<
unn 4

N13788A7213 anecdote WAY short story
(Précis Writing — Anecdote and Short Story)

v 4
1A ASILIDY
1. MIMNNEY8Y  anecdote
2. AMUMEAEMEY  short story
' |
3. N1 IUEBAINN anecdote USE short story
-
3.1 LIsucunsaeeu
3.2 sannwmmidun e Bou
o ]
. v .
3.3 nilusga AN 0N
[} o (]
3.4 (HugandwanTungs
oy
3.4.1 HBAINLIGLTEY
1 []
3.4.2  HBAITNLANLADULANBUMILY

3.4.3 ﬂ;ﬂun main idea

§15EanRy

“. 4' - ‘.d.d. “
1. anecdote ﬂﬂl134117ﬁﬂiyﬂﬂﬂ1ﬂyﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂi u:atﬂutsa#ntnﬂanu
¢ ! ¢ t v

‘ P . o o Y a Ay Y
lﬂﬂﬂ11m1ﬂl"qanm"uq l“ﬂnqiml“ﬂ1uﬂﬁaazlﬂuu73ﬂvﬂ77mﬂﬂqalﬂHUIﬂQ"’a”1ﬂﬂﬂu1

v < v - ' o ! “ ¥
quzlﬂuliﬂﬂﬂaﬂ um ua:uqnqenu1ﬂnuavuﬂaag1un1stnﬂuuu
T Jﬁ - <« ax¥ ' dv .
2. short story niaLIa 2 lsaquugunqnuu1, ANANTAT UKL
! LI Y

. 1] [} ’ [} v
- 8 . W ]
AN 15wAe 9 T 9 Inameromaiinn uszifunisudn akmt Tedkmmilami In

J ] v
tIaanhuilulugynauta

EN 405 | B 11




e Y
NTTEIANTTL TEUS

) ' v '
iafimeni & gy AinfingaEN D
, . N . T .

- ¥
1. ﬂ1uuﬂ§zﬂ11uuﬂﬂﬂﬁ4ﬁa441u£ﬂﬂuﬂ0ﬁaﬁﬂ18lpﬂ
’ . - e I ' i . . .
2. BRI anecdote - uay short ‘story. lﬂu

(l
1u53nU1:a’i' l11ﬂ HU"HI’BQ?1?“14 9 LAANTIIATIN 9 1130111

! Fad 1 B

Y
19 9 uﬂ~1nnn11mn1q q tua1u a1ﬂa~ﬂutﬂun1au1~wu1n ﬂuu11uﬂuwﬂwqtnﬂuuunn

' (T T
¢ 4

mnmswmmuuaﬂnm I.ﬂ'ul. |ATN m'lngmumuum LNAALNAY um"lm nmm’m 17]')!:!

Al 01t7wﬂwu11ua1uuﬂzﬂaﬂa1ut1&41uawutﬂu'aztﬂunuw14uuw1ugnwsa1u uszn1g

[
gan Mt naY

¢ ] ¢
1. AIUMNIEIOY anecdote  tuiTassnimayneslaynnewils wininansa

1 R}
v «
L5 ] Nﬂ‘)tlﬂul ﬁNﬁ\Jﬂﬂ‘u'm ua::g«ﬂunﬁusmﬂau

2. MINNNRNIEETDY short story tﬂunaﬁ’nmmnﬂa'lﬂunﬂanuq 'H‘J'r)

PA

tHan3anN 9 maaxtﬂunamunuutru u’mm H!ﬂlﬂf\ﬂ‘lﬂ

3. NI9LAHUEARAIIN anecdote URY short story

- - - . d' « o ‘ o
3.1 cudhiaseew fe Baucdhqessmad 3 odsunl o

v ! ‘ vllv R : - w
#La1 unzinanseasiasmalulman
l ll ' v v

3. 2 naﬂnm'mmﬂun'mwmnu nmwnumnﬂwumynumnaﬂ 0fBINIT

1] . v L] ]

Qxﬂﬂﬂ’lnﬂ mmu NN 'lﬂ“ﬂﬂlﬂﬂﬂ’l!ﬂ!lﬂ\ll TN

[ 2 | [}
3.3 anunﬂa ﬂqn1n1u n11n11unﬂaa~n11nﬂvun11nqﬂ1nwu1nnunutaa

]
ﬂvun111ﬂ question words : who, what, where, when, how (U

)

54 ‘ EN 405



Whose story is it?

