitable for younger 
audiences. You can change the ending. 
Read it to a younger kid. 
 

Create a new game and in a few brief 
paragraphs write a set of rules for the 
game. These directions should explain the 
purpose, basic setup, rules, and any 
strategies for playing.  

Write a narrative about a Life Lesson 
you have experienced or heard about. 
Use words and details that create 
powerful imagery that capture the mood 
of the narrative.   

Write a Procedural Text with 
instructions for a specific activity  like 
writing an essay, making an omelet or 
fixing a flat tire. Make sure you use a 
variety of transitions words.  

Write a sonnet that describes a part of 
your daily routine , whether it's going to 
bed or getting ready for the day. In your 
sonnet, describe what you do to prepare 
for the routine, your surroundings, and 
how the experience makes you feel.  

Rewrite a fairy tale  from the point of 
view of a character other than the 
original narrator.  



 

Informational Text Activities 

Using an informational text you have 
read.  
Pretend you are a teacher. Create a quiz 
about the topic of the article.  It must 
have at least 5 questions with possible 
multiple choice answers and 1 question 
that requires a short written response. 

Using an informational text you have 
read. 
List five more things that you want to 
learn about the topic of an informational 
text you have read. How and where 
could you find more information 
about your topic? 
 
 

Using an informational text you have 
read.  
Find 5 words that you think are important 
to understand your topic. 
For each word, write one sentence 
explaining why you think each word is 
important. 

Using an informational text you have 
read. 
Explain five reasons you think that the 
author wrote about this topic. 

Using an informational text you have 
read. 
Write 5 key details from the text. Put 
those details in order of most important 
to least important detail. Explain your 
reasoning. 

Using an informational text you have 
read. 
.Write an article. Pretend you are a news 
reporter and are assigned to cover the 
topic of the text. Make sure you use the 
5Ws (who, what, when, where, why) to 
explain your topic to your reader. Give 
your article a compelling headline.  

Using an informational text you have 
read. 
Draw a picture of the topic with details . 
Use labels to show at least 5 parts of 
your topic that make it unique and 
caption your picture. Write a paragraph 
that includes your labels and your 
caption as facts. 

Using an informational text you have 
read. 
Create a Graphic Organizer of the topic 
with details. Use labels to show at least 
3 main ideas and . Write a paragraph that 
includes your labels and your caption as 
facts. 
 

Using an informational text you have 
read. 
Choose and read 2 different nonfiction 
texts. Create a Venn Diagram to 
compare and contrast the two subjects. 
You must have at least 4 
ways that they are alike and 4 ways that 
they are different. 
 

  



Literary Analysis Activities  
5 sentence minimum 

Using a short story you have read.  
Choose a character from a short story 
Write 5 adjectives that describe how the 
character is viewed by others. 
Write 5 adjectives (describing words) that 
describe what the character is like on the 
inside/personality traits. 

Using a short story you have read. 
Draw a picture of the character based on the 
description provided in the novel. Be 
creative and use color. 

Using a short story you have read.  
Imagine the short story is being made into 
a movie and  you have been tasked with 
casting actors into the roles of each 
character. Who would you choose for each 
character and why? Think about the 
characters’ looks & personality 

Using a short story or poem you have 
read. 
Identify the theme of the short story or poem.  
Draw a symbol that can represent this theme.  

Using a short story or poem you have 
read. 
Think about the mood of the text. List 5 
songs you think reflect the tone and/or 
mood. For each song, find evidence from the 
text that made you think of each song.  
 

Using a short story or poem you have 
read. 
Quote an example of imagery from the text. 
Then, draw or create a visual for what you 
imagine when you read those words.  
 

Using a short story or poem you have 
read. 
Choose 5 examples of powerful diction 
(word choice) from the text. For each word, 
write a sentence explaining what the word 
makes the reader feel and why.  

Using a short story.  
Write a brief play/movie scene depicting the 
climax of the story.  Remember a dramatic 
scene should include the characters, the 
words they say, a description of the setting, 
and stage directions.  

Using a short story or poem you have 
read. 
Quote an example of a simile or metaphor 
in the text. Identify what two things are 
being compared, and explain why the author 
chose to compare those two things. Think 
about how the comparison helps you 
understand the theme or tone/mood of the 
text.  

 

  



Grammar & Vocabulary Activities  
 

Vocabulary   
Each week, create a “Word of the Day ” 
calendar  that teaches 2 difficult 
vocabulary words for each day of the 
week . Make a chart with a definition and 
synonym for each word 
 

Vocabulary  
Make a list of at least 10 words regularly 
used in English that you think are 
important to know in order to understand 
your favorite sport. Make a chart with a 
definition and synonym for each word. 

Vocabulary  
Make a list of at least 10 words that you 
think are important to know in order to 
understand a hobby, activity or topic 
that you enjoy. Make a chart with a 
definition and synonym for each word 

Vocabulary 
Make a list of at least 10 words regularly 
used in English that you think are 
important to know in order to understand 
your favorite season of the year. Make a 
chart with a definition and synonym for 
each word 

Vocabulary 
Make a list of at least 10 words regularly 
used in English that you think are 
important to understand your favorite 
holiday. Make a chart with a definition 
and synonym for each word 

Vocabulary 
Make a list of at least 10 words regularly 
used in English that you think are 
important to understand your favorite 
subject in school.  Make a chart with a 
definition and synonym for each word. 

Grammar -  
NoRedInk.com  
OR 
Complete the Fragments worksheet 
 

Grammar - 
NoRedInk.com  
OR 
Complete the Identifying Parts of Speech 
worksheet  

Grammar - 
NoRedInk.com  
OR 
Complete the Revising and Editing 
worksheet 

Grammar 
NoRedInk.com  
OR 
Complete the Comma worksheet 

Grammar 
NoRedInk.com  
OR 
Complete the Verb Tense worksheet 

Grammar 
NoRedInk.com  
OR  
Complete the Compound Sentence 
worksheet . 

 

 

 
 

http://noredink.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1QXwf3FSynKDeBiZO6Xz_Qpst49MoTeG7
http://noredink.com/
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1T88aMcZw7PjbBQQkDoXTrkZDIV_J6lXv/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1T88aMcZw7PjbBQQkDoXTrkZDIV_J6lXv/view?usp=sharing
http://noredink.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1eoPyHfJQ7ubRgA6W1_FYFTWx2iKHfXEq
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1eoPyHfJQ7ubRgA6W1_FYFTWx2iKHfXEq
http://noredink.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1fzUbT-S3yDgPMKuBIe_gBZoRt3KHjn9A
http://noredink.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1vTgre_k5rpZZOwUqIlG9sfwS6SZt3nrG
http://noredink.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1asXhmzUg9raKzdF5U1AAGhsv3DgKc0r_
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1asXhmzUg9raKzdF5U1AAGhsv3DgKc0r_


Independent Reading Log 

Title of Text  Author Pages  

ex: To Kill a Mockingbird ex: Harper Lee Ex: pg 59-70  

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   
 



Printable Reading Selections 
 

Informational Texts  
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1DIOsvbBC1FAG_U30brV_MK_UXzVEGmPv 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1WMuEu_KchHjvvu7PSDmgh_OUpLNXx4BB 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1IuPrLNTkJYsoxd3G_UXl3govFqmAVREH 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1IuPrLNTkJYsoxd3G_UXl3govFqmAVREH 
 
 

Short Stories  
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1XIkt99OReT1lIsnUhfS1MZMWLlYvB3BR 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1zawjQ11MN3SkErMNdET7rP_d5XwQ7Y0k 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1EJOJ4d5dNIXVUC5uWRHU5_sUhPNXLytY 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1cndJk7DnE8ySpm2qvjzZxiZoZfXBs01a 
 

Poems 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=19Q0rawnoCLvwEW2YW3ITFykYhOXb4zIv 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1uTis4SGKIUir1iW_1n8ne5qN1fS6Prwb 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1wgdCyAarO04zn9pVuQDQ-vSvl_fXiA_b 
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1bbkIceT2v3sd7CwnCmKfDC5KTQ-SBpfS 
 
 
 

  

https://drive.google.com/open?id=1DIOsvbBC1FAG_U30brV_MK_UXzVEGmPv
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1WMuEu_KchHjvvu7PSDmgh_OUpLNXx4BB
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1IuPrLNTkJYsoxd3G_UXl3govFqmAVREH
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1IuPrLNTkJYsoxd3G_UXl3govFqmAVREH
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1XIkt99OReT1lIsnUhfS1MZMWLlYvB3BR
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1zawjQ11MN3SkErMNdET7rP_d5XwQ7Y0k
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1EJOJ4d5dNIXVUC5uWRHU5_sUhPNXLytY
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1cndJk7DnE8ySpm2qvjzZxiZoZfXBs01a
https://drive.google.com/open?id=19Q0rawnoCLvwEW2YW3ITFykYhOXb4zIv
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1uTis4SGKIUir1iW_1n8ne5qN1fS6Prwb
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1wgdCyAarO04zn9pVuQDQ-vSvl_fXiA_b
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1bbkIceT2v3sd7CwnCmKfDC5KTQ-SBpfS


   Read the selection and choose the best answer to each question.  

Robert feels that school uniforms would benefit his campus. He has
written this paper for his English class to express his opinion and to
convince others of the need for school uniforms. Read Robert’s paper
and look for the revisions and corrections he should make. Then answer
the questions that follow.

The Case for School Uniforms

     (1) Parents, students, and teachers often disagree about the

benefits of school uniforms. (2) In fact, most of my friends despise the

idea they claim they have a right to create their own wardrobe every

day. (3) Some even say uniforms are a violation of their right to free

speech. (4) However, I think that uniforms could benefit teenagers and

their parents by saving families money and by helping students focus on

more important aspects of school.

     (5) Teenagers and families spend a lot of money every year to get

the latest styles of shoes, pants, and accessories. (6) A student may

desire to have a variety of outfits to complete their wardrobe. (7) Their

preferred style of clothing may be expensive. (8) Uniforms are affordable

and a family needs to only buy a couple of shirts and pants to clothe

their child for the entire school year. (9) Uniforms also provide a great

option for students who may not be able to afford the popular styles.

(10) Uniforms protect students from feeling the pressure to have the

latest styles or most popular brands.

     (11) Many teenagers today live under the pressure to be unique and

dress in a way that reflects their personal identity. (12) This social

pressure can contribute to them paying more attention to the brand of

shoes they are wearing or the band on their t-shirt than the Algebra

problems they need to solve or the History notes they need to study.

(13) Even deciding what to wear in the morning is a struggle for some
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students who could better spend this time studying for class or getting

extra sleep. (14) Uniforms allow students to easily plan their wardrobe

for the entire school year before the first day of class and can decrease

social pressure to conform to trends and styles!

     (15) Teenager’s who are concerned about their right to freedom of

expression can still use hair accessories, jewelry, and shoes to represent

their unique style. (16) However, if uniforms can save money and take a

burden off of students socially, then perhaps we need to consider

elevating our school dress policy. (17) It only makes sense for schools to

adopt uniforms since they will benefit teenagers both financially and

academically.
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Reread Robert's paper and look for any mistakes he has made. Then
answer the questions that follow.

What is the correct way to write sentence 2?

In fact, most of my friends despise the idea and claim they have a
right to create their own wardrobe every day.

In fact, most of my friends despise the idea, they claim they have a
right to create their own wardrobe every day.

In fact, most of my friends despise the idea.  Claiming they have a
right to create their own wardrobe every day.

No change should be made to sentence 2.

1

What is the correct way to write sentence 8?

Uniforms are affordable and a family needs to only buy a couple of
shirts and pants. To clothe their child for the entire school year.

Uniforms are affordable in which a family needs to only buy a couple
of shirts and pants to clothe their child for the entire school year.

Uniforms are affordable, a family needs to only buy a couple of
shirts and pants to clothe their child for the entire school year.

Uniforms are affordable, and a family needs to only buy a couple of
shirts and pants to clothe their child for the entire school year.

2

What change, if any, should be made to sentence 15?

Change Teenager’s to Teenagers

Change are concerned to were concerned

Change their to there

Make no change

3

A

B

C

D

A

B

C

D

A

B

C

D
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The following questions are focused on revisions that need to be made
to Robert's paper. Answer accordingly.

Which transition word or phrase could most effectively be added to the
beginning of sentence 7?

In addition to

Otherwise

For example

Furthermore

4

The best way to clarify the meaning of sentence 12 is to change them
to —

parents

teachers

teenagers

friends

5

Robert has not used the best choice of words in sentence 16.  What
change should he make?

