He remembers. .
BY PAUL AUSTER
He remembers that he gave himself a new name, John, because all cowboys were named John, and that each time his mother addressed him by his real name he would refuse to answer her. He remembers running out of the house and lying in the middle of the road with his eyes shut, waiting for a car to run him over. He remembers that his grandfather gave him a large photo of Gabby Hayes and that it sat in a place of honor on the top of his bureau. He remembers thinking the world was flat. He remembers learning how to tie his shoes. He remembers that his father's clothes were kept in the closet in his room and that it was the noise of hangers clicking together in the morning that would wake him up. He remembers the sight of his father knotting his tie and saying to him, Rise and shine little boy. He remembers wanting to be a squirrel, because he wanted to be light like a squirrel and have a bushy tail and be able to jump from tree to tree as though he were flying. He remembers looking through the Venetian blinds and seeing his new​born sister coming home from the hospital in his mother's arms. He remembers the nurse in a white dress who sat beside his baby sister and gave him little squares of Swiss chocolate. He remembers that she called them Swiss although he did not know what that meant. He remembers lying in his bed at dusk in midsummer and looking at the tree through his window and seeing different faces in the configuration of the branches. He remembers sitting in the bathtub and pretending that his knees were mountains and that the white soap was an ocean liner. •
FromT/ie Invention of Solitude.
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Grand mama’s Kitchen Table
BY CYNTHIA RYLANT
S

ince I was four years old I have been talking about my life to the people who sit at my grandmama's kitchen table in Cool Ridge, West Virginia.
The kitchen is small and skinny. There is a little window next to Grandmama's table, and this is where she sits when she is alone in the house. Outside she can see the birds at the apple tree, eating the seed she left them, and she can see who's driving up the hollow, or whose child is walking out the dirt road to the school bus. There are woods all around, and her eyes will follow them down past the creek, down past Bill Mills' house, and on.
When I am visiting, I make sure I never sit in Grand mama’s chair. I want her to have her little
window.
Relatives will come by-Uncle Dean and Aunt Linda, Sue and the girls, Bev and the baby -and all sit on a bench in the doorway or on an extra chair that will block anybody who's trying to get through the room. But no one wants to go into the living room, where there are plenty of seats for us all. We want to be in Grandmama's kitchen, near this heavy old table, and we want to drink coffee and tea and Coke and eat angel food cake or leftover biscuits and talk and talk and talk and talk until we are all talked out, and there is nothing left to do but go on home and rest up and come back tomorrow to talk some more. •
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The Relatives Came
BY CYNTHIA RYLANT
I

t was in the summer of the year when the relatives came. They came up from Virginia. They left when their grapes were nearly purple enough to pick, but not quite. They had an old station wagon that smelled like a real car, and in it they put an ice chest full of soda pop and some boxes of crackers and some bologna sandwiches, and they came from Virginia.
They left at four in the morning when it was still dark, before even the birds were awake. They drove all day long and into the night, and while they traveled along they looked at strange houses and different mountains and they thought about their almost purple grapes back home. They thought about Virginia—but they thought about us, too. Waiting for them. So they drank up all their pop and ate up all their crackers and traveled up all those miles until finally they pulled into our yard.
Then it was hugging time. Talk about hugging! Those relatives just passed us all around their car, pulling us against their wrinkled Virginia clothes, crying sometimes. They hugged us for hours. Then it was into the house and so much laughing and shining faces and hugging in the doorways. You'd have to go through at least four different hugs to get from the kitchen to the front room. Those relatives! And finally after a big supper two or three times around until we all got a turn at the table, there was quiet talk and we were in twos and threes through the house.
The relatives weren't particular about beds, which was good since there weren't any extras, so a few squeezed in with us and the rest slept on the floor, some with their arms thrown over the closest person, or some with an arm across one person and a leg across another. It was different, going to sleep with all that new breathing in the house.
The relatives stayed for weeks and weeks. They helped us tend the garden and they fixed any broken things they could find. They ate up all our strawberries and melons, then promised we could eat up all their grapes and peaches when we came to Virginia. But none of us thought about Virginia much. We were so busy hugging and eating and breathing together.