What did the main character do in the story?
Where did the story take place?

When did the.story take place?

How did the story begin and how did it end?
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It was a sleepy rainy afternoon. I called on a student to read
aloud a paragraph from é comprehension passage. He was-a poor reader
and read the paragraph most painfully slow. When he had finished,

I asked him what fhe paragraph was about. His serious reply woke

up even the sleepiest student. His reply was, "I am sorry, si_r‘, but

I wasn't listening." (about 60 words)
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1. The story is about a teacher.
2, He was teaching a reading class.,
‘3. The story happened in the class.
4. The story happened on a sleepy afternoon.

5. The story was ended by an answer of one of his students,

56 4 ‘ o | EN 405



/
Possible precis writing
A teacher found that all his students fell asleep in his
reading class because one of his students, after being told to read

a paragraph, was asked what he was reading about. He answered that

he did not listen to the teacher's question.
nia

The teacher who wrote this story found that all his students
feil asleep while he was teaching. Even a student who was told to
read a paragraph answered him that he did not listen to what thei
teacher was asking him.

What is the main idea of this story?

Possible answers

A teacher should motivate his students to pay attention

H

to what he is teaching.
nia

A teacher should know how to make his students pay attention

to what he is teaching.
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Six-year-old Tim came downstairs crying loudly,

"What's fhe mattér?" asked his mother anxiously.

"Papa was hanging a picture and he just hit his thumb
with a hammer," replied Tim, still cfying.

“That's not very serious," comforted his mother. "A big
man like you shouldn't cry at such a small matter like that. Why
didn't you just laugh at Paéa?" |

"I did," Tim began to cry lowder. (about 65 words)

From Summary Writting : Principles and Practice by Simon Wong p. 33

Possible precis writing

A six-year-old child cried because he saw his father hit
his thumb with a hamﬁer while hanging a picture. His mother told
him to laugh at his father instead of crying. He answered his

mother that he had done so and started crying lowder,
"io

A six~-year-o0ld child cried when he saw his father hit his
‘thumb with a hammer while hanging a picture. He cried louder when

his mother told him to laugh at his father's clumsiness.
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A country woman goes to the city for the first time. iShe
sees many cars, lights, and tall buildings. She walks into a biég
office building and looks all around. She sees an old,‘ old man
with gray hair. He is starding next to two doors. He pushes the
button next to the doors ard the doors open. He walks inside and
the two doors close. Over the doors are same numbers. The m:mbéers
change-~ 1,2,3,4,5. Then they change again--5,4,3,2,1. The doors
open again and a handsame young man with black hair walks outl |
The country waoman says, "My goodness. That's wonderful! Tomorrow

I'm going to bring my husband!" (about 110 words)

From Picture Stories for Beginning Compontion by Sandra Heyer. p.30

Possible precis writing

A country waman in making her first trip to the city.,
At an office building she sees a lift where an old man is standiing.
The o0ld man walks into the lif't' which carries him ypstairs. La;ter
on, the lift comes down and the door opens. The country woman éees
a young handsame man walk out. She is amazed and she thinks to ;;herself

|

that she will bring her husband here the following day. |
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A country woman travels to a city for the first time. 1In
an office building, she sees an old man walk into the lift which
carries him upstairs. Later an, the lift comes down and a young
handsome man waiks out. She is amazed. She thinks that she will
‘bring her husband here the next day.

