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Your child should spend up to 90 minutes over the course of each day on this packet. 
Consider other family-friendly activities during the day such as: 

  
Learn how to do laundry. 

Wash the laundry, 
fold and put the 
laundry away.  

Create a cartoon image 
of your family.  

 

Make a bucket list of 
things to do after the 

quarantine is over with 
your family.  

Look up riddles to 
solve with someone 

in your family.  

Mindful Minute: Write 
down what a typical day 
was like pre-quarantine 
and during quarantine. 

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. 

The Specialized Instruction and Supports webpage can be accessed by clicking HERE or 
by navigating in a web browser to https://www.usd259.org/Page/17540 
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For Multilingual Education Services (MES) support, 
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Grade 12 English Language Arts:  May 11-May 15, 2020 

Hello Parents and 12th 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 7: May 11-May 15 Pages 770-774 including IL1-IL24 
 

Day 1: 770-774 Day 2: IL1-IL5 Day 3: IL6-IL9 Day 4: IL10-IL18 Day 5: IL19-IL24 

Word Definition 
Tolerable- adjective 
 

able to be endured. 
 

Elude- verb 
 

evade or escape from (a danger, enemy, or 
pursuer), typically in a skillful or cunning way. 
 

Agitated- adjective 
 

feeling or appearing troubled or nervous. 
 

Obscurity- noun 
 

the state of being unknown, inconspicuous, or 
unimportant. 
 

Ideological- adjective 
 

based on or relating to a system of ideas and 
ideals, especially concerning economic or political 
theory and policy. 
 

 
 

● 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.

After reading, consult reference sources for background information that can help 
you clarify meaning.

 

Take notes Record important ideas and information.

Review your notes before preparing to share with a group.

 

ESSENTIAL QUESTION:

What does it mean to call 
a place home?
As we venture away from home, the memories we bring with us may be detailed or 
vague, accurate or distorted. In this section, you will complete your study of what 
it means to call a place a home 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 the topic of what it means to call a place a home?

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 to each category.

SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA770 
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CONTENTS

Choose one selection. Selections are available online only.

PERFORMANCE-BASED ASSESSMENT PREP

Review Evidence for an Informative Essay
Complete your Evidence Log for the unit by evaluating what you have learned and 
synthesizing the information you have recorded.

SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA

SPEECH | POETRY

St. Crispin’s Day Speech
from Henry V, Act IV, Scene iii
William Shakespeare

Home Thoughts, From Abroad
Robert Browning

When we are facing danger or are far away, thoughts of 
home can be sweet.

NOVEL EXCERPT 

from The Buried Giant
Kazuo Ishiguro

In sixth-century England, where ogres still roam the 
land, what is home like?

ESSAY

from Writing as an Act of Hope
Isabel Allende

Is it possible to write the past back into existence?

SHORT STORY

My Old Home
Lu Hsun 

Was the old house—the old home—always like this?

Overview: Independent Learning 771
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INDEPENDENT LEARNING

First-Read Guide

Use this page to record your first-read ideas.

Selection Title: 

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.

 Tool Kit
First-Read Guide and 

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

772 
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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.

 Tool Kit
Close-Read Guide and 
Model Annotation

QuickWrite

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

Close-Read Guide

Use this page to record your close-read ideas.

Selection Title: 

ESSENTIAL QUESTION: What does it mean to call a place home? 

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

Overview: Independent Learning 773
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BACKGROUND
“St. Crispin’s Day Speech” is from Shakespeare’s history play Henry V. 
The basis for the play’s speech is an actual speech made by the real 
King Henry V to the English army shortly before the Battle of Agincourt 
in 1415. The battle was fought on St. Crispin’s Day, October 25th. 
In Shakespeare’s play, Henry V is responding to a character named 
Westmoreland who has just lamented the fact that the English army is 
greatly outnumbered by the French troops. There was, however, no such 
real person named Westmoreland at the historical battle. He is, in the 
play, a creation of Shakespeare’s imagination. As in the play, the English 
army emerged victorious at the end of that October day in 1415.

WESTMORELAND

O that we now had here
But one ten thousand of those men in England
That do no work today!

NOTES

About the Playwright
William Shakespeare (1564–1616) was born and 
grew up in Stratford-upon-Avon, a busy market town 
on the Avon River about seventy miles northwest of 
London. By 1592, he had moved to London, where he 
worked as an actor and soon as a playwright. From 
about 1594 to 1610, Shakespeare wrote many plays, 
some of them among the most famous in the English 

language. These include Hamlet, The Tragedy of Romeo and Juliet, and The 
Tragedy of Macbeth. Four centuries after his death, his plays continue to be 
read and performed throughout the world.

St. Crispin’s Day Speech
from Henry V, Act IV, Scene iii

William Shakespeare

IL1 from Henry V, Act IV, Scene iii
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NOTES
KING HENRY

What’s he that wishes so?
My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin;
If we are mark’d to die, we are enow1

To do our country loss; and if to live,
The fewer men, the greater share of honor.
God’s will! I pray thee, wish not one man more.
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold,
Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost;
It yearns me not2 if men my garments wear;
Such outward things dwell not in my desires.
But if it be a sin to covet honor,
I am the most offending soul alive.
No, faith, my coz,3 wish not a man from England.
God’s peace! I would not lose so great an honor
As one man more methinks would share from me
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more!
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host
That he which hath no stomach to this fight,
And crowns for convoy put into his purse;
We would not die in that man‘s company
That fears his fellowship to die with us.
This day is call’d the feast of Crispian.4

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam’d,
And rouse him at the name of Crispian.
He that shall live this day, and see old age,
Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbors,
And say “Tomorrow is Saint Crispian.”
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,
And say “These wounds I had on Crispian‘s day.”
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot,
But he’ll remember, with advantages,
What feats he did that day. Then shall our names,
Familiar in his mouth as household words—
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester—
Be in their flowing cups freshly rememb’red.
This story shall the good man teach his son;
And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by,
From this day to the ending of the world,
But we in it shall be remembered—

1. enow (ih NOW) adj. enough.
2. yearns me not does not make me sad.
3. coz (kuhz) n. cousin.
4. Crispian a Catholic feast day that falls on October 25, now  

commonly referred to as Saint Crispin’s Day.

