or a perlod after they arrived In this country, Laura
F Garcla trled to invent something. Her ideas always
came after the sightseelng visits she took with her

daughters to department stores to see the wonders of this
new country, On his free Sundays, Carlos carted the girls off
to the Statue of Liberty or the Brooklyn Bridge or Rockefelier
Center, but as far as Laura was concemed, these were men's
wonders. Down In housewares were the true treasures
women were after.

Laura and her daughters would take the escalator,
marveling at the moving staircase, she teasing them that this
might be the ladder Jacob saw with angels moving up and
down to heaven, The moment they lingered by a display, a
perky saleslady approached, no doubt thinking a young
mother with four girls in tow fit the perfect profile for the
new refrigeratar with automatic defrost or the heavy duty
washing machine with the prewash soak cycle. Laura paid
close attention during the demonstrations, asking intefiigent
questions, but at the last minute saying she would talk it over
with her husband. On the drive home, try as they might, her
daughters could not engage their mother in conversation, for
inspired by what she had just seen, Laura had begun
inventing.

She never put anything actual on paper until she had
settled her house down at night. On his side of the bed her
husband would be conked out for an hour already, his
Spanish newspapers draped over his chest, his glasses
propped up on his bedside table, looking out eerlly at the
darkened room like a disembodted bodyguard. In her lighted
corner, pillows propped behind her, Laura sat up Inventing.
On her lap lay one of those innumerable pads of paper her
husband brought home from his office, compliments of
some pharmaceutical company, advertising tranquilizers or
antibiotics or skin cream. She would be working on a sketch
of something familiar but drawn at such close range so she
could attach a special nozzle or handler handle, the thing
locked peculiar. Her daughters would glggle over the odd
doodles they found in kitchen drawers or on the back shelf
of the downstalrs tollet, Once Yoyo was sure her mother had
drawn a picture of a man’s you-know-what; she showed her
sisters her find, and with coy, posed faces they inquired of
their mother what she was up to. Ay, that was one of her
fallures, she explained to them, a child’s double
compartment drinking glass with an outsized, built-in straw.

Her daughters would seek her out at night when she
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From How the Garcla Girls Lost Thelr Accents

seemed to have a moment to talk to them: they were having
trouble at school or they wanted her to persuade their
father to glve them permission to go into the cityor to a
shopping mall or a movie—In broad daylight, Mamil Laura
would wave them out of her room, “The problem with you
girls .. .” The problem bolled down to the fact that they
wanted to become Americans and thelr father—and their
mother, too, at first—would have none of it.

“You girls are going to drive me crazy!” she threatened, if
they kept nagging, “When | end up In Bellevue, you'll be
safely sorryl”

She spoke In English when she argued with them. And her
English was a mishmash of mixed-up idioms and sayings that
showed she was “green behind the ears,” as she called it

I her huskand insisted she speak In Spanish to the glrs so
they wouldn’t forget their native tongue, she’d snap, “When
In Rome, do unto the Romans.”

Yoyo, the Big Mouth, had become the spokesman for her
slsters, and she stood her ground In that bedroom. “We're
not going to that school anymore, Mamil”

“You have to.” Her eyas would widen with worry, “In this
country, it Is against the law not to go to school. You want us
to get thrown out?”

“You want us to get killed? Those kids were throwing
stones today|”

“Sticks and stones don't break bones,” she chanted, Yoyo
could tell, though, by the look on her face, it was as If ane of
those stones the kids had aimed at her daughters had hit
her. But she always pretended they were at fault, “What did
you do to provoke them? it takes two to tangle, You know.”

“Thanks, thanks a iot, Momi” Yoyo stormed out of that
raom and Into her own, Her daughters never calied her
Mom except when they wanted her to feal how much she
had falled them in this country. She was a good enough
Manmi, fussing and scolding and giving advice, but a terrible
girifrlend parent, a real fallure of a Mom.

Back she went to her pencll and pad, scribbling and tsking
and tearing off sheets, finally glving up, and taking up her
New York Times. Some nights, though, If she got a good Idea,
she rushed into Yoyo's room, a flushed look on her face, her
tablet of paper in her hand, a cursory knock on the door
she’d just thrown open. “Do | have something to show you,
Cuquital” This was Yoyo’s time to herself, after she
finished her homework while her sisters were still
downstairs watching TV in the basermnent, Hunched over her
small desk, the overhead light turned off, her desk lamp




polgnantly lighting only her paper, the rest of the room in
warm, soft, un-createqd darkness, she wrote her secret
poems in her new language.

“You're going to ruin your eyesi” Laura began, snapping on
the overly bright overhead light, scaring off whatever shy
passlon Yoyo, with the blue thread of her writing, had just
begun coaxing out of a labyrinth of feelings.

“Oh, Mamil” Yoyo cried out, her eyes biinking up at her
mother, “I'm wrlting.

“Ay Cuquita.” This was her communal pet name for
whoever was in her favor, “Cuquita, when | make a miilion,
I'll buy you your very own typewriter.” (Yoyo had been
nagging her mother for one just like the one her father had
bought to do his order forms at home,}) “Gravy on the
turkey” was what she called it when someone was buttering
her up. She buttered and poured. “I'll hire you your very own
typlst.”

Bown she plopped on the bed and held out her pad. “Take
a guess, Cuquital” Yoyo studied the rough sketch a moment.
Soap sprayed from the nozzle head of a shower when you
turned the knob a certaln way? Instant coffee with creamer
already mixed in? Time-released water capsules for your
potted plants whan you were away? A key chain with a timer
that would go off when your parking meter was about to
expire? {The ticking would help you find your keys easlly if
you mislald them.) The famous one, famous only In
hindsight, was the stick person dragglng a square by a rope—
a sultcase with wheels? “Oh, of course,” Yoyo sald, humoring
her. “What every household needs: a shower like a car wash,
keys ticking like a bomb, luggage on a leashi” By now, it had
become something of a family joke, thelr Thomas Edison,
Mamni, their Benjamin Franklin Mom.

