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Nurturing a Seed Idea
Through Craft Noticing

Another strategy we can use to uncover more to say about our seed ideas is by
studying published texts that are like what we are trying to write. These texts not
only help us see what other writers write about but also help us begin to notice
craft strategies (punctuation, sentence structures, ways to use words well,
paragraphing, etc...) that can help us assemble our ideas. Included in the
resources below you will find several examples of personal stories that can be
used to support students in nurturing their seed ideas. Students should already
be familiar with these stories so that when you ask them to notice some things
the writer has done well, they will have already appreciated the story as a
reader. This will allow students to focus more on the writer's craft. They can
begin to notice ways in which the writer is conveying meaning, and make
theories about why a writer may have made certain decisions in their writing.

The story Slower Than the Rest by Cynthia Rylant has comments included that
can be used as a resource when you are teaching students to look at how writers
have crafted text. In the notebook entry below | have tried one of same craft
moves Cynthia Rylant has done in her writing. | attempted to add action along
with dialogue to create meaning in my entry.
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Try it:

Read through Cynthia Rylant's story Slower Than the Rest. Notice the craft
moves that have been highlighted, then try to find one or two more craft moves in
the story.

Think of a notebook entry you could make that uses one of these craft moves.

Read through another story provided below. Try to notice some craft moves and
make a hypothesis about why the author chose to do that.
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[Craft Move: The title, Sllnw&r '[l'ham the Rest
has a double meaning. It suggests thata ||
‘turtle is a slow moving creature, but we find ||
;ou in the story that Leo is also slower than
the rest of the kids in school at learning

| new things. The picture of a turtle makes

| us think about a slow moving animal, it is

| mot until later in the story that we realize
|Leo is also slow in other ways.

] -, Sﬂuwer Than the Rest

- Lan Wﬂxs the first one to spot the turtle, so he
© was the ons who got to keep it, They had all
 been in the var, driving up Tyler Mountain to

church, when Leo shouted, “Thera's a turtle!”
anid everyons's head jerked with the stop.
Leo"s father grumbled something about tur-
. tle soup, but Leo's mother was sympathetic
toward turtles, so Leo was allowed to pick it
up off the highway and bring it home. Both

' his little sisters squealed when the animal stuck

jts ugly head out to look at them, and they

1




EVERY LIYING THIMG

nature Blms, imitating Smokey the Bear. Each
member of Leo's class was assigned to givea
report on Friday dealing with forests, So Leo

brought Charlie.

Lao was quiet about it an the bus to schoel, ©
He held the covered hox tightly on his lap,
sacretly relisved that turtles are guiet except
for an occasional hiss, Charlie rarely hissed in
the morning; he was a turtle who llkﬁd to .

sleep in.

Len carried the box to his c'lasarm:nm, -mri
placed it on the wide windowsill near the ra-
diator and beside the geraniums. His teacher -

called attendance and the day began.

In the middle of the morning, the forest re- -
ports began. One girl held up a poster board .

pasted with pictures of mccoons and squierels,

hmed

Omne boy stond up and mumbled mine*lzlﬁing ,
- about burnt=up trees. Then another pot up and
said if there were no foresis, then his dad

cotldn’t o hunting, and Leo couldn't see the
connection in that at all.

Slower Than the Hest

* Finally it was his turn. He quietly walked
- gverto the windowsill and picked up the box.
 He set it on the teacher's desk,

“When somebody throws a match into a for-

st Loo began, “he is a murderer. He kills

hreeg amd br;&E 'aucl anﬁmals 'S‘nme Emilmals,

cape. But tji.'Eler ﬂmm&ls”-— hle Bﬁmﬂ tlm cover
off the box_have no hope. They are too slow.

They will die.” He lifted Charlie out of the
bux. "It isn't fair,” he said, as the class gasped
and giggled at what ﬂ]xf‘}" saw. _“It isni't fgir for
the slow ones."’

Leo said much mora. Mostly he talked about

Charlie, explained what turties were like, the

things they enjoyed, what talents they pos-

 sessad. He talked ahout Charlie the turtle and
rabbits and deer, and she sxplained that ani-
malz dﬁﬂ% in forest fires. The pim:tums were too ',

Charlie the friend, and what he said and how
he said it made evervone in the class love tur-

tles and hate forest fires. Leo’s teacher had
teags in her eyes.