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

from Henry V, Act IV, Scene iii IL2
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NOTES
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;
For he today that sheds his blood with me
Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile,
This day shall gentle his condition;
And gentlemen in England now-a-bed
Shall think themselves accurs’d they were not here,
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day. ❧

45

50

IL3 from Henry V, Act IV, Scene iii
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NOTES

BACKGROUND
Browning composed “Home Thoughts, From Abroad” in 1845. By that 
time, the English poet had spent quite a bit of time in Italy. It was also 
around this time that he and Elizabeth Barrett eloped to Italy, where the 
couple lived until Elizabeth’s death in 1861. 

Oh, to be in England
Now that April’s there,
And whoever wakes in England
Sees, some morning, unaware,
That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf1

Round the elm-tree bole2 are in tiny leaf,
While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough
In England—now!

And after April, when May follows,
And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows!
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge

1. sheaf (sheef) n. branches that have been cut and bound together with twine.
2. bole (bohl) n. trunk of a tree.

5

10

Meet the Poet
Robert Browning (1812–1889) was a long time in 
becoming famous. His early books of poems sold 
poorly, if at all. For years, his reputation was eclipsed by 
that of his wife, the poet Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 
Eight years after Elizabeth’s death, however, the 
publication of a long poem, The Ring and the Book, 
achieved wide recognition for its author. Today, Robert 

Browning ranks with Tennyson as one of the great Victorian poets. In 
addition, several important twentieth-century poets, including Ezra Pound 
and Robert Lowell, have expressed deep admiration for his poetry. 

Home Thoughts, 
From Abroad
Robert Browning

IL4
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NOTES
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover
Blossoms and dewdrops—at the bent spray’s edge—
That’s the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over,
Lest you should think he never could recapture
The first fine careless rapture!
And though the fields look rough with hoary dew,
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew
The buttercups, the little children’s dower3

—Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower!

3. dower (DOW uhr) n. natural gift.

15

20

IL5 



SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA

NOVEL EXCERPT

©
 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.

BACKGROUND
This excerpt from the first chapter of The Buried Giant is set in Britain 
around the sixth century C.E. After several centuries as a province of 
the Roman Empire, Britain had returned to local rule, but had also 
descended into violence and ethnic tension as the Saxons, a Germanic 
tribe, began to invade. This period also gave rise to many well-known 
legends, including that of King Arthur, a mythical British king said 
to have battled the Saxons as well as dragons and other fantastical 
creatures.

You would have searched a long time for the sort of winding 
lane or tranquil meadow for which England later became 

celebrated. There were instead miles of desolate, uncultivated 
land; here and there rough-hewn paths over craggy hills or bleak 
moorland.1 Most of the roads left by the Romans would by then 
have become broken or overgrown, often fading into wilderness. 
Icy fogs hung over rivers and marshes, serving all too well the 

1. moorland (MUR land) n. tract of open wasteland, usually covered with low bushes.

1

About the Author
Kazuo Ishiguro (b. 1954) has been telling riveting 
stories since his early twenties. He was born in 
Nagasaki, Japan—though he knew nothing about the 
1945 Hiroshima and Nagasaki bombings until after he 
moved to England at the age of five. Ishiguro’s novels 
often touch on the theme of memory and the ways in 
which it fades and gets distorted, as well as on humans’ 

inability, often, to fully face the past. He has won many awards for his 
writing, including the Man Booker Prize for his novel The Remains of 
the Day.

from

The Buried Giant
Kazuo Ishiguro

NOTES

from The Buried Giant IL6



©
 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
ogres2  that were then still native to this land. The people who 
lived nearby—one wonders what desperation led them to settle 
in such gloomy spots—might well have feared these creatures, 
whose panting breaths could be heard long before their deformed 
figures emerged from the mist. But such monsters were not cause 
for astonishment. People then would have regarded them as 
everyday hazards, and in those days there was so much else to 
worry about. How to get food out of the hard ground; how not 
to run out of firewood; how to stop the sickness that could kill a 
dozen pigs in a single day and produce green rashes on the cheeks 
of children.

In any case, ogres were not so bad provided one did not 
provoke them. One had to accept that every so often, perhaps 
following some obscure dispute in their ranks, a creature would 
come blundering into a village in a terrible rage, and despite 
shouts and brandishings of weapons, rampage about injuring 
anyone slow to move out of its path. Or that every so often, an 
ogre might carry off a child into the mist. The people of the day 
had to be philosophical about such outrages.

In one such area on the edge of a vast bog, in the shadow of 
some jagged hills, lived an elderly couple, Axl and Beatrice. 
Perhaps these were not their exact or full names, but for ease, 
this is how we will refer to them. I would say this couple lived an 
isolated life, but in those days few were “isolated” in any sense 
we would understand. For warmth and protection, the villagers 
lived in shelters, many of them dug deep into the hillside, 
connecting one to the other by underground passages and covered 
corridors. Our elderly couple lived within one such sprawling 
warren3—“building” would be too grand a word—with roughly 
sixty other villagers. If you came out of their warren and walked 
for twenty minutes around the hill, you would have reached the 
next settlement, and to your eyes, this one would have seemed 
identical to the first. But to the inhabitants themselves, there 
would have been many distinguishing details of which they 
would have been proud or ashamed.

I have no wish to give the impression that this was all there 
was to the Britain of those days; that at a time when magnificent 
civilizations flourished elsewhere in the world, we were here 
not much beyond the Iron Age.4 Had you been able to roam 
the countryside at will, you might well have discovered castles 
containing music, fine food, athletic excellence; or monasteries 
with inhabitants steeped in learning. But there is no getting 

2. ogres (OH guhrz) n. man-eating monsters.
3. warren (WAWR uhn) n. network of interconnected rabbit burrows; a mazelike, 

overcrowded area or building that resembles these burrows..
4. Iron Age period marked by the widespread use of iron tools and weapons; the final 

prehistoric period of many human societies.

