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2023	Summer	Reading															
For	Students	Entering	Grade	7	

	
 

Dear Students and Parents/Guardians, 

Summer is here and it has been a fantastic year! Many of you are looking forward to a well-deserved break 
from typical schoolwork, but summer is still a great time to learn, wonder and be curious by READING! 
Please continue to read for 20 minutes most days throughout the summer.  Reading is the single best way 
to learn about the world, yourselves and each other! Summer reading will help you keep your skills sharp 
so you will be ready when school begins again in the fall.   

All grade 7 students are expected to read 3 short stories over the summer, answer a few comprehension 
questions and write one written response. The stories and questions are included after this page.  
 
Please come to school prepared to discuss what you have read, learned and discovered in these short 
stories.  This will enable you to participate in thoughtful conversations as you get to know your new 
classmates as readers, writers & thinkers.  
 
Wherever your summer days take you, please be sure to read, read, read! 

 

Karen MacKinnon 
K-8 ELA, SS, Title I Curriculum Director 
mackinnonk@foxborough.k12.ma.us 
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Incoming Grade 7 Summer ELA Homework 

Questions Page 

Directions: 

1. Read all three short stories. 

2. Please answer the comprehension questions for all three stories. 

3. Then, complete the open response for one of the stories you choose. 

Questions for "The War of the Wall” 

1. What causes the initial conflict (problem) between the narrator and the painter? 

2. What are three ways that the painter is shown to be an outsider? 

3. How does seeing the inscription on the wall affect the narrator? 

4. Many famous people are included in the mural; some you have heard of, such as Martin Luther 

King, Jr. Choose one that you have NOT heard about before, search the person up on the 

Internet, and in 2-3 sentences, explain why the person was important. 

Questions for “The Fun They Had” 

1. How did the book that Tommy found differ from books that Margie is familiar with? 

2. Why does Margie hate school? 

3. Who is the County Inspector and what does he do? 

4. What differences and similarities are there between school today and the school Margie attends 

in “The Fun They Had”? 

Questions for “All Summer in a Day” 

1. How does this opening dialogue build tension? 

2. List two facts you learn about Venus in the opening paragraphs of the story. 

3. In what ways is Margot different from the other children? 

4. What details near the end of the story might lead the reader to infer that the children feel 

regret? 

Short Open Response 

Give a specific example of how you would respond to a problem differently than the protagonist (main 

character) from one of the stories. 



 

Incoming Grade 7 Summer ELA Homework 

Stories Page 

 

Dear Future Seventh Graders, 

 

We look forward to working with you next school year. So that we can start 

off the year discussing great literature and effective writing strategies, we are 

giving you three short stories and several comprehension questions to read and 

complete before joining us upstairs in the fall. 

 For each short story, there are four comprehension questions to complete. 

We also have one short open response paragraph that we would like you to 

answer about a character from one of the stories. 

If you are viewing this online, the stories and the questions are in separate 

documents. You will need to read the stories from one link/document and answer 

the questions on the other document/link. 

We hope that you enjoy these stories and that you have lots of fun with 

friends and family during the summer months!  

See you in September! 

 Mr. Walker and Ms. Sanborn 

  



Short Story #1 

“The War of the Wall”  

by Toni Cade Bambara 

Me and Lou had no time for courtesies. We were late for school. So we just flat out told 
the painter lady to quit messing with the wall. It was our wall, and she had no right 
coming into our neighborhood painting on it. Stirring in the paint bucket and not even 
looking at us, she mumbled something about Mr. Eubanks, the barber, giving her 
permission. That had nothing to do with it as far as we were concerned. We’ve been 
pitching pennies against that wall since we were little kids. Old folks have been dragging 
their chairs out to sit in the shade of the wall for years. Big kids have been playing 
handball against the wall since so-called integration when the crazies ’cross town poured 
cement in our pool so we couldn’t use it. I’d sprained my neck one time boosting my 
cousin Lou up to chisel Jimmy Lyons’s name into the wall when we found out he was 
never coming home from the war in Vietnam to take us fishing. 

“If you lean close,” Lou said, leaning hipshot against her beat-up car, “you’ll get a whiff of 
bubble gum and kids’ sweat. And that’ll tell you something — that this wall belongs to the 
kids of Taliaferro Street.” I thought Lou sounded very convincing. But the painter lady 
paid us no mind. She just snapped the brim of her straw hat down and hauled her bucket 
up the ladder.  

