9th Grade Summer Reading Project
Instructions: This summer you will be expected to read TWO short stories and complete TWO activities off of
the attached choice board. We have provided copies of several stories in this packet; however there are many
more linked at the Northwood High School website if nothing in the packet appeals to you.
These assignments will be due during the first week of school, so make sure that you complete them prior to
September 4, 2018.
Complete List of Short Stories
●

The Chaser | John Collier

●

One of These Days | Gabriel Garcia Marquez

●

Blackberries | Ellen Hunnicut

●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●

The Open Window by H.H. Munro
The Monkey's Paw by W.W. Jacobs
The Hand by Guy de Maupassant
“The Garden Lodge” by Willa Cather
“Yellow Wallpaper” by Charlotte Perkins Gilman
“There Will Come Soft Rains” by Ray Bradbury
“My Lucy Friend Who Smells Like Corn” by Sandra Cisneros
"The War of the Wall" (Toni Cade Bambara)
"The Medicine Bag" (Virginia Driving Hawk Sneve)
"The Treasure of Lemon Brown" (Walter Dean Meyers)
"Home" (Gwendolyn Brooks)
"Everyday Use" (Alice Walker)
"A Jury of Her Peers" (Susan Glaspell)

“My Lucy Friend Who Smells Like Corn”
Sandra Cisneros
Annotation space should be used for comments that show you understand the story and your reactions to it, questions
you have that show what you are wondering as you read, notes and observations on the literary elements (theme,
character, plot, setting, narrator, characterization, tone, mood, etc.) and how the author uses them to create an impact,
notes and observations on the literary devices (figurative language, imagery, point of view, foreshadowing, flashback,
symbolism, etc.) and how the author uses them to create an impact in the story.
Annotation Space
Lucy Anguiano, Texas girl who smells like corn, like Frito Bandito chips,
like tortillas, something like that warm smell of nixtamal or bread the way
her head smells when she’s leaning close to you over a paper cut-out doll
or on the porch when we are squatting over marbles trading the pretty
crystal that leaves a blue star on your hand for that giant cat-eye with a
grasshopper green spiral in the center like the juice of bugs on the
windshield when you drive to the border, like the yellow blood of butterflies.
Have you ever eated dog food? I have. After crunching like ice, she opens
her big mouth prove it, only a pink tongue rolling around in there like a
blind worm, and Janey looking in because she said, Show me. But me I
like that Lucy, cornsmell hair and aqua flip-flops just like mine that we
bought at the K-mart for only 79 cents same time.
I’m going to sit in the sun, don’t care if it’s a million trillion degrees outside,
so my skin can get so dark it’s blue where it bends like Lucy’s. Her whole
family is like that. Eyes like knife slits. Lucy and her sisters. Norma,
Margarita, Ofelia, Herminia, Nancy, Olivia, Cheli, y la Amber Sue.
Screen door with no screen. BANG! Little black dog biting his fur. Fat
couch on the porch. Some of the windows painted blue, some pink
because her daddy got tired that day or forgot. Mama in the kitchen
feeding clothes into the wringer washer and clothes rolling out all stiff and
twisted and flat like paper. Lucy got her arm stuck once and had to yell
Maaa! and her mama had to put the machine in reverse and then her hand
rolled back, the finger black and later, her nail fell off.
But did your arm get flat like the clothes? What happened to your arm? Did
they have to pump it with air? No, only the finger, and she didn’t cry
neither.
Lean across the porch rail and pin the pink sock of the baby Amber Sue on
top of Cheli’s flowered T-shirt, and the blue jeans of la Ofelia over the
inside seam of Olivia’s blouse, over the flannel nightgown of Margarita so it
don’t stretch out, and then you take the work shirts of their daddy and hang
them upside down like this, and this way all the clothes don’t get so
wrinkled and take up less space and you don’t waste pins. The girls all
wear each other’s clothes, except Olivia, who is stingy. There ain’t no boys
here. Only girls and one father who is never home hardly and one mother
who says, Ay! I’m real tired and so many sisters there’s no time to count
them.

