
“Short Story HW #3”       ADV 

The answers to this should be written in your notebook using the title listed above and today’s date. 
Choose just ONE of the following options for your homework.  Label which option you choose.  Each EXTRA option 

you choose to do does gain you THREE B POINTS.  Doing all 12 questions in option 1 earns one extra  B point. 

Option ONE:   ANSWER THE QUESTIONS 

Answer any TEN of the following TWELVE questions using complete sentences. 
CHARLES 
1. Explain WHY Larry would have made the decision he did in creating “Charles”. 
2.  What foreshadowing clues in the story pointed to Larry really being Charles? 
3.  What would be the best example of the story for CLIMAX? 
4.  How does this story demonstrate IRONY? 
5.   Describe the character of Larry. 
6.   What is the best INternal conflict and why is it important? 
CHEERLEADER NON-FICTION 
7. What are TWO FACTS the author uses to prove cheerleading is a sport? 
8. What is an example of AN OPINION in the article? 
MAGIC LENS 
9. Give an example of a sentence correctly using a CONJUNCTION. 
10. Give an example of a sentence correctly using a TWO different PRONOUNS. 
THE LANDLADY 
11. Describe how FORESHADOWING worked in this story and how it helped us. 
12. How does this story demonstrate IRONY? 

 

Option TWO:   ALPHABET PHRASE HW 

 You need to USE the following TEN letters of the alphabet for this assignment  
P-O-I-S-O-N—L-I-A-R.  Use only these TEN letters, and in that order.  Each letter will BEGIN a phrase that 
DESCRIBES one of the STORIES we read.  If you have trouble, then make the letter in the middle of the 
word.  That’s ok. 
 Each PHRASE (you don’t need complete sentences, just COMPLETE THOUGHTS) must have no 
FEWER than 6 words (this is where most kids will mess up), and NO MORE than 10 words. 

You need to come up with COMPLETE IDEA phrases describing the stories listed below.   Each 
story you use MUST have at least THREE LINES written about it.   Use the stories listed below this. 
NUMBER and LABEL each one you do, so we 
know which stories each line refers to. 
Examples: 
1. A person thinks that they are unpopular 
2. Banishing them is what the populars will do 
3. Can little girls find happiness at the beach? 

1. THE LANDLADY 
2. CHARLES 
3. CHEERLEADER NONFICTION 
 
 

 

Option three:  TAPE IN YOUR QUIZ 

If you score a 23 or higher on Short Story Quiz 3, then you may choose to just tape that quiz in 
to your notebook on the Short Story HW page instead of answering questions.  Use at least FOUR 
pieces of clear tape and the tape must be on the four corners.  You may NOT use glue, duct tape 
or any other adhesive.  You must have your OWN tape for this.  Borrowing = getting banned.  :-/ 

If you choose this option and forget to do it by the due date, then the homework is considered 
late and this option becomes VOID. 
 

Option FOUR:  SEVEN ELEMENTS 

You may use EITHER the THE LANDLADY story or the CHARLES story for this, BUT you must pick ONE 
and stick with it for ALL elements.  You may NOT use any other story we have read. 

There are NINE PARTS to this option.  You MUST use COMPLETE SENTENCES. 
1. Explain TWO characters and why they are 

important. 
2. Explain TWO important parts of the 

setting. 
3. Briefly explain the plot in two sentences. 
4. Explain the Point of View for the story. 

5. Explain a THEME that would work well for it. 
6. Explain an IMPORTANT INternal conflict. 
7. Explain why the EXternal conflict is important 

here 
8. Explain the CLIMAX of the story. 
9. Explain ONE OTHER Plot Mountain part of the 

story. 



