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“Bite at Night” Pacing
(For Teacher Reference)

W.5.3b, L.5.1a, L.5.3a

Key:

Underlined = sped up time

Bolded = slowed down time

I was having a dream about working on the inflatable raft in the afternoon heat. I was floating above the rainforest canopy, attached by my harness, and I was sampling leaves on the emergent layer. I was just reaching for another leaf when suddenly there was a loud bang. I woke up with a start and sat up suddenly, my heart pounding. It was pitch black as I looked around, and I couldn’t figure out where I was or what I was doing there. It took me a few moments to realize that I wasn’t on the inflatable raft after all. I was in my tent, it was the middle of the night, and a loud noise had woken me up. I could still hear the rustling of something moving around nearby. “Calm down, you silly thing,” I said to myself, “it’s only a creature foraging for a midnight snack!”

I lay back again and spent the next thirty minutes tossing and turning trying to get back to sleep. Eventually, I determined that to go back to sleep, I needed first to visit the bathroom. The bathroom was in an outhouse a short walk from my tent. One thing I always worried about when walking around in Cameroon, particularly in the dark, was the Gabon viper, one of West Africa’s deadliest snakes. I knew that at least one of those venomous snakes slept under the platform of my tent, and I certainly didn’t want to run into one of them at night.

Quickly, I threw on some clothes and started walking toward the outhouse, listening intently for the sound of a snake slithering through foliage toward me. Clumsy from sleep, I caught my foot on something and nearly fell to my knees. I didn’t want to put my hands on the ground, for fear of touching something sinister. I managed to save myself without touching and muttered under my breath, “Yikes! For goodness sake, woman, be more careful.” I was wide awake now and chastised myself for not bringing my flashlight.
A few steps later, I could just make out the outline of the outhouse about 100 feet away, exposed by the rays of moonlight that were penetrating the gaps in the dense canopy. I relaxed a little to know I was nearly there.

Suddenly, I felt a sharp, searing, bite-like pain on my right ankle. “Ouch! What was that?” I gasped with surprise. I was reaching down to try to touch it when I felt it again, this time in a different spot further down my foot. In a matter of milliseconds, my entire lower leg and foot felt as though they were on fire. It felt like a thousand burning-hot needles were repeatedly being stabbed into my skin. Then it started on the other leg too. Very quickly, the pain was so intense that I couldn’t think about anything else. The pain consumed me. I forgot that it was the middle of the night and everyone else in the camp would be sleeping. I started to jump up and down, hopping from one foot to the other. “Oh my goodness, owwwwwwwwwwwwwww!” I screamed. “Owwwwwwwww, owwwwwwww, owwwwwwww!”

After the initial shock, I began to regain my senses and became aware of the noise of people in the camp waking up and calling out to one another, “Oh no! It sounds like she’s been bitten by the Gabon viper. This could be bad!” I heard the footsteps of people running toward me and saw lights flicking on and getting brighter as they approached. I caught glimpses of concerned faces in the flashlight beams.

Even though I was in a lot of pain, I realized that I needed to alleviate their concerns immediately. “Calm down, everyone,” I shouted. “It’s nothing to worry about. I stumbled into a battalion of army ants who are eating me alive. I was startled and it hurts, but I’m going to be all right.”

I heard the grunts of displeasure as they all understood that I had awakened them for no reason, and most people started to head back to their tents. Someone loaned me a flashlight so that I could safely make it to the outhouse and then back to my tent, where I located my first aid kit and nursed my wounds.
Written by EL Education for instructional purposes

Narrative Texts Anchor Chart

(For Teacher Reference)

W.5.3
Directions: Write the following on a piece of chart paper before this lesson, leaving space at the bottom to add to it throughout the unit.

Narratives

· Narratives tell a story about real events or imagined experiences. They can be told from a first person (I) or third person (he/she) point of view.

· Narratives have a clear sequence of events that makes sense and is easy to understand. These texts have:

· A beginning that establishes the situation and introduces the characters and/or narrator

· A middle that describes the central problem and explains how the character(s) respond to the problem

· An ending that has a solution/resolution to “wrap up” the problem

· Narratives use pacing to slow down important events in the story and speed up parts of the story that are less important. Authors control the pacing in a narrative by: 

· Using transition words and phrases to span time 

· Combining and/or reducing sentences to briefly describe events that aren’t important

Combining/Reducing Sentences

L.5.3a

· Someone loaned me a flashlight, so I went to the outhouse to use the bathroom. After that, I started my walk back to my tent. I walked more carefully this time to avoid falling over. Once I got back to my tent, I spent ten minutes looking for my first aid kit. I put ointment on my ant bites to soothe the pain.

· Someone loaned me a flashlight so that I could safely make it to the outhouse and then back to my tent, where I located my first aid kit and nursed my wounds.

Steps for Revising My Writing Anchor Chart
(For Teacher Reference)
W.5.5
Directions: Write the following on a piece of chart paper in advance of this lesson.

Steps for Revising My Writing

· Choose the correct colored pencil. Today’s colors are _____.

· Decide where you are going to revise based on feedback or new learning.

· Write your revision in the space above the sentence you want to change or erase parts of your piece and replace them with your revised version.

· Read through your entire narrative piece and continue to revise.

· Review your revisions to be sure they make sense. 

[image: image1.emf]
Language Arts Curriculum





MODULE LESSONS


Grade 5: Module 2: Unit 3: Lesson 6


Writing Narrative Texts: Pacing—Speeding Up Time








© 2016 EL Education Inc.

Except where otherwise noted, EL Education’s Language Arts Curriculum is published under a Creative Commons Attribution 4.0 International (CC BY 4.0) License. To view a copy of this license, visit https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/.

Licensed third party content noted as such in this curriculum is the property of the respective copyright owner and not subject to the CC BY 4.0 License. Responsibility for securing any necessary permissions as to such third party content rests with parties desiring to use such content. For example, certain third party content may not be reproduced or distributed (outside the scope of fair use) without additional permissions from the content owner and it is the responsibility of the person seeking to reproduce or distribute this curriculum to either secure those permissions or remove the applicable content before reproduction or distribution.

	[image: image2.emf]
	| Language Arts Curriculum
	6



