	
	Getting Your Writing Engines Started with Short Stories
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What makes a short story worth reading?

Why read short stories?

How does a writer build a story?

What makes an ordinary story extraordinary?

How is writing a short story like driving a race car?
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Thoughtful Education




	Student Learning Goals

	


	Mastery Learning Goals

	    As a result of this unit of study, I will:

	· read and interpret historical documents;

· use a variety of notemaking tools;

· evaluate the impact of post Civil War reconstrution upon the South;
· explain reasons for conflict after the war;
· communicate ideas through writing, speaking, and listening;
· construction definitions;
· know different approaches to reconstruction after the Civil War;
· identify causal relationships;
· research, plan, organize and create essays;

· use graphic organizers to make comparisons and organize writing.



	Understanding Learning Goals

	    As a result of this unit of study, I will:

	· understand the difficulties of reconstructing values, beliefs, attitudes, and behaviors;

· understand that racial and/or religious hatred is as destructive as a war;
· understand reconstruction is more than rebuilding physically and takes time to  gradually reshape social norms;

· understand causal relationships that made reconstruction of the south difficult;

· understand the historical lesson to be learned from the reconstruction period.





	Interpersonal Learning Goals

	    As a result of this unit of study, I will:

	· appreciate history from different perspectives;

· reflect upon the effectiveness of reconstruction;

· develop personal awareness of my own perspectives and examine where they stem from;

· rank  and evaluate effectiveness of different approaches taken to reconstruction;
· 
learn the value of cooperation/compromise


	Self Expressive Learning Goals

	    As a result of this unit of study, I will:

	· Create essays, summaries, persuasive arguments, charts, and/or speeches to demonstrate understanding of Reconstruction of the South..


	My Personal Learning Goals

	    My personal learning goals for this unit of study are:

	·      


	State Learning Goals

	


	Vocabulary 
· character (villain, hero, protagonist, antagonist)

· setting 

· plot

· conflict (problems, suspense, mystery, romance, dilemma)

· genre (realistic fiction, historical fiction, mystery, science fiction)
· purpose/audience
· voice/tone
· point of view
· theme
· characterization



	Identify your purpose


Core-Content
WR-M-1.1.00 Purpose Audience
· Narrowing the topic to present an idea or theme.
· Choosing a perspective genuine to the writer.
· Analyzing and addressing the needs of the intended audience.
· Adhering to the characteristics of the form.
· Applying a suitable tone.
· Allowing voice to emerge when appropriate.
        WR-07-1.1.02
· Communicate to an audience about the human condition.

· Utilize characteristics of the short story.

· Create and sustain a point of view.

· Create and sustain a suitable tone or appropriate voice.

· Apply a fictional perspective in short story writing.
Knowledge
What do you want students to know?
·  Elements of the short story that engage the audience.
·  Narrowed purpose/topic.
·  Recognize the different genres of short stories.
·  Examples of voice, tone, and point of view.
Attitudes
What habits of mind do you want students to develop?
·  Respect for other writers.
·  Keeping an open mind when reading and writing short stories.
·  Create an “I Can” attitude. (Persistence)
Understanding
What big ideas, concepts, or generalizations do you want me to understand?
·   Writers compose short stories to communicate ideas about the human condition by painting a picture, recreate a feeling, telling a story, capturing a moment, evoking an image, or showing an extraordinary perception of the ordinary.
·  Planning a short story gives the author complete autonomy in deciding the purpose and audience.
Skills
What skills do you want me to develop?
·  Listening and sharing with other writers.
·  Plan and write a short story.
·  Reading and identifying elements of short stories.
·  Develop questioning techniques during peer conferencing/Author’s Chair.
·  Explain how to establish a purpose and narrow a topic for writing short story.
·  Planning and prewriting using organizers.
                                         Essential Questions
1. What makes a short story worth reading?
2. Why read short stories?

3. How does a writer build a story?

4. What makes an ordinary story, extraordinary?

5. How is a good writer like a good driver?


	Assessment Task Alignment

	


	Essential Questions
	Assessment Tasks
	Skills/Attitudes

	What makes a short story worth reading?

Why read short stories?

How does a writer build a story?

What makes an ordinary story extraordinary?


	Open Response
Identify THREE literary elements use in the writing.  Tell how each of these elements are used to engage the reader.

Open Response

Reading Prompt

A. Think like the writer. Read and examine the purpose of the piece.  Describe the writer’s purpose for this writing.

B. Use evidence from the story to explain the focused purpose.  How do you know the writer’s purpose?  

C. Explain why the writer might want to write with this focus in mind.

Writing Journals

Where do ideas come from?

What are the stories you have to tell?

Writing plans for a short story.

Task Rotation
Split Cherry Tree
	Appreciation for Short Stories

Graphic Organizers

Planning

Analyzing

Explaining

Organizing

Writing

Comparing

Reflection

Preplanning

Prewriting

Comprehension

Inferrring

Notemaking
Details

Evidence gathering

Communication Skills

   Reading

  Writing

  Speaking




Alignment of Activities
	
	Mastery
	Understanding
	Self Expressive
	Interpersonal

	Verbal
	Reading models of proficient short stories and defining criteria for a good story.


	Identify criteria for purpose and audience in reading and writing.
	Brainstorming—what stories do I have to tell that people would want to read or benefit from reading?
	Examining the Kentucky Holistic Scoring Guide and setting personal writing goals.

	Logical
	
	
	     
	     Comparative Analogy

How is writing a short story like owning an expensive car?

	Spatial
	
	     
	Mapping using graphic organizers to plan a short story.

Graphic Organizer

Visualization of Literary Elements
	     

	Musical
	
	     
	
	Listen to and compare story writing to the lyric of songs:

“Fun, Fun, Fun, Pink Cadillac

	Bodily Kinesthetic
	     
	     
	     
	     

	Interpersonal
	
	Writer’s Club
Reciprocal Learning

Peer Review

Critical Writing Friend
	     Author’s Chair

Students share ideas and receive feedback from peers prior to writing.

Writing and sharing short stories.
	Feedback:  Writer’s Club

Analyze and provide feedback to writing team

	Intrapersonal
	
	Learning Logs

Students reflect and communicate goals, concerns, questions and attitudes in regard to writing decisions and choices.
	
	     

	Naturalist
	     
	     
	     

	     


Sequence of Learning Activities

	Standards
	Activity
	Strategy/Tool
	Product
	Learning Styles
& Multiple Intelligences

	WR-M-1.1.00
Purpose Audience

WR 07 1.1.02

Literary

Short Story
	The Story of Song

	Do You Hear What I Hear?

Metaphorical Teaching

How is writing like driving a car? How is a good short story like an expensive car?

Brainstorming:  Give One Get One

Write to Learn:  Provisional Writing
	Criteria for a Good Story

Notes and Visualization

Task Rotation

In Honor of James

Personal Writing Goals
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Middle School Grade 7
Reading and Writing
	The Hook
Everyone loves a good story.
We love hearing a good story, telling a good story, or watching a good story play out; but, what makes a story worth reading over and over again?  What are the stories you have locked inside of you.  The following task rotation will help you as you begin planning and writing your own story.  

You will discover how all stories are similar and how all stories are different.  You will learn that everyone has a story to tell and you will discover that there is an audience for every story that is told.  You will begin to create your own short story and share it with your peers.  You will learn that writing is not a race, but rather it is a process.  Like a good race car driver, you will learn that technique is vital to crossing the finish line as a winner.  

Get ready, fire up your imagination, get your engines started and let’s go!


	  Mastery
	Interpersonal

	Activity One:    Start Your Engines
What makes for a good story?

What are the elements of a good story?

Read “In Honor of James.”

Identify THREE literary elements used in the writing.

What techniques did the writer use to engage the reader and hold his/her attention?
Your Turn:  What could you write about?  What stories do you have to tell? Make a list of possible stories you might want to share with others.  Decide on the idea you most want to develop and share with others.


	Activity Three:  Focused and Deliberate

Think about the story, “In Honor of James.”

What questions do you think the writer had to ask about his/her audience prior to writing the story?  Why are these questions important?

Your Turn:  Think about the story you want to write.  Who is your audience?  What questions do you need to ask yourself before planning the story?  How can these questions help you remain focused and deliberate with details?

Write a rough draft of your story, keeping the purpose and audience in mind.


	 Activity Two:  Knowing the Finish Line
Think about the story, “In Honor of James.”

Why did the writer want to write the story?
How did the writer let the reader know the focused purpose? 

Your Turn: Think about the purpose of your story.  What important message do you want to convey to your reader?  Why might this message be relevant or important for others to read about? 


	Crossing the Finish Line a Winner
Review the story of “In Honor of James.”

How did the writer make the story interesting to the reader?  What writer techniques did you find appealing to you as a reader?  Why?

Your Turn:  Revisit your rough draft in Writer’s Club.  Let other’s read your rough draft and share what they found interesting or appealing.  How can you revise the piece to make it more interesting to the reader?  Make your revisions and share the piece with your writer’s club prior to publishing.

	Understanding
	Self Expressive


In Honor of James


The sun shone down onto the white, churning waters of the Colorado River with the intensity of a laser beam.  Every rock below the surface of the water produced a tremendous amount of bubbles.  Looking downstream, the entire surface of the water seemed to be one large layer of bubbles.  This was the might of the Colorado River.  This was what brought hundreds of insane, adventure craving extremists to the river each year.

Mark Johnson stood on a large boulder, projecting out into the raging waters, staring at the river he had left so long ago with a saddened heart.  His attention was turned toward two large, jagged rocks sticking up in the middle of the rapids.  The bright green paint from his friend James’ kayak was still there, leaving a grim reminder of the raw power of the river.

Everything was different from the last time that Mark was here.  Mark, who had once been just like those others craving adventure, was on a much more solemn trip this time.  On his first trip, Mark had simply experience the rush of adrenaline that came with risking his life.  Now, Mark was on a mission to complete a trip in memory of his fallen friend.  He was looking at each rock, no matter how small, as though his life depended on it.  Mark could not take a chance on dragging the bottom of his kayak on a rock that he did not know about.
Gradually, Mark’s mind began to drift back to that tragic day.  Even now, five years later, Mark’s eyes began to fill with tears.  That day had been much like this day.  Early that morning, Mark and James had decided to attempt to “run” the most dangerous part of the river; to attempt to prevail over the untamed river, and to make fun of their friends that had “chickened out.”  Everything was going perfect, until James tried to paddle around two large rocks in the middle of the river.  In the blink of an eye, he was swept into one of the large rocks, instantly crushing his kayak into a million pieces.  Slowly, James’ lifeless body slipped below the surface of the water.  Mark, who had been watching in terror from his kayak on the other side of the river also hit a rock, but with less force.  His kayak was also destroyed, but Mark remained conscious.  As he struggled to pull himself up onto the rock, he flet an excruciating pain in his right leg.  The pain surged all the way up the side of his body.  It began as a dull throb, as it moved up his body it became an intense stabbing pain.  For an instant, Mark thought that his kayak paddle had gone through his leg, but he quickly realized that that wasn’t the case at all, partly, because he was still holding the paddle in his hand.  

With much agony, he pulled himself up onto the rock.  He looked downstream to see if James had surfaced yet, but all that he saw were the splintered remains of James’ kayak being washed downstream.  Just as the image had appeared, in Mark’s mind, it disappeared just as suddenly.

