Ms. McCann

OC Prep


OC Hooks
___________________________________________________________________________
Remember DEAD: Date, Emotion, Action, Dialogue
___________________________________________________________________________
Date


- Begin with date on a line all by itself.


- Then give action and setting.  The weather must reflect the mood.

- Then add dialogue.


- Add personal response to the dialogue 



a) show emotion in the body. Use a simile or metaphor.



b) show inner thoughts


Emotion


- Begin with a sentence following this format:



“I am (adjective).  (Adverb), (Adverb), (adjective).”


- Skip a line and show the exact same emotion in the body:



a) show one body action with a simile.



b) show another body action with a metaphor.


- Then give context, naming the cause of your emotion.

- Then give dialogue.


- Then give personal response.

Action


- Begin with an action.


- Then give a physical personal response and setting.


- Repeat another similar action, adding to the setting.


- Then give a mental personal response.


Dialogue

- Begin with dialogue


- Give physical action and setting.


- Give physical personal response.


- Give mental personal response.


October 1, 1949.


We huddle around my family’s ancient radio, listening to the voice coming out of the cracked speakers.  Outside, the sun shines hotly on the wooden roofs and dusty streets, but the village is silent.  We are listening.


“The Chinese people have stood up . . .”  


At the sound of those words, my chest tightens, my heart beats like a drum.  I look across the radio into my grandfather’s wrinkled face.  What is he thinking? What is he feeling now?





I am terrified.  Horribly, completely terrified.





My legs are trembling like frail leaves blowing in a storm.  My heart is ice.  I stare at the black barrel of his gun, pointing straight into my face.  





“Move! Move!”  His voice is harsh, loud.  His Chinese pronunciation is poor.





I can’t move.  I’m shaking. Why did they come here?  What do they want from us?





A high-pitched siren shrills through the factory.  My eyes involuntarily dart up to the dirty glass windows near the roof.  My stomach tightens.


The siren is deafening, louder than the clacking machines which crowd the factory floor. Red alarm lights flash like a code: Air-raid! Air-raid! Air-raid!


“This is it,” I murmur.  “They’ve come at last.  We’re going to die.”





“No, not like that!  Idiot!”


Wang Tian grabs the rake roughly out of my hands and shoves me aside.  He bends low over the crumbly soil, scraping it into a small mound.  He doesn’t seem to notice the burning sun overhead, or the hot sticky air that presses down on us like a blanket.


I sigh and wipe the sweat away from my forehead, wincing.  The sweat stings my blistered hands, and now I have a brown streak of dirt above my eyes.


What was I doing here, working in a field?  I should be in school, back in my hometown of Tianjin, studying for university entrance exams. 













Adapted from Mr. Pham


