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NOTES

This text is an alternate 
version of the original 
selection, which appears in 
your student edition.

It was the first day of September in 1986. The morning rain had given 
way to bright sunshine. A successful advertising executive made her 
way across 56th Street toward Broadway. She was on the west side of 
Manhattan. An eleven-year-old boy dressed in scruffy clothes asked for 
some change for something to eat. Laura Schroff lowered her head and 
walked on. Manhattan was full of panhandlers. She hardly even noticed 
them any more.

But something drew Laura back to the boy. She still doesn’t know what 
it was. She calls it an “invisible thread.” There’s an old Chinese saying. 
It says that an invisible thread connects two people who are destined to 
meet and influence each other. Laura believes she felt that thread. She 
turned back from the middle of the street and took the boy to lunch.

The boy lived in a single room in a welfare hotel with his mother and 
many other relatives. It was only two blocks away from Laura’s home, 
but it might as well have been a different planet. They talked over their 
lunch. Laura learned about the boy’s life. She herself had not had an easy 
childhood, but what she heard shocked her. Before she left, she told him 
to phone her if he was ever hungry. When she didn’t hear from him after 
several days, she returned to the spot they had met. There he was, in the 
same clothes and too-tight sneakers. They arranged to meet again the 
next Monday.

Every Monday, Laura Schroff and Maurice Mazyck had dinner together. 
Some Mondays they ate at Laura’s home. There, Maurice discovered 
a life he had only seen on television. Slowly, Laura became the young 
boy’s first role model. She encouraged him to have dreams about his 
future. She got involved in his education. Maurice’s teacher was perhaps 
the only other person who believed in him. She made Laura take a long 
hard look at what she was doing. Was she helping Maurice just as a way 
of helping herself? Could she commit to being there for Maurice even 
when she didn’t feel like it? What would happen to Maurice if she were 
to abandon him after becoming so important to him? Laura thought it 
through. She came to a decision.

The two continued sharing dinner every Monday. A close bond formed 
between them. Laura introduced Maurice to new places, new ideas, and 
new possibilities. Maurice became almost like the child Laura had always 
wanted. One day, she offered to make lunch for Maurice. She said she 
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NOTESwould leave it with her doorman for him to pick up on his way to school. 
He asked her if she could put the lunch in a brown paper bag. That way, 
the other kids would know that someone cared about him.

Maurice had never left the city until Laura took him to visit her sister’s 
family on Long Island. Her memory of their trip is a favorite one. She had 
expected Maurice to be amazed by the huge front lawn and backyard. 
But what amazed him the most was the large dining room table where 
they all sat down and talked and ate together. He declared that he 
wanted a table like that when he had a family of his own. Only months 
earlier, Maurice had seriously doubted that he would live to be an adult.

Laura and Maurice’s relationship lasted. In 1997, a magazine published 
a short article about it. Laura’s friends suggested that she write a book 
telling the whole story. It was 10 years before she began writing. And 
it was another three years before she found a co-writer and started 
seriously getting down to business. The result of their work, An Invisible 
Thread, reached number one on The New York Times best sellers list.

Today, Maurice works in construction. He is the first person in his 
family to earn a paycheck. He has a family of his own. His children are 
all very fond of their “Aunt Laurie.” If you were to visit the family’s 
apartment, you might notice that there is no couch in the living room. 
But there is a huge dining room table.

The writer Ernest Hemingway said, “The best way to find out if you 
can trust somebody is to trust them.” Over the years, Laura discovered 
the truth of that statement. She feels that Maurice has given her one of 
the greatest gifts she has ever had. He repaid her trust by giving her life 
more meaning than her success at work ever did. He taught her to be 
grateful for what she has, and for the chance to share it.
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Then came the final toast. The speaker was in a sharp black tuxedo with 
dazzling black-and-white shoes. His wife was in a stunning navy blue 
gown, her hair swept up. Nearly everyone in the room had met him or 
at least knew his story. Everyone was excited to see him and hear him 
speak. He kissed his wife, walked up and took the microphone. He began 
his toast.

“Laurie, where can I start,” Maurice began. “We met ... the way we 
met was so special to me. I was a young boy on the street with barely 
nothing. I was very hungry that day and I asked this lady, ‘Miss, can 
you spare some change?’ And she walked away. And then she stopped. 
She was in the middle of the street. She almost got hit. She looked and 
came back and took me to McDonald’s. We ate and then walked around 
Central Park. She took me to Haagen-Dazs and then we played  
some games.”

“You know, at that moment she saved my life. ‘Cause I was going 
down the wrong road. You know, my mother—bless her soul, my mother 
died. And the Lord sent me an angel. And my angel was Laurie.”

