Read Like a Writer
from Katie Wood Ray’s Wondrous Words, 1999.

Notice something about the craft of the text.

Noticing writerly things means noticing things that are close to the words, close to
the text. Examples: repetition, word choice, structure of the text. This is different than
responding to readerly things such as “It flows” or “It has great description.”

Talk about it and make a theory about why a writer might use this craft.

Discussing WHY a writer might choose to write something in a certain way helps
students to understand the writing technique. This will, in turn, help them to “untie”
the technique from the text studied and try it in their own writing. It’s fine if the theory
doesn’t match the particular author’s intentions. The point is to examine the possibilities
as to why a writer might craft a piece in a particular way. This gives a strong sense of “I
might write my piece like this, or I could write it like this, or I could try this other thing
in my writing.”

Give the craft a name.

The purpose of naming a technique is to give students a common language with
which they can discuss the craft of writing. If we have a name for something, we’re
more likely to remember it and to use it with our own work. If students notice a craft
that has a name - such as alliteration, metaphor, etc. - use that. If not, then the class can
invent a name. The class will know what it means and can add it to the class pot of
“things we can try.”

Think of other texts you know. Have you seen this craft before?

The same wonderful ways to craft writing can be found in many books. As students
are on the “lookout” for crafting techniques, they will notice this. Such ways of writing
are not owned by particular authors, but are the domain of all writers. This helps
students to understand that it’s not “copying” to use writing strategies, that writers
learn from each other. To seek out books that are crafted like books they already know
helps students to make connections between authors and to read for voice and style as
well as story.

Envision this crafting in your own writing.

The most important step. Students with their own drafts, about their own topics,
think about, imagine, how this particular crafting strategy might work in their own
draft. They “try them on” for size, talking out how a crafting technique might work
with their draft. We can help them by making statements such as, “So if I'm writing and
I want to , then I can use this technique.” This helps students to make sense of
WHY writers might choose certain techniques, why certain techniques make sense for
certain types of writing. With envisioning, it makes sense to help students by “writing
in the air” / “writing out loud” for them, so that they can hear the sound of the crafting
technique in their own draft. This step will ideally give students the feeling of so many
possibilities for their draft.
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Some Harsh Sentences Prove Unjust

By Leonard Pitts Jr. |pitts@MiamiHerald.com
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Gamers To the End

Rick Reilly
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B opeinmg You up for a challeng |
lme - he'tl have % back +thia vp with
asuwal ' _ _ . ewndene
play fiml I'm going to tell you about five young Americans at the peak of their athletic lives.
- ive li ' very epecific fasK
— d?r?s to guess how all five lives came together in the past rr.lonth. Y F’f'
azﬂf One. As usual, Elizabeth Loncki is acting very unladylike, just the way she likes  adj. -
50,\/,_-,: it. It's 2001, she’s 18 and she’s challenging her dad to do a push-up contest. He just did ;:ml
g : 50, but now Elizabeth’s hitting 51.
""z He could've done 100, and she would've done 101. That’s how she is. A5’5”
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Energizer Bunny, she’s the furnace that heats the volleyball team at Padua Academy in  guhiete
Wilmington, Del. She’s the darling of the weight room wherever she works out, spotting

guys twice her size.

She also reads to shut-ins and runs errands for seniors. And seems like twice a ":_‘:el_ o€
week, she'll get up early so she can get balloons for somebody at school. Just don't try her
. calling her “sweet.”
.4:539 Two) Brian (Cap’n) Freeman is about to become one of the best in the world at
(f:;;;f_g something he never thought he'd even try--bobsledding. e “peak" 7
;-:-m A burly brakeman from the virtually snowless town of Temecula, Calif., Freeman
olr:ll%/\gc l digs in, grunts and pushes the U.S. to a bronze medal at the 2002 America’s Cup in bﬁ;“,-,
als0 Lake Placid, N.Y. But Freeman isn't just the piston for his sled team, he’s also MI m,fas+
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W of it--willing to push for drivers other than his own,just to give them a chance to develop m?ﬁw
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Keep with a few more runs. “A total team guy,” says Steven Holcomb, the current World Cup
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pece bobsled points leader. “| wouldn't be where | am today without Brian. evidence creaipility
gng Three. If you'd been there when Shawn Falter was a toddler, with those massive
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braces on both legs, you wouldn’t believe what you're seeing now, as the senior leads
his 1998-99 Homer (N.Y.) High basketball team. No longer pigeon-toed, he’s blocking

