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Teacher: ____________________________
Class/Period: _________________________
Date: ______________________________

Directions:   As readers, we are constantly finding ways to connect to the text.  Good readers find connections without even realizing it.  There are three main ways to connect to a text.  Look at these examples.
Text vs. Text: This book reminds me of another book I read because the characters are about the same
                         age.
Text vs. World: The setting in this book takes place in New Orleans during the aftermath of Hurricane 
                            Katrina.  People are still recovering from this disaster even today.
Text vs. Self:  This character is a new student at school. I know what it’s like to be new at a big school, 
                         too. 

Notice that all of these connections are based on what the reader already knows.  For your assignment, read the poem, “The Sun Goes Down on Summer.”  Write a full page response to what you have read, relying on connections to the text.  Your response not only needs to be well organized and neatly written in black ink or typed, but it also must be thoughtful and thorough.  I am looking for your ability to think deeply about what you have read, along with your ability to express those thoughts in writing.  
Remember that there is no right or wrong answer; every reader makes different responses to a text.  However, keep in mind that this is not something you can easily breeze through, I expect you to push yourself to do your best work.
Look at this example to help you get started with your own ideas.

The Sun Goes Down on Summer.
Text to Self -  I can picture the sun setting during the summer. I see the glowing pinks, reds, and oranges painted through the sky as the sun disappears behind the mountains.  But “a cold, empty spot”…Are you kidding! I got my first job at age 9, and I worked my butt off driving tractors, picking beans and I started logging at 13. I couldn’t wait for school to start! 

I come to the water one last time as the sun
goes down on summer.
It’s going; I can feel it slip away, and it
leaves a cold empty spot
a hole in my warm memories of endless 
golden days
and dreams as ripe as watermelons.
I’d give the world to make the summer stay.
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Directions:  Please read the following poem.  As you read, stop and record the connections you make as
                      a reader next to the idea in the poem.

The Sun Goes Down On Summer________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

I come to the water one last time as the sun
goes down on summer.
It’s going; I can feel it slip away, and it
leaves a cold empty spot 
a hole in my warm memories of endless
golden days
and dreams as ripe as watermelons.
I’d give the world to make the summer stay.

The water is calm around me.
It’s a warm, silent sea of thought dyed in the
rich blues of night
and memory.
Why can’t things just stay the way they are?
Instead, the days rush headlong into change 
and I feel like nothing’s ever going to be the 
same.

Soon school will start again.  And all the 
things I thought I’d left
behind will come back, and it won’t be
gentle water I’ll be
swimming in-
It’ll be noise and people and schedules and
passes and teachers
telling everyone what to do.
One more year of homework, tests and 
grades.  Of daily popularity 
contests and pressure-cooker competition
and heaps of frustration.

The first day is the worst.  Not knowing who 
your friends are, or
what’s changed since last year.  Trying to pick it
up where you left off.
I’ll look real hard for a last year’s friend to get
me from one
scrambled class to another, through halls
crawling with people. I wonder if I’ll fit in.
Football practice started last week.  It started 
without me.
I had to make a choice and football lost.
Two years on the team and it struck me—who
am I doing this for?
It’s just another thing people expect you to do,
so you do it.
School is full of those kinds of things—things
that sap your freedom,
and keep you from being yourself.
That’s what I want most, to be myself.  But
that’s hard.

Here’s what I dread most when summer goes;
I go with it.
I go back to school and I change as soon as I 
walk through those doors.
I have to be someone everyone will like—that’s 
a law of survival.
What would happen if I just stayed the real
me?
Would they turn me off? Label me “weird?”
It seems like so much to risk.

And who know, I might discover something 
of myself
in the coming year.
I might get closer to the person I am – what a 
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When the doors open on Monday morning, I’ll
have a fresh start,
a fresh opportunity to find myself.
I want to be ready.
                                    - Steve Lawhead