Her face fell. “Come on now! Use your head.” One more
wrong guess, and she'd show Yoyo, polnting with her pencll
to the different highlights of this incredible new wonder,
“Remember that time we took the car to Bear Mountaln,
and we re-ah-lized that we had forgotten to pack an opener
with our pick-a-nickl” (Her daughters kept correcting her,
but she insisted this was how it should be sald.) “When we
were ready to eat we didn’t have any way to open the
refreshments cans?” (This before fliptop lids, which she
claimed had crossed her mind.) "You know what this Is
now?” Yoyo shook her head. “Is a car bumpaer, but see this
part Is a removable can opener. So simple and yet so
necessary, eh?”

“Yeah, Mami. You should patent it.” Yoyo shrugged as her
mother tore off the scratch paper and folded it, carefully,
corner to corner, as if she were going to save it. But then, she
tossed It in the wastebasket on her way out of the room and
gave a little laugh ltke a disclaimer. “It's half of one or two
dozen of another.”
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None of her daughters was very encouraging. They resented
her spending time on those dumb inventions. Here they
were trylng to fit In America among Amerlcans; they needed
help figuring out who they were, why the irish kids whose
grandparents had been micks were calling them splcs. Why
had they come to this country In the first place? important,
crucial, final things, and here was thelr own mother, who
dlidn’t have a second to help them puzzle any of this out,
inventing gadgets to make life easier for the American
Maoms.,

Somettmes Yoyo challenged her. "Why, Mami? Why do it?
You're never going to make money. The Americans have
already thought of everything, you know that.”

“Maybe not. Maybe, just maybe, there's something
they've missed that's Important, With patience and calm,
even a burro can climb a palm.” This last was one of her
many Bominican sayings she had Imported into her
scrambled English,

“But what's the point?” Yoyo persisted.

“Paint, point, does everything need a point? Why do you
write poems?”

Yoyo had to admit it was her mother who had the point
there. Stil}, In the hierarchy of things, a poem seemed much
more Important than a potty that played music when a
toilet-training toddler went in its bowl.

They talked about it among themselves, the four girls, as
they often did now about the many puzzling things in this
new country.

“Better she reinvents the wheel than be on our cases al!
the time,” the oldest, Carla, observed. in the close quarters
of an American nuclear famlly, their mother’s prodigious
energy was becoming a real draln on their self-
determination. Let her have a profect. What harm could she
do, and besldes, she needed that acknowledgment, It had
come to her automatically in the old country from being a de
la Torre. “Garcla de la Torre,” Laure would enunciate
carefully, giving her malden as well as married name when
they first arrived. But the blank smiles had never heard of
her name, She would show them,. She would prove to these
Americans what a smart woman could do with a pencll and
pad.

She had a near miss once. Every night, she liked to read
The New York Times In bed before turning off her fight, to
see what the Americans were up to. One night, she let out a
yelp te wake up her husband beside her. He sat bolt upright,
reaching for his glasses which in his haste, he knocked across
the room. "¢Que pasa? ¢Que pasa?” What |s wrong? There
was terror in his volce, the same fear she'd heard in the
Dominican Republic before they left, They had been watched
there; he was followed. They could not talk, of course,
though they had whispered to each other in fear at night in




the dark bed. Now In America, he was safe, a success even;
his Centro de Medicina In the Bronx was thronged with the
sick and the homesick yearning to go home again. But in
dreams, he went back to those awful days and long nights,
and his wife's screams confirmed his secret fear: they had
not gotten away after all; the SIM had come for them at last,

“Ay, Cucol Remember how ! showed you that suitcase
with little wheels so we should not have to carry those heavy
bags when we traveled? Someone stole my ldea and made a
militont” She shook the paper In hls face. *See, see! This man
was no bobol” He didn’t put all his pokers on a back burner. |
kept telling you, one of these days my ship would pass me by
In the night!” She wagged her finger at her husband and
daughters, laughing all the while, one of those eerle Jaughs
crazy people In movles laugh. The four glrls had congregated
in her room, They eyed thelr mother and 2ach other.
Perhaps they were all thinking the same thing, wouldn’t it be
weird and sad i Mami did end up in Bellevue?

“}¥a, yal” She waved them out of her room at last. “There
is no use trylng to drink split milk, that’s for sure.”

it was the suitcase rollers that stopped Laura’s hand; she
had weather-vaned a minor brainstorm. And yet, this
plagiarist had gotten all the credit, and the money. What use
was it trylng to compete with the Americans: they would
always have the head start. It was their country, after all.
Best stick close to home, She cast her sights about—her
daughters ducked—and found her husband’s office In need.
Several days a week, dressed professionally In a white smock
with a little name tag plnned on the lape, a shopping bag full
of cleaning materlals and rags, she rode with her husband in
his car to the Bronx. On the way, she organized the glove
compartmant or took off the address stickers from the
magazlnes for the walting room because she had read
somewhere how by means of these stickars drug addict
patients found out where doctors lived and &
burglarized thelr homes looking for syringes. At :
night, she did the books, fllling in columns with
how much money they had made that day. Who
had time to be inventing silly things!