s Pcali: ( shots, rebounding like a man on a caffeine drip, scoring when it's needed and setting up

b{nm teammates the rest of the time. Impa e fone I
e ighr, play fid - makes us smile
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That'’s nothing. You should see him on the football field, scoring TDs at tight end

danve and trying to decapitate receivers at safety. And all the while being skinnier than a one-
foved ion e than asiches

play fnd “All heart,” marvels Jeff Tabel, who was his hoops coach. “Born to lead.”
ﬁFﬁgf\“ Four. Luis Castillo isn’t just a good wrestler, he’s the captain of the 2003-04 team

hdr:‘;?m at Mattawan (Mich.) High. Wait! He’s not just the captain, he’s the winner of the team’s
i

i i b toall, heope, volleyball, Anr . 2 )
pprg"wg. leadership award. ot footioall, | Af&g y agam- bigger than ‘gamers 153"

&‘rjwcn And wrestling is only where it starts. He's a break-dancing, bungee-jumping,  adverhure
: W seeker
joke-telling machine in a crew cut. “The all-American kid,” the grown-ups call him. And it

makes you wonder: How many people know he was born in Mexico? who g;fpfgfw

Five. It's 2000, and 17-year-old Jason Corbett takes his mark at the ancient
Panathenaic Stadium in Athens. The timer is ready and--bang!--Corbett’s off. Of course,
there is no official time for his run because there’s nobody in the stands and it’s his

[ Yon diverg ity m ome tvwng +
buddy holding the watch. ye+ another sport ﬁom (bty‘on g ;‘ "& WEa) miereed

He’s not in a track meet, he’s on a trip with some Casper, Wyo., high school

classmates. But, hey, that’s not going to stop Corbett from running or having a good
time. Nothing stops Corbett. He swallows life whole--track, snowboarding, fly-fishing

More
divereity  and hunting. The kids has all the warning signs of a thrillaholic and loves anything to do
in

[4
ﬂﬂm with the outdoors. Maybe that’s why he ended up in the only place big enough for him:
Alaska.
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So what do these five athletes have in common?/They were all killed in lraq =~ WAk

during a two-week period in January. Taﬂw
- Air Force Senior Airman Loncki, 23, was killed by a car bomb near Al- readvy ?
p:xl;&l\ " Mahmudiya.
M e Army Captain Freeman, 31, was killed by insurgents disguised as American
ﬁ%""*@ soldiers in Karbala.
A Army Private First Class Falter, 25, died as a result of that same ambush.
Pmm‘m 99 Marine Lance Corporal Castillo, 20, died from wounds suffered while on patrol in
emfl” Al Anbar province.

Vst #e Facke - burwe hold Hhe peraon vehind each me in our heads - we
rememoey IMagca fom #e Fvs+ WalF o Hhe egoay -



Army Specialist Corbett, 23, died on injuries from small-arms fire suffered while

on patrol in Karmah. e Hhan aliletics
ik ”~
Tm“f""’w};‘e Five athletes. Five futures. All gone.
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fatare, Five of 84 Americans killed from New Year’s Day through Sunday. Five of 3,084
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reality. Athletes love teams, and when they run out of sports teams they sometimes join

bigger teams, ones with Humvees for huddles and tombstones for trophies and coaches
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The sky was clouded and the air slightly cool. I approached the batter’s box, €

bat on my shoulder. My heart was pounding against my chest, seemingly trying to

(':::( O‘Ff break through. Drops of sweat streamed down my face, tickling my cheeks, and my
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By Rick Reilly

Since this is my
first column for
The Magazine, |
figure I should
introduce myself.
And maybe the
best way to tell
you who [ am is
to tell you abou
my dad, Jack” He
was an Irish
' tenor, a yarn
Jﬂ:\épinner, a
A% songwriter, a
father of four, a
crack golfer and a_
first-class drunk.
: top oF e cluss
ﬁ(‘,‘{&s kipds,@
Y blamed golf. We
oY/ thought the game
0/( ,made him meaner
&M than a dyspeptic rattler, We were sure it was more important than we were, or why was he never around? _
t y More than odre he asked me, "What grade are you in again?" ) ghowing detzil. NoHte Wa - o {":,:Z/
LA ot suye whar thiz meavs — latt psier - 7vke w/o wavning —dead | o
¢» VHe'd always come home drunk from golf, except for the times he'd come home dripping drunk. Then he'd be
looking to bust something, maybe a lamp, maybe somebody's noseymy mom's, once.)To this day, the sound
of spikes on cement sends a shot of ice through jme. That was him comihg up the sidewalk. \ 4o i Kvio
Mucih beww M S AT rea”\, Sea whar +hie rmecans
In alcoholic families, the youngest kid bccomemmﬁcot. That was me. I became the funny one, comic W
relief(third-grade yaudeville—anything to keep the furnituze where it was. When he'd eventually stagger " .
into bed{the rat in my stoma;h wolld %nally stop gna@\ Thisclavm- 2L measure v Wﬁldé“;\'qm
what a phiase Awae fear A9 A M WIS f-— FESK iV, eXamples
When I was about 10 or 11, I started working through the thing backward. If | could play golf with him,

