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Name: Week 36 Day 2 Date:

BCCS Boys MIT/Stanford

Do Now

1. What makes a PSA “effective” or good?

Module 4: Natural Disasters

Standard | SL.5.4: Report on a topic or text or present an opinion, sequencing ideas
logically and using appropriate facts and relevant, descriptive details to
support main ideas or themes; speak clearly at an understandable pace.

LEQ What can | learn about natural disasters from a literary text?

Objective | I can write and a PSA teaching people about my

natural disaster and how to stay safe.

Assignment | Flipgrid
to Submit
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Video Focus: What makes this PSA effective?

Directions: Today you will finish up the assignment. Here are the steps.

1. Finish your writing on the Google Doc.
2. Practice speaking aloud and with emotion.
3. Record your PSA on Flip grid.

Oral Presentation Rubric : PSA
Teacher Mame: Erin DeRouville
Student Mame:
CATEGORY |4 3 2 1
Preparedness Student is Student seems The student is Student does not
completely prepared |pretty prepared but  |somewhat prepared, {seem at all prepared
and has obviously might have needed a |but it is clear that to present.
rehearsed. couple more rehearsal was
rehearsals. lacking.
Speaks Cleaﬂy Speaks clearly and |Speaks clearly and |Speaks clearly and | Often mumbles or
distincthy all (100- distinctly all (100- distincthy most ( 94-  |can not be
95%) the time, and  |95%) the time, but A5%) of the time. understood OR
mispronounces no  |misprenounces one |Mispronounces ne  [mispronounces maors
words. word. more than one word. |than one word.
Content Shows a full Shows a good Shows a good Does not seem to

understanding of the
topic and uses
effective vocabulary
specific to the
natural disaster.

understanding of the
topic and uses
vocabulary specific
to the natural
dizaster.

understanding of
parts of the topic and
attempts to use
vocabulary specific
to the natural
dizaster.

understand the topic
very well and does
not attempt fo use
natural disaster
specific vocabulary.

Presentation

Maintains eye
contact with the
camera, shows
emaotion about the
topic. and adds flair
to their presentation.

Maintains eye
contact with the
camera, shows
emaotion about the
topic.

Attempts to maintain
eye contact with the
camera and show
emaotion about the
topic.

Does not attempt to
maintain eye contact
ar show emotion
ahout the topic.
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Name:

Week 36 Day 3 Date:

BCCS Boys

MIT/Stanford

Do Now

1. Where do hurricanes most commonly hit?

2. How could a hurricane affect a person?

Module 4: Natural Disasters

Standard | RL.5.1: Make inferences in a literary text.
LEQ What can | learn about natural disasters from a literary text?
Objective | I can how people’s lives can be impacted by
earthquakes after reading Eight Days.
Assignment | Nearpod
to Submit
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Vocabulary Notes:

Haiti Caribbean Sea Atlantic Ocean
Definition | A in | A body | The largest
the Caribbean Sea on of of the world’s oceans.
the island of next to the Atlantic | Connects Europe and
Hispaniola. Ocean and bordered | Africa to the Americas.
by Mexico and
Central America.
Where is it?

—_r
a
J
T
*ﬁx
L, E", Ty, y

What kind of natural disaster would most likely occur in Haiti?

Why?
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Eight Days by Edwidge Danticat

Gist Statement:

Who is the narrator?

Second Read

1. What is the natural disaster that took place in this story? What happened to the narrator as a
result?

2. On page 1, the narrator, Junior, says, “I played in my mind.” What does he mean by this?

3. On page 3, Junior says, “It was the biggest game of marbles ever played in our
neighborhood, in the entire country, in the entire world!” What does the word entire mean?

4. Reread pages 3 and 11. Who is Oscar, and what can you infer happened to him?
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Name:

Week 36 Day 4 Date:

BCCS Boys

MIT/Stanford

Do Now

1. How did repeated readings of Eight Days help you to understand the text?

2. After reading Eight Days, how are people impacted by natural disasters like

earthquakes?

Module 4: Natural Disasters

Standard

RL.5.7: Analyze images that correspond with the text.
L.5.5: Analyze figurative language and the meaning they convey.

LEQ What can | learn about natural disasters from a literary text?
Objective | I can describe Junior’s and analyze
language and illustrations in Eight Days.
Assignment | Nearpod
to Submit
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Vocabulary Notes:

Visual Tone Beauty

Definition | A , | The general A combination of
piece of film or display | character or that
used to illustrate or of | pleases the sight.
accompany something. | a piece of writing.

Point of View Notes:
First Person vs. Third Person Point of View

* First person uses the pronouns ] , and . It’s told from the

own view and we only ) , Or what

the narrator shares or describes.

* Third person uses the pronouns | , OF and it tells

characters’ views and feelings—what they hear and see.

Question: Is Eight Days told from a first person or third person perspective? How do

you know? Use evidence from the text.

Why is this important?

Authors choose to tell stories from particular points of view, or perspectives, because it
helps them give an “experience” to the reader by using a narrator who describes and
focuses on certain details and emotions associated with a major event. The narrator is

created by the author to tell the story, and the narrator’s point of view influences #ow the

event is described.
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Name:

Week 36 Day 5 Date:

BCCS Boys

MIT/Stanford

Do Now

1. How could a hurricane impact a person differently than an earthquake?

Module 4: Natural Disasters

Standard | R1.5.1: Make inferences.
LEQ What can | learn about natural disasters from a literary text?
Objective | I can complete a first read of “Save Bella” and state the
Assignment | Nearpod
to Submit
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Vocabulary Notes:

levee prohibited meteorologist
Definition | A built to A
prevent the overflow of | or banned forecaster.
a river.
Image

Map of
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Save Bella!
A Hurricane Katrina Story
by Jayson Fleischer

L

Daddy was whistling to himself while he climbed the pull-down ladder into
the attic, balancing boxes of Saints memorabilia as he maneuvered them to safety.
Mama wrung her hands together anxiously and peered through gaps in the boarded-
up front window. Studving them both, it struck me again how much Cherie took
after Daddv, and how much like Mama I was. Daddy and Cherie were both
impulsive and stubbom, while Mama and I tended to be cautious and reasonable.