Change burden to misfortune

Change save to waste

Change elevating to amending

Change policy to theory

6

A

B

C

D

A

B

C

D

A

B

C

D
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Each item below contains a sentence fragment. Revise it in the space provided. 

 

1. Jason Smith, who was the first man from Georgia to serve on the ADFR Commission. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

2. When I was given the opportunity to write a research paper on any topic of my choice. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

3. Not just this wonderful appetizer, but the entire meal. 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

4. Making Florida the fourth largest state in the country. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

5. Roddy Burdine set up his trading post along Brickell Avenue.  And traded with settlers along the banks 

of the Miami River. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

6. No idea about the relationship between the parents’ divorce and the child’s behavior. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

7. For example, attending ski camp over the winter holidays. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

8. In the midst of the storm, when thunder roars and lightning strikes. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

9. Elvis Presly reacted to the situation.  Running quickly to avoid the rapidly approaching mob. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 
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10. Like the time my cousin threw me to the ground and yelled at me. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

11. Beneath the expressway ramp outside the city limits. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

12. Suffering from acute personality disorders for most of his adult life. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

13. In order to become a cosmetologist and open her own beauty salon. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

14. Beatrice was suspended.  Despite the teacher’s having given her permission to publish a class web 

page. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

15. With Dwayne Wade, Lebron James, and Chris Bosh all playing for the same team. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

16. I got involved in extracurricular activities.  Auditioning for the dance company during my first year of 

college. 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

17. Disgruntled by the reduction in health benefits because of the significant drop in tax revenue. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

18. When Mr. Jenkins stumbled into the restaurant, reeking of alcohol and cigarettes. 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________ 



Name: Class:

"Book burning" by pcorreia is licensed under CC BY 2.0.

William Stafford, “Burning a Book” from Ask Me: 100 Essential Poems. Copyright © 1986 by William Stafford. Used with the permission of The
Permissions Company, Inc. on behalf of Graywolf Press, Minneapolis, Minnesota, www.graywolfpress.org.

Burning a Book
By William Stafford

1986

William Stafford (1914-1993) was an American poet. In 1970, he was named Consultant in Poetry to the
Library of Congress, a position now known as Poet Laureate. In this poem, the speaker describes book
burning, a common method of censorship in which people set fire to books they object to on political,
cultural, or religious grounds. In a 1991 interview, Stafford once said that he wrote this poem after
purposefully burning a book that he found “attractive, shallow, [and] misleading…” “Why should I keep it
around?” he thought. As you read, identify the main idea of each stanza.

Protecting each other, right in the center
a few pages glow a long time.
The cover goes first, then outer leaves
curling away, then spine and a scattering.
Truth, brittle and faint, burns easily,
its fire as hot as the fire lies make—
flame doesn’t care. You can usually find
a few charred1 words in the ashes.

And some books ought to burn, trying for
character

but just faking it. More disturbing
than book ashes are whole libraries that no one
got around to writing—desolate2

towns, miles of unthought in cities,
and the terrorized countryside where wild dogs
own anything that moves. If a book
isn’t written, no one needs to burn it—
ignorance can dance in the absence of fire.

So I’ve burned books. And there are many
I haven’t even written, and nobody has.

[1]

[5]

[10]

[15]

1. Charred (adjective): blackened or discolored from burning
2. Desolate (adjective): deserted; in a state of dreary emptiness

1



Name: Class:

"Evelyn and her Shadow" by Geraint Rowland is licensed under CC
BY-NC 2.0.

Dance Mama Dance
By Daniel Beaty

2010

Daniel Beaty is an award-winning actor, singer, writer, and poet. His productions are known for
incorporating music, movement, and words. In this poem, the speaker discusses their mother and their wish
to see her dance. As you read, consider what dancing is meant to represent in the poem.

Mama… I saw you raise five of us by
yourself with a father nowhere in sight.
I saw you inspire revolution with a chicken and

two potatoes.
I saw you limp home late at night after
a long day’s work with sores on your feet.
I saw you gracefully remove groceries from
the cart when the bill got too high.
I saw you pray when brother stole the microwave

to buy drugs.
I saw you make Christmas a ceremony and
I could’ve sworn we were royalty.
I saw you hold our home together like a

foundation
that would never crumble.
But Mama, I never saw you dance. I never saw you dance.
And I wonder what happened to your music
‘Cause I’ve got an instinct you still know how to groove,
So like a soulful incantation1 I write this dream for you:
I see you stand in a celestial2 ballroom lit by the moon.
I see you wear a gown of rose petals woven with gold thread.
I see you sparkle like the necklace of stars upon your neck.
I see you comfortable in shoes cut from the clouds.
I see you happy with a mate adoring every inch of your essence3 —
And mama, he looks like Denzel.4

I see you laugh as Nina5 and Luther6 sing eternally for you
And Mama I see you dance. Yes, Mama I see you dance.
And I say Dance Mama Dance
Break the floodgates of countless uncried tears
And Dance Mama Dance
For all the nights you slept alone with no warm arms
to hold you

[1]

[5]

[10]

[15]

[20]

[25]

1. Incantation (noun): a series of words said as a magic spell or charm
2. positioned in or relating to the sky
3. Essence (noun): the core nature or most important qualities of a person or thing
4. Denzel Washington is an Academy Award-winning actor, director, and producer.
5. Nina Simone was an American singer, songwriter, and activist in the Civil Rights Movement.
6. Luther Vandross was an American singer, songwriter, and record producer.

1



“Dance Mama Dance” from Through the Night by Daniel Beaty. Copyright © 2010 by Daniel Beaty (www.danielbeaty.com). Used with
permission. All rights reserved.

Dance Mama Dance
For all the dreams that you forgot so we could make it through the day
Dance Mama Dance
Like your nightmare is ending
Like joy is beginning
Like life is not through with you yet
Laugh, Cry, Swirl, Twirl,
Dance Mama — Dance, Dance, Dance
Dance Mama — Dance!

[30]

[35]

2



Name: Class:

"Quilt" by chriss is licensed under CC BY-NC 2.0

Everyday Use
By Alice Walker

1973

Alice Walker is an African American novelist, short story writer, poet, and activist. Walker’s novel The Color
Purple won the National Book Award and the Pulitzer Prize for Fiction. In this short story from Love &
Trouble: Stories of Black Women, a daughter comes home to visit her mother and sister with a new
understanding of her identity. As you read, take notes on the significance of the family heirlooms for each
character.

I will wait for her in the yard that Maggie and I
made so clean and wavy yesterday afternoon. A
yard like this is more comfortable than most
people know. It is not just a yard. It is like an
extended living room. When the hard clay is
swept clean as a floor and the fine sand around
the edges lined with tiny, irregular grooves,
anyone can come and sit and look up into the elm
tree and wait for the breezes that never come
inside the house.

Maggie will be nervous until after her sister goes:
She will stand hopelessly in corners, homely and
ashamed of the burn scars down her arms and
legs, eyeing her sister with a mixture of envy and awe. She thinks her sister has held life always in the
palm of one hand, that “no” is a word the world never learned to say to her. You’ve no doubt seen
those TV shows where the child who has “made it” is confronted, as a surprise, by her own mother and
father, tottering in weakly from backstage. (A pleasant surprise, of course: What would they do if
parent and child came on the show only to curse out and insult each other?) On TV mother and child
embrace and smile into each other’s faces. Sometimes the mother and father weep; the child wraps
them in her arms and leans across the table to tell how she would not have made it without their help.
I have seen these programs.

Sometimes I dream a dream in which Dee and I are suddenly brought together on a TV program of this
sort. Out of a dark and soft-seated limousine I am ushered into a bright room filled with many people.
There I meet a smiling, gray, sporty man like Johnny Carson who shakes my hand and tells me what a
fine girl I have. Then we are on the stage, and Dee is embracing me with tears in her eyes. She pins on
my dress a large orchid, even though she had told me once that she thinks orchids are tacky1 flowers.

[1]

1. Tacky (adjective): showing poor taste or quality

1



In real life I am a large, big-boned woman with rough, man-working hands. In the winter I wear flannel
nightgowns to bed and overalls during the day. I can kill and clean a hog as mercilessly as a man. My
fat keeps me hot in zero weather. I can work outside all day, breaking ice to get water for washing; I
can eat pork liver cooked over the open fire minutes after it comes steaming from the hog. One winter
I knocked a bull calf straight in the brain between the eyes with a sledgehammer and had the meat
hung up to chill before nightfall. But of course all this does not show on television. I am the way my
daughter would want me to be: a hundred pounds lighter, my skin like an uncooked barley pancake.
My hair glistens in the hot bright lights. Johnny Carson has much to do to keep up with my quick and
witty tongue.

But that is a mistake. I know even before I wake up. Who ever knew a Johnson with a quick tongue?
Who can even imagine me looking a strange white man in the eye? It seems to me I have talked to
them always with one foot raised in flight, with my head turned in whichever way is farthest from
them. Dee, though. She would always look anyone in the eye. Hesitation was no part of her nature.

“How do I look, Mama?” Maggie says, showing just enough of her thin body enveloped in pink skirt and
red blouse for me to know she’s there, almost hidden by the door.

“Come out into the yard,” I say.

Have you ever seen a lame2 animal, perhaps a dog run over by some careless person rich enough to
own a car, sidle up3 to someone who is ignorant enough to be kind to him? That is the way my Maggie
walks. She has been like this, chin on chest, eyes on ground, feet in shuffle, ever since the fire that
burned the other house to the ground.

Dee is lighter than Maggie, with nicer hair and a fuller figure. She’s a woman now, though sometimes I
forget. How long ago was it that the other house burned? Ten, twelve years? Sometimes I can still hear
the flames and feel Maggie’s arms sticking to me, her hair smoking and her dress falling off her in little
black papery flakes. Her eyes seemed stretched open, blazed open by the flames reflected in them.
And Dee. I see her standing off under the sweet gum tree she used to dig gum out of, a look of
concentration on her face as she watched the last dingy gray board of the house fall in toward the red-
hot brick chimney. Why don’t you do a dance around the ashes? I’d wanted to ask her. She had hated
the house that much.

I used to think she hated Maggie, too. But that was before we raised the money, the church and me, to
send her to Augusta to school. She used to read to us without pity, forcing words, lies, other folks’
habits, whole lives upon us two, sitting trapped and ignorant underneath her voice. She washed us in a
river of make-believe, burned us with a lot of knowledge we didn’t necessarily need to know. Pressed
us to her with the serious ways she read, to shove us away at just the moment, like dimwits, we
seemed about to understand.

Dee wanted nice things. A yellow organdy dress to wear to her graduation from high school; black
pumps to match a green suit she’d made from an old suit somebody gave me. She was determined to
stare down any disaster in her efforts. Her eyelids would not flicker for minutes at a time. Often I
fought off the temptation to shake her. At sixteen she had a style of her own: and knew what style was.

[5]

[10]

2. unable to walk normally because of an illness or injury affecting the leg or foot
3. to get physically close

2



I never had an education myself. After second grade the school closed down. Don’t ask me why: In
1927 colored asked fewer questions than they do now. Sometimes Maggie reads to me. She stumbles
along good-naturedly but can’t see well. She knows she is not bright. Like good looks and money,
quickness passed her by. She will marry John Thomas (who has mossy teeth in an earnest face), and
then I’ll be free to sit here and I guess just sing church songs to myself. Although I never was a good
singer. Never could carry a tune. I was always better at a man’s job. I used to love to milk till I was
hooked in the side in ’49. Cows are soothing and slow and don’t bother you, unless you try to milk
them the wrong way.

I have deliberately turned my back on the house. It is three rooms, just like the one that burned, except
the roof is tin; they don’t make shingle roofs anymore. There are no real windows, just some holes cut
in the sides, like the portholes in a ship, but not round and not square, with rawhide holding the
shutters up on the outside. This house is in a pasture4, too, like the other one. No doubt when Dee
sees it she will want to tear it down. She wrote me once that no matter where we “choose” to live, she
will manage to come see us. But she will never bring her friends. Maggie and I thought about this and
Maggie asked me, “Mama, when did Dee ever have any friends?”

She had a few. Furtive5 boys in pink shirts hanging about on washday after school. Nervous girls who
never laughed. Impressed with her, they worshiped the well-turned phrase, the cute shape, the
scalding humor that erupted like bubbles in lye.6 She read to them.