Finally, after a long time, the relatives loaded up their ice chest and headed back to Virginia at four in the morning. We stood there in our pajamas and waved them off in the dark. We watched the relatives disappear down the road, then we crawled back into our beds that felt too big and too quiet. We fell asleep.
And the relatives drove on, all day long and into the night, and while they traveled along they looked at the strange houses and different mountains and they thought about their dark purple grapes waiting at home in Virginia. But they thought about us, too. Missing them. And they missed us. And when they were finally home in Virginia, they crawled into their silent, soft beds and dreamed about next summer. •
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Moon Soup: My Lunar New Year
BY JANET S.WONG
E

ven though I am Chinese and Korean, I grew up thinking of the Lunar New Year as Chinese New Year. Teachers always called it that; newspapers, too. And my Korean mother never corrected me. The only Korean thing we did at the lunar New Year was to eat a soup called duk gook, which was supposed to make me one year wiser-or one year older, at least. The way she cooked it, with cheap beef and frozen rice disks, I hated it. Often I would play a game, taking a bite out of each disk so it looked like a crescent moon. My bowl was a scene from outer space, scallion spaceships swimming from moon to moon, dodging asteroids of beef and comets of scrambled egg.
Everything we did was Chinese, or so I thought. Lunar New Year's Eve we cleaned the house, took showers, clipped our nails, changed into our newest clothes, and waited for midnight. At midnight my brother and I would set off firecrackers, to scare evil spirits and wake the neighbors' dogs.
If New Year's Day tell on a weekday, my family usually did nothing to celebrate it except to look in the paper to see what animal's year it was, so we could tell people who expected us to know, since we were Chinese. We usually celebrated the new year on the weekend, when we would go to Chinatown and buy roast meats, freshly killed chicken and fish, and Chinese Vegetables. Then we would visit my Chinese grandparents. When they opened the door, my brother and I would shout (in their Chungsan dialect of Cantonese) "Gong hee fat choy, lee cee do loy!" Roughly translated, this means "Best wishes for the new year; give me a red envelope with money!"
My grandparents, who had taught us to do this, would then produce small red envelopes with gold Chinese writing on them and anywhere from $5 to $20 inside. Usually the money took the form of one-dollar bills, and I would proudly count the dollars in their dialect, which I use in my poem "One to Ten" (below).
ONE TO TEN
Yut yee sam see Count in Cantonese with me!
Eun look chut bot Can you tell me what we've got?
Gow sup. One to ten! (Could you say that once again?)
From Good Luck Gold (McElderry Books/Simon & Schuster)
Though the red envelope was the most exciting part about Chinese New Year for my brother, the best part for my brother, the best part for me was baking homemade sticky rice cakes called gin dui, covered with sesame seeds and filled with sweet bean paste. My grandmother made them the way I described baking in "Grandmother's Almond Cookies" (from A Suitcase of Seaweed). Like many "old world" cooks, she threw in a handful of this and a pinch of that. We fried them until they turned golden brown, until they "came alive."
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"Moon Soup: My Lunar New Year" (continued)
Three years ago, for no known reason, I started to feel more Korean, I started to wonder about my mother's childhood in Korea, and started to read Korean stories. At the peak of this heritage thing, a friend asked me to join her for lunch at an expensive Korean restaurant. It was near the new year, and she ordered duk gook. I warned her it was awful stuff. She ordered it anyway, and even managed to convince me to try some of it. Remembering my mother's soup. I knew I would hate it. And as you may have guessed I was wrong. This was different. With fresh, delicately chewy rice disks and slivers of tender beef, it was so delicious I asked for a bowl of my own. After eating this meal, I decided to ask my mother about how she celebrated Lunar New Year in her rural Korean village. To my surprise, some of the things she talked about were things I had considered Chinese. There was a New Year's Eve full of house cleaning and hair washing. There was a Korean version of the Chinese red envelope a small red silk purse worn at the waist, a joo muh ni, that grandparents and older neighbors would stuff with money upon hearing the child shout out the New Year greeting, "Sae bae bok mani bahd oo sae ya!" There was a lot of bowing to elders, which I knew to be a Chinese custom too. And there were the new clothes—brightly colored traditional Korean clothes, han bok, the arms of my mother's dress striped like a rainbow. But, unlike the way I was taught, my mother did not wear new clothes at midnight. From midnight until dawn, she worked in a kitchen full of women and girls and laughing, wiping her hands on the old year's clothes. She and her cousins pounded and kneaded the dough for pale pink and green or white rice-cakes called song pyan, shaped like smiling eyes. Her aunts chopped vegetables and meat and her mother smashed and minced garlic for the 30 to 40 different dishes that would decorate the New Year's table. And once this was done, the women and girls, giddy and tired, changed into their fresh clothes and sat down to bowls of warm duk gook—a perfectly wise way to start the new year. •
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My Mama Had a Dancing Heart
BY LIBBA MOORE GREY
My Mama had a dancing heart and she shared that heart with me.
