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Phrases that help with transfer 
 

“We’re going to do some reading work, and the book we’re going to 
practice this in is…”  

 
“I’m going to give you some feedback, as we read, on how you are 

becoming a more sophisticated reader…”  
 

“In the kinds of books you’re reading now…”  
 

“This isn’t just true in this story, it’s true in a lot of stories...”  
 

“This doesn’t just work in this book, it’s going to work in yours  
as well…”  

 
“So, think right now, how would this play out in your story/book?”  

 
“Where is there a page in your book, where this work would pay 

off?” 
 

“If you were to try some of this thinking in your book, what part of 
this work would be most interesting?” 
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Predictable Feedback/Tips 
 

1.    Rereading pays off – attending to detail.   
   Assume details matter.  

 
2.    “What in the text makes you say that.”  
 
3.     Figuring out when is your perspective as a  
       reader different than the perspective of the  
       characters.  
 
4.      Not only supporting your ideas with details, but 

     ranking these details in terms of importance.  
 

5.   Tracing more than one idea in the story  
 

6.   Asking yourself: What thinking work does this  
       book want me to do right now?  
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Planning Strategic Read-Aloud 
 

1. Consider what you want readers to attend to/what kind of 
thinking work we’re working on 

 
2. Figure out your first prompt/lens, and how early you’ll give it.  

 
3. Look for how much of the text you want to read before you 

pause to talk.  
 

4. Mark your text with where you’ll alert kids to the prompt/lens, 
and where you’ll pause for partner talk.  

 
5. Double check that you haven’t taken up too much text that you 

need for the next prompt/lens. 
 

6. Tuck in possible feedback/tips along the way 
 

7. Rehearse what readers might see/say 
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The Cool-Air Chair by Jack Gantos 
 

We don’t have air-conditioning in our house and it is hot in Florida. I 

hate feeling sweaty. So one day when my mom left to go shopping I got a genius 

idea and sneakily pulled a chair up to the open refrigerator door. I took a 

paperback out of my pocket and sat on the chair and propped my sneakers up 

on an inside shelf. I felt brilliant. The cool air blew over my legs and across my 

chest and face as I read in total air-conditioned bliss. 

Once I invented this luxurious way to read I would pull up a chair in 

front of the refrigerator each time she left the house to go shopping. 

But one day I was reading a good book and lost track of time. Suddenly I 

heard Mom’s car pull up the driveway. Yikes! I jumped into action and rapidly 

put the chair back where it belonged. I closed the refrigerator door, and tossed 

my book down the hall. By the time Mom entered the house with a bag of 

groceries I was standing on the other side of the kitchen with an innocent look 

glued onto my face. I thought I was so super sneaky. 

And then my mother opened the refrigerator door. She didn’t say 

anything, but something seemed wrong to her. When she is quiet I know she is 

thinking. The longer she stood there the harder my heart began to pound. 

Finally, she turned and called out, “Jack! Come look into the refrigerator 

and explain this to me!” 

I dashed over to the refrigerator. “What, Mom?” I asked in my innocent 

voice. “What may I help you with?” 

She pointed to the top shelf and asked, “Why are your steaming sneakers 

in the refrigerator?” 

I had stupidly kicked them off when I was reading and forgot to take 

them out. 

I shrugged. “Weird stuff happens,” is all I could think to say as I looked 

down at my bare feet. My mother followed my gaze. She reached down and 

gripped my foot. It was as cold as the refrigerator. 

“Confess,” she ordered, and narrowed her eyes at me. 

I told her what I had been doing. I thought she would kill me, but she just 

shook her head back and forth and smiled. 

“Never let your father catch you doing this,” she warned me. “He’s been 

complaining that the electric bill has suddenly climbed sky-high.” 

“I have been reading a lot,” I said proudly, then I gave her a hug. 

“Next time,” she whispered, “pull up an extra chair for me.” 

I knew why she was letting me off the hook. She was a reader, too. 
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w
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 m
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 c
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 p
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 s
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 t
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 b
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 t
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 t
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 b
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 m
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 b
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 b
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 f
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 b
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 b
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 b
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 p
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 b
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 b
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 f
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 c
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 m
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 t
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 c
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 m
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 d
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 c
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 p
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ra
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at
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 p
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at
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ra
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 b
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 b
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p l
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ic

al
 l

if
t 

I 
m

ig
ht

 
ha

ve
 f

el
t. 
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 r
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 b
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 l
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 b
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 c
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 d
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 c
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 p
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 p
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 f
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 d
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 d
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 c
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 c
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 t
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 d
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Mentor Text: “The Stolen Party” by Liliana Heker

As soon as she arrived she went straight to the kitchen to see if the monkey was there. It was: 
what a relief. She wouldn’t have liked to admit that her mother had been right. “Monkeys at 
a birthday?” her mother had sneered. Get away with you, believing any nonsense you’re told!” 
She was cross, but not because of the monkey, the girl thought; it’s just because of the party.