She did take up her penci and pad one last
time. But it was to help one of her daughters out.
in ninth grade, Yoyo was chosen by her English
teacher, Slster Mary Joseph, to deliver the Teacher’s Day
address at the school assembly, Back in the Dominican,
Republic growing up, Yoyo had been a terrible student. No
one could ever get her to st down to a book.

But In New York, she needed to settle somewhere, and
sInce the natives were unfriendly, and the country
inhospitable, she took root in the language. By high school,
the nuns were reading her storles and compositions out loud
In English class.

PR
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But the spectre of delivering a speech brown-nosing the
teachers fJammed her imagination. At first she didn’t want to 1
and then she couldn't seem to write that speech. She should
have thought of it as “a great honor,” as her father called it.
But she was mortifled. She still had a slight accent, and she
did not like to speak in public, subjecting herself to her
classmates’ ridicule. It also took no great figuring to see that
to dellver a eulogy for a convent full of crazy, old, overweight
nuns was no way to endear herself to her peers,

But, she didn’t know how to get out of it. Night after night,
she sat at her desk, hoping to polish off some quick,
noncammittal little speech. But she couldn’t get anything
down,

The weekend before the assembly Meonday morning Yoyo
went Into a panic. Her mother would just have to call In
tomorrow and say Yoyo was in the hospital, In a coma.

Laura tried to calm her down, “Just remember how Mister
Lincoln couldn't think of anything to say at the Gettysburg,
but then, bang! Four score and ence upon a time ago,” she
began reciting. “Something is going to come if you Just relax.
You'll see, like the Americans say, Necessity Is the daughter
of inventlon. Il help you.”

That weekend, her mother turned all her energy towards
helplng Yoyo write her speech, "Please, Mami, Just leave me
alone, please,” Yoyo pleaded with her. But Yoyo would get
rid of the goose only to have to contend with the gander.
Her father kept poking his head in the door Just to see If
Yoyo had “fulfilled your obligations,” a phrase he had used
when the glrls were younger and he'd check to see whether
they had gone to the bathroom before a car trip. Several
times that weekend around the supper table, he recited his
own high school valedictorlan speech. He gave Yoyo polnters
on delivery, notes on the great orators and their tricks.
{Humbleness and praise and falling silent with great emotion
were hls favorites.)

Laura sat across the table, the only one who
seemed to be listening to him. Yoyo and her sisters
were forgetting a lot of their Spanish, and thelr
father’s formal, florid diction was hard to
understand. But Laura smiled softly to herself, and
turned the Jazy Susan at the center of the table
around and around as if it were the pime mover, the
first gear of her attention.

That Sunday evening, Yoyo was reading some poetry to get
herself inspired: Whitman's poems in an ofd book with an
engraved cover her father had picked up in a thrift shop next
to his office. I celebrate myself and sing myself. . . . He most
honors my style who learns under It to destroy the teacher.
The poet’s words shocked and thrilled her. She had gotten
used to the nuns, a literature of appropriate sentiments,
poems with a message, expurgated texts, But here was a




A

flesh and blood man, befching and laughlng and sweating In
poems. Who touches this book touches a man,

That night, at last, she started to write, recklessly, three, flve
pages, looking up ance only to see her father passing by the
hall on tiptoe, When Yoyo was done, she red over her words,
and her eyes filled. She finally sounded like herself In English!

As soon as she had finished that first draft, she called her
mother to her room, Laura listened attentively while Yoyo
read the speech out loud, and in the end, her eyes were
glistening too. Her face was soft and warm and proud. “Ay,
Yoyo, you are golng to be the one to bring our name to the
headlights In this country! That Is a beautiful, beautiful
speech | want for your father to hear it before he goes to
sleep. Then | wiil type it for you, all fight?”

Down the hall they went, mother and daughter, faces
flushed with accomplishment, into the master bedroom
where Carlos was propped tip on his plllows, still awake,
reading the Dominlcan papers, already days old. Now that
the dictatorship had been toppied, he had become
interested In his country’s fate agaln. The Interim
government was goling to hold the first free elections in
thirty years. History was in the making, freedom and hope
were In the air again| There was still some question In his
mind whether or not he might move his famlly back. But
Laura had gotten used to the life here. She did not want to
go back to the old country where, de la Torre or not, she was
only a wife and a mother (and a falled one at that, since she
had never provided the required son). Better an
independent nobody than a high-class house slave. She did
not camne stralght out and disagree with her husband’s plans.
Instead, she fussed with him about reading the papers In
bed, solling their sheets with those poorly printed, foreign
tablolds. “The Times Is not that badl” she’d claim If her
husband trled to humor her by saying they shared the same
dirty habit.

The minute Caros saw his wife and daughter filing In, he
put his paper down, and his face brightened as if at fong last
his wife had delivered the son, and that was the news she
was bringing him. His teeth were already grnning from the
glass of water next to his bedside lamp, so he lisped when he
sald, “Eh-speech, eh-speech(”

“it Is so beautifuf, Cuco,” Laura coached him, turning the
sound on his TV off. She sat down at the foot of the bed.
Yoyo, stood before both of them, blocking their view of the
soldiers in heflcopters landing amid sHlenced gun reports and
explosions. A few weeks ago it had been the shores of the
Dominican Republic, Now it was the jungles of Southeast
Asla they were saving. Her mother gave her the nod to begin
reading.

Yoyo didn’t need much encouragement. She put her nose
to the fire, as her mother would have said, and read from
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start to finish without looking up. When she concluded, she
was a little embarrassed at the pride she took in her own
words. She pretended to quibble with a phrase or two, then
looked questloningly to her mother. Laura's face was
radlant. Yoyo turned to share her pride with her father.