It was late Sunday night, August 28, 2003, and Hurricane Katrina was
barreling toward New Orleans. We were still at home in the city’s Lower Ninth
Ward, despite the governor’s order to evacuate. Granny refused to go, claiming that
she was too old to run from a storm. Mama was concerned about not having the
money for temporary lodging, while Daddy said that we wouldn’t get very far
without a car anvway. My twin sister, Cherie, just didn’t want to leave our dog,
Bella, behind. Although I wanted desperately to go, I didn’t want to leave Bella
either, plus I needed to be there to make sure Cherie didn’t do anything reckless.

“Darren,” Daddy’s muffled voice came down from the attic, “Hand me that box in the corner. ™ I picked
up the dusty box and passed it up the ladder.

“Mavybe we should go to the Superdome,” Mama offered, rehashing an argument from earlier in the day.

“We can't take Bella.™ Cherie sounded exasperated as she paged through a worn copy of People
magazine.

“Plenty of folks are headed for the stadium, ™ Daddy said, stepping off the ladder. “T"ve seen this kind of
thing before; rations will be scarce, and without enough food and water it’s going to get ugly. We're better off
staying right where we are, vou’ll see.” I liked to believe that Daddy was right, but at the moment [ had some
serious doubts.

Granny must have noticed the alarmed look on my face. “Don’t you worry,”
she smiled, patting my hand as I sat down at the kitchen table, “the levees will keep
us safe.” She sipped from a cup of peppermint tea and dealt herself another hand of
Solitaire. I wasn't very reassured, because Granny always claimed that someone else
would protect us; if it wasn’t God, the saints, or the angels, it was the president, the
governor, or the army. Once she claimed that Grandpa®s ghost was watching over us,
which I thought was kind of crespy.

The problem was that I didn’t have much faith in the city's levee system.
Much of New Orleans was below sea level; it was like a giant bowl just waiting to be
filled. The levee walls kept the water at bay, but I"d heard a powerful storm surge
could overtop them. It was only a matter of time before the city experienced some
major flooding. Earlier, when I voiced my concerns to Cherie, she just shmigged and
said, “Granny says the army built the levees, so we'll be fine ™ I rolled my eyes in
response.
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If meteorologists wers right, Katrinz could be the worst storm m the city’s almoest 300-vear history.
Plenty of people decided to stay m town for one reason or another. Many were gompg to the Superdome, the
Convention Center, or other makeshift shelters—places whete pets were prohibited. Even over the whistling
wind I could hezr the distant chorus of neighbothood dogs abandoned by thewr fleeing owners. Bella joined i to
howl zlong with them.

“Bella, shush!” Granny szid. The old beagle vawned nervously. Daddy often clzimed thar Bella had
rzised Cherie znd me. He would joke that her nurturing made us mte a2 couple of wild mnimals. (Which wasn’t
foir ot all—the only resson Dever got inde trouble was from trying to keep Cherie ont of trouble!) Bella was
hardly wild, though; she spent most of her time lounging under the kitchen table, silentfly begoing for table
scraps of simply overseemg the house like 2 quesn suwrveying her domam.

“You'll keep us safe, won't vou old g™ Granny reached under the tzble and scratched Bella's head.
“Vou nead to go cutside™ she asked.

"

We spent the night in uneasy anticipation of Katrinz’s arrival. Cherie and I were drowsimg on opposits
ends of the couch. hamaz flipped distractedly through Cherie’s magzeme. Daddy pretended to snore m his
leather chair, but I kmew he wasn't really slesping becanze of the tap-tap-tap of his fmger on the chait™s armrest.
Only Granny seemed unconcemed; she'd gone to bed 2s if our home wasn't direcly in the peth of 2 rampaging
miles-wide monster.

Despite the constant howlmg of the wnd, I must have fallen zsleep, because my sister was franticly
shaking me awzke. The electricity hzd gone out sometime durmg the might; it was dark but candles wers lit. 1
sat up and felt water splash over my fest 23 they touched the floor. Water was pushing in around the front door
ad trickling down from the window sills, toe. Fain hammered aganst the side of the house, and the wind was
like z thousand hungry ghosts shrieking to be let m. It sounded like the walls would be tom off at any moment,
and suddenly I wished Grandpz’s spirit was acmally here. For 2 brief second, [imagmed him standmg m the
middle of the room, hands raizsed like 2 magician, using his ghostly powsts to held the house together.