With a grin and a giggle, a hug and a whistle, we'd slap our knees and Mama would say: "Bless the world it feels like a tip-tapping song-singing finger-snapping kind of day. Let's celebrate!" And so we did.
When a warm spring rain would come pinging on the windowpane, we'd kick off our shoes and out into the rain we'd go.
We'd dance a frog-hopping leaf-growing flower-opening hello spring ballet.
High-stepping and splashing, the rain running down our faces, I'd slip-swish behind Mama through the newly green grass.
And afterward we'd read rain poems and drink sassafras tea with lemon curls floating.
And in the summer when the waves would come splash-splashing on the shore, out we'd go into the red-orange morning with kites and balloons tied to our wrists.
We'd do a seabird-flapping dolphin-arching hello summer ballet, with me following Mama, the sand stuck between the toes of our up-and-down squish-squashing feet.
And afterward we'd seashell-pile the windowsill and drink lemonade cold.
And when the cool autumn winds would come puff-puffing through the clouds, and the hold-on-tight leaves would finally let go and float-flutter to the ground, out we'd go into the eye-blinking blue air, with Mama leading in a leaf-kicking leg-lifting hand-clapping hello autumn ballet.
And afterward we'd wax paper-press leaves red and gold and drink hot tea spiced.
And when the winter snows came softly down shawling the earth, out we'd go and do a body-flat arms-moving-up-and-down snow-angel hello winter ballet.
And then we'd stand up, Mama first, and dance in slow motion, like hand-mittened galoshes-galumphing funny old snowmen.
And afterward we'd cut snowflakes paper-white delicate and sip cocoa with marshmallows floating.
And now after satin-ribboning my feet and listening to the violins sing-swelling around me,onto the stage I go air-daring leap-flying wing-soaring letting the spring rain summer waves autumn leaves winter snow carry me along until the music slows and I feather-float down... down to the ground.
And afterward I imagine that I hear my mama saying: "Bless the world it feels like a tip-tapping song-singing finger-snapping kind of day. Let's celebrate!"
My Mama had a dancing heart and she shared that heart with me. •
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The First Day of School
BY JEAN LITTLE
S

arah and I think that the first day of school makes you feel like everyone is staring at you all day long. It's like they're looking at what you're wearing, and how you comb your hair, and how much you've changed over the summer. They're listening to the way you talk and checking out whether you're pretty cool or whether you're too full of yourself. The teachers are looking to see if you're smart or not. The coaches and gym instructors are looking to see who the good athletes are. Even the people who work in the cafeteria seem like they're looking to see who eats all their lunch.
Sarah and I think the first day of school is like being on stage all day with a big spotlight on you. But then comes the second day and everything's back to normal and nobody cares about all that stuff from yesterday and nothing seems like such a big deal anymore. •
From Hey World, Here I Am.
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RETELLING SHEET
Title:
Author:. Date: _
Time Began:

Pages Read: Finished:
Plot Summary (What is your book about so far?)
Describe the main characters. What are they doing that is important to the story?
What are your predictions about what will happen next in your book?
Title:
Author:. Date:
Time Began:

Pages Read: Finished:
Plot Summary (What is your book about so far?)
What do you like/dislike about the author's style of writing?
Make a connection between an event in the book and something that you have experienced (text-to-self).