“Without you,” Maurice said, raising his glass, “I could not be the man 
I am today.”

I was so incredibly moved when I heard Maurice say I saved his life. 
Heck, I nearly lost it throughout his whole darn toast. People sometimes 
tell me how lucky Maurice is to have met me. I have to stop them and 
correct them. The truth is that the lucky one is me.

Maurice taught me so many things. I can’t possibly list them all. He 
taught me how to live. He taught me one of the most important lessons 
a person can hope to learn. He taught me to be grateful for what I have. 
He taught me about endurance, courage, determination, and about the 
strength that comes from overcoming your struggles and recovering 
from setbacks. He taught me the true value of money. He taught me the 
real meaning of lunch in a brown paper bag and the importance of a silly 
ritual like baking cookies. He taught me, more than I ever taught him, 
what it means to be a friend.
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from An Invisible Thread
Laura Schroff  | Alex Tresniowski

ANCHOR TEXT | MEMOIR

NOTES

The following text is  
adapted and paraphrased 
from Laura Schroff’s memoir. 
It is an alternate version 
of the original text, which 
appears in your student 
edition.
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NOTESEverything I ever gave to Maurice, he gave so much more back to 
me. Every meal, every shirt, every bike or toothbrush, was matched by 
Maurice with a more genuine appreciation than I have ever known. 
Every hand I ever lent him was returned with a hug. Every kindness was 
paid back with an impossibly optimistic smile. I believe that love is the 
greatest gift of all. I believe that the greatest privilege of all is to be able 
to love someone. Maurice appeared out of nowhere and allowed me to 
love him. For that, I simply can never thank him enough. His kindness of 
spirit continues to amaze me. To this day my relationship with him is the 
relationship I am most proud of in my life.

7 

Reprinted with the permission of Howard Books, a Division of Simon & Schuster, Inc. from An Invisible Thread 
by Laura Schroff and Alex Tresniowski. Copyright © 2011 Laura Schroff and Alex Tresniowski.
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NOTES

This text is an alternate 
version of the original 
selection, which appears in 
your student edition.

A week after Christmas, many Americans are trying to figure out how 
to use the high-tech gadgets they got as Christmas gifts. This can be 
especially difficult for seniors. But a number of programs across the 
country are finding just the right experts to help older adults enter the 
digital age.

For Pamela Norr, of Bend, Ore., the light bulb went off as she was 
helping her own elder parents with a tech problem. To whom did  
she turn?

“My teenage kids,” she says.

Norr happens to head the Central Oregon Council on Aging. She 
decided to form a new organization called TECH—Teenager Elder 
Computer Help.

“I thought if my parents need it, probably other seniors need it, too,” 
she says.

TECH recruits high school students studying computer tech. They sign 
up to teach local senior citizens. The teenagers explain Facebook, Skype, 
smartphones, even something as simple as a camera. Norr discovered that 
many seniors had been given digital cameras by their children.

“They were going around town taking all these great pictures. They 
wanted to send them to their family members,” she says. But they “couldn’t 
figure out how to connect to the USB port1 or take out the SIM card.2”

Many elders have moved to central Oregon to retire. Sigrid Scully, 84, 
signed up for a TECH class because she wanted to stay connected with 
her out-of-town relatives.

“My kids were not returning calls,” she says. “They don’t write letters. 
They are so knowledgeable about texting and email. I needed to get to 
know how to do that.”

Scully worried she’d never catch on. She’d read a computer manual 
once. But, she didn’t understand words like “icon” or “cookies.” She says 
her teen tutor was friendly and used plain language.
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Tutors Teach Seniors New 
High-Tech Tricks
Jennifer Ludden

NEWS ARTICLE

1. USB port n. a connection socket used to attach devices, like cameras and cellphones, to 
computers and other types of electronic equipment.

2. SIM card n. smart card used in cellphones to store identification information.
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NOTESScully explained that so many teenagers think that seniors are just 
old people who don’t know anything. And actually, the friendship and 
knowledge that we can give to one another is so wonderful and so 
helpful. I had that feeling with this class.

Sensitivity Training

“It has made me think about what life was like without Facebook and 
the Internet,” says 15-year-old Tucker Rampton. Rampton has helped 
train about a dozen Oregon seniors. He’s been surprised to have to 
explain email, something he thought everyone knew about. Then again, 
a lot of seniors ask him about Twitter. Rampton admits he knows nothing 
about Twitter. He says teaching tech to seniors has changed his views.

Rampton thinks that it’s a very good idea to develop your patience 
with seniors and understanding of their thoughts and feelings.