Mark had been lucky so many years ago; he had only suffered a broken leg—a leg that had bothered him since then.  His friend James, however, had not been so lucky.  He died on that trip, a trip that Mark was now going to complete to honor James’ memory. 

As Mark walked along the riverbank, he felt something that he hadn’t felt since his childhood.  He felt fear! 

 “Do you really want to do this?” Mark asked himself.  It was a question that he had been asking himself since he first thought of completing the trip. It had taken him three years to gather courage enough to make the trip, but now the courage was gone and all that Mark felt was apprehension.  He stood motionless for a couple of minutes; thinking whether or not he should even go forward with the whole, insane idea.  His friend, a much more experienced rafter, had died on this river.  Now, Mark was going to try to “run” the river himself.

Mark closed his eyes, trying to make his fear go away; but instead, he saw the image of James’ lifeless body slipping below the surface of the water.  Then, after opening his eyes, he felt a small felling of confidence emerge from deep within himself.  It was almost as though James was standing there with him, telling him to “Go on with the trip, defeat the river, survive and put the haunting memories behind you.”  With that small feeling, Mark started walking toward his kayak.

For the first time in almost five years, Mark would be riding in a kayak.  Because of his inactivity in the sport, Mark knew that his mission would become that much more difficult.  So, Mark was willing to use anything that might help increase his chances of surving the rapids.  One advantage that Mark had was his unrelenting determination to succeed.  

Another “special advantage” that Mark had was his kayak.  It was a Duablo XR II Special with a seven foot body known for its maneuverability and stability.  Its oval shape that came to a point at each end, made quick turns easier.  It was also painted a bright red to make spotting it easier if it should capsize.  Its seat was specially designed to fit Mark’s figure to ensure he would remain comfortable during the ride.

As Mark stepped into his kayak and sat down, he felt that old familiar rush of excitement overwhelm him.  The feeling was quickly replaced with a feeling of utmost concentration.  For if Mark lost his concentration for only a half second, the water would carry him into a rock; crushing his kayak, and leaving him to suffer the same fate as James.

Mark carefully paddled out into the middle of the river.  Almost immediately, he felt the current “grab hold” of his kayak.  He paddled fiercely, maneuvering his kayak around rock after rock.  Soon Mark was totally exhausted, but he dared not stop paddling; if he did, he would surely not make it through the rapids.  For each rock that he made it around, two more seemed to appear just in front of him.
For a brief moment, Mark thought that it was hopeless.  “There are too many rocks,”  he thought to himself.  “I can never make it around all of them!” Then the image of James’ lifeless body reappeared in his mind, making him more determined than ever.  All the fear and all the doubt, Mark channeled, using it to help him concentrate on the fast approaching rocks.

Suddenly, a wave of water splashed up and hit Mark in the face, knocking his goggles off, and blinding him for a few seconds. Mark quickly took one hand off the paddle and began rubbing his eyes.  His vision was blurred and all that he saw was a collage of brown and white colors.  A feeling of total desperation swept over him.  For an instant, Mark thought that he would never see the light of day again; but then, he came back to reality and knew that it was only water.  AS he blinked, trying to clear the water from his eyes, Mark heard a sound similar to water running down a drain.

Once he regained his vision, all that Mark could see were the bubbles coming up from the rapids, gushing between two rocks.  B y the time he realized that he was headed for an “alley” between the two rocks, it was too late to attempt the steer around them.  He could only hope the space between the two rocks would be wide enough for him to squeeze through.

As he came closer, Mark closed his eyes and held onto the paddle for dear life.  He felt his stomach tighten and for an instant, he thought of bailing out of the kayak.  All Mark could think about was if this was how James had felt before he died.

Mark opened his eyes once again; this time the rocks were directly in front on him.  He quickly closed his eyes and braced for the fatal impact.  In an instant, it was over.  Instead of feeling his kayak caught between the two rocks, it just continued along its path.

In amazement, Mark turned back and looked.  The water had caused him to misjudge the amount of space between the two rocks.  Oddly enough, there was room for almost two kayaks.

As he continued to look at the rocks, he realized that he had just made it past the place where James had died.  “It must have looked the same way to James,” Mark mumbled to himself.  “Except instead of trying to go between the rocks, he had tried to negotiate around them.  The current must have been so strong that it just carried him into the rock.”

Mark then felt a strong sense of pride engulf him.  He had made it past the place the place where James had died.  “This one is for you James,” he said softly, while paddling toward the bank, tears once again filling his eyes.

As he neared the bank, he could see a celebration erupting from his friends.  As he ran onto the shore, he was overwhelmed with the feeling of the moment.  What had begun as a solemn trip to honor a fallen friend, had turned into a triumph of man over nature.

The celebration continued long into the night.  Each person, in their own way, paid tribute to the memory of James.  The most touching, however, came from Mark himself.  The kayak that he had used to conquer the river was turned into a monument on the side of the riverbank, so everyone would know that Mark had done this to honor James—a person that had loved the river and taken his last breath there.  It would also warn everyone in the future of the extreme dangers of the river and to hopefully keep others from suffering the same fate as James.

Open Response
	Content Standard
(Mastery):
Reading for Accuracy


	
	Context (Interpersonal):
Test Taking Prep

	
	Read “In Honor of James”
A. Identify TWO events that are described in the passage.    
B. Compare Mark’s feeling before kayaking down the river and after.  Explain how Mark changed during this journey down the Colorado River.

	

	Thinking Frame

Explanation

Comparison
	
	Product (Self-Expressive):

Writing Constructed Response


Scoring Criteria
	4
	3
	2
	1

	Identifies TWO to THREE prominent events in the passage.

Thoroughly compares Mark’s feelings and insights before and after the kayak trip down the river.
Clearly describes the changes in Mark from taking the journey down the Colorado River.

	Identifies TWO prominent events in the passage.

Compares Mark’s adventure showing clearly how he changed and the realizations made on this journey.
	Identifies TWO events in the passage.

Attempts to compare Mark’s feelings during each event with limited details.
	Attempts to describe one or two events from the passage.

Does not use comparisons in the answer given or gives inaccurate detail in trying to make the comparison..


Lesson # 1: Where is the Finish Line?

Essential Question: What makes a short story worth reading?
	Foyer:  How will you connect to prior knowledge?

	Have you ever picked up a book and had a hard time putting it down?

Have you ever heard someone tell the same story over and over again and didn’t mind?

Have you ever watched a movie over and over again, just because it is a good story?

Listen to the following songs that tell of a car worth owning.  What is the story of the song? How is a song a story?

What makes for a good story?

Provisional Writing: Students make a list of criteria for a good story in their writing journals.  

Give One Get One:  Students collect ideas from at least three others as to criteria for a good story.

The teacher should collect the students’ criteria for a good story and post the responses on chart paper for later reference.


	Library:  How will students acquire new learning?

	Ask students to examine the Kentucky Holistic Scoring Guide and compare the class’ criteria for a good story with the holistic scoring guide.  



	Workplace:  How will students practice and rehearse the new learning?

	Metaphorically Speaking
Teacher guides students in analysis of the Kentucky Holistic Scoring Guide and a race car.
· Steering Wheel guides you where you want to go: Purpose

· Passenger Seat holds the passengers you are taking along: Audience 

· Dashboard keeps you informed as to performance of your vehicle:  Idea Development and Support

· Body/Frame holds the vehicle together:  Organization

· Engine keeps the vehicle running smoothly:  Sentences and Language

· Wheels are aligned for a smooth ride:  Correctness

Students make analogies as a group and share ideas with the group.


	Kitchen:  How will students demonstrate their understanding?

	Winner’s Circle
Ask students to examine four samples of students’ writings from previous years.  Using the metaphor of a race, ask students to use the criteria to determine which pieces would be in the winner’s circle and explain why.  Students work in Writer’s Club to read and analyze the pieces using the Ky. Holistic Scoring Guide.  


	Reflection:  How will students look back on the learning?

	Students set personal writing goals and share individual learning goals with their Writer’s Club.  

Students should regularly assess writing goals throughout the unit to plan next steps and monitor their own growth.


Lesson 1:  Fun, Fun, Fun
                   Beach Boys

Well she got her daddy’s car
And she cruised through the hamburger stand now,

Seems she forgot all about the library 

Like she told her old man now

And with the radio blasting

Goes cruising just as fast as she can now

And she’ll have fun, fun, fun

‘til her daddy takes the T-bird away

Fun, fun, fun, ‘til her daddy take the T-bird away.

Well, the girls can’t stand her

‘cause she walks, looks, and drives like an ace now

(you walk like an ace now, you drive like an ace now)

She makes the Indy 500 look like a roman chariot race now 

(you look like an ace now, you look like an ace)

A lotta guys try to catch her

But she leads them on a wild goose chase now

(you drive like an ace now, you drive like an ace)

And she’ll have fun, fun, fun

‘til her daddy takes the T-bird away

(fun, fun, fun ‘til her daddy takes the T-bird away)

Well, you knw all along

That you dad was getting wise to you now

(you shouldn’t have lied now, you shouldn’t have lied)

And since he took you set of keys

You’ve been thinking that you fund is all through )now

(you shouldn’t have lied now, you shouldn’t have lied)

But you can come along with me

‘cause we gotta a lot of things to do now

(now shouldn’t have lied, now you shouldn’t have lied)

And we’ll have fun, fun, fun now that daddy took the T-bird away

(fun, fun, fun now that daddy took the T-bird away)

And we’ll have fun, fun, fun now that daddy took the T-bird away

(fun, fun, fun, now that daddy took the T-bird away)

(fun, fun, fun, now that daddy took the T-bird away)

(fun, fun, fun, now that daddy took the T-bird away)

(fun, fun, fun, now that daddy took the T-bird away)

(fun, fun, fun, now that daddy took the T-bird away)

(fun, fun, fun, now that daddy took the T-bird away)

	Novice
	Apprentice
	Proficient
	Distinguished

	· Limited awareness of audience and or purpose.

· Minimal idea development; limited and or unrelated details.

· Random and or week organization.

· Incorrect and or ineffective sentence structure.

· Incorrect and or ineffective language

· Errors in spelling, punctuation, and capitalization are disproportionate to length and complexity.
	· Some evidence of communicating with an audience for a specific purpose; some lapses in focus.

· Unelaborated idea development; unelaborated and or repetitious details.

· Lapses in organization and or coherence.

· Simplistic and or awkward sentence structure.

· Simplistic and or imprecise language.

· Some errors in spelling, punctuation, and capitalization that do not interfere with communication.
	· Focused on purpose, communicates with an audience; evidence of voice and or suitable tone.

· Depth of idea development supported by elaborated, relevant details.

· Logical, coherent organization.

· Controlled and varied sentence structure.

· Acceptable, effective language.

· Few errors in spelling, punctuation, and capitalization relative to length and complexity.
	· Establishes a purpose and maintains clear focus; strong awareness of audience; evidence of distinctive voice and or appropriate tone.

· Depth and complexity of ideas supported by rich, engaging and or pertinent details; evidence of analysis, reflection, insight.

· Careful and or subtle organization.

· Variety in sentence structure and length enhances effect.

· Precise and or rich language.

· Control of spelling, punctuation, and capitalization.