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Connected Memories around an Object/Person
My Fella
BY LESSIE JONES LITTLE
I
ain't got nobody." That's what Weston Little was saying the first time I ever saw him. He wasn't singing the words of the song, he was just saying them. But he wasn't talking to me. He was showing off for Roland, pretending he didn't have any friends.
Weston had come from Bethel to visit his cousins next door, and he was standing over there on their porch hollering, "I ain't got nobody" to Roland. I was wishing it was me he wanted to talk to. I thought he was really cute. I was almost thirteen that year, and Weston looked to be about fourteen,, and he had large eyes and heavy eyebrows. I didn't find out until later what a big tease he was.
The next year he moved to Parmele, and he was always teasing somebody. Once when I was working on a farm, he threw a worm on me, a tobacco worm. I was scared to death of worms, and I just screamed. I was so mad with Weston. But the madder I got, the more he laughed.
I was seventeen when he started paying any attention to me. I used to go to the post office to pick up the mail for Mama and Papa, and after I'd get part of the way home, Weston would catch up with me and walk me the rest of the way. Then one day he wrote me a letter asking me if I would be his girl, and I wrote back and said yes, he could be my fella.
I'm a great-grandmother now, and Weston is still my fella. We got married in Robersonville, North Carolina, on October 17, 1926, and we've had a long, good life together. We have five children. Our first was a boy, Weston Wilbur Little like his daddy. Our second was a girl. My mama named her Eloise. •
From Childtimes.
i
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The Old Man Jones Adventure (excerpt)
BY K. E. ANDERSON
You can do it," said Penny. "All we need is something to stand on so you can climb over the fence."
The two of them stood there, peering through the boards of the fence at the huge old plum tree. They'd done the same thing every day for the last week, but they'd never been quite brave enough to go in. Everyone said Old Man Jones was really mean. Some said he had a torture chamber in the basement of his house.
Christopher, their friend, had been tortured for trying to steal the plums. Nobody had believed him, but then he'd shown them the scratches on his arm to prove it.
"It's horrible down there," Christopher had said while telling the story. "There are rats all over the place. He's got a metal table. He made me lie on it, and then he got iron handcuffs and cuffed me to the table. I couldn't move. Then Old Man Jones started calling the rats to him. He put them all over me. One by one they dug their claws into me and scratched. The pain was terrible, but I didn't cry or scream. I just lay there, staring at the old man. He must have decided that it was no use torturing me. He undid the handcuffs and told me to get out and never come back, or he'd really make a good job of the torture."
Penny and Michael were thinking about Christopher's story as they made their plan.
"I doubt that he really has got a torture chamber," said Michael, "but you'd better keep a
good lookout." I
"I will. What about leaning your bike against the fence?" suggested Penny. "Then we can use the seat to stand on."
"OK, then, replied Michael. "You know what to do if I get caught?" "I go as quick as I call and get Christopher." "Good. Well, here goes nothing."
Michael heaved himself over the wall and landed lightly on his feet. He crouched for a second or two, then he took a deep breath, sprinted to the apple tree, and threw himself up against it.
Penny was watching the house. Suddenly, something caught her eye. Had one of the curtains moved? She looked hard, but everything was still. She gave Michael the all-clear sign.
Instantly, Michael dived for the hedge at the side of the house, and wriggled along. Only four meters to go. He got into a racing-start position and ran to the plum tree.
It was much bigger than it had looked from the road, and Michael had to jump to reach the bottom branch.
Breathless, and desperate to save her brother, she pedaled with all her strength. Her lungs were bursting by the time she rode up the driveway to Christopher's house. She got off the bike while it was still going, and it crashed into the tin fence with a loud bang.
"Christopher, help! Michael's been captured." "What are you talking about?"
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"The Old Man Jones Adventure" (excerpt) (continued)
"No time, come on!"
Christopher grabbed his bike from the shed and followed Penny down the road.
"Wait on!" yelled Christopher. "What's going on?"
"Old Man Jones caught Michael raiding his plums!" Christopher jammed on his brakes. "Look, Penny," he said in between breaths. "This is too dangerous for us both to risk our lives. You stay here. If I'm not back in one hour, call the police."
"No way! Michael is my brother. I've got to help save him."