When we came from school, the wall was slick with white. The painter lady was running 
string across the wall and taping it here and there. Me and Lou leaned against the 
gumball machine outside the pool hall and watched. She had strings up and down and 
back and forth. Then she began chalking them with a hunk of blue chalk. 

The Morris twins crossed the street, hanging back at the curb next to the beat-up car. 
The twin with the red ribbons was hugging a jug of cloudy lemonade. The one with 
yellow ribbons was holding a plate of dinner away from her dress. The painter lady 
began snapping the strings. The blue chalk dust measured off halves and quarters up and 
down and sideways too. Lou was about to say how hip it all was, but I dropped my book 
satchel on his toes to remind him we were at war. 

Some good aromas were drifting our way from the plate leaking pot likker onto the 
Morris girl’s white socks. I could tell from where I stood that under the tinfoil was baked 
ham, collard greens, and candied yams. And knowing Mrs. Morris, who sometimes bakes 
for my mama’s restaurant, a slab of buttered cornbread was probably up under there too, 
sopping up some of the pot likker. Me and Lou rolled our eyes, wishing somebody would 
send us some dinner. But the painter lady didn’t even turn around. She was pulling the 
strings down and prying bits of tape loose. 

Side Pocket came strolling out of the pool hall to see what Lou and me were studying so 
hard. He gave the painter lady the once-over, checking out her paint-spattered jeans, her 



chalky T-shirt, her floppy-brimmed straw hat. He hitched up his pants and glided over 
toward the painter lady, who kept right on with what she was doing.  

“Whatcha got there, sweetheart?” he asked the twin with the plate. 

“Suppah,” she said all soft and countrylike. 

“For her,” the one with the jug added, jerking her chin toward the painter lady’s back. 

Still she didn’t turn around. She was rearing back on her heels, her hands jammed into 
her back pockets, her face squinched up like the masterpiece she had in mind was taking 
shape on the wall by magic. We could have been gophers crawled up into a rotten 
hollow for all she cared. She didn’t even say hello to anybody. Lou was muttering 
something about how great her concentration was. I butt him with my hip, and his elbow 
slid off the gum machine. 

“Good evening,” Side Pocket said in his best ain’t-I-fine voice. But the painter lady was 
moving from the milk crate to the step stool to the ladder, moving up and down fast, 
scribbling all over the wall like a crazy person. We looked at Side Pocket. He looked at 
the twins. The twins looked at us. The painter lady was giving a show. It was like those 
oldtimey music movies where the dancer taps on the tabletop and then starts jumping all 
over the furniture, kicking chairs over and not skipping a beat. She didn’t even look 
where she was stepping. And for a minute there, hanging on the ladder to reach a far 
spot, she looked like she was going to tip right over. 

“Ahh,” Side Pocket cleared his throat and moved fast to catch the ladder. 

“These young ladies here have brought you some supper.” 

“Ma’am?” The twins stepped forward. Finally the painter turned around, her eyes “full of 
sky,” as my grandmama would say. Then she stepped down like she was in a trance.4 She 
wiped her hands on her jeans as the Morris twins offered up the plate and the jug. She 
rolled back the tinfoil, then wagged her head as though something terrible was on the 
plate. 

“Thank your mother very much,” she said, sounding like her mouth was full of sky too. 
“I’ve brought my own dinner along.” And then, without even excusing herself, she went 
back up the ladder, drawing on the wall in a wild way. Side Pocket whistled one of those 
oh-brother breathy whistles and went back into the pool hall. The Morris twins shifted 
their weight from one foot to the other, then crossed the street and went home. Lou had 
to drag me away, I was so mad. We couldn’t wait to get to the firehouse to tell my daddy 
all about this rude woman who’d stolen our wall. 

All the way back to the block to help my mama out at the restaurant, me and Lou kept 
asking my daddy for ways to run the painter lady out of town. But my daddy was busy 
talking about the trip to the country and telling Lou he could come too because 
Grandmama can always use an extra pair of hands on the farm. 

Later that night, while me and Lou were in the back doing our chores, we found out that 
the painter lady was a liar. She came into the restaurant and leaned against the glass of 



the steam table, talking about how starved she was. I was scrubbing pots and Lou was 
chopping onions, but we could hear her through the service window. She was asking 
Mama was that a ham hock in the greens, and was that a neck bone in the pole beans, 
and were there any vegetables cooked without meat, especially pork. 