At Pace University in New York, college students tutor seniors in local 
retirement homes. To prepare, they first go through sensitivity training.

“They get to feel what it’s like to be 70, 80, 90 years old,” says 
associate professor Jean Coppola, who directs the program. She explains 
that they wear special glasses that make it difficult to see.

Coppola also has students tape two fingers together to see how it 
would feel to live with the effects of arthritis or a stroke. Then, the 
students try to navigate a mouse. By the time they’re at the computer 
with an elder, she says, they are patient and understanding.

Coppola says that they’ll say something a hundred times because 
they’ve worn cotton balls or earplugs in their ear. They understand that 
they have to speak up and speak clearly.

Coppola says the whole thing is a bonding experience for both 
generations. Applause often breaks out the first time a senior receives an 
email. Some have been able to see new grandchildren for the first time 
through emailed photos.

Pamela Norr, in Oregon, says young trainers also gain new confidence. 
They see that the seniors are “not criticizing me for the way I dress,” she 
says. “They’re actually respecting me for the knowledge that I have.”

Perhaps most unexpected, some teen trainers and seniors have even 
become friends. They keep in touch long after class ends—through 
Facebook, of course.
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© 2011 National Public Radio, Inc. News report titled “Tutors Teach Seniors New High-Tech Tricks” by Jennifer 
Ludden was originally published on NPR.org on December 27, 2011, and is used with the permission of NPR. 
Any unauthorized duplication is strictly prohibited.
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NOTES

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

As this excerpt from Maya Angelou’s memoir begins, she is a young girl on a train to 
California with her grandmother. Maya has lived in Arkansas her entire life, raised by 
her grandmother. Now, she is moving to California to live with her mother, whom she 
will really see for the first time. (Her brother, Bailey, will follow them to California a 
month later.) She is frightened by the idea of actually meeting the mother she has never 
known. Her grandmother rocks Maya in her arms to calm her.

At the station in San Francisco, Maya’s grandmother spots Maya’s mother, who comes 
running to meet them. She is a pretty woman with red lips and is wearing high heels. 
“Where is my baby?” she asks.

She looked around and saw me. I wanted to sink into the ground. I 
wasn’t pretty or even cute. That woman who looked like a movie star 
deserved a better-looking daughter than me. I knew it and was sure she 
would know it as soon as she saw me.

“Maya, Marguerite, my baby.” Suddenly I was wrapped in her arms 
and in her perfume. She pushed away and looked at me. “Oh baby, you’re 
beautiful and so tall. You look like your daddy and me. I’m so glad to  
see you.”

Maya’s mother, Vivian, hugs and kisses her. Maya is not used to being kissed. Her 
grandmother is loving but never kissed her. The three go to Vivian’s home, where she 
shows Maya her room. Vivian notes that Maya probably slept with her grandmother in 
Arkansas. Here, she will sleep in her own room.

My grandmother stayed in California, watching me and everything that 
happened around me. And when she decided that everything was all right, 
she was happy. I was not. She began to talk about going home. …

Maya is afraid of her leaving, but her grandmother says that she is with her mother 
now, and her brother will join them soon. Maya, however, is having difficulty getting 
used to her mother.

Grandmother smiled when my mother played jazz and blues very loudly 
on her record player. Sometimes she would dance just because she felt like 
it, alone, by herself, in the middle of the floor. While Grandmother accepted 
behavior so different, I just couldn’t get used to it.

Mother and daughter don’t say much to each other for two weeks or so. Finally, Vivian 
sits Maya down for a talk. She says she knows she is not like Maya’s grandmother, but 
she reminds Maya that she is her mother. She asks Maya for a smile.

from Mom & Me & Mom
Maya Angelou

MEMOIR
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NOTESShe made a funny face and against my will, I smiled. She kissed me on 
my lips and started to cry. “That’s the first time I have seen you smile. It is a 
beautiful smile. Mother’s beautiful daughter can smile.”

I was not used to being called beautiful.
That day, I learned that I could be a giver simply by bringing a smile to 

another person. The ensuing1 years have taught me that a kind word or a 
vote of support can be a charitable gift.

Maya slowly begins to appreciate her mother. She likes her mother’s laugh and notices 
that she never laughs at anyone. Still, Maya talks only when she is spoken to, answers 
her mother briefly, and calls her “ma’am.” Vivian tells her not to call her “ma’am,” 
and recognizes that Maya doesn’t want to call her “Mother.” She asks Maya what she 
would like to call her. Maya answers “Lady” and explains why.