"Penny, we need someone as a back-up if I don't make it. Besides, I know the lay-out of the house."
"Well, OK," said Penny. "Exactly one hour, and then I'm going straight to the police."
Christopher heaved a sigh of relief and rode quickly to Old Man Jones's house. He leant his bike up against the wall and stood on the seat so he could get a better view. It was very quiet except for the twittering of some sparrows. Christopher watched and waited. He had a feeling that Michael would be OK.
Half an hour went by, and there was still no sign of Michael. Christopher was getting worried. It hadn't taken that long when he'd been caught.
Suddenly, Christopher glimpsed someone moving by the window. Then the door burst open, and out came Michael. He ran straight towards the gate, but it was stuck.
Christopher ran to help him, and between the two of them they managed to get it open. Michael almost fell as he barged through. A look of relief swept over his face.
Without saying a word, they ran to the bike and sped off down the road to the empty section. It was then that Christopher noticed the paper bag that Michael was carrying.
"What's in the bag?" asked Christopher, though he already knew. "Plums." •
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My Grandmother's Hair
BY CYNTHIA RYLANT
W

hen I was living in my grandparents' small white house in Cool Ridge, West Virginia, I loved to comb my grandmother's hair. I was a thin, blondheaded little girl, and I would climb up on the back of the couch where my grandmother was sitting, straddle her shoulders with my skinny six-year-old legs, and I would gently, most carefully, lift a lock of her soft gray hair and make my little pink comb slide through it. This always quieted us both, slowed down our heartbeats, and we would sigh together and then I would lift up another lock.
We talked of many things as I combed her fine hair. Our talk was quiet, and it had to do with those things we both knew about: cats, baking-powder biscuits, Sunday school class. Mrs. Epperly's big bull. Cherry picking. The striped red dress Aunt Violet sent me.
But we didn't always talk. Sometimes we were quiet. We would just think, and my small hands would move in my grandmother's hair, twirling, curling, rolling that soft grayness around. We thought about good things, the big clock in the living room ticking, and sometimes my grandmother would shiver and we laughed.
I often put bobby pins in her hair, made pin curls with them, and the rest of the morning or afternoon my grandmother would wear these pin curls I had made. Later, I'd watch as she stood before her mirror, taking them out one by one, and her gray locks would be tight as bedsprings and would dance if you pulled on them. But when she brushed through these tight little wads of curl, her hair became magic and grew and covered her face like a lion's mane.
I thought many times that I might grow up to be a hairdresser, twirling ladies' gray locks into magic curls and watching their faces light up as they saw themselves change.
But I became a writer instead. And used my pen like a little pink comb, and got quiet, and thought good thoughts, and twirled and curled and rolled words into good stories. The stories became books, and with the same hands I had once combed her hair with, I handed these books to my grandmother and watched as she turned the pages one by one, the big clock in the living room ticking.
Sometimes she shivered and we laughed. There are many ways to learn to be a writer. •
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Eleven
BY SANDRA CISNEROS
W

hat they don't understand about birthdays and what they never tell you is that when you're eleven, you're also ten, and nine, and eight, and seven, and six, and five, and four, and three, and two, and one. And when you wake up on your eleventh birthday you expect to feel eleven, but you don't. You open your eyes and everything's just like yesterday, only it's today. And you don't feel eleven at all. You feel like you're still ten. And you are—underneath the year that makes you eleven.
Like some days you might say something stupid, and that's the part of you that's still ten. Or maybe some days you might need to sit on your mama's lap because you're scared, and that's the part of you that's five. And maybe one day when you're all grown up, maybe you will need to cry like if you're three, and that's okay. That's what I tell Mama when she's sad and needs to cry. Maybe she's feeling three.
Because the way you grow old is kind of like an onion or like the rings inside a tree trunk or like my little wooden dolls that fit one inside the other, each year inside the next one. That's how being eleven years old is.
You don't feel eleven. Not right away. It takes a few days, weeks even, sometimes even months before you say Eleven when they ask you. And you don't feel smart eleven, not until you're almost twelve. That's the way it is.