When she was courting Jimmy T, she didn’t have much time to pay to us but turned all her faultfinding
power on him. He flew to marry a cheap city girl from a family of ignorant, flashy people. She hardly
had time to recompose herself.

When she comes, I will meet — but there they are!

Maggie attempts to make a dash for the house, in her shuffling way, but I stay her with my hand.
“Come back here,” I say. And she stops and tries to dig a well in the sand with her toe.

It is hard to see them clearly through the strong sun. But even the first glimpse of leg out of the car
tells me it is Dee. Her feet were always neat looking, as if God himself shaped them with a certain style.
From the other side of the car comes a short, stocky man. Hair is all over his head a foot long and
hanging from his chin like a kinky mule tail. I hear Maggie suck in her breath. “Uhnnnh” is what it
sounds like. Like when you see the wriggling end of a snake just in front of your foot on the road.
“Uhnnnh.”

Dee next. A dress down to the ground, in this hot weather. A dress so loud it hurts my eyes. There are
yellows and oranges enough to throw back the light of the sun. I feel my whole face warming from the
heat waves it throws out. Earrings gold, too, and hanging down to her shoulders. Bracelets dangling
and making noises when she moves her arm up to shake the folds of the dress out of her armpits. The
dress is loose and flows, and as she walks closer, I like it. I hear Maggie go “Uhnnnh” again. It is her
sister’s hair. It stands straight up like the wool on a sheep. It is black as night and around the edges are
two long pigtails that rope about like small lizards disappearing behind her ears.

[15]

4. a field for raising animals
5. Furtive (adjective): attempting to avoid notice or attention
6. a chemical solution used for making soap
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“Wa-su-zo-Tean-o!” she says, coming on in that gliding way the dress makes her move. The short,
stocky fellow with the hair to his navel7 is all grinning, and he follows up with “Asalamalakim, my
mother and sister!” He moves to hug Maggie but she falls back, right up against the back of my chair. I
feel her trembling there, and when I look up I see the perspiration falling off her chin.

“Don’t get up,” says Dee. Since I am stout, it takes something of a push. You can see me trying to move
a second or two before I make it. She turns, showing white heels through her sandals, and goes back to
the car. Out she peeks next with a Polaroid. She stoops down quickly and lines up picture after picture
of me sitting there in front of the house with Maggie cowering behind me. She never takes a shot
without making sure the house is included. When a cow comes nibbling around in the edge of the yard,
she snaps it and me and Maggie and the house. Then she puts the Polaroid in the back seat of the car
and comes up and kisses me on the forehead.

Meanwhile, Asalamalakim is going through motions with Maggie’s hand. Maggie’s hand is as limp as a
fish, and probably as cold, despite the sweat, and she keeps trying to pull it back. It looks like
Asalamalakim wants to shake hands but wants to do it fancy. Or maybe he don’t know how people
shake hands. Anyhow, he soon gives up on Maggie.

“Well,” I say. “Dee.”

“No, Mama,” she says. “Not ‘Dee,’ Wangero Leewanika Kemanjo!”

“What happened to ‘Dee’?” I wanted to know.

“She’s dead,” Wangero said. “I couldn’t bear it any longer, being named after the people who oppress8

me.”

“You know as well as me you was named after your aunt Dicie,” I said. Dicie is my sister. She named
Dee. We called her “Big Dee” after Dee was born.

“But who was she named after?” asked Wangero.

“I guess after Grandma Dee,” I said.

“And who was she named after?” asked Wangero.

“Her mother,” I said, and saw Wangero was getting tired.

“That’s about as far back as I can trace it,” I said. Though, in fact, I probably could have carried it back
beyond the Civil War through the branches.

“Well,” said Asalamalakim, “there you are.”

“Uhnnnh,” I heard Maggie say.

[20]

[25]

[30]

7. belly button
8. Oppress (verb): to keep others down through cruel and unjust power
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“There I was not,” I said, “before ‘Dicie’ cropped up in our family, so why should I try to trace it that far
back?”

He just stood there grinning, looking down on me like somebody inspecting a Model A car. Every once
in a while he and Wangero sent eye signals over my head.

“How do you pronounce this name?” I asked.

“You don’t have to call me by it if you don’t want to,” said Wangero.

“Why shouldn’t I?” I asked. “If that’s what you want us to call you, we’ll call you.”

“I know it might sound awkward at first,” said Wangero.

“I’ll get used to it,” I said. “Ream it out again.”

Well, soon we got the name out of the way. Asalamalakim had a name twice as long and three times as
hard. After I tripped over it two or three times, he told me to just call him Hakim-abarber. I wanted to
ask him was he a barber, but I didn’t really think he was, so I didn’t ask.

“You must belong to those beef-cattle peoples down the road,” I said. They said “Asalamalakim” when
they met you, too, but they didn’t shake hands. Always too busy: feeding the cattle, fixing the fences,
putting up salt-lick shelters, throwing down hay. When the white folks poisoned some of the herd, the
men stayed up all night with rifles in their hands. I walked a mile and a half just to see the sight.

Hakim-a-barber said, “I accept some of their doctrines,9 but farming and raising cattle is not my style.”
(They didn’t tell me, and I didn’t ask, whether Wangero—Dee—had really gone and married him.)

We sat down to eat and right away he said he didn’t eat collards, and pork was unclean. Wangero,
though, went on through the chitlins10 and corn bread, the greens, and everything else. She talked a
blue streak11 over the sweet potatoes. Everything delighted her. Even the fact that we still used the
benches her daddy made for the table when we couldn’t afford to buy chairs.

“Oh, Mama!” she cried. Then turned to Hakim-a-barber. “I never knew how lovely these benches are.
You can feel the rump prints,” she said, running her hands underneath her and along the bench. Then
she gave a sigh, and her hand closed over Grandma Dee’s butter dish. “That’s it!” she said. “I knew
there was something I wanted to ask you if I could have.” She jumped up from the table and went over
in the corner where the churn stood, the milk in it clabber12 by now. She looked at the churn and
looked at it.

“This churn top is what I need,” she said. “Didn’t Uncle Buddy whittle it out of a tree you all used to
have?”

“Yes,” I said.

[35]

[40]

[45]

9. Doctrine (noun): a belief or set of beliefs held by a group
10. the small intestine of a pig
11. a phrase meaning “to speak rapidly and excitedly”
12. curdled or sour
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“Uh huh,” she said happily. “And I want the dasher,13 too.”

“Uncle Buddy whittle that, too?” asked the barber.

Dee (Wangero) looked up at me.

“Aunt Dee’s first husband whittled the dash,” said Maggie so low you almost couldn’t hear her. “His
name was Henry, but they called him Stash.”

“Maggie’s brain is like an elephant’s,” Wangero said, laughing. “I can use the churn top as a centerpiece
for the alcove table,” she said, sliding a plate over the churn, “and I’ll think of something artistic to do
with the dasher.”

When she finished wrapping the dasher, the handle stuck out. I took it for a moment in my hands. You
didn’t even have to look close to see where hands pushing the dasher up and down to make butter
had left a kind of sink in the wood. In fact, there were a lot of small sinks; you could see where thumbs
and fingers had sunk into the wood. It was beautiful light-yellow wood, from a tree that grew in the
yard where Big Dee and Stash had lived.

After dinner Dee (Wangero) went to the trunk at the foot of my bed and started rifling through it.
Maggie hung back in the kitchen over the dishpan. Out came Wangero with two quilts. They had been
pieced by Grandma Dee, and then Big Dee and me had hung them on the quilt frames on the front
porch and quilted them. One was in the Lone Star pattern. The other was Walk Around the Mountain.
In both of them were scraps of dresses Grandma Dee had worn fifty and more years ago. Bits and
pieces of Grandpa Jarrell’s paisley shirts. And one teeny faded blue piece, about the size of a penny
matchbox, that was from Great Grandpa Ezra’s uniform that he wore in the Civil War.

“Mama,” Wangero said sweet as a bird. “Can I have these old quilts?”

I heard something fall in the kitchen, and a minute later the kitchen door slammed.

“Why don’t you take one or two of the others?” I asked.

“These old things was just done by me and Big Dee from some tops your grandma pieced before she
died.”

“No,” said Wangero. “I don’t want those. They are stitched around the borders by machine.”

“That’ll make them last better,” I said.

“That’s not the point,” said Wangero. “These are all pieces of dresses Grandma used to wear. She did all
this stitching by hand. Imagine!” She held the quilts securely in her arms, stroking them.

“Some of the pieces, like those lavender ones, come from old clothes her mother handed down to her,”
I said, moving up to touch the quilts. Dee (Wangero) moved back just enough so that I couldn’t reach
the quilts. They already belonged to her.

[50]

[55]

[60]

13. a plunger for churning cream
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“Imagine!” she breathed again, clutching them closely to her bosom.

“The truth is,” I said, “I promised to give them quilts to Maggie, for when she marries John Thomas.”

She gasped like a bee had stung her.

“Maggie can’t appreciate these quilts!” she said. “She’d probably be backward enough to put them to
everyday use.”

“I reckon she would,” I said. “God knows I been saving ’em for long enough with nobody using ’em. I
hope she will!”

I didn’t want to bring up how I had offered Dee (Wangero) a quilt when she went away to college. Then
she had told me they were old-fashioned, out of style.

“But they’re priceless!” she was saying now, furiously; for she has a temper. “Maggie would put them on
the bed and in five years they’d be in rags. Less than that!”

“She can always make some more,” I said. “Maggie knows how to quilt.”

Dee (Wangero) looked at me with hatred. “You just will not understand. The point is these quilts, these
quilts!”

“Well,” I said, stumped. “What would you do with them?”

“Hang them,” she said. As if that was the only thing you could do with quilts. Maggie by now was
standing in the door. I could almost hear the sound her feet made as they scraped over each other.

“She can have them, Mama,” she said, like somebody used to never winning anything or having
anything reserved for her. “I can ’member Grandma Dee without the quilts.”

I looked at her hard. She had filled her bottom lip with checkerberry snuff,14 and it gave her face a kind
of dopey, hangdog15 look. It was Grandma Dee and Big Dee who taught her how to quilt herself. She
stood there with her scarred hands hidden in the folds of her skirt. She looked at her sister with
something like fear, but she wasn’t mad at her. This was Maggie’s portion. This was the way she knew
God to work.

When I looked at her like that, something hit me in the top of my head and ran down to the soles of my
feet. Just like when I’m in church and the spirit of God touches me and I get happy and shout. I did
something I never had done before: hugged Maggie to me, then dragged her on into the room,
snatched the quilts out of Miss Wangero’s hands, and dumped them into Maggie’s lap. Maggie just sat
there on my bed with her mouth open.

“Take one or two of the others,” I said to Dee.

But she turned without a word and went out to Hakim-abarber.

[65]

[70]

[75]

14. powdered tobacco
15. having a dejected appearance
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“Everyday Use” from Love & Trouble: Stories of Black Women by Alice Walker. Copyright © 1973 by Alice Walker. Reprinted by the permission
of The Joy Harris Literary Agency, Inc.

“You just don’t understand,” she said, as Maggie and I came out to the car.

“What don’t I understand?” I wanted to know.

“Your heritage,” she said. And then she turned to Maggie, kissed her, and said, “You ought to try to
make something of yourself, too, Maggie. It’s really a new day for us. But from the way you and Mama
still live, you’d never know it.”

She put on some sunglasses that hid everything above the tip of her nose and her chin.

Maggie smiled, maybe at the sunglasses. But a real smile, not scared. After we watched the car dust
settle, I asked Maggie to bring me a dip of snuff. And then the two of us sat there just enjoying, until it
was time to go in the house and go to bed.

[80]
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Name: Class:

"The Linville River Farm bed and breakfast, no longer in
operation" by Lindley Ashline is licensed under CC BY-NC-ND 2.0.

The Landlady
By Roald Dahl

1959

Roald Dahl (1916-1990) was a British novelist, short story writer, and poet. Dahl’s stories are known for
having darkly comic or unexpected endings. In this short story, a young man in search of lodgings is taken in
by a seemingly kind and gentle landlady. As you read, take notes on how the author characterizes the
landlady.

Billy Weaver had travelled down from London on
the slow afternoon train, with a change at
Swindon1 on the way, and by the time he got to
Bath2 it was about nine o’clock in the evening and
the moon was coming up out of a clear starry sky
over the houses opposite the station entrance.
But the air was deadly cold and the wind was like
a flat blade of ice on his cheeks.

“Excuse me,” he said, “but is there a fairly cheap
hotel not too far away from here?”

