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This	
  lesson	
  plan	
  is	
  to	
  accompany	
  the	
  American	
  Stories	
  series	
  episode,	
  A	
  
Municipal	
  Report	
  by	
  O.	
  Henry.	
  

A	
  transcript	
  of	
  the	
  story	
  is	
  included	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  this	
  lesson	
  to	
  print	
  so	
  
students	
  can	
  read	
  as	
  they	
  listen.	
  Teachers	
  who	
  cannot	
  play	
  the	
  audio	
  from	
  the	
  
website	
  can	
  read	
  the	
  story	
  aloud	
  or	
  have	
  students	
  read	
  it.	
  

This	
  lesson	
  plan	
  is	
  based	
  on	
  the	
  CALLA	
  Approach.	
  See	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  lesson	
  for	
  
more	
  informa?on	
  and	
  resources	
  on	
  teaching	
  with	
  the	
  CALLA	
  approach.	
  The	
  
following	
  slide	
  shows	
  the	
  five	
  parts	
  of	
  this	
  lesson	
  plan.	
  

Introduc9on	
  



Lesson	
  Elements	
  

Prepare	
  
Present	
  
Prac9ce	
  

Self-­‐Evaluate	
  
Expand	
  



Teach	
  vocabulary	
  and	
  new	
  concepts	
  

Prepare	
  

Introduce	
  the	
  story.	
  “Today	
  we	
  will	
  read	
  A	
  Municipal	
  Report	
  by	
  O.	
  Henry.	
  
This	
  story	
  takes	
  place	
  in	
  Nashville.	
  Nashville	
  is	
  a	
  city	
  in	
  the	
  state	
  of	
  
Tennessee.	
  What	
  have	
  you	
  heard	
  about	
  Nashville?	
  Our	
  story	
  says	
  it	
  is	
  a	
  
‘sleepy	
  southern	
  town.’	
  What	
  do	
  you	
  think	
  that	
  means?”	
  

Listen	
  to	
  students’	
  responses.	
  If	
  they	
  do	
  not	
  know	
  about	
  Nashville,	
  
explain	
  that	
  it	
  is	
  a	
  southern	
  city,	
  and	
  is	
  currently	
  known	
  for	
  country	
  
music.	
  In	
  1904,	
  when	
  this	
  story	
  was	
  wriPen,	
  however,	
  there	
  was	
  no	
  
country	
  music	
  industry	
  in	
  Nashville.	
  It	
  was	
  ‘sleepy’	
  because	
  not	
  much	
  
happened	
  there.	
  

Teach	
  the	
  vocabulary	
  for	
  the	
  story.	
  Show	
  the	
  map	
  of	
  Nashville’s	
  loca?on.	
  



Vocabulary	
  
con9nually�	
  -­‐	
  	
  adv.	
  doing	
  something	
  without	
  interrup?on,	
  not	
  
stopping	
  or	
  ending�	
  

rainbow	
  -­‐	
  n.	
  a	
  curved	
  line	
  of	
  different	
  colors	
  that	
  some?mes	
  appears	
  
in	
  the	
  sky	
  when	
  the	
  sun	
  shines	
  through	
  rain�	
  

publisher	
  -­‐	
  n.	
  a	
  person	
  or	
  company	
  that	
  produces	
  books,	
  magazines,	
  
etc.	
  

faint	
  -­‐	
  v.	
  to	
  suddenly	
  become	
  unconscious	
  

slave	
  -­‐	
  n.	
  someone	
  who	
  is	
  legally	
  owned	
  by	
  another	
  person	
  and	
  is	
  
forced	
  to	
  work	
  for	
  that	
  person	
  without	
  pay�	
  

fist	
  -­‐	
  n.	
  the	
  hand	
  with	
  its	
  fingers	
  bent	
  down	
  into	
  the	
  palm	
  
	
  



Nashville,	
  Tennessee	
  



Present	
  

Introduce	
  the	
  task	
  to	
  students:	
  “You	
  shouldn’t	
  judge	
  this	
  story	
  by	
  it’s	
  
?tle.	
  You	
  would	
  think	
  “The	
  Municipal	
  Report”	
  is	
  about	
  a	
  city.	
  But	
  
that’s	
  far	
  from	
  true.	
  It’s	
  really	
  about	
  the	
  people	
  in	
  that	
  city.	
  This	
  story	
  
asks	
  us	
  to	
  think	
  about	
  our	
  reac?ons	
  to	
  the	
  people	
  we	
  meet.	
  As	
  we	
  
read	
  the	
  story	
  today,	
  we	
  will	
  look	
  for	
  how	
  the	
  storyteller	
  reacts	
  to	
  the	
  
characters	
  in	
  the	
  story.	
  We	
  will	
  prac?ce	
  the	
  strategy,	
  focus	
  on	
  the	
  
details.	
  When	
  we	
  focus,	
  we	
  look	
  for	
  details,	
  or	
  small	
  things	
  the	
  writer	
  
tells	
  us	
  in	
  the	
  story.	
  	