“I don’t like you going,” she told her. “It’s a rich people’s party.”

“Rich people go to Heaven too,” said the girl, who studied religion at school.

“Get away with Heaven,” said the mother. “The problem with you, young lady, is that you like 
to fart higher than your ass.”

The girl didn’t approve of the way her mother spoke. She was barely nine, and one of the 
best in her class.

“I’m going because I’ve been invited,” she said. “And I’ve been invited because Luciana is my 
friend. So there.”

“Ah yes, your friend,” her mother grumbled. She paused. “Listen, Rosaura,” she said at last. 
“That one’s not your friend. You know what you are to them? The maid’s daughter, that’s 
what.” Rosaura blinked hard: she wasn’t going to cry. Then she yelled:

“Shut up! You know nothing about being friends!”

Every afternoon she used to go to Luciana’s house and they would both finish their home-
work while Rosaura’s mother did the cleaning. They had their tea in the kitchen and they 
told each other secrets. Rosaura loved everything in the big house, and she also loved the 
people who lived there.

“I’m going because it will be the most lovely party in the whole world, Luciana told me it would. 
There will be a magician, and he will bring a monkey and everything.”

The mother swung around to take a good look at her child, and pompously put her hands 
on her hips. “Monkeys at a birthday?” she said. “Get away with you, believing any nonsense 
you’re told!”

Rosaura was deeply offended. She thought it unfair of her mother to accuse other people 
of being liars simply because they were rich. Rosaura too wanted to be rich, of course. If one 
day she managed to live in a beautiful palace, would her mother stop loving her? She felt 
very sad. She wanted to go to that party more than anything else in the world.

“I’ll die if I don’t go,” she whispered, almost without moving her lips.
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And she wasn’t sure whether she had been heard, but on the morning of the party she 
discovered that her mother had starched her Christmas dress. And in the afternoon, after 
washing her hair, her mother rinsed it in apple vinegar so that it would be all nice and shiny. 
Before going out, Rosaura admired herself in the mirror, with her white dress and glossy 
hair, and thought she looked terribly pretty.

Señora Ines also seemed to notice. As soon as she saw her, she said: “How lovely you look 
today, Rosaura.”

Rosaura gave her starched skirt a slight toss with her hands and walked into the party 
with a firm step. She said hello to Luciana and asked about the monkey. Luciana put on a 
secretive look and whispered into Rosaura’s ear: “He’s in the kitchen. But don’t tell anyone, 
because it’s a surprise.”

Rosaura wanted to make sure. Carefully she entered the kitchen and there she saw it: deep 
in thought, inside its cage. It looked so funny that the girl stood there for a while, watching 
it, and later, every so often, she would slip out of the party unseen and go and admire it. 
Rosaura was the only one allowed into the kitchen. Señora Ines had said: “You yes, but not 
the others, they’re much too boisterous, they might break something.” Rosaura had never 
broken anything. She even managed the jug of orange juice, carrying it from the kitchen 
into the dining room. She held it carefully and didn’t spill a single drop. And Senora Ines 
had said: “Are you sure you can manage a jug as big as that?” Of course she could manage. 
She wasn’t a butterfingers, like the others. Like that blonde girl with the bow in her hair. As 
soon as she saw Rosaura, the girl with the bow had said:

“And you? Who are you?”

“I’m a friend of Luciana,” said Rosaura.

“No,” said the girl with the bow, “you are not a friend of Luciana because I’m her cousin and 
I know all her friends. And I don’t know you.”

“So what,” said Rosaura. “I come here every afternoon with my mother and we do our home-
work together.”

“You and your mother do your homework together?” asked the girl, laughing.

“I and Luciana do our homework together,” said Rosaura, very seriously.

The girl with the bow shrugged her shoulders.

“That’s not being friends,” she said. “Do you go to school together?”

“No.”
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“So where do you know her from?” said the girl, getting impatient. Rosaura remembered her 
mother’s words perfectly. She took a deep breath.