maybe I could keep him from drinking. I'd be the hero! So I started asking him to take me. He did once, but
y fear of him was so paralyzing that any instruction‘(: gave sounded like a shotgun in my ear. After about

(, fne phote & ten hio name dvaw me clos€r 16 tne ruiq e

0

three holes, I stormed off the course in tears and waitey in the car.
4v-4-b Wopez ¢ drearr -
{f]reaM(Ss — Solve adunr
probleims - SAVE dhe dewy—

1, rememlagr gl of my owvl Hreoview .

http://sports.espn.go.coin/espn/print?lid=3422420&type=story
1 remenmlzey” 4z as vyetl.
g wats 5o abaid oF rage.
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[ didn't play again until high school. I did it partly’to understand what was's Wonde ul about ;\game that

would keep a man from coming to his kids"games and piano recitals and birthday parties. 1 wondered 4w .

vhy ? lessons
And I wato find out it wasn't the Titleist clubs that made him so ;rl{an, it was the Canadian Clubs. It
was the whiskey. Golf was this green-and-blue launching pad for(fittle white rockets)Golf taught me the
lessons my dad never did, including the best on€)You play life where it lies. You hit it there. You play it
from there. Nobody threw you a nasty curve or forgot to block the defensive end. 1 learned that my mistakes
were mine alone, not/ﬂy boss', not the cop's angl as much as | hated to admit it, @ot my dad's) #

yo oller sporte? Why 7 here come= e best e, wen the st
And then one day, out of the blue, maybe 2\5 years ago, my dad went to one AA meeting and quit. Never

had a drop after that. WNE WAS 29, sheez. 1fonly.

(It was five more years before I finally believed iD Then I invited him to the Masters. He was 70, I was 30.
And it was on that two-and-a-half-hour ride from Atlanta to Augusta that(we finally met,) m’g}wm
Now ) believe he Wwiowe Hhig tervitow . . 0¥ 25+

He told mc how he drank and fought to get the attention of his distant father, how he'd kept jo 7
from us that he'd been married before, and(how sorry hie wasto have let his family grow up while he was - l’
holding down the 19th hole with his elbows. - - S fvA v . e
g o) S 0 W WA R
He apologized and cried. I forgave him and cried. I never dreamed 1-20 could be that emotional. +_Ine MAsco v
PAATEL sdnohare e noes.
Suddenly he understood. He went home to Boulder, Colo., and apologized to my mom and my brother and
two sisters. They finally got to tell him how much he hurt them. He wrote us a poem about his love for us
and higShamegnd why nobody would cry the day he died. I I
N dars A powerfa) word a poem .

It took a lot of guts and a lot of courage, and @nly lousy part)was that it came so late. By the time I saw
him for who he was—a strong man who took most of a lifetime to understand his crushing weakness—I
was ears deep into my own family and career. So we didn't play much golf together before the warranty on
his heart started to expire. I never got to really see the swing that won all those trophies. By then, the only

r time he used his putter was as a cane. tommon Hdheme - wmilezed oppermnines

meﬁ»,l but new —§ seviouns
(Two months ago, on the final night of his life) I sat alone in a chair next to his hospice bed, holding his

hand and a box of Kleenex and proving how wrong poems can be sometimes. % held kg;y dad's hand

50 e grievirg 1 av hie J AR BuUr 1
As I fooked at him, I realized that for better and worse(the'd shaped me)1 think I'm a good father borne of
his rotten example. I'm a(Storytellerput of(Surviving him)I'm a man with more flaws than a 1986 Yugo, but
I try to own up to them, because a very good Irish tenor showed me how.

