became hoarse and resigned himself to spending the night in the
forest, did a soft wind carry to him the sound of someone’s groaning.

“Klim! Is that you, my dear man? Let’s go on!”

“You'll ki-i-i-ill me!”

“I was just joking, my man! May God punish me if I wasn't
joking! I have no guns! I lied because I was scared! Do me a
favor, let’s go on! I'm freezing to death!”

Klim, having perhaps decided that a real cutthroat would
LN have long since got away with his horse and wagon, emerged

| from the thicket and hesitantly approached his passenger.
11N “What was there to get scared about, you fool? I.. .. I was
o just kidding, and got scared. . . . Get in!”
‘ | “I'll have nothing more to do with you, master,” Klim mut-
\! I tered, climbing up into the wagon. “Had I known, I wouldn’t
|

have taken you on, not for a hundred rubles. You nearly made

me die of fright.”

o Klim struck the horse with his whip. The wagon trembled.

?ji \ t Klim struck again, and the wagon lurched. After the fourth time,

. “,“‘1 i when the wagon moved, the surveyor covered his ears with his
|| collar, and meditated. The road and Klim no longer seemed

V-\;‘fi ‘ to him threatening.

11l Review and Assess
1 | Thinking About the Selection
‘ i\ 1. Respond: What was your reaction when the driver ran

into the woods?

fit 2. (a) Recall: What is the surveyor looking for when he gets off
{1l | the train? (b) Interpret: What do you learn about the
1

” surveyor before he meets the driver? (c) Support: Which of
| :i 1\ | his words and actions support your answer!
il E (RN 3. (a) Recall: What is the surveyor’s reaction to the isolated
L setting? (b) Interpret: Why is the surveyor so fearful?
w (c) Analyze Cause and Effect: How does the surveyor cope

‘I with his fear?
\’ 4. (a) Recall: How does the driver react to the surveyor’s

| ‘ bragging? (b) Infer: Why is the surveyor surprised by the
| \ driver’s reaction? (c) Deduce: What assumptions do you

think the surveyor had made about the driver?

:,‘ )‘ ‘ 5. (a) Recall: What happens at the end of the story?
\' (b) Evaluate: Does the surveyor benefit from bragging?

(c) Speculate: What do you think the surveyor has learned
1! from this experience?
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Anton Chekhov

leven

Sandra Cisneros

emerged (& merjd) v.
came out from; came
into view

ks

meditated (med” i tat id) v.
thought deeply

(1860-1904)

£ Anton Chekhov

3\ was born in the
=\

middle of a family

of six children.
| The family lived

in a small coastal
town of Southern
Russia, where
Chekhov’s father ran a
grocery business. When
the business failed, the
family moved to Moscow.
There, Chekhov enrolled -
in medical school.
By writing short stories
and humorous articles, he"

Orange Sweater, 1955, Elmer Bischoff, San Francisco Museum of Modern Art, San Francisco, California‘

earned enough money t0
help support his family. = L c
Chekhov had ,
mﬁsﬁﬂ for ?nost of R .. thiilt the}f don’t understand about birthdays and what they A Critical Viewing
i ell you is that when you're eleven, you're also ten, and nine, Why might the girl in the

adult life, he didn’t all
his struggles against il
to limit him. In Chekho¥
short lifetime, he wrote -
more than 400 short Sto-
ries. He is considered.
of Russia’s greatest Wil

“ eight, and seven, and six, and five, and four, and three, and
0. and one. And when you wake up on your eleventh birthday

Ve : 2ol o .
3 Tything’s just like yesterday, only it’'s today. And you don't feel

fath the year that makes you eleven. birthday?

picture be sitting alone?