I’m sitting in the sun even though it’s the hottest part of the day, the part
that makes the streets dizzy, when the heat makes a little hat on the top of
your head and bakes the dust and weed grass and sweat up good, all
steamy and smelling like sweet corn.
I want to rub heads and sleep in a bed with little sisters, some at the top
and some at the feets. I think it would be fun to sleep with sisters you could
yell at one at a time or all together, instead of alone on the fold-out chair in
the living room.
When I get home Abuelita will say, Didn’t I tell you? and I’ll get it because I
was supposed to wear this dress again tomorrow. But first I’m going to
jump off an old pissy mattress in the Anguiano yard. I’m going to scratch
your mosquito bites, Lucy, so they’ll itch you, then put Mercurochrome
smiley faces on them. We’re going to trade shoes and wear them on our
hands. We’re going to walk over to Janey Ortiz’s house and say, We’re
never ever going to be your friend again forever! We’re going to run home
backwards and we’re going to run home frontwards, look twice under the
house where the rats hide and I’ll stick one foot in there because you
dared me, sky so blue and heaven inside those white clouds. I’m going to
peel a scab from my knee and eat it, sneeze on the cat, give you three M &
M’s I’ve been saving for you since yesterday, comb your hair with my
fingers and braid it into teeny-tiny braids real pretty. We’re going to wave to
a lady we don’t know on the bus. Hello! I’m going to somersault on the rail
of the front porch even though my chones show. And cut paper dolls we
draw ourselves, and color in their clothes with crayons, my arm around
your neck.
And when we look at each other, our arms gummy from an orange
Popsicle we split, we could be sisters, right? We could be, you and me
waiting for our teeths to fall and money. You laughing something into my
ear that tickles, and me going Ha Ha Ha Ha. Her and me, my Lucy friend
who smells like corn.

“Home”
Gwendolyn Brooks
Annotation space should be used for comments that show you understand the story and your reactions to it, questions
you have that show what you are wondering as you readz, notes and observations on the literary elements (theme,
character, plot, setting, narrator, characterization, tone, mood, etc.) and how the author uses them to create an impact,
notes and observations on the literary devices (figurative language, imagery, point of view, foreshadowing, flashback,
symbolism, etc.) and how the author uses them to create an impact in the story.
What had been wanted was this always, this always to last, the talking softly
on this porch, with the snake plant in the jardinière in the southwest corner,
and the obstinate slip from Aunt Eppie’s magnificent Michigan fern at the left
side of the friendly door. Mama, Maud Martha, and Helen rocked slowly in
their rocking chairs, and looked at the late afternoon light on the lawn and at
the emphatic iron of the fence and at the poplar tree. These things might
soon be theirs no longer. Those shafts and pools of light, the tree, the

Annotation Space

graceful iron, might soon be viewed passively by different eyes.
Papa was to have gone that noon, during his lunch hour, to the office of the
Home Owners’ Loan. If he had not succeeded in getting another extension,
they would be leaving this house in which they had lived for more than
fourteen years. There was little hope. The Home Owners’ Loan was hard.
They sat, making their plans.
“We’ll be moving into a nice flat somewhere,” said Mama. “Somewhere on
South Park, or Michigan, or in Washington Park Court. “Those flats, as the
girls and Mama knew well, were burdens on wages twice the size of Papa’s.
This was not mentioned now.
“They’re much prettier than this old house,” said Helen. “I have friends I’d just
as soon not bring here. And I have other friends that wouldn’t come down
this far for anything, unless they were in a taxi.”
Yesterday, Maud Martha would have attacked her. Tomorrow she might.
Today she said nothing. She merely gazed at a little hopping robin in the
tree, her tree, and tried to keep the fronts of her eyes dry.
“Well, I do know,” said Mama, turning her hands over and over, “that I’ve
been getting tireder and tireder of doing that firing. From October to April,
there’s firing to be done.”
“But lately we’ve been helping, Harry and I,” said Maud Martha. “And
sometimes in March and April and in October, and even in November, we
could build a little fire in the fireplace. Sometimes the weather was just right
for that.”
She knew, from the way they looked at her, that this had been a mistake.
They did not want to cry.
But she felt that the little line of white, sometimes ridged with smoked purple,
and all that cream-shot saffron would never drift across any western sky
except that in back of this house. The rain would drum with as sweet a
dullness nowhere but here. The birds on South Park were mechanical birds,
no better than the poor caught canaries in those “rich” women’s sun parlors.
“It’s just going to kill Papa!” burst out Maud Martha. “He loves this house! He
lives for this house!”
“He lives for us,” said Helen. “It’s us he loves. He wouldn’t want the house,
except for us.”
“And he’ll have us,” added Mama, “wherever.”
“You know,” Helen sighed, “if you want to know the truth, this is a relief. If this
hadn’t come up, we would have gone on, just dragged on, hanging out here
forever.”
“It might,” allowed Mama, “be an act of God. God may just have reached