“Try The Bell and Dragon,” the porter3 answered,
pointing down the road. “They might take you in.
It’s about a quarter of a mile along on the other
side.”

Billy thanked him and picked up his suitcase and
set out to walk the quarter-mile to The Bell and
Dragon. He had never been to Bath before. He
didn’t know anyone who lived there. But Mr
Greenslade at the Head Office in London had told
him it was a splendid city. “Find your own
lodgings,” he had said, “and then go along and
report to the Branch Manager as soon as you’ve
got yourself settled.”

Billy was seventeen years old. He was wearing a
new navy-blue overcoat, a new brown trilby hat,4 and a new brown suit, and he was feeling fine. He
walked briskly5 down the street. He was trying to do everything briskly these days. Briskness, he had
decided, was the one common characteristic of all successful businessmen. The big shots up at Head
Office were absolutely fantastically brisk all the time. They were amazing.

[1]

[5]

1. a large town in South West England
2. a region in the countryside in South West England
3. A “porter” is a person employed to carry luggage.
4. a soft felt hat with a narrow brim
5. Briskly (adverb): quick and active
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There were no shops on this wide street that he was walking along, only a line of tall houses on each
side, all them identical. They had porches and pillars and four or five steps going up to their front
doors, and it was obvious that once upon a time they had been very swanky6 residences. But now,
even in the darkness, he could see that the paint was peeling from the woodwork on their doors and
windows, and that the handsome white façades7 were cracked and blotchy from neglect.

Suddenly, in a downstairs window that was brilliantly illuminated by a street-lamp not six yards away,
Billy caught sight of a printed notice propped up against the glass in one of the upper panes. It said
BED AND BREAKFAST. There was a vase of yellow chrysanthemums, tall and beautiful, standing just
underneath the notice.

He stopped walking. He moved a bit closer.

Green curtains (some sort of velvety material) were hanging down on either side of the window. The
chrysanthemums looked wonderful beside them. He went right up and peered through the glass into
the room, and the first thing he saw was a bright fire burning in the hearth. On the carpet in front of
the fire, a pretty little dachshund8 was curled up asleep with its nose tucked into its belly.

The room itself, so far as he could see in the half-darkness, was filled with pleasant furniture. There
was a baby-grand piano and a big sofa and several plump armchairs; and in one corner he spotted a
large parrot in a cage. Animals were usually a good sign in a place like this, Billy told himself; and all in
all, it looked to him as though it would be a pretty decent house to stay in. Certainly it would be more
comfortable than The Bell and Dragon.

On the other hand, a pub would be more congenial9 than a boarding-house. There would be beer and
darts in the evenings, and lots of people to talk to, and it would probably be a good bit cheaper, too. He
had stayed a couple of nights in a pub once before and he had liked it. He had never stayed in any
boarding-houses, and, to be perfectly honest, he was a tiny bit frightened of them. The name itself
conjured10 up images of watery cabbage, rapacious11 landladies, and a powerful smell of kippers12 in
the living-room.

After dithering13 about like this in the cold for two or three minutes, Billy decided that he would walk
on and take a look at The Bell and Dragon before making up his mind. He turned to go. And now a
queer14 thing happened to him. He was in the act of stepping back and turning away from the window
when all at once his eye was caught and held in the most peculiar15 manner by the small notice that
was there. BED AND BREAKFAST, it said. BED AND BREAKFAST, BED AND BREAKFAST, BED AND
BREAKFAST. Each word was like a large black eye staring at him through the glass, holding him,
compelling him, forcing him to stay where he was and not to walk away from that house, and the next
thing he knew, he was actually moving across from the window to the front door of the house, climbing
the steps that led up to it, and reaching for the bell.

[10]

6. Swanky (adjective): stylish and expensive
7. A “façade” is the face of a building, especially the front that looks on a street.
8. a type of dog with short legs and a long body
9. Congenial (adjective): pleasant and enjoyable

10. Conjure (verb): to produce or cause something to appear
11. Rapacious (adjective): aggressively greedy
12. a type of fish
13. to be indecisive
14. strange or odd
15. Peculiar (adjective): strange or odd; unusual
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He pressed the bell. Far away in a back room he heard it ringing, and then at once — it must have been
at once because he hadn’t even had time to take his finger from the bell-button — the door swung
open and a woman was standing there.

Normally you ring the bell and you have at least a half-minute’s wait before the door opens. But this
dame16 was a like a jack-in-the-box. He pressed the bell — and out she popped! It made him jump.

She was about forty-five or fifty years old, and the moment she saw him, she gave him a warm
welcoming smile.

“Please come in,” she said pleasantly. She stepped aside, holding the door wide open, and Billy found
himself automatically starting forward into the house. The compulsion17 or, more accurately, the desire
to follow after her into that house was extraordinarily strong.

“I saw the notice in the window,” he said, holding himself back.

“Yes, I know.”

“I was wondering about a room.”

“It’s all ready for you, my dear,” she said. She had a round pink face and very gentle blue eyes.

“I was on my way to The Bell and Dragon,” Billy told her. “But the notice in your window just happened
to catch my eye.”

“My dear boy,” she said, “why don’t you come in out of the cold?”

“How much do you charge?”

“Five and sixpence a night, including breakfast.”

It was fantastically cheap. It was less than half of what he had been willing to pay.

“If that is too much,” she added, “then perhaps I can reduce it just a tiny bit. Do you desire an egg for
breakfast? Eggs are expensive at the moment. It would be sixpence less without the egg.”

“Five and sixpence is fine,” he answered. “I should like very much to stay here.”

“I knew you would. Do come in.”

She seemed terribly nice. She looked exactly like the mother of one’s best school-friend welcoming one
into the house to stay for the Christmas holidays. Billy took off his hat, and stepped over the
threshold.18

“Just hang it there,” she said, “and let me help you with your coat.”

[15]

[20]

[25]

[30]

16. “Dame” is another term for a woman.
17. Compulsion (noun): an irresistible urge to behave in a certain way
18. a point of entering
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There were no other hats or coats in the hall. There were no umbrellas, no walking-sticks — nothing.

“We have it all to ourselves,” she said, smiling at him over her shoulder as she led the way upstairs.

“You see, it isn’t very often I have the pleasure of taking a visitor into my little nest.”

The old girl is slightly dotty,19 Billy told himself. But at five and sixpence a night, who gives a damn
about that? — “I should’ve thought you’d be simply swamped20 with applicants,” he said politely.

“Oh, I am, my dear, I am, of course I am. But the trouble is that I’m inclined to be just a teeny weeny bit
choosy and particular — if you see what I mean.”

“Ah, yes.”

“But I’m always ready. Everything is always ready day and night in this house just on the off-chance that
an acceptable young gentleman will come along. And it is such a pleasure, my dear, such a very great
pleasure when now and again I open the door and I see someone standing there who is just exactly
right.” She was half-way up the stairs, and she paused with one hand on the stair-rail, turning her head
and smiling down at him with pale lips. “Like you,” she added, and her blue eyes travelled slowly all the
way down the length of Billy’s body, to his feet, and then up again.

On the first-floor landing she said to him, “This floor is mine.”

They climbed up a second flight. “And this one is all yours,” she said. “Here’s your room. I do hope you’ll
like it.” She took him into a small but charming front bedroom, switching on the light as she went in.

“The morning sun comes right in the window, Mr Perkins. It is Mr Perkins, isn’t it?”

“No,” he said. “It’s Weaver.”

“Mr Weaver. How nice. I’ve put a water-bottle between the sheets to air them out, Mr Weaver. It’s such
a comfort to have a hot water-bottle in a strange bed with clean sheets, don’t you agree? And you may
light the gas fire at any time if you feel chilly.”

“Thank you,” Billy said. “Thank you ever so much.” He noticed that the bedspread had been taken off
the bed, and that the bedclothes had been neatly turned back on one side, all ready for someone to
get in.

“I’m so glad you appeared,” she said, looking earnestly21 into his face. “I was beginning to get worried.”

“That’s all right,” Billy answered brightly. “You mustn’t worry about me.” He put his suitcase on the chair
and started to open it.

“And what about supper, my dear? Did you manage to get anything to eat before you came here?”

[35]

[40]

[45]

19. “Dotty” means somewhat mad.
20. Swamp (verb): to overwhelm with an excessive amount of something
21. Earnest (adjective): serious and sincere
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“I’m not a bit hungry, thank you,” he said. “I think I’ll just go to bed as soon as possible because
tomorrow I’ve got to get up rather early and report to the office.”

“Very well, then. I’ll leave you now so that you can unpack. But before you go to bed, would you be kind
enough to pop into the sitting-room on the ground floor and sign the book? Everyone has to do that
because it’s the law of the land, and we don’t want to go breaking any laws at this stage in the
proceedings, do we?” She gave him a little wave of the hand and went quickly out of the room and
closed the door.

Now, the fact that his landlady appeared to be slightly off her rocker22 didn’t worry Billy in the least.
After all, she was not only harmless — there was no question about that — but she was also quite
obviously a kind and generous soul. He guessed that she had probably lost a son in the war, or
something like that, and had never got over it.

So a few minutes later, after unpacking his suitcase and washing his hands, he trotted downstairs to
the ground floor and entered the living-room. His landlady wasn’t there, but the fire was glowing in the
hearth, and the little dachshund was still sleeping in front of it. The room was wonderfully warm and
cosy. I’m a lucky fellow, he thought, rubbing his hands. This is a bit of all right.

He found the guest-book lying open on the piano, so he took out his pen and wrote down his name
and address. There were only two other entries above his on the page, and, as one always does with
guest-books, he started to read them. One was a Christopher Mulholland from Cardiff. The other was
Gregory W. Temple from Bristol. That’s funny, he thought suddenly. Christopher Mulholland. It rings a
bell. Now where on earth had he heard that rather unusual name before?

Was he a boy at school? No. Was it one of his sister’s numerous young men, perhaps, or a friend of his
father’s? No, no, it wasn’t any of those. He glanced down again at the book. Christopher Mulholland,
231 Cathedral Road, Cardiff. Gregory W. Temple, 27 Sycamore Drive, Bristol. As a matter of fact, now he
came to think of it, he wasn’t at all sure that the second name didn’t have almost as much of a familiar
ring about it as the first.

“Gregory Temple?” he said aloud, searching his memory. “Christopher Mulholland?…”

“Such charming boys,” a voice behind him answered, and he turned and saw his landlady sailing into
the room with a large silver tea-tray in her hands. She was holding it well out in front of her, and rather
high up, as though the tray were a pair of reins on a frisky23 horse.

“They sound somehow familiar,” he said.

“They do? How interesting.”

“I’m almost positive I’ve heard those names before somewhere. Isn’t that queer? Maybe it was in the
newspapers. They weren’t famous in any way, were they? I mean famous cricketers or footballers or
something like that?”

[50]

[55]

22. a phrase that means insane
23. Frisky (adjective): playful and full of energy
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“Famous,” she said, setting the tea-tray down on the low table in front of the sofa. “Oh no, I don’t think
they were famous. But they were extraordinarily handsome, both of them, I can promise you that.
They were tall and young and handsome, my dear, just exactly like you.”

Once more, Billy glanced down at the book.

“Look here,” he said, noticing the dates. “This last entry is over two years old.”

“It is?”

“Yes, indeed. And Christopher Mulholland’s is nearly a year before that — more than three years ago.”

“Dear me,” she said, shaking her head and heaving a dainty24 little sigh. “I would never have thought it.
How time does fly away from us all, doesn’t it, Mr Wilkins?”

“It’s Weaver,” Billy said. “W-e-a-v-e-r.”

“Oh, of course it is!” she cried, sitting down on the sofa. “How silly of me. I do apologise. In one ear and
out the other, that’s me, Mr Weaver.”

“You know something?” Billy said. “Something that’s really quite extraordinary about all this?”

“No, dear, I don’t.”

“Well, you see — both of these names, Mulholland and Temple, I not only seem to remember each one
of them separately, so to speak, but somehow or other, in some peculiar way, they both appear to be
sort of connected together as well. As though they were both famous for the same sort of thing, if you
see what I mean — like … like Dempsey and Tunney, for example, or Churchill and Roosevelt.”

“How amusing,” she said. “But come over here now, dear, and sit down beside me on the sofa and I’ll
give you a nice cup of tea and a ginger biscuit before you go to bed.”

“You really shouldn’t bother,” Billy said. “I didn’t mean you to do anything like that.” He stood by the
piano, watching her as she fussed about with the cups and saucers. He noticed that she had small,
white, quickly moving hands, and red finger-nails.

