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Your child should spend up to 90 minutes over the course of each day on this packet. 
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Learn how to do laundry. 
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fold and put the 
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down what a typical day 
was like pre-quarantine 
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How have things 
changed?  

Do a random act of 
kindness for someone in 

your house.  

Teach someone in your 
family to play one of your 

video games.  

Put together a puzzle 
with your family.  

*All activities are optional. Parents/Guardians please practice responsibility, safety, and supervision.  

For students with an Individualized Education Program (IEP) who need additional support, 
Parents/Guardians can refer to the Specialized Instruction and Supports webpage, 

contact their child’s IEP manager, and/or speak to the special education provider when you are 
contacted by them.  Contact the IEP manager by emailing them directly or by contacting the school. 
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by navigating in a web browser to https://www.usd259.org/Page/17540 
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Grade 11 English Language Arts:  May 18-May 22, 2020 

Hello Parents and 11th Graders, 

Here is a review of content previously taught this school year. This learning 

opportunity will strengthen your language arts skills. There are several 

opportunities for students to read, write and think about text within the following 

work provided.  

 

Week 8: May 18-May 22 Pages 860-869 including IL1-IL22 
 

Day 1: 860-863 Day 2: IL1-IL5 Day 3: IL6-IL10 Day 4: IL11-IL16 Day 5: IL17-IL22 

Word Definition 

Profound- adjective (of a state, quality, or emotion) very great or 
intense. 

Hideous- adjective ugly or disgusting to look at. 

Suavity- noun the quality of being suave in manner. 

Derision- noun Contemptuous ridicule or mockery. 
 

Ponder- verb think about (something) carefully, especially 
before making a decision or reaching a 
conclusion. 

 

● For read aloud accommodations and specialized instructional support please 

contact your child’s teacher. 
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OVERVIEW: INDEPENDENT LEARNING

STRATEGY ACTION PLAN

Create a schedule Understand your goals and deadlines.

Make a plan for what to do each day.

Practice what you 
have learned

Use first-read and close-read strategies to deepen your understanding.

After you read, evaluate the usefulness of the evidence to help you understand 
the topic.

Consider the quality and reliability of the source.

Take notes Record important ideas and information.

Review your notes before preparing to share with a group.

ESSENTIAL QUESTION:

What do stories reveal about 
the human condition?
Some situations are shaped by changes in society, but many aspects of human life 
are timeless. In this section, you will complete your study of short stories and the 
human condition by exploring an additional selection related to the topic. You’ll 
then share what you learn with classmates. To choose a text, follow these steps.

Look Back Think about the selections you have already studied. What more do 
you want to know about short stories and the insights they provide?

Look Ahead Preview the texts by reading the descriptions. Which one seems most 
interesting and appealing to you?

Look Inside Take a few minutes to scan the text you chose. Choose a different 
one if this text doesn’t meet your needs.

Independent Learning Strategies
Throughout your life, in school, in your community, and in your career, you will need 
to rely on yourself to learn and work on your own. Review these strategies and the 
actions you can take to practice them during Independent Learning. Add ideas of 
your own for each category.

SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA860 



©
 P

ea
rs

on
 E

du
ca

tio
n,

 In
c.

, o
r i

ts
 a

ffi
lia

te
s. 

Al
l r

ig
ht

s r
es

er
ve

d.
CONTENTS

Choose one selection. Selections are available online only.

PERFORMANCE-BASED ASSESSMENT PREP

Review Notes for a Narrative
Complete your Evidence Log for the unit by evaluating what you have learned 
and synthesizing the information you have recorded.

SHORT STORY

Housepainting
Lan Samantha Chang

Why would a seemingly simple task spark tensions  
within a family?

SHORT STORY

Ambush
Tim O’Brien

For one Vietnam War veteran, a child’s question evokes vivid 
memories from a distant battlefield.

SHORT STORY 

The Man to Send Rain Clouds
Leslie Marmon Silko

Initially at odds, two ancient traditions come together in  
a tribute to a beloved grandfather.

SHORT STORY 

The Tell-Tale Heart
Edgar Allan Poe

Violence, revenge, and madness converge in this  
classic short story.

SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA Overview: Independent Learning 861
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INDEPENDENT LEARNING

First-Read Guide

Use this page to record your first-read ideas.

Selection Title: 

 Tool Kit
First-Read Guide and 

CONNECT ideas within the selection to other 
knowledge and the selections you have read.

RESPOND by writing a brief summary of 
the selection.

NOTICE new information or ideas you learn 
about the unit topic as you first read this text.

ANNOTATE by marking vocabulary and key 
passages you want to revisit.

� STANDARD
Reading Read and comprehend complex literary and informational texts independently and proficiently. 

862 
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Close-Read Guide

Use this page to record your close-read ideas.

Selection Title: 

ESSENTIAL QUESTION: What do stories reveal about the human condition?

 Tool Kit
Close-Read Guide and 
Model Annotation

Analyze the Text

Think about the author’s choices of patterns, 
structure, techniques, and ideas included in 
the text. Select one and record your thoughts 
about what this choice conveys.

Close Read the Text

Revisit sections of the text you marked during 
your first read. Read these sections closely 
and annotate what you notice. Ask yourself 
questions about the text. What can you 
conclude? Write down your ideas.

QuickWrite

Pick a paragraph from the text that grabbed your interest. Explain the power of this passage.

� STANDARD
Reading Read and comprehend complex literary and informational texts independently and proficiently. 

Overview: Independent Learning 863
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BACKGROUND
Gothic literature is a style of writing that is characterized by fear, 
death, doom, and horror. Settings in gothic literature are often wildly 
romantic—with dramatic landscapes, gloomy mansions, and wild 
weather adding to the sense of suspense. Edgar Allan Poe transformed 
the genre by moving the settings to everyday locations and focusing on 
the more subtle, psychological horrors of the human mind.

True!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had been 
and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The disease had 

sharpened my senses—not destroyed—not dulled them. Above 
all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven 
and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I 
mad? Hearken!1 and observe how healthily—how calmly I can tell 
you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but 
once conceived, it haunted me day and night. Object there was 
none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never 

1. Hearken! (HAHR kuhn) listen!

1

2

NOTES

About the Author
Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849) had a short and 
troubled life, but his groundbreaking stories have long 
survived him. Shortly after Poe’s birth, his father 
abandoned his family. When Poe was only two years 
old, his mother died, leaving him in the care of  
foster parents. With dreams of becoming a poet,  
the teenaged Poe quarreled bitterly with his  

business-minded foster father, John Allan. Poe then went from one job to 
another, struggling to make a living while practicing his craft. He died in 
poverty at the age of 40.

The Tell-Tale 
Heart
Edgar Allan Poe

IL1 
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NOTES
wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had 
no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! One of his eyes 
resembled that of a vulture —a pale blue eye, with a film over it. 
Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees—
very gradually—I made up my mind to take the life of the old 
man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever. 