2

3

4

IL7 from The Buried Giant
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NOTES
around it. Even on a strong horse, in good weather, you could 
have ridden for days without spotting any castle or monastery 
looming out of the greenery. Mostly you would have found 
communities like the one I have just described, and unless you 
had with you gifts of food or clothing, or were ferociously armed, 
you would not have been sure of a welcome. I am sorry to paint 
such a picture of our country at that time, but there you are.

To return to Axl and Beatrice. As I said, this elderly couple lived 
on the outer fringes of the warren, where their shelter was less 
protected from the elements and hardly benefited from the fire in 
the Great Chamber where everyone congregated at night. Perhaps 
there had been a time when they had lived closer to the fire; a time 
when they had lived with their children. In fact, it was just such an 
idea that would drift into Axl’s mind as he lay in his bed during 
the empty hours before dawn, his wife soundly asleep beside him, 
and then a sense of some unnamed loss would gnaw at his heart, 
preventing him from returning to sleep.

Perhaps that was why, on this particular morning, Axl had 
abandoned his bed altogether and slipped quietly outside to sit on 
the old warped bench beside the entrance to the warren in wait for 
the first signs of daylight. It was spring, but the air still felt bitter, 
even with Beatrice’s cloak, which he had taken on his way out and 
wrapped around himself. Yet he had become so absorbed in his 
thoughts that by the time he realized how cold he was, the stars 
had all but gone, a glow was spreading on the horizon, and the 
first notes of birdsong were emerging from the dimness.

He rose slowly to his feet, regretting having stayed out so long. 
He was in good health, but it had taken a while to shake off his 
last fever and he did not wish it to return. Now he could feel the 
damp in his legs, but as he turned to go back inside, he was well 
satisfied: for he had this morning succeeded in remembering a 
number of things that had eluded him for some time. Moreover, 
he now sensed he was about to come to some momentous 
decision—one that had been put off far too long—and felt an 
excitement within him which he was eager to share with his wife.

Inside, the passageways of the warren were still in complete 
darkness, and he was obliged to feel his way the short distance 
back to the door of his chamber. Many of the “doorways” within 
the warren were simple archways to mark the threshold to a 
chamber. The open nature of this arrangement would not have 
struck the villagers as compromising their privacy, but allowed 
rooms to benefit from any warmth coming down the corridors 
from the great fire or the smaller fires permitted within the 
warren. Axl and Beatrice’s room, however, being too far from 
any fire had something we might recognize as an actual door; a 
large wooden frame criss-crossed with small branches, vines, and 

5

6

7

8

from The Buried Giant IL8



©
 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
thistles5 which someone going in and out would each time have 
to lift to one side, but which shut out the chilly drafts. Axl would 
happily have done without this door, but it had over time become 
an object of considerable pride to Beatrice. He had often returned 
to find his wife pulling off withered pieces from the construct  
and replacing them with fresh cuttings she had gathered during 
the day.

This morning, Axl moved the barrier just enough to let himself 
in, taking care to make as little noise as possible. Here, the early 
dawn light was leaking into the room through the small chinks 
of their outer wall. He could see his hand dimly before him, and 
on the turf bed, Beatrice’s form still sound asleep under the thick 
blankets.

He was tempted to wake his wife. For a part of him felt sure 
that if, at this moment, she were awake and talking to him, 
whatever last barriers remained between him and his decision 
would finally crumble. But it was some time yet until the 
community roused itself and the day’s work began, so he settled 
himself on the low stool in the corner of the chamber, his wife’s 
cloak still tight around him. . . . ❧

5. thistles (THIHS uhlz) n. prickly plants, usually with purple flowers.

9

10

IL9 from The Buried Giant
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BACKGROUND
In this story, Lu Hsun explores the issue of how intellectuals are to live 
their lives, specifically in China. It is a theme that Lu and other Chinese 
writers during the 1920s addressed again and again in their short stories 
and novels. The problem is eloquently illustrated by the descriptions 
of the grown narrator and his childhood friend Jun-tu. The narrator, a 
successful writer, has traveled extensively. As a result, he is cosmopolitan 
and sophisticated. His old friend, on the other hand, never left their 
hometown and never escaped the lower economic origins of his family. 
The chasm between their two personalities seems impossible to ignore 
or cross.

Braving the bitter cold, I traveled more than seven hundred 
miles back to the old home I had left over twenty years 

before.
It was late winter. As we drew near my former home the day 

became overcast and a cold wind blew into the cabin of our boat, 
while all one could see through the chinks in our bamboo awning 
were a few desolate villages, void of any sign of life, scattered far 

1

2

About the Author
Lu Hsun (1881–1936) is a major figure in 
twentieth-century Chinese literature. He wrote short 
stories, poetry, essays, and literary criticism, both in 
Classical and vernacular Chinese. As a young man, he 
studied medicine, but quit before receiving his degree in 
order to devote himself to literature. During the 1930s, 
Lu was considered for the Nobel Prize in Literature. Also 

around this time, he renounced the writing of fiction and wrote primarily 
essays until his death. 

My Old Home
Lu Hsun

NOTES

IL10



©
 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
and near under the somber yellow sky. I could not help feeling 
depressed.

Ah! Surely this was not the old home I had remembered for the 
past twenty years?

The old home I remembered was not in the least like this. 
My old home was much better. But if you asked me to recall its 
peculiar charm or describe its beauties, I had no clear impression, 
no words to describe it. And now it seemed this was all there was 
to it. Then I rationalized the matter to myself, saying: Home was 
always like this, and although it has not improved, still it is not 
so depressing as I imagine; it is only my mood that has changed, 
because I am coming back to the country this time with no 
illusions.