“I’m almost positive it was in the newspapers I saw them,” Billy said. “I’ll think of it in a second. I’m sure I
will.”

There is nothing more tantalising25 than a thing like this which lingers just outside the borders of one’s
memory. He hated to give up.

“Now wait a minute,” he said. “Wait just a minute. Mulholland... Christopher Mulholland... wasn’t that
the name of the Eton schoolboy who was on a walking-tour through the West Country, and then all of a
sudden...”

[60]

[65]

[70]

24. Dainty (adjective): delicately small
25. Tantalize (verb): to torment or tease someone with something that is unobtainable
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“Milk?” she said. “And sugar?”

“Yes, please. And then all of a sudden...”

“Eton schoolboy?” she said. “Oh no, my dear, that can’t possibly be right because my Mr Mulholland
was certainly not an Eton schoolboy when he came to me. He was a Cambridge undergraduate. Come
over here now and sit next to me and warm yourself in front of this lovely fire. Come on. Your tea’s all
ready for you.” She patted the empty place beside her on the sofa, and she sat there smiling at Billy
and waiting for him to come over. He crossed the room slowly, and sat down on the edge of the sofa.
She placed his teacup on the table in front of him.

“There we are,” she said. “How nice and cosy this is, isn’t it?”

Billy started sipping his tea. She did the same. For half a minute or so, neither of them spoke. But Billy
knew that she was looking at him. Her body was half-turned towards him, and he could feel her eyes
resting on his face, watching him over the rim of her teacup. Now and again, he caught a whiff of a
peculiar smell that seemed to emanate26 directly from her person. It was not in the least unpleasant,
and it reminded him — well, he wasn’t quite sure what it reminded him of. Pickled walnuts? New
leather? Or was it the corridors of a hospital?

“Mr Mulholland was a great one for his tea,” she said at length. “Never in my life have I seen anyone
drink as much tea as dear, sweet Mr Mulholland.”

“I suppose he left fairly recently,” Billy said. He was still puzzling his head about the two names.

He was positive now that he had seen them in the newspapers — in the headlines.

“Left?” she said, arching her brows. “But my dear boy, he never left. He’s still here. Mr Temple is also
here. They’re on the third floor, both of them together.”

Billy set down his cup slowly on the table, and stared at his landlady. She smiled back at him, and then
she put out one of her white hands and patted him comfortingly on the knee. “How old are you, my
dear?” she asked.

“Seventeen.”

“Seventeen!” she cried. “Oh, it’s the perfect age! Mr Mulholland was also seventeen. But I think he was a
trifle27 shorter than you are, in fact I’m sure he was, and his teeth weren’t quite so white. You have the
most beautiful teeth, Mr Weaver, did you know that?”

“They’re not as good as they look,” Billy said.

“They’ve got simply masses of fillings28 in them at the back.”

[75]

[80]

[85]

26. Emanate (verb): to issue or spread out from a source
27. to some small degree
28. something used to fill a cavity
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“Mr Temple, of course, was a little older,” she said, ignoring his remark. “He was actually twenty eight.
And yet I never would have guessed it if he hadn’t told me, never in my whole life. There wasn’t a
blemish on his body.”

“A what?” Billy said.

“His skin was just like a baby’s.”

There was a pause. Billy picked up his teacup and took another sip of his tea, then he set it down again
gently in its saucer. He waited for her to say something else, but she seemed to have lapsed29 into
another of her silences. He sat there staring straight ahead of him into the far corner of the room,
biting his lower lip.

“That parrot,” he said at last. “You know something? It had me completely fooled when I first saw it
through the window from the street. I could have sworn it was alive.”

“Alas,30 no longer.”

“It’s most terribly clever the way it’s been done,” he said. “It doesn’t look in the least bit dead. Who did
it?”

“I did.”

“You did?”

“Of course,” she said. “And have you met my little Basil as well?” She nodded towards the dachshund
curled up so comfortably in front of the fire. Billy looked at it. And suddenly, he realised that this
animal had all the time been just as silent and motionless as the parrot. He put out a hand and
touched it gently on the top of its back. The back was hard and cold, and when he pushed the hair to
one side with his fingers, he could see the skin underneath, greyish-black and dry and perfectly
preserved.

“Good gracious me,” he said. “How absolutely fascinating.” He turned away from the dog and stared
with deep admiration at the little woman beside him on the sofa. “It must be most awfully difficult to
do a thing like that.”

“Not in the least,” she said. “I stuff all my little pets myself when they pass away. Will you have another
cup of tea?”

“No, thank you,” Billy said. The tea tasted faintly of bitter almonds,31 and he didn’t much care for it.

“You did sign the book, didn’t you?”

“Oh, yes.”

[90]

[95]

[100]

29. Lapse (verb): to revert to a previous state or behavior
30. an expression of grief or pity
31. The taste or smell of bitter almonds is an indication that something contains a deadly poison called cyanide.

8



Name: Class:

"Gold Bar with Reflected Coins" by Bullion Vault is licensed under
CC BY-ND 2.0.

The Treasure in the Forest
By H.G. Wells

1894

Herbert George Wells (1866-1946) was a British author and father of the science fiction genre, best known
for his novel The Time Machine. In this story, two men search for Spanish treasure, letting greed get the
better of their awareness. As you read, take notes on what drives the men to find this treasure, as well as
how the author uses symbols to foreshadow potential tragedy.

The canoe was now approaching the land. The
bay opened out, and a gap in the white surf of the
reef marked where the little river ran out to the
sea; the thicker and deeper green of the virgin
forest showed its course down the distant hill
slope. The forest here came close to the beach.
Far beyond, dim and almost cloudlike in texture,
rose the mountains, like suddenly frozen waves.
The sea was still save for an almost imperceptible
swell. The sky blazed.

The man with the carved paddle stopped. “It
should be somewhere here,” he said. He shipped1

the paddle and held his arms out straight before
him.

The other man had been in the fore2 part of the canoe, closely scrutinising the land. He had a sheet of
yellow paper on his knee.

“Come and look at this, Evans,” he said.

Both men spoke in low tones, and their lips were hard and dry.

The man called Evans came swaying along the canoe until he could look over his companion’s
shoulder.

The paper had the appearance of a rough map. By much folding it was creased and worn to the pitch
of separation, and the second man held the discoloured fragments together where they had parted.
On it one could dimly make out, in almost obliterated pencil, the outline of the bay.

“Here,” said Evans, “is the reef, and here is the gap.” He ran his thumb-nail over the chart.

“This curved and twisting line is the river—I could do with a drink now!—and this star is the place.”

[1]

[5]

1. Here, to "ship" means to take oars/paddles (from the oarlocks) and lay them inside a boat.
2. Fore (adjective): situated or placed in front
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“You see this dotted line,” said the man with the map; “it is a straight line, and runs from the opening of
the reef to a clump of palm-trees. The star comes just where it cuts the river. We must mark the place
as we go into the lagoon.”

“It’s queer,”3 said Evans, after a pause, “what these little marks down here are for. It looks like the plan
of a house or something; but what all these little dashes, pointing this way and that, may mean I can’t
get a notion. And what’s the writing?”

“Chinese,” said the man with the map.

“Of course! He was a Chinese,” said Evans.

“They all were,” said the man with the map.

They both sat for some minutes staring at the land, while the canoe drifted slowly. Then Evans looked
towards the paddle.

“Your turn with the paddle now, Hooker,” said he.

And his companion quietly folded up his map, put it in his pocket, passed Evans carefully, and began to
paddle. His movements were languid, like those of a man whose strength was nearly exhausted.

Evans sat with his eyes half closed, watching the frothy breakwater of the coral creep nearer and
nearer. The sky was like a furnace, for the sun was near the zenith.4 Though they were so near the
Treasure he did not feel the exaltation5 he had anticipated. The intense excitement of the struggle for
the plan, and the long night voyage from the mainland in the unprovisioned canoe had, to use his own
expression, “taken it out of him.” He tried to arouse himself by directing his mind to the ingots6 the
Chinamen7 had spoken of, but it would not rest there; it came back headlong to the thought of sweet
water rippling in the river, and to the almost unendurable dryness of his lips and throat. The rhythmic
wash of the sea upon the reef was becoming audible now, and it had a pleasant sound in his ears; the
water washed along the side of the canoe, and the paddle dripped between each stroke. Presently he
began to doze.

[10]

[15]

3. strange or odd
4. Zenith (noun): highest point
5. Exaltation (noun): a state of elation or joy
6. An ingot is a block of steel, gold, silver, or other metal, typically oblong in shape
7. This term is now considered outdated and offensive.
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He was still dimly conscious of the island, but a queer dream texture interwove with his sensations.
Once again it was the night when he and Hooker had hit upon the Chinamen’s secret; he saw the
moonlit trees, the little fire burning, and the black figures of the three Chinamen—silvered on one side
by moonlight, and on the other glowing from the firelight—and heard them talking together in pigeon-
English8—for they came from different provinces. Hooker had caught the drift of their talk first, and
had motioned to him to listen. Fragments of the conversation were inaudible, and fragments
incomprehensible. A Spanish galleon9 from the Philippines hopelessly aground, and its treasure buried
against the day of return, lay in the background of the story; a shipwrecked crew thinned by disease, a
quarrel or so, and the needs of discipline, and at last taking to their boats never to be heard of again.
Then Chang-hi, only a year since, wandering ashore, had happened upon the ingots hidden for two
hundred years, had deserted his junk, and reburied them with infinite toil, single-handed but very safe.
He laid great stress on the safety—it was a secret of his. Now he wanted help to return and exhume10

them. Presently the little map fluttered and the voices sank. A fine story for two, stranded British
wastrels11 to hear! Evans’ dream shifted to the moment when he had Chang-hi’s pigtail in his hand. The
life of a Chinaman is scarcely sacred like a European’s. The cunning little face of Chang-hi, first keen
and furious like a startled snake, and then fearful, treacherous, and pitiful, became overwhelmingly
prominent in the dream. At the end Chang-hi had grinned, a most incomprehensible and startling grin.
Abruptly things became very unpleasant, as they will do at times in dreams. Chang-hi gibbered and
threatened him. He saw in his dream heaps and heaps of gold, and Chang-hi intervening and
struggling to hold him back from it. He took Chang-hi by the pig-tail—how big the yellow brute12 was,
and how he struggled and grinned! He kept growing bigger, too. Then the bright heaps of gold turned
to a roaring furnace, and a vast devil, surprisingly like Chang-hi, but with a huge black tail, began to
feed him with coals. They burnt his mouth horribly. Another devil was shouting his name: “Evans,
Evans, you sleepy fool!”—or was it Hooker?

He woke up. They were in the mouth of the lagoon.

“There are the three palm-trees. It must be in a line with that clump of bushes,” said his companion.
“Mark that. If we, go to those bushes and then strike into the bush in a straight line from here, we shall
come to it when we come to the stream.”

They could see now where the mouth of the stream opened out. At the sight of it Evans revived. “Hurry
up, man,” he said, “or by heaven I shall have to drink sea water!” He gnawed his hand and stared at the
gleam of silver among the rocks and green tangle.

Presently he turned almost fiercely upon Hooker. “Give me the paddle,” he said.

So they reached the river mouth. A little way up Hooker took some water in the hollow of his hand,
tasted it, and spat it out. A little further he tried again. “This will do,” he said, and they began drinking
eagerly.

[20]

8. "Pidgin" is a grammatically simplified means of communication that develops between two or more groups that do
not have a language in common.

9. A galleon is a heavy, square-rigged sailing ship of the 15th to early 18th centuries used for war or commerce,
especially by the Spanish

10. Exhume (verb): to dig out from the ground
11. Wastrel (noun): vagabond
12. Nowadays, these terms are also considered offensive.
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“Curse this!” said Evans suddenly. “It’s too slow.” And, leaning dangerously over the fore part of the
canoe, he began to suck up the water with his lips.

Presently they made an end of drinking, and, running the canoe into a little creek, were about to land
among the thick growth that overhung the water.

“We shall have to scramble through this to the beach to find our bushes and get the line to the place,”
said Evans.

“We had better paddle round,” said Hooker.