The expression on his face shocked both mother and
daughter, Carlos's toothless mouth had collapsed Into a dark
zero, His eyes bored into Yoyo, then shifted to Laura, In
barely audible Spanish, as if secret microphanes or informers
were zll about, he whispered to his wife, “You will permit her
to read that?”

Laura’s eyebrows shot up, her mouth fell open. in the ofd
country, any whisper of a challenge to authority could bring
the secret police In thelr black V.W.'s. But this was America.
People could say what they thought.

“What is wrong with her speech?” Laura questioned him,
“What ees wrrrong with her eh-speech?” Carlos wagged
his head at her. Hls anger was always more frightening in his

broken English, As if he had mutilated the fanguage in his
fury-—and now there was nothing to stand between them
and his raw, dumb anger. “What is wrong? | will tell you what
Is wrong. It show no gratitude, i is boastful. | celebrate
myse!f? The best student leams to destroy the teacher?” He
mocked Yoyo's plagiarized words, “That is insubordinate. it Is
improper. It Is disrespecting of her teachers—"in his anger he
had forgotten his fear of iurking sples: each wrong he volced
was a decibel higher than the last outrage. Finally, he
shouted at Yoyo, “As your father, | forbid you to make that
eh-speech!”

Laura leapt to her feet, a sign that she was about to defiver
her own speech. She was a small woman, and she spoke all
her pronouncements standing up, elther for more projection
or as a carry-over from her girhood in convent schools
where one asked for, and literally, took the floor order to
speak. She stood by Yoyo's side, shoulder to shoulder. They
looked down at Carlos. “That Is no tone of volce—" she
began.

But now, Carlos was truly furtous, It was bad enough that
his daughter was rebelling, but here was his own wife joining
forces with her. Soon he would be surrounded by a housefull
of independent American women. He too leapt from the
bed, throwing off his covers, The Spanish newspapers flew
across the room. He snatched the speech out of Yoyo's
hands, held It before the girl's wide eyes, a vengeful, mad
iook in his own, and then once, twice, three, four, countless
times, he tore the speech Into shreds.

"Are you crazy?” Laura lunged at him. “Have you gone
mad? That Is her speech for tomorrow you have torn upl”

“Have you gone mad?” He shook her away, “You were
going to let her read that . . . that Insult to her teachers?”
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“Insuit to her teachers!” Laura’s face had crumpled up like
a plece of paper. On It was written a love note to her
husband, an unhappy, haunted man. “This is America, Papl,
Americal You are not In a savage country anymorel”

Meanwhlle, Yoyo was on her knees, weeping wildly,
collecting ail the little pleces of her speech, hoping that she
could put it back together before the assembly tomorrow
morning. But not even a slbyll could have made sense of
those tiny scraps of paper. All hope was lost. “He broke it, he
broke it,” Yoyo moaned as she plcked up a handful of pleces.

Probably, if she had thought a moment about It, she would
not have done what she did next. She would have reafized
her father had lost brothers and friends to the dictator
Trujillo. For the rest of his life, he would be haunted by bicod
in the streets and late night disappearances, Even after al!
these years, he cringed If a black Volkswagen passed him on
the street. He feared anyone in uniform: the meter maid
glving out parking tickets, a museum guard approaching to
tell him not to get too close to his favorite Goya.

On her knees, Yoyo thought of the worst thing she could
say to her father. She gathered a handful of scraps, stood up,
and hurled them in his face. In a low, ugly whisper, she
pronounced Trujlllo’s hated nickname; “Chapital You're just
another Chapltal”

It took Yoyo's father only a moment to register the
loathsome nickname before he came after her. Down the
halls they raced, but Yoyo was quicker than he and made it
into her room just In time to lock the door as her father
threw his weight agalnst it. He called down curses on her
head, ordered her on his authority as her father to open that
doorl He throttled that doorknob, but alf
to no avall. Her mother's love of gadgets
saved Yoyo's hide that night. Laura had
hired a lacksmith to install good locks on
all the hedroom doors after the house
had been broken into once while they
were away. Now if burglars broke in
agaln, and the family were home, there would be a second
round of locks for the thieves to contend with.

“Lolo,” she said, trying to calm him down. "Don’t you ruln
my new locks,”

Finally he did calm down, his anger spent. Yoyo heard thelr
footsteps retreating down the hall. Their door clicked shut.
Then, muffled voices, her mother's rlsing In anger, In
persuaslon, her father's deeper murmurs of explanation and
self-defense. The house feil silent 3 moment, before Yoyo
heard, far off, the gun blasts and explosions, the sedous,
self-important volces of newscasters reporting thelr TV war.

A little while later, there was a qulet knock at Yoyo's daor,
followed by a tentative attempt at the door knob, “Cuquita?”
her mother whispered. “Open up, Cuquita.”
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“Go away,” Yoyo wailed, but they both knew she was glad
her mother was there, and needed only a moment’s protest
to save face,

Together they concocted a speech: two brlef pages of stale
compliments and the polite commonplaces on teachers, a
speech wrought by necessity and without much invention by
mother and daughter [ate into the night on one of the pads
of paper Laura had once used for her own Inventions. After it
was drafted, Laura typed it up while Yoyo stood by,
correcting her mother’s misnomers and mis-sayings.

Yoyo came home the next day with the success story of
the assembly, The nuns had been flattered, the audience had
stood up and given “our devoted teachers a standing
ovation,” what Laura had suggested they do at the end of the
speech,

She clapped her hands together as Yoyo recreated the
moment. “I stole that from your father’s speech, remember?
Remember how he put that in at the end?” She quoted him
in Spanish, then translated for Yoyo into English.