Aidnv
And that's what I call@ very good save) 189’ @@L&Hi - di d:’yv;m e
20 simnple-=parse — He nailed i+ here. Wim 10 fze| bad.
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read 4 react, avwnotates

FENCES

Fences never stopped me.

grecir couples ¢ pavellels
<o YA Wood slat, chain link, barbed wire -- it made no difference: fences were my trusted
!gmx fmal companions. They were my step ladders, my playground equipment, my launching - Maiz vﬁ?leé I
bt simple,  pads. As a fearless six year old, I knew nothing ofDarriers andBoundaries and®brders. I form<
conete knew(trampolines and/tyapezes and(tpee forts. Fences existed for my entertainment and
Zvﬁ:‘; g recreation, enhancing rather than enclosing my expanding existence. I had never met a

m% fence I had not(grawled or(dlimbed or(@nquered.
wterfere

wia WY Thatis, until fences became deadly. iz one eerrience TP here — justrign¥.

ejoymeny. pvd i echoee the frst sentence — an ldeﬁa-
3 st ExXposi it
My world without limits started to collapse the day my mother warned me aboutanew 9, x4 17 -
kind of fence, one with electric current surging through its wires. “These electric fences e =
no+ne
ﬂlp]dm are very dangerous, David,” she said, looking me the eyes. “If you ever touch ” jdea .
‘FUE one, it can kill you.”
e
A It could not be true. Beyond the occasional splinter or scratch, I believed fences to be
voile 46 o i ; cnildlive
p mnge utterly harmless. They were nothing like scary monsters or speeding cars or thatblue § \oicz erz -
Hne stuff in the bottle under the sink — those were the dangerous things. Fences were Hﬁﬂf ng ——
NAYYAYS  entirely different. Fences were my friends. cErminty
dominance
of e

piece vp  For weeks my mother’s words haunted me, hovering around me as I played near my Tece are

wvil - ! Skl 4 g A4ll i
oy house, making me suddenly cautious and hesitant in the world I had previously roamed ~ “’ 'é'; 4.

imperiously. She had said that if you listened carefully, you could tell an electric fence weighty
because it made a humming sound. Instead of leaping ferociously onto fences as I once iw e .

had, I would stand paralyzed near any suspicious barrier, holding my breath and
resona¥e5  listening for thequiet hum of death. I never thought I heard the hum, but I usually

M“;gm' backed away from the fences carefully rather than taking a chance; after all, dying

huvn of 4h€  seemed to be about the worst thing that could happen to you.

oopiial . childlike volce—~
Mvifo oty _ weems 0 Playsaly challenge Momn

147!
+aking e As the days passed and I failed to discover even one certified death fence, I regained

‘fii:m':ﬁ some of my old adventurousness. Some days I would forget my mother’s warning




entirely, pouncing eagerly on anything that stood in my path. But as any parent will

attest, you should never forget your mother’s advice. ~ Alnwsr like Haar hunimn
retrne here ... Haav ominous
tone of fFresihadow

yeav One(sveaty (shmmer day Ileft my mother’s words behind as my best friend Paul and I
ggﬁxh'(c walked out of my backyard and across the corn field that stretched toward the
Ly fﬂl’ﬂ mountains. Paul was always an eager accomplice, and we had watched as the field
became more and more alluring as the corn grew higher and higher. That day it was 9{
- o children ,
nearly up to our shoulders as we darted in and out of the rows, hiding from and vF Hhe
and catching each other, moving farther and farther from my house. As our spontaneous a-dW’V
-F;P:}‘;ﬂﬂf game of tag became more competilive I discovered a successful strategy to avoid being -H/J ,gﬁ
fardher caught. I would duck my head and cross over several rows of corn before dashing full Knowws
’ﬁy‘gp speed down(a corn corridor) never lifting my head above shoulder level as I ran. Certain :; :/:fr;
Inﬂwm&e/, I had left Paul far behind, I felt the giddy thrill of v1ct0ry as I flew through the stalks and X fjﬁj} ;
oy doeo.
Inever saw it coming. Whav a line. One sentence— all prepavanion .
It was only two wires, one at my ankles, one at my chest. By the time I saw the top wire -
- too late! - grabbing onto it seemed my only option, a reflex more than a decision. But
before I could vault over the almost invisible line, I felt a shocking surge, a surging
v f% shock. My entire body froze, my hands gripping the wire in an involuntary contraction.
wa% a And then my body recoiled, falling back into the field of corn and dirt. A low hum hung 1 love
Qe . : A S Hhar Hhig
A0 WM = in the air. Shock waves raced through my veins, and my brain registered the mogt) i
@mbl@uth. I had®puched an eleic fence. I was going to die. U,f;fj,” 5
A ¥ sund repedted iz like a wenes of wini jolty s
Paul found me lying on the ground, a mass of despair. I could not hold back the sobs, 10 ld i~
but I could not find the words to tell my friend that I was going to die. I ran wildly l:o\:f Ia:c
4 :‘vaorz«n ppey— toward my house, husks slapping my skin and tears blurring my vision. When I threw r&pﬂﬁgg
‘ open the back patio door, I wanted my mother to rush to me and scoop me up in her i
ﬂ] dd Y arms, holding me as the world faded to black around me. I wanted to tell her that I
uUW

hadn’t meant to touch the electric fence, that I was afraid to die. But there was no one to
witness my agony and distress; I stood alone in the silent house, listening to my
breathing become slower and slower. Then I heard the low whisper of music coming different