“I don’t care who your spiritual leader is,” Mama said in that way of hers. “If you eat in 
the community, sistuh, you gonna eat pig by-and-by, one way or t’other.” 

[Me and Lou were cracking up in the kitchen, and several customers at the counter were 
clearing their throats, waiting for Mama to really fix her wagon for not speaking to the 
elders when she came in. The painter lady took a stool at the counter and went right on 
with her questions. Was there cheese in the baked macaroni, she wanted to know? Were 
there eggs in the salad? Was it honey or sugar in the iced tea? Mama was fixing Pop 
Johnson’s plate. And every time the painter lady asked a fool question, Mama would 
dump another spoonful of rice on the pile. She was tapping her foot and heating up in a 
dangerous way. But Pop Johnson was happy as he could be. Me and Lou peeked through 
the service window, wondering what planet the painter lady came from. Who ever heard 
of baked macaroni without cheese, or potato salad without eggs? 

“Do you have any bread made with unbleached flour?” the painter lady asked Mama. 
There was a long pause, as though everybody in the restaurant was holding their breath, 
wondering if Mama would dump the next spoonful on the painter lady’s head. She didn’t. 
But when she set Pop Johnson’s plate down, it came down with a bang.  

When Mama finally took her order, the starving lady all of a sudden couldn’t make up her 
mind whether she wanted a vegetable plate or fish and a salad. She finally settled on the 
broiled trout and a tossed salad. But just when Mama reached for a plate to serve her, 
the painter lady leaned over the counter with her finger all up in the air. 

“Excuse me,” she said. “One more thing.” Mama was holding the plate like a Frisbee, 
tapping that foot, one hand on her hip. “Can I get raw beets in that tossed salad?” 

“You will get,” Mama said, leaning her face close to the painter lady’s, “whatever Lou 
back there tossed. Now sit down.” And the painter lady sat back down on her stool and 
shut right up. 

All the way to the country, me and Lou tried to get Mama to open fire on the painter 
lady. But Mama said that seeing as how she was from the North, you couldn’t expect her 
to have any manners. Then Mama said she was sorry she’d been so impatient with the 
woman because she seemed like a decent person and was simply trying to stick to a very 
strict diet. Me and Lou didn’t want to hear that. Who did that lady think she was, coming 
into our neighborhood and taking over our wall?  

“Wellllll,” Mama drawled, pulling into the filling station so Daddy could take the wheel, 
“it’s hard on an artist, ya know. They can’t always get people to look at their work. So 
she’s just doing her work in the open, that’s all.” Me and Lou definitely did not want to 
hear that. Why couldn’t she set up an easel downtown or draw on the sidewalk in her 
own neighborhood? Mama told us to quit fussing so much; she was tired and wanted to 



rest. She climbed into the back seat and dropped down into the warm hollow Daddy had 
made in the pillow. 

All weekend long, me and Lou tried to scheme up ways to recapture our wall. Daddy and 
Mama said they were sick of hearing about it. Grandmama turned up the TV to drown us 
out. On the late news was a story about the New York subways. When a train came 
roaring into the station all covered from top to bottom, windows too, with writings and 
drawings done with spray paint, me and Lou slapped five. Mama said it was too bad kids 
in New York had nothing better to do than spray paint all over the trains. Daddy said 
that in the cities, even grown-ups wrote all over the trains and buildings too. Daddy 
called it “graffiti.” Grandmama called it a shame. 

We couldn’t wait to get out of school on Monday. We couldn’t find any black spray paint 
anywhere. But in a junky hardware store downtown we found a can of white epoxy 
paint, the kind you touch up old refrigerators with when they get splotchy and peely. We 
spent our whole allowance on it. And because it was too late to use our bus passes, we 
had to walk all the way home lugging our book satchels and gym shoes, and the bag with 
the epoxy.   

When we reached the corner of Taliaferro and Fifth, it looked like a block party or 
something. Half the neighborhood was gathered on the sidewalk in front of the wall. I 
looked at Lou, he looked at me. We both looked at the bag with the epoxy and 
wondered how we were going to work our scheme. The painter lady’s car was nowhere 
in sight. But there were too many people standing around to do anything. Side Pocket 
and his buddies were leaning on their cue sticks,5 hunching each other. Daddy was there 
with a lineman he catches a ride with on Mondays. Mrs. Morris had her arms flung 
around the shoulders of the twins on either side of her. Mama was talking with some of 
her customers, many of them with napkins still at the throat. Mr. Eubanks came out of 
the barbershop, followed by a man in a striped poncho, half his face shaved, the other 
half full of foam. 