“Because you are beautiful, and you don’t look like a mother.”
“Is Lady a person you like?”
I didn’t answer.
“Is Lady a person you might learn to like?”
She waited as I thought about it.
I said, “Yes.”
“Well, that’s it. I am Lady, and still your mother.”

Maya’s grandmother hears about the “Lady” conversation. She again tells Maya that 
Vivian is her mother and that she cares for her. Maya is still not sure. She says that they 
should wait for her brother to arrive. They’ll decide then what to do.

When Bailey arrives at the train station, he immediately takes to Vivian as his mother. 
They embrace. Maya can’t believe his response.

Then he saw Mother and his response broke my heart. Suddenly he was 
a lost little boy who had been found at last. He saw his mother, his home, 
and then all his lonely birthdays were gone. His nights when scary things 
made noise under the bed were forgotten. He went to her as if hypnotized. 
She opened her arms and she clasped him into her embrace. I felt as if I had 
stopped breathing. My brother was gone, and he would never come back.

He had forgotten everything, but I remembered how we felt on the few 
occasions when she sent us toys. I poked the eyes out of each doll, and 
Bailey took huge rocks and smashed to bits the trucks or trains that came 
wrapped up in fancy paper.

Maya and her grandmother walk back to the car first. Maya tells her that she wants 
to return to Arkansas with her. Her grandmother says she thinks it is because of what 
had just happened between Bailey and Vivian. Maya is amazed at her grandmother’s 
understanding. But she is still upset. When Bailey and their mother get into the car, he 
turns to his sister and asks why she is being so quiet.

I made my voice as cold as possible. I said, “You haven’t given me  
a chance.”

In a second he said, “What’s the matter, My?”

1. ensuing (in SYOO ing) adj. following.
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NOTESI had hurt him and I was glad. I said, “I may go back to Stamps with 
Momma.” I wanted to break his heart.

“No, ma’am, you will not.” My grandmother’s voice was unusually hard.

Vivian and Bailey don’t seem to take Maya seriously. After all, Bailey has arrived, and 
it is all settled that he and Maya will stay in California and their grandmother will go 
home. Maya’s grandmother holds her hand and pats it as Maya struggles to keep from 
crying. A silent exchange between Bailey and Maya, however, hints at a life for Maya in 
California after all.

No one spoke until we reached our house. Bailey dropped his hand over 
the back of the front seat. When he wiggled his fingers, I grabbed them.  
He squeezed my fingers and let them go and drew his hand back to the 
front seat. The exchange did not escape Grandmother’s notice, but she  
said nothing.

“Chapter 3,” and “Chapter 4” from Mom & Me & Mom by Maya Angelou, copyright © 2013 by Maya 
Angelou. Used by permission of Random House, an imprint and division of Penguin Random House LLC. All 
rights reserved. Any third party use of this material, outside of this publication, is prohibited. Interested parties 
must apply directly to Penguin Random House LLC for permission.

From Mom & Me & Mom by Maya Angelou. Copyright © Maya Angelou. Used with permission of Little, 
Brown Book Group Ltd.
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I was five-and-a-half years old when my parents adopted me in China 
and brought me to America. As my mom says, I ran into her arms and 
have stayed there for the past 12 years. She is my mom. She is my best 
friend. She is the woman I admire most in the world. But for the longest 
time, my family marked that day we met in China as “Gotcha Day.”

Lots of families celebrate the day they met their adopted child. But 
while I appreciate everything else my parents give me, Gotcha Day can 
be difficult. It can sometimes leave kids like me sad and confused. The 
acknowledgement that adoption is also about loss is missing from  
Gotcha Day.

While adoptive parents may be celebrating a child finally entering 
their lives, that child in their arms has gone through a lot. The child has 
experienced abandonment or has been given up for adoption for reasons 
they may never understand. It’s a lot to handle. And sometimes while 
adopted kids are working through it, their feelings of loss override their 
feelings of happiness. Gotcha Day is one of those times when we think 
about our past. We reflect on how little some of us actually know about 
it. We think about our biological parents and wish we knew them. We 
want to ask them why they didn’t keep us. We think about what our lives 
would be like had there been no Gotcha Day.

Some say that adoption loss is the only emotional shock when 
everyone expects the victims to be happy and thankful. I am happy 
and thankful. However, I also want to remind people that someone’s 
joyful adoption experience may also involve someone else’s sorrow over 
losing their child. Gotcha Day feels like a day of fake smiles if we don’t 
acknowledge that it’s also about loss, not just gain.

