The “Art” of Active Reading: Engaging Readers as
Thinkers by Building Active Reading Habits

RESOURCE PACKET

MAASFEP Spring 2010
Kristin H. Scherman
Secondary Literacy Coach

Farmington Public Schools-ISD #192




In Place
By Barbara Allen Bogart
Stories of Landscape and Identity from the American West

This young mother in one of the wagon trains
had a very sick baby.
And of course there was no medicine, no doctor,
no help at all.
She begged the people to stop
until the baby got better,
but they were afraid of Indians and wanted to keep going.

~ Finally, the baby died,
but they wouldn't even stop to let her bury it right.

So the mother wrapped the baby up,
set the little body in the sand,
and piled brush and rocks around it,
to keep the animals away.

But that night, she couldn't sleep
for thinking about wild animals and Indians.
So she got up, got on a horse, and went back to find the
body.
It took her most of the night.
When she finally found it,
she leaned over and heard the baby breathing.
And when she opened the covers, it cried!

Now, that baby was my great-grandmother.
Utah



My great-grandmother came across the plains as a little girl.

Of course, they traveled with a wagon train.
One night on the tralil,
when the wagon company was in Wyoming
the weather was especially bad
and the temperature that night
went way below zero.
So my great-grandmother slept next to another little girl.

When they woke up the next morning,
they found that other little girl had frozen to death,
and my great-grandmother’s long hair
was frozen to her body.
The only way to get them apart was to cut off her hair.

My aunt still has the pair of scissors they used.

Utah



Rules for Say Something
1. With your partner, decide who will say something first.
2. When you say something, do one or more of the following:

= Make a prediction
* Ask a question

= Clarify something you had misunderstood

% Make a comment
o Make a connection

3. TIf you can't do one of those five things then you need to reread

Make a Prediction
@& | predict that...
& | bet that...
@ | think that...
& Since this happened (fill in
detail), then I bet the next
thing that is going to happen
is...
& Reading this part makes
me think that this (fill in
detail) is about to happen...
& | wonder if...

Ask a Question
? Why did...? .
? What’s this part about...?
? How is this (fill in detail)
like this (fill in detail)...?
? What would happen if...?
? Why...?
? Whois...?
? What does this section (fill
in detail) mean...?
? Do you think that...?
? 1don’t get this part here...

Clarify Something
A Oh, I getit...
& Now I understand...
& This makes sense now...
& No, I think it means...
A Tagree with you. This
means. ..
A At first I thought (fill in
detail), but now I think...
A This part is really
exciting...

Make a Comment
€ This is good because. ..
@ This is hard because. ..
€ This is confusing
because...
< 1 like the part where. ..
€< 1 don’t like this part
because...

& My favorite part so far
is...
& | think that...

Make a Connection

# This reminds me of...

f This part is like...

§ This character (fill in name) is
like (fill in name) because...

§ This is similar to...

# The differences are...

§ I also (name something in the
text that also happened to you)...

§ I never (name somethingin
the text that has never happened
to you)...

§ This character makes me think
of... :

§ This setting reminds me of...




Thank you Ma'am by Langston Hughes

She was a large woman with a large purse that had everything in it but
hammer and nails. It had a long strap, and she carried it slung across her
shoulder. It was about eleven o’clock at night, and she was walking alone,
when a boy ran up behind her and tried to snatch her purse. The strap broke
with the single tug the boy gave it from behind. But the boy’s weight and the
weight of the purse combined caused him to lose his balance so, intsead of
taking off full blast as he had hoped, the boy fell on his back on the sidewalk,
and his legs flew up. the large woman simply turned around and kicked him
right square in his blue-jeaned sitter. Then she reached down, picked the
boy up by his shirt front, and shook him until his teeth rattled.

After that the woman said, “Pick up my pocketbook, boy, and give it here.”
She still held him. But she bent down enough to permit him to stoop and pick
up her purse. Then she said, “Now ain’t you ashamed of yourself?”

Firmly gripped by his shirt front, the boy said, “Yes'm.”

The woman said, “What did you want to do it for?”

The boy said, “l didn’t aim to.”

She said, “You a lie!”

By that time two or three people passed, stopped, turned to look, and some
stood watching.

“If | turn you loose, will you run?” asked the woman.

“Yes’'m,” said the boy.

“Then | won'’t turn you loose,” said the woman. She did not release him.
“I'm very sorry, lady, I'm sorry,” whispered the boy.

“Um-hum! And your face is dirty. | got a great mind to wash your face for
you. Ain’t you got nobody home to tell you to wash your face?”

“No’m,” said the boy.

“Then it will get washed this evening,” said the large woman starting up the
street, dragging the frightened boy behind her.

He looked as if he were fourteen or fifteen, frail and willow-wild, in tennis
shoes and blue jeans.



‘The woman said, “You ought to be my son. 1 would teach you right from
wrong. Least | can do right now is to wash your face. Are you hungry?”

“No’m,” said the being dragged boy. ‘I just want you to turn me loose.”
“Was | bothering you when | turned that corner?” asked the woman.
“No,m.”