	Scoring Guide

	Purpose and Audience: The degree to which the writer maintains a focused purpose to communicate with an audience by:

· narrowing the topic to establish a focus

· analyzing and addressing the needs of the intended audience

· adhering to the characteristics of the form (e.g. format, organization)

· employing a suitable tone

· allowing a voice to emerge when appropriate

	Idea Development and Support: The degree to which the writer develops and supports the main ideas and deepens the audience’s understanding by:

· logical, justified, and suitable explanation

· relevant elaboration

· related connections and reflections

· idea development strategies appropriate for the form (e.g. bulleted lists, definitions)

	Organization:  The degree to which the writer creates unity and coherence to accomplish the focused purpose by:

· engaging the audience and establishing a context for reading

· placing ideas and support in a meaningful order

· guiding the reader through the piece with transitions and transitional elements

· providing effective closure

	Sentences:  The degree to which the writer creates effective sentences that are:

· varied in structure and length

· constructed effectively

· complete and correct

	Language:  The degree to which the writer demonstrates:

· word choice

· strong verbs and nouns

· concrete and or sensory details

· language appropriate to the content, purpose, and audience

· concise use of language

· correct usage/grammar

	Correctness:  The degree to which the writer demonstrates:

· correct spelling

· correct punctuation

· correct capitalization

· appropriate documentation of ideas and information from outside sources (e.g. citing authors or titles within the text, listing sources)


	Driving Properly to the “Writer’s Circle:”



	Purpose 


	Audience

	Idea Development and Support


	Organization



	Sentences

	Language



Create a visual to show the six criteria of a smooth ride to the “writer’s circle.” After making your visual, make notes to explain the importance of each criteria to good writing.
Lesson 1                    Student Organizer           Metaphorically Speaking

	1-2-3-4
	Reflection


	Step 1:  Big Idea Presented Today




	Step 2:

Important Details You want to Remember:


	

	
	


	Step 3:  Personal Connection




	Step 4:  Questions You Have




Lesson 1                                                     Reflection                       1-2-3-4
Free Write:  

Lesson # 2 A Retrieved Reformation
Essential Question: What makes a story worth reading?
	Foyer:  How will you connect to prior knowledge?

	Inductive Learning Strategy

Examine the list of words taken from a short story by O. Henry.  Sort the words into categories and give each group a label.  Examine the groups you have formed and see if you can make some predictions about what you think the story will be about.  

Students group a list of words and teacher collects predictions about what the students think the story might be about.  

Teacher should point out that good readers make predictions about stories they read and as they collect evidence to refute their predictions, change and make new predictions.



	Library:  How will students acquire new learning?

	Students read “A Retrieved Reformation,” by O. Henry.  As they read, students collect evidence from the story to support or refute their predictions.  Teacher facilitates discussion and examines the hypotheses/predictions made by students.  
Teacher points out the habits of good readers:  “Good readers make predictions as they read and collect evidence to support or refute their predictions.  As good readers monitor their predictions they reassess, ask questions and make new predictions based on clues they gather while reading.”



	Workplace:  How will students practice and rehearse the new learning?

	Teacher processes the story through questioning and guiding the students’ discussion around the evidence collected to refute or support class predictions.


	Kitchen:  How will students demonstrate their understanding?

	Assessment: Group discussion questioning around the wheel.
Students work with a small group of four to five students to discuss and reach group consensus.  Teacher facilitates whole class discussion using Q-Space and Probing questioning techniques.

Students examine samples of students’ short stories collected from previous years.  Working in groups, students asses the quality of the writing based on criteria of Kentucky Holistic Scoring Guide and the class list of criteria for what makes for a good story.  Teacher leads discussion to help students understand how the elements of story work together to build a quality writing piece.


	Reflection:  How will students look back on the learning?

	Personal Writing Goals:  Students work with Writer’s Club to set personal writing goals for the short story unit.


Lesson 2                       Inductive Learning                            O. Henry

                                       A Retrieved Reformation

	Examine the words in the list and find patterns of similar groupings.  What kinds of groups can you make?  How might you label the groups?

warden                     stock holder                    governor                         guard

liberty                       pardon                             outside                            sentence

straight                     rehabilitate                      prison                               shoe shop

safe                           Valentine 9762                cigar                                 law

prosperity                 Springfield Job                 jury                                  five dollar bill

collapsed                  suit                                   innocent                          victim

honest                       train                                 squeaky shoes               arrest

citizenship                key                                   overpower                       drills

old scores                 Ben Price                        detective                          clamps

Elmore Bank             vault                                 inspection                       steel bolts

dry goods                  dodger                            getaway                           robberies

tumblers                    Annabel Adams             drug store                          convulsions
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Ralph Spencer           screamed                       hotel                                braces

crooked                      general store                 anguish                             shrieked

tumblers                      time lock                       cracksman                        Richmond

burglar proof               Little Rock                    buggy                                faint




Once you have formed your groups, make 4-5 predictions about what you think will happen in the story.  Keep in mind the elements of a good story as you make your predictions.
Group and Label                      A Retrieved Reformation                      O. Henry










Predictions:  A Retrieved Reformation
Make predictions prior to reading.  As you read, collect evidence to support or refute your predictions.
	Evidence to Support
	     Hypothesis #1

	Evidence to Refute


	Evidence to Support
	     Hypothesis #2

	Evidence to Refute


	Evidence to Support
	     Hypothesis #3

	Evidence to Refute


	Evidence to Support
	     Hypothesis #4

	Evidence to Refute


	Evidence to Support
	     Hypothesis #5


	Evidence to Refute


excerpt from   “A Retrieved Reformation”
                                   O. Henry
A guard came to the prison shoe-shop, where Jimmy Valentine was assiduously stitching uppers, and escorted him to the front office.  There the warden handed Jimmy his pardon, which had been signed that morning by the governor.  Jimmy took it in a tired kind of way.  He had served nearly ten months of a four-year sentence.  He had expected to stay only about three months, at the longest.  When a man with as many friends on the outside as Jimmy Valentine had is received in the “stir” it is hardly worth while to cut his hair.

“Now, Valentine,” said the warden, “you’ll go out in the morning.”  

“Brace up, and make a man of yourself.  You’re not a bad fellow at heart.  Stop cracking safes, and live straight.”

“Me?” said Jimmy, in surprise.  “Why, I never cracked a safe in my life.”

“Oh, no,” laughed the warden.  “Of course not! Let’s see, now.  How was it you happened to get sent up on that Springfield job?  Was it because you wouldn’t prove an alibi for fear of compromising somebody in extremely high-toned society?  Or was it simply a case of a mean old jury that had it in for you?  It’s always one or the other with you innocent victims.”

“Me?” said Jimmy, still blankly virtuous.  “Why, warden, I never was in Springfield in my life!”

“Take him back, Cronin,” smiled the warden,” and fix him up with outgoing clothes.  Unlock him at seven in the morning, and let him come to the bull pen.  Better think over my advice, Valentine.”
At a quarter past seven on the next morning Jimmy stood in the warden’s outer office.  He had on a suit of the villainously fitting, ready-made clothes and a pair of the stiff, squeaky shoes that the state furnishes to its discharged compulsory guests.

The clerk handed him a railroad ticket and the five-dollar bill with which the law expected him to rehabilitate himself into good citizenship and prosperity.  The warden gave him a cigar, and shook hands.  Valentine 9762, was chronicled on the books “Pardoned by Governor,” and Mr. James Valentine walked out into the sunshine.

Disregarding the song of the birds, the waving green trees, and the smell of the flowers, Jimmy headed straight for a restaurant.  There he tasted the first sweet joys of liberty in the shape of a broiled chicken and a bottle of white wine—followed by a cigar a grade better than the one the warden had given him.  From there he proceeded leisurely to the depot.  He tossed a quarter into the hat of a blind man sitting by the door, and boarded his train.  Three hours set him down in a little town near the state line.  He went to the café of one Mike Dolan and shook hands with Mike, who was alone behind the bar.

“Sorry we couldn’t make it sooner, Jimmy, me boy,” said Mike.  “But we had that protest from Springfield to buck against, and the governor nearly balked.  Feeling alright?”

“Fine,” said Jimmy.  “Got my key?”

He got his key and went upstairs, unlocking the door of a room at the rear.  Everything was just as he had left it.  There on the floor was still Ben Price’s collar-button that had been torn from that eminent detective’s shirt-band when they had overpowered Jimmy to arrest him.

Pulling out from the wall a folding bed, Jimmy slid back a panel in the wall and dragged out a dust-covered suitcase.  He opened this and gazed fondly at the finest set of burglar’s tools in the East.  It was a complete set, made of specially tempered steel, the latest designs in drills’ punches, braces and bits, jimmies, clamps, and augers, with two or three novelties invented by Jimmy himself, in which he took pride.  Over nine hundred dollars they had cost him to have made at ________, a place where they make such things for the profession.
In half an hour Jimmy went downstairs and through the café.  He was now dressed in tasteful and well-fitting clothes, and carried his dusted and cleaned suitcase in his hand.

“Got anything on?” asked Mike Dolan, genially.

“Me?” said Jimmy, in a puzzled tone. “I don’t understand.  I’m representing the New York Amalgamated Short Snap Biscuit Cracker and Frazzled Wheat Company.”

This statement delighted Mike to such an extent that Jimmy had to take a seltzer-and-milk on the spot.  He never touched the ‘hard’ drinks.

A week after the release of Valentine, 9762, there was a neat job of safe-burglary done in Richmond, Indiana, with no clue to the author.  A scant eight hundred dollars was all that was secured.  Two weeks after that a patented, improved, burglar-proof safe in Logansport was opened like a cheese to the tune of fifteen hundred dollars, currency; securities and silver untouched.  That began to interest the rogue-catchers.  Then an old-fashioned banksafe in Jefferson City became active and threw out of its crater an exemption of bank-notes amounting to five thousand dollars.  The losses were now high enough to bring the matter up into Ben Price’s class of work.  By comparing notes, a remarkable similarity in the methods of the burglaries was noticed.  Ben Price investigated the scenes of the robberies, and was heard to remark:
“That’s  Dandy Jim Valentine’s autograph.  He’s resumed business.  Look at that combination knob—jerked out as easy as pulling up a radish in wet weather.  He’s got the only clamps that can do it.  And look how clean those tumblers were punched out!  Jimmy never has to drill but one hole.  Yes, I guess I WANT Mr. Valentine.  He’ll do his bit next time without any short time or clemency foolishness.”

Ben Price knew Jimmy’s habits.  He had learned them while working up the Springfield case.  Long jumps, quick getaways, no confederates, and a taste for good society…; these ways had helped Mr. Valentine to become noted as a successful dodger of retribution.  It was given out that Ben Price had taken up the trail of the elusive cracksman, and other people with burglar-proof safes felt more at ease.

One afternoon Jimmy Valentine and his suitcase climb ed out of the mail-hack in Elmore, a little town five miles off the rail-road down in the black-jack country of Arkansas.  Jimmy, looking like an athletic young senior just home from college, went down the board sidewalk toward the hotel.

A young lady crossed the street, passed him at the corner and entered a door over which was the sign “The Elmore Bank.”  Jimmy Valentine looked into her eyes, forgot what he was, and became another man.  She lowered her eyes and colored slightly.  Young men of Jimmy’s style and looks were scarce in Elmore.

Jimmy collared a boy that loafing on the steps of the bank as if he were one of the stock-holders, and began to ask him questions about the town, feeding him dimes at intervals.  By and by the young lady came out, looking royally unconscious of the young man with the suitcase, and went her way.

“Isn’t that young lady Miss Polly Simpson?” asked Jimmy, with specious guile.

