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14 ~ Unit I

What is a story?
• A story has four elements: plot, character, setting, and theme.

• The plot is the action of the story. It is what happens to the

characters from the beginning to the end of the story.

• The characters are the people, animals, or even objects (for

example, robots) that the story is about. The action happens

to, or is caused by, the characters in the story.

• The setting is the time and place in which the story’s events

occur. The setting may be described in great detail or hardly

at all. When you remember a story, you almost always

remember its setting.

• The theme is the main idea presented in the story. It is the

idea that the author wishes to present through the plot,

characters, and setting.

Think About It!
1. Can you summarize the story’s plot in one sentence? Try it!

2. The story is really about three characters. Who are they?

3. Where does the main character live? What time of day is it?

What is the weather like? Does the action take place indoors

or outside? Together, these details make up the setting of

the story.

4. In your opinion, who is the most important person in this

story? What is his connection to the main idea, or theme, of

the story? 

lesson in literature . . .lesson in literature . . .



Samuel’s Choice ~ 15

lesson in literature . . .lesson in literature . . .

Robert stood on what looked like a narrow stone path, only the path didn’t 

go anywhere. Instead, it made a hexagon on the ground.

Robert reread the directions Grandpa had scrawled from memory.

Follow picket fence out back to white gazebo with wrought iron trim.

“Gazebo.” That was a word he’d had to look up. “A free-standing, roofed,

usually open-sided structure providing a shady resting place.”*

Where was that gazebo? Except for the abandoned farmhouse and the

rickety picket fence, Robert didn’t see any structure of any sort.

Not being certain where he was made Robert uneasy. How much more

frightening his great-great grandfather’s journey must have been to this same

spot, heading north from Virginia to this Pennsylvania town.

Frustrated and hot from the late afternoon sun, Robert plopped down on 

the grass in the center of the hexagon. No shade here.

Shade! That was it!

Suddenly Robert realized that he was in the exact right spot. He had found

the gazebo—or where it used to be. Someone must’ve torn down the gazebo’s

structure. The stone hexagon was the foundation.

He leaped to his feet.

From the center of the gazebo, head due north 150 paces.

Grandpa had told him countless times the way his own grandfather had 

used the moss on the trees, the wind, and the North Star to keep his course on

his journey to freedom. 

Robert looked up at the sun. At 4 p.m. the sun would be to the west. 

Robert turned north and started counting steps.

At 120 Robert noticed a small cluster of simple stone grave markers peeking

out amid tall weeds up ahead. He broke into a trot.

Pushing aside the weeds, Robert found the headstone he was looking for.

Tearing a sheet of paper from his notebook, he held the paper up to the stone and

began rubbing with the edge of his pencil. Slowly, the inscription came into view:

“Here lies Nathan R. Smith,

Who by the Grace of the Almighty

Lived to Know Freedom.”

Grandpa was going to be very proud!

To Know Freedom

* Definition from The American Heritage Dictionary. Second College Edition. Boston: Houghton
Mifflin, 1982.
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Blueprint for ReadingBlueprint for Reading

Into . . . Samuel’s Choice
Samuel is 14 years old. He is a slave in Brooklyn, New

York, at the time of the American Revolution. He sees

American soldiers losing in a battle with the British.

Samuel has his master’s boat; he could help rescue

wounded soldiers. But Americans have made his

people slaves. Freedom from the British will not mean

freedom for slaves. Samuel must decide whether to

risk his life to save George Washington’s soldiers, or

simply stand and watch the fight.

When you have finished the story, think about

whether Samuel has made the right choice. What would

have become of him had he remained loyal to Isaac

van Ditmas? What would he have thought of himself if

he had remained “neutral,” refusing or afraid to help

either side?

This is a story that might have occurred in Brooklyn, New York in 1776.

The background and some of the details are true. The Revolutionary

War, fought between the American colonies and England did, of course,

take place. It is a fact, too, that in 1776, one-third of the people in

Brooklyn were slaves. However, the characters and the plot of Samuel’s

Choice are fictional, that is to say, made up by the author. Stories

whose backgrounds are true but whose plot and characters are made

up, are called historical fiction. Samuel’s Choice is a good story with

interesting characters. The time and place are clearly described.

Samuel makes a difficult choice. This is a story of hope.