  This	
  helps	
  us	
  understand	
  the	
  whole	
  story	
  bePer.	
  
I’ll	
  show	
  you	
  how	
  to	
  do	
  this.”	
  

Play	
  or	
  read	
  aloud	
  to	
  “I	
  said	
  good	
  night.”	
  

Explain	
  the	
  task	
  and	
  model	
  the	
  learning	
  strategy	
  



Tell	
  students,	
  “I’m	
  going	
  to	
  focus	
  on	
  the	
  details	
  now	
  about	
  Major	
  
Wentworth	
  Caswell.	
  I	
  ask	
  myself,	
  what	
  tells	
  me	
  how	
  the	
  storyteller	
  
feels	
  about	
  Wentworth	
  Caswell?”	
  	
  	
  	
  

Write	
  notes	
  as	
  you	
  list	
  details	
  on	
  a	
  screen	
  or	
  the	
  board.	
  

“Here	
  is	
  the	
  first	
  detail	
  I	
  no?ced:	
  the	
  narrator	
  (storyteller)	
  says	
  
Caswell	
  is	
  a	
  big,	
  heavy	
  man.	
  The	
  narrator	
  says	
  Caswell	
  reminds	
  him	
  of	
  
a	
  hungry	
  dog	
  looking	
  for	
  a	
  bone.	
  I	
  think	
  this	
  means	
  he	
  looks	
  down	
  on	
  
him	
  because	
  Caswell	
  is	
  looking	
  for	
  someone	
  to	
  talk	
  to.	
  Then	
  he	
  says	
  
Caswell	
  talks	
  ‘con?nually.’	
  He	
  is	
  ?red	
  of	
  listening	
  to	
  Caswell.	
  This	
  
sentence	
  tells	
  me	
  that:	
  ‘By	
  this	
  ?me,	
  I	
  had	
  decided	
  that	
  I	
  wanted	
  no	
  
more	
  of	
  him.’	
  

Explain	
  the	
  task	
  and	
  model	
  the	
  learning	
  strategy	
  



Details	
  

Character Description Feelings 

Major Worthington 
Caswell 

A big, heavy 
man…He had a 
big, fat, red face 
and a sleepy 
expression in his 
eyes  

Something about 
the way he moved 
made me think of 
a hungry dog 
looking for a bone  

Talks continuously By this time, I had 
decided that I 
wanted no more of 
him.’ 



Tell	
  students,	
  “Now	
  it’s	
  your	
  turn.	
  Find	
  a	
  partner.	
  Take	
  out	
  a	
  sheet	
  of	
  
paper.	
  As	
  we	
  read	
  the	
  next	
  sec?on,	
  focus	
  on	
  the	
  details.	
  What	
  do	
  
they	
  show	
  you	
  about	
  how	
  the	
  storyteller	
  feels?	
  Then	
  I	
  will	
  ask	
  you	
  to	
  
share	
  your	
  notes	
  with	
  your	
  partner.”	
  

Play	
  or	
  read	
  aloud	
  to	
  ‘Just	
  step	
  in	
  and	
  I'll	
  take	
  you	
  there	
  right	
  
away.’	
  	
  

“Now,	
  sit	
  with	
  your	
  partner	
  and	
  write	
  on	
  your	
  paper.	
  	
  What	
  details	
  do	
  
we	
  have	
  about	
  Uncle	
  Caesar?”	
  

Give	
  students	
  ?me	
  to	
  write.	
  Then	
  ask	
  them	
  to	
  tell	
  their	
  partner	
  
about	
  the	
  details	
  they	
  no?ced.	
  Ask	
  several	
  students	
  to	
  share	
  
these	
  with	
  the	
  class.	
  	
  

	
  
Allow	
  students	
  to	
  prac?ce	
  the	
  strategy	
  with	
  the	
  story	
  

Prac9ce	
  



Details	
  

Character Description Feelings 

Uncle	
  Caesar	
  

big,	
  old	
  black	
  man	
  with	
  
fuzzy	
  gray	
  hair	
  wearing	
  the	
  
strangest	
  coat	
  …	
  
Only one of the buttons 
was left. It was yellow 
and as big as a fifty cent 
coin. 	
  