down and picked up the reins.”
“Yes,” Maud Martha cracked in, “that’s what you always say – that God
knows best.”
Her mother looked at her quickly, decided the statement was not suspect,
looked away.
Helen saw Papa coming. “There’s Papa,” said Helen.
They could not tell a thing from the way Papa was walking. It was that same
dear little staccato walk, one shoulder down, then the other, then repeat, and
repeat. They watched his progress. He passed the Kennedys’, he passed the
vacant lot, he passed Mrs. Blakemore’s. They wanted to hurl themselves
over the fence, into the street, and shake the truth out of his collar. He
opened his gate – the gate – and still his stride and face told them nothing.
“Hello,” he said.
Mama got up and followed him through the front door. The girls knew better
than to go in too.
Presently Mama’s head emerged. Her eyes were lamps turned on.
“It’s all right,” she exclaimed. “He got it. It’s all over. Everything is all right.”
The door slammed shut. Mama’s footsteps hurried away.
“I think,” said Helen, rocking rapidly, “I think I’ll give a party. I haven’t given a
party since I was eleven. I’d like some of my friends to just casually see that
we’re homeowners.”

“One of These Days”
Gabriel Garcia Marquez
Annotation space should be used for comments that show you understand the story and your reactions to it, questions
you have that show what you are wondering as you readz, notes and observations on the literary elements (theme,
character, plot, setting, narrator, characterization, tone, mood, etc.) and how the author uses them to create an impact,
notes and observations on the literary devices (figurative language, imagery, point of view, foreshadowing, flashback,
symbolism, etc.) and how the author uses them to create an impact in the story.
Monday dawned warm and rainless. Aurelio Escovar, a dentist without a
degree, and a very early riser, opened his office at six. He took some false
teeth, still mounted in their plaster mold, out of the glass case and put on the
table a fistful of instruments which he arranged in size order, as if they were on
display. He wore a collarless striped shirt, closed at the neck with a golden
stud, and pants held up by suspenders He was erect and skinny, with a look
that rarely corresponded to the situation, the way deaf people have of looking.
When he had things arranged on the table, he pulled the drill toward the dental
chair and sat down to polish the false teeth. He seemed not to be thinking
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about what he was doing, but worked steadily, pumping the drill with his feet,
even when he didn’t need it.
After eight he stopped for a while to look at the sky through the window, and he
saw two pensive buzzards who were drying themselves in the sun on the
ridgepole of the house next door. He went on working with the idea that before
lunch it would rain again. The shrill voice of his eleven-year-old son interrupted
his concentration.
“Papa.”
“What?”
“The Mayor wants to know if you’ll pull his tooth.”
“Tell him I’m not here.”
He was polishing a gold tooth. He held it at arm’s length, and examined it with
his eyes half closed. His son shouted again from the little waiting room.
“He says you are, too, because he can hear you.”
The dentist kept examining the tooth. Only when he had put it on the table with
the finished work did he say:
“So much the better.”
He operated the drill again. He took several pieces of a bridge out of a
cardboard box where he kept the things he still had to do and began to polish
the gold.
“Papa.”
“What?”
He still hadn’t changed his expression.
“He says if you don’t take out his tooth, he’ll shoot you.”
Without hurrying, with an extremely tranquil movement, he stopped pedaling
the drill, pushed it away from the chair, and pulled the lower drawer of the table
all the way out. There was a revolver. “O.K.,” he said. “Tell him to come and
shoot me.”
He rolled the chair over opposite the door, his hand resting on the edge of the
drawer. The Mayor appeared at the door. He had shaved the left side of his
face, but the other side, swollen and in pain, had a five-day-old beard. The
dentist saw many nights of desperation in his dull eyes. He closed the drawer
with his fingertips and said softly:
“Sit down.”