This time I had come with the sole object of saying goodbye. 
The old house our clan had lived in for so many years had already 
been sold to another family, and was to change hands before the 
end of the year. I had to hurry there before New Year’s Day to  
say goodbye for ever to the familiar old house, and to move my 
family to another place where I was working, far from my old 
home town.

At dawn on the second day I reached the gateway of my home. 
Broken stems of withered grass on the roof, trembling in the 
wind, made very clear the reason why this old house could not 
avoid changing hands. Several branches of our clan had probably 
already moved away, so it was unusually quiet. By the time  
I reached the house my mother was already at the door to 
welcome me, and my eight-year-old nephew, Hung-erh, rushed 
out after her.

Though mother was delighted, she was also trying to hide 
a certain feeling of sadness. She told me to sit down and rest 
and have some tea, letting the removal wait for the time being. 
Hung-erh, who had never seen me before, stood watching me at a 
distance.

But finally we had to talk about the removal. I said that 
rooms had already been rented elsewhere, and I had bought a 
little furniture; in addition it would be necessary to sell all the 
furniture in the house in order to buy more things. Mother agreed, 
saying that the luggage was nearly all packed, and about half the 
furniture that could not easily be moved had already been sold. 
Only it was difficult to get people to pay up.

“You must rest for a day or two, and call on our relatives, and 
then we can go,” said mother.

“Yes.”
“Then there is Jun-tu. Each time he comes here he always asks 

after you, and wants very much to see you again. I told him the 
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probable date of your return home, and he may be coming  
any time.”

At this point a strange picture suddenly flashed into my mind: 
a golden moon suspended in a deep blue sky and beneath it 
the seashore, planted as far as the eye could see with jade-green 
watermelons, while in their midst a boy of eleven or twelve, 
wearing a silver necklet and grasping a steel pitch-fork in his 
hand, was thrusting with all his might at a zba which dodged the 
blow and escaped between his legs.

This boy was Jun-tu. When I first met him he was just over 
ten—that was thirty years ago, and at that time my father was 
still alive and the family well off, so I was really a spoiled child. 
That year it was our family’s turn to take charge of a big ancestral 
sacrifice, which came round only once in thirty years, and hence 
was an important one. In the first month the ancestral images 
were presented and offerings made, and since the sacrificial 
vessels were very fine and there was such a crowd of worshipers, 
it was necessary to guard against theft. Our family had only one 
part-time laborer. (In our district we divide laborers into three 
classes: those who work all the year for one family are called full-
timers; those who are hired by the day are called dailies; and those 
who farm their own land and only work for one family at New 
Year, during festivals or when rents are being collected are called 
part-timers.) And since there was so much to be done, he told 
my father that he would send for his son Jun-tu to look after the 
sacrificial vessels. 

When my father gave his consent I was overjoyed, because I 
had long since heard of Jun-tu and knew that he was about my 
own age, born in the intercalary month,1 and when his horoscope 
was told it was found that of the five elements that of earth was 
lacking, so his father called him Jun-tu (Intercalary Earth). He 
could set traps and catch small birds.

I looked forward every day to New Year, for New Year would 
bring Jun-tu. At last, when the end of the year came, one day 
mother told me that Jun-tu had come, and I flew to see him. He 
was standing in the kitchen. He had a round, crimson face and 
wore a small felt cap on his head and a gleaming silver necklet 
round his neck, showing that his father doted on him and, fearing 
he might die, had made a pledge with the gods and buddhas, 
using the necklet as a talisman. He was very shy, and I was the 
only person he was not afraid of. When there was no one else 
there, he would talk with me, so in a few hours we were fast 
friends.

1. intercalary month
.

.
.
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I don’t know what we talked of then, but I remember that 

Jun-tu was in high spirits, saying that since he had come to town 
he had seen many new things.

The next day I wanted him to catch birds.
“Can’t be done,” he said. “It’s only possible after a heavy 

snowfall. On our sands, after it snows, I sweep clear a patch of 
ground, prop up a big threshing basket with a short stick, and 
scatter husks of grain beneath. When the birds come there to eat, I 
tug a string tied to the stick, and the birds are caught in the basket. 
There are all kinds: wild pheasants, woodcocks, wood-pigeons, 
‘blue-backs’ . . .”

Accordingly I looked forward very eagerly to snow.
“Just now it is too cold,” said Jun-tu another time, “but you 

must come to our place in summer. In the daytime we’ll go to 
the seashore to look for shells, there are green ones and red ones, 
besides ‘scare-devil’ shells and ‘buddha’s hands.’ In the evening 
when dad and I go to see to the watermelons, you shall come too.” 

“Is it to look out for thieves?”
“No. If passersby are thirsty and pick a watermelon, folk down 

our way don’t consider it as stealing. What we have to look out for 
are badgers, hedgehogs and zba. When under the moonlight you 
hear the crunching sound made by the zba when it bites  
the melons, then you take your pitchfork and creep stealthily  
over. . . .” 

I had no idea then what this thing called zba was—and I am 
not much clearer now for that matter—but somehow I felt it was 
something like a small dog, and very fierce.

“Don’t they bite people?”
“You have a pitchfork. You go across, and when you see it you 

strike. It’s a very cunning creature and will rush towards you and 
get away between your legs. Its fur is as slippery as oil. . . .”

I had never known that all these strange things existed: at the 
seashore there were shells all colors of the rainbow; watermelons 
were exposed to such danger, yet all I had known of them before 
was that they were sold in the greengrocer’s. 

“On our shore, when the tide comes in, there are lots of jumping 
fish, each with two legs like a frog. . . .” 

Jun-tu’s mind was a treasure-house of such strange lore, all of 
it outside the ken of my former friends. They were ignorant of all 
these things and, while Jun-tu lived by the sea, they like me could 
see only the four corners of the sky above the high courtyard wall.