That afternoon, the whole school assembled
in the gymnasium te bring the special week to
a glose. A ranger in uniform made a speech,
then someone dressed up like Smokey the Bear
danced with two others dressed up like squir-

| Craft Move: This is the first time in
|the story that Leo is actually talking.
| This could indicate that what he has

|| to say here is important, One reason
1why Cynthia Rylant hasn't made Leo
C*Ejtalk untit now might be because she

| wanted the reader to pay attention
\when Leo did talk, in much the same
|way that the q:lass pald attem:un th:s

time tao.

Craft Mwe Eynthm Rv,nlant added a
faw actions into this dllalﬁgu&. This i
an important craft move that can hel|

ithe reader visualize tha avent. The
+actions add drama to this sectinn of .

the story and slows it down, which
also makes us see the- ssgmﬁcante nﬁ
this part uf the stnrgr‘

| Craft Move:. Desmhlrng the teacher it

this way haellps the reader to see that
she had a meaningful reactian to-
Leo's presentation. It mlght indicate
that it is at this particufar part of the
story that snmethmg changes. We
don't often see teachers crying in -

school, so this is sumethmg D pay.
Lattention to and thunk aboutin the
| piece. ' :




E?ERY LIVING ‘I‘HBNG

thought its claws horrifying, but Leo loved it

from the start. He named it Charlie.

The dogs st Leo's house had always be-
longed more to Leo’s father than to anyone
else, and the cat thought she belonged to no
ane but herself, so Leo was gratefu! for a pet
of his own. He seitled Charlie in a cardboard
box, threw in some lettuce and radishes, and -

declared himself 8 happy boy.

Leo adored Charlie, and the turtle was hugged
and kissed as if he wers a baby. Leo liked to
fit Charlie’s shell on his shoulder under his
_ left ear, just as one mipht carey 3 vat, and Char-
lie would poke his head into Leo’s neck now

and then to keep them both entertained.
Leo was ten years old the year be found

Charlie. He hadn’t many friends because he
was slower than the rest, That was the way his

father said it *Slower than the rest.” Leo was
slow in reading, slow in pumbers, slow in un-

derstanding nearly everything that passed be-

fore him in & classroom. As a reésult, in fourth
grade Leo had been separated from the rest of
hisclassmates and placed in a vooim with other
children who were as slow as he: Leo thought
he would newver get over it. He saw no way to
be happy after that.

Slowwer Thon the Hest

But Charlie took care of Leo's happiness,
and he did it by being congenial. Charlie was
the friendliest turtle anyone had ever geen.
The turtle’s head was always strelched out,
moving left to right; trying to ses what was in
the world. His front and back legs moved as
though he were swimming frantically in a desp
sea to save himsalf, when all that was hap-
pening was that someone was holding him in
midair. Put Charlie dewn and he would sniff
at the air a mement, then take off as if no one

had ever tald him how slow he was supqgmwd

1o be.

Every day, Leo came home from schoel, took |
Charlie to the backyard to let him explore and
told him abowt the things that hed happened
in fifth grade. Leo wasn’t sure how old Charlie

was, and, though he guessed Charlie was prob-
ably a young turtle, the lines around Charlie's °

forehead and eves and the clamp of his month
macde Leo think Charlie was wise the way old
penple are wise. So Leo talked to him privately
every dav.

Then one day Leo decided to take Charlie
to schanl.

It was Prevent Forest Firegs week and the
whole school was making posters, watching

4

IChﬂrlle the human characteﬂsmc of

Ihw&img wise. This helps the reader to
:see Charlie g5 Leg sees him, asa
ff‘riaznd or confidant. :




 EVERY LIVING THING
relis. Leo sat with his box and wondered if he

He didn’t feel like it.

Finally, the school principal stood up and
began a long talk. Leo's thoughts drifted off.
He thought about being home, lying in his bed
smd drawing pictures, while Charlie hobbled

all ahout the room.

He did not hear when someone whispered sz .

his name. Then he jumped when he heard,

“Lea! It's you!" in his sar. The boy next to him :

was pushing him, making him get up.