It’s not clear. 
Maybe he thinks 
the man is poor 
and feels pity for 
him.

old	
  man	
  asked	
  “Why	
  do	
  you	
  
want	
  to	
  go	
  there?”	
  

“What	
  business	
  is	
  it	
  
of	
  yours?”	
  I	
  said	
  
angrily.	
  –	
  Storyteller	
  
doesn’t	
  want	
  to	
  be	
  
friendly	
  with	
  Uncle	
  
Caesar.	
  



Instruct	
  students	
  to	
  listen	
  again.	
  “With	
  your	
  partner,	
  listen	
  to	
  the	
  next	
  
part	
  of	
  the	
  story.	
  Keep	
  focusing	
  on	
  the	
  details.	
  In	
  this	
  part	
  of	
  the	
  
story,	
  we	
  meet	
  the	
  writer	
  our	
  storyteller	
  is	
  looking	
  for:	
  Azalea	
  Adair.”	
  

Play	
  or	
  read	
  aloud	
  to	
  ‘We	
  said	
  good-­‐bye.	
  I	
  went	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  
hotel.’	
  

Ask	
  students	
  to	
  write	
  the	
  details	
  they	
  no?ced	
  on	
  their	
  paper.	
  ask	
  
several	
  students	
  to	
  say	
  what	
  they	
  think	
  the	
  narrator	
  feels	
  from	
  how	
  
he	
  describes	
  Azalea	
  Adair.	
  

Allow	
  students	
  to	
  prac?ce	
  the	
  strategy	
  with	
  the	
  story	
  



Details	
  

Character Description Feelings 

Azalea	
  Adair	
  

She	
  was	
  about	
  figy	
  years	
  
old.	
  Her	
  white	
  hair	
  was	
  
pulled	
  back	
  from	
  her	
  small,	
  
?red	
  face.	
  She	
  wore	
  a	
  pale	
  
yellow	
  dress.	
  It	
  was	
  old,	
  but	
  
very	
  clean.	
  

The narrator 
respects Azalea 
Adair.

I	
  heard	
  the	
  man's	
  rough	
  
voice	
  and	
  her	
  gentle	
  one.	
  	
  

The	
  narrator	
  thinks	
  
she	
  is	
  gentle,	
  and	
  
the	
  man	
  is	
  unkind.	
  



Ask	
  students	
  to	
  look	
  for	
  one	
  other	
  detail	
  –	
  the	
  dollar	
  bill.	
  “This	
  dollar	
  
bill	
  appeared	
  two	
  ?mes	
  in	
  the	
  story	
  so	
  far.	
  What	
  do	
  you	
  think	
  
happened	
  to	
  the	
  dollar	
  bill?”	
  

Give	
  students	
  ?me	
  to	
  answer	
  the	
  ques?on	
  alone	
  or	
  with	
  their	
  
partners.	
  

Ask	
  students	
  to	
  listen	
  again	
  and	
  focus	
  on	
  the	
  details	
  about	
  the	
  
characters	
  and	
  the	
  dollar	
  bill.	
  

Play	
  or	
  read	
  aloud	
  to	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  story.	
  

Ask	
  students	
  to	
  write	
  the	
  details	
  they	
  no?ced.	
  Write	
  them	
  on	
  the	
  
screen	
  or	
  board.	
  Ask	
  students,	
  “Why	
  didn’t	
  the	
  narrator	
  show	
  the	
  
buPon	
  to	
  the	
  police?”	
  

Allow	
  students	
  to	
  prac?ce	
  the	
  strategy	
  with	
  the	
  story	
  



Details	
  

Character Description Feelings/
Understanding 

Azalea	
  Adair	
  
She	
  fainted	
  –	
  she	
  doesn’t	
  
eat	
  much	
  

The narrator feels 
pity for Azalea 
Adair.

Major	
  Caswell	
  

he's a hopeless drunk 
who takes even the small 
amount of money that 
Uncle Caesar gives her  

This helps explain 
the dollar bill to 
the narrator 

Uncle 
Caesar 

A yellow button...the one 
from Uncle Caesar's coat.  

Uncle Caesar 
killed Major 
Caswell 



Ask	
  students	
  to	
  evaluate	
  for	
  themselves	
  whether	
  the	
  strategy	
  helped	
  them	
  

Self-­‐Evaluate	
  

Ask,	
  “Now	
  I’d	
  like	
  to	
  ask	
  –	
  what	
  do	
  you	
  think	
  about	
  using	
  this	
  
strategy,	
  focus,	
  when	
  you	
  read?	
  Did	
  it	
  help	
  you	
  understand	
  the	
  story?	
  	