That night, Yoyo watched him from the upstairs hafl
window, where she’d retreated the minute she heard his car
pull up in front of the house. Siowly, her father came up the
driveway, a grim expression on his face as he grappled with a
farge, heavy cardboard box. At the front door, he set the
package down carefully and patted all his pockets for his
house keys. If only he'd had Laura’s ticking key chaini) Yoyo
heard the snapping open of locks downstairs. She listened as
he struggled to maneuver the box through the narrow
doorway. He called her name several times, but she did not
answer him,

"My daughter, your father, he love you very much,” he
explained from the bottom of the stairs. “He just want to
protect you.” Finally, her mother came up and pleaded with
Yoyo to go down and reconclle with him. “Your father did not
mean to harm. You must pardon him. Always it is better to
let bygones by forgotten, no?”

Downstairs, Yoyo found her father setting up a brand new
electric typewrlter on the kitchen table. It was even better
than her mother’s. He had outdone himself with all the extra
features: a plastic carrying case with Yoyo's initials decaled
below the handle, a brace to lift the paper upright while she
typed, an erase cartridge, an automatic margin tab, a plastic
hood like a toaster cover to keep the dust away. Not even
her mother could have Invented such a machinel

But Laura’s inventing days were over just as Yoyo's were
starting up with her school-wide success. Rather than the
rolling suitcase everyone else in the family remembers, Yoyo
thinks of the speech her mother wrote as her {ast invention.
itwas as If, after that, her mother had passed on to Yoye her
pencil and pad and sald, “Okay, Cuquita, here’s the buck. You
glve it a shot.”
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e puddte: Silver bobs hedd *he strbgs e place: The wond
woas abso a e color a1 Beos wliet ot swas, aoud |
Adrrcwoe Wabvgrent centeen | Ited mont of 1o by e
chaced it nmy Lap Tsat thoe Joobasg it o o for =
Beiete actuiedy plased st i one fiager oeet tae o
armd proscdeeced e saectestelody Whienes s ] LU,
Pwoadb tabe the Banp et the closet and play i

Flimbany abont thin might and Ge fact that s oo
aftonwed i toceh iy ather s harp smve 1w sovamied
SEOHANE cdpe al mv el wonteeg praving et we by
avmtesd Lo choese oo s trammie it OB o Taeises!
CrE B I bes e onecd sestiome Eavanned to s
SLETUS CHOON PEWANT TO PLAY THE H AR

Atter what seemed ke wn cieann, Abs by

foaked wtus ot sand the sreares wards Youw e
o

[N

Abussnmgy s hewndas See B of us e
eDonces Bvenvone hoed o Brconitc imsnonen? baervor,
waaitbed Bor chonce Novome wted (e et o Tog s et g
ehe Lot connse s wanied the harp

Sthee My naciie was geaily e Dt one il e
e eed call beciine faoe S ona Uit Foapeted e b
Bt MY Rapes came dnasdiang o wlben D oeabeed oo
Mis Proster b ez bbb a8 Sesee N anat e

colle F o
O nn' Dreptthans e as ol ane yhbvwas cal oo ap
wethe feenttoche o My heartdeftas e wouid ung e
Sb ey e s Euearciod the vibier gols gooap s the b
ard ek dtup B abwan s e swouls pad nback doaay
“Piew U The breat b s Boldig carne e i

whot my ey woas vabieds and U Darp a0 aop the
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table. Giddy, 1 atoosd up and walked 1o the harp. [t wiould
hernine! D would gevo play the lurp? Trembling, T reached
fon the prizes wuching the sibver knobs s erently, Tarned
forwall to oy seal,

Thenithappeaed, Ldida'tUsee the pencil on ihe Nuar
wnit it was tou Sne. My oot slid on top of it and | ek
niyaedi Moat into the ws, The harp Aew out of nyy hands
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and fell o she floor with a horrible twang of hursting
steings. Ln slow motion, [ felt myself Falling, fabiing, umtit
Handed protecnively across the top o the harp. but it wis
o late: the beawiful instrument was broken beyad re-
pair. Tor a whole year. |sadly shook w set of stupul bells
and vowed never 1o want something so badly ever again,
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MENTOR STORY

- The Red Spirit Bow

buy e cream and a sadin Samethes gy nolker aidn't
Have any mwones b dive e ~o T wouldn't buy a sanack,
When 1 aldnt Bove money. Backa would share her snacks
with e, ool she aever told the otlers thast |didet hoe
any imeney o0 ey wouldin't take fun of me.

The shay Erika was selllng tie spiell Bows wis one of
the days when my mother hadendiven me anyisoney, Even
if she had, it woulit huve not heen ciotgzt: ta buy e bow
hecase I was fise dollars and the most my mothier wotldd
give e was o colkae Two of iy fiends houglt bows that
sane day. The athers gave Frika what they hd so sbe
corhl save one lor them, Hrika sazd sbe would tike pay-
mers 1 we dicin't have all the money it coy, bat she
was runnig oul of red vibbon sl aceessorles, Onee sl
ran oul, she would two longer bhe able lo nide any more
bBows, } eldi’t ave sy mwney to put iy bow on hold, and
Karks had already ghen Erilka the thace dollars she had
Lettrse slie afso didn't want Erka to i oul of ribibon.
Karla saw v Hps carling ot of sadiess wiple every one
Lalked abenat the e hows, § knew Frika was probably vo
ng b ron out ol Bows by the neat dav, sond Bass gdng 1o
b e ondy eir wathott g spinit bow on ey

ventiencd oty TG

Elrika Garel had the most amazing ced spirht bows in
ikt de B Garza Elenentany, These Bows were not ondl
wany bews; they were Lows with spiritaceessories that pirls
coprlel wear e the La dJdova footbadl sarmes, The Lest part
s Eab Eraka wars sollfng een for Si;that was alf [ needed
35 o detone Who cared about tlee gaane? AllE wanted was
o wearane of these spiril bows on Fridavs, My cyes shined
as 1 pletared mvsell wewing the 1ed Low with a matching
wid sebonl shirk, Fwoiddd ook fust Bke sl the other girls,