Betuming to reality, I noticed Cherie locking
arpund wildly., “Where's Bella™ she shouted over the
gale. The water was kmnee-deep and rising fast. Mama
wazs yellmg down from the athe, while Daddy helped
Granny up the lzdder. I waded over to Daddy and
tugged on his sleeve. “Did vou put Bella i the attic?™ 1
had to shout it twice before he understood me. He
shook his head and boosted Granny toward hMama's
outstretched hands. Cherie znd 1 splashed down the
hallway toward the bedrooms. We czlled out, but there
was ne sign of the old beagle. Cherie hurried over to 2
window and peeked through the boards.
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“Damren,” she pointed toward the badc vard “she’s outsida!”™

“Chene! Don’t—" but before I could stopher, she wrenchedopenthe bad: door. Water surgedin,
knockingus off our feet. The deluge slanmred me agamst a wall, but Cherie was still clinging to the door.
Sormehow, she managed to pull herzselfthrough thetorrent and escape into the river thatwas once our back vard
Tcouldn’t see muchin the gloom, but as a flashoflightning tore through the sky I caught sight of Bella, clawmng
tokeep a hold ontheroofofher doghouse. The roiling water knocked Chene aroundlike a buoy as she swam
towardthe dog. We showld be in the attic, ] said to myself but insiead, we re going outside, into thesiorm! How
does this always happen? Shalang my head, I struggled through the doorwayto followmy sister.

3.

Cherie held onto the doghouse with one armand Bella with the other. We were exhausted, butthere was
no time to rest. The doghouse was disappearing rapidly beneath the nsing water. Tuming back toward the house,
we watchedin homorasthe back doorwas swallowed up as well.

Looking around desperately for somewhere to go, we spotted a farriliar tree across the street andswam
towardit. On a normal day nether ofus could reachits lowest branches, but the flood allowed Cherie to climb
easily into a wedge betweenits limbs. Tlifted Bella up to her and then quickly followed The wind was
deafening, andran pelted uslike BBs. Ourtree swavyed angnly, and many of the smallerbrancheslashed
aroundlike whips. Setthng into the questionable protection ofthe tree, I shoutedin Chene’s ear, “Ifwe don't
die cuthere, I'm goingto kill voumyself!™ Shelaughed and hugged Bella close.

We huddled together forhowrs against the stonm As the water continuedto rise beneathus, we hadto
clirmb higher. Eventually, the wind andrain gra dually stopped andthe storm clouds retreated MMurkey water still
chumedbelowus, andamoss the floodedstreet, the waterhad stopped rising just inches below ourroof. L hoped
our family was safe mthe attic. All marmer of debns floated past furmtire, clothes brokenpieces ofhouses—
we evensawa few cars bobbinglazily down the street. Bella started to growl as a log drfted toward ourtree.
Whenit was directly beneathus, we realizedit wasthe idged back ofan alligater. It passed hanvlessly below,
but it was a while before we worked up the courage to swirm home.

4.

We could hear thimping andmuffled shouting as we climbed ontothe roof I tore up a sectionof
shingles until a smallhole wasmade inthe roof

“Thank God you're both safe!™ Daddyreached up through the gap and took each ofourhands, azifto
convinee himself we weren't some elaborate mirage. Waves ofheat powred out ofthe hole; the attic was
broiling in the sun. With Daddy shelp, we made the opening bigger. Marma climbed out andtears ofjoy flowed
down her cheeks as she huggedus. Daddy lifted Grarmmy outnext. She was suffermg fromheat exhavstion so
Mama gave her some foodand water taken fromthe supplies we'd put in the attic. Daddy made a sunshade out
ofa tarp, and we spent therest ofthe day out ofthe sun’s purishing glare.

The sun was going down when we heard a boatengine approading. We shouted and waved ourhands
until its driver sawus. Chr relief didn’t last long though—the manwould help us, but he couldn’t take Bella. I
was afraid that Chene would refuseto go_ but after a bnef armurmernt. Da ddy decided to staybelind instead A
few days later, rescuers forcedall remaning survivors to evanuatetheirhomes. Daddyhadto leaveBella mthe
attic. He explained later that he’d used the tarp and soime duct tape to make a sign that read, “Save our dog Bella!
Strandedinthe atfic!”

18| Page



5.

A weelr after the stonm, ammal rescue tears were finally allowedinto the city to search forpets
abandoned durngthe evacuation. We fearedthe worst, and another week passed without word. Just as we were
aboutto lose hope, we leamed that Bella had been foumd and takento an amimal shelter. She was weak and
malnowrished but the vet reassired us thatshe would make a full recovery.

It wasnearly a month after Katina before we saw Bella again. Chene raced to meether, andI wasn't far
behind. Bella whined and licked owr faces exdtedly. Her whole body shook fromthe frantic wagging ofhertail,

and I thought that maybe Daddy wasright all along; she really did actlike a mamareunited with herlost pups.

Historical Note: Before Humicane Katnina large-scale emergency preparation didn’t often include
animalrescue efforts. FEMA (the Federal Emergency Management Agency) was unprepared for the
nurmber of Katrina victims who wouldn't abandon their pets. Some residents of affected areasrefisedto
evacuate nsking mjury or death to avoidleaving their animals behimd. Other people snuck pets onto

transportationorinto shelters where they were prohibited. After Katnina, public outeryledto the
passing ofthe Pets Evacuation and Transportation Standards Act (PETS)in 2006. Thizslawrequires all
states thatwant FEMA s help to include pets and service armmals in their planning for emergendes. [n
2012, thelawhelped save the lives o fmary pets—and pet ownas—dunng Superstonm Sandy.
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Brighter Choice
Charter School for Boys
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Dear Educator,

My signature is proof that | have reviewed my scholar’s work
and supported him to the best of my ability to complete all
assignments.

