Mentor Texts

Teaching Writing Through Our Textbooks
The Onion and the Astronaut, by Ann Cameron
“A woman wearing a sky-blue jogging suit got in line behind me.  She was holding a cereal box.  She smiled at me, and I smiled back.

I decided to show her what a really good catcher I am.  I made a wild and daring onion throw.

I missed the catch.  The onion kept going, straight for the middle of the baby food castle.  The castle was going to fall!


My folks would have to pay for every broken jar!  The store manager would kill me.  After that, my folks would bring me back to life to tell me things that would be much worse than death.

I was paralyzed.  I shut my eyes.


I didn’t hear a crash.  Maybe I had gone deaf from fright.  Or maybe I was in a time warp because of my fear.  In fifty years the onion would land, and that would be the end of me.

I felt a tap on my shoulder.  If I opened my eyes, I would see the store manager and all the broken jars.

I didn’t want to see him.  I didn’t want to know how bad it was.

Then came a tap again, right on the top of my head.


I heard a woman’s voice. ‘I have your onion.’”
Excerpt fromTreasures, Grade 4, p. 90-91

4th grade group work:
“Soccer was finally over and we went to our coach’s house for a celebration picnic.  Our captain Max was holding the trophy over his head and all the team members were cheering and jumping up and down with excitement.
I decided to show Max what a really good athlete I am because I wanted to impress him.  I made a daring kick to show how I could do a kick from behind so that the ball would sail forward over my head.

I misjudged the kick and the ball went straight up in the air and started to sail backwards toward the trophy.  The trophy was going to fall and break.

My team will kill me.  After that the coach will bring me back to life and make me run laps.  How much money do I have to have to repair it? What am I going to do?  Max is going to think I’m a really good athlete now!

I was paralyzed.  I closed my eyes.  I didn’t hear a sound. Maybe I had gone deaf with fright.  Or maybe it was a bad dream and I really didn’t kick the ball.

Suddenly I heard a big splat and everyone gasped as the soccer ball landed slap, dab in the middle of our celebration cake!”
Student Work Sample
Bethany was sitting at the edge of the pool waiting for me to dive in and she smiled at me and I smiled back.  

I decided to show her what a really good diver I am.  I arched my back, put my hands forward and jumped in.

I felt my shorts slip from my waist.  Oh No!  I’m going to have to face Bethany and she will laugh her head off.  I will never be able to face her again or any of her friends.

I swam to the edge and tried to hide, shutting my eyes tight.  I didn’t near anybody laugh.  Maybe they all ran away.  I dared to put my hands in the water and realized that I hadn’t lost my shorts after all!