So they pushed out again into the river and paddled back down it to the sea, and along the shore to
the place where the clump of bushes grew. Here they landed, pulled the light canoe far up the beach,
and then went up towards the edge of the jungle until they could see the opening of the reef and the
bushes in a straight line. Evans had taken a native implement out of the canoe. It was L-shaped, and
the transverse piece was armed with polished stone. Hooker carried the paddle. “It is straight now in
this direction,” said he; “we must push through this till we strike the stream. Then we must prospect.”13

They pushed through a close tangle of reeds, broad fronds, and young trees, and at first it was
toilsome going, but very speedily the trees became larger and the ground beneath them opened out.
The blaze of the sunlight was replaced by insensible degrees by cool shadow. The trees became at last
vast pillars that rose up to a canopy of greenery far overhead. Dim white flowers hung from their
stems, and ropy creepers swung from tree to tree. The shadow deepened. On the ground, blotched
fungi and a red-brown incrustation became frequent.

Evans shivered. “It seems almost cold here after the blaze outside.”

“I hope we are keeping to the straight,” said Hooker.

Presently they saw, far ahead, a gap in the somber darkness where white shafts of hot sunlight smote
into the forest. There also was brilliant green undergrowth and coloured flowers. Then they heard the
rush of water.

“Here is the river. We should be close to it now,” said Hooker.

The vegetation was thick by the river bank. Great plants, as yet unnamed, grew among the roots of the
big trees, and spread rosettes of huge green fans towards the strip of sky. Many flowers and a creeper
with shiny foliage clung to the exposed stems. On the water of the broad, quiet pool which the
treasure-seekers now overlooked there floated big oval leaves and a waxen, pinkish-white flower not
unlike a water-lily. Further, as the river bent away from them, the water suddenly frothed and became
noisy in a rapid.

“Well?” said Evans.

“We have swerved a little from the straight,” said Hooker. “That was to be expected.”

[25]

[30]

[35]

13. Prospect (verb): to hunt or look for; to explore an area especially for mineral deposits
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He turned and looked into the dim cool shadows of the silent forest behind them. “If we beat a little
way up and down the stream we should come to something.”

“You said—” began Evans.

“He said there was a heap of stones,” said Hooker.

The two men looked at each other for a moment.

“Let us try a little down-stream first,” said Evans.

They advanced slowly, looking curiously about them. Suddenly Evans stopped. “What the devil’s that?”
he said.

Hooker followed his finger. “Something blue,” he said. It had come into view as they topped a gentle
swell of the ground. Then he began to distinguish what it was.

He advanced suddenly with hasty14 steps, until the body that belonged to the limp hand and arm had
become visible. His grip tightened on the implement he carried. The thing was the figure of a
Chinaman lying on his face. The abandon of the pose was unmistakable.

The two men drew closer together, and stood staring silently at this ominous15 dead body. It lay in a
clear space among the trees. Nearby was a spade after the Chinese pattern, and further off lay a
scattered heap of stones, close to a freshly dug hole.

“Somebody has been here before,” said Hooker, clearing his throat.

Then suddenly Evans began to swear and rave, and stamp upon the ground.

Hooker turned white but said nothing. He advanced towards the prostrate16 body. He saw the neck
was puffed and purple, and the hands and ankles swollen. “Pah!” he said, and suddenly turned away
and went towards the excavation. He gave a cry of surprise. He shouted to Evans, who was following
him slowly.

“You fool! It’s all right. It’s here still.” Then he turned again and looked at the dead Chinaman, and then
again at the hole.

Evans hurried to the hole. Already half exposed by the ill-fated wretch beside them lay a number of
dull yellow bars. He bent down in the hole, and, clearing off the soil with his bare hands, hastily pulled
one of the heavy masses out. As he did so a little thorn pricked his hand. He pulled the delicate spike
out with his fingers and lifted the ingot.

“Only gold or lead could weigh like this,” he said exultantly.

Hooker was still looking at the dead Chinaman. He was puzzled.

[40]

[45]

[50]

14. Hasty (adjective): quick or hurried
15. Ominous (adjective): foreboding evil
16. Prostrate (adjective): lying flat on the ground
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“He stole a march17 on his friends,” he said at last. “He came here alone, and some poisonous snake
has killed him... I wonder how he found the place.”

Evans stood with the ingot in his hands. What did a dead Chinaman signify? “We shall have to take this
stuff to the mainland piecemeal,18 and bury it there for a while. How shall we get it to the canoe?”

He took his jacket off and spread it on the ground, and flung two or three ingots into it. Presently he
found that another little thorn had punctured his skin.

“This is as much as we can carry,” said he. Then suddenly, with a queer rush of irritation, “What are you
staring at?”

Hooker turned to him. “I can’t stand him ...” He nodded towards the corpse. “It’s so like—”

“Rubbish!” said Evans. “All Chinamen are alike.”

Hooker looked into his face. “I’m going to bury that, anyhow, before I lend a hand with this stuff.”

“Don’t be a fool, Hooker,” said Evans, “Let that mass of corruption bide.”

Hooker hesitated, and then his eye went carefully over the brown soil about them. “It scares me
somehow,” he said.

“The thing is,” said Evans, “what to do with these ingots. Shall we re-bury them over here, or take them
across the strait in the canoe?”

Hooker thought. His puzzled gaze wandered among the tall tree-trunks, and up into the remote sunlit
greenery overhead. He shivered again as his eye rested upon the blue figure of the Chinaman. He
stared searchingly among the grey depths between the trees.

“What’s come to you, Hooker?” said Evans. “Have you lost your wits?”

“Let’s get the gold out of this place, anyhow,” said Hooker.

He took the ends of the collar of the coat in his hands, and Evans took the opposite corners, and they
lifted the mass. “Which way?” said Evans. “To the canoe?”

“It’s queer,” said Evans, when they had advanced only a few steps, “but my arms ache still with that
paddling.”

“Curse it!” he said. “But they ache! I must rest.”

They let the coat down, Evans’ face was white, and little drops of sweat stood out upon his forehead.
“It’s stuffy, somehow, in this forest.”

[55]

[60]

[65]

[70]

17. "To steal a march on" means to precede someone with the same goal; to accomplish something before someone
else does.

18. Piecemeal (adjective): in pieces or fragments
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Then with an abrupt transition to unreasonable anger: “What is the good of waiting here all the day?
Lend a hand, I say! You have done nothing but moon since we saw the dead Chinaman.”

Hooker was looking steadfastly at his companion’s face. He helped raise the coat bearing the ingots,
and they went forward perhaps a hundred yards in silence. Evans began to breathe heavily. “Can’t you
speak?” he said.

“What’s the matter with you?” said Hooker.

Evans stumbled, and then with a sudden curse flung the coat from him. He stood for a moment staring
at Hooker, and then with a groan clutched at his own throat.

“Don’t come near me,” he said, and went and leant against a tree. Then in a steadier voice, “I’ll be better
in a minute.”

Presently his grip upon the trunk loosened, and he slipped slowly down the stem of the tree until he
was a crumpled heap at its foot. His hands were clenched convulsively. His face became distorted with
pain. Hooker approached him.

“Don’t touch me! Don’t touch me!” said Evans in a stifled voice. “Put the gold back on the coat.”

“Can’t I do anything for you?” said Hooker.

“Put the gold back on the coat.”

As Hooker handled the ingots he felt a little prick on the ball of his thumb. He looked at his hand and
saw a slender thorn, perhaps two inches in length.

Evans gave an inarticulate cry and rolled over.

Hooker’s jaw dropped. He stared at the thorn for a moment with dilated eyes. Then he looked at Evans,
who was now crumpled together on the ground, his back bending and straightening spasmodically.
Then he looked through the pillars of the trees and net-work of creeper stems, to where in the dim
grey shadow the blue-clad body of the Chinaman was still indistinctly visible. He thought of the little
dashes in the corner of the plan, and in a moment he understood.

“God help me!” he said. For the thorns were similar to those the Dyaks19 poison and use in their
blowing-tubes. He understood now what Chang-hi’s assurance of the safety of his treasure meant. He
understood that grin now.

“Evans!” he cried.

But Evans was silent and motionless, save for a horrible spasmodic twitching of his limbs. A profound
silence brooded over the forest.

[75]

[80]

[85]

19. A member of any of the several Indonesian peoples of the interior of Borneo.
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The Treasure in the Forest by H.G. Wells is in the public domain.

Then Hooker began to suck furiously at the little pink spot on the ball of his thumb—sucking for dear
life. Presently he felt a strange aching pain in his arms and shoulders, and his fingers seemed difficult
to bend. Then he knew that sucking was no good.

Abruptly he stopped, and sitting down by the pile of ingots, and resting his chin upon his hands and his
elbows upon his knees, stared at the distorted but still quivering body of his companion. Chang-hi’s
grin came into his mind again. The dull pain spread towards his throat and grew slowly in intensity. Far
above him a faint breeze stirred the greenery, and the white petals of some unknown flower came
floating down through the gloom.
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[RL.2]

[RL.1]

[RL.4]

[RL.1]

[RL.5]

Text-Dependent Questions
Directions: For the following questions, choose the best answer or respond in complete sentences.

1. PART A: Which of the following best describes a central idea in the text?
A. Treasure hunting should remain in storybooks; it is a dangerous business for

amateurs.
B. Never underestimate the lengths one will take to protect something dear to

them.
C. Greed can overtake a person’s perception and judgment.
D. Theft will always be punished, one way or another.

2. PART B: Cite a quote from the text that supports the answer to Part A.

3. PART A: What does the term “languid” most closely mean, as used in paragraph 17?
A. Weak
B. Lazy
C. Smooth
D. Cautious

4. PART B: Which of the following phrases best supports the answer to Part A?
A. “carefully”
B. “passed”
C. “strength”
D. “exhausted”

5. How does Evans’ dream best fit into the structural plot of the story?
A. It recounts the story of how Evans and Hooker came to learn of the treasure.
B. It foreshadows danger: that they will be consumed by greed and it will lead to

their doom.
C. It heightens the suspense, turning Evans’ delusions of grandeur into actual

hallucinations.
D. It suggests that the treasure will be well-guarded, as if by a “devil.”
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[RL.3]

[RL.6]

[RL.5]

6. PART A: Which of the following statements best summarizes how the two men react
upon finding the dead body?

A. Both see it as a warning sign and proceed cautiously.
B. Evans is spiteful toward the dead man and more focused on the gold, while

Hooker is wary of what happened to him.
C. Overall Evans ignores it, but Hooker wishes to bury him out of respect.
D. Both are frightened by the dead man, but only Hooker thinks there may still be

someone lurking, ready to do the same to them.

7. PART B: How do these reactions, as described in the text, develop their individual
points of view within the passage?

A. These reactions show that Evans cares more about money than his companion.
B. These reactions show that both of them are more concerned with the treasure

than potential danger.
C. These reactions show that Hooker is more aware of their situation; Evans only

cares for the gold’s status.
D. These reactions show that Evans has a better focus on their goal than Hooker

does.

8. “He came here alone, and some poisonous snake has killed him...” (Paragraph 54)
How does the author utilize snakes, or allusions to snakes, throughout the text, and
to what effect?
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Discussion Questions
Directions: Brainstorm your answers to the following questions in the space provided. Be prepared to
share your original ideas in a class discussion.

1. In your opinion, was it right for Hooker and Evans to go in search of the treasure? Why or
why not?

2. How does the author’s use of foreshadowing throughout the text contribute to the mood?
What does this tell you about the author’s point of view of the men in the story?

3. In the context of this passage, can money buy happiness? How does greed cloud our
judgement? Cite evidence from this text, your own experience, and other literature, art, or
history in your answer.
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Name: Class:

"lost umbrella" by gato-gato-gato is licensed under CC BY-NC-ND
2.0

The White Umbrella
By Gish Jen

1984

Gish Jen, born Lillian Jen, is an American writer and speaker. Jen is a second generation Chinese American.
In this short story, a Chinese American girl sees a white umbrella that she longs to have. As you read, take
notes on how the narrator feels about her mother working.

When I was twelve, my mother went to work
without telling me or my little sister.

“Not that we need the second income.” The lilt of
her accent drifted from the kitchen up to the top
of the stairs, where Mona and I were listening.

“No,” said my father, in a barely audible1 voice.
“Not like the Lee family.”

The Lees were the only other Chinese family in
town. I remembered how sorry my parents had
felt for Mrs. Lee when she started waitressing
downtown the year before; and so when my
mother began coming home late, I didn’t say anything and tried to keep Mona from saying anything
either.

“But why shouldn’t I?” she argued. “Lots of people’s mothers work.”

“Those are American people,” I said.

“So what do you think we are? I can do the pledge of allegiance with my eyes closed.”