(Parent Signature) (Date)

Parents please note that all academic packets are also available on our
website at www.brighterchoice.org under the heading “Remote
Learning." All academic packet assignments are mandatory and must be

completed by all scholars.
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Name:

Week 37 Day 2 Date:

BCCS Boys

MIT/Stanford

Do Now

1. How did Hurricane Katrina impact Darren’s life?

2. What was surprising about Darren’s experience?

Module 4: Natural Disasters

Standard | RL.5.1: Make inferences.
LEQ What can | learn about natural disasters from a literary text?
Objective | | can complete my read of “Save Bella” and make
inferences about the narrator’s experience.
Assignment | Nearpod
to Submit
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Video Focus: Why was Hurricane Katrina so devastating for New Orleans?

Annotation Focus:
1. How did Hurricane Katrina impact the narrator’s life?
2. Did emergency plans include plans for pets?

Save Bella!
A Hurricane Katrina Story
by Jayson Fleischer

1L

Daddy was whistling to himself while he climbed the pull-down ladder into
the attic, balancing boxes of Saints memorabilia as he maneuvered them to safety.
Mama wrung her hands together anxiously and peered through gaps in the boarded-
up front window. Studving them both, 1t struck me again how much Cherie took
after Daddy, and how much like Mama I was. Daddy and Cherie were both
impulsive and stubborn, while Mama and I tended to be cautious and reasonable.

Tt was late Sunday night, August 28, 2005, and Hurricane Katrina was
barreling toward New Orleans. We were still at home in the city’s Lower Ninth
Ward, despite the governor's order to evacuate. Granny refused to go, claiming that
she was too old to mun from a storm. Mama was concerned about not having the
money for temporary lodging, while Daddy said that we wouldn’t get very far
without a car anyway. My twin sister, Cherie, just didn’t want to leave our dog,
Bella, behind Although I wanted desperately to go, I didn’t want to leave Bella
either, plus [ needed to be there to make sure Cherie didn’t do anything reckless.

“Darren,” Daddy’s muffled voice came down from the attic, “Hand me that box in the corner.” I picked
up the dusty box and passed it up the ladder.

“Mavbe we should go to the Superdome,” Mama offered, rehashing an argument from earlier in the day.

“We can’t take Bella ™ Cherie sounded exasperated as she paged through a worn copy of Peaple
magazine.

“Plenty of folks are headed for the stadium,” Daddy said, stepping off the ladder. *T"ve seen this kind of
thing before; rations will be scarce, and without enough food and water it’s going to getugly. We're better off
staying right where we are, vou’ll see.™ I liked to believe that Daddy was right, but at the moment I had some
serious doubts.

Granny must have noticed the alarmed look on my face. “Don’t vou worry,”
she smiled, patting my hand as I sat down at the kitchen table, “the levees will keep
us safe.” She sipped from a cup of peppermint tea and dealt herself another hand of
Solitaire. I wasn't very reassured, because Granny always claimed that someone else
would protect us; if it wasn't God, the saints, or the angels, it was the president, the
governor, or the army. Once she claimed that Grandpa’s ghost was watching over us,
which I thought was kind of crespy.

The problem was that I didn’t have much faith in the city’s levee system.
Much of New Orleans was below sea level; 1t was like a giant bowl just waiting to be
filled. The levee walls kept the water at bay, but I'd heard a powerful storm surge
could overtop them. It was only a matter of time before the city experienced some
major flooding. Earlier, when I voiced my concerns to Cherie, she just shrugged and
said, “Granny says the army built the levees, so we'll be fine ™I rolled my eves in
response.
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If meteprologists were right, Katrina could be the worst storm in the city’s 2lmost 300-vear history.
Plenty of people decided to sty m town for one reason or anether. Many were goimng to the Superdome, the
Convention Center. or other mzkeshift shelters—places where pets were prohibited. Even over the whistimg
wind I could hear the distant cherus of neighborheod dogs zbendoned by their fl=emg owners. Bellz jomed m to
howl zlong with them.

“Bella, shush!” Granny szid. The old bezgle yawned nervously. Daddy often clzimed that Bella had
rzised Cherie and me. He would joke that her nurtiring made us nto 2 couple of wild animals. (Which wasn't
fzir at all—the only resson Iever got imie wouble was from wying to keep Cherie onr of twouble!) Bella was
hardly wild, though; she spent most of her time loungmg under the kitchen tzble silently beggmg for tzble
scraps of simply overseeing the house like 2 quesn surveyving her domain.

“Toull keep us safe, won't you old giel™ Granny reached under the table and scratched Bella™s head.
“Tou nead to go outside™ she asked.

"

We spent the night i unessy anticipation of Katrina’s arrival. Cherie and I were drowsing on opposite
ends of the couch. MMama flipped distractedly through Cherie’s magazine. Daddy pretended to snors in his
leather chair, but I lmew he wasn't rezlly slesping because of the tap-tap-tap of his finger on the chair’s zrmrest.
Only Granny sesmed unconcemed; she’d gone to bed 2s if our home wasn’t directly m the path of 2 rampagmg
miles-wide monster.

Despite the constant howlng of the wind, I must have fallen asleep, because my sister was franticly
shaking me awake. The electricity hed gone cut sometime during the night; it was dak, but candles were lit. 1
szt up znd felt water splash over my feet as they touched the floor. Water was gushing m sround the front door
and tricklmg down from the window sills, toe. Fam hammered agamst the side of the house, and the wind was
like 2 thousand hungry ghosts shrieking to be let m. It sounded like the walls would be tom off at any moment,
mnd suddenly I wished Grandpa’s spirit was actuzlly here. For a brief second, [imagined him standing m the
middle of the reom, hands raised like 2 magician, using his ghestly powsts to held the house together.