  

Give	
  students	
  ?me	
  to	
  discuss	
  their	
  reac?on	
  to	
  using	
  the	
  strategy.	
  
Find	
  out	
  if	
  focusing	
  on	
  the	
  details	
  helped	
  them	
  understand	
  how	
  
the	
  narrator	
  felt	
  about	
  the	
  characters	
  in	
  the	
  story.	
  



Expand	
  

Ask	
  students,	
  “Are	
  there	
  other	
  ?mes	
  when	
  you	
  can	
  focus	
  on	
  the	
  
details	
  in	
  your	
  school	
  work	
  or	
  outside	
  of	
  school?”	
  

Listen	
  to	
  students’	
  responses.	
  

Con?nue,	
  “This	
  strategy	
  is	
  helpful	
  in	
  both	
  reading	
  and	
  listening.	
  
Focusing	
  on	
  the	
  details	
  makes	
  us	
  slow	
  down	
  a	
  liPle,	
  and	
  think	
  
carefully	
  about	
  what	
  we	
  are	
  reading.”	
  

“Try	
  using	
  this	
  strategy	
  tonight	
  when	
  you	
  do	
  your	
  homework,	
  or	
  in	
  
your	
  next	
  class.	
  Let	
  me	
  know	
  how	
  it	
  goes!”	
  

Ask	
  students	
  use	
  the	
  strategy	
  in	
  other	
  contexts	
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Our	
  story	
  today	
  is	
  called	
  "A	
  Municipal	
  Report."	
  It	
  was	
  written	
  by	
  O.	
  Henry	
  and	
  first	
  published	
  in	
  

1904.	
  Here	
  is	
  Shep	
  O'Neal	
  with	
  the	
  story.	
  

It	
  was	
  raining	
  as	
  I	
  got	
  off	
  the	
  train	
  in	
  Nashville,	
  Tennessee	
  -­‐-­‐	
  a	
  slow,	
  gray	
  rain.	
  I	
  was	
  tired	
  so	
  I	
  

went	
  straight	
  to	
  my	
  hotel.	
  

A	
  big,	
  heavy	
  man	
  was	
  walking	
  up	
  and	
  down	
  in	
  the	
  hotel	
  lobby.	
  Something	
  about	
  the	
  way	
  he	
  

moved	
  made	
  me	
  think	
  of	
  a	
  hungry	
  dog	
  looking	
  for	
  a	
  bone.	
  He	
  had	
  a	
  big,	
  fat,	
  red	
  face	
  and	
  a	
  

sleepy	
  expression	
  in	
  his	
  eyes.	
  He	
  introduced	
  himself	
  as	
  Wentworth	
  Caswell	
  -­‐-­‐	
  Major	
  

Wentworth	
  Caswell	
  -­‐-­‐	
  from	
  "a	
  fine	
  southern	
  family."	
  Caswell	
  pulled	
  me	
  into	
  the	
  hotel's	
  

barroom	
  and	
  yelled	
  for	
  a	
  waiter.	
  We	
  ordered	
  drinks.	
  While	
  we	
  drank,	
  he	
  talked	
  continually	
  

about	
  himself,	
  his	
  family,	
  his	
  wife	
  and	
  her	
  family.	
  He	
  said	
  his	
  wife	
  was	
  rich.	
  He	
  showed	
  me	
  a	
  

handful	
  of	
  silver	
  coins	
  that	
  he	
  pulled	
  from	
  his	
  coat	
  pocket.	
  

By	
  this	
  time,	
  I	
  had	
  decided	
  that	
  I	
  wanted	
  no	
  more	
  of	
  him.	
  I	
  said	
  good	
  night.	
  

I	
  went	
  up	
  to	
  my	
  room	
  and	
  looked	
  out	
  the	
  window.	
  It	
  was	
  ten	
  o'clock	
  but	
  the	
  town	
  was	
  silent.	
  

"A	
  nice	
  quiet	
  place,"	
  I	
  said	
  to	
  myself	
  as	
  I	
  got	
  ready	
  for	
  bed.	
  Just	
  an	
  ordinary,	
  sleepy	
  southern	
  

town."	
  