Han Hhe
from my mother’s basement sewing room, but I no longer wanted her comfort or low hum
protection. A realization rose within me: I would need to face my death alone, with aveNe

bravery and strength, like my heroes on movies and television. ) childish

voice agﬂlﬂ



The
co
e

children-

Resolved to die like a man, I retreated miserably but noiselessly to my bedroom. I sat on
the edge of my bed, trying to feel the beginning stages of death in my body. My foot felt

numb — is that how it starts? Then a tingling in my arm — is that what’s next? I was sure

my pulse was weakening. I knew I could not lie down, because if I fell asleep, I would
never wake up. And who wants to die without even knowing it? I propped myself
against the wall next to my bed and tried to feel the clock ticking inside me: would I
make it to dinner, which was still several hours away?

The knock on my door jolted me back into awareness, and I looked frantically at the
clock on my nightstand. It was 5:30. Had I fallen asleep? Or was I almost dead? My
mother’s voice asked me where I had been, told me that dinner was ready. I mumbled
that I was coming, and she retreated to the kitchen. I felt my limbs, my lungs, my heart -
I'knew I didn’t have much longer to live. I thought about how awful it would be to die
at dinner, food on my plate and my parents watching on in horror. Would I slump
slowly to the floor, my parents sitting helplessly as I waved my napkin in a final
surrender? Would my face suddenly pitch forward into my meatloaf and mashed
potatoes as my parents gasped in disbelief? I decided I couldn’t face such an undignified
conclusion. So I stayed in my room, thinking I might die before they came to call me a
second time, which would save all of us the pain and sadness of a(dgath at(dinner.

But when my mother knocked at my door again, I began to cry out loud, and she heard
me. She rushed into my room, putting her hands on my shoulders and asking me what
was wrong. I didn’t want to tell her — I didn’t want her to be mad at me for touching

the fence, I didn’t want her to be sad that I was going to die -- but her voice was so warm
and nice, and she was my mother, after all. So I told her everything - that I touched an
electric fence even though she told me it could kill me, that I could feel(death coursing
through my bo@y, that I@dn’t want to{die at(@nner. She started making a sound that I
thought was crying, and I saw tears in her eyes. But then I realized she wasn’t crying at
all -- she was laughing. And I didn’t see why me dying was all so very funny, so I
started crying even more. . :

And then I heard her saying the same words, over and over again. “David, you are not |
going to die.” What she was saying.sounded impossible, and I reminded her that she
had said touching an electric fence would kill you.



“It would have killed you right away, honey,” she assured me, holding my head against

her shoulder and stroking my hair. “It can only kill you while you are touching the

fence.” 4 likt Hhiy mother- -
i wfam 9he woe lamghfnﬂ 1 didn¥ even MMgh s underzteod her.

It took even more convincing before I mostly believed that I wasn’t going to die that

J‘g’,“ﬁm e night. Hours later, stuffed with@eatloaband potatoes, I was still afraid to let myself fall
Wy V7 asleep. I lay in bed, feeling for even the slightest spark inside me, convinced I could

Y
V;V\nd% -#ne  defeat sleep just that one time.

reader V.
experien? ;
And then it was morning, the(Sun§treaming through the@ack in my(curtains. I was

(@wake and@live, but somehow my life would never be the same. More fences were whar

Lm waiting out there, some of them humming with danger, and I would never roam the fg;] r‘?
Pk;gwi | world so freely again. Wwalih
Ve our ere
the' opecific o vis 7
% the _ wha do we
ﬂm David Rowe tear mighv
. sp vy st ag
we're geth
chse % &)
Achigvin
Somethiing
grem- 7

whav do 1 worce fhar 14 covid dvy in
Wiy owWn wrving 2 or 4 wanr £ pay more adtenidon o ?
-Allireraon
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. a child2 authenine ol
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underaands Vig fear - #hen Yell % zom pask Hne
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