“She really did it, didn’t she?” Mr. Eubanks huffed out his chest. Lots of folks answered 
right quick that she surely did when they saw the straight razor in his hand. 

Mama beckoned us over. And then we saw it. The wall. Reds, greens, figures outlined in 
black. Swirls of purple and orange. Storms of blues and yellows. It was something. I 
recognized some of the faces right off. There was Martin Luther King, Jr. And there was 
a man with glasses on and his mouth open like he was laying down a heavy rap. Daddy 
came up alongside and reminded us that that was Minister Malcolm X. The serious 
woman with a rifle I knew was Harriet Tubman because my grandmama has pictures of 
her all over the house. And I knew Mrs. Fannie Lou Hamer ’cause a signed photograph of 
her hangs in the restaurant next to the calendar. Then I let my eyes follow what looked 
like a vine. It trailed past a man with a horn, a woman with a big white flower in her hair, 
a handsome dude in a tuxedo seated at a piano, and a man with a goatee holding a book. 
When I looked more closely, I realized that what had looked like flowers were really 
faces. One face with yellow petals looked just like Frieda Morris. One with red petals 
looked just like Hattie Morris. I could hardly believe my eyes. 



“Notice,” Side Pocket said, stepping close to the wall with his cue stick like a classroom 
pointer. “These are the flags of liberation,” he said in a voice I’d never heard him use 
before. We all stepped closer while he pointed and spoke. “Red, black and green,” he 
said, his pointer falling on the leaflike flags of the vine. “Our liberation flag. And here 
Ghana, there Tanzania. Guinea-Bissau, Angola, Mozambique.” Side Pocket sounded very 
tall, as though he’d been waiting all his life to give this lesson. Mama tapped us on the 
shoulder and pointed to a high section of the wall. There was a fierce-looking man with 
his arms crossed against his chest guarding a bunch of children. His muscles bulged, and 
he looked a lot like my daddy. One kid was looking at a row of books. Lou hunched me 
’cause the kid looked like me. The one that looked like Lou was spinning a globe on the 
tip of his finger like a basketball. There were other kids there with microscopes and 
compasses. And the more I looked, the more it looked like the fierce man was not so 
much guarding the kids as defending their right to do what they were doing.   

Then Lou gasped and dropped the paint bag and ran forward, running his hands over a 
rainbow. He had to tiptoe and stretch to do it, it was so high. I couldn’t breathe either. 
The painter lady had found the chisel marks and had painted Jimmy Lyons’s name in a 
rainbow. “Read the inscription,9 honey,” Mrs. Morris said, urging little Frieda forward. 
She didn’t have to urge much. Frieda marched right up, bent down, and in a loud voice 
that made everybody quit oohing and ahhing and listen, she read, 

To the People of Taliaferro Street 

I Dedicate This Wall of Respect 

Painted in Memory of My Cousin 

Jimmy Lyons  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Short Story #2 

“The Fun They Had”  

by Isaac Asimov 

Margie even wrote about it that night in her diary. On the page headed May 17, 2155, she 

wrote, “Today Tommy found a real book!” 

It was a very old book. Margie's grandfather once said that when he was a little boy his 

grandfather told him that there was a time when all stories were printed on paper.  They turned the 

pages, which were yellow and crinkly, and it was awfully funny to read words that stood still instead of 

moving the way they were supposed to-on a screen, you know. And then, when they turned back to the 

page before, it had the same words on it that it had had when they read it the first time.  

“Gee,” said Tommy, “what a waste. When you're through with the book, you just throw it away, 

I guess. Our television screen must have had a million books on it and it's good for plenty more. I 

wouldn't throw it away.” 

  “Same with mine,” said Margie. She was eleven and hadn't seen as many telebooks as Tommy 

had. He was thirteen. She said, “Where did you find it?”  

  “In my house.” He pointed without looking, because he was busy reading. “In the attic.” 

“What's it about?”  

“School.” Margie was scornful. “School? What's there to write about school? I hate school.”  

  Margie always hated school, but now she hated it-more than ever. The mechanical teacher had 

been giving her test after test in geography and she had been doing worse and worse until her mother 

had shaken her head sorrowfully and sent for the County Inspector.  