Nevertheless, she tried to be discreet;2 and if my mother wasn’t home by 5:30, we would start cooking
by ourselves, to make sure dinner would be on time. Mona would wash the vegetables and put on the
rice; I would chop.

For weeks we wondered what kind of work she was doing. I imagined that she was selling perfume,
testing dessert recipes for the local newspaper. Or maybe she was working for the florist. Now that she
had learned to drive, she might be delivering boxes of roses to people.

“I don’t think so,” said Mona as we walked to our piano lesson after school. “She would’ve hit something
by now.”

A gust of wind littered the street with leaves.

[1]

[5]

[10]

1. Audible (verb): able to be heard
2. Discreet (adjective): careful not to attract attention or let out private information
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“Maybe we better hurry up,” she went on, looking at the sky. “It’s going to pour.”

“But we’re too early.” Her lesson didn’t begin until 4:00, mine until 4:30, so we usually tried to walk as
slowly as we could. “And anyway, those aren’t the kind of clouds that rain. Those are cumulus clouds.”

We arrived out of breath and wet.

“Oh you poor, poor dears,” said old Miss Crosman. “Why don’t you call me the next time it’s like this
out? If your mother won’t drive you, I can come pick you up.”

“No, that’s okay,” I answered. Mona wrung her hair out on Miss Crosman’s rug. “We just couldn’t get the
roof of our car to close, is all. We took it to the beach last summer and got sand in the mechanism.” I
pronounced this last word carefully, as if the credibility of my lie depended on its middle syllable. “It’s
never been the same.” I thought for a second. “It’s a convertible.”

“Well then make yourselves at home.” She exchanged looks with Eugenie Roberts, whose lesson we
were interrupting. Eugenie smiled good-naturedly. “The towels are in the closet across from the
bathroom.”

Huddling at the end of Miss Crosman’s nine-foot leather couch, Mona and I watched Eugenie play. She
was a grade ahead of me and, according to school rumor, had a boyfriend in high school. I believed it…
She had auburn hair, blue eyes, and, I noted with a particular pang, a pure white folding umbrella.

“I can’t see,” whispered Mona.

“So clean your glasses.”

“My glasses are clean. You’re in the way.”

I looked at her. “They look dirty to me.”

“That’s because your glasses are dirty.”

Eugenie came bouncing to the end of her piece.

“Oh! Just stupendous!”3 Miss Crosman hugged her, then looked up as Eugenie’s mother walked in.
“Stupendous!” she said again. “Oh! Mrs. Roberts! Your daughter has a gift, a real gift. It’s an honor to
teach her.”

Mrs. Roberts, radiant4 with pride, swept her daughter out of the room as if she were royalty, born to
the piano bench. Watching the way Eugenie carried herself, I sat up and concentrated so hard on
sucking in my stomach that I did not realize until the Robertses were gone that Eugenie had left her
umbrella. As Mona began to play, I jumped up and ran to the window, meaning to call to them – only to
see their brake lights flash then fade at the stop sign at the corner. As if to allow them passage, the rain
had let up; a quivering sun lit their way.

[15]

[20]

[25]

3. Stupendous (adjective): extremely impressive
4. Radiant (adjective): glowing with love, confidence, or joy
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The umbrella glowed like a scepter on the blue carpet while Mona, slumping over the keyboard,
managed to eke5 out a fair rendition of a cat fight. At the end of the piece, Miss Crosman asked her to
stand up.

“Stay right there,” she said, then came back a minute later with a towel to cover the bench. “You must
be cold,” she continued. “Shall I call your mother and have her bring over some dry clothes?”

“No,” answered Mona. “She won’t come because she…”

“She’s too busy,” I broke in from the back of the room.

“I see.” Miss Crosman sighed and shook her head a little. “Your glasses are filthy, honey,” she said to
Mona. “Shall I clean them for you?”

Sisterly embarrassment seized me. Why hadn’t Mona wiped her lenses when I told her to? As she
resumed abuse of the piano, I stared at the umbrella. I wanted to open it, twirl it around by its slender
silver handle; I wanted to dangle it from my wrist on the way to school the way the other girls did. I
wondered what Miss Crosman would say if I offered to bring it to Eugenie at school tomorrow. She
would be impressed with my consideration for others; Eugenie would be pleased to have it back; and I
would have possession of the umbrella for an entire night. I looked at it again, toying with the idea of
asking for one for Christmas. I knew, however, how my mother would react.

“Things,” she would say. “What’s the matter with a raincoat? All you want is things, just like an
American.”

Sitting down for my lesson, I was careful to keep the towel under me and sit up straight.

“I’ll bet you can’t see a thing either,” said Miss Crosman, reaching for my glasses. “And you can relax,
you poor dear…This isn’t a boot camp.”

When Miss Crosman finally allowed me to start playing, I played extra well, as well as I possibly could.
See, I told her with my fingers. You don’t have to feel sorry for me.

“That was wonderful,” said Miss Crosman. “Oh! Just wonderful.”

An entire constellation rose in my heart.

“And guess what,” I announced proudly. “I have a surprise for you.”

Then I played a second piece for her, a much more difficult one that she had not assigned.

“Oh! That was stupendous,” she said without hugging me. “Stupendous! You are a genius, young lady. If
your mother had started you younger, you’d be playing like Eugenie Roberts by now!”

I looked at the keyboard, wishing that I had still a third, even more difficult piece to play for her. I
wanted to tell her that I was the school spelling bee champion, that I wasn’t ticklish, that I could do
karate.

[30]

[35]

[40]

5. to barely make something; to get with great difficulty

3



“My mother is a concert pianist,” I said.

She looked at me for a long moment, then finally, without saying anything, hugged me. I didn’t say
anything about bringing the umbrella to Eugenie at school.

The steps were dry when Mona and I sat down to wait for my mother.

“Do you want to wait inside?” Miss Crosman looked anxiously at the sky.

“No,” I said. “Our mother will be here any minute.”

“In a while,” said Mona.

“Any minute,” I said again, even though my mother had been at least twenty minutes late every week
since she started working.

According to the church clock across the street we had been waiting twenty-five minutes when Miss
Crosman came out again.

“Shall I give you ladies a ride home?”

“No,” I said. “Our mother is coming any minute.”

“Shall I at least give her a call and remind her you’re here? Maybe she forgot about you.”

“I don’t think she forgot,” said Mona.

“Shall I give her a call anyway? Just to be safe?”

“I bet she already left,” I said. “How could she forget about us?”

Miss Crosman went in to call.

“There’s no answer,” she said, coming back out.

“See, she’s on her way,” I said.

“Are you sure you wouldn’t like to come in?”

“No,” said Mona.

“Yes,” I said. I pointed at my sister. “She meant yes too. She meant no, she wouldn’t like to go in.”

Miss Crosman looked at her watch. “It’s 5:30 now, ladies. My pot roast will be coming out in fifteen
minutes. Maybe you’d like to come in and have some then?”

“My mother’s almost here,” I said. “She’s on her way.”

[45]

[50]

[55]

[60]
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We watched and watched the street. I tried to imagine what my mother was doing; I tried to imagine
her writing messages in the sky, even though I knew she was afraid of planes. I watched as the
branches of Miss Crosman’s big willow tree started to sway; they had all been trimmed to exactly the
same height off the ground, so they looked beautiful, like hair in the wind.

It started to rain.

“Miss Crosman is coming out again,” said Mona.

“Don’t let her talk you into going inside,” I whispered.

“Why not?”

“Because that would mean Mom really isn’t coming any minute.”

“But she isn’t,” said Mona.

“She’s working.”

“Shhh! Miss Crosman’s going to hear you.”

“She’s working! She’s working! She’s working!”

I put my hand over her mouth, but she licked it, and so I was wiping my hand on my wet dress when
the front door opened.

“We’re getting even wetter,” said Mona right away. “Wetter and wetter.”

“Shall we all go in?” Miss Crosman pulled Mona to her feet. “Before you young ladies catch
pneumonia?6 You’ve been out here an hour already.”

“We’re freezing.” Mona looked up at Miss Crosman. “Do you have any hot chocolate? We’re going to
catch pneumonia.”

“I’m not going in,” I said. “My mother’s coming any minute.”

“Come on,” said Mona. “Use your noggin.”

“Any minute.”

“Come on, Mona,” Miss Crosman opened the door. “Shall we get you inside first?”

“See you in the hospital,” said Mona as she went in. “See you in the hospital with pneumonia.”

I stared out into the empty street. The rain was prickling me all over; I was cold; I wanted to go inside. I
wanted to be able to let myself go inside. If Miss Crosman came out again, I decided, I would go in.

[65]

[70]

[75]

[80]

6. a sickness that affects the lungs
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She came out with a blanket and the white umbrella.

I could not believe that I was actually holding the umbrella, opening it. It sprang up by itself as if it were
alive, as if that were what it wanted to do – as if it belonged in my hands, above my head. I stared up at
the network of silver spokes, then spun the umbrella around and around and around. It was so clean
and white that it seemed to glow, to illuminate7 everything around it. “It’s beautiful,” I said.

Miss Crosman sat down next to me, on one end of the blanket. I moved the umbrella over so that it
covered that too. I could feel the rain on my left shoulder and shivered. She put her arm around me.

“You poor, poor dear.”

I knew that I was in store for another bolt of sympathy, and braced myself by staring up into the
umbrella.

“You know, I very much wanted to have children when I was younger,” she continued.

“You did?”

She stared at me a minute. Her face looked dry and crusty, like day-old frosting.

“I did. But then I never got married.”

I twirled the umbrella around again.

“This is the most beautiful umbrella I have ever seen,” I said. “Ever, in my whole life.”

“Do you have an umbrella?”

“No. But my mother’s going to get me one just like this for Christmas.”

“Is she? I tell you what. You don’t have to wait until Christmas. You can have this one.”

“But this one belongs to Eugenie Roberts,” I protested. “I have to give it back to her tomorrow in
school.”

“Who told you it belongs to Eugenie? It’s not Eugenie’s. It’s mine. And now I’m giving it to you, so it’s
yours.”

“It’s mine?” I didn’t know what to say. “Mine?” Suddenly I was jumping up and down in the rain. “It’s
beautiful! Oh! It’s beautiful!” I laughed.

Miss Crosman laughed too, even though she was getting all wet.

“Thank you, Miss Crosman. Thank you very much. Thanks a zillion. It’s beautiful. It’s stupendous!”

“You’re quite welcome,” she said.

[85]

[90]

[95]

[100]

7. Illuminate (verb): to light up
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“Thank you,” I said again, but that didn’t seem like enough. Suddenly I knew just what she wanted to
hear. “I wish you were my mother.”

Right away I felt bad.

“You shouldn’t say that,” she said, but her face was opening into a huge smile as the lights of my
mother’s car cautiously turned the corner. I quickly collapsed the umbrella and put it up my skirt,
holding onto it from the outside, through the material.

“Mona!” I shouted into the house. “Mona! Hurry up! Mom’s here! I told you she was coming!”

Then I ran away from Miss Crosman, down to the curb. Mona came tearing up to my side as my
mother neared the house. We both backed up a few feet so that in case she went onto the curb, she
wouldn’t run us over.

“But why didn’t you go inside with Mona?” my mother asked on the way home. She had taken off her
own coat to put over me and had the heat on high.

“She wasn’t using her noggin,” said Mona, next to me in the back seat.

“I should call next time,” said my mother. “I just don’t like to say where I am.”

That was when she finally told us that she was working as a checkout clerk in the A&P.8 She was
supposed to be on the day shift, but the other employees were unreliable, and her boss had promised
her a promotion if she would stay until the evening shift filled in.

For a moment no one said anything. Even Mona seemed to find the revelation disappointing.

“A promotion already!” she said, finally.

I listened to the windshield wipers.

“You’re so quiet.” My mother looked at me in the rear view mirror. “What’s the matter?”

“I wish you would quit,” I said after a moment.

She sighed. “The Chinese have a saying: one beam cannot hold the roof up.”

“But Eugenie Roberts’s father supports their family.”

She sighed once more. “Eugenie Roberts’s father is Eugenie Roberts’s father,” she said.

As we entered the downtown area, Mona started leaning hard against me every time the car turned
right, trying to push me over. Remembering what I had said to Miss Crosman, I tried to maneuver the
umbrella under my leg so she wouldn’t feel it.

[105]

[110]

[115]

[120]

8. a grocery store
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“What’s under your skirt?” Mona wanted to know as we came to a traffic light. My mother, watching us
in the rear view mirror again, rolled slowly to a stop.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“There’s something under her skirt,” said Mona, pulling at me. “Under her skirt.”