Fwas a lourth drader at Kika de Ta Garza, il it was
1w hsEvear there, § was Jucky enough to kave Karla s a
mend Because she hnew all che popnlan kids, and she had
wen in thal school ever siitee <he wies i firss pude. Sionce
Cwas Karlas irtemd. every one Lidked toome, so fevenully
hecame part of the e group, o be pa of e in-group,
vorr had ty dress like them, alk Yike thenn, and o even
Bad e be faswliar with thelr faver ile shows, During lanch
we owanht G:ls abont importanr things suel as "Saved by
the Hell eplsodes. how much fun the glel seouts were, iaul
evertabionl who was planing to be pact of the talent show,
Atter luncls, we woere alloawed o by sitacks se wecould cal
thenton the plavground. Some of iy frleneds ook wboul S
1o sthool every day. The iost ] ever taok was a dollar to

Cont'd,
Througliott the duy o] [eowld think whoutl wus how [
wats goltg bn get Uhad bow, Thens [ thought abont Just ask
Ige nw mam for the five dolbam, whieh 19 what any girl
would have: thowgt about. Kot me, beawise my mother
had vever e mie more Than one dellir e elass finatly

asteep, [wen delormined to pei oy sl Exns 1 apeaned
By Mether s puese dn G doede wieed e Hiest fhing | o
wits o flve dollar B, ) Knew i oswas stgn and g o 1ede
advaninge of i 1 gol the five dotar b and rustiod (0 o
The next marning | woke up super eariy with a happy far .,

ended and we were ready Lo ride lhe bus. As T was fcad g
o the bus, Jennifer told o nol to fogel iy fivee dollars
Lepprrew. 1 don't knew whv, bot e words * don'l forget
your five dollara” Roated thomgd my b ko i o fe,
1} bankod oud on the way to oy house, sad the bus dedver
hadk o seming me thal we were tn fionl of iy hosse ol

ready. As 1 was lieading wwards 1ke bus doot: 1 realised
that some of the kids wens mabidng fun eof ay dazed e,
When | reachid the dour the bus driver asked mie,

"Are von olany 7

Urosy onnt with o susserbng,

Phit yseB on the cheeks a couple of dimes, then 1 satd
tomy sell. "Wake up, Nadta, ILs thne {e ask niom 1o dgue
vorr five dochns” My oether was sl work, s § e
edtded to el the Louse sl o make sonie potnts, The
hour Twatted Jor her seenmied ke the longest honr ! bad
ever Wved throwgh, My mothier woud asaaliy get home
around fhve, so all Eeould dowas stare at the kitelen clock
aned wait Ton e sthok to DI the gk aumiken, AL Dve
clack my wnther canke Lo, Whens she walked In the
Batse.any braothier cushed o the doa arkd nggeed bien She
Wld us how hingry she was and thal st was going! ta
ke somedihing o eal, 1 saw Low tred shie wirs anied how.
abe hadnt even notteed biesw ) B cleaned up the boase.
s 1 eleelded not w Betleer Ber with sy thin worrtes. Al
thoizgh | knaw my spizat boaw wasn™ Impadant, | was sl
Beeamse thene wies e sy Dwas golig Lo get §. Xot ha ing
the spiit baw meant not hetng like my feleads, T didn'
went o el left onl on Friday 101 €idn't wear that bow on
Fritay. 1 was nol pong ta he cool Tike the ather girts. § Biaek
workedd {on Bard 1o be part of the i graip. snd 1 did ne
withts In e the dhander of biefug kleked out forever,

Tt waws Himee 10 go to Bud, swd my mother was already

aned b was e 1o gdel (o selionl When | gol o s, §
heard all the ghla salking about liow most of the ok
grhs were godng 1o wear thelv spicil bows on Fricday. Fu.as
Brappy tahear that Ivvause 1 wus purd of the popular crows,
dncd now T haed (he money te gder Hat b, A haneh tnr.
wins loaked all over for Erika, Al of sudden some one Pa.-
e me g e Dack, and © el D wanted 1o die beesse o
SUINE sirange redson b iiigdin i0was aie mother, When ©
turned arund. 1reallzed B owiss Eriha, She wiasled Lo keiow
H 1 wanted & Bow because she had saved the very dast ane
for me. f was very happy o hear that she sl had a Bow fro
me. Bt when ) was about o land her my mother s five
Gesklar W roy handds aned ni S sharto <hakiig s 1w
iy ieg tw hold buck the stormeal lears in my eyes. The stane
Was Lo stropgd, b Iy eves and niv hiead conldn’t hiedd
Back, L evid jor the rest of the ey, ML wanted wis (o fe it
iy monhier how askrined 1 was for kg hes money.

