Choose one short story from the choices below.
You can find the complete short stories posted
www.callthewriter.com
For Monday, write a 2-3 page reader’s response. Your response
should be ‘creative.” You could write:

e Your own short story e Adialogue

o Areview * Ajournal entry

o Aletter to a friend

Sherman Alexie (1966- ) This is what it means to say Phoenix, Arizona
Just after Victor lost his job at the Bureau of Indian Affairs, he also found out
that his father had die of a heart attack in Phoenix, Arizona. Victor hadn’t seen
his father in a few years, only talked to him on the telephone once or twice, but
there still was a genetic pain, which was soon to be pain as real and
immediate as a broken bone.

Rick Bass (1958- ) The Hermit’s Story

An ice storm, following seven days of snow; the vast field and drifts of snow
turning to sheets of glazed ice that shine and shimmer blue in the moonlight,
as if the color is being fabricated not by the bending and absorption of light but
by some chemical reaction within the glossy ice; as if the source of all
blueness lies somewhere up here in the north—the core of it beneath one of
those frozen fields; as if blue is a thing that emerges, in some parts of the
world, from the soil itself, after the sun goes down.

Gabriel Garcia Marquez (1928- )The Handsomest Drowned Man In The
World

The first children who saw the dark and slinky bulge approaching through the
sea let themselves think it was an enemy ship. Then they saw it had no flags
or masts and they thought it was a whale. But when it washed up on the
beach, they removed the clumps of seaweed, the jellyfish tentacles, and the
remains of fish and flotsam, and only then did they see that it was a drowned
man.

Stephen King (1947- ) The Man in the Black Suit

| am now a very old man and this is something that happened to me when |
was very young—only nine years old. It was 1914, the summer after my
brother, Dan, died in the west field and not long before America got in the First
World War. I've never told anyone about what happened at the fork in the
stream that day, and | never will. I've decided to write it down, though, in this
book, which | will leave on the table beside my bed. | can’t write long, because
my hands shake so these days and | have next to no strength, but | don’t think
it will take long.

Jack London (1876-1916) To Build A Fire

Day had broken cold and grey, exceedingly cold and grey, when the man
turned aside from the main Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, where
a dim and little-travelled trail led eastward through the fat spruce timberland. It
was a steep bank, and he paused for breath at the top, excusing the act to
himself by looking at his watch. It was nine o’clock. There was no sun nor hint
of sun, though there was not a cloud in the sky. It was a clear day, and yet
there seemed an intangible pall over the face of things, a subtle gloom that
made the day dark, and that was due to the absence of sun. This fact did not
worry the man. He was used to the lack of sun. It had been days since he
had seen the sun, and he knew that a few more days must pass before that
cheerful orb, due south, would just peep above the skyline and dip immediately
from view.

O. Henry (1862-1910)The Gift of the Magi

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in
pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and
the vegetable man and the butcher until one's cheeks burned with the silent
imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times Della
counted it. One dollar and eighty- seven cents. And the next day would be
Christmas.

Kurt Vonnegut (1922 —2007) Harrison Bergeron

THE YEAR WAS 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren’t only
equal before God and the law. They were equal every which way. Nobody was
smarter than anybody else. Nobody was better looking than anybody else.
Nobody was stronger or quicker than anybody else. All this equality was due to
the 211th, 212th, and 213th Amendments to the Constitution, and to the
unceasing vigilance of agents of the United States Handicapper General.

Flannery O’Connor (1925-1964) A Good Man Is Hard to Find

The grandmother didn’t want to go to Florida. She wanted to visit some of her
connections in east Tennessee and she was seizing at every chance to
change Bailey’s mind. Bailey was the son she lived with, her only boy. He
was sitting on the edge of his chair at the table, bent over the orange sports
section of the Journal. “Now look here, Bailey,” she said, “See here, read this,”
and she stood with one hand on her thin hip and the other rattling the
newspaper at his bald head. “Here this fellow that call himself The Misfit is
aloose from the Federal Pen and header toward Florida and you read here
what it says he did to these people. Just you read it. | wouldn’t take my
children in any direction with a criminal like that aloose in it. | couldn’t’ answer
to my conscience if | did.”
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