Course: English 9
Week #3 Assignment: April 20-26, 2020

Teachers: MacDonald, Ternes, Forkus, Ondek, Mauro, Tucker, & Eliot

Teacher: Mrs. Susan MacDonald
Preferred method of submission: Share through Office 365 or email it to me, as a pdf, if possible.
Contact Information: macdonal@luhsd.net

Teacher: Ms. Raegan Ternes

Preferred method of submission: turnitin.com, email only if turnitin is not working. Paper packets can be turned into
LHS office.

Contact Information: ternesr@luhsd.net

Teacher: Ms. Abbey Forkus

Preferred method of submission: turnitin.com, email only if turn it in does not work. Paper packets can be picked up
and turned in at the school according to the procedure in place.

Contact Information: forkusa@luhsd.net

Teacher: Mrs. Alexandria Tucker

Preferred method of submission: Turnitin.com, email only if turnitin.com isn’t working. Paper packets can be
submitted to your student’s den.

Contact Information: tuckera@Iluhsd.net

Teacher: Mr. Mike Mauro
Preferred method of submission: See website: https://ca01001129.schoolwires.net/Page/16893
Contact Information: Maurom@|uhsd.net

Teacher: Ms. Ashley Ondek
Preferred method of submission: turnitin.com (digital); see school website for submitting packet work to campus.
Contact Information: ondeka@luhsd.net

Teacher: Mrs. Tory Eliot

Preferred method of submission: Digital assignments through Google Classroom; paper packets turned in at the
school Mondays when you pick up the next assignment

Contact Information: eliott@luhsd.net

Instructions:

Refer to YOUR teacher’s instructions on how to submit the assighment. Their contact information is labeled above.

Due Date: Sunday, April 26", 2020 at 11:59pm.
Reminder: Please do your own work. Plagiarized work will not receive credit.

Instructions:

1. Read the short story, “Eleven.”
2. Answer the questions following the story.
3. Respond to the writing prompt in 150-300 words.

Modifications (ELD/IEP/504): All accommodations continue through distance learning. If you need more assistance,
please contact your teacher.

1. Read the short story, “Eleven.”

2. Answer at least two questions.

3. Respond to the writing prompt in at least 75 words. You may use the following sentence starters:
From the story we learn that who you are is...

| have learned from my own life experience that who you are is...

Age does/does not determine who you are because...

You change as you age by...



Eleven
by Sandra Cisneros

Sandra Cisneros is an American writer and a key
figure in Chicana literature. Her writing frequently
draws on her experiences as an only daughter in a
family of six brothers, as well as her family’s
migration between Mexico and the United States. In
this short story, a young girl thinks about the
meaning of her birthday.

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 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 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 [
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 tippy-tip
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

Questions

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.

1. What point of view is the story told from? What emotions does the author emphasize through the point of

view?

2. In paragraph 3, Rachel says, “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.” Identify the type of figurative language being

used in this sentence and explain the quote.

3. Inyour opinion, why does Rachel get so upset about being told to put on the red sweater?




4. Why does Rachel wish she was older? Do you agree or disagree with Rachel’s ideas about wanting to grow up?

5. If you were to write your own short story, like this one, about a time in your life when you were older or
younger than you actually were, what would the story be about and what would the title be?

Writing Prompt:

Based on the story and your own experiences, what makes you who you are? Do you think age determines the person
you are? How do you change as you age?