I	
  was	
  born	
  in	
  the	
  south	
  myself.	
  But	
  I	
  live	
  in	
  New	
  York	
  now.	
  I	
  write	
  for	
  a	
  large	
  magazine.	
  My	
  

boss	
  had	
  asked	
  me	
  to	
  go	
  to	
  Nashville.	
  The	
  magazine	
  had	
  received	
  some	
  stories	
  and	
  poems	
  

from	
  a	
  writer	
  in	
  Nashville,	
  named	
  Azalea	
  Adair.	
  The	
  editor	
  liked	
  her	
  work	
  very	
  much.	
  

The	
  publisher	
  asked	
  me	
  to	
  get	
  her	
  to	
  sign	
  an	
  agreement	
  to	
  write	
  only	
  for	
  his	
  magazine.	
  

I	
  left	
  the	
  hotel	
  at	
  nine	
  o'clock	
  the	
  next	
  morning	
  to	
  find	
  Miss	
  Adair.	
  It	
  was	
  still	
  raining.	
  As	
  soon	
  

as	
  I	
  stepped	
  outside	
  I	
  met	
  Uncle	
  Caesar.	
  He	
  was	
  a	
  big,	
  old	
  black	
  man	
  with	
  fuzzy	
  gray	
  hair.	
  

Uncle	
  Caesar	
  was	
  wearing	
  the	
  strangest	
  coat	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  seen.	
  It	
  must	
  have	
  been	
  a	
  military	
  

officer's	
  coat.	
  It	
  was	
  very	
  long	
  and	
  when	
  it	
  was	
  new	
  it	
  had	
  been	
  gray.	
  But	
  now	
  rain,	
  sun	
  and	
  

age	
  had	
  made	
  it	
  a	
  rainbow	
  of	
  colors.	
  Only	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  buttons	
  was	
  left.	
  It	
  was	
  yellow	
  and	
  as	
  big	
  

as	
  a	
  fifty	
  cent	
  coin.	
  

Uncle	
  Caesar	
  stood	
  near	
  a	
  horse	
  and	
  carriage.	
  He	
  opened	
  the	
  carriage	
  door	
  and	
  said	
  softly,	
  

"Step	
  right	
  in,	
  sir.	
  I'll	
  take	
  you	
  anywhere	
  in	
  the	
  city."	
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"I	
  want	
  to	
  go	
  to	
  eight-­‐sixty-­‐one	
  Jasmine	
  Street,"	
  I	
  said,	
  and	
  I	
  started	
  to	
  climb	
  into	
  the	
  carriage.	
  

But	
  the	
  old	
  man	
  stopped	
  me.	
  "Why	
  do	
  you	
  want	
  to	
  go	
  there,	
  sir?	
  "	
  

"What	
  business	
  is	
  it	
  of	
  yours?"	
  I	
  said	
  angrily.	
  Uncle	
  Caesar	
  relaxed	
  and	
  smiled.	
  "Nothing,	
  sir.	
  

But	
  it's	
  a	
  lonely	
  part	
  of	
  town.	
  Just	
  step	
  in	
  and	
  I'll	
  take	
  you	
  there	
  right	
  away."	
  

Eight-­‐sixty-­‐one	
  Jasmine	
  Street	
  had	
  been	
  a	
  fine	
  house	
  once,	
  but	
  now	
  it	
  was	
  old	
  and	
  dying.	
  I	
  got	
  

out	
  of	
  the	
  carriage.	
  

"That	
  will	
  be	
  two	
  dollars,	
  sir,"	
  Uncle	
  Caesar	
  said.	
  I	
  gave	
  him	
  two	
  one-­‐dollar	
  bills.	
  As	
  I	
  handed	
  

them	
  to	
  him,	
  I	
  noticed	
  that	
  one	
  had	
  been	
  torn	
  in	
  half	
  and	
  fixed	
  with	
  a	
  piece	
  of	
  blue	
  paper.	
  Also,	
  

the	
  upper	
  right	
  hand	
  corner	
  was	
  missing.	
  

Azalea	
  Adair	
  herself	
  opened	
  the	
  door	
  when	
  I	
  knocked.	
  She	
  was	
  about	
  fifty	
  years	
  old.	
  Her	
  

white	
  hair	
  was	
  pulled	
  back	
  from	
  her	
  small,	
  tired	
  face.	
  She	
  wore	
  a	
  pale	
  yellow	
  dress.	
  It	
  was	
  old,	
  

but	
  very	
  clean.	
  

Azalea	
  Adair	
  led	
  me	
  into	
  her	
  living	
  room.	
  A	
  damaged	
  table,	
  three	
  chairs	
  and	
  an	
  old	
  red	
  sofa	
  

were	
  in	
  the	
  center	
  of	
  the	
  floor.	
  