NANTIN e miTawmelull uazeanlnlanaow

Some people are standing around a grave in a cemetery.
A minister is talking about the man they} are going to bury. The
minister says, "Let's say some good things about this man."

Nobody says anything.

The minister says again, "Let's say some good things
about this man." ' |

Nobody says anYthirlQ.

YPLEASE!" says the minister. "Let's say some good things
about this man!" |

Ncbody says anything.

Finally a woman says, "Well,' his brother was worse,"

From Picfure Stories far Beginning Coniposition by Sandra Heyer p.36
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Possible precis writing

At a man's burial service, a minister asks people who are
attending the ceremony many times to say something good about the
man who is going to be buried. But nobody says anything. Finally

a woman says that the dead man's brother is worse,
k]

At a man's burial service, a woman, one of the ceremany
attendants, said that the dead man's brother was worse. !

=Y
NN 8 short storyl‘iiN Mr. Parker by Laurie Colwin

Mr. Parker

Mrs Parker died suddenly in October. She and Mr, Parker lived in a
Victorian house next fo ours, and Mr. Parker was my piano teacher.
He commuted to Wall Street, where he was a securities analyst, but
he had studied at Juilliard and gave lessons on the side-for théa
pleasure of it, not for money. His only students were me and ttfle
church organist, who was learning technique on a double—keybpard;i
harpischord Mr. Parker had built one spring.

Mrs Parker was known for her pastry; she and my mothei;
were friends, after a fashion. Every two months or so they spexfut
a day together in the kitchen baking butter cookies and cream pﬁffs,
or rolling out strudel leaves. She was thin and wispy, and turned ’
out her pastry with abstract expertness., As a girl, she had br?ight—red
hair, which was now the colour of o0ld leaves. there was somethging

smoky and autumnal about her : she wore rust-coloured sweaters and
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heather-coloured skirts, and kept dried weeds in ornamental jars and
pressed flowers in frames, If you borrowed a book from her, there
were petal marks on the back pages. She was tall, but she stooped

as ﬁif she had spent a litetime looking for something she had dropped. .

The word 'tragic' was mentioned in connection with her death.
She and Mr, Parker were in the middle of their middle age, and neither
of them had ever been seriously i11, It was heart failure, and unex-
pected. My parents went to see Mr, Parker aé soon as they got the news,
since they took their responsibilities as neighbours seriously, and
two days later they took me to pay a formal condolence call., It was
Indian summer, and the house felt closed in. They had used the fire-
place during a recent cold spell, and the living-room smelled faintly
of ash, The only people from the cdmmunity were some neighbours, the
minister and his wife, and the rabbi and his wife and son., The Parkers
wer‘e.Episcopalian, but Mr, Parker played the organ in the synagogue on |
Saturday mornings and on High Holy Days. There was a large urn of tea,
and the last of Mrs, Parker's strudel. On the sofa were Mrs, Parker's -
sisters, and a man who looked like Mr. Parker ten years younger leaned
against the piahé, which was closed, The conversation was hushed and
stilted. On the way out, the rabbi's son tried to trip me, and I
kicked him in return. We were adolescent enemies of a loving sort,
and since we didn't know what else to do, we expressed our love in
slaps and pinches and other mild attempts at grievous bodily harm.

I loved the Parkers' house. It was the last Victorian house on the
block, and was shaped like a wedding cake. The living-room was round,
and all the walls curved. The third floor was a tower, on top of
which sat a weathervane. Every five years the house was painted
chocolate brown, which faded Qradually to the colour of weak tea.