CHARLES  
by Shirley Jackson 
 

 The day my son Larry started kindergarten he refused to wear any little kid clothes and would only wear blue jeans with a belt; I watched him 
go off the first morning with the older girl next door, seeing clearly that an era of my life was ended, my sweet-voiced nursery-school tot replaced 
by a long-trousered, swaggering character who forgot to stop at the corner and wave good-bye to me. 
 He came running home the same way, the front door slamming open, his cap on the floor, and his voice suddenly shouting, “Isn’t anybody 
here?” 
 At lunch he spoke insultingly to his father, spilled his baby sister’s milk, and remarked that his teacher said we were not to curse at school. 
 “How was school today?” I asked, elaborately casual. 
 “All right,” he said. 
 “Did you learn anything?” his father asked. 
 Larry regarded his father coldly. “I didn’t learn nothing,” he said. 
 “Anything,” I said. “Didn’t learn anything.” 
 “The teacher spanked a boy, though,” Larry said, addressing his bread and butter. “For being sassy,” he added, with his mouth full. 
 “What did he do?” I asked. “Who was it?” 
 Larry thought. “It was Charles,” he said. “He was sassy. The teacher spanked him and made him stand in the corner. He was awfully sassy.” 
 “What did he do?” I asked again, but Larry slid off his chair, took a cookie, and left, while his father was still saying, “See here, young man.” 
 The next day Larry remarked at lunch, as soon as he sat down, “Well, Charles was bad again today.” He grinned enormously and said, 
“Today Charles hit the teacher.” 
 “Good heavens,” I said, mindful of my words, “I suppose he got spanked again?” 
 “He sure did,” Larry said. “Look up,” he said to his father. 
 “What?” his father said, looking up. 
 “Look down,” Larry said. “Look at my thumb. Gee, you’re dumb.” He began to laugh insanely. 
 “Why did Charles hit the teacher?” I asked quickly. 
 “Because she tried to make him color with red crayons,” Larry said. “Charles wanted to color with green crayons so he hit the teacher and 
she spanked him and said nobody play with Charles but everybody did anyway.” 
 The third day—it was a Wednesday of the first week—Charles bounced a see-saw on to the head of a little girl and made her bleed, and the 
teacher made him stay inside all during recess. Thursday Charles had to stand in a corner during story-time because he kept pounding his feet 
on the floor. Friday Charles was deprived of black-board privileges because he threw chalk. 
 On Saturday I remarked to my husband, “Do you think kindergarten is too unsettling for Larry? All this toughness and bad grammar, and this 
Charles boy sounds like such a bad influence.” 
 “It’ll be alright,” my husband said reassuringly. “Bound to be people like Charles in the world. Might as well meet them now as later.” 
 On Monday Larry came home late, full of news. “Charles,” he shouted as he came up the hill; I was waiting anxiously on the front steps. 
“Charles,” Larry yelled all the way up the hill, “Charles was bad again.” 
 “Come right in,” I said, as soon as he came close enough. “Lunch is waiting.” 
 “You know what Charles did?” he demanded following me through the door. 
 “Charles yelled so in school they sent a boy in from first grade to tell the teacher she had to make Charles keep quiet, and so Charles had 
to stay after school. And so all the children stayed to watch him. 
 “What did he do?” I asked. 
 “He just sat there,” Larry said, climbing into his chair at the table. “Hi, Pop, y’old dust mop.” 
 “Charles had to stay after school today,” I told my husband. “Everyone stayed with him.” 
 “What does this Charles look like?” my husband asked Larry. “What’s his other name?” 
 “He’s bigger than me,” Larry said. “And he doesn’t have any boots and he doesn’t wear a jacket.” 
 Monday night was the first Parent-Teachers meeting, and only the fact that the baby had a cold kept me from going; I wanted passionately 
to meet Charles’s mother. On Tuesday Larry remarked suddenly, “Our teacher had a friend come to see her in school today.” 
 “Charles’s mother?” my husband and I asked simultaneously. 
 “Naaah,” Larry said scornfully. “It was a man who came and made us do exercises, we had to touch our toes. Look.” He climbed down from 
his chair and squatted down and touched his toes. “Like this,” he said. He got solemnly back into his chair and said, picking up his fork, “Charles 
didn’t even do exercises.” 
 “That’s fine,” I said heartily. “Didn’t Charles want to do exercises?” 
 “Naaah,” Larry said. “Charles was so sassy with the teacher’s friend he wasn’t allowed to do exercises.” 
 “Sassy again?” I said. 
 “He kicked the teacher’s friend,” Larry said. “The teacher’s friend just told Charles to touch his toes like I just did and Charles kicked him. 
 “What are they going to do about Charles, do you suppose?” Larry’s father asked him. 
 Larry shrugged elaborately. “Throw him out of school, I guess,” he said. 
 Wednesday and Thursday were routine; Charles yelled during story hour and hit a boy in the stomach and made him cry. On Friday Charles 
stayed after school again and so did all the other children. 
 With the third week of kindergarten Charles was an institution in our family; the baby was being a Charles when she cried all afternoon; Larry 
did a Charles when he filled his wagon full of mud and pulled it through the kitchen; even my husband, when he caught his elbow in the telephone 
cord and pulled the telephone and a bowl of flowers off the table, said, after the first minute, “Looks like Charles.” 
 During the third and fourth weeks it looked like a reformation in Charles; Larry reported grimly at lunch on Thursday of the third week, “Charles 
was so good today the teacher gave him an apple.” 
 “What?” I said, and my husband added warily, “You mean Charles?” 
 “Charles,” Larry said. “He gave the crayons around and he picked up the books afterward and the teacher said he was her helper.” 