“Naw,” said the boy.  “She’s Annabel Adams.  Her pa owns this bank. What’d you come to Elmore for? Is that a gold watch-chain?  I’m going to get a bulldog.  Got any more dimes?”

Jimmy went to the Planters’ Hotel, registered as Ralph D. Spencer, and engaged a room.  He leaned on the desk and declared his platform to the clerk.  He said he had come to Elmore to look for a location to go into business.  How was the shoe business, now, in the town?  He had thought of the shoe business.  Was there an opening?

The clerk was impressed by the clothes and manner of Jimmy.  He, himself, was something of a pattern of fashion to the thinly gilded youth of Elmore, but he now perceived his shortcomings.  While trying to figure out Jimmy’s manner of tying his four-in-hand he cordially gave information.
Yes, there ought to be a good opening in the shoe line.  There wasn’t an exclusive shoe-store in the place.  The dry-goods and general stores handled them.  Business in all lines was fairly good.  Hoped Mr. Spencer would decide to locate in Elmore.  He would find it a pleasant town to live in, and the people were very sociable.

Mr. Spencer thought he would stop over in the town a few days and llook over the situation.  No, the clerk needn’t call the boy.  He would carry up his suitcase, himself; it was rather heavy.

Mr. Ralph Spencer, the phoenix that arose from Jimmy Valentine’s ashes—ashes left by the flame of a sudden and alternative attack of love…..remained in Elmore, and prospered.  He opened a shoe-store and secured a good run of trade.

Socially he was also a success, and made many friends.  And he accomplished the wish of his heart.  He met Miss Annabel Adams, and became more and more captivated by her charms.

At the end of a year the situation of Mr. Ralph Spencer was this:  he had won the respect of the community, his shoe-store was flourishing, and he and Annabel were engaged to be married in two weeks.  Mr. Adams, the typical, plodding, country banker, approved of Spencer.  Annabel’s pride in him almost equaled her affection.  He was as much at home in the family of Mr. Adams and that of Annabel’s married sister as if he were already a member.

One day Jimmy sat down in his room and wrote this letter, which he mailed to the safe address of one of his old friends in St. Louis:



Dear Old Pal:



I want you to be at Sullivan’s place, in Little Rock,



Next Wednesday night at nine o’clock, I want you



to wind up some little matters for me.  And, also, I



want to make you a present of my kit of tools.  I 



know you’ll be glad to get them—you couldn’t duplicate



the lot for a thousand dollars.  Say, Billy, I’ve quit the 



old business…..; a year ago.  I’ve got a nice store.  I’m



making an honest living, and I’m going to marry



the finest girl on earth two weeks from now.  It’s the



only life, Billy….; the straight one.  I wouldn’t touch



a dollar of another man’s money now for a million.



After I get married I’m going to sell out and go West,



where there won’t be so much danger of having old



scores brought up against me.  I tell you Billy, she is



an angel.  She believes in me; and I wouldn’t do another



crooked thing for the whole world.  Be sure to be at Sully’s



for I must see you.  I’ll bring along the tools with me.







Your Old Friend,







Jimmy

On the Monday night after Jimmy wrote this letter, Ben Price jogged 

unobtrusively into Elmore in a livery buggy.  He lounged about town in his quiet way until he found out what he wanted to know.  From the drug store across the street from Spencer’s shoe-store he got a good look at Ralph D. Spencer.

“Going to marry the banker’s daughter are you, Jimmy?”  said Ben to himself, softly.  “Well, I don’t know!”

The next morning Jimmy took breakfast at the Adamses.  He was going to Little Rock that day to order his wedding suit and buy something nice for Annabel.  That would be the first time he had left the town since he came to Elmore.  It had been more than a year now since those last professional ‘jobs,’ and he thought he could safely venture out.

After breakfast quite a family party went down together…..; Mr. Adams, Annabet, Jimmy, and Annabel’s married sister with her two little girls, aged five and nine.  They came by the hotel where Jimmy still boarded, and he ran up to his room and brought along his suitcase.  Then they went on to the bank.  There stood Jimmy’s horse and buggy and Dolph Gibson, who was going to drive him over to the railroad station.

All went inside the high, carved oak railings into the banking-room….’; Jimmy included, for Mr. Adams’ future son-in-law was welcome anywhere.  The clerks were pleased to be greeted by the good-looking, agreeable young man who was going to marry Miss Annabel.  Jimmy set his suitcase down.  Annabel, whose heart was bubbling with happiness and lively youth, put on Jimmy’s hat and picked up the suitcase.  “Wouldn’t I make a nice drummer?”  said Annabel.  “My! Ralph, how heavy it is.  Feels like it was full of gold bricks.”

“Lots of nickel-plated shoe-horns in there,” said Jimmy, coolly, “that I am going to return.  Thought I’d save express charges by taking them up.  I’m getting awfully economical.”

The Elmore Bank had just put in a new safe and vault.  Mr. Adams was very proud of it, and insisted on an inspection by everyone.  The vault was a small one, but it had a new patented door.  It fastened with three solid steel bolts thrown simultaneously with a single handle, and had a time-lock.  Mr. Adams beamingly explained its workings to Mr. Spencer, who showed a courteous but not too intelligent interest.  The two children, May and Agatha, were delighted by the shining metal and funny clock and knobs.

While they were thus engaged, Ben Price sauntered in and leaned on his elbow, looking casually inside between the railings.  He told the teller that he didn’t want anything; he was just waiting for a man he knew.

Suddenly there was a scream or two from the women, and a commotion.  Unperceived by the elders, May, the nine year old girl, in a spirit of play, had shut Agatha in the vault.  She had then shot the bolts and turned the knob of the combination as she had seen Mr. Adams do.

The old banker sprang to the handle and tugged at it for a moment.  “The door can’t be opened,” he groaned.  “The clock hasn’t been wound nor the combination set.”

Agatha’s mother screamed again, hysterically.

“Hush!” said Mr. Adams, raising his trembling hand.  “All be quiet for a moment, Agatha!” he called as loudly as he could:

“Listen to me.”  During the following silence they could hear the faint sound of a child wildly shrieking in the dark vault in a panic of terror.

“My precious darling!” wailed the mother.  “She will die of fright!  Open the door! Oh, break it open! Can’t you men do something?”

“There isn’t a man nearer than Little Rock who can open that door,” said Mr. Adams, in a shaky voice.  “My God! Spencer, what shall we do?  That child…..; she can’t stand it long in there.  There isn’t enough air, and besides, she’ll go into convulsions from fright.”

Agatha’s mother, frantic now, beat the door of the vault with her hands.  Somebody wildly suggested dynamite.  Annabel turned to Jimmy, her large eyes full of anguish, but not yet despairing.  To a woman nothing seems quite impossible to the powers of the man she worships.

“Can’t you do something, Ralph….; try, won’t  you?”

He looked at her with a queer, soft smile on his lips and in his keen eyes.
“Annabel,” he said, “give me that rose you are wearing, will you?”

Hardly believing that she heard him right, she unpinned the bud from the bosom of her dress, and placed it in his hand.  Jimmy stuffed it into his vest pocket, threw off his coat and pulled up his shirt-sleeves.  With that act, Ralph D. Spencer passed away and Jimmy Valentine took his place.

“Get away from the door, all of you,” he commanded, shortly.  He set his suitcase on the table, and opened it out flat.  From that time on he seemed to be unconscious of the presence of any one else.  He laid out the shining, queer implements swiftly and orderly, whistling softly to himself as he always did when at work.  In a deep silence and immovable, the others watched him as if under a spell.

In a minute, Jimmy’s pet drill was biting smoothly into the steel door.  In ten minutes….; breaking his own burglarious record….; he threw back the bolts and opened the door.

Agatha, almost collapsed, but safe, was gathered into her mother’s arms.

Jimmy Valentine put on his coat, and walked outside the railings toward the front door.  As he went he thought he heard a far away voice that he once knew call “Ralph!” But he never hesitated.

At the door a big man stood somewhat in his way.  “Hello, Ben!” said Jimmy, still with his strange smile.  “Got around at last, have you?  Well, let’s go.  I don’t know that it makes much difference, now.”

And then Ben Price acted rather strangely.

“Guess you’re mistaken, Mr. Spencer,” he said.  “Don’t believe I recognize you.  Your buggy’s waiting for you, ain’t it?”

And Ben Price turned and strolled down the street.

Henry, O. The Complete Works of O. Henry.  New York:  Doubleday and Company, 1936.

Discussion questions for whole class:
	Mastery
	Interpersonal

	What is the author’s purpose?

What is the lesson to be learned from the reading of this story?


	How does O. Henry help the reader to understand the main character? 

How would you describe the personal traits of Jimmy Valentine/ Ralph D. Spencer?

	How does O. Henry use an unsuspected twist in the plot to engage the reader?

Why might this writing technique hold a reader’s attention?


	The title of the story is “A Retrieved Reformation.”  What would another good title for this story be?  Explain your thinking.


	Understanding
	Self Expressive


Open Response:
O. Henry’s story, “A Retrieved Reformation,” is a well known story that has endured over time.

A. Describe the character of Jimmy Valentine.

B. Explain why character development is critical to the understanding and development of the storyline.
C. What is the appeal of this story to the reader?  Why is this a story worth reading?

K-W-L Chart                                  Short Story Elements                                 Vocabulary

	Literary Elements
	What do I know about these literary elements?
	How did O. Henry use these elements in the story?
	What do I need to learn about these literary elements?
	What have I learned about how writers use these literary elements?
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Work with your Writer’s Club to examine the following short stories written by former students.  As you work with your writing team members  look for literary elements and writing techniques used by your peers.   

Think about the following questions as you read and discuss the following stories:

1. What is the author’s purpose?
2. Who is the audience?  How are their needs met in the story?

3. How does the writer develop character?

4. Whose voice is heard in the story?

5. What is the tone of the story?  How does the writer establish the tone?

6. Who is telling the story?  How does perspective influence the telling of the story?

7. What is the conflict of the story?  How does the writer build on the conflict to hold the reader’s attention?

8. How well does the writer communicate ideas?  What could the writer have done differently?

9. How well did the writer use literary elements to write a story worth reading?

10. What have you learned from other writers that may help you when writing short stories?  

Mirrors

There exists a fine line between what we know and recognize as reality and what is truly real.  The true horrors of 

the world are filtered through our logical minds, and that which we do not perceive as reality is usually vanquished from 

our memory.  We were given this mechanism to preserve the sanity of our feeble brains, but all mechanisms are prone to 

failure sometime.  Indeed, my mechanism has failed.


Recently I have been in a horrid financial condition.  My accounts are completely empty, and my wallet is also running dry.  I was forced to take the best offer I could for a living space.  That offer came to me in the form of this accursed house.  I had no choice, but I regret it nonetheless.

I probably should have suspected some foul presence when the previous owner sold this house to me for almost nothing.  He had been eager to leave, having some strange fear of the house and its many rooms.  Indeed, the rooms were strange.  Each chamber was adorned with at least one, huge mirror that was built into the very wall.  This fact had intrigued me at first, but now I realize that these mirrors are what seem to be causing my delirium.  I have yet to overcome the intense madness that infects my brain at this moment, but I will do my best to explain.


My first few days in this hellish abode were actually quite peaceful.  My sleeps were unbroken, my meals were quiet, and my students went without interruption.  This was before I started seeing the visions in the mirrors.  They came to me only sporadically at first, nothing more than a mere sound or a fleeting glance.  I disregarded them as mere imagination.  Soon, however, they grew more and more intense, as if they were building up to something completely horrible.  