Unfortunately, a month after New Year Jun-tu had to go home. 
I burst into tears and he took refuge in the kitchen, crying and 
refusing to come out, until finally his father carried him off. Later 
he sent me by his father a packet of shells and a few very beautiful 
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feathers, and I sent him presents once or twice, but we never saw 
each other again.

Now that my mother mentioned him, this childhood memory 
sprang into life like a flash of lightning, and I seemed to see my 
beautiful old home. So I answered:

“Fine! And he—how is he?”
“He? . . . He’s not at all well off either,” said mother. And then, 

looking out of the door: “Here come those people again. They say 
they want to buy our furniture; but actually they just want to see 
what they can pick up. I must go and watch them.”

Mother stood up and went out. The voices of several women 
could be heard outside. I called Hung-erh to me and started 
talking to him, asking him whether he could write, and whether 
he would be glad to leave.

“Shall we be going by train?”
“Yes, we shall go by train.”
“And boat?”
“We shall take a boat first.”
“Oh! Like this! With such a long moustache!” A strange shrill 

voice suddenly rang out.
I looked up with a start, and saw a woman of about fifty with 

prominent cheekbones and thin lips. With her hands on her 
hips, not wearing a skirt but with her trousered legs apart, she 
stood in front of me just like the compass in a box of geometrical 
instruments.

I was flabbergasted.
“Don’t you know me? Why, I have held you in my arms!” 
I felt even more flabbergasted. Fortunately my mother came in 

just then and said:
“He has been away so long, you must excuse him for forgetting. 

You should remember,” she said to me, “this is Mrs. Yang from 
across the road. . . . She has a beancurd shop.”

Then, to be sure, I remembered. When I was a child there was 
a Mrs. Yang who used to sit nearly all day long in the beancurd 
shop across the road, and everybody used to call her Beancurd 
Beauty. She used to powder herself, and her cheekbones were not 
so prominent then nor her lips so thin; moreover she remained 
seated all the time, so that I had never noticed this resemblance 
to a compass. In those days people said that, thanks to her, 
that beancurd shop did very good business.  But, probably on 
account of my age, she had made no impression on me, so that 
later I forgot her entirely. However, the Compass was extremely 
indignant and looked at me most contemptuously, just as one 
might look at a Frenchman who had never heard of Napoleon or 
an American who had never heard of Washington, and smiling 
sarcastically she said: 
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“You had forgotten? Naturally I am beneath your notice. . . .”
“Certainly not . . . I . . .” I answered nervously, getting to  

my feet.
“Then you listen to me, Master Hsun. You have grown rich, 

and they are too heavy to move, so you can’t possibly want these 
old pieces of furniture any more. You had better let me take them 
away. Poor people like us can do with them.”

“I haven’t grown rich. I must sell these in order to buy. . . .”  
“Oh, come now, you have been made the intendant of a circuit, 

how can you still say you’re not rich? You have three concubines 
now, and whenever you go out it is in a big sedan-chair with eight 
bearers. Do you still say you’re not rich? Hah! You can’t hide 
anything from me.”

Knowing there was nothing I could say, I remained silent.
“Come now, really, the more money people have the more 

miserly they get, and the more miserly they are the more money 
they get . . .” remarked the Compass, turning indignantly away 
and walking slowly off, casually picking up a pair of mother’s 
gloves and stuffing them into her pocket as she went out.

After this a number of relatives in the neighborhood came 
to call. In the intervals between entertaining them I did some 
packing, and so three or four days passed.

One very cold afternoon, I sat drinking tea after lunch when I 
was aware of someone coming in, and turned my head to see who 
it was. At the first glance I gave an involuntary start, hastily stood 
up and went over to welcome him.

The newcomer was Jun-tu. But although I knew at a glance 
that this was Jun-tu, it was not the Jun-tu I remembered. He had 
grown to twice his former size. His round face, once crimson, had 
become sallow and acquired deep lines and wrinkles; his eyes too 
had become like his father’s, the rims swollen and red, a feature 
common to most peasants who work by the sea and are exposed 
all day to the wind from the ocean. He wore a shabby felt cap 
and just one very thin padded jacket, with the result that he was 
shivering from head to foot. He carried a paper package and a 
long pipe, nor was his hand the plump red hand I remembered, 
but coarse and clumsy and chapped, like the bark of a pine tree.

Delighted as I was, I did not know how to express myself, and 
could only say: “Oh! Jun-tu—so it’s you? . . .”

After this there were so many things I wanted to talk about, 
they should have poured out like a string of beads: woodcocks, 
jumping fish, shells, zba. . . . But I was tongue-tied, unable to put 
all I was thinking into words.

He stood there, mixed joy and sadness showing on his face. 
His lips moved, but not a sound did he utter. Finally, assuming a 
respectful attitude, be said clearly:

45

46

47

48

49

50

51

52

53

54

55

56

57

IL15 



©
 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
“Master! . . .”
I felt a shiver run through me; for I knew then what a 

lamentably thick wall had grown up between us. Yet I could not 
say anything.

He turned his head to call:
“Shui-sheng, bow to the master.” Then he pulled forward a boy 

who had been hiding behind his back, and this was just the Jun-tu 
of twenty years before, only a little paler and thinner, and he had 
no silver necklet.

“This is my fifth,” he said. “He’s not used to company, so he’s 
shy and awkward.”

Mother came downstairs with Hung-erh, probably after hearing 
our voices.

“I got your letter some time ago, madam,” said Jun-tu. “I was 
really so pleased to know the master was coming back. . . .”

“Now, why are you so polite? Weren’t you playmates together 
in the past?” said mother gaily. “You had better still call him 
Brother Hsun as before.”

“Oh, you are really too. . . . What bad manners that would be. 
I was a child then and didn’t understand.” As he was speaking 
Jun-tu motioned Shui-sheng to come and bow, but the child was 
shy, and stood stock-still behind his father.

“So he is Shui-sheng? Your fifth?” asked mother. “We are all 
strangers, you can’t blame him for feeling shy. Hung-erh had 
better take him out to play.”