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know 
nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how 
wisely I proceeded—with what caution—with what foresight—
with what dissimulation2 I went to work! I was never kinder to 
the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And 
every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and 
opened it—oh, so gently! And then, when I had made an opening 
sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, 
so that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you 
would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved 
it slowly—very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the old 
man’s sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the 
opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha!—
would a madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my 
head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously—oh, so 
cautiously—cautiously (for the hinges creaked)—I undid it just  
so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this  
I did for seven long nights—every night just at midnight—but  
I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the 
work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his evil eye. 
And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the 
chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name 
in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he had passed the night. So 
you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, 
to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him 
while he slept.  

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in 
opening the door. A watch’s minute hand moves more quickly 
than did mine. Never, before that night, had I felt the extent of my 
own powers—of my sagacity.3 I could scarcely contain my feelings 
of triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by 
little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. 
I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he 
moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think 
that I drew back—but no. His room was as black as pitch with the 
thick darkness (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear 
of robbers), and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the 
door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily. 

2. dissimulation (dih sihm yoo LAY shuhn) n. hiding of one’s thoughts or feelings.
3. sagacity (suh GAS uh tee) n. high intelligence and sound judgment.

3

4

IL2
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NOTES
I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my 

thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old man sprang up 
in the bed, crying out—“Who’s there?” 

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not 
move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him lie down. 
He was still sitting up in the bed, listening;—just as I have done, 
night after night, hearkening to the deathwatches4 in the wall. 

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of 
mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief—oh, no!—it  
was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul 
when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a 
night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled 
up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the 
terrors that distracted me. l say I knew it well. I knew what the old 
man felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. 

I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight 
noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever 
since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them 
causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself—“It is 
nothing but the wind in the chimney—it is only a mouse crossing 
the floor,” or “it is merely a cricket which has made a single 
chirp.” Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these 
suppositions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because 
Death, in approaching him, had stalked with his black shadow 
before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful 
influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel—
although he neither saw nor heard—to feel the presence of my 
head within the room. 

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing 
him lie down, I resolved to open a little—a very, very little crevice 
in the lantern. So I opened it—you cannot imagine how stealthily, 
stealthily—until, at length, a single dim ray, like the thread of the 
spider, shot from out the crevice and fell upon the vulture eye. 

It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew furious as I gazed 
upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness—all a dull blue, with a 
hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones; but 
I could see nothing else of the old man’s face or person for I had 
directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the spot. 

And now—have I not told you that what you mistake for 
madness is but over acuteness of the senses?—now, I say, there 
came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes 
when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the 
beating of the old man’s heart. It increased my fury, as the beating 
of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage. 

4. deathwatches (DEHTH woch uhz) n. wood-boring beetles whose heads make a tapping 
sound; they are superstitiously regarded as an omen of death.

5
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NOTES
But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed.  

I held the lantern motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain 
the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart 
increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder 
every instant. The old man’s terror must have been extreme! It 
grew louder, I say, louder every moment!—do you mark me well? 
I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead 
hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so 
strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for 
some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating 
grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And now a 
new anxiety seized me—the sound would be heard by a neighbor! 
The old man’s hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the 
lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked once—once only. 
In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed 
over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, 
for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, 
however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. 
At length it ceased. The old man was dead. l removed the bed and 
examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my 
hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was 
no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me  
no more. 

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I 
describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the 
body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First 
of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms 
and the legs. 

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, 
and deposited all between the scantlings.5 I then replaced the 
boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not even 
his—could have detected anything wrong. There was nothing to 
wash out—no stain of any kind—no blood-spot whatever. I had 
been too wary for that. A tub had caught all—ha! ha! 

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o’clock—
still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came 
a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light 
heart—for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, 
who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of 
the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbor during the 
night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had 
been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been 
deputed to search the premises. 

I smiled—for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. 
The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man,  

5. scantlings (SKANT lihngz) n. small beams or timbers.

12
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NOTES
I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over 
the house. I bade them search—search well. I led them, at length, 
to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. 
In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the 
room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I 
myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my 
own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of 
the victim. 

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them.  
I was singularly at ease. They sat, and while I answered cheerily, 
they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting 
pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a 
ringing in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing 
became more distinct:—it continued and became more distinct:  
I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and 
gained definitiveness—until, at length, I found that the noise was 
not within my ears. 

No doubt I now grew very pale;—but I talked more fluently, and 
with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased—and what could 
I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound—much such a sound as a watch 
makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath—and yet the 
officers heard it not. I talked more quickly—more vehemently; but 
the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a 
high key and with violent gesticulations6; but the noise steadily 
increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to and 
fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of 
the men—but the noise steadily increased. Oh! what could I do? I 
foamed—I raved—I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had 
been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose 
over all and continually increased. It grew louder—louder—
louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it 
possible they heard not?—no, no! They heard!—they suspected!—
they knew!—they were making a mockery of my horror!—this I 
thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! 
Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those 
hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die!—
and now—again!—hark! louder! louder! louder! louder!—

“Villains!” I shrieked, “dissemble7 no more! I admit the deed!—
tear up the planks!—here, here!—it is the beating of his hideous 
heart!” ❧

6. gesticulations (jehs tihk yuh LAY shuhnz) n. energetic hand or arm movements.
7. dissemble (dih SEHM buhl) v. conceal one’s true feelings.

17
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NOTES

BACKGROUND
When the Spanish began to colonize the American Southwest in 
the 1600s, two worlds collided. Spanish Catholic friars set out to 
convert the indigenous people known as the Pueblos to Christianity. 
Native Americans adopted some Catholic ideas into their own beliefs. 
However, this was not considered acceptable to the friars, and the 
Spanish were increasingly violent in their missionary work. Following 
revolts by the Pueblo people in the 1670s, the friars were more willing 
to allow Native American religious rituals and practices.

They found him under a big cottonwood tree. His Levi jacket 
and pants were faded light blue so that he had been easy to 

find. The big cottonwood tree stood apart from a small grove of 
winterbare cottonwoods which grew in the wide, sandy arroyo.1 
He had been dead for a day or more, and the sheep had wandered 
and scattered up and down the arroyo. Leon and his brother-in-
law, Ken, gathered the sheep and left them in the pen at the sheep 
camp before they returned to the cottonwood tree. Leon waited 
under the tree while Ken drove the truck through the deep sand 
to the edge of the arroyo. He squinted up at the sun and unzipped 
his jacket—it sure was hot for this time of year. But high and 

1. arroyo (uh ROY oh) n. dry gully or hollow in the earth’s surface.

1

About the Author
Leslie Marmon Silko was born in New Mexico in 
1948, and grew up on the Laguna Pueblo reservation. 
After graduating from university, Silko entered law 
school, but she soon dropped her legal studies to 
pursue a career in writing. Silko’s stories are grounded 
in the traditional tales she learned growing up in the 
pueblo, and often focus on the struggle of Native 

Americans to retain their culture in modern America. 