“What?" Leo asked, locking around in con-

Fushon.

“You won!™ they were all saying. “Go on!”
Leo was pushed onto the floor. He saw the
prmmpal smiling at him, beckoning to him

across the room. Leo's legs moved like Char-

lin"s—ouickly and forward.
Leo carried the box tightly against his chest.
He shook the principal’s hand. He put down

the box to accept the award plague being

handed to him. It was for his presentation with
Charlie. Leo had won an award for the first
tisme irt his life, and as he shook the principal’s
hand and blushed and said his thank-you's,

Slower Thon the Rest

4 fﬁa thought his heart would explode with hap-
should lawgh at the dancers with everyone else.

piness,
That night, alone in his room, holding: Char-

vllﬁ on his shoulder, Lea felt proud. And for
the first time in a long time, Leo felt Eﬂgtn

- = Slli:ky Hmv 1;23;12 1 31 59 ml

itmﬂt {Mﬁmre The word fast is | the E;m
‘word of the story. This is 2 meaningful
l1.l'mnd] choice. Maybe Cynthia Rylant
‘wanted to leave the reader with this
wond because it keeps us thinking abour ||
|the story a little longer. Or maybe she |
wants to disrupt our thinking about wheo |
Lea is.




Eleven

What they don’t understand about birthdays and what th
tell you is that when you're eleven, you're also ten, and :cy yiri
eight, and seven, and six, and five, and four, and ;hree na::;,tand
and one. And when you wake up on your eleventh bir‘thda iy
exPect to feel eleven, but you don’t. You open your eyes and Aol
thing's just like yesterday, only it's today. And you don't feel "Tery'
at all. You feel like you're still ten. And you are—und s
year that makes you eleven. e
Like some days you might say something stupid, and that's th
p'art of you that's still ten. Or maybe some days ymll might mse(flt te
stft on your‘mama’s lap because you're scared, and that's the arct)
of you that's five. And maybe one day when you're all grownpu
;l:yﬁe you will need to cry like if you're three, and that's okayl.)
E‘l s what I tell Mama when she’s sad and needs to cry. M
she’s feeling three. o
Because the way you grow old is kind olf like an onion or like the

rings insi i
gs inside a tree trunk or like my little wooden dolls that fit one

ELEVEN"7

inside the other, each year inside the next one. That's how being
eleven years old is.

You don't feel eleven. Not right away. It takes a few days, weeks
even, sometimes even months before you say Eleven when they ask
you. And you don't feel smart eleven, not until you're almost twelve.
That's the way it is.

Only today I wish I didn’t have only eleven years rattling inside
me like pennies in a tin Band-Aid box. Today I wish I was one
hundred and two instead of eleven because if I was one hundred
and two I'd have known what to say when Mrs. Price put the red
sweater on my desk. I would've known how to tell her it wasn’t
mine instead of just sitting there with that look on my face and
nothing coming out of my mouth.

“Whose is this?” Mrs. Price says, and she holds the red sweater
up in the air for all the class to see. “Whose? It's been sitting in
the coatroom for 2 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 coltar and sleeves all stretched out like you could use it for
a jump rope. It's maybe a thousand years old and even if it belonged
to me I wouldn't say so.

Maybe because I'm skinny, maybe because she doesn't like me,
that stupid Sylvia Saldivar says, "1 think it belongs to Rachel.” An
ugly sweater like that, all raggedy and old, but Mrs. Price believes
her. Mrs. Price takes the sweater and puts it right on my desk,
but when I open my mouth nothing comes out.

“That's not, I don't, you're not . . . Not mine,” I finally say in
a little voice that was maybe me when I was four.

“Of course it's yours,” Mrs. Price says. “] remember you wearing
it once.” Because she’s older and the teacher, she’s right and I'm

not.

Cisneros, S. (1991). Woman Hollering Creek. New York, NY: Vintage Books




8 MY LUCY FRIEND WHO SMELLS LIKE CORN

Not mine, not mine, not mine, but Mrs. Price is already turning
to page thirty-two, and math problem number four. I don't know
why but all of a sudden I'm feeling sick inside, like the part of me
that's three wants to come out of my eyes, only I squeeze them
shut tight and bite down on my teeth real hard and try to remember
today I am eleven, eleven. Mama is making a cake for me for tonight,
and when Papa comes home everybody will sing Happy birthday,
happy birthday to you.