When Hung-erh heard this he went over to Shui-sheng, and 
Shui-sheng went out with him, entirely at his ease. Mother asked 
Jun-tu to sit down, and after a little hesitation he did so; then 
leaning his long pipe against the table he handed over the paper 
package, saying:

“In winter there is nothing worth bringing; but these few beans 
we dried ourselves, if you will excuse the liberty, sir.”

When I asked him how things were with him, he just shook  
his head.

“In a very bad way. Even my sixth can do a little work, but 
still we haven’t enough to eat … and then there is no security . . . 
all sorts of people want money, there is no fixed rule . . . and the 
harvests are bad. You grow things, and when you take them to sell 
you always have to pay several taxes and lose money, while if you 
don’t try to sell, the things may go bad. . . .”

He kept shaking his head; yet, although his face was lined with 
wrinkles, not one of them moved, just as if he were a stone statue. 
No doubt he felt intensely bitter, but could not express himself. . . .

From her chat with him, mother learned that he was busy at 
home and had to go back the next day; and since he had had 
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no lunch, she told him to go to the kitchen and fry some rice for 
himself.

After he had gone out, mother and I both shook our heads over 
his hard life: Many children, famines, taxes, soldiers, bandits, 
officials, and landed gentry,2 all had squeezed him as dry as a 
mummy. Mother said that we should offer him all the things we 
were not going to take away, letting him choose for himself.

That afternoon he picked out a number of things: two long 
tables, four chairs, an incense burner and candlesticks, and one 
balance. He also asked for all the ashes from the stove (in our part 
we cook over straw, and the ashes can be used to fertilize sandy 
soil), saying that when we left he would come to take them away 
by boat.

That night we talked again, but not of anything serious; and the 
next morning he went away with Shui-sheng.

After another nine days it was time for us to leave. Jun-tu came 
in the morning. Shui-sheng did not come with him—he had just 
brought a little girl of five to watch the boat. We were very busy 
all day, and had no time to talk. We also had quite a number of 
visitors, some to see us off, some to fetch things, and some to do 
both. It was nearly evening when we left by boat, and by that time 
everything in the house, however old or shabby, large or small, 
fine or coarse, had been cleared away.

As we set off, in the dusk, the green mountains on either side of 
the river became deep blue, receding towards the stern of the boat.

Hung-erh and I, leaning against the cabin window, were 
looking out together at the indistinct scene outside, when 
suddenly he asked:

“Uncle, when shall we go back?”
“Go back? Do you mean that before you’ve left you want to  

go back?”
“Well, Shui-sheng has invited me to his home. . . .” He opened 

wide his black eyes in anxious thought.
Mother and I both felt rather sad, and so Jun-tu’s name came up 

again. Mother said that ever since our family started packing up, 
Mrs. Yang from the beancurd shop had come over every day, and 
the day before in the ash-heap she had unearthed a dozen bowls 
and plates, which after some discussion she insisted must have 
been buried there by Jun-tu, so that when he came to remove the 
ashes he could take them home at the same time. After making 
this discovery Mrs. Yang was very pleased with herself, and flew 
off taking the dog-teaser with her. (The dog-teaser is used by 
poultry keepers in our parts. It is a wooden cage inside which 
food is put, so that hens can stretch their necks in to eat but dogs 

2. landed gentry upper class of people who own land.
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can only look on furiously.) And it was a marvel, considering the 
size of her feet, how fast she could run.

I was leaving the old house farther and farther behind, while 
the hills and rivers of my old home were also receding gradually 
ever farther in the distance. But I felt no regret. I only felt that 
all round me was an invisible high wall, cutting me off from my 
fellows, and this depressed me thoroughly. The vision of that 
small hero with the silver necklet among the watermelons had 
formerly been as clear as day, but now it suddenly blurred, adding 
to my depression.

Mother and Hung-erh fell asleep.
I lay down, listening to the water rippling beneath the boat, and 

knew that I was going my way. I thought: Although there is such 
a barrier between Jun-tu and myself, the children still have much 
in common, for wasn’t Hung-erh thinking of Shui-sheng just now? 
I hope they will not be like us, that they will not allow a barrier to 
grow up between them. But again I would not like them, because 
they want to be akin, all to have a treadmill existence like mine, 
nor to suffer like Jun-tu until they become stupefied, nor yet, like 
others, to devote all their energies to dissipation. They should 
have a new life, a life we have never experienced.

The access of hope made me suddenly afraid. When Jun-tu 
asked for the incense burner and candlesticks I had laughed up 
my sleeve at him, to think that he still worshiped idols and could 
not put them out of his mind. Yet what I now called hope was no 
more than an idol l had created myself. The only difference was 
that what he desired was close at hand, while what I desired was 
less easily realized.

As I dozed, a stretch of jade-green seashore spread itself before 
my eyes, and above a round golden moon hung in a deep blue 
sky. I thought: Hope cannot be said to exist, nor can it be said not 
to exist. It is just like roads across the earth. For actually the earth 
had no roads to begin with, but when many men pass one way, a 
road is made. ❧
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BACKGROUND
“Writing as an Act of Hope” is an excerpt from a slightly longer essay. 
It is ostensibly Isabel Allende’s response to questions about writing that 
she has been asked over and over again.

In every interview during the last few years I encountered two 
questions that forced me to define myself as a writer and as a 

human being: Why do I write? And who do I write for? Tonight I 
will try to answer those questions.

In 1981, in Caracas, I put a sheet of paper in my typewriter 
and wrote the first sentence of The House of the Spirits: “Barabbas 
came to us by sea.” At that moment I didn’t know why I was 
doing it, or for whom. In fact, I assumed that no one would ever 
read it except my mother, who reads everything I write. I was 
not even conscious that I was writing a novel. I thought I was 
writing a letter—a spiritual letter to my grandfather, a formidable 
old patriarch, whom I loved dearly. He had reached almost one 
hundred years of age and decided that he was too tired to go on 

1

2

from
Writing as an  
Act of Hope
Isabel Allende

About the Author
Isabel Allende was born in 1942 in Peru. She has 

her life, but currently lives in the United States. 

experience but also contain elements of the “magic 
realism” tradition associated with the work of many 
Latin American writers, including Gabriel García 

Márquez and Jorge Luis Borges.