Betuming to rezlity, Inoticed Cherie loockmg
around wildly. “Where's Bella™ she shouted over the
gale. The water was knee-desp and nising fast. hama
was velling down from the attic, while Daddy helped
Granny up the ladder. Twaded over to Daddy and
tggad on his slesve “Did vou put Bellz in the athe™ 1
had to shout it twice before he understood me. He
shook his head and boosted Granny towzrd Mama's
outstretched hands. Cherie and 1 splashed down the
hallway toward the bedrooms. We called out, but there
was ne sign of the old beagle. Cherie hurried over to 2
window and pesked through the boards.
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“Damren,” she pointed toward the badc vard “she’s outsida!”™

“Chene! Don’t—" but before I could stopher, she wrenchedopenthe bad: door. Water surgedin,
knockingus off our feet. The deluge slanmred me agamst a wall, but Cherie was still clinging to the door.
Sormehow, she managed to pull herzselfthrough thetorrent and escape into the river thatwas once our back vard
Tcouldn’t see muchin the gloom, but as a flashoflightning tore through the sky I caught sight of Bella, clawmng
tokeep a hold ontheroofofher doghouse. The roiling water knocked Chene aroundlike a buoy as she swam
towardthe dog. We showld be in the attic, ] said to myself but insiead, we re going outside, into thesiorm! How
does this always happen? Shalang my head, I struggled through the doorwayto followmy sister.

3.

Cherie held onto the doghouse with one armand Bella with the other. We were exhausted, butthere was
no time to rest. The doghouse was disappearing rapidly beneath the nsing water. Tuming back toward the house,
we watchedin homorasthe back doorwas swallowed up as well.

Looking around desperately for somewhere to go, we spotted a farriliar tree across the street andswam
towardit. On a normal day nether ofus could reachits lowest branches, but the flood allowed Cherie to climb
easily into a wedge betweenits limbs. Tlifted Bella up to her and then quickly followed The wind was
deafening, andran pelted uslike BBs. Ourtree swavyed angnly, and many of the smallerbrancheslashed
aroundlike whips. Setthng into the questionable protection ofthe tree, I shoutedin Chene’s ear, “Ifwe don't
die cuthere, I'm goingto kill voumyself!™ Shelaughed and hugged Bella close.

We huddled together forhowrs against the stonm As the water continuedto rise beneathus, we hadto
clirmb higher. Eventually, the wind andrain gra dually stopped andthe storm clouds retreated MMurkey water still
chumedbelowus, andamoss the floodedstreet, the waterhad stopped rising just inches below ourroof. L hoped
our family was safe mthe attic. All marmer of debns floated past furmtire, clothes brokenpieces ofhouses—
we evensawa few cars bobbinglazily down the street. Bella started to growl as a log drfted toward ourtree.
Whenit was directly beneathus, we realizedit wasthe idged back ofan alligater. It passed hanvlessly below,
but it was a while before we worked up the courage to swirm home.

4.

We could hear thimping andmuffled shouting as we climbed ontothe roof I tore up a sectionof
shingles until a smallhole wasmade inthe roof

“Thank God you're both safe!™ Daddyreached up through the gap and took each ofourhands, azifto
convinee himself we weren't some elaborate mirage. Waves ofheat powred out ofthe hole; the attic was
broiling in the sun. With Daddy shelp, we made the opening bigger. Marma climbed out andtears ofjoy flowed
down her cheeks as she huggedus. Daddy lifted Grarmmy outnext. She was suffermg fromheat exhavstion so
Mama gave her some foodand water taken fromthe supplies we'd put in the attic. Daddy made a sunshade out
ofa tarp, and we spent therest ofthe day out ofthe sun’s purishing glare.

The sun was going down when we heard a boatengine approading. We shouted and waved ourhands
until its driver sawus. Chr relief didn’t last long though—the manwould help us, but he couldn’t take Bella. I
was afraid that Chene would refuseto go_ but after a bnef armurmernt. Da ddy decided to staybelind instead A
few days later, rescuers forcedall remaning survivors to evanuatetheirhomes. Daddyhadto leaveBella mthe
attic. He explained later that he’d used the tarp and soime duct tape to make a sign that read, “Save our dog Bella!
Strandedinthe atfic!”
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5.

A weelr after the stonm, ammal rescue tears were finally allowedinto the city to search forpets
abandoned durngthe evacuation. We fearedthe worst, and another week passed without word. Just as we were
aboutto lose hope, we leamed that Bella had been foumd and takento an amimal shelter. She was weak and
malnowrished but the vet reassired us thatshe would make a full recovery.

It wasnearly a month after Katina before we saw Bella again. Chene raced to meether, andI wasn't far
behind. Bella whined and licked owr faces exdtedly. Her whole body shook fromthe frantic wagging ofhertail,

and I thought that maybe Daddy wasright all along; she really did actlike a mamareunited with herlost pups.

Historical Note: Before Humicane Katnina large-scale emergency preparation didn’t often include
animalrescue efforts. FEMA (the Federal Emergency Management Agency) was unprepared for the
nurmber of Katrina victims who wouldn't abandon their pets. Some residents of affected areasrefisedto
evacuate nsking mjury or death to avoidleaving their animals behimd. Other people snuck pets onto

transportationorinto shelters where they were prohibited. After Katnina, public outeryledto the
passing ofthe Pets Evacuation and Transportation Standards Act (PETS)in 2006. Thizslawrequires all
states thatwant FEMA s help to include pets and service armmals in their planning for emergendes. [n
2012, thelawhelped save the lives o fmary pets—and pet ownas—dunng Superstonm Sandy.
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Name:

Week 37 Day 3 Date:

BCCS Boys MIT/Stanford

Mid-Unit Quiz

Directions: Read the following literary text and answer the questions that follow.
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In the Middle of the Storm
By Reyna Eisenstark

We knewall aboutit beforeithappened. Everyvone told us it was coming. The schools even closed
early. My mom says that when she was a kid growing up in New York City, school was never closed.
It was a big deal. It was October, 29, 2012, and it was my tenth birthday, but that wasn’t the big
deal. Hurricane Sandy was the big deal. It was going to hit the city. Of course I always knew that
New York was very close to the ocean, but a hurricane coming seemed weird. Hurricanes seemed
like foreign, tropical things, something that happens where it’s hot and humid, where there are
palm trees, places like Florida, not Wew York.