“But you put yourself in contact with me,” said the woman. “If you think that
that contact is not going to last awhile, you got another thought coming.
When [ get through with you, sir, you are going to remember Mrs. Luella
Bates Washington Jones.”

Sweat popped out on the boy’s face and he began to struggle. Mrs. Jones
stopped, jerked him around in front of her, put a half-nelson about his neck,
and continued to drag him up the street. When she got to her door, she
dragged the boy inside, down a hall, and into a large kitchenette-furnished
room at the rear of the house. She switched on the light and left the door
open. The boy could hear other roomers laughing and talking in the large
house. Some of their doors were open, too, so he knew he and the woman
were not alone. The woman still had him by the neck in the middle of her
room.

She said, “What is your name?”

“‘Roger,” answered the boy.

“Then, Roger, you go to that sink and wash your face,” said the woman,
whereupon she turned him loose—at last. Roger looked at the door—looked
at the woman—Ilooked at the door—and went to the sink.

Let the water run until it gets warm,” she said. “Here’s a clean towel.”

“You gonna take me to jail?” asked the boy,

bending over the sink.

“Not with that face, | would not take you nowhere,” said the woman. “Here |
am trying to get home to cook me a bite to-eat and you snatch my
pocketbook! Maybe, you ain’'t been to your supper either, late as it be. Have

you?”

“There’s nobody home at my house,” said the boy.



“Then we'll eat,” said the woman, “| believe you're hungry—or been
hungry—to try to snatch my pockekbook.”

“l wanted a pair of blue suede shoes,” said the boy.

“Well, you didn’t have to snatch my pocketbook to get some suede shoes,”
said Mrs. Luella Bates Washington Jones. “You could of asked me.”

I‘M’am?”

The water dripping from his face, the boy looked at her. There was a long
pause. A very long pause. After he had dried his face and not knowing what
else to do dried it again, the boy turned around, wondering what next. The
door was open. He could make a dash for it down the hall. He could run, run,
run, run, run!

The woman was sitting on the day-bed. After a while she said, “| were young
once and | wanted things | could not get.”

There was another long pause. The boy’s mouth opened. Then he frowned,
but not knowing he frowned.

The woman said, “Um-hum! You thought | was going to say but, didn’t you?
You thought | was going to say, but | didn’t snatch people’s pocketbooks.
Well, | wasn’t going to say that.” Pause. Silence. “| have done things, too,
which | would not tell you, son—neither tell God, if he didn’t already know.
So you set down while | fix us something to eat. You might run that comb
through your hair so you will look presentable.”

In another corner of the room behind a screen was a gas plate and an
icebox. Mrs. Jones got up and went behind the screen. The woman did not
watch the boy to see if he was going to run now, nor did she watch her purse
which she left behind her on the day-bed. But the boy took care to sit on the
far side of the room where he thought she could easily see him out of the
corner of her eye, if she wanted to. He did not trust the woman not to trust
him. And he did not want to be mistrusted now.

“Do you need somebody to go to the store,” asked the boy, “maybe to get
some milk or something?”

“Don’t believe | do,” said the woman, “unless you just want sweet milk
yourself. | was going to make cocoa out of this canned milk | got here.”

“That will be fine,” said the boy.



She heated some lima beans and ham she had in the icebox, made the
cocoa, and set the table. The woman did not ask the boy anything about
where he lived, or his folks, or anything else that would embarrass him.
Instead, as they ate, she told him about her job in a hotel beauty-shop that
stayed open late, what the work was like, and how all kinds of women came
in and out, blondes, red-heads, and Spanish. Then she cut him a half of her
ten-cent cake.

“Eat some more, son,” she said.

When they were finished eating she got up and said, “Now, here, take this
ten dollars and buy yourself some blue suede shoes. And next time, do not
make the mistake of latching onto my pocketbook nor nobody else’s—
because shoes come by devilish like that will burn your feet. | got to get my
rest now. But | wish you would behave yourself, son, from here on in.”

She led him down the hall to the front door and opened it. “Good-night!
Behave yourself, boy!” she said, looking out into the street.

The boy wanted to say something else other than “Thank you, m’am” to Mrs.
Luella Bates Washington Jones, but he couldn’t do so as he turned at the
barren stoop and looked back at the large woman in the door. He barely
managed to say “Thank you” before she shut the door. And he never saw
her again.



“What they don’t understand about birthdays and what
they never tell you is that when you’re eleven, you’re also
ten, nine, and eight, and seven, and six, and five, and
four, and three, and two, and one.”

“Because the way you grow old is kind of like an
onion...”

“Only today I wish I didn’t have only eleven years rattling
inside me like pennies in a tin Band-aid box.”

“Because she’s older and the teacher and she’s right and
I’m not.”



Eleven
By Sandra Cisneros from Woman Hollering Creek

What 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 on 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 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 have 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 anugly 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, 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'm eleven, eleven. Mama is making cake for me 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 fo the
tippy-tip corner of my desk and it's hanging all over the edge like a waterfall,
~and 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