Only today I wish I didn't have only eleven years rattling inside me like pennies in a tin Band-Aid box. Today I wish I was one hundred and two instead of eleven because if I was one hundred and two I'd have known what to say when Mrs. Price put the red sweater on my desk. I would've known how to tell her it wasn't mine instead of just sitting there with that look on my face and nothing coming out of my mouth.
"Whose is this?" Mrs. Price says, and she holds the red sweater up in the air for all the class to see. "Whose? It's been sitting in the coatroom for a month."
"Not mine," says everybody. "Not me."
"It has to belong to somebody," Mrs. Price keeps saying, but nobody can remember. It's an ugly sweater with red plastic buttons and a collar and sleeves all stretched out like you could use it for a jump rope. It's maybe a thousand years old and even if it belonged to me I wouldn't say so.
Maybe because I'm skinny, maybe because she doesn't like me, that stupid Sylvia Saldivar says, "I think it belongs to Rachel." An ugly sweater like that, all raggedy and old, but Mrs. Price believes her. Mrs. Price takes the sweater and puts it right on my desk, but when I open my mouth nothing comes out.
"That's not, I don't, you're not... Not mine," I finally say in a little voice that was maybe me when I was four.
"Of course it's yours," Mrs. Price says. I remember you wearing it once." Because she's older and the teacher, she's right and I'm not. Not mine, not mine, not mine, but Mrs. Price is already turning to page thirty-two, and math problem number four. I don't know why but all of a sudden I'm feeling sick inside, like the part of me that's three wants to come out of my eyes, only I squeeze them shut tight and bite down on my teeth real hard and try to remember today I am
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"Eleven" (continued)
eleven, eleven. Mama is making a cake for me for tonight, and when Papa comes home everybody will sing Happy Birthday, Happy Birthday to you.
But when the sick feeling goes away and I open my eyes, the red sweater's still sitting there like a big red mountain. I move the red sweater to the corner of my desk with my ruler. I move my pencil and books and eraser as far from it as possible. I even move my chair a little to the right. Not mine, not mine, not mine.
In my head I'm thinking how long till lunchtime, how long till I can take the red sweater and throw it over the schoolyard fence, or leave it hanging on a parking meter, or bunch it up into a little ball and toss it in the alley. Except when math period ends Mrs. Price says loud and in front of everybody, "Now, Rachel, that's enough," because she sees I've shoved the red sweater to the tippytip corner of my desk and it's hanging all over the edge like a waterfall, but I don't care.
"Rachel," Mrs. Price says. She says it like she's getting mad. "You put that sweater on right now and no more nonsense."
"But it's not—" "Now!" Mrs. Price says.
This is when I wish I wasn't eleven, because all the years inside of me-ten, nine, eight; seven, six, five, four, three, two, and one-are pushing at the back of my eyes when I put one arm through one sleeve of the sweater that smells like cottage cheese, and then the other arm through the other and stand there with my arms apart like if the sweater hurts me and it does, all itchy and full of germs that aren't even mine.
That's when everything I've been holding in since this morning, since when Mrs. Price put the sweater on my desk, finally lets go, and all of a sudden I'm crying in front of everybody. I wish I was invisible but I'm not. I'm eleven and it's my birthday today and I'm crying like I'm three in front of everybody. I put my head down on the desk and bury my face in my stupid clown-sweater arms. My face all hot and spit coming out of my mouth because I can't stop the little animal noises from coming out of me, until there aren't any more tears left in my eyes, and it's just my body shaking like when you have the hiccups, and my whole head hurts like when you drink milk too fast.
But the worst part is right before the bell rings for lunch. That stupid Phyllis Lopez, who is even dumber than Sylvia Saldivar, says she remembers the red sweater is hers! I take it off right away and give it to her, only Mrs. Price pretends like everything's okay.
Today I'm eleven. There's a cake Mama's making for tonight, and when Papa comes home from work we'll eat it. There'll be candles and presents and everybody will sing Happy birthday, happy birthday to you, Rachel, only it's too late.
I'm eleven today. I'm eleven, ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, and one, but I wish I was one hundred and two. I wish I was anything but eleven, because I want today to be far away already, far away like a runaway balloon, like a tiny O in the sky, so tiny-tiny you have to close your eyes to see it. •
From Woman Hollering-Creek.
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