My grandma used to live in Florida and is obsessed with the ocean. She always says that when she
first came to New York, the thing she lowved most was how you could take the subway to the ocean.
She loves taking my sister and me on the subway all the way out to Coney Island. We walk along
the beach, butwe also go to the aguarium. I have to admit the ocean makes me a little nervous, but
I love the aquarium. I love how quiet and dark it is downstairs with the huge tanks of fish. It helps
ease my worries and makes me feel incredibly peaceful. I like to sit in front of the big tanksand
imagine I am a sea creature too, floating serenely along in the calm water, that is, when I'm not
chasing after my sister Janie. Once she ran off by herselfin search of sharks. Luckily, we finally
found her at the octopus tank with her face stuck to the glass like a starfish. She’s sweet, but a little
unpredictable.

My mom and Janie and I live in Brooklyn, not as far out as Coney Island. Welive in a brownstone.
It’s just what it sounds like, a building made out of brown stone. Our whole block is brownstones.
We live on the very top floor, which is the fourth floor. There are two bedrooms. Janie and I share
the bigger room, which isn't really very big. My narrow bed is next to the window, though, and this
suits me just fine. At night, if 'm having trouble sleeping, I can peek under the curtain. I loveto
look at the enormous old trees that line our entire block. These protectors stand with their huge
arms holding evervone on our block. I feel like keep us safe. My mom says that some of the biggest
treeshave been here for over a hundred years. She says they have seen more than we will ever
know. Looking at those big old trees makes me feel peaceful too.

On the morning of October 2g, 2012, I woke up excited. It was my tenth birthday! If it had been a
regular day, I would have gone to school and my mom would have brought in her famous cupcakes;
but school was closed and this made my birthday feel a little more special. Wot only was I getting a
day off for my birthday, but a hurricane was coming too. I was excited, but also a little anxious. My
mom had prepared me a special fruit salad for breakfast, butI had too many butterflies in my
stomach to eat all that much. It's when she flicked on the news that I started getting pretty nervous.
I began asking herlots of questions.
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“Will the stormbe bad?Isit a hurricanelikethekindsthevgetin Florida? Dowe havetoleaveour
apartment? Alot of peopleare leaving!” My mom told us thatwe wouldnt havetoleave, butthat we
would have to stavinsideto be safe. “Safe from what? Are wein real danger?” T kept thinking. My
mom said it would bea severe storm. No one lkmew howstrongit would be, buteveryone was taking
precautions. Peoplewho lived closer to the water werebeing told to evacuatetheirhomes, andthose
who lived farther from the ocean, likeus, weretold to stavindoors. T was glad we could stavin our
apartment, but the excitement for mv birthday was quicklvbeginning to evapaorate.

I don't remember exactlywhenit started, but at some point therain and wind came. It was likea
regularthunderstorm at first. Nothingtoo bad, really. Janie asked mymomto tellus aboutthat ime
that she was waiting for a bus duringhigh school when a reallybad storm started. The wind was so
strong thatsheand her two friendswere being blown around the streetlike loose newspaper. They
ran toanice cream truck parked on thecomerand begged themaninsideto let them comein. They
walted out the storm in theback of the trudk, sneaking sprinkles when theice creamman wasn't
looking. Afterthestory, Janielooked outthewindowandIknew shewanted to go outside. She was
probably wondering whatit would beliketo blowaround likeloosepaperin thewind. Iwasfinenot
knowing.

Then we heard whatsoundedlikean enormous crack Thad neverheard anything soloudin my life.
Itmadeus alljumpand cry out. Thecrackmademethink thattheskyhadactually tomin half! I
was prettysurethatwasn't possible, butI couldn’t imaginewhatthesound was. Andthen, we heard
ahuge crash outside. We rushed to thewindow in thelivingroom that looked out onto our block. A
tree had been nipped out of the ground byvitsroots! Those enormoustrees on ourblock were our
neighbors, our protectors, butnow one of themhadfallen right across thestreet and landedon a
parked blue car. Thecar alarm screeched and screeched. It sounded likethecarwasin agony, crving
out for help. Thesounds from outsideroaredin our ears: thefiercewind, thecrashing trees, the
screaming alarms. Fora while, all wecould do wasstare outsidein amazement. Wedidn'tknow
whose carhad been crushed, butit looked terrifying. Luddly,no one hadbeen outsidewhenthetres
crashed. Andluckily, wedidn'tevenhavea car!

My mom started taking pictures of our block from the
window. She showed us somepictures on her phonefrom
herfriend Miguel. He was driving in Queensnot farfrom
his house. He had driven right upto this bridge when he
had toturm around. Youcould seethewater chuming
underthebridge. No one had expected thewaterlevels to
rise 5o high! The waterwascrashing into people’s houses!
Janie wanted to seemore pictures, butI thinkmymom
saw the worried look on my face. Shesaid, “Nomore P s s i i by Mg € s
picturesrightnow, girls!” and puther phoneaway.
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All of a sudden, wefelta shakingright in our apartment. I screamed, “What’shappening?” We
could see thatthewindowsin the living room were bendingin from the force of the wind, almost
the way cards bend when vou shufflethem. Except that windows arenot supposed to bend.
“Mom!” I shouted. “Are thewindows going to break?” “No, Rosa, of course not!” she shouted back.
ButIcould see she wasjust as scared as I'was.Janie lookedlikeshewantedto get a closerlook.