“Good morning,” said the Mayor.
“Morning,” said the dentist.
While the instruments were boiling, the Mayor leaned his skull on the headrest
of the chair and felt better. His breath was icy. It was a poor office: an old
wooden chair, the pedal drill, a glass case with ceramic bottles. Opposite the
chair was a window with a shoulder-high cloth curtain. When he felt the dentist
approach, the Mayor braced his heels and opened his mouth.
Aurelio Escovar turned his head toward the light. After inspecting the infected
tooth, he closed the Mayor’s jaw with a cautious pressure of his fingers.
“It has to be without anesthesia,” he said.
“Why?”
“Because you have an abscess.”
The Mayor looked him in the eye. “All right,” he said, and tried to smile. The
dentist did not return the smile. He brought the basin of sterilized instruments
to the worktable and took them out of the water with a pair of cold tweezers,
still without hurrying. Then he pushed the spittoon with the tip of his shoe, and
went to wash his hands in the washbasin. He did all this without looking at the
Mayor. But the Mayor didn’t take his eyes off him.
It was a lower wisdom tooth. The dentist spread his feet and grasped the tooth
with the hot forceps. The Mayor seized the arms of the chair, braced his feet
with all his strength, and felt an icy void in his kidneys, but didn’t make a sound.
The dentist moved only his wrist. Without rancor, rather with a bitter
tenderness, he said:
“Now you’ll pay for our twenty dead men.”
The Mayor felt the crunch of bones in his jaw, and his eyes filled with tears. But
he didn’t breathe until he felt the tooth come out. Then he saw it through his
tears. It seemed so foreign to his pain that he failed to understand his torture of
the five previous nights.
Bent over the spittoon, sweating, panting, he unbuttoned his tunic and reached
for the handkerchief in his pants pocket. The dentist gave him a clean cloth.
“Dry your tears,” he said. The Mayor did. He was trembling. While the dentist
washed his hands, he saw the crumbling ceiling and a dusty spider web with
spider’s eggs and dead insects. The dentist returned, drying his hands. “Go to
bed,” he said, “and gargle with salt water.” The Mayor stood up, said goodbye
with a casual military salute, and walked toward the door, stretching his legs,
without buttoning up his tunic.
“Send the bill,” he said.
“To you or the town?”