I remember on night when I was trying to get to sleep.  My day had consisted of  a rigorous job search that had lead me to absolutely nowhere.  I was lying in my bed, wondering where I should go during the next day, and my thoughts were intruded upon by a faint noise.


Any person should note that the house gets unnaturally silent during the night.  The age old walls had the uncanny ability to imprison any sound wherever it may lurk.  It did this very well.  This is why I was disturbed at first by the noise, which in itself, was quiet but audible.  Time seemed to allow this sound to grow louder, as I could soon distinctly pick out the giggling of a small child followed by the noise of a bouncing ball.  The idea passed through my mind that some child might be playing outside, and I soon got to sleep.


The sound had continued, however, each night afterwards for a week.  I began to wonder what type of parents would let their child out at the hours of the night at which this young one played.  My question was answered on night, when I faintly heard the anguished cries of a young mother calling for her son.


“Andrew! Andrew!” was what she yelled.  “Andrew, get in here, the dog’s gotten loose!  Andrew!”


I remember hearing the child’s giggle once again along with the constant bouncing of the ball.  I remember the mother calling again to her child.  I remember hearing the noise of the ball grow louder and louder until it seemed that it was nearly inside my room.  As the sound grew increasingly louder, a realization startled me.  The ball was bouncing against my bedroom door.  


“Andrew!” the mother called again.


Again, the child giggled with delight.  I distinctly heard the scuffle of footsteps in the hallway outside my room.


“Andrew!” the mother’s shout was stern this time, and very near. “Andrew, come here at once!”  she also seemed to be in the hall.

“No mamma!” was the child’s whining reply.


I heard the mother take a few striding footsteps until she reached her child.  “Andrew, you are coming with me right now!”


The child started to wail.  I could hear his anguished cries as his mother cut short his bouncing game.  The two seemed to get into a struggle as the child tried to break free from his mother’s grasp.  The noise grew to an unbearable level.


At this time I was lying in bed, listening to everything and wondering how these people got into my house.  I quickly stepped out of bed to approach the family that seemed to be arguing just outside my bedroom.  The intensity of the struggling child increased as his wail grew to enormous proportions.  I immediately opened the door to face these people.


Silence.  Emptiness.  A single, rubber ball bounced at my feet.


The next day I searched the house very thoroughly for any signs of human entry.  Nothing.


That night, I decided to stay up again to see if the phenomenon would recur. It did.  I had closed the door to my room once again because the long, dark corridor made me uncomfortable.  I soon heard the mother’s cry for her child once more.  This time, however, there was no giggling, no reply of any sort.


The mother’s wails continued for many minutes, until I heard something once again outside my door.  It was the child.  He giggled slightly as he came scuffling down the hallway.


“Andrew! There you are!”  I heard the mother cry.  “I told you that the dog’s gotten loose!”  She, too, ran down the hall.

Grade 7

Short Story

Revenge
”Hey, Rusty,” called Jacob Salsbury, the biggest bully in town, from across the street.  

“Yeah?” answered Rusty as he exited the candy shop.


“Go check out your bike.  See how you like it.”


“What did you do to it, Jacob?”


“Oh, I just made a few adjustments.  I know you’ll like it. Ha-Ha-Ha!”


Rusty sprinted behind the candy shop where he had left his bike.  He was devastated at what he saw.  Jacob had slashed the tires so that they now were flat.  On top of all thaqt he had turned the seat around backwards and taken the chain off.  “Oh man! My parents are going to be furious!”


The sad thing was that Rusty was completely defenseless, at least physically.  Rust was a genuine nerd.  His moppy brown hair flopped into his eyes as he walked home, which was more than a mile away.  Everyone who was not Rusty’s friend picked on him, especially Jacob Salsbury.


At the time, Rusty was not thinking about this.  He had his mind focused on how to regain revenge on Jacob.


“Rusty, where on earth have you been?” questioned Mrs. Felps, his mom, as he trudged into the kitchen.


“Walking home.”


“But, I thought you rode your bike…”


“Yeah, I did, but Jacob slashed my tires.”


“He did what?” she yelled.


“He also turned the seat around and took the chain off.”


When Rusty told her this, she grabbed him by the arm and went out to the garage.  He showed her the damage and she was outraged.


“I gotta get Jacob back somehow,” said Rusty quietly as he walked upstairs to his room.  He sat down at his desk and began playing Alien Invader III, his new video game.  After about two hours, Mr. Felps came up and made Rusty go to bed.  He could not fall asleep, so he just lay there looking at his glow in the dark map of the universe and brainstorming ways to get back at Jacob.  He was going to get him good, really good.  While sleeping, Rusty came up with a plan that would make Jacob miserable.


The next morning, Rusty took a shower and got ready for school.  He stuffed a tube of superglue into his pocket as he walked out the door.  He left earlier than usual to make sure that Jacob would not be there when he arrived.


“Hi, Mr. Slack,” said Rusty cheerfully as he passed the principal in the hall.  There were few other students around, which was to his advantage.  Rusty walked straight into Mrs. Turner’s class and she was not there yet, so he had the room all to himself.  He found the desk where Jacob sat and pulled out the chair.  Then, he smeared superglue all over the seat.  It was clear and hardly noticeable.  After doing this, Rusty went and sat down at his own desk.


Jacob was the last person to enter the room.  When he did, Rusty started sweating and his glasses slid down his nose.  Rusty was relieved when Jacob sat down, not noticing the glue.  The bell rang a few minutes later and class was in session.

“Class, the first thing we are going to do today is grammar, so get out your grammar books,” said Mrs. Turner.  “Yes, Jacob, what is it?’


“Ummm, I left my grammar book in my locker.  May I go and get it?”


“Yes, but hurry back.  Next time, be sure to bring it with you okay?”


Jacob tried to get out of his seat, but he couldn’t.  His rear end was stuck to the seat.  “Mrs. Turner,” he pleaded, “ I can’t get up.  I’m stuck.”


“Oh, stop being silly, of course you can.”


“But….”


“Jacob, if you do not want a zero for today’s daily grade, I suggest you get out of your seat and go to your locker.”


“I can’t get up.  Come over here and look for yourself.”


Sure enough, Mrs. Turner saw that Jacob was super-glued to his chair.  By this time, a few of the students were giggling.  “Well, I suppose you will have to take your pants off to get loose,” said Mrs. Turner.


“What?” exclaimed Jacob.


“I don’t know anything else that we can do.  If you do, I’d be happy to let you try it.”

Unwillingly, Jacob did as he was told.  The class broke out into a roar of laughter, especially Rusty.  Jacob turned as red as a strawberry.  He ran to the office in his boxer shorts and called his mom to come pick him up.


Rusty was very pleased with himself.  Rather than using strength, Rusty relied on his brain to gain revenge on Jacob. He had a feeling that Jacob would not be bothering him again.
The Haunted Christmas Tree


It was a cold, blustery night.  Every child on Side Street was supposed to be in bed.  Most were asleep, dreaming of the toys that would await them in the morning.  In the Keeps’ household 7 year-old Mary and 4 year-old Sara are wide awake when everyone else is asleep (or so they thought).


“Mary, button my nightgown,” Sara asked frustrated.


“Sara, you’ve ripped the top button.  Wait here, I’, going to got get a safety pin to close the hole,” Mary answered, gently chuckling as she walked down the hall to the bathroom.


Sara sat down on the edge of her bed, grabbed her pillow, and snuggled her face into the soft, flannel, pillow case and surprisingly went to sleep.


When Mary returned, she noticed that Sara had fallen asleep.  She gently laid Sara down, tucked her in tight, and softly kissed her forehead.  Mary walked over to her bed on the other side of the room and lay down.  She turned off the lamp on her night stand beside her bed and then realized that the lamp on her sister’s little pink painted night stand was burning dimly.  Mary got up once more, went over to Sara’s bed and turned the carrousel lamp off.  A few hours later…


“Mary,” Sara said, “Mary, did you hear that?”


“Hear what?” replied Mary.


“That noise, it sounded like it came from the living room.  I hope the Christmas tree is still there,” said Sara in a scared voice.


“Don’t worry, at least it was there when I went to the bathroom about ten minutes ago.  Besides, it’s so big you would have to take it down to get it out the door,” Mary reassured Sara.


“Maybe you heard Santa, let’s go to sleep fast.  If he knows we are awake, he might take our presents back,” Mary used as an excuse to get Sara to go to sleep.


Without a word, Sara ran to her bed and lay down and went to sleep with a smile on her face.  Mary walked over to her bed and lay down too, but did not go to sleep.  She lay on her side facing Sara and tried her best to listen for any unusual noises before she drifted off to sleep herself.


Later that night, Sara was awakened again by the same noise she had heard earlier.


“Mary, wake up, Mary!” Sara said in a quiet yet threatening voice.  “Are you awake? Did you hear it?  Are you awake?”


“I am now!” replied Mary in a harsh but quiet tone, as she tired to get her eyes open.


“You don’t sound like you are,” Sara said giving her a I don’t think so look.


“I’m okay, now what do you want?” Mary demanded.


“I heard that noise again, please go look.  I’ll go with you if you will, please!” Sara pleaded.


“Okay, if you’ll quit bothering me, I’ll go.  Get a flashlight!” Mary said.


“Got it, let’s go,” Sara said excitedly.


Slowly, they crept through the hall, trying to be as quiet as possible so that they wouldn’t wake momma and pappa.  They could see the angel glowing in the darkness.  It was holding a candle and had wings that moved as if it were flying.  Ribbons were flowing down her dress like the small, pink streamers at Sara’s birthday party, but smaller.  Mary and Sara could see more and more of the Christmas tree as they tiptoed slowly toward the living room.

Quietly Mary tugged at Sara’s nightgown and started to whisper to her, but before she could say anything, the tree started shaking.  The ornaments were swinging back and forth and some fell to the floor and rolled by their feet.  The floor rattled and shook as the ornaments bounced tragically off the floor.  The girls stood there with their mouths open and couldn’t make a sound because they were so scared.  All at once, Sara made a dash back toward the bedroom and Mary followed on her heels.


When they reached their room and locked the door, Mary said, “What in the world is going on?”


Sara replied breathlessly, “I don’t know, but I’m not going back there, Christmas or not!”


Sara ran to her bed and buried herself under the covers.  Mary stood by the locked door trying to figure out what could have happened.  She wondered if she should wake momma and pappa, but was afraid she would get in trouble for being out of bed herself.  After awhile, she decided she would wait and see if anything else happened.  Meanwhile, Mary noticed Sara had fallen back asleep with her face red from where she had cried.  Mary walked over to the dresser and grabbed a tissue from the candy cane decorated tissue box and wiped Sara’s face.  Then she sat on the end of her bed with her head in her hands listening.  For what, she wasn’t sure.  Different things ran through her mind.  Could it have been Santa?  Could it have been an earthquake?  Had someone broken into their house and stolen all of their presents?  The only way she would know was if she went back out there.


Mary decided that was what she would do, without Sara this time.  She was a scardy cat anyway and would not be much help except for getting them both in trouble for waking momma.  Very quietly, Mary unlocked the bedroom door and listened.  When she didn’t hear anything, she slowly started down the hallway toward the living room again.  So far, everything was quiet.  The angel on the tree glistened in the moonlight but was still.  The Christmas tree was just like it was suppose to be, sparkling and shining and all the presents were piled underneath.  Mary stood thinking and quickly decided she would hide in the living room closet for awhile to see if anything happened.  She slowly made her way to the closet, opened the door, slipped in and closed the closet door behind her.  It sure was dark.  Mary almost decided it wasn’t a good idea after all, but since she was there she might as well wait awhile.  She tried to get comfortable among the coats and clutter in the closet.