. . . Historical Fictioneyes   on
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1. Gowanus (guh WAH nuss)



Farmer Isaac was a strict man.

Our day began at sunrise and ended

when the light faded. Round and

round the great stone wheel2 rolled

and rumbled all day long, driven by

tides flowing in and out of the creek.

We ground wheat to make bread at

the mill. We shoveled the flour into

bags, and loaded the bags into

boats, to be brought to bakers in

Manhattan. But little bread we ever

saw. Van Ditmas was a stingy man.

Many nights I went to bed with my stomach growling and only

the taste of the raw flour on my lips.

When Farmer Isaac saw that I had grown strong and could

row a boat well, he taught me about the currents that flow

between Brooklyn and Manhattan, about setting a sail and

holding a course. I was to row Mrs. van Ditmas and her

daughters over to Manhattan, or down the Brooklyn shore to

Staten Island across the harbor. Isaac shook me by the collar

and warned me never to row or sail except where he sent me. I

was his property, according to the laws of the Crown Colony,3

and he could do what he wanted with me.

Work you do not choose to do is always tiring. And even the

house slaves, who labored in Farmer Isaac’s kitchen, got little

sleep and less food. Whenever I felt the fresh sea breeze on my

face, I would look up at the gulls flying where they pleased and I

would dream. I wondered how it was to be free like them, to go

where I wanted.
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2. The great stone wheel was part of the mill that milled or ground the wheat

into flour. The mill was built next to a stream; the force of the water caused

the millwheel to turn. The millwheel was attached to a pair of heavy round

stones. The wheat was placed between the stones and, when the stones

turned, the wheat was crushed and ground into flour.

3. A colony is a country that is governed by another country. Before the

Revolutionary War, America was a colony of England. Since the government of

England was often referred to as the Crown, America is called here, a Crown

Colony.



America, being ruled by the king of England, was not a
separate colony. And these were troubled times in all thecolonies. The night came when Manhattan Island4 was lit up like
daytime with a hundred bonfires. We gathered on the steps of
the great house and heard the cheers and shouts echo over the
water. Then came the sound of drums and fifes,5 songs and
cannon firing.

“What’s all that racket over there?” Sana asked.“That’s the sound of people going free,” old Toby answered.
“Free from the king of England. Free from the likes of van Ditmas.”

“How they get free, Toby?”“Why they up and said they was free, girl, and wrote those
words down on paper.”

Sana laughed. “You gotta do more than say you’re free. That
king and Isaac, do they care what anybody say?”What was it, I wondered, that made people think they could
change their lives? They called their freedom “liberty,” and they
marched through Brooklyn town cheering for that liberty.When the Sons of Liberty6 finally came, waving their flags,
Isaac locked us in the house.

In the kitchen, the servants argued. “Liberty ain’t for Africans,”
one said. “And it got nothin’ to do with us,” another said.But Sana just shook her head. She was fifteen and had been
to school. She could write her name and could read. “Nobody
here’s gonna be free unless they take the risk. Open your eyes!
War is coming to Brooklyn ‘tween that English king and those
Sons of Liberty. We can’t say who’ll win. We can’t say how many
black slaves are ever gonna get free. But one thing is sure—it’s
never gonna happen under Isaac van Ditmas.”
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4. Although most people think of Manhattan as simply one section (or
borough) of New York City, actually, Manhattan is cut off from the rest of New

York City by water. That is why it is referred to here as Manhattan Island.

5. Up until modern times, most armies had a small band that played lively

music for the soldiers as they marched into battle. The two instruments most

often played were drums and fifes. A fife is a high-pitched flute. 
6. The Sons of Liberty were the American patriots who fought the British

during the Revolutionary War.
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The talk made my head spin. One moment it seemed to offer

hope, and then the arguments turned and I didn’t feel hope

anymore. One day Liberty men nailed a proclamation to a tree by

the South Road. But before anyone could tell me what it said,

Isaac came and tore it down and stamped on it in the dust. That

was the day Sana promised she would teach me to read. “That

writing, Samuel,” she said later, “was the Declaration of

Independence, made by Thomas Jefferson in the Congress at

Philadelphia.”

So the summer of 1776, my fourteenth one, passed on. Day

by day, my back and arms grew stronger with hard work. More

than once I looked up from filling flour sacks to find a cool jar of

buttermilk left by Sana. Then I’d drink the milk and fill the empty

jar with flour. When she fetched the jar back, she would hide it.