He was a round little man with a red face and a whole box of tools with dials and wires. He 

smiled at her and gave her an apple, then took the teacher apart. Margie had hoped he wouldn't know 

how to put it together again, but he knew how all right and, after an hour or so, there it was again, large 

and black and ugly with a big screen on which all the lessons were shown and the questions were asked. 

That wasn't so bad. The part she hated most was the slot where she had to put homework and test 

papers. She always had to write them out in a punch code they made her learn when she was six years 

old, and the mechanical teacher calculated the mark in no time. The inspector had smiled after he was 

finished and patted her head.  

He said to her mother, “It's not the little girl's fault, Mrs. Jones. I think the geography sector was 

geared a little too quick. Those things happen sometimes. I've slowed it up to an average ten-year level. 

Actually, the over-all pattern of her progress is quite satisfactory.” And he patted Margie's head again. 

Margie was disappointed. She had been hoping they would take the teacher away altogether. 

They had once taken Tommy's teacher away for nearly a month because the history sector had blanked 

out completely. 



“So,” she said to Tommy, “Why would anyone write about school?”  

Tommy looked at her with very superior eyes. “Because it's not our kind of school, stupid. This is 

the old kind of school that they had hundreds and hundreds of years ago.” He added loftily, pronouncing 

the word carefully, “Centuries ago.”  

Margie was hurt. “Well, I don't know what kind of school they had all that time ago.” She read 

the book over his shoulder for a while, then said, “Anyway, they had a teacher.”  

“Sure, they had a teacher, but it wasn't a regular teacher. It was a man.”  

“A man? How could a man be a teacher?”  

“Well, he just told the boys and girls things and gave them homework and asked them 

questions.”  

“A man isn't smart enough.”  

“Sure, he is. My father knows as much as my teacher.”  

“He can't. A man can't know as much as a teacher.”  

“He knows almost as much I betcha.”  

Margie wasn't prepared to dispute that.  

She said, “I wouldn't want a strange man in my house to teach me.”  

Tommy screamed with laughter, “You don't know much, Margie. The teachers didn't live in the 

house. They had a special building and all the kids went there.”  

“And all the kids learned the same thing?”  

“Sure, if they were the same age.”  

“But my mother says a teacher has to be adjusted to fit the mind of each boy and girl it teaches 

and that each kid has to be taught differently.”  

“Just the same, they didn't do it that way then. If you don't like it, you don't have to read the 

book.”  

“I didn't say I didn't like it,” Margie said quickly. She wanted to read about those funny schools. 

They weren't even half finished when Margie's mother called, “Margie! School!”  

Margie looked up. “Not yet, mamma.”  

“Now,” said Mrs. Jones. “And it's probably time for Tommy, too.”  

  Margie said to Tommy, “Can I read the book some more with you after school?” 

 “Maybe,” he said, nonchalantly. He walked away whistling; the dusty old book tucked beneath 

his arm.  



Margie went into the schoolroom. It was right next to her bedroom, and the mechanical teacher 

was on and waiting for her. It was always on at the same time every day except Saturday and Sunday, 

because her mother said little girls learned better if they learned at regular hours.  

The screen was lit up, and it said: “Today's arithmetic lesson is on the addition of proper 

fractions. Please insert yesterday's homework in the proper slot.”  

Margie did so with a sigh. She was thinking about the old schools they had when her 

grandfather's grandfather was a little boy. All the kids from the whole neighborhood came, laughing and 

shouting in the schoolyard, sitting together in the schoolroom, going home together at the end of the 

day. They learned the same things so they could help one another on the homework and talk about it. 

And the teachers were people...  

The mechanical teacher was flashing on the screen: “When we add the fractions 1/2 and 1/4...” 

Margie was thinking about how the kids must have loved it in the old days.  

She was thinking about the fun they had. 

  



Short Story #3 

“All Summer in a Day”  

by Ray Bradbury 

"Ready?"  

"Ready."  

"Now?"  

"Soon."  

"Do the scientists really know? Will it happen today, will it?"  

"Look, look; see for yourself!"  

The children pressed to each other like so many roses, so many weeds, intermixed, peering out 

for a look at the hidden sun.  

It rained. It had been raining for seven years; thousands upon thousands of days compounded 

and filled from one end to the other with rain, with the drum and gush of water, with the sweet crystal 

fall of showers and the concussion of storms so heavy they were tidal waves come over the islands. A 

thousand forests had been crushed under the rain and grown up a thousand times to be crushed again. 