The Man  
to Send  
Rain Clouds 
Leslie Marmon Silko
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NOTES
northwest the blue mountains were still in snow. Ken came sliding 
down the low, crumbling bank about fifty yards down, and he was 
bringing the red blanket. 

Before they wrapped the old man, Leon took a piece of string 
out of his pocket and tied a small gray feather in the old man’s 
long white hair. Ken gave him the paint. Across the brown 
wrinkled forehead he drew a streak of white and along the high 
cheekbones he drew a strip of blue paint. He paused and watched 
Ken throw pinches of corn meal and pollen into the wind that 
fluttered the small gray feather. Then Leon painted with yellow 
under the old man’s broad nose, and finally, when he had painted 
green across the chin, he smiled. 

“Send us rain clouds, Grandfather.” They laid the bundle in the 
back of the pickup and covered it with a heavy tarp before they 
started back to the pueblo. 

They turned off the highway onto the sandy pueblo road. Not 
long after they passed the store and post office they saw Father 
Paul’s car coming toward them. When he recognized their faces 
he slowed his car and waved for them to stop. The young priest 
rolled down the car window. 

“Did you find old Teofilo?” he asked loudly.   
Leon stopped the truck. “Good morning, Father. We were just 

out to the sheep camp. Everything is O.K. now.” 
‘Thank God for that. Teofilo is a very old man. You really 

shouldn’t allow him to stay at the sheep camp alone.” 
“No, he won’t do that any more now.”
 ”Well, I’m glad you understand. I hope I’ll be seeing you at 

Mass2 this week—we missed you last Sunday. See if you can get 
old Teofilo to come with you.” The priest smiled and waved at 
them as they drove away.

Louise and Teresa were waiting. The table was set for lunch, 
and the coffee was boiling on the black iron stove. Leon looked at 
Louise and then at Teresa. 

“We found him under a cottonwood tree in the big arroyo near 
sheep camp. I guess he sat down to rest in the shade and never got 
up again.” Leon walked toward the old man’s bed. The red plaid 
shawl had been shaken and spread carefully over the bed, and a 
new brown flannel shirt and pair of stiff new Levi’s were arranged 
neatly beside the pillow. Louise held the screen door open while 
Leon and Ken carried in the red blanket. He looked small and 
shriveled, and after they dressed him in the new shirt and pants 
he seemed more shrunken. 

2. Mass n. 

2

3

4
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NOTES
It was noontime now because the church bells rang the 

Angelus.3 They ate the beans with hot bread, and nobody said 
anything until after Teresa poured the coffee. 

Ken stood up and put on his jacket. “I’ll see about the 
gravediggers. Only the top layer of soil is frozen. I think it can be 
ready before dark.” 

Leon nodded his head and finished his coffee. After Ken had 
been gone for a while, the neighbors and clanspeople came quietly 
to embrace Teofilo’s family and to leave food on the table because 
the gravediggers would come to eat when they were finished. 

The sky in the west was full of pale yellow light. Louise stood 
outside with her hands in the pockets of Leon’s green army jacket 
that was too big for her. The funeral was over, and the old men 
had taken their candles and medicine bags4 and were gone. She 
waited until the body was laid into the pickup before she said 
anything to Leon. She touched his arm, and he noticed that her 
hands were still dusty from the corn meal that she had sprinkled 
around the old man. When she spoke, Leon could not hear her. 

“What did you say? I didn’t hear you.” 
“I said that I had been thinking about something.” 
“About what?”
“About the priest sprinkling holy water for Grandpa. So he 

won’t be thirsty.” 
Leon stared at the new moccasins that Teofilo had made for the 

ceremonial dances in the summer. They were nearly hidden by the 
red blanket. It was getting colder, and the wind pushed gray dust 
down the narrow pueblo road. The sun was approaching the long 
mesa where it disappeared during the winter. Louise stood there 
shivering and watching his face. Then he zipped up his jacket and 
opened the truck door. “I’ll see if he’s there.” 

Ken stopped the pickup at the church, and Leon got out: and 
then Ken drove down the hill to the graveyard where people were 
waiting. Leon knocked at the old carved door with its symbols of 
the Lamb.5 While he waited he looked up at the twin bells from 
the king of Spain with the last sunlight pouring around them in 
their tower. 

The priest opened the door and smiled when he saw who it 
was. “Come in! What brings you here this evening?” 

The priest walked toward the kitchen, and Leon stood with 
his cap in his hand, playing with the earflaps and examining the 
living room—the brown sofa, the green armchair, and the brass 

3. Angelus (AN juh luhs) n. bell rung at morning, noon, and evening to announce a prayer.
4. medicine bags bags containing objects that were thought to have special powers.
5. the Lamb Jesus Christ, as the sacrificial Lamb of God.
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lamp that hung down from the ceiling by links of chain. The priest 
dragged a chair out of the kitchen and offered it to Leon. 

“No thank you, Father. I only came to ask you if you would 
bring your holy water to the graveyard.” 

The priest turned away from Leon and looked out the window 
at the patio full of shadows and the dining-room windows of the 
nuns’ cloister6 across the patio. The curtains were heavy, and the 
light from within faintly penetrated; it was impossible to see the 
nuns inside eating supper. “Why didn’t you tell me he was dead? 
I could have brought the Last Rites7 anyway.” 

Leon smiled. “It wasn’t necessary, Father.”
The priest stared down at his scuffed brown loafers and the 

worn hem of his cassock. “For a Christian burial it was necessary.” 
His voice was distant, and Leon thought that his blue eyes 

looked tired. 
“It’s O.K. Father, we just want him to have plenty of water.” 

     The priest sank down into the green chair and picked up a 
glossy missionary magazine. He turned the colored pages full of 
lepers and pagans8 without looking at them. 

“You know I can’t do that, Leon. There should have been the 
Last Rites and a funeral Mass at the very least.” 

Leon put on his green cap and pulled the flaps down over his 
ears. “It’s getting late, Father. I’ve got to go.” 

When Leon opened the door Father Paul stood up and said, 
“Wait.” He left the room and came back wearing a long brown 
overcoat. He followed Leon out the door and across the dim 
churchyard to the adobe steps in front of the church. They both 
stooped to fit through the low adobe entrance. And when they 
started down the hill to the graveyard only half of the sun was 
visible above the mesa. 

The priest approached the grave slowly, wondering how they 
had managed to dig into the frozen ground; and then he 
remembered that this was New Mexico, and saw the pile of cold 
loose sand beside the hole. The people stood close to each other 
with little clouds of steam puffing from their faces. The priest 
looked at them and saw a pile of jackets, gloves, and scarves in the 
yellow, dry tumbleweeds that grew in the graveyard. He looked 
at the red blanket, not sure that Teofilo was so small, wondering 
if it wasn’t some perverse Indian trick—something they did in 
March to ensure a good harvest—wondering if maybe old Teofilo 
was actually at sheep camp corraling the sheep for the night. But 
there he was, facing into a cold dry wind and squinting at the last 
sunlight, ready to bury a red wool blanket while the faces of his 

6. cloister (KLOYS tuhr) n. place devoted to religious seclusion.
7. Last Rites religious ceremony for a dying person or for someone who has just died.
8. pagans (PAY guhnz) n. people who are not Christians, Muslims, or Jews.
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parishioners were in shadow with the last warmth of the sun on 
their backs. 