All of a sudden she heard noises again.  Mary peeped through the door, got scared and closed it again.  Mary had to settle herself down so she wouldn’t run out screaming.  After awhile she got enough courage to peep through the door again.  The tree shook and rustled noisily but not as much as before.  She slowly inched out of the closet, looked around and made her way to the tree.  She saw a dark shadow between the lower branches of the tree as it slowly moved upward.  By now, she was more curious than scared.  Mary quietly made her way to the tree and peered into the branches, but before she could see what was there, she heard a cry from the bedroom.  Sara awoke and called her name.  Paying no attention to her, Mary took a deep breath for courage and parted the branches of the tree.


Two bright green eyes peered back at Mary.


“Chowder, is that you?” Mary said.


“All this time, it’s been you that’s made the tree shake and the ornaments fall off,” Mary said relieved.


She picked up Chowder and took her to the bedroom.


“Look Sara, here is our ghost of Christmas.”


“Chowder,” Sara cried.


It was only the family cat.  Chowder was about a year old and full of mischief.  She was light brown in color and not really a very pretty cat, but she was loved just the same.


“That was you all this time!” Sara took Chowder into her arms and kissed her on the top of her head.  She took Chowder to her bed and sat her down.  Mary sat down on the end of the bed.  Chowder walked over to her and curled up on Mary’s lap and went to sleep.  Even though it was 7 A.M. Sara lay down in her soft sheets and soundlessly went to sleep.  Mary gently pushed Chowder off her lap and onto the end of the bed.  Chowder didn’t pay any attention to the change, but went to sleep as if she was still in Mary’s lap.  Mary walked over to her bed and lay down and drifted off to sleep once more.

Think about the three sample readings you have been reviewing in your Writer’s Club.

The Mirror

Revenge

The Haunted Christmas Tree

Rank them accordingly to how well you think the writer use literary elements to build a story worth reading:




Compare your ranking with others in the class.  Justify your reasons for ranking the stories as you did, be sure to explain the strengths of the piece you chose.

As a writer what can you learn from these pieces that might help you when planning your own short story?

Assessment:  Kentucky Common Released Item

Reading  Grade 7                             January 2004

Brian’s Winter
The story you are about to read  is an excerpt from Gary Paulsen’s book, Brian’s Winter.  Brian is the only survivor of a plane that crashed in the Canadian wilderness.  Read about the exciting adventure Brian had with a bear.  Then answer the questions that follow.

He didn’t know the time, but somewhere in the middle of the night he awakened suddenly.  He had come to rely on his senses and he knew something had changed to snap him awak that way and he lay with his eyes wide in the dark, listening, smelling, trying to see.
He did not have long to wait.

There was a soft rustle, then a whoofing sound and the whole wall of the shelter peeled away from the rock as if caught in an earthquake, away and down and Brian—still in his bag—was looking up in the dark and at the enormous form of a bear learning over him.

There was no time to react, to move, to do anything.

Meat, Brian had to think—he’s smelled the venison and come for it.  He’s come for the mea---

And it was true.  The bear had come for the meat, but the problem was that Brian lay between the bear and the meat, and the bear cuffed him to the side.  As it was it wasn’t much of a cuff—nowhere near what the bear could have done, which would have broken Brian’s legs—but the bag was zipped and Brian became tangled in it and couldn’t move fast enough to stay out of the way so the bear hit him again.

This time hard.  The blow took Brian in the upper thigh and even through the bag it was solid enough to dislocate his hip.

He cried out, “Ahhhhh…..”

The bear stopped dead in the darkness.  Brian could see the head turn to look back and down at him, a slow turning, huge and full of threat, and the bear’s breath washed over him and he thought I am going to die now.  All this that I have done and I’m going to die because a bear wants to eat and I am in the way.  He could see the bear’s teeth as it showed them and he couldn’t, simply couldn’t do anything; couldn’t move, couldn’t react.  It was all over.

The bear started to move down toward Brian and then hesitated, stopped and raised its head again and turned to look back over its shoulder to the left.

Half a beat and Brian lay still, staring up at the bear.  But now, a new smell, over the smell of the bear; a rank, foul, sulfurous and gagging smell as the bear turned and took a full shot of skunk spray directly in the eyes.

Betty had arrived.  Whether she’d just been out hunting and had come back or had been awakened and surprised or simply didn’t like bears very much—whatever the reason, she had dumped a full load in the bear’s face.

The effect was immediate and devasting.

“Rowwrrmph!”

The bear seemed to turn inside itself, knocking Brian farther to the side, and rolled backward out of the shelter area, slamming its head back and forth on the ground, trying to clear its eyes, hacking and throwing up as it vanished in the night.

Brian looked to the source of all this.  Betty stood near the end of the shelter, still with her tailed raised, only now aimed at Brian.  She twitched it once, then again, and Brian shook his head.
“I’m sorry, I just think you’d be thinking of food….” He took a piece of meat from the pile—a big one—and tossed it to her and she lowered her tail, picked up the meat and waddled off into the dark in the direction of her burrow.

Brian lay back in his bag.  His shelter was a mess, the wall tipped over, and his hip hurt, but it wasn’t raining and the bag was warm.  He could fix things up in the morning.

The stink of skunk was everywhere—much of what Betty had shot at the bear had gone around it and hit the wall—but Brian didn’t mind.  In fact, he thought, I’ve grown kind of fond of it.  I’ll have to make sure to give her extra food.  It was like having a pet nuclear device.

He went to sleep smiling.
Mark your answer choices for multiple choice questions 1-4 in the spaces below:
1. The bear came into the shelter to

· hurt Brian

· find berries

· hide from Betty

· get venison

2. In the beginning of the story the author writes, “the bear cuffed him…”  What does the word cuffed mean?
· bit
· turned
· hit
· carried
3. This story is based on the conflict of

· person versus person
· person versus society
· person versus self
· person versus nature
4. Which animal sense is shown most in this passage?

· smell

· sight

· hearing

· taste

Open Response:  

Read all parts of the question before you begin.  Write your answer to open response question 5 in the space provided on the next page.

5. This passage is from the story “Brian’s Winter” and tells the story of an adventure in the wilderness.

A. Identify TWO events that are described in the passage.

B. Compare the feelings that Brian had during each of these events.  Use details from the passage to support your answer.
	Open Response #5



	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	


Lesson # 3:  Planning the Short Story
Guiding Question: What makes an ordinary story extraordinary?
	Foyer:  How will you connect to prior knowledge?

	Think of a time that you were successful because of planning and preparation.  How did planning help you to reach your goals or complete your task successfully?  
Think-Pair-Share

Writers know that planning is a critical aspect of writing.  Many writers will tell you they know how their novel will end before writing the first chapter.  They know the purpose of their writing before ever putting pen to paper.  This is true also for the short story. 


	Library:  How will students acquire new learning?

	Literature Circle
Read and discuss Split Cherry Tree by Jesse Stuart.

  Mastery

  Interpersonal

Create a story map of the story identifying the literary elements.

           Characterization?

            Plot?

           Theme?

           Conflict?

           Setting?

            Mood?

            Tone?
What is the valuable life lesson or deeper meaning to be learned from the reading and sharing of this story?

Understanding

Self Expressive

How did Stuart take an ordinary event and turn it into an extraordinary story worth reading?

Writers must be good observers of people, times, places and changes.  What observations did Jesse Stuart make about his world that helped him in the creation of this story?
What observations have you made about your own world that would make for an extraordinary story?




	Workplace:  How will students practice and rehearse the new learning?

	Think about lessons you have learned in life.  What stories can you tell that led up to the learning?  Make a list of the stories in you life that others could benefit from hearing or would enjoy hearing.


	Kitchen:  How will students demonstrate their understanding?

	Planning Stage:  Create a story web or map that shows the course or map your story will take. Share your plan with your Writer’s Club and collect feedback.   


	Reflection:  How will students look back on the learning?

	What personal writing goals do you want to accomplish during the writing of your story?
What criteria will you use to assess the progress of your writing?

Identify a critical friend who will work with you through your writing process offering feedback and critiquing your work.  


The Split Cherry Tree
                      By Jesse Stuart

From Adventures in American Literature, 3rd ed., 142-149 (1947)

“I don’t mind staying after school,” I says to Professor Herbert, “but I’d rather you’d whip me with a switch and let me go home early.  Pa will whip me anyway for getting home two hours late.”

“You are too big to whip,” says Professor Herbert, “an I have to punish you for climbing up in that cherry tree.  You boys knew better than that!  The other five boys have paid their dollar each.  You have been the only one who has not helped pay for the tree.  Can’t you borrow a dollar?”

“I can’t,” I says.  “I’ll have to take the punishment.  I wish it would be a quicker punishment.  I wouldn’t mind.”

Professor Herbert stood and looked at me.  He was a big man.  He wore a grey suit of clothes.  The suit matched his grey hair.

“You don’t know my father,” I says to Professor Herbert.  “He might be called a little old-fashioned.  He makes us mind him until we’re twenty-one years old.  He believes: ‘If you spare the rod, you spoil the child.’ I’ll never be able to make him understand about the cherry tree.  I’m the first of my people to go to high school.

“You must take the punishment,” says Professor Herbert.  “You must stay two hours after school today and two hours after school tomorrow.  I am allowing you twenty-five cents an hour.  That is good money for a high-school student.  You can sweep the schoolhouse floor, wash the blackboards, and clean windows.  I’ll pay the dollar for you.”

I couldn’t ask Professor Herbert to loan me a dollar.  He never offered to loan it to me.  I had to stay and help the janitor and work out my fine at a quarter an hour.

I thought I swept the floor, “What will Pa do to me?  What lie can I tell him when I go home? Why did we ever climb that cherry tree and break it down for anyway?  Why did we run crazy over the hills away from the crowd?  Why did we do this?  Six of us climbed up in a little cherry tree after one little lizard!  Why did the tree split and fall with us?  It should have been a stronger tree!  Why did Eif Crabtree just happen to be below us plowing and catch us up in his cherry tree?  Why wasn’t he a better man than to charge us six dollars for the tree?”

It was six o’clock when I left the schoolhouse.  I had six miles to walk home.  It would be after seven when I got home.  I had all my work to do when I got home.  It took and me both to do the work.  Seven cows to milk.  Nineteen head of cattle to feed, four mules, twenty five hogs, firewood and stovewood to cut, and water to draw from the well.  He would be doing it when I got home.  He would be mad and wondering what was keeping me!
I hurried home.  I would run under the dark, leafless trees.  I would walk fast uphill.  I would run down the hill.  The ground was freezing.  I had to hurry.  I had to run.  I reached the long ridge that led to our cow pasture.  I ran along this ridge.  The wind dried the sweat on my face.  I ran across the pasture to the house.

I threw down my books in the chip yard.  I ran to the barn to spread fodder on the ground for the cattle.  I didn’t take time to change my clean school clothes for my old work clothes.  I ran out to the barn.  I saw Pa spreading the fodder on the ground to the cattle.  That was my job.  I ran up to the fence.  I says, “Leave that for me, Pa. I’ll do it. I’m just a little late.”