But when the sick feeling goes away and I open my eyes, the red
sweater's still sitting there like a big red mountain. I move the red
sweater to the corner of my desk with my ruler. I move my pencil
and books and eraser as far from it as possible. I even move my
chair a little to the right. Not mine, not mine, not mine.

In my head I'm thinking how long till lunchtime, how long till
I can take the red sweater and throw it over the schoolyard fence,
or leave it hanging on a parking meter, or bunch it up into a little
ball and toss it in the alley. Except when math period ends Mrs.
Price says loud and in front of everybody, “Now, Rachel, that's
enough,” because she sees I've shoved the red sweater to the tippy-
tip corner of my desk and it's hanging all over the edge like a
waterfall, but I don't care.

“Rachel,” Mrs. Price says. She says it like she's getting mad.
“You put that sweater on right now and no more nonsense."

“But it's not—"

“Now!" Mrs. Price says.

This is when I wish I wasn't eleven, because all the years inside
of me—ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, and
one—are pushing at the back of my eyes when I put one arm through
one sleeve of the sweater that smells like cottage cheese, and then
the other arm through the other and stand there with my arms
apart like if the sweater hurts me and it does, all itchy and full of
germs that aren't even mine.

ELEVEN'Q

That's when everything I've been holding in since this morning,
since when Mrs. Price put the sweater on my desk, ﬁnall}! lets go,
and all of a sudden I'm crying in front of everybody. I wish I w.as
invisible but I'm not. I'm eleven and it’s my birthday today and I'm
crying like I'm three in front of everybody. 1 put my head down on
the desk and bury my face in my stupid clown-sweater arm's. My
face all hot and spit coming out of my mouth because I can't sto?
the little animal noises from coming out of me, until thert.a arer: t
any more tears left in my eyes, and it’s just my body shatklng like
when you have the hiccups, and my whole head hurts like when

i ilk too fast.
yoqu: ltr::e r:‘worst part is right before the bell rings for lunch. "_’l'hat
stupid Phyllis Lopez, who is even dumber than ?ylvla .Sa!dwar,
says she remembers the red sweater is hers! I take it off .ngl,lt away
and give it to her, only Mrs. Price pretends like everything's o.kay.

Today I'm eleven. There’s a cake Mama's making for ton,lght,
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 1 want today to be far

away already, far away like a runaway balloon, like a tiny o in the

sky, so tiny-tiny you have to close your eyes to see it.

Cisneros, S. (1991). Woman Hollering Creek. New York, NY: Vintage Books




Mama Ridley had fallen and broken her hip, and she
never got out of bed again. She couldn’t turn herself over,
Grandpa had to do it, and she was in pain much of the
time. But Mama told me that Mama Ridley loved her
great-grandchildren. Whenever we got dressed up to go
out, she'd say, “Let the children come in here before you
go, so I can see what they got on.” But nothing of her
voice comes back to me. I can only see her lying there.

I was eight years old when Mama Ridley died. I wish
so much that I had known her better. Hearing Mama and
Grandma talk about her makes me know how much I

missed.

World War 11

In the beginning, I thought war was exciting. At twelve,
I hadn't been paying much attention to all the news on

the radio and in the movie newsreels about the fighting in
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Europe, Africa, and Asia. Then, all of a sudden, the
United States was at war with Japan. President Franklin D.
Roosevelt came on the radio to say so. Mama and Daddy
had known war before, and they were worried, but I
wasn't.

The war changed our lives in a lot of ways. At school,
they changed the way we saluted the flag so that it
wouldn’t look even slightly like the Nazi salute to Hitler,
Germany’s dictator. We sold savings stamps for ten cents
apiece, or bought them and pasted them in lictle books,
lending money to the government to help buy guns and
ships and bullets. We learned new patriotic songs that we
sang at all the assemblies. One song was written
especially for black children to sing. We sang, “We Are
Americans, Too.”