His fingers were stiff, and it took him a long time to twist the 
lid off the holy water. Drops of water fell on the red blanket 
and soaked into dark icy spots. He sprinkled the grave and the 
water disappeared almost before it touched the dim, cold sand; it 
reminded him of something—he tried to remember what it was, 
because he thought if he could remember he might understand 
this. He sprinkled more water; he shook the container until it 
was empty, and the water fell through the light from sundown 
like August rain that fell while the sun was still shining, almost 
evaporating before it touched the wilted squash flowers. 

The wind pulled at the priest’s brown Franciscan robe9 and 
swirled away the corn meal and pollen that had been sprinkled on 
the blanket. They lowered the bundle into the ground, and they 
didn’t bother to untie the stiff pieces of new rope that were tied 
around the ends of the blanket. The sun was gone, and over on 
the highway the eastbound lane was full of headlights. The priest 
walked away slowly. Leon watched him climb the hill, and when 
he had disappeared within the tall, thick walls, Leon turned to 
look up at the high blue mountains in the deep snow that reflected 
a faint red light from the west. He felt good because it was 
finished, and he was happy about the sprinkling of the holy water; 
now the old man could send them big thunderclouds for sure. ❧

9. Franciscan robe (fran SIHS kuhn) robe worn by a member of the Franciscan religious 
order, founded in 1209 by Saint Francis of Assisi.

35

36

IL10



SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA

SHORT STORY

©
 P

ea
rs

on
 E

du
ca

tio
n,

 In
c.

, o
r i

ts
 a

ffi
lia

te
s. 

Al
l r

ig
ht

s r
es

er
ve

d.

NOTES

BACKGROUND
The Vietnam War lasted from 1954 through 1975. The communist 
government of North Vietnam and its allies in South Vietnam were 
at war with the government of South Vietnam, which was principally 
supported by the United States. Young American men were drafted to 
fight from 1965, and eventually the United States lost 58,000 service 
members in the war. The United States withdrew in 1973, and in 1975 
South Vietnam fell. 

When she was nine, my daughter Kathleen asked if I had 
ever killed anyone. She knew about the war; she knew I’d 

been a soldier. “You keep writing these war stories,” she said, “so 
I guess you must’ve killed somebody.” It was a difficult moment, 
but I did what seemed right, which was to say, “Of course not,” 
and then to take her onto my lap and hold her for a while. 
Someday, I hope, she’ll ask again.

But here I want to pretend she’s a grown-up. I want to tell her 
exactly what happened, or what I remember happening, and then 
I want to say to her that as a little girl she was absolutely right. 
This is why I keep writing war stories: 

1

2

About the Author
Tim O’Brien (b. 1946) was drafted into the U.S. Army 
in 1968 and fought in the Vietnam War. The war and  
its effect on the people who experienced it became  
the subject of much of his work. O’Brien’s novel Going 
After Cacciato won the National Book Award, The 
Things They Carried was a finalist for a Pulitzer Prize, 
and In the Lake of the Woods was named the best 

novel of 1994 by Time magazine. 

Ambush
Tim O’Brien
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He was a short, slender young man of about twenty. I was 

afraid of him—afraid of something—and as he passed me on the 
trail I threw a grenade that exploded at his feet and killed him.

Or to go back:

Shortly after midnight we moved into the ambush1 site outside 
My Khe. The whole platoon was there, spread out in the dense 
brush along the trail, and for five hours nothing at all happened. 
We were working in two-man teams—one man on guard while 
the other slept, switching off every two hours—and I remember 
it was still dark when Kiowa shook me awake for the final watch. 
The night was foggy and hot. For the first few moments I felt lost, 
not sure about directions, groping for my helmet and weapon.  
I reached out and found three grenades and lined them up in front 
of me; the pins had already been straightened for quick throwing. 
And then for maybe half an hour I kneeled there and waited. Very 
gradually, in tiny slivers, dawn began to break through the fog, 
and from my position in the brush I could see ten or fifteen meters 
up the trail. The mosquitoes were fierce. I remember slapping at 
them, wondering if I should wake up Kiowa and ask for some 
repellent, then thinking it was a bad idea, then looking up and 
seeing the young man come out of the fog. He wore black clothing 
and rubber sandals and a gray ammunition2 belt. His shoulders 
were slightly stooped, his head cocked to the side as if listening 
for something. He seemed at ease. He carried his weapon in one 
hand, muzzle3 down, moving without any hurry up the center of 
the trail. There was no sound at all—none that I can remember. 
In a way, it seemed, he was part of the morning fog, or my own 
imagination, but there was also the reality of what was happening 
in my stomach. I had already pulled the pin on a grenade. I had 
come up to a crouch. It was entirely automatic. I did not hate 
the young man; I did not see him as the enemy; I did not ponder 
issues of morality or politics or military duty. I crouched and kept 
my head low. I tried to swallow whatever was rising from my 
stomach, which tasted like lemonade, something fruity and sour. 
I was terrified. There were no thoughts about killing. The grenade 
was to make him go away—just evaporate—and I leaned back and 
felt my mind go empty and then felt it fill up again. I had already 
thrown the grenade before telling myself to throw it. The brush 
was thick and I had to lob it high, not aiming, and I remember 
the grenade seeming to freeze above me for an instant, as if a 
camera had clicked, and I remember ducking down and holding 
my breath and seeing little wisps of fog rise from the earth. The 

1. ambush n. lying in wait to attach by surprise.
2. ammunition (am yuh NIHSH uhn) n. anything hurled by a weapon or exploded as a 

weapon.
3. muzzle n. front end of a barrel of a gun.
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grenade bounced once and rolled across the trail. I did not hear it, 
but there must’ve been a sound, because the young man dropped 
his weapon and began to run, just two or three quick steps, then 
he hesitated, swiveling to his right, and he glanced down at the 
grenade and tried to cover his head but never did. It occurred 
to me then that he was about to die. I wanted to warn him. The 
grenade made a popping noise—not soft but not loud either—not 
what I’d expected—and there was a puff of dust and smoke—a 
small white puff—and the young man seemed to jerk upward as 
if pulled by invisible wires. He fell on his back. His rubber sandals 
had been blown off. There was no wind. He lay at the center of the 
trail, his right leg bent beneath him, his one eye shut, his other eye 
a huge star-shaped hole. 

It was not a matter of live or die. There was no real peril. 
Almost certainly the young man would have passed by. And it 
will always be that way. 

Later, I remember, Kiowa tried to tell me that the man would’ve 
died anyway. He told me that it was a good kill, that I was a 
soldier and this was a war, that I should shape up and stop staring 
and ask myself what the dead man would’ve done if things were 
reversed. 