“I see you are,” says Pa.  He turned and looked at me.  His eyes danced like fire.  “What in th’ world has kept you so?  Why ain’t you been here to help me with this work?  Make a gentleman out’n one boy in th’ family and this is what you get!  Send you to high school and you get too onery fer th’ buzzards to smell!”

I never said anything.  I didn’t want to tell why I was late from school.  Pa stopped scattering the bundles of fodder.  He looked at me.  He says, “Why are you getting’ in here this time o’ night?  You tell me or I’ll take a hickory with to you right her on th’ spot!”

I says, “I had to stay after school.”  I couldn’t lie to Pa.  He’d go to school and find out why I had to stay.  If I lied to him it would be too bad for me.

“Why did you haf to stay after school?” says Pa.

I says, “Our biology class went on a field trip today.  Six of us boys broke down a cherry tree.  We had to give a dollar apiece to pay for the tree.  I didn’t have the dollar.  Professor Herbert is making me work out my dollar.  He gives me twenty-five cents an hour.  I had to stay in this afternoon.  I’ll have to stay in tomorrow afternoon!”

“Are you telling me th’ truth?” says Pa.

“I’m telling you the truth,” I says.  “Go see for yourself.”

“That’s just what I’ll do in th’ mornin’,” says Pa.  “Jist whose cherry tree did you break down?”

“Eif Crabtree’s cherry tree!”

“What was you doin’ clear out in Eif Crabtree’s place?” says Pa.  “He lives four miles from th’ county high school.  Don’t they teach you no books at that high school?  Do they jist let you get out and gad over th’ hillsides?  If that’s all they do I’ll keep you at home, Dave.  I’ve got work here fer you to do!”

“Pa,” says I, “spring is just getting here.  We take a subject in school where we have to have bugs, snakes, flowers, lizards, frogs, and plants.  It is biology.  It was a pretty day today.  We went out to find a few of these.  Six of us boys saw a lizard at the same time sunning on a cherry tree.  We all went up the tree to get it.  We broke the tree down.  It split at the forks.  Eif Crabtree was plowing down below us.  He ran up the hill and got our names.  The other boys gave their dollar apiece.  I didn’t have mine.  Professor Herbert put mine in for me.  I have to work it out at school.”

“Poor man’s son, huh,” says Pa.  “I’ll attend to that myself in th’ mornin’.  I’ll take keer o’ im.  He ain’t from this country nohow.  I’ll go down there in th’ mornin’ and see ‘im.  Lettin’ you leave your books and gallivant all over th’ hills.  What kind of a school is it nohow!  Didn’t do that, my son, when I’s a little shaver in school.  All fared alike too.”

“Pa, please don’t go down there,”  I says, “just let me have fifty cents and pay the rest of my fine!  I don’t want you to go down there!  I don’t want you to start anything with Professor Herbert!”

“Ashamed of you old Pap are you, Dave,” says Pa, “atter th’ way I’ve worked to raise you!  Tryin’ to send you to school so you can make a better livin’ than I’ve made.

“I’ll straighten this thing out myself!  I’ll take keer o’ Professor Herbert myself!  He ain’t got no right to keep you in and let the other boys off jist because they’ve got money!  I’m a poor man.  A bullet will go in a professor same as it will any man.  It will go in a rich man same as it will a poor man.  Now you get into this work before I take one o’ these withes and cut the shirt off’n your back.”
I thought once I’d run through the woods above the barn just as hard as I could go.  I thought I’d leave high school and home forever!  Pa could not catch me! I’d get away!  I couldn’t go back to school with him.  He’d have a gun and maybe he’d shoot Professor Herbert.  It was hard to tell what he would do.  I could tell Pa that school had changed in the hills from the way it was when he was a boy, but he wouldn’t understand.  I could tell him we studied frogs, birds, snakes, lizards, flowers, insects. But pa wouldn’t understand.  If I did run away from home it wouldn’t matter to Pa.  He would see Professor Herbert anyway.  He would think that high school and Professor Herbert had run me away from home.  There was no need to run away.  I’d just have to stay, finish foddering the cattle, and go to school with pa the next morning.

I would take a bundle of fodder, remove the hickory withe band from around it, and scatter it on rocks, clumps of green briers, and brush so the cattle wouldn’t tramp it under their feet.  I would lean it up against the oak trees and the rocks in the pasture just above our pigpen on the hill.  The fodder was cold and frosty where it had set out in the stacks.  I would carry bundles of the fodder from the stack until I had spread out a bundle for each steer.  Pa went to the barn to feed the mules and throw corn in the pen to the hogs.

The moon shone bright in the cold march sky.  I finished my work by moonlight.  Professor Herbert really didn’t know how much work I had to do at home.  If he had known he would not have kept me after school.  He would have loaned me a dollar to have paid my part on the cherry tree.  He had never lived in the hills.  He didn’t know the way the hill boys had to work so that they could go to school.  Now he was teaching in a county high school where all the boys who attended were from hill farms.

After I’d finished doing my work I went to the house and ate my supper.  Pa and Mom had eaten.  My supper was getting cold.  I hard Pa and Mom talking in the front room.  Pa was telling Mom about me staying after school.
“I had to do all th’ milkin’ tonight, chop th’ wood myself.  It’s too hard on me atter I’ve turned ground all day.  I’m goin’ to take a day off tomorrow and see if I can’t remdy things a little.  I’ll go down to that high school tomorrow.  I won’t be a very good scholar for Professor Herbert nohow.  He won’t keep in atter school.  I’ll take a different kind of lesson down there and make ‘im acquainted with it.”
“Now, Luster,” says Mom. “you jist stay away from there.  Don’t cause a lot o’ trouble.  You can be jailed fer a trick like that.  You’ll get th’ Law atter you.  You’ll jist go down there and show off and plague your own boy Dave to death in front o’ all th’ scholars!”

“Plague or no plague,” says Pa, “he don’t take into consideration what all I haf to do here, does he?  I’ll show ‘im it ain’t right to keep one boy in and let the rest go scot-free.  My boy is good as th’ rest, ain’t he?  A bullet will make a hole in a schoolteacher same as it will anybody else.  He can’t do me that way and get by with it.  I’ll plug ‘im first.  I aim to go down there bright and early in the mornin’ and get all this straight!  I aim to see about bug larnin’ and this runin’ all over God’s creation huntin’ snakes, lizards and frongs.  Ransackin’ th’ country and goin’ through cherry orchards and breakn’ th’ trees down atter lizards!  Old Eif Crabtree ought to a-poured th’ hot lead to ‘em instead o’ chargin’ six dollars fer th’ tree! He ought to a got old Herbert th’ first one!”

I ate my supper.  I slipped upstairs and lit the lamp.  I tired to forget the whole thing. I studied plane geometry.  Then I studied the biology lesson.  I could hardly study for thinking about Pa.  “He’ll go to school with me in the morning.  He’ll take a gun for Professor Herbert!  What will Professor Herbert think of me!  I’ll tell him when Pa leaves that I couldn’t help it.  But Pa might shoot him.  I hate to go with Pa.  Maybe he’ll cool off about it tonight and not go in the morning.”

Pa got up at four o’clock.  He built a fire in the stove.  Then he built a fire in the fireplace.  He got Mom up to get breakfast.  Then he got me up to help feed and milk.  By the time we had our work done at the barn, Mom had breakfast ready for us.  We ate our breakfast.  Daylight came and we could see the bare oak trees covered with frost.  The hills were white with frost.  A cold wind was blowing.  The sky was clear.  The sun would soon come out and melt the frost.  The afternoon would be warm with sunshine and the frozen ground would thaw.  There would be mud on the hills again.  Muddy water would then run down the little ditches on the hills.
“Now, Dave,” says Pa, “let’s get ready fer school.  I aim to go with you this mornin’ and look into bug larnin’, frog larnin’, lizard and snake larnin’, and breakin’ down cherry trees!  I don’t like no sicha foolish way o’ larnin’ myself!”

Pa hadn’t forgot.  I’d have to take him to school with me.  He would take me to school with him.  We were going early.  I was glad we were going early.  If Pa pulled a gun on Professor Herbert there wouldn’t be so many of my classmates to see him.

I knew that Pa wouldn’t be at home in the high school. He wore overalls, big boots, a blue shirt and a sheepskin coat and a slouched black hat gone to seed at the top.  He put his gun in its holster.  We started trudging toward the high school across the hill.

It was early when we got to the county high school.  Professor Herbert had just got there.  I just thought as we walked up the steps into the schoolhouse, “Maybe Pa will find out that Professor Herbert is a good man.  He just doesn’t know him.  Just like I felt toward the Lambert boys across the hill.  I didn’t like them until I’d seen them and talked to them.  After I went to school with them and talked to them, I liked them and we were friends.  It’s a lot in knowing the other fellow.”

“You’re th’ Professor here ain’t your?” says Pa.

“Yes,” says Professor Herbert, “and you are Dave’s father.”

“Yes,” says Pa, pulling out his gun and laying it on the seat in Professor Herbert’s office.  Professor Herbert’s eyes got big behind his black-rimmed glasses when he saw Pa’s gun.  Color came to his pale cheeks.

“Jist a few things about this school I want to know,” says Pa.  “I’m tryin’ to make a scholar out’n Dave.  He’s the only one out’n eleven youngins I’ve sent to high school.  Here he comes in late and leaves me all th’ work to do!  He said you’s all out bug huntin’ yesterday and broke a cherry tree down.  He ahd to stay two hours after school yesterday and work out money to pay on that cherry tree?  Is that right?”

“Wwwwwy,” says Professor Herbert, “I guess it is.”

He looked at Pa’s gun.

“Well,” says Pa, “this ain’t now high school.  It’s a bug school, a lizard school, a snake school! It ain’t no school nohow!”

“Why did you bring that gun?” says Professor Herbert to Pa.

“You see that little hole,” says Pa as he picked up the long blue forty-four and put his finger on the end of the barrel.  “ A bullet can come out’n that hole that will kill a schoolteacher same as it will any other man.  It will kill a rich man same as a poor man.   It will kill a man.  But atter I come in and saw you, I know’d I wouldn’t need it.  This maul  o’ mine could do you up in a few minutes.”

Pa stood there, big, hard, brown-skinned, and mighty beside of Professor Herbert.  I didn’t know Pa was so much bigger and harder.  I’d never seen Pa in a schoolhouse before.  I’d seen Professor Herbert. He’d always looked big before to me.  He didn’t look big standing beside of Pa.

“I was only doing my duty,” says Professor Herbert, “Mr. Sexton, and following the course of study the state provided us with.”

“Course o’ study,” says Pa, “what study, bug study? Varmit study?  Takin youngins to th’ woods and their poor old Ma’s and Pa’s at home a-slavin’ to keep ‘em in school and give ‘em a  education! You kow that’s dangerous, too, puttin’ a lot o’ boys and girls out together like that!”

Students were coming into the schoolhouse now.

Professor Herbert says, “Close the door, Dave, so others won’t hear.”

I walked over and closed the door.  I was shaking like a leaf in the wind.  I thought Pa was going to hit Professor Herbert every minute.  He was doing all the talking.  His face was getting red.  The red color was coming through the brown, weather-beaten skin on Pa’s face.

“I was right with these students,” says Professor Herbert.  “I know what they got into and what they didn’t.  I didn’t send one of the other teachers with them on this field trip.  I went myself.  Yes, I took and boys and girls together.  Why not?”