NOTES
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living, so he sat in his armchair and refused to drink or eat, calling 
for Death, who was kind enough to take him very soon.

I wanted to bid him farewell, but I couldn’t go back to Chile,1 
and I knew that calling him on the telephone was useless, so I 
began this letter. I wanted to tell him that he could go in peace 
because all his memories were with me. I had forgotten nothing. I 
had all his anecdotes, all the characters of the family, and to prove 
it I began writing the story of Rose, the fiancée my grandfather 
had had, who is called Rose the Beautiful in the book. She really 
existed; she’s not a copy from García Márquez,2 as some people 
have said.

For a year I wrote every night with no hesitation or plan. Words 
came out like a violent torrent. I had thousands of untold words 
stuck in my chest, threatening to choke me. The long silence of 
exile was turning me to stone; I needed to open a valve and let 
the river of secret words find a way out. At the end of that year 
there were five hundred pages on my table; it didn’t look like a 
letter anymore. On the other hand, my grandfather had died long 
before, so the spiritual message had already reached him. So I 
thought, “Well, maybe in this way I can tell some other people 
about him, and about my country, and about my family and 
myself.” So I just organized it a little bit, tied the manuscript with 
a pink ribbon for luck, and took it to some publishers.

The spirit of my grandmother was protecting the book from 
the very beginning, so it was refused everywhere in Venezuela. 
Nobody wanted it—it was too long; I was a woman; nobody knew 
me. So I sent it by mail to Spain, and the book was published 
there. It had reviews, and it was translated and distributed in 
other countries.

In the process of writing the anecdotes of the past, and recalling 
the emotions and pains of my fate, and telling part of the history 
of my country, I found that life became more comprehensible and 
the world more tolerable. I felt that my roots had been recovered 
and that during that patient exercise of daily writing I had 
also recovered my own soul. I felt at that time that writing was 
unavoidable—that I couldn’t keep away from it. Writing is such 
a pleasure; it is always a private orgy, creating and recreating the 
world according to my own laws, fulfilling in those pages all my 
dreams and exorcising some of my demons.

1. I couldn’t go back to Chile Following a successful military coup in 1973 in Chile, 
the dictator Augusto Pinochet assumed power. He replaced the leader of the socialist 
government, President Salvador Allende, a close relative of Isabel Allende’s. As a result, 
Allende and her family were forced to flee the country. Pinochet remained in power 

2. García Márquez
received the 1982 Nobel Prize for Literature. His novels, especially One Hundred Years 
of Solitude and The Autumn of the Patriarch, helped popularize the literary style called 
“magic realism.”
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But that is a rather simple explanation. There are other reasons 

for writing.
Six years and three books have passed since The House of the 

Spirits. Many things have changed for me in that time. I can no 
longer pretend to be naïve, or elude questions, or find refuge 
in irony. Now I am constantly confronted by my readers, and 
they can be very tough. It’s not enough to write in a state of 
trance, overwhelmed by the desire to tell a story. One has to be 
responsible for each word, each idea. Be very careful: The written 
word cannot be erased.

I began to receive academic papers from American universities 
about the symbols in my books, or the metaphors, or the colors, or 
the names. I’m always very scared by them. I just received three 
different papers on Barabbas, the dog. One of them says that he 
symbolizes the innocence of Clara because he accompanies her 
during her youth, and when she falls in love, symbolically, the 
dog dies in a pool of blood. . . . The second paper says that the dog 
represents repression—the militarists—and the third paper says 
that he is the male part of Clara, the hidden, dark, big beast in 
her. Well, really, Barabbas was just the dog I had at home. And he 
was killed as it was told in the book. But of course it sounds much 
better to answer that Barabbas symbolizes the innocence of Clara, 
so that’s the explanation I give when somebody asks.

Maybe the most important reason for writing is to prevent the 
erosion of time, so that memories will not be blown away by the 
wind. Write to register history, and name each thing. Write what 
should not be forgotten. But then, why write novels? Probably 
because I come from Latin America,3 a land of crazy, illuminated 
people, of geological and political cataclysms—a land so large 
and profound, so beautiful and frightening, that only novels can 
describe its fascinating complexity. 

A novel is like a window, open to an infinite landscape. In a 
novel we can put all the interrogations, we can register the most 
extravagant, evil, obscene, incredible or magnificent facts—which, 
in Latin America, are not hyperbole, because that is the dimension 
of our reality. In a novel we can give an illusory order to chaos. 
We can find the key to the labyrinth of history. We can make 
excursions into the past, to try to understand the present and 
dream the future. In a novel we can use everything: testimony, 
chronicle, essay, fantasy, legend, poetry and other devices that 
might help us to decode the mysteries of our world and discover 
our true identity.

For a writer who nourishes himself or herself on images and 
passions, to be born in a fabulous continent is a privilege. In 

3. Latin America those countries of the Western Hemisphere south of the United States in 
which Spanish, Portuguese, and French are primarily spoken.

7

8

9

10

11

12

IL21 from Writing as an Act of Hope



©
 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
Latin America we don’t have to stretch our imaginations. Critics 
in Europe and the United States often stare in disbelief at Latin 
American books, asking how the authors dare to invent those 
incredible lies of young women who fly to heaven wrapped in 
linen sheets; of black emperors who build fortresses with cement 
and the blood of emasculated bulls; of outlaws who die of hunger 
in the Amazon with bags full of emeralds on their backs; of 
ancient tyrants who order their mothers to be flogged naked in 
front of the troops and modern tyrants who order children to be 
tortured in front of their parents; of hurricanes and earthquakes 
that turn the world upside down; of revolutions made with 
machetes, bullets, poems and kisses; of hallucinating landscapes 
where reason is lost.