None of it mattered. The words seemed far too complicated. All 
I could do was gape at the fact of the young man’s body. 

Even now I haven’t finished sorting it out. Sometimes I forgive 
myself, other times I don’t. In the ordinary hours of life I try not 
to dwell on it, but now and then, when I’m reading a newspaper 
or just sitting alone in a room, I’ll look up and see the young man 
coming out of the morning fog. I’ll watch him walk toward me, 
his shoulders slightly stooped, his head cocked to the side, and 
he’ll pass within a few yards of me and suddenly smile at some 
secret thought and then continue up the trail to where it bends 
back into the fog. ❧
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BACKGROUND
The concept of face is deeply rooted in Chinese culture and history. 
It refers to a person or group’s public image as respectable and 
upright. Within all levels of Chinese society, from family to business 
relationships, there is a basic social expectation to help others “save 
face,” or maintain their pride or dignity. Children can “give face” to 
their parents by being obedient or getting good grades. However, 
actions such as criticizing others in public or not observing proper 
etiquette can cause people to “lose face.” The concept can be difficult 
for American-born children in immigrant families to negotiate.

The day before my sister brought her boyfriend home, we had 
a family conference over fried rice and Campbell’s chicken 

noodle. 
“This is the problem,” my mother said. “The thistles are 

overpowering our mailbox.” She looked at my father. “Could you 
do something about them before Frances and Wei get here?” 

My father grunted from behind his soup. He drank his 
Campbell’s Chinese-style, with the bowl raised to his mouth. 
“Frances won’t care about the thistles,” he said. “She thinks only 
about coming home.”

1

2

3

About the Author
Lan Samantha Chang (b. 1965) grew up in Appleton, 
Wisconsin, learning about China from her Chinese 
immigrant parents. She has received many awards, 
including a 2008 Guggenheim Fellowship. Chang is 
currently the Director of the prestigious Iowa Writers’ 
Workshop.

Housepainting
Lan Samantha Chang 
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“But what about Wei?” my mother said. “This isn’t his home. 

To him it’s just a house that hasn’t been painted in ten years. With 
weeds.” She scowled. To her the weeds were a matter of honor. 
Although Wei had been dating my sister for four years and had 
visited us three times, he was technically a stranger and subject to 
the rules of “saving face.”

My father slurped. “Frances is a xiaoxun daughter,” he said. 
“She wants to see family, not our lawn. Wei is a good xiaoxun boy. 
He wants Frances to see her family; he doesn’t care about the 
lawn.” 

Xiaoxun means “filial,” or “dutiful to one’s parents.” 
I was almost to the bottom of my bowl of rice when I noticed 

my parents were looking at me. “Oh,” I said. “Okay, I’ll do it.” 
“Thank you, Annie,” said my mother. 
The next afternoon I went to work on the weeds. My father 

loved Wei and Frances, but he hated yard work. Whenever I read 
about Asian gardeners, I thought my father must have come over 
on a different boat. 

It was a beautiful midwestern afternoon, sunny and dry, with 
small white clouds high up against a bright blue sky. I wore 
a pair of my father’s old gloves to pull the thistles but kicked 
off my sandals, curled my toes around the hot reassuring dirt. 
Inside the house, my mother napped with the air conditioner 
humming in the window. My father sat in front of the television, 
rereading the Chinese newspaper from New York that my parents 
always snatched out of the mail as if they were receiving news 
of the emperor from a faraway province. I felt an invisible hand 
hovering over our shabby blue house, making sure everything 
stayed the same. 

I was hacking at a milky dandelion root when I heard an engine 
idling. A small brown car, loaded down with boxes and luggage, 
turned laboriously into the driveway. Through the open window 
I heard a scrape as my father pushed aside his footrest. My 
mother’s window shade snapped up and she peered outside, one 
hand on her tousled hair. I rose to meet the car, conscious of my 
dirt-stained feet, sweaty glasses, and muddy gardening gloves.

“Annie!” Frances shouted from the rolled-down window. She 
half-emerged from the car and shouted my name again. 

“Wow,” I said. “You guys are early. I thought you wouldn’t get 
here until five o’clock.” 

“That was the plan,” said Wei, “but your sister here was so 
excited about getting home that I begged off from call a few hours 
early.” He grinned. He was always showing off about how well 
he knew my sister. But other than that he had very few defects, 
even to my critical thirteen-year-old mind. He was medium-sized 
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and steady, with a broad, cheerful dark face and one gold-rimmed 
tooth. 

My mother and father rushed out the front door and let it slam. 
“Hi, Frances!” they said. “Hi, Wei!” I could tell my mother had 

stopped to comb her hair and put on lipstick. 
We stood blinking foolishly in the sunlight as Wei and Frances 

got out of the car. My family does not hug. It is one of the few 
traditions that both my parents have preserved from China’s pre-
Revolutionary times. 

Frances came and stood in front of my mother. “Let me look at 
you,” my mother said. Her gaze ran over my sister in a way that 
made me feel knobby and extraneous. 

Frances was as beautiful as ever. She did not look like she had 
been sitting in a car all day. Her white shorts and her flowered 
shirt were fresh, and her long black hair rippled gently when she 
moved her head. People were always watching Frances, and Wei 
was no exception. Now he stared transfixed, waiting for her to 
turn to talk to him, but she did not.

Still facing my mother, Frances said, “Wei, could you get the 
stuff from the car?“ 

“I’ll help you!” my father said. He walked around the back of 
the car and stood awkwardly aside to let Wei open the trunk. “So, 
how is medical school?” I heard him ask. They leaned into the 
trunk, their conversation muffled by the hood. I looked at their 
matching shorts, polo shirts, brown arms and sturdy legs. When 
Wei came to visit, my father always acted like a caged animal that 
has been let outside to play with another of its kind. 

Afterward, we sat in the kitchen and drank icy sweet green-
bean porridge from rice bowls. Frances nudged me. 

“Hey, Annie, I got you something.” 
She pulled a package wrapped in flowered paper from a 

shopping bag. She never came home without presents for 
everyone, and she never left without a bag full of goodies from 
home. It was as if she could maintain a strong enough sense 
of connection to us only by touching things that had actually 
belonged, or would soon belong, to us. 

I looked at the package: a book. I stifled a groan. Frances never 
knew what I wanted.  

“Well, open it,” my mother said, 
I tore off the paper. It was a thick volume about the history of 

medicine. This was supposed to be of great interest to me, because 
of a family notion that I would become a doctor, like Wei. I did not 
want to be a doctor. 

“This is great! Thanks, Frances” I said. 
“Very nice,” said my mother. 
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“Ma, I left your present in my room,” Frances said. “Let’s go 

get it.” They left the kitchen. My father and Wei began a heated 
discussion about Wimbledon.1 After a few minutes, I got bored 
and went to find my mother and Frances. 

From the entrance to the hall I could see that the bedroom door 
was closed. I stopped walking and snuck up to the door on the 
balls of my feet. I crouched against the door to listen. 