At home, we watched the young men being drafted
into the army. In a few weeks they’d come home on leave,
looking older in their khaki uniforms than their friends
who had been left behind and were still wearing pegged
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pants, ankle-tight at the bottom and baggy at the knee.
Mothers were getting the jobs that had been held by men
who were now soldiers, and their children had their own
door keys dangling on chains around their necks.

We had air-raid drills, practicing for the time when an
enemy plane might fly across the city looking for a place
to drop its bombs. The sirens would blow and the air-raid
wardens would come outside and patrol the streets,
wearing hard white hats and armbands, and making sure
that everybody else went inside and closed their heavy
blackout window curtains if they had them, or turned off
every single light. People sat talking in the dark, waiting
for the all-clear sirens to sound.

Some things were rationed, which meant we couldn’t
buy them unless we had 2 special ticket to go with the
money. Meat, sugar, butter, shoes, gas. Every few
months the government gave out ration tickets, and
when they were used up, we had to do without things

until we got the next supply of tickets. Some summers
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we couldn’t get enough gaé to take our vacation, but I
didn’t mind. It was for the soldiers and sailors and
marines, so that they could have what they needed to
fight the war.

War was exciting. Uniforms and blackouts and
singing and sacrifice. There was always something going
on. Something to talk about, something to think about,
something to do.

And then, some of our Langston neighbors had to go
to jail. They had joined a new group that we called “The
Muslims.” The men wore suits and ties every day, and
the women wore long dresses and matching turban-style
head wraps. We heard that they had meetings where they
talked about a ship that was coming to take black people
to freedom. When some of the men received orders to
report to the army, they refused to go. They wouldn’t go
to the army. They had to go to jail.

And then, one night a woman received a telegram and

screamed, screamed into the night and into my fading
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excitement. Her husband had been killed in the war.
War became real for me that night. I knew, then,

what my parents had known all along.

High School

A few weeks before graduation from Browne Junior High
School, all the graduates were given a sheet of paper to
f11 out. Written on that sheet of paper was the question
we had been waiting three years for—what high school
will you attend?

For days afterward, that was all we talked about. It
meant we were really growing up. Leaving ninth grade,
going on to high school. We went around asking each
other, “What school did you pick, what school did you
pick?” Finding out which of our friends would be going

with us, and which we had to say good-bye to, as if we

167

Greenfield, E. & Little, L. (1979). Childtimes: A Three-Generation Memoir. New York, NY: Harper Collins




I N D I A NJA

Partnership
for Young

Q%Z%Writers

Nina Mason Pulliam Charitable Trust, Founding Donor

FIVE STEPS IN READING LIKE A WRITER

1. Notice

2. Talk about it and make a theory

3. Give the craft/technique a name

4. Think of other authors you know who do this too

5. Try to envision using this craft/technique in your own
writing

Ray, K.W. (1999). Wondrous Words. Urbana, IL: NCTE.




THE MARBLE
CHAMP

l_.upe Medrano, a shy girl who spoke in whispers, was the
school's spelling bee champion, winner of the reading con-
test at the public library three summers in a row, blue
ribbon awardee in the science fair, the top student at her
piano recital, and the playground grand champion in chess.
She was a straight-A student and—not counting kindergar-
ten, when she had been stung by a wasp—never missed one
day of elementary school. She had received a small trophy
for this honor and had been congratulated by the mayor.

But though Lupe had a razor-sharp mind, she could not
make her body, no matter how much she tried, run as fast
as the other girls’. She begged her body to move faster, but
could never beat anyone in the fifty-yard dash.

90

The Marble Champ

The truth was that Lupe was no good in sports. She
could not catch a pop-up or figure out in which direction to
kick the soccer ball. One time she kicked the ball at her own
goal and scored a point for the other team. She was no good
at baseball or basketball either, and even had a hard time
making a hula hoop stay on her hips.

It wasn’t until last year, when she was eleven years old,
that she learned how to ride a bike. And even then she had
to use training wheels. She could walk in the swimming
pool but couldn’t swim, and chanced roller skating only
when her father held her hand.

“T’ll never be good at sports,”” she fumed one rainy day
as she lay on her bed gazing at the shelf her father had made
to hold her awards. “I wish I could win something, any-
thing, even marbles.”