“It just don’t look good to me,” says Pa, “a-takin’ all this swarm of youngins out to pillage th’ whole deestrict.  Breakin’ down cherry trees.  Keepin’ boyss in atter school.”


”What else could I have done with Dave, Mr. Sexton?” says Professor Herbert.  “The boys didn’t have any business climbing that cherry tree after one lizard.  One boy could have gone up in the tree and got it.  The farmer charged us six dollars.  It was a little steep, I think, but we had to pay.  Must I make five boys pay and let your boy off?  He said he didn’t have the dollar and couldn’t get it.  So I put I in for him.  I’m letting him work it out.  He’s not working for me.  He’s working for the school!”

“I jist don’t kmow what you could a-done with ‘im, “ says Pa, “only a-larruped im with a with!  That’s what he needed!”

“He’s too big to whip,” says Professor Herbert, pointing at me.  “He’s a man in size.”

“He’s not too big fer me to whip,” says Pa.  “They ain’t too big until they are over twenty-one!  It jist didn’t look fair to me!  Work one and let th’ rest out because they got the money.  I don’t see what bugs has got to do with a high school!  It don’t look good to me nohow!”

Pa packed up his gun and put it back in his holster.  The red color left Professor Herbert’s face.  He talked more to Pa.  pa softened a little.  It looked funny to see pa in the high-school building.  It was the first time he’d ever been there.

“We were not only hunting snakes, toads, flowers, butterlies, lizards,” says Professor Herbert, “but, Mr. Sexton, I was hunting dry timothy grass to put in an incubator and raise some protozoa.”

“I don’t know what that is,” says Pa.  “Th’ incubator is th’e new-fangled way o’ cheatin’ th’ hens and raisin’ chickens.  I ain’t so sure about th’ breed o’ chickens you mentioned.”
“You’ve heard of germs, Mr. Sexton, haven’t you?” says Professor Herbert.

“Jist call me Luster, if you don’t mind,” says Pa, very casual like.

“All right, Luster, you’ve heard of germs, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” says Pa, “ but I don’t believe in germs.  I’m sixty-five years old and I ain’t seen one yet!”

“You can’t see them with the naked eye,” says Professor Herbert.  “Just kept that gun in the holster and stay with me in the high school today.  I have a few things I want to show you.  That scum on your teeth has germs in it.”

“What,” says Pa, “you mean to tell me I’ve got germs on my teeth!”

“Yes,” says Professor Herbert.  “The same kind as we might be able to find in a living black snake if we dissect it!”

“I don’t mean to dispute your word,” says Pa, “but I don’t believe I have germs on my teeth!”

“Stay with me today and I’ll show you.  I want to take you through the school anyway!  School has changed a lot in the hills since you went to school.  I don’t guess we had high schools in this county when you went to school.”

“No,” says Pa, “jist readin’, writin’ and cipherin’.  We didn’t have all this bug larnin’, frog larnin’ and findin’ germs on your teeth and in the middle o’ black snakes! Th’ world’s changing.’

“It is,” says Professor Herbert,” and we hope all for the better.  Boys like your own there are going to help change it.  He’s your boy.  He knows all of what I’ve told you.  You stay with me today.”

“I’ll shore stay with you,” says Pa.  “I want to see th’ germs off’n my teeth.  I jist want to see a germ.  I’ve never seen one in my life.  ‘Seein’ is believin’,’ Pap allus told me.”

Pa walks out of the office with Professor Herbert.  I just hoped Professor Herbert didn’t have Pa arrested for pulling out his gun.  Pa’s gun has always been a friend to him when he goes to settle disputes.

The bell rang.  School took up.  I saw the students when they marched in the schoolhouse look at Pa. They would grin and punch each other.  Pa just stood and watched them pass in at the schoolhouse door.  Two long lines marched in the house.  The boys and girls were clean and well dressed.  Pa stood over in the schoolyard under a leafless elm, in his sheepskin coat, his big boots laced in front with buckskin, and his heavy socks stuck above his boot tops.  Pa’s overall’s legs were baggy and wrinkled between his coat and boot tops.  His blue work shirt showed at the collar.  His big black hat showed his gray-streaked black hair.  His face was hard and weather-tanned to the color of a ripe fodder blade.  His hands were big and gnarled like the roots of the elm tree he stood beside.
When I went to my first class I saw Pa and Professor Herbert going around over the schoolhouse.  I was in my geometry class when Pa and Professor Herbert came in the room.  We were explaining our propositions on the blackboard.  Professor Herbert and Pa just quietly came in and sat down for awhile.  I heard Fred Wutts whisper to Glenn Armstrong, “Who is that old man?  Lord, he’s a rough-look scamp.”  Glenn whispered back, “I think he’s Dave’s Pap.”  The students in geometry looked at Pa.  They must have wondered what he was doing in school.  Before the class was over, Pa and Professor Herbert got up and went out.  I saw them together on the playground.  Professor Herbert was explaining to Pa.  I could see the prints of Pa’s gun under his coat when he’d walk around.

At noon in the high school cafeteria Pa and Professor Herbert sat together at the little table where Professor Herbert always sat by himself.  They ate together.  The students watched the way Pa ate.  He ate with his knife instead of his fork.  A lot of the students felt sorry for me after they found out he was my father.  They didn’t have to feel sorry for me.  I wasn’t ashamed of Pa after I found out he wasn’t going to shoot Professor Herbert.  I was glad they had made friends.  I wasn’t ashamed of Pa.  I wouldn’t be as long as he behaved.  He would find out about the high school as I had found out about the Lambert boys across the hill.

In the afternoon when we went to biology Pa was in the class.  He was sitting on one of the high stools beside the microscope.  We went ahead with our work just as if Pa wasn’t in the class.  I saw Pa take out his knife and scrape tarter off one of his teeth.  Professor Herbert put it on the lens and adjusted the microscope for Pa.  He adjusted it and worked awhile.  Then he says: “Now Luster, look! Put your eye right down to the light.  Squint with the other eye!”
Pa put his head down and did as Professor Herbert said.  “I see ‘im,” says Pa.  “Who’d a ever thought that?  Right on a body’s teeth!  Right in a baby’s mouth.  You’re right certain they ain’t no fake to this, Professor Herbert?”

“No Luster,” says Professor Herbert.  “It’s there.  That’s the germ.  Germs live in a world we cannot see with the naked eye.  We must use the microscope.  There are millions of them in our bodies.  Some are harmful.  Others are helpful!”

Pa holds his face down and looks through the microscope.  We stop and watch Pa.  He sits upon the tall stool.  His knees are against the table.  His legs are long.  His coat slips up behind when he bends over.  The handle of his gun shows.  Professor Herbert pulls his coat down quickly.

“Oh, yes,” says Pa.  He gets up and pulls his coat down.  Pa’s face gets a little red.  He knows about his gun and he knows he doesn’t have any use for it in high school.

“We have a big black snake over here we caught yesterday,” says Professor Herbert.  “We’ll cholorform him and dissect him and show you he has germs in his body, too.”

“Don’t do it,” says Pa.  “I believe you.  I jist don’t want to see you kill the black snake.  I never kill one.  They are good mousers and a lot o’ help to us on the farm.  I like black snakes.  I jist hate to see people kill ‘em.  I don’t allow ‘em killed on my place.”

The students looked at Pa.  They seem to like him better after he said that.  Pa with a gun in his pocket but a tender heart beneath his ribs for snakes, but not for man!  Pa won’t whip a mule at home.  He won’t whip his cattle.

“Man can defend himself,” says Pa, “but cattle and mules can’t.  We have the drop on ‘em.  Ain’t nothin’ to a man that’ll beat a good pullin’ mule.  He ain’t got th’ right kind o’ a heart!”

Professor Herbert took Pa through the laboratory.  He showed him the different kinds of work we were doing.  He showed him our equipment.  They stood and talked while we worked.  Then they walked together.  They talked louder when they got out in the hall.

When our biology class was over I walked out of the room.  It was our last class for the day. I would have to take my broom and sweep two hours to finish paying for the split cherry tree.  I just wondered if Pa would want me to stay.  He was standing in the hallway watching the students march out.  He looked lost among us.  He looked like a leaf turned brown on the tree among the treetop filled with growing leaves.
I got my broom and started to sweep.  Professor Herbert walked up and says, “I’m going to let you do that some other time.  You can go home with your father.  He is waiting out there.”

I laid my broom down, got my books, and went down the steps.

Pa says, “Ain’t you got two hours o’ sweepin’ yet to do?”

I says, “Professor Herbert said I could do it another time.  He said for me to go home with you.”

“No,” says Pa.  “You are goin’ to do as he says.  He’s a good man.  School has changed from my day and time.  I’m a dead leaf, Dave.  I’m behind.  I don’t belong here.  If he’ll let me I’ll get a broom and we’ll both sweep on hour.  That pays your debt.  I’ll help you pay it.  I’ll ast ‘im and see if he won’t let me help you.”

“I’m going to cancel the debt,” says Professor Herbert.  “I just wanted you to understand, Luster.”

“I understand,” says Pa, “and since I understand he must pay his debt fer th’ tree and I’m goin’ to hep ‘im.”

“Don’t do that,” says Professor Herbert, “it’s all on me.”

“We don’t do things like that,” says Pa,” we’re just and honest people.  We don’t want somethin’ fer nothin’.  Professor Herbert, you’re wrong now and I’m right.  You’ll haf to listen to me.  I’ve larned a lot from you.  My boy must go on.  Th’ world has left me.  It changed while I’ve raised my family and plowed th’ hills.  I am a just and honest man.  I don’t skip debts.  I ain’t larned ‘em to do that.  I ain’t got much larnin’ myself but I do know right from wrong atter I see through a thing.”

Professor Herbert went home.  Pa and I stayed and swept one hour.  It looked funny to see Pa use a broom.  He never used one at home.  Mom used the broom.  Pa used the plow.  Pa did hard work.  Pas says, “I can’t sweep. Durned if I can.  Look at th’ streaks o’ dirt I leave on th’ floor! Seems like no work a-tall fer me.  Brooms is too light ‘r somtethin’.  I’ll jist do th’ best I can, Dave.  I’ve been wrong about th’ school.”

I says, “Did you know Professor Herbert can get a warrant out for you for bringing your pistol to school and showing it in his office!  They can railroad you for that!”

“That’s all made right,” says Pa.  “I’ve made that right.  Professor Herbert ain’t goin’ to take it to court.  He likes me.  I like ‘im.  We jist had to get together.  He had the remedies.  He showed me.  You must go on to school.  I am as strong a man as ever come out’n the’ hills fer my years and th’ hard work I’ve done.  But I’m behind, Dave.  I’m a little man.  Your hands will be softer than mine.  Your clothes will be better.  You’ll allus look cleaner than you old Pap.  Jist remember, Dave, to pay your debts and be honest.  Jist be kind to animals and don’t bother th’ snakes.  That’s all I got ain th’ school.  Puttin’ black snakes to sleep and cuttin’ ‘em open.”

It was late when we got home.  Stars were in the sky.  The moon was up.  The ground was frozen. Pa took his time going home.  I couldn’t run like I did the night before.  It was ten o’clock before we got the work finished, our suppers eaten.  Pa sat before the fire and told Mom he was going to take her and show her a germ sometime.  Mom hadn’t seen one either. Pa told her about the high school and the fine man Professor Herbert was. He told Mom about the strange school across the hill and how different it was from the school in their day and time.
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