My mom backed usout of the livingroom into the kitchen. And at thatmoment, allthelightswent
out. JanieandIboth cried out. “Tt’s okay, it’s ockay,” said mymom, huggingus both. “Wejust lost
power! That'sall.” Sheran overto whatshecallsthe “utility drawer.” Tt is full of all sorts of things,
papers andmenus and thingslike that. Ludkily,it alsohad candles, which is what she was looking
for. Shefound thebigbox of matcheswe useforthe stove sometimes and started to light the small
round candles. In themiddle oflightingthem, shesaid tome, “Well! It is vour birthday, after all!
Thisis a good time tohavecandles, don't vouthink?” I smiled at her, butI wasn'tfeeling allthat
happyaboutmy birthday anymore. I kept thinking about the windows. What if they crashedin and
then all thewind andrain cameinto our apartment? I was so glad we lived on thetopfloor. ButT
started worrving about our neighbors. What would happen if their apartments filled with water?
And my grandma, was shesafe? Were her windows bending likecards?

My mom’s phone rangthen, andit wasGrandma. Mom and I had been worried abouther, but
Grandma wastotally fine. Shelivedin a very high apartment buildingin Manhattan. It wasthe
same bullding mymomhad grown upin. Sofar, all thathappened there was that her building had
been shakena bit from thewind. Shestill had power, atleast. My momtook the phone into her
bedroom to talk to Grandma. I followedherto thedoor and heard her say thatshewasn't sureif
she’d havecell servicemuch longer.

When Itumedback around, Janiewas opening our front doorjusta crack. Wasshecrazy? What
was she doing? “Wow!” shesaid, her voice sounding thrilled and excited. “Tt'ssoblackin the
hallway!” Butjustthen oursmallblack cat, Maxine, shot out through the open doorinto the
hallway.“No!"I hissed, butit was too late. Maxinehad neverleft our apartment before. Iwonderif
the darknessandthehowlingwind had frightenedher. Mavbeshewastryving to get awavfrom it
all. But wherewould she go?

The hallwaywas so dark that I could onlvseeMaxine’s eves glowing fora singlesecond. Then she
was gone. Janie immediately started running down the hallway following her. “What are vou doing?
Come backhere!” Iwhispered hoarsely, even though I felt like shouting. I didn't want our mom to
hearme. “We haveto go after Maxine!” called back Janie. I saw her dark shape bobbing down the
blackhallway,andthen she toowas gone. “Janie!"Thissed. Butshedidn'tanswerback.
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I didn’t knowwhatto do. FirstMaxine, and nowJanie was gone! I knew curmomwas goingto be
angry. At first, [ thought I shouldjust go backin andtell herwhathappened. But I didn't wantto get
Janieinto trouble. Shewas ahways getting into trouble. Plus, whatif she went outside? Thad to
catch up withher and bring herback.

I started walking down thehallway, slowly. I thought thatifI could just call Janie back, we could go
backinsideand ourmom couldhelp us findMaxine. ButI didn'tsee Janieanywhere. WhenIfinally
gottothe end of the hallway, Inoticed that someonehad propped openthestairwell. And this
meant thatMaxmemusthaverun downthestairs. And Janiemusthave gonedown afterher. So
now I had to go afterthem both.

I held ontothewall as Imademywaydowntothenext floor. It wasso dark on the staircasethatI
couldn’t even seemy handin front of my face. T could hear the roaring wind from outside. Tt kept
getting louder and louder as I slithered down thestairs alongthewall. OnceI called out, “Janie!”
But the fearin my own voicefrightened me so much that I stoppedimmediately. And of course she
couldn'thearme.

When I got tothe bottom of the staircase, I stopped. Thefront doorwas wideopen. The wind must
have blown it open. Janiewasstanding in thedoorway, looking out. “Janie!” I shouted. She spun
around. looking shocked. Then without saving a word, shejust pointed outside. We both stood there
in the doorway, looking out at the treeripped up byits roots crushing the car, dark water swirling in
the streetin front of us. Could Maxinebeout there? It was too terribleto think about.

Suddenlywe heard ourmom’sfrantic voice. “Girls? Girls!” she shouted. “Are vouhere?” “Mom!” we
shouted. Sheran tous and pushed thedoor closed. “What are youdoing?” she demanded. “You
cannot go out there! Come back upstairs with me!” By then, Janieand I were both crving. “But
Maxine!Maxine!” Janie kept saving. Ourmomhad comeout of her bedroom and searched forusin
our dark apartment. She had run allthewavdownthestairs tofind us.

Ourmom took ourhandsin each of hers and helped us badcup the stairs. Sheledus backinto the
apartment. We wentintomy bedroom and thethree of us sat on mvbed, looking outsideat the
crazy messour streethad become. Thetreebranchesthat had oncelookedlike lovingarmsnow
looked like arms flung everywhich way in confusion. I couldn’t believe I'd ever felt peaceful looking
out of that window.