In my family, we now celebrate Family Day. My parents show my 
brother and me the photos of when we first met. We talk about how my 
mom fed me a bag of candy that I promptly threw up on her. I tell her 
how she shouldn’t have let our guide throw away the sweatsuit that I 
vomited on. It was the last thing my orphanage caregivers dressed me in. 
It was a real, physical part of a past that has many unknowns. (I forgive 
her. She was jet-lagged1 and the guide took away the dirty clothes 
knowing my mom had a suitcase full of new things from America for me 
to wear.)
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“Gotcha Day” Isn’t a Cause 
for Celebration
Sophie Johnson

OPINION PIECE

1. jet-lagged adj. exhausted from long-distance travel.

NOTES

This text is adapted and 
paraphrased from Sophie 
Johnson’s opinion piece. It is 
an alternate version of the 
original text, which appears 
in your student edition.
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NOTESEvery Family Day, we laugh about my little brother’s Elvis2 sneer and 
his confusion on the day we got him. I was 7 at the time. We laugh 
about how I took one look at him and asked my mom if we could get a 
puppy instead. We remember how my dad threw a ball at his head. My 
mom screamed and my brother, without even looking up from coloring, 
caught the pitch perfectly. “A leftie! Yes!!” shouted out my dad, a life-
long baseball fan. I’m not sure if the Chinese officials thought it was 
funny, but we sure laugh about it every Family Day.

I love our Family Day. It celebrates our love for one another. And we 
always end it by lighting a candle for our first families and going outside 
to talk to the moon.

6 

7 

2. Elvis Elvis Presley, wildly popular singer and actor, also known for his smiling sneer.

“’Gotcha Day’ Isn’t a Cause for Celebration” by Sophie Johnson, from Huffington Post, November 3, 2014. 
Used with permission of the author.
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Nowhere is the generation gap between my 16-year-old son Will and 
me wider than when it comes to football. Football, for me, is that 
most American of sports. Helmeted warriors collide with one another 
across the line of scrimmage.1 Football for Will is the global version, the 
“beautiful sport.” It consists of touch passes and bending corner kicks. 
We usually call it soccer on this side of the Atlantic.

Will plays on his high school’s JV soccer team. Last weekend, he invited 
a few of his teammates for a sleepover at our home after their Friday 
night game. The next morning, Will and his teammates gathered around 
the television to watch an English Premiere League soccer game. They 
compared players on their fantasy league soccer teams. They rattled off 
the names of players I’d never heard of, such as Mesut Özil, Yaya Touré, 
and Mathieu Flamini.

I was impressed with their knowledge of EPL players. However, I 
wondered how many professional football players they could identify. 
I asked them to name as many players they could from the National 
Football League.

The first five were easy for the boys. They listed RGIII, Peyton Manning, 
Drew Brees, Joe Flacco, and Richard Sherman.

An awkward pause ensued before another boy finally piped up with 
“Ray Rice.” I groaned.

My son and his friends struggled to name more players. I asked them, 
“Why do you know so much about soccer but so little about football?”

My son quickly took up the challenge. “Soccer is way more fun to 
watch and play than football,” he said. “There are so many commercial 
timeouts during football games on TV. You can die of old age waiting for 
play to resume.”

I had to give him that one. While I had lost one battle, I wasn’t about 
to concede the war. I told him that football had more offense. Watching 
scoreless soccer games for ninety minutes, I argued, was as dry as 
watching C-Span2 with the volume off.

1 

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

Bridging the Generational Divide 
Between a Football Father and a 
Soccer Son
John McCormick

BLOG POST

1. line of scrimmage imaginary line used at the beginning of play to separate two football teams.
2. C-Span television network that broadcasts political events and other public affairs programming.

NOTES

The following text is adapted 
and paraphrased from John 
McCormick’s narrative. This 
text is an alternate version 
of the original text, which 
appears in your student 
edition.
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NOTESBack and forth the arguments flew like headers3 on a soccer pitch.

Will: Soccer is followed by millions more fans than football. It’s the 
most popular sport in the world.

Dad: The 2014 Super Bowl is still the most watched in U.S. TV history.

Will: Soccer is a more fluid4 game. It requires skill, endurance, and 
grace.

Dad: Football has all that, too, but the players don’t act like they’ve 
been horribly wounded every time an opposing player brushes against 
them!

Will: Soccer enthusiasts are the most passionate fans in the world. They 
sing songs and stand on their feet for entire matches.

Dad: Ever been to a Seahawks game in Seattle or a Broncos game  
in Denver?

My son got in the last word. “Soccer is a sport whose time has come. 
It’s the sport of my generation.”