1 €Xpect to feel eleven, but you don't. You open your eyes and ﬂReading Check

“leven . ;
; at all. You feel like you're still ten. And you-are—under- ;‘:;Vai?)ii t::r nrrratc;‘
eleven
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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 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 just
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
Felice Garcia 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
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rig“ht 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 i '
little voice that was maybe me when I was four i
“Of”course it's yours,” Mrs. Price says, “I remember you wearing it
once. Be'cause she’s older and the teacher, she’s right and I'm n(;éj[1
Not mine, not mine, not mine, but Mrs. Price is already turni :
to page 32, and math problem number four. I don’t know wh bIlg
all of a sudden I'm feeling sick inside, like the part of me thaif’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 toda gI
am cleven, eleven. Mama is making a cake for me for tonight a}rfld

when Papa comes home everybody will si
h .
birthday to you. ¥ ng happy birthday, happy

Literary Analysis
Characterization How do
Mrs. Price’s actions show
o that she is not a patient or
W Critical Viewing sympathetic character?
How old do you think the
girl in this painting feels?
[Speculate]

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 mgve ’thee n:i
sweater to the corner of my desk with my ruler. I Il.’lOVC my pe In('al
and books and eraser as far from it as possible. I even mgvle) -
chair a little to the right. Not mine, not mine, not mine w

In my head I'm thinking how long till lunch time, how iong tll I
can take the red sweater and throw it over the schoolyard fence, o
leave it hanging on a parking meter, or bunch it up into a little balz
and toss it in the alley. Except when math period ends Mrs. Pric
says loud and in front of everybody, “Now, Rachel, that’s en'ou he”
because she sees I've shoved the red sweater to the tippy-tip c§rr1€r

of my desk and it’s hangi .
. anging all over the edge like a waterfall, but I

Rachel,” Mrs. Price says. She says it like she’s getting mad.

“You put that sweater on ri
« right now and no mo »
But it’s not . . .” T€ nonsense.

Now!” Mrs. Price says.

Jof;h;ilti ;Nhe.n I Wl:sh I wasn't eleven, because all the years inside
B usil‘nme, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, and one—
"thmug}ll) S mi; at the back of my eyes when I put one arm
1 B hees i:flve of the sweater that smells like cottage cheese,
. ac‘z er. arm through the other and stand there with
. Ofp rt as if the sweater hurts me and it does, all itchy
B ;zlerms that aren’t even mine.
. Wh:lfl ;{1’; eV;rything I've been holding in since this morning,
and all of o suiéj tlos put '.Ehe §Weater on my desk, finally lets go,
e en III,l crying in front of everybody. I wish I was
. m not.'I m eleven and it's my birthday today and I'm
: . Cgnbthree in fron‘F of everybody. I put my head down on
e ury'my faf:e in my stupid clown sweater arms. My
and spit coming out of my mouth because I can’t stop

€ little an;
m i i
| al noises from coming out of me, until there aren’t

{Reading Check

What does Rachel do
after putting on the
sweater?

Portrait, From the Estate of Eloy Blanco, Collection of EI Museo del Barrio, New York, NY
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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 Felice Garcia, 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 tiny kite in the sky, so tiny-tiny you
have to close your eyes to see it.

Review and Assess

Thinking About the Selection

1. Respond: What would you like to say to Rachel? To
Mrs. Price? To Felice Garcia?

. (a) Recall: What is special about the day in this story?
(b) Interpret: What is Rachel’s theory about a person’s
age! (c) Analyze: Explain how Rachel can be eleven,
but also all her younger ages as well.

. (a) Recall: How do Mrs. Price and Rachel react differently to
the red sweater? (b) Infer: Why can’t Rachel speak up to tell
Mrs. Price that the sweater is not hers? (c) Analyze: Why
does Rachel react so strongly to being given the sweater!?

. (a) Recall: How is the mix-up straightened out?
(b) Describe: How does Rachel feel after the problem is
solved? (c) Distinguish: In what ways is this a satisfactory or
unsatisfactory solution?

. (a) Analyze: Why does Rachel wish she were “anything but
eleven”? (b) Connect: In what way do the story events
suggest that Rachel’s theory about ages has some truth to it?

. (a) Assess: What are some advantages and disadvantages to
“orowing up”? (b) Apply: What disadvantages do Rachel’s
experiences illustrate? (c) Make a Judgment: Are Rachel’s
reactions understandable? Explain.
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Hispanic and who are
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stream culture. The them
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