Azalea	
  Adair	
  and	
  I	
  sat	
  down	
  at	
  the	
  table	
  and	
  began	
  to	
  talk.	
  I	
  told	
  her	
  about	
  the	
  magazine's	
  

offer	
  and	
  she	
  told	
  me	
  about	
  herself.	
  She	
  was	
  from	
  an	
  old	
  southern	
  family.	
  Her	
  father	
  had	
  been	
  

a	
  judge.	
  

Azalea	
  Adair	
  told	
  me	
  she	
  had	
  never	
  traveled	
  or	
  even	
  attended	
  school.	
  Her	
  parents	
  taught	
  her	
  

at	
  home	
  with	
  private	
  teachers.	
  We	
  finished	
  our	
  meeting.	
  I	
  promised	
  to	
  return	
  with	
  the	
  

agreement	
  the	
  next	
  day,	
  and	
  rose	
  to	
  leave.	
  

At	
  that	
  moment,	
  someone	
  knocked	
  at	
  the	
  back	
  door.	
  Azalea	
  Adair	
  whispered	
  a	
  soft	
  apology	
  

and	
  went	
  to	
  answer	
  the	
  caller.	
  She	
  came	
  back	
  a	
  minute	
  later	
  with	
  bright	
  eyes	
  and	
  pink	
  cheeks.	
  

She	
  looked	
  ten	
  years	
  younger.	
  "You	
  must	
  have	
  a	
  cup	
  of	
  tea	
  before	
  you	
  go,"	
  she	
  said.	
  She	
  shook	
  

a	
  little	
  bell	
  on	
  the	
  table,	
  and	
  a	
  small	
  black	
  girl	
  about	
  twelve	
  years	
  old	
  ran	
  into	
  the	
  room.	
  

Azalea	
  Adair	
  opened	
  a	
  tiny	
  old	
  purse	
  and	
  took	
  out	
  a	
  dollar	
  bill.	
  It	
  had	
  been	
  fixed	
  with	
  a	
  piece	
  

of	
  blue	
  paper	
  and	
  the	
  upper	
  right	
  hand	
  corner	
  was	
  missing.	
  It	
  was	
  the	
  dollar	
  I	
  had	
  given	
  to	
  

Uncle	
  Caesar.	
  "Go	
  to	
  Mister	
  Baker's	
  store,	
  Impy,"	
  she	
  said,	
  "and	
  get	
  me	
  twenty-­‐five	
  cents'	
  

worth	
  of	
  tea	
  and	
  ten	
  cents'	
  worth	
  of	
  sugar	
  cakes.	
  And	
  please	
  hurry."	
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The	
  child	
  ran	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  room.	
  We	
  heard	
  the	
  back	
  door	
  close.	
  Then	
  the	
  girl	
  screamed.	
  Her	
  cry	
  

mixed	
  with	
  a	
  man's	
  angry	
  voice.	
  Azalea	
  Adair	
  stood	
  up.	
  Her	
  face	
  showed	
  no	
  emotion	
  as	
  she	
  

left	
  the	
  room.	
  I	
  heard	
  the	
  man's	
  rough	
  voice	
  and	
  her	
  gentle	
  one.	
  Then	
  a	
  door	
  slammed	
  and	
  she	
  

came	
  back	
  into	
  the	
  room.	
  

"I	
  am	
  sorry,	
  but	
  I	
  won't	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  offer	
  you	
  any	
  tea	
  after	
  all,"	
  she	
  said.	
  "It	
  seems	
  that	
  Mister	
  

Baker	
  has	
  no	
  more	
  tea.	
  Perhaps	
  he	
  will	
  find	
  some	
  for	
  our	
  visit	
  tomorrow."	
  

We	
  said	
  good-­‐bye.	
  I	
  went	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  hotel.	
  

Just	
  before	
  dinner,	
  Major	
  Wentworth	
  Caswell	
  found	
  me.	
  It	
  was	
  impossible	
  to	
  avoid	
  him.	
  He	
  

insisted	
  on	
  buying	
  me	
  a	
  drink	
  and	
  pulled	
  two	
  one-­‐dollar	
  bills	
  from	
  his	
  pocket.	
  Again	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  

torn	
  dollar	
  fixed	
  with	
  blue	
  paper,	
  with	
  a	
  corner	
  missing.	
  It	
  was	
  the	
  one	
  I	
  gave	
  Uncle	
  Caesar.	
  

