name ___________________________
Short Story Assignment:

Genre: Write a short story of historical fiction.  

Research: After you have chosen a time period, research to find a minimum of eight artifacts that you will embed in your story.  

Elements of Literature #1- setting: Be sure time and place are evident in your story.  There should be no doubt.
Elements of literature #2 -characterization: Be sure your protagonist develops through the course of the story.  Characterize him/her using the graphic organizer provided.

Elements of literature #3 -conflict + climax + resolution = theme: Be sure that the conflict, climax and resolution point to your theme.  Your theme should not be stated.  Be prepared to defend your theme by tying the conflict and climax to it.  
Figurative Language:  Provide a minimum of three examples of metaphor, simile, personification, hyperbole…  

Style: Be sure to use dialogue.

Tone: Be sure your tone is consistent throughout the whole piece. Be able to defend yourself by choosing words from your story that prove evidence of your stated tone.

Vocabulary: Change a minimum of six words in your draft after the thesaurus 

· You must turn in a minimum of two drafts, an outline, and a brainstorming activity.

· You will be graded using the 6-traits of writing rubric
· You will be graded on whether you embedded all of the above criteria. 
Below is my draft / model of the assignment.
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period 2
The Gift


Jack McClintock slipped through the trees like one of the Pawnee braves he’d read about as a child.  He had been through the woods on this mountain hundreds of times, first playing “Kaiser and Dough Boy” with his friends Charley and Fred (until Freddy had died of the consumption), and later, after his father gave him the German Mauser he’d stripped off a dead soldier in the Great War, he’d learned to hunt these trails.  The rifle tipped forward in John’s hand as he moved silently toward the wolf.


A gray hawk screeched in the distance. The branches of huge birch trees reached out toward the bird like hungry hands.  Jack carefully picked his way through the underbrush.  Though he’d never actually found the wolf’s den he knew it was nearby; he’d spotted the wolf three time last winter snaking through the trees, or skulking near the edge of the stand.  John sniffed: pine, decay, bark, warm green leaves.  The breeze rustled the treetops; robins tooted their flutes, keeping ever-watchful eyes on the hawk overhead.  He settled down quietly at the base of a large oak.  This was the spot, he told himself.  Jack propped the Mauser next to the tree-trunk within easy reach, and slipped off his pack to use as a pillow to support his lower-back.  Soon his stomach growled.  Jack unsnapped the pack and rooted around for one of the Granny Smith apples.  His fingers brushed something loose on the bottom.  He pinched it and discovered a wrinkled, yellowed note between his fingers.  Before Jack unfolded the paper, before he recognized the awkward handwriting, he closed his eyes, remembering.

“…c’mon Jackyboy. Her name is Valerie and she’s been crying,” Rebecca pleaded. John was silent.  “C’mon, you know you’ve got to get out sometime yourself, and Valerie needs someone right now.  She won’t tell me what they fought about, but I’ve never seen her like this—she’s always happy.”  Rebecca paused on the phone.  “So what do you say Jackyboy? You want to be her date tonight—just to keep her company?”


“Okay, Okay.  Jeez,” he muttered under his breath. “Meet me at Claude’s house after the fireside chat. He’s throwing a wing-ding.”  Jack hung up the phone.  He didn’t have much time; Roosevelt was droning on about planting trees or something, but the president was about to wrap it up for the night.  Jack threw on one of his favorite shirts, the dark blue one that his sister Rebecca said reminded her of one she’d seen seen Clark Gable wear, and jumped into the powder-blue Duisenberg he washed and waxed every Saturday, and threw the gearshift into drive.


It didn’t take long.  Every time Valerie pirouetted on the dance floor she locked her flashing eyes on him, only releasing him at the very last second to finish her spin.  Later on that night, while they took a breather outside in the night air, she confessed that she loved her boyfriend Jason, that the fight they were having was silly and only temporary.  She told him they were going to be married.  Valerie flipped a sandy ponytail over one shoulder as she spoke.  Jack listened obediently and believed her.  But the next day he waltzed into Block National Bank and stood in the line where Valerie was a teller, and waited his turn.  Jack was confident and funny, and Valerie secretly watched him as he left the bank.  He pursued her, and soon they were inseparable.  The breakup with Jason was difficult; when she cried Valerie held onto John and he kissed her tears.  On the first Sunday of spring Valerie baked biscuits for him, and later, after sharing an ice cream soda at The Hello Diner, they raced each other down Long Street.  When Jack finally caught her she squealed with delight, locking her fingers in his.  The next Saturday night they met at the old State Theater and she curled up beside him to watch “Gone with the Wind.”  She giggled and kissed his cheek when Rhett Butler carried Scarlet up that long staircase.  By the summer Valerie seemed distracted, restless; she daydreamed sometimes when Jack was talking to her.  By the autumn she began disappearing.  Once, after a particularly long absence, he decided to track her down and fire back.  The powder-blue Duisenberg, now dull from neglect, rolled up to The Hello. Valerie sat in a booth, sipping on a vanilla malted milk shake.  She flipped her ponytail when she saw him. He sauntered over, standing above her.   

“Don’t you think…don’t you have…don’t you live by any principles?”  

Valerie slipped out of the booth, turned her back, dropped a dime in the juke box, and began humming along to a Johnny Mercer tune.  

“Well, good then,” he sneered.  Jack instinctually knew that Valerie was untamable, like a wild Palomino pony.  She no longer cooked for him, or raced him down Long Street, and before winter set in Valerie had packed up and moved to Chicago—something about a boy who played hot trumpet.  

It was a few months later that Jack walked out of Weston’s Hardware with a new Craftsman socket set, ordered from the Sears catalog, before he realized he’d left his wallet on the counter.  No one was in the store except a young man behind the cash register.  The clerk sported a clean apron over his clothes, broad shoulders and a shock of thick black hair.  He stared at Jack with round, dark eyes as he snatched the wallet off the counter.  

“Almost forgot this.” 

“Yeah,” the man muttered as he stared at Jack. 

He thought that the billfold might have been tampered with.  When he walked outside Jack quickly rifled through the wallet to make sure his money was still there.  He found a piece of paper folded up next to his dollar bills.  As he walked down the street he read the note, scrawled in a quick, sloppy hand:

You stole her from me.  We got in a fight, and the 

next thing she’s with you. I don’t know you but I always 

hated you.


The wolf appeared on the perimeter just where Jack thought it would be. The note slipped from his hand as he slowly, painstakingly reached for his rifle, trying not to give himself away with any sudden movement.  The Mauser felt good in his hands; the weight and smooth finish of the stock helped to steady him.  Jack’s heart was pumping.  He aimed at the wolf’s head.  He laid his finger on the trigger and held his breath.  The wolf stood still as a statue.  Suddenly Jack lowered the barrel—then raised it and snarled—then again lowered the barrel.  The wolf’s ears suddenly pricked and he bolted, disappearing behind a knoll.  Jack breathed out slowly and stood.  He slid the pack over his shoulders and carried the rifle, the barrel pointed forward in his hand, as he headed out of the trees.  

“Well, good,” he said to himself, or perhaps to the sky.

The hawk cried out.  A wind came up and blew the yellowed note, written in a quick, sloppy hand, deeper into the woods.  