“I’m the daughter of the employee,” she said. Her mother had said very clearly: “If someone 
asks, you say you’re the daughter of the employee; that’s all.” She also told her to add: “And 
proud of it.” But Rosaura thought that never in her life would she dare say something of 
the sort.

“What employee?” said the girl with the bow. “Employee in a shop?”

“No,” said Rosaura angrily. “My mother doesn’t sell anything in any shop, so there.”

“So how come she’s an employee?” said the girl with the bow. Just then Senora Ines arrived 
saying shh shh, and asked Rosaura if she wouldn’t mind helping serve out the hot dogs, as 
she knew the house so much better than the others.

“See?” said Rosaura to the girl with the bow, and when no one was looking she kicked her 
in the shin.

Apart from the girl with the bow, all the others were delightful. The one she liked best was 
Luciana, with her golden birthday crown; and then the boys. Rosaura won the sack race, and 
nobody managed to catch her when they played tag. When they split into two teams to play 
charades, all the boys wanted her for their side. Rosaura felt she had never been so happy 
in all her life.

But the best was still to come. The best came after Luciana blew out the candies. First the 
cake. Señora Ines had asked her to help pass the cake around, and Rosaura had enjoyed the 
task immensely, because everyone called out to her, shouting “Me, me!” Rosaura remembered 
a story in which there was a queen who had the power of life or death over her subjects. She 
had always loved that, having the power of life or death. To Luciana and the boys she gave the 
largest pieces, and to the girl with the bow she gave a slice so thin one could see through it.

After the cake came the magician, tall and bony, with a fine red cape. A true magician: 
he could untie handkerchiefs by blowing on them and make a chain with links that had no 
openings. He could guess what cards were pulled out from a pack, and the monkey was his 
assistant. He called the monkey “partner.” “Let’s see here, partner,” he would say, “turn over 
a card.” And,

“Don’t run away, partner: time to work now.”

The final trick was wonderful. One of the children had to hold the monkey in his arms and 
the magician said he would make him disappear.

“What, the boy?” they all shouted.
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Rosaura thought that this was truly the most amusing party in the whole world.

The magician asked a small fat boy to come and help, but the small fat boy got frightened 
almost at once and dropped the monkey on the floor. The magician picked him up carefully, 
whispered something in his ear, and the monkey nodded almost as if he understood.

“You mustn’t be so unmanly, my friend,” the magician said to the fat boy.

“What’s unmanly?” said the fat boy.

The magician turned around as if to look for spies.

“A sissy,” said the magician. “Go sit down.”

Then he stared at all the faces, one by one. Rosaura felt her heart tremble.

“You with the Spanish eyes,” said the magician. And everyone saw that he was pointing at her.

She wasn’t afraid, Neither holding the monkey, nor when the magician made him vanish; not 
even when, at the end, the magician flung his red cape over Rosaura’s head and uttered a 
few magic words . . . and the monkey reappeared, chattering happily, in her arms. The children 
clapped furiously. And before Rosaura returned to her seat, the magician said:

“Thank you very much, my little countess.”

She was so pleased with the compliment that a while later, when her mother came to fetch 
her, that was the first thing she told her. “I helped the magician and he said to me, ‘Thank 
you very much, my little countess.’”

It was strange because up to then Rosaura had thought that she was angry with her mother. 
All along Rosaura had imagined that she would say to her: “See that the monkey wasn’t a lie?” 
But instead she was so thrilled that she told her mother all about the wonderful magician.

Her mother tapped her on the head and said: “So now we’re a countess!”

But one could see that she was beaming. And now they both stood in the entrance, because 
a moment ago Señora Ines, smiling, had said: “Please wait here a second.” Her mother sud-
denly seemed worried.

“What is it?” she asked Rosaura.

“What is what?” said Rosaura. “It’s nothing; she just wants to get the presents for those who 
are leaving, see?”
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5She pointed at the fat boy and at a girl with pigtails who were also waiting there, next to 
their mothers. And she explained about the presents. She knew, because she had been 
watching those who left before her. When one of the girls was about to leave, Señora Ines 
would give her a bracelet. When a boy left, Señora Ines gave him a yo-yo. Rosaura preferred 
the yo-yo because it sparkled, but she didn’t mention that to her mother. Her mother might 
have said: “So why don’t you ask for one, you blockhead?” That’s what her mother was like. 
Rosaura didn’t feel like explaining that she’d be horribly ashamed to be the odd one out. 
Instead she said:

“I was the best-behaved at the party.”

And she said no more because Señora Ines came out into the hall with two bags, one pink 
and one blue.