And this was the way life was forever on the planet Venus, and this was the schoolroom of the children 

of the rocket men and women who had come to a raining world to set up civilization and live out their 

lives.  

"It’s stopping, it’s stopping!"  

"Yes, yes!"  

Margot stood apart from them, from these children who could ever remember a time when 

there wasn’t rain and rain and rain. They were all nine years old, and if there had been a day, seven 

years ago, when the sun came out for an hour and showed its face to the stunned world, they could not 

recall.  

Sometimes, at night, she heard them stir, in remembrance, and she knew they were dreaming 

and remembering gold or a yellow crayon or a coin large enough to buy the world with. She knew they 

thought they remembered a warmness, like a blushing in the face, in the body, in the arms and legs and 

trembling hands. But then they always awoke to the tatting drum, the endless shaking down of clear 

bead necklaces upon the roof, the walk, the gardens, the forests, and their dreams were gone.  

All day yesterday they had read in class about the sun. About how like a lemon it was, and how 

hot. And they had written small stories or essays or poems about it:  

I think the sun is a flower,  

That blooms for just one hour.  



That was Margot’s poem, read in a quiet voice in the still classroom while the rain was falling 

outside.  

"Aw, you didn’t write that!" protested one of the boys.  

"I did," said Margot. "I did."  

"William!" said the teacher.  

But that was yesterday. Now the rain was slackening, and the children were crushed in the great 

thick windows.  

“Where’s teacher?"  

"She’ll be back."  

"She’d better hurry, we’ll miss it!"  

They turned on themselves, like a feverish wheel, all tumbling spokes. Margot stood alone. She 

was a very frail girl who looked as if she had been lost in the rain for years and the rain had washed out 

the blue from her eyes and the red from her mouth and the yellow from her hair. She was an old 

photograph dusted from an album, whitened away, and if she spoke at all her voice would be a ghost. 

 Now she stood, separate, staring at the rain and the loud wet world beyond the huge glass.  

 "What’re you looking at?" said William. Margot said nothing.  

"Speak when you’re spoken to."  

He gave her a shove. But she did not move; rather she let herself be moved only by him and 

nothing else. They edged away from her, they would not look at her. She felt them go away. And this 

was because she would play no games with them in the echoing tunnels of the underground city. If they 

tagged her and ran, she stood blinking after them and did not follow. When the class sang songs about 

happiness and life and games her lips barely moved. Only when they sang about the sun and the 

summer did her lips move as she watched the drenched windows. And then, of course, the biggest crime 

of all was that she had come here only five years ago from Earth, and she remembered the sun and the 

way the sun was and the sky was when she was four in Ohio. And they, they had been on Venus all their 

lives, and they had been only two years old when last the sun came out and had long since forgotten the 

color and heat of it and the way it really was.  

But Margot remembered. "It’s like a penny," she said once, eyes closed.  

"No, it’s not!" the children cried.  

"It’s like a fire," she said, "in the stove."  

"You’re lying, you don’t remember!" cried the children.  

But she remembered and stood quietly apart from all of them and watched the patterning 

windows. And once, a month ago, she had refused to shower in the school shower rooms, had clutched 

her hands to her ears and over her head, screaming the water mustn’t touch her head. So, after that, 

dimly, dimly, she sensed it, she was different and they knew her difference and kept away. There was 

talk that her father and mother were taking her back to Earth next year; it seemed vital to her that they 



do so, though it would mean the loss of thousands of dollars to her family. And so, the children hated 

her for all these reasons of big and little consequence. They hated her pale snow face, her waiting 

silence, her thinness, and her possible future.  

"Get away!" The boy gave her another push. "What’re you waiting for?"  

Then, for the first time, she turned and looked at him. And what she was waiting for was in her 

eyes.  

"Well, don’t wait around here!" cried the boy savagely. "You won’t see nothing!" Her lips 

moved. "Nothing!" he cried. "It was all a joke, wasn't it?" He turned to the other children. "Nothing's 

happening today. Is it?" They all blinked at him and then, understanding, laughed and shook their heads. 

"Nothing, nothing!"  

"Oh, but," Margot whispered, her eyes helpless. "But this is the day, the scientists predict, they 

say, they know, the sun..."  

"All a joke!" said the boy, and seized her roughly. "Hey, everyone, let’s put her in a closet before 

the teacher comes!"  

"No," said Margot, falling back.  