The front-hall window was a stained-glass picture of a fat Victorian
baby holding a bunch of roses. The baby's face was puffy and neuter,
and its eyes were that of an old man caught in a state of surprise,
Its white dress was milky when the light shone through.
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On Wednesday afternoons, Mr. Parker came home on an ea:ly
train, and I had my lesson. Mr. Parker's teaching method never
varied. He never scolded or corrected. The first fifteen minutés
were devoted to a warm~up in which I could play anything I liked,
Then Mr., Parker played the lesson of the week. His playing was 5
tefrifically precise, but his eyes became dreamy and unfocused.
Then I played the same lesson, and after that we worked on the
difficult passages, but basically he wanted me to hear my mistakes.
When we began a new piece, we played it part by part, taking turns,'
over and over. |

After that, we sat in the solarium and discussed the next
week's lesson. Mr, Parker usually played a record and talked in:
detail about the composer, his life and times, and the form. Wifh

the exception of Mozart and Schubert, he like Baroque music almost
exclusively. The lesson of the week was always Bach, which Mr. Parker
felt taught elegance and precision. Mrs. Parker used to leave u$ a
tray of cookies and lemonade, cold in the summer and hot in the Qinter,
with cinnamon sticks. When the cookies were gone, the lesson wa% over
and I left, passing the Victorian child in the hallway.

In the days after the funeral, my mother took several casseroles over
to Mr. Parker and invited him to dinner a number of times. For $everal
weeks he revolved between us, the minister, and the rabbi. Since
neither of my parents cared much about music, except to hear my &laying
praised, the conversation at dinner was limited to the stock market and
the blessings of country life. |

In a few weeks, I got a note from Mr, Parker enclosed in a
thank-you note to my parents. It said that piano lessons would begin
the following Wednesday. |

I went to the Parkers' after school. Everything was the same,
I warmed up for fifteen minutes, Mr. Parker played the lesson, and I
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repeated it. In the solarium were the usual cookies and lemonade.

'Are they good, these cookies?' Mr, Parker asked.
"I said they were .

'T made them yesterday,' he said. 'I've got to be my own
baker now,'

Mr. Parker's hair had once been blond, but was greying into
the colour of straw., Both he and Mrs. Parker seemed to have faded
out of some bright time they once had lived in, He was very thin,
as if the friction of living had burned’evéry unnecessary paxjticle
off him, but he was calm and cheery in the way you expect plump
people to be, On teaching days, he always wore a blue cardigan,
buttoned, and a striped tie. Both smelled faintly' of tobacco. At
the end of the lesson, he gave me a robin's egg he had found., The
light was flickering through the bunch of roses in the window as ‘I
left, , ,

When I got home, I found my mother in the kitchen, waiting
and angry. ‘ .

'Where were you?' she said.

‘At my piano lesson,'

'What piano lesson?!

'You know what piano lesson. At Mr, Parker's.'

'You didn't tell me you were going to a piano lesson,' she -
said. : | ,
'T always have a lesson on Wednesday. '

'T don't want you having lessons there now that Mrs, Parker's
gone,' She slung a roast into a pan. A

I stomped off to my room and wrapped the robin's egg in a
sweat sock. My throat felt shrivelled and hot.

At dinner, my mother said to my father,'I don't want Jane
taking piano lessons from M‘r“. Parker now that Mrs. Parker's gone,'
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'Why don't you want me to have lessons?' I said, close;i to
shouting. 'There's no reason.' |

'She can study with Mrs. Murchison.' Mrs, Murchison had
been my first teacher. She was a fat, myopic woman who smelled j;of
bacon grease and whose repertoire was confined to ‘Little Classjics
for Children'. Her students were mostly under ten, and she kep¢
an asthmatic chow who was often sick on the rug. i

'T won't go to Mrs. Murchison!' I shouted. 'I've outgrown
her,'
'Let’'s be sensible about this,' said my father. 'Calmfdown,,
~ Janie.'

I stuck my fork into a potato to keep from crying and
muttered melocramatically that I would hang myself before I'd gp

i
1
|

back to Mrs., Murchison. : ;

The lessons continued. At night I practised quietly, and from ji:imé
to time my mother would look up and say, 'That's nice, dear.,'

Mr. Parker had given me a Three-Part Invention, and I worked on, 1t
as if it were granite. It was the most complicated piece of mu;s:Lc
I had ever played, and I learned it w1th a sense of loss; smce{ I
didn't know when the axe would fall, I thought it might be the flast

{
1
1

piece of music I would ever learn from Mr, Parker.