First she went up to the fat boy, gave him a yo-yo out of the blue bag, and the fat boy left 
with his mother. Then she went up to the girl and gave her a bracelet out of the pink bag, 
and the girl with the pigtails left as well.

Finally she came up to Rosaura and her mother. She had a big smile on her face and Rosaura 
liked that. Señora Ines looked down at her, then looked up at her mother, and then said 
something that made Rosaura proud:

“What a marvelous daughter you have, Herminia.”

For an instant, Rosaura thought that she’d give her two presents: the bracelet and the yo-yo. 
Señora Ines bent down as if about to look for something. Rosaura also leaned forward, 
stretching out her arm. But she never completed the movement.

Señora Ines didn’t look in the pink bag. Nor did she look in the bluebag. Instead she rum-
maged in her purse. In her hand appeared two bills.

“You really and truly, earned this,” she said handing them over.

“Thank you for all your help, my pet.”

Rosaura felt her arms stiffen, stick close to her body, and then she noticed her mother’s hand 
on her shoulder. Instinctively she pressed herself against her mother’s body. That was all. 
Except her eyes. Rosaura’s eyes had a cold, clear look that fixed itself on Señora Ines’s face.

Señora Ines, motionless, stood there with her hand outstretched. As if she didn’t dare draw 
it back. As if the slightest change might shatter an infinitely delicate balance.

“The Stolen Party,” by Liliana Heker, translated by Alberto Manguel. © Alberto Manguel. c/o Guillermo Schavelzon & Asociados, Agencia Literaria, www.schavelzon.com  
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 “Ponies,” by Kij Johnson (winner of the 2010 Nebula Award for Short Story) 
  

The invitation card has a Western theme. Along its margins, cartoon girls in 

cowboy hats chase a herd of wild Ponies. The Ponies are no taller than the girls, 

bright as butterflies, fat, with short round-tipped unicorn horns and small fluffy 

wings. At the bottom of the card, newly caught Ponies mill about in a corral. The 

girls have lassoed a pink-and-white Pony. Its eyes and mouth are surprised round 

Os. There is an exclamation mark over its head. 

The little girls are cutting off its horn with curved knives. Its wings are already 

removed, part of a pile beside the corral. 

You and your Pony ___[and Sunny’s name is handwritten here, in puffy letters]___ are 

invited to a cutting-out party with TheOtherGirls! If we like you, and if your Pony does 

okay, we’ll let you hang out with us. 

Sunny says, “I can’t wait to have friends!” She reads over Barbara’s shoulder, 

rose-scented breath woofling through Barbara’s hair. They are in the backyard 

next to Sunny’s pink stable. 

Barbara says, “Do you know what you want to keep?” 

Sunny’s tiny wings are a blur as she hops into the air, loops, and then hovers, legs 

curled under her. “Oh, being able to talk, absolutely! Flying is great, but talking is 

way better!” She drops to the grass. “I don’t know why any Pony would keep her 

horn! It’s not like it does anything!” 

This is the way it’s always been, as long as there have been Ponies. All ponies 

have wings. All Ponies have horns. All Ponies can talk. Then all Ponies go to a 

cutting-out party, and they give up two of the three, because that’s what has to 
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happen if a girl is going to fit in with TheOtherGirls. Barbara’s never seen a Pony 

that still had her horn or wings after her cutting-out party. 

Barbara sees TheOtherGirls’ Ponies peeking in the classroom windows just before 

recess or clustered at the bus stop after school. They’re baby pink and lavender 

and daffodil-yellow, with flossy manes in ringlets, and tails that curl to the 

ground. When not at school and cello lessons and ballet class and soccer practice 

and play group and the orthodontist’s, TheOtherGirls spend their days with their 

Ponies. 

*** 

The party is at TopGirl’s house. She has a mother who’s a pediatrician and a 

father who’s a cardiologist and a small barn and giant trees shading the grass 

where the Ponies are playing games. Sunny walks out to them nervously. They 

silently touch her horn and wings with their velvet noses, and then the Ponies all 

trot out to the lilac barn at the bottom of the pasture, where a bale of hay has 

been broken open. 

TopGirl meets Barbara at the fence. “That’s your Pony?” she says without 

greeting. “She’s not as pretty as Starblossom.” 

Barbara is defensive. “She’s beautiful!” This is a misstep so she adds, “Yours is so 

pretty!” And TopGirl’s Pony is pretty: her tail is every shade of purple and glitters 

with stars. But Sunny’s tail is creamy white and shines with honey-colored light, 

and Barbara knows that Sunny’s the most beautiful Pony ever. 