“T'm sure Maxinedidn’tgo outside,” said Mom. “T'm sure she is hidden somewhere in this building.”
We were so worried aboutMaxine, butwe knew therewasnothing wecould do at thetime. Our gas
stove wasworking, and mymom dedded to make her famous cupcakes by candlelight.
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My mom’s phone stillhad serviceat times, and we checked thenews and looked at pichures. People
had it somuch worsethan wedid. Whatwas a little darkness? At least our apartmentwashigh
above the storm. At leastwe hadn't gotten trapped in our car somewhereneara bridge. At leastthe
ocean hadn'trisenup and burst through our front door.

Mom put birthday candleson the cupcakes when theycameout of the oven, and Imadea wish. I
probably shouldn'tsaywhat thewish was, but of course Iwished that Maxine was safeand that she
would comebadktous.

When it was timeforbed, Irealized I couldn’t possibly sleepnot knowing whereMaxinewas. Qur
mom was in the bathroomwith Janie, who was crying as shebrushed herteeth. She felt theworst
becauseshewastheone whohad let Maxine out. No one blamed her, but shekept crving and crving.
SuddenlyIfelt braver. Mavbeit wasmy birthdaywish orsomething, but IdecidedthenthatThad to
find Maxineon my own. I knew Mom waskeepinga stricteveon Janie. She had given hera stem
lectureaboutrunning after Maxine in the dark. But shewould never expect metoleave the
apartment. Iwouldn'tgo outside, but I wanted to check thehallway oncemore.

[ snuck overto ourfront door, opened it a crack, and peered down thehallway. It wasjustas dark as
ever. Mavbeit was even darker than before. My heart started pounding as I slipped into thehallway.
I startedrunning down thehallin the darkness. I wanted to getit over with assoon as possible.
Suddenly, I saw a pair of glowing eves at the other end of the hall. WasIseeingthings? “Maxine!” I
hissed. SuddenlyIheard a meow in return! The glowing eves ran toward me down the hallway. I
scooped herup andran badk to our apariment. “Mom!”Ishouted. “Maxineis back!”

It took a while, but eventually our block got back to normal. Even so, I felt different somehow.
People camein to clear the dead branches strewn all overthe street. Thecrushed blue carwastowed
away. And our power came back on. My grandma was safe, and thankfullyso was mysister. And
Maxine wasbadk. No one could believe Thad gone out tolook for Maxinein the storm. I could tell
Janie was impressed. Even though mymom scolded me, I kmew shewasmostlyrelieved. And mavbe
alittle bit proud too.

So that was mytenth birthday. Each birthdavsince, I take a look out of mv window atthe enormous
old trees lefton ourblock. I don’treally thinkof them as protectors anvmore, butasfriends. We
survived the storm together. Weare a littlebit older and a littlebit stronger.



1. What is the main idea of the story? Support with at least 2 details from the text. (2

points)

2. Reread Paragraph 4. In this paragraph, the narrator describes her feelings on the morning of
her birthday: “I was excited, but also a little anxious.”

Which word is a synonym to “anxious”? (1 point)

A. Excited
B. Nervous
C. Frustrated
D

Encouraged
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3. What detail from paragraph 4 supports your understanding of the word “anxious” in question
2? (1 point)

4. What kind of a person is Rosa? Use at least 2 quotes from the text to support your
answer. (2 points)
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5. Reread paragraph 2. Reread the sentence, “Luckily, we finally found her at the octopus
tank with her face stuck to the glass like a starfish.” Explain what the phrase, “her face
stuck to the glass like a starfish” literally means. (1 point)

6. Throughout the story, the trees are referred to as “protectors”. For example, in
Paragraph 3 the text says, “These protectors stand with their huge arms holding everyone
on our block.” Which of the following best explains the meaning of this sentence? (1
point)
A. The narrator thinks the trees were planted to protect people on her block.
B. The narrator thinks the trees on her block have arms.

C. The narrator feels like the trees are protecting people on her block.

D. The narrator feels scared of the trees and wants their protection.
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7. Look at the image next to Paragraph 8. Then reread Paragraph 8. How does this photo
add meaning to the narrator’s description? (1 point)

8. How does Hurricane Sandy affect Rose and her family? Support with at least 2 details.
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Name:

Week 37 Day 4 Date:

BCCS Boys

MIT/Stanford

Do Now

1. Think about your researched natural disaster. Where does it occur?

2. How could it impact somebody of your age?

Module 4: Natural Disasters

Standard | W.5.3: Narrative Writing
LEQ How can | use what | have learned about natural disasters in a literary text
Objective | I can plan and draft a piece of realistic fiction involving
natural disaster information.
Assignment | Edlight Graphic Organizer
to Submit
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Your Assignment:

Write a short story from the perspective of a SURVIVOR of your researched natural
disaster.

e first person narrative from a survivor’s point of view
e credible setting for your natural disaster

e credible sequence of events for your natural disaster
e technical vocabulary for your natural disaster

My natural disaster:

Brainstorm appropriate vocabulary:

Additional vocabulary from Expert Group:

40| Page



- -u._..._-..._..._-u._..._-.,._..._-...._H:u._.q.:nznsm"_u:___:}mwux.wu.__nmrnirni

. Story Map = your story developed.

Characters: Setting:

Title:

Author:
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Name:

Week 37 Day 5 Date:

BCCS Boys

MIT/Stanford

Do Now

1. What challenge will your main character face in your story?

2. How will they survive the natural disaster?

Module 4: Natural Disasters

Standard | W.5.3: Narrative Writing
LEQ How can | use what | have learned about natural disasters in a literary
text?
Objective | I can my natural disaster short story.
Assignment | Google Doc
to Submit
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Revision Focus: Setting & Technical Vocabulary
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