At the word “‘marbles,” she sat up. ‘“That’s it. Maybe
I could be good at playing marbles.”” She hopped out of bed
and rummaged through the closet until she found a can full
of her brother’s marbles. She poured the rich glass treasure
on her bed and picked five of the most beautiful marbles.

She smoothed her bedspread and practiced shooting,
softly at first so that her aim would be accurate. The marble
rolled from her thumb and clicked against the targeted
marble. But the target wouldn’t budge. She tried again and
again. Her aim became accurate, but the power from her
thumb made the marble move only an inch or two. Then
she realized that the bedspread was slowing the marbles.
She also had to admit that her thumb was weaker than the
neck of a newborn chick.

She looked out the window. The rain was letting up,
but the ground was too muddy to play. She sat cross-legged
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BASEBALL IN APRIL

on the bed, rolling her five marbles between her palms.
Yes, she thought, I could play marbles, and marbles is a
sport. At that moment she realized that she had only two
weeks to practice. The playground championship, the same
one her brother had entered the previous year, was coming
up. She had a lot to do.

To strengthen her wrists, she decided to do twenty
push-ups on her fingertips, five at a time. “One, two,
three . . . " she groaned. By the end of the first set she was
breathing hard, and her muscles burned from exhaustion.
She did one more set and decided that was enough push-ups
for the first day.

She squeezed a rubber eraser one hundred times, hop-
ing it would strengthen her thumb. This seemed to work
because the next day her thumb was sore. She could hardly
hold a marble in her hand, let alone send it flying with
power. So Lupe rested that day and listened to her brother,
who gave her tips on how to shoot: get low, aim with one
eye, and place one knuckle on the ground.

“Think ‘eye and thumb’—and let it rip!” he said.

After school the next day she left her homework in her
backpack and practiced three hours straight, taking time
only to eat a candy bar for energy. With a popsicle stick, she
drew an odd-shaped circle and tossed in four marbles. She
used her shooter, a milky agate with hypnotic swirls, to blast
them. Her thumb bad become stronger.

After practice, she squeezed the eraser for an hour. She
ate dinner with her left hand to spare her shooting hand and
said nothing to her parents about her dreams of athletic
glory.

Practice, practice, practice. Squeeze, squeeze, squeeze.
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Lupe got better and beat her brother and Alfonso, a neigh-
bor kid who was supposed to be a champ.

“Man, she’s bad!” Alfonso said. “She can beat the
other girls for sure. I think.”

The weeks passed quickly. Lupe worked so hard that
one day, while she was drying dishes, her mother asked why
her thumb was swollen.

“It’s muscle,” Lupe explained. ‘'I've been practicing
for the marbles championship.”

“You, honey?”’ Her mother knew Lupe was no good
at sports.

“Yeah. I beat Alfonso, and he’s pretty good.”

That night, over dinner, Mrs. Medrano said, ““Honey,
you should see Lupe’s thumb.”

“Huh?” Mr. Medrano said, wiping his mouth and
looking at his daughter.

“Show your father.”

“Do I have t0?"" an embarrassed Lupe asked.

“Go on, show your father.”

Reluctantly, Lupe raised her hand and flexed her
thumb. You could see the muscle.

The father put down his fork and asked, ““What hap-
pened?”’

“Dad, I've been working out. I've been squeezing an
eraser.”

“Why?"

“I'm going to enter the marbles championship.”

Her father looked at her mother and then back at his
daughter. “When is it, honey?”

“This Saturday. Can you come?"”’

The father had been planning to play racquetball with
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a friend Saturday, but he said he would be there. He knew
his daughter thought she was no good at sports and he
wanted to encourage her. He even rigged some lights in the
backyard so she could practice after dark. He squatted with
one knee on the ground, entranced by the sight of his
daughter easily beating her brother.

The day of the championship began with a cold blus-
tery sky. The sun was a silvery light behind slate clouds.

“I hope it clears up,’” her father said, rubbing his hands
together as he returned from getting the newspaper. They
ate breakfast, paced nervously around the house waiting for
10:00 to arrive, and walked the two blocks to the play-
ground (though Mr. Medrano wanted to drive so Lupe
wouldn’t get tired). She signed up and was assigned her first
match on baseball diamond number three.