 “What happened?” I asked incredulously. 
 “He was her helper, that’s all,” Larry said, and shrugged. 
 “Can this be true about Charles?” I asked my husband that night. “Can something like this happen?” 
 “Wait and see,” my husband said cynically. “When you’ve got a Charles to deal with, this may mean he’s only plotting.” He seemed to be 
wrong. For over a week Charles was the teacher’s helper; each day he handed things out and he picked things up; no one had to stay after 
school. 
 “The PTA meeting’s next week again,” I told my husband one evening. “I’m going to find Charles’s mother there.” 
 “Ask her what happened to Charles,” my husband said. “I’d like to know.” 
 “I’d like to know myself,” I said. 
 On Friday of that week things were back to normal. “You know what Charles did today?” Larry demanded at the lunch table, in a voice slightly 
awed. “He told a little girl to say a word and she said it and the teacher washed her mouth out with soap and Charles laughed.” 
 “What word?” his father asked unwisely, and Larry said, “I’ll have to whisper it to you, it’s so bad.” He got down off his chair and went around 
to his father. His father bent his head down and Larry whispered joyfully. His father’s eyes widened. 
 “Did Charles tell the little girls to say that?” he asked respectfully. 
 “She said it twice,” Larry said. “Charles told her to say it twice.” 
 “What happened to Charles?” my husband asked. 
 “Nothing,” Larry said. “He was passing out the crayons.” 
 Monday morning Charles abandoned the little girl and said the evil word himself three or four times, getting his mouth washed out with soap 
each time. He also threw chalk. 
 My husband came to the door with me that evening as I set out for the PTA meeting. “Invite her over for a cup of tea after the meeting,” he 
said. “I want to get a look at her.” 
 “If only she’s there.” I said prayerfully. 
 “She’ll be there,” my husband said. “I don’t see how they could hold a PTA meeting without Charles’s mother.” 
 At the meeting I sat restlessly, scanning each comfortable matronly face, trying to determine which one hid the secret of Charles. None of 
them looked to me exhausted enough. No one stood up in the meeting and apologized for the way her son had been acting. No one mentioned 
Charles. 
 After the meeting I identified and sought out Larry’s kindergarten teacher. She had a plate with a cup of tea and a piece of chocolate cake; I 
had a plate with a cup of tea and a piece of marshmallow cake. We maneuvered up to one another cautiously, and smiled. 
 “I’ve been so anxious to meet you,” I said. “I’m Larry’s mother.” 
 “We’re all so interested in Larry,” she said. 
 “Well, he certainly likes kindergarten,” I said. “He talks about it all the time.” 
 “We had a little trouble adjusting, the first week or so,” she said primly, “but now he’s a fine helper. With occasional lapses, of course.” 
 “Larry usually adjusts very quickly,” I said. “I suppose this time it’s Charles’s influence.” 
 “Charles?” 
 “Yes,” I said, laughing, “you must have your hands full in that kindergarten, with Charles.” 
 “Charles?” she said. “We don’t have any kid named Charles in the kindergarten.” 