“I don’t know, Mom,” Frances was saying. She sounded close to 
tears. 

“What is it that you don’t know?” my mother asked her. When 
my mother got upset, her sentences became more formal and her 
Chinese accent more obvious. “Are you unsure that he really cares 
about you, or are you unsure about your feelings for him?” 

“I know he cares about me,” she said. She had answered my 
mother’s question. There followed a pause in the conversation.

Then my mother said, “Well, I think he is a very nice boy. 
Daddy likes him very much.” 

“And of course that’s the most important thing,” said my sister, 
her anger startling me. I wrapped my arms around my knees. 

“You know that is not, true.” My mother sounded exasperated. 
“Your father enjoys spending time with other men, that is all. 
There aren’t very many Chinese men in this area for him to talk to. 
He also likes Wei because he is capable of giving you the kind of 
life we have always wanted you to have. Is there something . . .” 
She paused. “What is wrong with him?” 

Frances burst into a sob. 
“There’s nothing wrong with him. There’s nothing wrong with 

him. It’s just—oh, I just don’t know—I don’t know.” She was 
almost shouting, as if my mother didn’t understand English. “You 
and Dad don’t think about me at all!” 

I imagined my mother’s face, thin and tight, frozen in the light 
from the window. “Don’t speak to me that way,” she said stiffly.  
“I am only trying to help you decide. You are very young. You 
have never lived through a war. You don’t know about the 
hardships of life as much as your father and I do.” 

“I’m sorry,” my sister said, and sobbed even louder. I got up 
and snuck away down the hall. 

My parents often mentioned the war, especially when I 
complained about doing something I didn’t want to do. If I 
couldn’t get a ride to the swimming pool, my mother told me 
about when she was in seventh grade and had to walk to school 
every day past a lot of dead bodies. My mother was a brave 
seventh grader who knew how to shoot a gun and speak four 
dialects. But what did I know? I’d lived in the Midwest my 

1. Wimbledon (WIHM buhl duhn) annual international tennis tournament held in 
Wimbledon, a borough near London, England.
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whole life. I ate Sugar Pops and drank milk from a cow. To me, an 
exciting time meant going downtown to the movies without my 
parents. 

That night Wei and Frances and I went to a movie starring 
Kevin Costner and a blond woman whose name I don’t remember. 
On the way to the theater the car was very quiet. When we 
arrived, I stood in line to get popcorn and then went into the dim, 
virtually empty theater to look for Wei and Frances. I saw them 
almost immediately. They were quarreling. Wei kept trying to take 
Frances’s hand, and she kept snatching it away. As I approached, I 
heard him say, “Just tell me what you want from me. What do you 
want?” 

“I don’t know!” Frances said. I approached. She looked up. 
“Mmm—popcorn! Sit down, Annie. I have to go to the bathroom.” 
Her look said: Don’t you dare say a word. 

I watched her hurry up the aisle. “What’s wrong with her?” 
Wei shook his head a minute, trying to dislodge an answer. 

“I don’t know.” My first time alone with him. We sat staring 
awkwardly at the empty screen. Then he turned to me as if struck 
by an important thought. 

“Annie, what would you think if Francie and I got married?” 
Despite what I had overheard between Frances and my mother, 

my stomach gave a little jump. I thought about what to say. 
“That would be nice,” I said. 
“You think so?” Wei said eagerly. “Listen, can you tell her that? 

I’ve got to convince her. It’s like she can’t make up her own mind. 
Why do you think that is?” 

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess she hasn’t had much practice.” 
Although I’d never thought about it before, I knew that I was 
right. Xiaoxun meant that your parents made up your mind. I 
pictured Wei wrapped up in flowered paper, another gift my sister 
brought back and forth. 

Wei sat sunk in his seat, a speculative look on his face. “Hmm,” 
he said. “Hmm.” 

I began to feel uncomfortable, as if I were sitting next to a mad 
scientist. “I can’t wait to see this movie,” I said quickly. “Frances 
and I think Kevin Costner is cute.” I stuffed a handful of popcorn 
into my mouth. While I was chewing, Frances finally came back 
and sat down between us. 

“How about it, Frances?” Wei said. “Do you think Kevin 
Costner is cute?” 

I looked at Wei’s face and suddenly realized that he could not 
look more different from Kevin Costner. 

“Actually, Frances doesn’t like him,” I blurted out. “I just—” 
At that moment the screen lit up, and despite myself, I gave an 

audible sigh of relief. 
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My father was waiting for us when we got home, under the 

lamp with the Chinese newspaper, in his sagging easy chair. 
This habit of waiting had always infuriated Frances, who felt 
compelled by guilt to return at a reasonable hour. 

Wei greeted my father cheerfully. “Hi, Mr. Wang. Waiting up  
for us?” 

“Oh no,” my father said, regarding Wei with pleasure. 
“I’m glad you’re still up,” Wei said, with a look of heavy male 

significance. “I wanted to talk to you about something.” 
This time I had no desire to listen in on the conversation.  

I headed for the bathroom as fast as I could. Frances hurried  
behind me. 

“Aren’t you going to talk with them?” I said. 
Frances grabbed the doorknob. “Just shut up,” she said. She 

closed the door behind us, and we stood for a minute in the  
pink-tiled room under the glow of the ceiling light. Frances leaned 
against the counter and sighed. I sat down on the toilet seat.  

“You know,” she muttered, “I really do think Kevin Costner is 
cute.”

“Me too,” I said. I stared at the tiny speckle pattern on the floor 
tiles.  

From the kitchen we heard a burble of laughter. 
“Dad really likes Wei,” I said. 
Frances sighed. “It’s not just Dad. Mom likes him too. She’s just 

too diplomatic to show it. Dad is more obvious.” She raised her 
eyebrows. “At least I know exactly where I stand with Dad.” 

Her words frightened me. 
“I don’t get it,” I burst out in spite of myself. “Why did you go 

out with him for four years if you don’t really like him?” 
Frances ran her hand around a water faucet. “He reminded me 

of home,” she said. “Why did you sign up for biology instead of 
art class?“ She slid quickly off the counter. “Come on, kiddo, time 
to hit the sack.” 

The next morning I slept late. Around eleven I was awakened 
by a muffled bang near my bedroom window. My mind whirled 
like a pinwheel: What on earth—? I jumped out of bed and 
pushed up the bottom of the shade. 

Two male legs, clad in shorts, stood on a ladder to the right of 
my window. Then Wei bent down, his smile startling me.

He was holding a paintbrush.  
“What are you doing?” I almost shrieked.
“Just giving your father a little help with the house,” he said. 
I pulled the shade down, grabbed some clothes, and hurried 

out of my room to find my mother. As I passed Frances’s room, I 
saw her sitting on her bed, fully dressed, with a completely blank 
expression on her face. 
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NOTES
My mother was in the kitchen, cutting canned bamboo shoots 

into long thin strips.
“Where is Dad?” 
“Don’t shout, Annie,” she said. “He went to the hardware store 

to match some more paint.” 
“Why is Wei painting the house?” 
My mother lined up a handful of bamboo shoots and began 

cutting them into cubes. “He’s just being helpful.” 
“Why is Dad letting him be so helpful?“ I couldn’t find the right 

question. Wei must have asked my father if he needed help with 
the house. Why had my father consented? Why was he accepting 
help from an outsider? 