Lupe, walking between her brother and her father,
shook from the cold, not nerves. She took off her mittens,
and everyone stared at her thumb. Someone asked, “How
can you play with a broken thumb?”” Lupe smiled and said
nothing,

She beat her first opponent easily, and felt sorry for the
girl because she didn’t have anyone to cheer for her. Except
for her sack of marbles, she was all alone. Lupe invited the
girl, whose name was Rachel, to stay with them. She smiled
and said, “OK.” The four of them walked to a card table
in the middle of the outfield, where Lupe was assigned
another opponent.

She also beat this girl, a fifth-grader named Yolanda,
and asked her to join their group. They proceeded to more
matches and more wins, and soon there was a crowd of
people following Lupe to the finals to play a girl in a base-
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ball cap. This girl seemed dead serious. She never even
looked at Lupe.

“I don’t know, Dad, she looks tough.”

Rachel hugged Lupe and said, “Go get her.”

“You can do it,” her father encouraged. ‘‘Just think of
the marbles, not the girl, and let your thumb do the work."”

The other girl broke first and earned one marble. She
missed her next shot, and Lupe, one eye closed, her thumb
quivering with energy, blasted two marbles out of the circle
but missed her next shot. Her opponent earned two more
before missing. She stamped her foot and said “‘Shoot!”
The score was three to two in favor of Miss Baseball Cap.

The referee stopped the game. “‘Back up, please, give
them room,” he shouted. Onlookers had gathered too
tightly around the players.

Lupe then earned three marbles and was set to get
her fourth when a gust of wind blew dust in her eyes and
she missed badly. Her opponent quickly scored two mar-
bles, tying the game, and moved ahead six to five on a
lucky shot. Then she missed, and Lupe, whose eyes felt
scratchy when she blinked, relied on instinct and thumb
muscle to score the tying point. It was now six to six, with
only three marbles left. Lupe blew her nose and studied
the angles. She dropped to one knee, steadied her hand,
and shot so hard she cracked two marbles from the circle.
She was the winner!

“I did it!”” Lupe said under her breath. She rose from
her knees, which hurt from bending all day, and hugged her
father. He hugged her back and smiled.

Everyone clapped, except Miss Baseball Cap, who
made a face and stared at the ground. Lupe told her she was
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a great player, and they shook hands. A newspaper photog-
rapher took pictures of the two girls standing shoulder-to-
shoulder, with Lupe holding the bigger trophy.

Lupe then played the winner of the boys’ division, and
after a poor start beat him eleven to four. She blasted the
marbles, shattering one into sparkling slivers of glass. Her
opponent looked on glumly as Lupe did what she did best—
win!

The head referee and the President of the Fresno
Marble Association stood with Lupe as she displayed her
trophies for the newspaper photographer. Lupe shook
hands with everyone, including a dog who had come over
to see what the commotion was all about.

That night, the family went out for pizza and set the
two trophies on the table for everyone in the restaurant to
see. People came up to congratulate Lupe, and she felt a
little embarrassed, but her father said the trophies belonged
there.

Back home, in the privacy of her bedroom, she placed
the trophies on her shelf and was happy. She had always
earned honors because of her brains, but winning in sports
was a new experience. She thanked her tired thumb. “You
did it, thumb. You made me champion.” As its reward,
Lupe went to the bathroom, filled the bathroom sink with
warm water, and let her thumb swim and splash as it
pleased. Then she climbed into bed and drifted into a hard-
won sleep.
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GROWING UP

Now that Maria was a tenth-grader, she felt she was too
grown-up to have to go on family vacations. Last year, the
family had driven three hundred miles to see their uncle in
West Covina. There was nothing to do. The days were hot,
with a yellow sky thick with smog they could feel on their
fingertips. They played cards and watched game shows on
television. After the first four days of doing nothing while
the grown-ups sat around talking, the kids finally got to go
to Disneyland. |
Disneyland stood tall with castles and bright flags. The
Matterhorn had wild dips and curves that took your breath
away if you closed your eyes and screamed. The Pirates of
the Caribbean didn’t scare anyone but was fun anyway, and
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