The lessons went on and -nothing was said, but when I fcame
home after them my mother and I faced each other with division and
coldness. Mr. Parker bought a kitten called Mildred to keep hm
company in the house. When we had our cookies and lemonade, M:Ij,ldred

got a saucer of milk.

At night, I was grilled by my mother as we washed thé dishes,
I found her sudden interest in the events of my day unnerving. ‘ She was
systematic, beginning with my morning classes, ending in the afternoon.
In the light of her intense focus, everything seemed wrong. Then she
said, with arch sweetness, ‘And how is Mr. Parker, dear?' |

{
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'Fine,'

'And how are the lessons going?!

'Fine, | | \

'And how is the house now that Mrs. Parker's gone?

'It's the same., Mr. Parker bought a kitten.' As I said it,
I knew it was betrayal.

'What kind of kitten?'

'A sort of pink one,'

‘What's it name?!

'It doesn't have one,' I said. ,

One night she said, 'Does Mr. Parker drink?'

‘He drinks lerﬁonade.'

'I only asked because it must be so hard for him,' she said
in an offended voice. 'He must be very sad.'

'He doesn't seem all that sad to me.' It was the wrong thing
to say. ' \ '
'I see,' she said, folding the dish-towel with elaborate
care. 'You know how I feel about this, Jane. I don't want you alone
in the house with him,' ~

'He's my piano teacher,' I was suddenly in tears, so I ran
out of the kitchen and up to my room. |

She followed me up, and sat on the edge of my bed while I
sat at the desk, secretly crying on to the blotter.

‘T only want wﬁat's best for you,' she said,

'If you want what's best for me, why don't you want me to
have piano lessons?' ' |

'I do want you to have piano lessons, but you're growing
up and it doesn't look right for you to be in a house alone with a
widowed man. ' S

*I think you're crazy.’

, 'I don't think you understand what Im trying to say. You're

not a little girl any more, Jane. There are privileges of childhood,

66 EN 405



and privileges of adulthood, and you're in the middle. It's difftficult,

'You don't know, You're just trying to stop me from ﬁakmg
piano lessons.,' :

She stood up. 'I'm trying to protect you, ' she saJ.d 'jWhat
if Mr, Parker touched you? What would you do then?' She made td;e word
'touch' sound sinister. 1

'You're just being mean,' I said, and by this time I vLas
crying openly. It would have fixed things to throw my arms around
her, but that meant losing, and this was war,

'We'll discuss it some other time,' she said, close to tears
herself.

I worked on the Invention until my hands shook. When I came hoqje, if
the house was empty, I practised in a panic, and finally, it wa# almost
right, On Wednesday, I went to Mr, Parker's and stood at the dc{&orway,
expecting something drastic and changed, but it was all the same. .
There were cookies and lemonade in the solarium., Mildred took afnap
in the simplest parts, in things I knew by heart. Then Mr. Parker
played the lesson of the week and I tried to memorize his phras;mq

he

on my coat. My fifteen-minute warm-up was terrible; I made mlslakm

exactly. Before my turn came, Mr, Parker put the metronome on
floor and we watched Mildred trying to catch the arm.

}

I played it, and I knew it was right-I was playmg mu.islc,
not struggling with a lesson.

When I finished, Mr. Parker grabbed me by the shoulders.,
'That's perfect! Really perfect!' he said, 'A real breakthrough,
These are the times that make teachers glad they teach.'

We had lemonade and cookies and listened to some Palestrina
motets. When I left, it was overéasi:, and the light was murky and
green,
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I walked home slowly, divided by dread and joy in equal
parts, I had performed like an adult, and had been congratulated
by an adult, but samething had been closed off, I sat under a |
tree ard cried like a baby. He had touched me after all.
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