I suddenly remembered a conversation I had with my own father when 
I was my son’s age. My father was the starting catcher on his college 
baseball team. He believed baseball would always be America’s national 
pastime. I argued just as passionately that football was now America’s 
national game. I even recall telling my dad that football was a sport 
whose time had come.

Every generation has its own character. Every generation likes and 
dislikes different things. Baseball was tops in my dad’s day, and football  
is in mine. Today, many youth are embracing soccer as the new “in” 
sport. Maybe it’s time for me to take a new perspective on “the  
beautiful game.”

My son and I came up with a compromise. I watch an EPL game with 
my son on Saturday mornings. He watches an NFL game with me on 
Sunday afternoons. Not only do we have the chance to spend more time 
together, but we teach each other the finer points of fútbol vs. football. 
Along the way we even discovered that football is derived from soccer. 
Rugby provides the missing link between them. Who knew that both 
sports were in the same family? Just like in ours.
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3. headers n.p. shots or passes in soccer made by hitting the ball with the head.
4. fluid adj. showing a smooth, easy style.

“Bridging the Generational Divide between a Football Father and a Soccer Son” by John McCormick, originally 
appeared in Huffington Post, September 30, 1014. Used with permission of the author. John McCormick has 
been a contributing blogger to the Huffington Post since 2012, writing a month column for the Post’s Parents 
page. He is also the author of “Dad, Tell Me a Story,” How to Revive the Tradition of Storytelling with Your 
Children (Nicasio Press 2013). The book contains 25 stories he created with his own two sons, and provides 
guidance to parents on how to create a storytelling tradition in their own families. 
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NOTES

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

On early evenings in summer, a group of young sisters gathers on their back porch to 
listen to the stories of their grandmother, Waipuo. They argue over where they will 
sit. They bite one another and pull one other’s hair as sisters sometimes do. But when 
Waipuo arrives, they are ashamed of their arguing, and they settle down and sit quietly.

On some nights she sat with us in silence. But on some nights she told us 
stories, “just to keep up your Chinese,” she said.

The chirping of crickets reminds Waipuo of the sound of the Yangtze River in China.  
She tells her granddaughters that they come from people who lived near that river, 
which is 4,000 miles long. It begins high in the mountains in an area so remote that  
few people have ever seen it. But the river widens as it gets closer to the ocean. The 
wider area is known as the mouth of the river. That is where the ancestors of Waipuo 
and her granddaughters lived for a more than a thousand years. Waipuo speaks of  
these ancestors.

“Through your mother and I you are descended from a line of great 
men and women. We have survived countless floods and seasons of ill-
fortune because we have the spirit of the river in us. Unlike mountains we 
cannot be powdered down or broken apart. Instead, we run together like 
raindrops. Our strength and spirit wear down mountains into sand. But 
even our people must respect the water.”

Waipuo tells them a story that her own grandmother told her long ago. In the story, 
there was a family ancestor named Wen Zhiqing. Wen Zhiqing lived by the Yangtze 
River twelve hundred years ago. In the story, he is a proud man who makes his living by 
fishing with black birds that he trained to dive into the river after the fish. Wen Zhiqing’s 
favorite daughter loves the river. She spends every spare moment on the boat with her 
father. She always want to stay long past dark. Her father has spoiled her, and she has 
no idea how dangerous the water can be. She thinks she knows the river completely.

“One clear spring evening, as she watched the last bird dive off into the 
blackening waters, she said, ‘If only this catch would bring back something 
more than another fish!’”

“She leaned over the side of the boat and looked at the water. The 
stars and moon reflected back at her. And it is said that the spirits living 
underneath the water looked up at her as well. And the spirit of a young 
man who had drowned in the river many years before saw her lovely face.”

SHORT STORY

Lan Samantha Chang

Water Names

GRADE 7 • UNIT 1 • Accessible Leveled Text • Water Names 1
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NOTESAs Waipuo tells her granddaughters this part of the story, the girls become a little afraid. 
They remember the old tales they have heard about river ghosts who try to pull the 
living down under the water.

The diving bird is gone in the water a long time, and Wen Zhiqing gets concerned. 
But finally the bird comes out of the water with a very big fish in its mouth. When he 
cleans the fish, Wen Zhiqing finds a priceless pearl ring in its stomach. The youngest 
granddaughter asks Waipuo about the ring in the story.

“From the man?” said Lily.
“Sshh, she’ll tell you.”
Waipuo ignored us.

Waipuo goes on with her story. Wen Zhiqing’s daughter is thrilled her wish has come 
true. But the river had cast a spell on her. She starts sitting by the river’s edge at night, 
gazing down at herself reflected in the water. Sometimes she sees the young man 
looking back. She tells her father what she saw in the river.