How	
  strange,	
  I	
  thought.	
  I	
  wondered	
  how	
  Caswell	
  got	
  it.	
  

Uncle	
  Caesar	
  was	
  waiting	
  outside	
  the	
  hotel	
  the	
  next	
  afternoon.	
  He	
  took	
  me	
  to	
  Miss	
  Adair's	
  

house	
  and	
  agreed	
  to	
  wait	
  there	
  until	
  we	
  had	
  finished	
  our	
  business.	
  

Azalea	
  Adair	
  did	
  not	
  look	
  well.	
  I	
  explained	
  the	
  agreement	
  to	
  her.	
  She	
  signed	
  it.	
  Then,	
  as	
  she	
  

started	
  to	
  rise	
  from	
  the	
  table,	
  Azalea	
  Adair	
  fainted	
  and	
  fell	
  to	
  the	
  floor.	
  I	
  picked	
  her	
  up	
  and	
  

carried	
  her	
  to	
  the	
  old	
  red	
  sofa.	
  I	
  ran	
  to	
  the	
  door	
  and	
  yelled	
  to	
  Uncle	
  Caesar	
  for	
  help.	
  He	
  ran	
  

down	
  the	
  street.	
  Five	
  minutes	
  later,	
  he	
  was	
  back	
  with	
  a	
  doctor.	
  

The	
  doctor	
  examined	
  Miss	
  Adair	
  and	
  turned	
  to	
  the	
  old	
  black	
  driver.	
  "Uncle	
  Caesar,"	
  he	
  said,	
  

"run	
  to	
  my	
  house	
  and	
  ask	
  my	
  wife	
  for	
  some	
  milk	
  and	
  some	
  eggs.	
  Hurry!"	
  

Then	
  the	
  doctor	
  turned	
  to	
  me.	
  "She	
  does	
  not	
  get	
  enough	
  to	
  eat,"	
  he	
  said.	
  "She	
  has	
  many	
  

friends	
  who	
  want	
  to	
  help	
  her,	
  but	
  she	
  is	
  proud.	
  Mrs.	
  Caswell	
  will	
  accept	
  help	
  only	
  from	
  that	
  

old	
  black	
  man.	
  He	
  was	
  once	
  her	
  family's	
  slave."	
  

"Mrs.	
  Caswell."	
  I	
  said	
  in	
  surprise.	
  "I	
  thought	
  she	
  was	
  Azalea	
  Adair."	
  

"She	
  was,"	
  the	
  doctor	
  answered,	
  "until	
  she	
  married	
  Wentworth	
  Caswell	
  twenty	
  years	
  ago.	
  But	
  

he's	
  a	
  hopeless	
  drunk	
  who	
  takes	
  even	
  the	
  small	
  amount	
  of	
  money	
  that	
  Uncle	
  Caesar	
  gives	
  

her."	
  

After	
  the	
  doctor	
  left	
  I	
  heard	
  Caesar's	
  voice	
  in	
  the	
  other	
  room.	
  "Did	
  he	
  take	
  all	
  the	
  money	
  I	
  gave	
  

you	
  yesterday,	
  Miss	
  Azalea?"	
  "Yes,	
  Caesar,"	
  I	
  heard	
  her	
  answer	
  softly.	
  "He	
  took	
  both	
  dollars."	
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I	
  went	
  into	
  the	
  room	
  and	
  gave	
  Azalea	
  Adair	
  fifty	
  dollars.	
  I	
  told	
  her	
  it	
  was	
  from	
  the	
  magazine.	
  

Then	
  Uncle	
  Caesar	
  drove	
  me	
  back	
  to	
  the	
  hotel.	
  

A	
  few	
  hours	
  later,	
  I	
  went	
  out	
  for	
  a	
  walk	
  before	
  dinner.	
  A	
  crowd	
  of	
  people	
  were	
  talking	
  

excitedly	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  a	
  store.	
  I	
  pushed	
  my	
  way	
  into	
  the	
  store.	
  Major	
  Caswell	
  was	
  lying	
  on	
  the	
  

floor.	
  He	
  was	
  dead.	
  

Someone	
  had	
  found	
  his	
  body	
  on	
  the	
  street.	
  He	
  had	
  been	
  killed	
  in	
  a	
  fight.	
  In	
  fact,	
  his	
  hands	
  

were	
  still	
  closed	
  into	
  tight	
  fists.	
  But	
  as	
  I	
  stood	
  near	
  his	
  body,	
  Caswell's	
  right	
  hand	
  opened.	
  