My mother turned and looked at me. “Because Wei wanted to 
help, that’s all. Why don’t you go and wash up? You’re thirteen 
years old; I shouldn’t have to remind you to wash your face.” 

The next few days passed in a blur, marked only by the growing 
patch of fresh pale-yellow paint that grew to cover one side of our 
blue house and then the back. Wei worked steadily and cheerfully, 
with minimal help from my father. My mother went outside now 
and then to give him cold drinks and to comment on the evenness 
of his job, or something like that. Frances stayed in her room 
reading. I reported to her. 

“Wei’s finished with the back side and now he’s starting on the 
garage,” I said. 

“Leave me alone,” Frances said.
I went further into the room and stood in front of her until she 

looked up. “I said leave me alone, Annie! I’m warning you—” 
“Well, why don’t you say something about it?” I demanded. 

“Why didn’t you tell him you didn’t want him to do it?” 
Her face contorted in something between anger and tears. “I 

can’t tell him! He won’t listen to me! He says he’s just doing them 
a favor!” She bent over her book and flipped her hair angrily in 
front of her, shielding her face. “Go away!” 

I left the room. 

With things at home going so well, my parents left the next 
morning on a day trip to Chicago. Every now and then they made 
the four-hour drive to buy supplies—dried mushrooms, canned 
vegetables—from a Chinese grocery there. After they left, we ate 
breakfast, with Wei and I making awkward conversation because 
Frances wouldn’t talk to us. Then Wei got up and went out to the 
front yard. From an open window I watched him pry the lid off a 
can of paint and stir with a wooden stick from the hardware store; 
Frances went out on the front porch and stood at the top of the 
steps looking down at him.

“You can stop now, Wei,” I heard her say. 
He glanced up, puzzled. 
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NOTES
“You don’t have to paint today. Mom and Dad aren’t around to 

see what a dutiful boy you are.” 
Wei didn’t have a short fuse.2 He shook his head slowly and 

looked back down at what he was doing. 
Frances tried again. “It makes me sick,” she said, “to see you 

groveling like this around my parents.” 
Wei didn’t answer. 
“What is it with you?” she sneered.
Finally his eyes flickered. “My painting the house,” he said, “is 

something between me and your parents. If you don’t like it, why 
don’t you go pick a fight with them? And why did you wait until 
they left to pick a fight with me?”

Frances’s upper lip pulled back toward her nose. I thought she 
was sneering at him again, but when she turned back to the house, 
I realized she was crying. She looked horrible. She slammed the 
door, rushed past me, and ran into the garage, where she and Wei 
had parked the brown car. Then before Wei and I could stop her, 
she drove away down the street.

She came back in about an hour. I sat inside pretending to read 
a book, but Frances didn’t reenter the house, so I figured she and 
Wei were talking out there. I was surprised when he came inside. 
“Where’s Frances?” he said. 

“I thought she was with you.” 
“Nope. Just finished the front. I’m about to put a second coat on 

the south side. Want to take a look?”
“Okay.” I put down my book. We walked outside and around 

the house. 
There stood Frances with her hair up in a painter’s cap, busily 

putting blue back over Wei’s work, painting fast, as high as she 
could reach. Two new cans stood in the grass. She had finished 
most of the side and had worked almost up to the corner. 

Frances turned to look at us. There were splotches of blue paint 
on her hands and clothes. “I liked it better the old way,” she said. 
She glared at Wei, waiting for him to get angry, but he stood 
perfectly still. I felt cool sweat break out on my neck and forehead.  

Finally Wei said, “If you wanted it blue again, you just had to 
tell me.”  

Frances threw her brush on the ground and burst into tears. 
“Damn you!” she shouted at Wei. “I hate you! You too, Annie! I 
hate both of you! I hate everything!” She looked at the house. “I 
don’t care what color it is, I just hate everything!” 

I took a step backward, but Wei walked right up to her and put 
his hand on her shoulder. Frances hid her face in her hands and 
sobbed. They stood like that for a long time, Frances crying and 

2. short fuse idiom meaning “a tendency to lose one’s temper easily.”
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NOTES
mumbling under her breath, and then she began to repeat one 
sentence over and over. I leaned forward, straining to make it out. 

“Mom and Dad are going to kill me.”
Wei looked relieved. “If we all start now, we can probably paint 

yellow over it before they get home,” he said. 
Two days later Wei finished the house. He and my father drove 

to the hardware store to buy white paint for the trim. I was sitting 
in the family room, listlessly leafing through a Time magazine, 
when Frances stopped in the door. 

“Hey, Annie. Wanna go out and take a look?” 
“Okay,” I said, surprised by her sudden friendliness. 
We walked out the front door, crossed the street, and stood 

facing the house. The street lamps had just turned on, and the 
house glowed gently in the twilight. Our raggedy lawn and messy 
garden were hidden in the shadows. 

We stood for some time, and then Frances said, “I told Wei that 
I would marry him.” 

I looked at her. Her face was expressionless in the glow from 
the street lamp. Finally she turned and briefly met my eyes. 

“It’s not worth the trouble,” she said. “Let’s not talk about it 
anymore, okay?” 

“Okay,” I said. Without talking, we crossed the street and 
approached the house. It was a beautiful evening. My mother 
stood behind the kitchen window, washing the dishes. Frances 
walked smoothly at my side, her long hair flowing back in the 
dusk. I glanced up at the roof in a hopeful way, but the imaginary 
hand that had hovered over our home had disappeared. I blinked 
my eyes a couple of times and looked again, but it was gone. 

“Come on, Annie,” my sister said, holding the door. “Hurry up, 
or the mosquitoes will get in.” 

I took a deep breath and went inside. ❧
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INDEPENDENT LEARNING

Share Your Independent Learning
Prepare to Share

What do stories reveal about the human condition?

Even when you read something independently, you can continue to grow by 
sharing what you have learned with others. Reflect on the text you explored 
independently, and write notes about its connection to the unit. In your 
notes, consider why this text belongs in this unit.

Reflect
Review your notes, and mark the most important insight you gained from 
these writing and discussion activities. Explain how this idea adds to your 
understanding of the importance of stories as they reveal the human 
condition.

Learn From Your Classmates
 Discuss It Share your ideas about the text you explored on your own. 

As you talk with your classmates, jot down ideas that you learn from them. 

� EVIDENCE LOG

Go to your Evidence Log 
and record what you learned 
from the text you read.