When 1 gon hoine § Jidn't base a red wpirit how. bu, !
did hatve & red. swollen face, Wi sy imather got o 1
totel hier whist 1 lad deme 1hie st g stic asked o wa
the five dollirs. wind 1 didn't know what had happened i«
thee, Lt nave shopped hen when was erying. itel”
my anotlier ow surry T was, bad she didn't care, She we
A Jous wnd culled foe a itk She gounded o Tor a coupk
o weeks, | eould not tatic on the plrore o Eoto gl seom
ettt Nowgs of it wsitered. Whnt pratored waist tls
Lreteek to b Deonest o my mother, d she dldn’t eare. 1
day wan the womt by of lhe yesr 1 hae fosd rvrrythdey!
that was impartant ta me. 1 had lost b apportael'y tu hr
eoolon yiday. | ad fust iy moth's five collar b i
st lmpartant, 1 baed fost gy maths s fruse,

Nadia K. Vabos
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SAMPLE EXPOSITORY ESSAY

You Must Attend
An aspect of our education system that [ support is the concept of mandatory attendance. Why

mandatory attendance? Mandatory attendanceisa prlmary foundation for any system In our society. \¢
Our presence whether it be physical or mental is what allows us to be in involved in any activity, for rog.;,,;

to learn and become a part of it.

Students In schools are exposed to information on a daily level so that they can then absorb that
information over time on the basis of repetition. Picture this: think of a first grade class being introduced Cu ?la L”:\
to specifics in math. On Monday the class starts learning the concept of addition. Tuesday, they are Qf),; \‘\: j(;;
given a hands on activity with candies to help visualize addition, On Wednesday, they are then taught to
read and interpret a regular math problem by seeing them as the candies they had the day before,
Thursday, they review the concept of addition and an Friday they are tested on the material. With the
results, the teacher Is able to see how the students understand the material. Seems pretty simple. But
now imagine if attendance in our educational system was optional! What would happen if one of those
students had missed class on Wednesday? That student would be missing a main learning point in
addition and would most likely fall behind the curve in comparison to a student who attended all week.
Although it might seem like a manageable math objective, how simple is it for a person to learn a
concept the first time they are told about it? A person that can remember or learn a concept after being ¢~ O
told once is almost unheard of, (ﬁ‘ ;jf::?f
With mandatory attendance, students learn more than just about schoo! subjects. Students
learn about themselves, When students attend school they develop their personality and their interests.
Students begin to associate with other kids that have similar interests and with time can become their
close friends. As they progress through grades, students also become involved in extra curricular
activities. Activities that they have to work at to become a part of. The typical example would be a
student participating on a school sport team. Requirements for groups of the sort involve attending
training sessions, going to practices, but most importantly Is attending classes and maintaining certain ggﬁ
grade point averages. As in the movie, Coach Carter, Coach Carter prasents the students with the idea ===
that being a part of the basketball team is a reward. Their spot on the team is something they must earn
by following expectations set in the players contract presented by the coach. The contract consisted of
attending all thelr classes in the front row, making good grades, and always being prepared for practice.
Coach Carter presents the thought that winning on the court is the key to winning off the court. So, for a
student that enjoys playing a sport or an instrument, it is understood that they will do what is necessary
to be among friends doing what they enjoy. Making attendance a primary focus allows for a smooth
transition into success.
That daily involvement in school gives one experience. That experience helps set the outline of a
routine which most people in our society tend to have for their work, home, or any aspect in the rest of
their life. Attendance Is what malntains a student’s focus pointed towards learning, involvement, and
success, Mandatory attendance in schools is how today's American education system is leading our

students towards academic and social success,

22 \‘mw = 2 W“’“(’k



Mission CISD STAAR Workshop—page 23

SAMPLE EXPOSITORY ESSAY

The Brick Wall of Education

“We don't need no education, We don't need no thought control, No dark sarcasm in the classroom, Teachers leave them kids
alone” -famous lines from Another Brick kn the Wall. The waiter of this song cbviously had a very negative view on education but what { do not
understand is how he can think that we need absolutely no education and how he can view our education system so homibly. Our education
system may have some flaws and it may need some rethinking but it also teaches us how to dea! with responsibility and commitments, along
with many other important life lessons,

In my years of schooling | was always the kid who missed weeks of schodl and was constantly just a litile bit behind everyone else
because | went through quite a bit of health problems. | was bombarded with school work and teacher disapproval when | would retum to
school so the analogy of the brick wall closing in on me perfectly describes how | felt. It was like schoo! was closing in on me and there was no
way olt. | had to spend hours doing the same homework as other students because I gotif all atonce but the good thing was that because 1
got it alf at once | actually had to do the work and read the material, instead of having other students help me. When It came to lesting | would
do so well that my teachers would ask me how | cheated because there was no way | could have done so well with all my absences. If§ had
not worked so hard all these years, | would not have leared how to overcome obstacles inreal life. School is supposed to be about leaming
and growing as a person, the lessons leamed there are more than just Math, Science, English, and History. What people do not seem to
understand Is that maybe fearning things like getting along with difficult people and following rules are important life iessons.

| can understand that maybe back when this song was originally written that education was flawed n more ways then it is today but |
do ot think that it was as bad as the wriler makes il out to be. Throughout my years in school | have experisnced my fair shere of bad
teachers and difficuiies but every student has to go through that to sea that life isn't perfect. 1can think of several examples of this, but the
one that sticks out the most was in my senior year College Algebra class. | had a teacher who spoke broken english, so it was hard {o even
understand the lectures everyday. Whenever | would ask for help she would yell at me that | was not paying atiention or 1 would have
underslood what was going on. | remember staying everyday for tutoring for and hour and & half just to get my homework done. For lests, |
would spend three hours at futoring going over the review with a tutor and then | would go study with my classmates because | discovered that
| learn better when | teach it to other students. That still stands out as one of the hardest classes | ever took but it taught me was that not
everything can be easy, sometimes we have to work past difficull teachers and that i your work really herd, you can accomplish anything.