Meanwhile, a man crossing the street started to yell at us. “Who do you think you are, lady?” he said.
“You’re blocking the whole crosswalk.”

We all froze. Other people walking by stopped to watch.

“Didn’t you hear me?” he went on, starting to thump on the hood with his fist. “Don’t you speak
English?”

My mother began to back up, but the car behind us honked. Luckily, the light turned green right after
that. She sighed in relief.

“What were you saying, Mona?” she asked.

We wouldn’t have hit the car behind us that hard if he hadn’t been moving too but as it was, our car
bucked violently, throwing us all first back and then forward.

“Uh oh,” said Mona when we stopped. “Another accident.”

I was relieved to have attention diverted9 from the umbrella. Then I noticed my mother’s head, tilted
back onto the seat. Her eyes were closed.

“Mom!” I screamed. “Mom! Wake up!”

She opened her eyes. “Please don’t yell,” she said. “Enough people are going to yell already.”

“I thought you were dead,” I said, starting to cry. “I thought you were dead.”

She turned around, looking at me intently, then put her hand to my forehead.

“Sick,” she confirmed. “Some kind of sick is giving you crazy ideas.”

As the man from the car behind us started tapping on the window, I moved the umbrella away from
my leg. Then Mona and my mother were getting out of the car. I got out after them; and while
everyone else was inspecting the damage we’d done, I threw the umbrella down a sewer.

[125]

[130]

[135]

9. Divert (verb): to distract
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Name: Class:

"Untitled" by lumina_obscura is licensed under CC0

They're Made Out of Meat
By Terry Bisson

1990

Terry Bisson is an American science fiction and fantasy author, and “They’re Made Out of Meat” is one of his
most famous short stories. In this story, two speakers are discussing whether or not they should welcome
foreign beings from another planet. As you read, take notes on what the dialogue between the speakers
reveals about their opinion of the “meat.”

“They’re made out of meat.”

“Meat?”

“Meat. They’re made out of meat.”

“Meat?”

“There’s no doubt about it. We picked up several
from different parts of the planet, took them
aboard our recon1 vessels, and probed them all
the way through. They’re completely meat.”

“That’s impossible. What about the radio signals?
The messages to the stars?”

“They use the radio waves to talk, but the signals don’t come from them. The signals come from
machines.”

“So who made the machines? That’s who we want to contact.”

“They made the machines. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. Meat made the machines.”

“That’s ridiculous. How can meat make a machine? You’re asking me to believe in sentient2 meat.”

“I’m not asking you, I’m telling you. These creatures are the only sentient race in that sector and they’re
made out of meat.”

“Maybe they’re like the orfolei. You know, a carbon-based intelligence that goes through a meat stage.”

“Nope. They’re born meat and they die meat. We studied them for several of their life spans, which
didn’t take long. Do you have any idea what’s the life span of meat?”

[1]

[5]

[10]

1. “Recon” is an abbreviation for “reconnaissance,” which is a military term for inspecting or exploring an area.
2. Sentient (adjective): capable of sensing or feeling
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“Spare me. Okay, maybe they’re only part meat. You know, like the weddilei. A meat head with an
electron plasma brain inside.”

“Nope. We thought of that, since they do have meat heads, like the weddilei. But I told you, we probed
them. They’re meat all the way through.”

“No brain?”

“Oh, there’s a brain all right. It’s just that the brain is made out of meat! That’s what I’ve been trying to
tell you.”

“So... what does the thinking?”

“You’re not understanding, are you? You’re refusing to deal with what I’m telling you. The brain does
the thinking. The meat.”

“Thinking meat! You’re asking me to believe in thinking meat!”

“Yes, thinking meat! Conscious meat! Loving meat. Dreaming meat. The meat is the whole deal! Are you
beginning to get the picture or do I have to start all over?”

“Omigod. You’re serious then. They’re made out of meat.”

“Thank you. Finally. Yes. They are indeed made out of meat. And they’ve been trying to get in touch
with us for almost a hundred of their years.”

“Omigod. So what does this meat have in mind?”

“First it wants to talk to us. Then I imagine it wants to explore the Universe, contact other sentiences,
swap ideas and information. The usual.”

“We’re supposed to talk to meat.”

“That’s the idea. That’s the message they’re sending out by radio. ‘Hello. Anyone out there. Anybody
home.’ That sort of thing.”

“They actually do talk, then. They use words, ideas, concepts?”

“Oh, yes. Except they do it with meat.”

“I thought you just told me they used radio.”

“They do, but what do you think is on the radio? Meat sounds. You know how when you slap or flap
meat, it makes a noise? They talk by flapping their meat at each other. They can even sing by squirting
air through their meat.”

“Omigod. Singing meat. This is altogether too much. So what do you advise?”

[15]

[20]

[25]

[30]
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“Officially or unofficially?”

“Both.”

“Officially, we are required to contact, welcome and log in any and all sentient races or multibeings in
this quadrant of the Universe, without prejudice, fear or favor. Unofficially, I advise that we erase the
records and forget the whole thing.”

“I was hoping you would say that.”

“It seems harsh, but there is a limit. Do we really want to make contact with meat?”

“I agree 100 percent. What’s there to say? ‘Hello, meat. How’s it going?’ But will this work? How many
planets are we dealing with here?”

“Just one. They can travel to other planets in special meat containers, but they can’t live on them. And
being meat, they can only travel through C space. Which limits them to the speed of light and makes
the possibility of their ever making contact pretty slim. Infinitesimal,3 in fact.”

“So we just pretend there’s no one home in the Universe.”

“That’s it.”

“Cruel. But you said it yourself, who wants to meet meat? And the ones who have been aboard our
vessels, the ones you probed? You’re sure they won’t remember?”

“They’ll be considered crackpots4 if they do. We went into their heads and smoothed out their meat so
that we’re just a dream to them.”

“A dream to meat! How strangely appropriate, that we should be meat’s dream.”

“And we marked the entire sector unoccupied.”

“Good. Agreed, officially and unofficially. Case closed. Any others? Anyone interesting on that side of
the galaxy?”

“Yes, a rather shy but sweet hydrogen core cluster intelligence in a class nine star in G445 zone. Was in
contact two galactic rotations ago, wants to be friendly again.”

“They always come around.”

“And why not? Imagine how unbearably, how unutterably cold the Universe would be if one were all
alone...”

[35]

[40]

[45]

3. extremely small
4. a foolish person
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Name: Class:

"March Against Racism 2017 (London)" by Tim Dennell is licensed
under CC BY-NC 2.0.

From “Wounded in the House of a Friend” by Sonia Sanchez. Copyright © 1995 by Sonia Sanchez. Reprinted by permission of Beacon Press,
Boston.

This Is Not a Small Voice
By Sonia Sanchez

1995

Sonia Sanchez is an award-winning poet who has authored over a dozen books of poetry, as well as short
stories, essays, plays, and children books. In this poem, a speaker asserts the strength and love of a
collective set of people. As you read, take notes on the imagery that the author uses to describe voice and
love.

This is not a small voice
you hear this is a large
voice coming out of these cities.
This is the voice of LaTanya.
Kadesha. Shaniqua. This
is the voice of Antoine.
Darryl. Shaquille.
Running over waters
navigating the hallways
of our schools spilling out
on the corners of our cities and
no epitaphs1 spill out of their river mouths.

This is not a small love
you hear this is a large
love, a passion for kissing learning
on its face.
This is a love that crowns the feet with hands
that nourishes, conceives, feels the water sails
mends the children,
folds them inside our history where they
toast more than the flesh
where they suck the bones of the alphabet
and spit out closed vowels.
This is a love colored with iron and lace.
This is a love initialed Black Genius.

This is not a small voice
you hear.

[1]

[5]

[10]

[15]

[20]

[25]

1. a phrase or statement written in memory a person who has died
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Name: Class:

"Number 33 in throwing pose" is licensed under CC BY-NC-ND 2.0.

To An Athlete Dying Young
By A. E. Housman

1896

Alfred Edward Housman (1859-1936) was an English poet and classical scholar. Housman wrote the elegy
“To an Athlete Dying Young” in 1896, following the death of his close friend, Adalbert Jackson. As you read,
take notes on how the poem's tone and figurative language contribute to its unconventional message.

The time you won your town the race
We chaired you through the market-place;
Man and boy stood cheering by,
And home we brought you shoulder-high.

Today, the road all runners come,
Shoulder-high we bring you home,
And set you at your threshold down,
Townsman of a stiller town.

Smart lad, to slip betimes1 away
From fields where glory does not stay,

And early though the laurel2 grows
It withers quicker than the rose.

Eyes the shady night has shut
Cannot see the record cut,
And silence sounds no worse than cheers
After earth has stopped the ears.

Now you will not swell the rout3

Of lads that wore their honors out,
Runners whom renown outran
And the name died before the man.

So set, before its echoes fade,
The fleet foot on the sill of shade,
And hold to the low lintel4 up
The still-defended challenge-cup.

[1]

[5]

[10]

[15]

[20]

1. Betimes (adverb): early or soon
2. A laurel wreath is customarily given to a person who has won distinction in his or her field.
3. Rout (noun): defeat
4. Lintel (noun): supporting beam
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To An Athlete Dying Young by A. E. Housman is in the public domain.

And round that early-laurelled head
Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead,
And find unwithered on its curls
The garland briefer than a girl’s.

[25]
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[RL.2]

[RL.4]

[RL.1]

[RL.4]

Text-Dependent Questions
Directions: For the following questions, choose the best answer or respond in complete sentences.

1. Which of the following best summarizes a central theme of the poem?
A. Death in youth can preserve the perfect image of a lost loved one in our

memories.
B. Grief can unite people, even an entire town.
C. War is tragic, but even more so when it takes those with great potential before

their time.
D. When not given the time to properly form, identities can reflect only one aspect

of ourselves.

2. PART A: In line 8, “a stiller town” is most likely a symbol for:
A. A different town in another place, where the athlete isn't well-known
B. A quiet cemetery, which contrasts the loud cheering 'market-place'
C. Heaven, where the speaker says the athlete belongs
D. Another athletic event, where the athlete isn't expected to win

3. PART B: Which lines from the text provide the best support for the answer to Part A?
A. "The time you won your town the race / We chaired you through the market-

place / Man and boy stood cheering by" (Lines 1-3)
B. "Today, the road all runners come" (Line 5)
C. "Shoulder-high we bring you home, / And set you at your threshold down" (Lines

6-7)
D. "From fields where glory does not stay" (Line 10)

4. Using complete sentences, explain the figurative language used in lines 11-12: “And
early though the laurel grows/ It withers quicker than the rose.” Cite evidence from
the poem in your response
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[RL.5]5. Which of the following statements best summarizes what the rhyme scheme
contributes to the tone of the poem?

A. The rhyme scheme follows a simple AABB pattern, creating an indifferent tone.
B. The rhyme scheme follows a simple AABB pattern, echoing the youth of the

dead athlete.
C. The poem follows a ABAB pattern written in iambic tetrameter in 4-lined

stanzas, or quatrains, similar to an elegy; this creates a dramatic, grieving tone.
D. The poem follows a AABB pattern written in iambic tetrameter in 4-lined

stanzas, or quatrains; the effect is a structured, certain tone in contrast to the
uncertain, fleeting subjects of life and fame.
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Discussion Questions
Directions: Brainstorm your answers to the following questions in the space provided. Be prepared to
share your original ideas in a class discussion.

1. “To An Athlete Dying Young” was written in 1896, but it gained popularity in the years
following WWI. Why do you think this happened? (Note: The 1916 Summer Olympics were
planned, including the special building of sports facilities in Berlin, Germany. However, they
were cancelled because of World War I.)

2. What is Housman’s message about fame? Do you agree or disagree?

3. How does Houseman portray death? What is his message to the reader about life and
death?

4. In the context of this poem, how do people face death? Cite evidence from this text, your
own experience, and other literature, art, or history in your answer.

5


	English I Choice Board Template
	E1 Revising_Editing
	Sentence.Fragments.Exer2
	CommonLit _ Burning a Book
	CommonLit _ Dance Mama Dance
	CommonLit _ Everyday Use
	CommonLit _ The Landlady
	CommonLit _ The Treasure in the Forest
	CommonLit _ The White Umbrella
	CommonLit _ They_re Made Out of Meat
	CommonLit _ This Is Not a Small Voice(1)
	CommonLit _ This Is Not a Small Voice
	CommonLit _ To An Athlete Dying Young