They surged about her, caught her up and bore her, protesting, and then pleading, and then 

crying, back into a tunnel, a room, a closet, where they slammed and locked the door. They stood 

looking at the door and saw it tremble from her beating and throwing herself against it. They heard her 

muffled cries. Then, smiling, they turned and went out and back down the tunnel, just as the teacher 

arrived.  

"Ready, children?" She glanced at her watch.  

"Yes!" said everyone.  

"Are we all here?"  

"Yes!"  

The rain slacked still more. They crowded to the huge door. The rain stopped. It was as if, in the 

midst of a film concerning an avalanche, a tornado, a hurricane, a volcanic eruption, something had, 

first, gone wrong with the sound apparatus, thus muffling and finally cutting off all noise, all of the blasts 

and repercussions and thunders, and then, second, ripped the film from the projector and inserted in its 

place a beautiful tropical slide which did not move or tremor. The world ground to a standstill. The 

silence was so immense and unbelievable that you felt your ears had been stuffed or you had lost your 

hearing altogether. The children put their hands to their ears. They stood apart. The door slid back and 

the smell of the silent, waiting world came into them. The sun came out. It was the color of flaming 

bronze and it was very large. And the sky around it was a blazing blue tile color. And the jungle burned 

with sunlight as the children, released from their spell, rushed out, yelling into the springtime.  

"Now, don’t go too far," called the teacher after them. "You’ve only two hours, you know. You 

wouldn’t want to get caught out!"  



But they were running and turning their faces up to the sky and feeling the sun on their cheeks 

like a warm iron; they were taking off their jackets and letting the sunburn their arms.  

"Oh, it’s better than the sun lamps, isn’t it?"  

"Much, much better!"  

They stopped running and stood in the great jungle that covered Venus, that grew and never 

stopped growing, tumultuously, even as you watched it. It was a nest of octopi, clustering up great arms 

of flesh-like weed, wavering, flowering in this brief spring. It was the color of rubber and ash, this jungle, 

from the many years without sun. It was the color of stones and white cheeses and ink, and it was the 

color of the moon. The children lay out, laughing, on the jungle mattress, and heard it sigh and squeak 

under them resilient and alive. They ran among the trees, they slipped and fell, they pushed each other, 

they played hide-and-seek and tag, but most of all they squinted at the sun until the tears ran down 

their faces; they put their hands up to that yellowness and that amazing blueness and they breathed of 

the fresh, fresh air and listened and listened to the silence which suspended them in a blessed sea of no 

sound and no motion. They looked at everything and savored everything. Then, wildly, like animals 

escaped from their caves, they ran and ran in shouting circles. They ran for an hour and did not stop 

running. And then - In the midst of their running one of the girls wailed. Everyone stopped. The girl, 

standing in the open, held out her hand.  

"Oh, look, look," she said, trembling. They came slowly to look at her opened palm. In the center 

of it, cupped and huge, was a single raindrop. She began to cry, looking at it. They glanced quietly at the 

sun.  

"Oh. Oh."  

A few cold drops fell on their noses and their cheeks and mouths. The sun faded behind a stir of 

mist. A wind blew cold around them. They turned and started to walk back toward the underground 

house, their hands at their sides, their smiles vanishing away. A boom of thunder startled them and like 

leaves before a new hurricane, they tumbled upon each other and ran. Lightning struck ten miles away, 

five miles away, a mile, a half mile. The sky darkened into midnight in a flash. They stood in the doorway 

of the underground for a moment until it was raining hard. Then they closed the door and heard the 

gigantic sound of the rain falling in tons and avalanches, everywhere and forever.  

"Will it be seven more years?"  

"Yes. Seven."  

Then one of them gave a little cry.  

"Margot!"  

"What?"  

"She’s still in the closet where we locked her."  

"Margot."  

They stood as if someone had driven them, like so many stakes, into the floor. They looked at 

each other and then looked away. They glanced out at the world that was raining now and raining and 



raining steadily. They could not meet each other's glances. Their faces were solemn and pale. They 

looked at their hands and feet, their faces down.  

"Margot."  

One of the girls said, "Well...?" No one moved. "Go on," whispered the girl.  

They walked slowly down the hall in the sound of cold rain. They turned through the doorway to 

the room in the sound of the storm and thunder, lightning on their faces, blue and terrible. They walked 

over to the closet door slowly and stood by it. Behind the closet door was only silence. They unlocked 

the door, even more slowly, and let Margot out. 

 

 