“‘It’s just the moon,’ said Wen Zhiqing, but his daughter shook her head. 
‘There’s a kingdom under the water,’ she said. ‘The prince is asking me 
to marry him. He sent the ring as an offering to you.’ ‘Nonsense,’ said her 
father, and he forbade her to sit by the water again.”

A year passes. Then in the spring, there is a huge flood. During a heavy rain, Wen 
Zhiqing’s family notices that his daughter is gone. They search for many days afterward. 
But they never find her.

Here, Waipuo stops talking. The youngest granddaughter asks what happened to the 
young girl. Her sister, the story’s narrator, answers:

She was so beautiful that she went to join the kingdom of her beloved. 
Right?

“Who knows?” Waipuo said.

Waipuo tells them there might have been a water spirit. Or the young girl might have 
lost her mind to wishing. But for now, Waipuo’s story has ended, and she goes back 
inside the house. From the porch, the girls see a light go on her bedroom window. They 
imagine her combing out her long silver hair. They think how beautiful she must have 
been as a girl.

Then, the sisters sit together quietly, thinking about Wen Zhiqing’s daughter. Their 
grandmother left them with many questions. They wonder what she looked like, how 
old she was, and what her name was.

While we weren’t watching, the stars had emerged. Their brilliant 
pinpoints mapped the heavens. They glittered over us, over Waipuo in her 
room, the house, and the small city we lived in, the great waves of grass that 
ran for miles around us, the ground beneath as dry and hard as bone.

“Water Names” from Hunger by Lan Samantha Chang. Copyright © 1998 by Lan Samantha Change. Used by 
permission of W.W. Norton & Company, Inc. 

“Water Names” from Hunger by Lan Samantha Chang. Copyright © 1998 by Lan Samantha Chang, used by 
permission of The Wylie Agency LLC.
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NOTES

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

In this story, the narrator, Arturo, is asked by his mother to spend time with his abuelo, 
or grandfather. Abuelo lives in a nursing home in Brooklyn. Arturo is busy trying to 
complete summer school homework. He also hates the nursing home, especially the 
smells, which make him sick to his stomach. He usually goes only on holidays and even 
then spends as little time as he can. He thinks it’s enough that other family members 
always visit. Arturo’s mother has been asking him for a week though, so he finally gives 
in. She is very grateful and drops him off at Golden Years nursing home, promising to be 
back in an hour.

I get depressed the minute I walk into the place. They line up the old 
people in wheelchairs in the hallway as if they were about to be raced to 
the finish line by orderlies1 who don’t even look at them when they push 
them here and there. I walk fast to room 10, Abuelo’s “suite.” He is sitting 
up in his bed writing with a pencil in one of those old-fashioned black 
hardback notebooks. It has the outline of the island of Puerto Rico on it. I 
slide into the hard vinyl chair by his bed. He sort of smiles and the lines on 
his face get deeper, but he doesn’t say anything. Since I’m supposed to talk 
to him, I say, “What are you doing, Abuelo, writing the story of your life?”

It’s supposed to be a joke, but he answers, “Sí, how did you  
know, Arturo?”

Although Arturo is named after his grandfather, he doesn’t know much about him. 
Arturo’s mother came to New Jersey before Arturo was born. Abuelo stayed in Puerto 
Rico until his wife died. When he got too sick to be taken care of long distance, he 
moved to this Brooklyn nursing home. Arturo’s mother told Arturo that in Puerto Rico, 
Abuelo had been a teacher but lost his job after the war. After that, he became a 
farmer.

She’s always saying in a sad voice, “Ay, bendito!2 What a waste of a fine 
mind.”  Then she usually shrugs her shoulders and says, “Así es la vida.” 
That’s the way life is. It sometimes makes me mad that the adults I know 
just accept whatever is thrown at them because “that’s the way things are.” 
Not for me. I go after what I want.

Arturo likes stories and is looking for a way to use up the hour. He asks Abuelo to read 
what he has written about his life.

SHORT STORY

Judith Ortiz Cofer

An Hour with Abuelo

1. orderlies (ohr DEHR leez) n. hospital staff who do nonmedical tasks such as moving patients or 
cleaning.

2. bendito (behn DEE toh) Spanish for “blessed one.”
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NOTESI’m surprised that he’s still so sharp, because his body is shrinking like 
a crumpled-up brown paper sack with some bones in it. But I can see from 
looking into his eyes that the light is still on in there.

English is Abuelo’s second language, and he speaks it slowly and stiffly. He assures 
Arturo that the story won’t be a long one.