The Mayor didn’t look at him. He closed the door and said through the screen:
“It’s the same damn thing.”
The Chaser
John Collier
Annotation space should be used for comments that show you understand the story and your reactions to it, questions
you have that show what you are wondering as you readz, notes and observations on the literary elements (theme,
character, plot, setting, narrator, characterization, tone, mood, etc.) and how the author uses them to create an impact,
notes and observations on the literary devices (figurative language, imagery, point of view, foreshadowing, flashback,
symbolism, etc.) and how the author uses them to create an impact in the story.
Alan Austen, as nervous as a kitten, went up certain dark and creaky stairs in the
neighborhood of Pell Street, and peered about for a long time on the dime
landing before he found the name he wanted written obscurely on one of the
doors.
He pushed open this door, as he had been told to do, and found himself in a tiny
room, which contained no furniture but a plain kitchen table, a rocking-chair, and
an ordinary chair. On one of the dirty buff-coloured walls were a couple of
shelves, containing in all perhaps a dozen bottles and jars. An old man sat in the
rocking-chair, reading a newspaper. Alan, without a word, handed him the card
he had been given.
"Sit down, Mr. Austen," said the old man very politely.
"I am glad to make your acquaintance."
"Is it true," asked Alan, "that you have a certain mixture that has-er-quite
extraordinary effects?"
"My dear sir," replied the old man, "my stock in trade is not very large-I don't deal
in laxatives and teething mixtures-but such as it is, it is varied. I think nothing I
sell has effects which could be precisely described as ordinary."
"Well, the fact is. . ." began Alan.
"Here, for example," interrupted the old man, reaching for a bottle from the shelf.
"Here is a liquid as colourless as water, almost tasteless, quite imperceptible in
coffee, wine, or any other beverage. It is also quite imperceptible to any known
method of autopsy."
"Do you mean it is a poison?" cried Alan, very much horrified.
"Call it a glove-cleaner if you like," said the old man indifferently. "Maybe it will
clean gloves. I have never tried. One might call it a life-cleaner. Lives need
cleaning sometimes."
"I want nothing of that sort," said Alan.
"Probably it is just as well," said the old man. "Do you know the price of this? For
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one teaspoonful, which is sufficient, I ask five thousand dollars. Never less. Not a
penny less."
"I hope all your mixtures are not as expensive," said Alan apprehensively.
"Oh dear, no," said the old man. "It would be no good charging that sort of price
for a love potion, for example. Young people who need a love potion very seldom
have five thousand dollars. Otherwise they would not need a love potion."
"I am glad to hear that," said Alan.
"I look at it like this," said the old man. "Please a customer with one article, and
he will come back when he needs another. Even if it is more costly. He will save
up for it, if necessary."
"So," said Alan, "you really do sell love potions?"
"If I did not sell love potions," said the old man, reaching for another bottle, "I
should not have mentioned the other matter to you. It is only when one is in a
position to oblige that one can afford to be so confidential."
"And these potions," said Alan. "They are not just-just-er-"
"Oh, no," said the old man. "Their effects are permanent, and extend far beyond
the mere casual impulse. But they include it. Oh, yes they include it. Bountifully,
insistently. Everlastingly."
"Dear me!" said Alan, attempting a look of scientific detachment. "How very
interesting!"
"But consider the spiritual side," said the old man.
"I do, indeed," said Alan.
"For indifference," said the old man, they substitute devotion. For scorn,
adoration. Give one tiny measure of this to the young lady-its flavour is
imperceptible in orange juice, soup, or cocktails-and however gay and giddy she
is, she will change altogether. She will want nothing but solitude and you."
"I can hardly believe it," said Alan. "She is so fond of parties."
"She will not like them any more," said the old man. "She will be afraid of the
pretty girls you may meet."
"She will actually be jealous?" cried Alan in a rapture. "Of me?"
"Yes, she will want to be everything to you."
"She is, already. Only she doesn't care about it."
"She will, when she has taken this. She will care intensely. You will be her sole
interest in life."

"Wonderful!" cried Alan.
"She will want to know all you do," said the old man. "All that has happened to
you during the day. Every word of it. She will want to know what you are thinking
about, why you smile suddenly, why you are looking sad."
"That is love!" cried Alan.
"Yes," said the old man. "How carefully she will look after you! She will never
allow you to be tired, to sit in a draught, to neglect your food. If you are an hour
late, she will be terrified. She will think you are killed, or that some siren has
caught you."
"I can hardly imagine Diana like that!" cried Alan,
overwhelmed with joy.
"You will not have to use your imagination," said the old man. "And, by the way,
since there are always sirens, if by any chance you should, later on, slip a little,
you need not worry. She will forgive you, in the end. She will be terribly hurt, of
course, but she will forgive you-in the end."
"That will not happen," said Alan fervently.
"Of course not," said the old man. "But, if it did, you need not worry. She would
never divorce you. Oh, no! And, of course, she will never give you the least, the
very least, grounds for-uneasiness."
"And how much," said Alan, "is this wonderful mixture?"
"It is not as dear," said the old man, "as the glove-cleaner, or life-cleaner, as I
sometimes call it. No. That is five thousand dollars, never a penny less. One has
to be older than you are, to indulge in that sort of thing. One has to save up for
it."
"But the love potion?" said Alan.
"Oh, that," said the old man, opening the drawer in the kitchen table, and taking
out a tiny, rather dirty-looking phial. "That is just a dollar."
"I can't tell you how grateful I am," said Alan, watching him fill it.
"I like to oblige," said the old man. "Then customers come back, later in life,
when they are better off, and want more expensive things. Here you are. You will
find it very effective."
"Thank you again," said Alan. "Good-bye."
"Au revoir," said the man.