� STANDARDS
Speaking and Listening
Initiate and participate effectively in 
a range of collaborative discussions 
with diverse partners on grades 
11–12 topics, texts, and issues, 
building on others’ ideas and 
expressing their own clearly and 
persuasively.
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PERFORMANCE-BASED ASSESSMENT PREP

Give one example of life-changing news that might affect someone strongly: 

Give one example of a way in which someone might react to that news:

Evaluate the Strength of Your Content Do you have enough content 
to write your narrative? Do you have enough details to develop multiple 
characters? If not, make a plan.

Do research about short stories Talk with my classmates

Reread a selection Ask a fiction writer

Other: 

 YES  NO

Identify at least three textual details that caused you 
to alter your ideas.

Identify at least three textual details that reinforced 
your original ideas.

1. 1.

2. 2.

3. 3.

Review Notes for a Narrative
At the beginning of this unit, you expressed a point of view about the 
following question:

How does a fictional character or characters respond to 
life-changing news?

� EVIDENCE LOG

Review your Evidence Log and your QuickWrite from the beginning of the 
unit. Have your ideas changed?

Performance-Based Assessment Prep 865
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PERFORMANCE-BASED ASSESSMENT

SOURCES PART 1

Writing to Sources: Narrative
In this unit, you read a variety of texts in which ordinary lives prove to 
contain extraordinary moments. You met characters who encounter stressful, 
unexpected, or life-changing situations. In each case, characters’ responses 
reveal their strengths and weaknesses, as well as their hopes and fears. By 
reading stories about fictional characters, you may have learned something 
useful about what it means to be human.

Reread the Assignment Review the assignment to be sure you fully 
understand it. The task may reference some of the academic words 
presented at the beginning of the unit. Be sure you understand each of the 
words given below in order to complete the assignment correctly.

Academic Vocabulary

colloquial tension epiphany

protagonist resolution

Review the Elements of a Narrative Before you begin writing, read the 
Narrative Rubric. Once you have completed your first draft, check it against 
the rubric. If one or more of the elements is missing or not as strong as it 
could be, revise your narrative to add or strengthen that component.

Assignment
Write a short story in which you introduce and develop a protagonist, and set 
up a problem or conflict the character must face. Use the third-person point of 
view. Before you write, think about your answer to this question:

How does a fictional character or characters respond to 
life-changing news?

As your character faces conflicts, how does he or she respond? Will your 
character’s response be instructive to readers? If so, how? If not, why not? 
What will your character learn, and in what ways will he or she change? Bring 
your character’s story to a resolution or epiphany that demonstrates a truth 
about the human condition.

SOURCES

As you write and revise your 
narrative, use your Word 
Network to help vary your 
word choices.

� WORD NETWORK

�

Writing
Write narratives to develop real or 

imagined experiences or events using 
effective technique, well-chosen 
details, and well-structured event 
sequences.

Write routinely over extended 
time frames and shorter time frames 
for a range of tasks, purposes, and 
audiences.
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Focus and Organization Technique and Development Language Conventions

4

The introduction engages the reader 
and introduces original characters 
and conflict.

The narrative establishes an 
engrossing sequence of events that 
unfolds smoothly and logically.

The conclusion follows from 
and resolves the narrative in a 
satisfying way.

The narrative adeptly 
incorporates dialogue and 
description.

Precise details and sensory 
language give the reader a clear 
picture of events.

The narrative consistently 
uses conventions of standard 
English usage and mechanics.

3

The introduction is somewhat 
engaging and introduces characters 
and conflict.

The narrative establishes a sequence 
of events that unfolds smoothly and 
logically.

The conclusion follows from and 
resolves the narrative.

Dialogue and description move 
the narrative forward.

Some precise details and sensory 
language give the reader a 
picture of events.

The narrative demonstrates 
accuracy in conventions of 
standard English usage and 
mechanics.

2

The introduction introduces 
characters and conflict.

Events are mostly in sequence, but 
some events may not belong or may 
be omitted.  

The conclusion follows from the 
narrative.

Some dialogue or description 
may appear.

Some details give the reader a 
general picture of events.

The narrative demonstrates 
some accuracy in conventions 
of standard English usage and 
mechanics.

1

The introduction fails to introduce 
characters and conflict, or there is no 
introduction.

Events are not in a clear sequence, 
and some events may be omitted. 

The conclusion does not follow 
from the narrative, or there is no 
conclusion.

Dialogue and description do not 
appear or are minimal and seem 
to appear as afterthoughts. 

Few details are included, or 
details fail to give the reader a 
picture of events.

The narrative contains 
mistakes in conventions of 
standard English usage and 
mechanics.

Narrative Rubric

ESSENTIAL QUESTION: What do stories reveal about the human condition?

Performance-Based Assessment  867
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PERFORMANCE-BASED ASSESSMENT

PART 2

Speaking and Listening: Storytelling 
Session

Assignment
After completing your narrative, conduct a storytelling session for your class. 
Memorize the key plot points, character descriptions, and most important lines 
of dialogue from your story. You may refer to some notes as you tell your story, 
but do not read aloud. When you address your audience, remember to use 
appropriate eye contact, adequate volume, and clear pronunciation.

Select digital audio to add interest and enhance the mood of your story. 
Consider using sound effects, background music, or an instrumental musical 
score to accompany your story.

To be an effective storyteller, consider the following:

Keep it simple. What can you cut from your written narrative while 
retaining the gist of the story?

Pump up the emotion. How can music and sound cues affect your 
audience and improve their listening experience?

Review the Rubric Before you tell your story, check your plans against this 
rubric. If one or more of the elements is missing or not as strong as it could 
be, revise your presentation.

Content Use of Media Presentation Techniques

3

The storyteller engages the 
audience by describing original 
characters, conflict, and 
resolution.

Included media have a positive 
impact on listener experience.

The speaker’s word choice, 
volume, pitch, and eye contact 
reflect the story’s content and are  
appropriate to the audience.

2

The storyteller describes 
characters, conflict, and 
resolution.

Included media neither improve 
nor detract from listener 
experience.

The speaker’s word choice, 
volume, pitch, and eye contact 
somewhat reflect the story’s 
content and are appropriate to 
the audience.

1

The storyteller’s presentation is 
flat and dull, or the sequence of 
events is hard to follow.

Included media are distracting or 
otherwise detract from listener 
experience.

The speaker’s word choice, 
volume, pitch, and eye contact 
do not reflect the story’s content 
and are not appropriate to the 
audience.

� STANDARDS
Speaking and Listening
Make strategic use of digital 
media in presentations to enhance 
understanding of findings, reasoning, 
and evidence and to add interest.
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Reflect on the Unit
Now that you’ve completed the unit, take a few moments to reflect on 

Reflect on the Unit Goals

Reflect on the Learning Strategies
 Discuss It 

Reflect on the Text

condition? What did you learn?

SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA

� STANDARDS
Speaking and Listening
Come to discussions prepared, 
having read and researched material 
under study; explicitly draw on that 
preparation by referring to evidence 
from texts and other research on 
the topic or issue to stimulate a 
thoughtful, well-reasoned exchange 
of ideas.
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