“I have time, Abuelo.” I’m a little embarrassed that he saw me looking at 
my watch.

“Yes, hijo.3  You have spoken the truth. La verdad. You have much time.”

Abuelo begins to read his story. He has always loved words, but as a child from a large 
family, he had few books. His mother did his best to teach her children to read and 
write. She struggled to provide them with slates and chalk on which to practice.

Abuelo tells Arturo that he always wanted to write and teach, to always be around books. 
With his mother’s help, Abuelo escapes farm life and goes to high school in the city. He 
works hard to afford to live in the city and does not have much, but he graduates at the 
top of his class. The whole family is very proud of him, and he is proud of himself. With his 
high school diploma, young Abuelo is able to teach the children of his farming village.

“I had books sent to me by the government. I felt like a rich man 
although the pay was very small. I had books. All the books I wanted! I 
taught my students how to read poetry and plays, and how to write them. 
We made up songs and put on shows for the parents. It was a beautiful 
time for me.”

In 1941, Abuelo is drafted into the U.S. Army to fight in World War II. He thinks he 
could better serve his country by staying in his village to teach the children. He was their 
only teacher. However, he does not get a waiver and has to serve as a soldier. He offers 
his teaching skills to his sergeant. He hopes he can teach other boys who had been 
drafted from farm villages to read and write, which will make them better soldiers. His 
sergeant resents his book smarts and has him spend the war cleaning bathrooms.

“’When I came back to the Island, things had changed. You had to have 
a college degree to teach school, even the lower grades. My parents were 
sick, two of my brothers had been killed in the war, the others had stayed 
in Nueva York. I was the only one left to help the old people. I became a 
farmer. I married a good woman who gave me many good children. I taught 
them all how to read and write before they started school.’”

At this point, Abuelo takes a moment to reflect. He tells Arturo that the title of his book 
is Así es la vida. That’s the way life is. Arturo thinks his grandfather expects him to say 
something about his story.

For a long time he doesn’t say anything else. I think that he’s sleeping, 
but then I see that he’s watching me through half-closed lids, maybe 
waiting for my opinion of his writing. I’m trying to think of something nice 
to say. I liked it and all, but not the title. And I think that he could’ve been a 
teacher if he had wanted to bad enough. Nobody is going to stop me from 
doing what I want with my life. I’m not going to let la vida get in my way.

3. hijo (EE hoh) Spanish for “son” or “child.” 
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NOTESBefore Arturo can think of what to say, a friend of Abuelo’s interrupts. She flirts 
with Abuelo and reminds him of his promise to read some of his poetry to the other 
residents. Abuelo suddenly becomes strong and energized. He has Arturo help him into 
his wheelchair and get the book of poems he has written. Arturo begins to push him 
toward the room where he is to read. But Abuelo reminds him that Arturo was only 
going to spend an hour, and that his hour is up.

I can’t help but think that my abuelo has been timing me. It cracks me up. 
I walk slowly down the hall toward the exit sign. I want my mother to have 
to wait a little. I don’t want her to think that I’m in a hurry or anything.

From An Island Like You by Judith Ortiz Cofer. Copyright © 1995 by Judith Ortiz Cofer. Reprinted by 
permission of Orchard Books, an imprint of Scholastic Inc.
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NOTES

This version of the selection 
alternates original text 
with summarized passages. 
Dotted lines appear next to 
the summarized passages.

The grandfather had become very old. His legs would not carry him, his 
eyes could not see, his ears could not hear, and he was toothless. And when 
he ate, he was untidy. His son and the son’s wife no longer allowed him to 
eat with them at the table and had him take his meals near the stove.

The grandfather tries to eat from a cup by the stove, but he drops it and it breaks. The 
son’s wife scolds him and makes him eat his meals from a wooden dish.

One day the old man’s son and his wife were sitting in their hut, resting. 
Their little son was playing on the floor. He was putting together something 
out of small bits of wood. His father asked him: “What are you making, 
Misha?” And Misha said: “I’m making a wooden bucket. When you and 
Mommie get old, I’ll feed you out of this wooden bucket.”

The grandfather’s son and his son’s wife begin to cry. They feel extremely guilty for 
treating the old man poorly. They allow the grandfather to eat at the table again and, 
from that day on, treat him kindly.

SHORT STORY

Leo Tolstoy

The Grandfather and His 
Little Grandson

© Reprinted with the permission of Little Simon, an imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division 
from Twenty-Two Russian Tales for Young Children by Leo Tolstoy, Selected, Translated, and with an Afterword 
by Miriam Morton. Translation copyright 1969 Miriam Morton; copyright renewed © 1998 Miriam Morton.
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