It is very hard to explain to critics that these things are not a 
product of our pathological imaginations. They are written in our 
history; we can find them every day in our newspapers. We hear 
them in the streets; we suffer them frequently in our own lives. 
It is impossible to speak of Latin America without mentioning 
violence. We inhabit a land of terrible contrasts and we have to 
survive in times of great violence.

Contrast and violence, two excellent ingredients for literature, 
although for us, citizens of that reality, life is always suspended 
from a very fragile thread.

The first, the most naked and visible form of violence is the 
extreme poverty of the majority, in contrast with the extreme 
wealth of the very few. In my continent two opposite realities 
coexist. One is a legal face, more or less comprehensible and with 
a certain pretension to dignity and civilization. The other is a dark 
and tragic face, which we do not like to show but which is always 
threatening us. There is an apparent world and a real world—nice 
neighborhoods where blond children play on their bicycles and 
servants walk elegant dogs, and other neighborhoods, of slums 
and garbage, where dark children play naked with hungry mutts. 
There are offices of marble and steel where young executives 
discuss the stock market, and forgotten villages where people 
still live and die as they did in the Middle Ages. There is a world 
of fiction created by the official discourse, and another world of 
blood and pain and love, where we have struggled for centuries.

In Latin America we all survive on the borderline of those 
two realities. Our fragile democracies exist as long as they 
don’t interfere with imperialist interests. Most of our republics 
are dependent on submissiveness. Our institutions and laws 
are inefficient. Our armed forces often act as mercenaries for 
a privileged social group that pays tribute to transnational 
enterprises. We are living in the worst economic, political and 
social crisis since the conquest of America by the Spaniards. There 
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NOTES
are hardly two or three leaders in the whole continent. Social 
inequality is greater every day, and to avoid an outburst of public 
rancor, repression also rises day by day. Crime, drugs, misery and 
ignorance are present in every Latin American country, and the 
military is an immediate threat to society and civil governments. 
We try to keep straight faces while our feet are stuck in a swamp 
of violence, exploitation, corruption, the terror of the state and the 
terrorism of those who take arms against the status quo.

But Latin America is also a land of hope and friendship and 
love. Writers navigate in these agitated waters. They don’t live 
in ivory towers; they cannot remove themselves from this brutal 
reality. In such circumstances there is no time and no wish for 
narcissistic literature. Very few of our writers contemplate their 
navel in self-centered monologue. The majority want desperately 
to communicate.

I feel that writing is an act of hope, a sort of communion 
with our fellow men. The writer of good will carries a lamp to 
illuminate the dark corners. Only that, nothing more—a tiny beam 
of light to show some hidden aspect of reality, to help decipher 
and understand it and thus to initiate, if possible, a change in the 
conscience of some readers. This kind of writer is not seduced by 
the mermaid’s voice of celebrity or tempted by exclusive literary 
circles. He has both feet planted firmly on the ground and walks 
hand in hand with the people in the streets. He knows that the 
lamp is very small and the shadows are immense. This makes him 
humble.

But just as we should not believe that literature gives us any 
sort of power, neither should we be paralyzed by false modesty. 
We should continue to write in spite of the bruises and the vast 
silence that frequently surrounds us. A book is not an end in itself; 
it is only a way to touch someone—a bridge extended across a 
space of loneliness and obscurity—and sometimes it is a way of 
winning other people to our causes.

I believe in certain principles and values: love, generosity, 
justice. I know that sounds old-fashioned. However, I believe 
in those values so firmly that I’m willing to provoke some 
scornful smiles. I’m sure we have the capacity to build a more 
gentle world—that doing so is our only alternative, because our 
present equilibrium is very fragile. In literature, we have been 
told, optimism is dangerous; it flirts with simplicity and is an 
insurrection against the sacred laws of reason and good taste. But 
I don’t belong to that group of desperate intellectuals. Despair is a 
paralyzing feeling. It only benefits our enemies.

My second novel, Of Love and Shadows, tells about the 
desaparecidos, “the disappeared ones.” It’s based on a political 
massacre that took place in Chile in 1973 during the military coup 

17

18

19

20

21

IL23 from Writing as an Act of Hope



©
 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
that put an end to 150 years of democracy. The novel denounces 
repression and the impunity of the murderers, and it had a warm 
reception from most readers and critics. But it also drew some 
strong attacks. Some said it was too political and sentimental and 
not very objective, as if one could be objective about the crimes 
of a dictatorship. Maybe these critics would have forgiven me, as 
other writers have been forgiven, if the book had only been a story 
of horror and bitterness. They didn’t like the fact that in the novel 
solidarity and hope prevail over death and torture. If the main 
characters, Irene and Francisco, had died in a torture chamber, or 
at least if the violent experiences they endured had drowned them 
in despair and destroyed forever their capacity to love and to 
dream, these critics might have been more tolerant. Evidently it’s 
hard to accept in literature that love can be stronger than hatred, 
although it frequently is in life.

If my books are going to be classified as political, I hope readers 
will find out that they are not political for ideological reasons 
only, but for other, more subtle considerations. They are political 
precisely because Alba Trueba, in The House of the Spirits, who has 
been . . . tortured and mutilated, is able to reconcile herself with 
life; because Irene and Francisco, in Of Love and Shadows, make 
love in spite of terror; because in my third novel, Eva Luna, Eva 
defeats the odds of her fate with generosity and candor; because 
these characters search for truth and have the courage to risk 
their lives. . . . ❧
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INDEPENDENT LEARNING

� EVIDENCE LOG

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

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 topic of finding a home.

Share Your Independent Learning
Prepare to Share

What does it mean to call a place home?

Even when you read or learn 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.

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.

� STANDARDS
Speaking and Listening
Initiate and participate effectively 
in a range of collaborative 
discussions with diverse partners 
on 
issues, building on others’ ideas and 
expressing their own clearly and 
persuasively.
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