Northwood High School
9th Grade English Summer Reading Choice Board
Instructions: Students must read ONE of the short stories from the accompanying packet, and then complete TWO of the
following activities. Activities on this side of the page are designed for students going into on-level English 9, and on the
following page for Honors English 9.

Write a future journal entry of a character from
one short story. Make it something you would
like to read. This journal entry should be front
and back (2 pages) of a sheet of paper.

Create a collage of at least 10-14 images
representing one short story. Find already
made images or draw them yourself. Then
create a 6-word summary of the art/short story.

Write a poem or song about the emotions you
think one of the characters from a short story
was feeling during the story.

Write about what a typical day in the life of one
of the characters in one short story would be
like.
This should be front and back (2 pages) of a
sheet of paper.

Create a script of dialogue between two of the
characters from one story. Make it connect to
the story and be at least 10 lines long for each
character.

Create a flyer to advertise one short story. Pick
a quote from the story that you think will pull
the audience in. Design the poster to relate to
the story.

Create a 7 event timeline of one short story.
For each event write three to four sentences
explaining what happened and the significance
of the event.

Pick a new title for one short story. Write at
least a page telling why you picked the new
title. Also, pick a song that would go along with
this new title. Why that song? How does it
connect?

Record an interview for a talk show in which a
main character in one short story is
interviewed about either an internal or external
conflict. The script must be at least 15 lines
and include dialogue from the character and
the interviewer. (email them to
stephanie.n.cannon@mcpsmd.net)

Evaluation

Application

Analysis

Synthesis

Verbal-Linguistic

Write a 300-word justification
for at least two characters’
actions in different stories.

Create a dialogue (300 words)
between two characters in
different stories who share
similar circumstances or
concerns.

In 300 words, compare at least
two characters from different
texts. You may wish to look at
their speech, thoughts, effect on
others, actions, and/or looks.

Write a 300-word letter to the
MCPS Board of Education
explaining why two or more of
these stories should or shouldn’t be
included in the 9th grade English
curriculum.

Visual-Spatial

Develop a 10-slide
PowerPoint or Google
Slideshow that justifies the
actions of characters from at
least two stories.

Research an historical detail or
allusion in one or more stories,
and create a poster or 5-slide
presentation over your
research.

Create a collage of at least 15
images that explores the
important themes, characters,
and ideas in one short story.
Must be accompanied by a key
explaining the significance of
each image!

Create collage of at least 10
images that compares and
contrasts important themes and
characters from at least TWO short
stories. Must be accompanied by a
key explaining the significance of
each image!

LogicalMathematical

Write a 300-word critique of
the motives of characters from
at least two stories.

Demonstrate an understanding
of the most critical themes in at
least two short stories in a way
that makes sense to you.
Should contain either a
300-word written component,
or a 10-item visual component.
You may blend the two as
needed.

Write a 300-word explanation
about how two or more short
stories represent ideas,
information, historical details,
etc… that all students should
know by 9th grade.

Research the lives of at least two of
the authors, and write a 300-word
analysis of how each author’s life
may have influenced their work.

Naturalist

Using criteria you create, rate
the actions of at least two
characters from two stories.
Include at least 150 words for
each evaluation that explains
how you arrived at this result.

Create a poster or 5-slide
visual representation of the
natural environment
represented in at least two of
the short stories. Should be
accompanied by a 150-word
explanation of your work.

Choose at least two characters
from two stories, and create an
itinerary for a “dream trip” they
might take. Should include
detailed information about
where they will visit, for how
long, and a 150-word
explanation for why these
characters would travel to these
locations together.

Swap two characters from different
stories with one another, and write
a 300-word analysis of what would
change in each story, if the new
character was faced with the
other’s situation.