 

TopGirl walks away, saying over her shoulder, “There’s Rock Band in the family 

room and a bunch of TheOtherGirls are hanging out on the deck and Mom 

bought some cookies and there’s Coke Zero and diet Red Bull and diet 

lemonade.” 
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“Where are you?” Barbara asks. 

“I’m outside,” TopGirl says, so Barbara gets a Crystal Light and three frosted 

raisin-oatmeal cookies and follows her. TheOtherGirls outside are listening to an 

iPod plugged into speakers and playing Wii tennis and watching the Ponies play 

HideAndSeek and Who’sPrettiest and ThisIsTheBestGame. They are all there, 

SecondGirl and SuckUpGirl and EveryoneLikesHerGirl and the rest. Barbara only 

speaks when she thinks she’ll get it right. 

 

And then it’s time. TheOtherGirls and their silent Ponies collect in a ring around 

Barbara and Sunny. Barbara feels sick. 

TopGirl says to Barbara, “What did she pick?” 

Sunny looks scared but answers her directly. “I would rather talk than fly or stab 

things with my horn.” 

TopGirl says to Barbara, “That’s what Ponies always say.” She gives Barbara a 

curved knife with a blade as long as a woman’s hand. 

“Me?” Barbara says. “I thought someone else did it. A grown-up.” 

TopGirl says, “Everyone does it for their own Pony. I did it for Starblossom.” 

In silence Sunny stretches out a wing. 

It’s not the way it would be, cutting a real pony. The wing comes off easily, 

smooth as plastic, and the blood smells like cotton candy at the fair. There’s a 

shiny trembling oval where the wing was, as if Barbara is cutting rose-flavored 

Turkish Delight in half and sees the pink under the powdered sugar. She 

thinks, It’s sort of pretty, and throws up. 

 

34



Sunny shivers, her eyes shut tight. Barbara cuts off the second wing and lays it 

beside the first. 

The horn is harder, like paring a real pony’s hooves. Barbara’s hand slips and she 

cuts Sunny, and there’s more cotton-candy blood. And then the horn lies in the 

grass beside the wings. 

Sunny drops to her knees. Barbara throws the knife down and falls beside her, 

sobbing and hiccuping. She scrubs her face with the back of her hand and looks 

up at the circle. 

Starblossom touches the knife with her nose, pushes it toward Barbara with one 

lilac hoof. TopGirl says, “Now the voice. You have to take away her voice.” 

“But I already cut off her wings and her horn!” Barbara throws her arms around 

Sunny’s neck, protecting it. “Two of the three, you said!” 

“That’s the cutting-out, yeah,” TopGirl says. “That’s what you do to be OneOfUs. 

But the Ponies pick their own friends. And that costs, too.” Starblossom tosses her 

violet mane. For the first time, Barbara sees that there is a scar shaped like a 

smile on her throat. All the Ponies have one. 

 

“I won’t!” Barbara tells them all, but even as she cries until her face is caked with 

snot and tears, she knows she will, and when she’s done crying, she picks up the 

knife and pulls herself upright. 

Sunny stands up beside her on trembling legs. She looks very small without her 

horn, her wings. Barbara’s hands are slippery, but she tightens her grip. 

“No,” Sunny says suddenly. “Not even for this.” 

Sunny spins and runs, runs for the fence in a gallop as fast and beautiful as a real 

pony’s; but there are more of the others, and they are bigger, and Sunny doesn’t 
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have her wings to fly or her horn to fight. They pull her down before she can jump 

the fence into the woods beyond. Sunny cries out and then there is nothing, only 

the sound of pounding hooves from the tight circle of Ponies. 

TheOtherGirls stand, frozen. Their blind faces are turned toward the Ponies. 

The Ponies break their circle, trot away. There is no sign of Sunny, beyond a 

spray of cotton-candy blood and a coil of her glowing mane torn free and fading 

as it falls to the grass. 

Into the silence TopGirl says, “Cookies?” She sounds fragile and false. 

TheOtherGirls crowd into the house, chattering in equally artificial voices. They 

start up a game, drink more Diet Coke. 

Barbara stumbles after them into the family room. “What are you playing?” she 

says, uncertainly. 

“Why are you here?” FirstGirl says, as if noticing her for the first time. “You’re not 

OneOfUs.” 

 

TheOtherGirls nod. “You don’t have a pony.” 
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