Something	
  fell	
  from	
  it	
  and	
  rolled	
  near	
  my	
  feet.	
  I	
  put	
  my	
  foot	
  on	
  it,	
  then	
  picked	
  it	
  up	
  and	
  put	
  it	
  

in	
  my	
  pocket.	
  

People	
  said	
  they	
  believed	
  a	
  thief	
  had	
  killed	
  him.	
  They	
  said	
  Caswell	
  had	
  been	
  showing	
  

everyone	
  that	
  he	
  had	
  fifty	
  dollars.	
  But	
  when	
  he	
  was	
  found,	
  he	
  had	
  no	
  money	
  on	
  him.	
  

I	
  left	
  Nashville	
  the	
  next	
  morning.	
  As	
  the	
  train	
  crossed	
  a	
  river	
  I	
  took	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  pocket	
  the	
  

object	
  that	
  had	
  dropped	
  from	
  Caswell's	
  dead	
  hand.	
  I	
  threw	
  it	
  into	
  the	
  river	
  below.	
  

It	
  was	
  a	
  button.	
  A	
  yellow	
  button...the	
  one	
  from	
  Uncle	
  Caesar's	
  coat.	
  

You	
  have	
  just	
  heard	
  the	
  story	
  "A	
  Municipal	
  Report."	
  It	
  was	
  written	
  by	
  O.	
  Henry	
  and	
  adapted	
  by	
  

Dona	
  de	
  Sanctis.	
  Your	
  narrator	
  was	
  Shep	
  O'Neal.	
  

_________________________________________________________________	
  

Words	
  in	
  This	
  Story	
  

continually	
  -­‐	
  	
  adv.	
  doing	
  something	
  without	
  interruption,	
  not	
  stopping	
  or	
  ending	
  

rainbow	
  -­‐	
  n.	
  a	
  curved	
  line	
  of	
  different	
  colors	
  that	
  sometimes	
  appears	
  in	
  the	
  sky	
  when	
  the	
  sun	
  
shines	
  through	
  rain	
  

publisher	
  -­‐	
  n.	
  a	
  person	
  or	
  company	
  that	
  produces	
  books,	
  magazines,	
  etc.	
  

faint	
  -­‐	
  v.	
  to	
  suddenly	
  become	
  unconscious	
  

slave	
  -­‐	
  n.	
  someone	
  who	
  is	
  legally	
  owned	
  by	
  another	
  person	
  and	
  is	
  forced	
  to	
  work	
  for	
  that	
  
person	
  without	
  pay	
  

fist	
  -­‐	
  n.	
  the	
  hand	
  with	
  its	
  fingers	
  bent	
  down	
  into	
  the	
  palm	
  



About	
  the	
  CALLA	
  Approach	
  
The	
  Cogni?ve	
  Academic	
  Language	
  Learning	
  Approach	
  (CALLA)is	
  an	
  instruc?onal	
  model	
  for	
  second	
  and	
  
foreign	
  language	
  learners	
  based	
  on	
  cogni?ve	
  theory	
  and	
  research.	
  

CALLA	
  integrates	
  instruc?on	
  in	
  priority	
  topics	
  from	
  the	
  content	
  curriculum,	
  development	
  of	
  the	
  
language	
  skills	
  needed	
  for	
  learning	
  in	
  school,	
  and	
  explicit	
  instruc?on	
  in	
  using	
  learning	
  strategies	
  for	
  
academic	
  tasks.	
  	
  

	
  
The	
  goals	
  of	
  CALLA	
  are	
  for	
  students	
  to	
  learn	
  essen?al	
  academic	
  content	
  and	
  language	
  and	
  to	
  become	
  
independent	
  and	
  self-­‐regulated	
  learners	
  through	
  their	
  increasing	
  command	
  over	
  a	
  variety	
  of	
  strategies	
  
for	
  learning	
  in	
  school.	
  CALLA	
  can	
  be	
  used	
  in	
  ESL,	
  EFL,	
  bilingual,	
  foreign	
  language,	
  and	
  general	
  educa?on	
  

classrooms.	
  

	
  

CALLA	
  was	
  developed	
  by	
  Anna	
  Uhl	
  Chamot	
  and	
  J.	
  Michael	
  O'Malley,	
  and	
  is	
  being	
  implemented	
  in	
  
approximately	
  30	
  school	
  districts	
  in	
  the	
  United	
  States	
  as	
  well	
  as	
  in	
  several	
  other	
  countries.	
  
	
  

See	
  a	
  list	
  of	
  language	
  learning	
  strategies	
  below.	
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