 

 

NON-FICTION ARTICLE for this week 

Cheerleading is a Sport 

By Renee R., Arlington Heights, IL 
 
     The New York Times states that cheerleading is the fastest growing girls’ sport, yet more than half of Americans do not believe it qualifies as 
one. In addition, they fail to distinguish between sideline cheerleaders and competitive ones. Sideline cheerleaders’ main goal is to entertain the 
crowd and lead them with team cheers, which should not be considered a sport. On the other hand, competitive cheerleading is a sport.  
 
A sport, according to the Association of Cheerleading Coaches and Advisors, is a “physical activity [competition] against/with an opponent, 
governed by rules and conditions under which a winner is declared, and primary purpose of the competition is a comparison of the relative skills 
of the participants.” Because cheerleading follows these guidelines, it is a sport. 
 
Competitive cheerleading includes lots of physical activity. Like gymnasts, cheerleaders must learn to tumble. They perform standing back flips, 
round flip flops, and full layout twists. Cheerleaders also perform lifts and tosses. This is where the “fliers” are thrown in the air, held by “bases” 
in different positions that require strength and cooperation with other teammates.  
 
Just as basketball and football have guidelines for competitive play, so does competitive cheerleading. The whole routine has to be completed 
in less than three minutes and 15 seconds and the cheerleaders are required to stay within a certain pre-marked area. 
 
Competitive cheerleaders’ goal is to be the best. Just like gymnasts, they are awarded points for difficulty, technique, creativity and sharpness. 
The more difficult a mount or a stunt, the sharper and more in-sync the motions, the better the score. Cheerleading is a team sport so without 
cooperation and synchronization, first place is out of reach.  
 
According to the National Center for Catastrophic Sport Injury Research, cheerleading is the number-one cause of serious sports injuries to 
women. Emergency room visits for cheerleading are five times the number than for any other sport, partially because they do not wear 
protective gear. While many athletes are equipped with hip pads, knee pads, shin guards or helmets, smiling cheerleaders are tossed into the 



air and spiral down into the arms of trusted teammates. The fliers must remain tight at all times so that their bases can catch them safely. Also, 
because cheerleading is not yet recognized as a sport by many schools, neither proper matting nor high enough ceilings are provided to ensure 
safety. Instead, the girls use whatever space is available. More recognition of competitive cheerleading as a sport would decrease the number 
of injuries. 
 
So why do many Americans not think cheerleading is a sport? It shouldn’t be because cheerleaders do not use balls or manipulate objects (if 
you are not counting megaphones, pompoms and signs as objects). Wrestling, swimming, diving, track, cross-country, gymnastics, ice-skating 
and boxing are recognized sports that do not use balls. Some people argue that cheerleaders are just “flirts in skirts” with their only job to 
entertain the crowd, but cheerleaders today compete against other squads and work just as hard as any other athlete.  
 
Competitive cheerleading is a sport. It is a physical activity that is governed by rules under which a winner can be declared and its primary 
purpose is to compare the skills of participants. Hopefully, cheerleading will become as well-known a sport as football and basketball, and even 
appear in the Olympics since cheerleaders are just as athletic and physically fit as those involved in the more accepted sports.  
 

 