We are all going to have problems we have to dea! with, not just in school but outside of it also. 1 can see how he might have that
view but what our system needs these days move then anything is innovation, instead of critickm. The education system seems to have hitits
own brick wall, with all the other countries coming up with new ways to keep their students on the right track we seem to be stuck in our old
ways. The world Is becoming more competitive as time passes bul the United States does not seem to be worried with the competition. We alt
want ot thrse month summer and our 8 a.m. to 4 p.m. school day but there are some countries that go to school up to eleven months out of
the year from 10 am. to 6 p.m. { am not saying this is the only way or the right way to do it but they seem to be making innovations along with
the innovations in technology and sclence,

if we spend our time constantly criticizing instead of coming up with ways to make it better, we are taking steps backwards instead
of forwards. If we were o try to focus on making the future batter, we could probably calch right up with the compefition but until we do 50, we
should not be dwelling on the mistakes in education of the past. | would hope that in the future we can have some changes and innovations so
that the United States can stay In the running and can emerge as the leader In global competition. Regardiess of what Pink Floyd ctaims in his
classic anti-education tyrics, yes, we do need education.
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SAMPLE EXPOSITORY ESSAY

Wreck

‘_ A ’ why du woren do ) Why de men fall for it?
.. Noone heve is avictim of unyone else, True we

ave only huntu, but os humang dantwe have tho abifity
to control auy nwn destinies and nat dlew varaelves 1o
Bevome ~leves to ik rebaciunshiv cur weeek? Awredk s
traly what this b= twoeonfused  spirading and unfocnsad
ohiects ooliige and the rest i insecurities, self-doubis
and regiete, A waman. craving atiention tewards her
adopted image. wrecks head oninto o man wanting o
“do me dull”, both think g they knew exactly what they
want. Yet once they Jind out thab this is nathing bat

mosgditoes to a bay lightl: this is why women agaume
this fake peraana. Now we've all heared the saving that
mmen are pigs.” wnd alfhough for the must paet this is
eortaittly trae, womoen de plisy an enormnug part in
contribirting to thiz commonly hetd ruth by not enly
atlowing thus mentality, bt leeding it s weli. Sowhy da
wee da it?

The attention and flse sense ol selfesteem which
are rew anls for such hehavier seein 1o be the nnly "agrieal
explommtion. The btunt truib s that from the outside
oking in. it is a disgustiog display aml the lengths

empliness, they oo the seene ofthe erime

ny il o avo o bt il ruie Where ddid HG eSS

wonien will go ia heep urappearanees hagrprles

o} the mind. And yes, I'm talking to vou, M=
ay

Thing, who like a monkey imitates that cate.

g wrang?
Firal of all, Jots e eandid and agree te agree that
women leel Uie noed to he frequently validated by their
phiy sical appesrnee rather tan by any talonte. skilla,
or ahtities they might porsess. A woman wouwld rather
he kold she eouldi be mistaken for a supermodel thon be
void shes ag beilliant ns o seentist. Phis s where it adl
Legins and B is nonetural instioaet that is encouriged in
e sociely — iy st ure nad nurtioe times one handved.
From Barbie 1o Ally MeHeal, all nur sociely stresses ate
superficial appearances which nre inflated at the costoof
true character. Women then beenms clones of clones of
clones, At the strong sigrestion ol the awedia, women
completely wurder thar individuality 7if ey ever had
anyl and enter inle the nameloss, Ffaceless Bimbo
colteetive. So what we have here ie it wantan 1t has
put ol her time and eifort inte manufuciuring this
artificial imayge. which is nothing mere than nsheli. Whaot
is complotely ovorlaoked is aubstanee, which can never
be manulietured artifeialy and is essential in any honge
lasting and falilling rebitionship.
Men. however, are drawn te this lmage like

anesy chick of the day: you, Ms. Thing, who fnughs
averbearingly loud to enayre that yon are heard by all
whio sur round vorz you, Ms, Thing, whe reheurser oatie
oxhnustion thn way v widk, the way you tatk, the way
vl stand, the way you sit, and that b s visuad way
son run yonr fingers throagh your boir and e, it i
vou, Ms. Thing, who 2 ke end of healny after hu's
figurad out that wnderpvath tun enchantng visage 3
nothing more than yacuos spaee and has geown Lired ot
vour seenes s left with only your image lur compuny.
And off in the distimee you can swear that yon hear the
sharp shricking of brakes and the crash of metal and
rinss,

Finally. after he hae upped and gone, was it worth
7 Wag it worth it to know thet all the offort and Lime
vou've invested hae been a bust and all your it with
are dovhis; Didn't L wear the right cdothes? Wasn't ente
enough? Didi'c Dyigere at sll the vight places? The rasnit
12 misernble, wasted, und bider existenee for both
parties and one that is perpetnaliy repeated in
gadisticadly vivivus vyche, CE2EE]

~ en ootk & Pregpiend ot
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2011 Release

, Sample Prompt for Expository Writing

Read the information in the box betow.

In 1955 medical researcher Jonas Salk mtroduced

an effective pohio vacane. At the time polio was
considered the biggest threat to pubhic heaith, yet Salk
refused to profit by patenting the vaccime because he
was more concetned with preventing disease than with
persanat gain.

Althaugh many people work to benefit themselves, some people choose to put others first.
Think carefully about this statement.

Write an essay explaming whether people should be more concerned about others than about
themselves.

Be sure to —

¢ cleatly state your thesis
¢ organize and develop your Wdeas effectively

« choose your words carefully
o odit your woting for grammar, mechanics, and spelling
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STAAR English [ Writing 2011 Refease

. sample Prompt for Literary Writing

Look at the photograph.

Write a story about the power of imagination. Be sure that your story is focused and complete
and that it has an interesting ptot and engaging characters.
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