One day I asked what she wanted with so much flour. She just

smiled and said, “That flour will be bread for our freedom day.”

While I sailed on Farmer Isaac’s errands or loaded sacks of

flour, the war crept towards Brooklyn. On a fine morning we woke

in the slave quarters to the thunder of great guns out in the

harbor. I ran up to the house. Sana just kept on calmly with her

work. “Washington’s come to New York,” she said, grinning.

“Those are guns out of Governors Island practicing to scare off

the British.”

Well, the guns sure scared off Farmer Isaac. After Washington

arrived, he and Mrs. van Ditmas never crossed to Manhattan

again. I hoisted the sail of my boat to carry the farmer’s wife and

daughters, with all their trunks, to an old uncle’s house on

Staten Island.

And there on Staten Island, I saw them. The king’s army had

come from across the sea and on the hillside meadows had

pitched its tents by the thousands. The sun glinted on rows of

word 
bank

proclamation (PRAHK luh MAY shun) n.: an official

announcement
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brass cannon and bayonets.Redcoats came down from thehills. They spread over thegreen grass like streams ofblood, and they sat in bargesand were rowed across to theBrooklyn shore. A barge
passed nearby. We saw thesmiling, sunburned faces ofthe soldiers. “Hurrah!” theycheered, and the van Ditmas girls waved and giggled.Back in the kitchen of the big house, I told what I had seen.

“Those great ships have hundreds of cannon,” Toby said.“There’s got to be thousands of Redcoats,” somebody else
said, “and they gonna whip these Liberty Boys but good.”“General Washington will find a way,” Sana said, but her
eyes held back tears. “It can’t just end like this!”Old Toby put an arm around her. “Trouble is, dear, it can.
These Americans are settin’ up to fight their king, and that
means all the king’s ships, and men, and cannon.”“No business for us black slaves, I’m tellin’ you,” said Joseph
Martin.

“Not with Isaac down so hard on the Liberty Boys,” Loretta
added.

It seemed to me the slaves were right. I could not think how
the ordinary Americans I had seen, fresh from their farms and
shops, could ever drive away an army of real soldiers.

The next day, while I loaded sacks into a wagon, I heard the
sound of fifes and drums. Southwards, along the road past the

g{x j{tÜy

word 
bank

bayonets (BAY uh NETS) n.: a long-pointed steel weapon
attached to the open end of a gunbarges (BAR juz) n.: flat-bottomed vessels, usually pushed or
towed through the water, for carrying freight or passengers
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mill, came a hundred of Washington’s recruits, their feet

shuffling in the dust. An American officer rode beside them on a

gray farmhorse.

“Captain!” Sana called to him. “Thousands of them are

landing down the shore!”

“We know that, girl,” he called back. “Don’t worry, we’ll

handle them lobster backs.7 General Washington himself is

coming over to Brooklyn.” But the men marching past us didn’t

look so sure. Many seemed frightened. Some were barefoot.

Some looked hungry and sick. Their flags drooped. As they

passed, Sana read the names of the colonies embroidered on

their banners: Pennsylvania, Delaware, Maryland, Rhode Island.

They had come from far away to a strange place.

Farmer Isaac stood by the fence, puffing on his pipe. “You 

be quiet, girl. This isn’t no fight of yours. If them fools want to

break the king’s law, they can get themselves killed with no help

from my slaves.”

Sana shook her head. I knew she felt sorry for the ragged

men and boys marching past. Maybe they were not fighting for her

liberty. Not yet. But freedom had to start somewhere. That summer

it was starting in Brooklyn.

When the officer was gone, and Isaac, too, one of his men

stopped by the wagon. He just stood there and stared at me.

“You thirsty?” I asked him. He nodded and held his empty

canteen upside down. I snatched my jug of buttermilk out of the

wagon and poured it into the canteen. The boy took a long drink.

g{x UtààÄxy|xÄw

recruits (rih KROOTS) n.:

new members of the armyword 
bank

7. The British soldiers were called

“redcoats” because they wore red

jackets with white breeches. Here,

they are nicknamed lobster backs

because a lobster’s back is red.
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“Thanks,” he said. “My name’s Nathaniel. Joined up at Boston
on my fourteenth birthday.”

“You know how to shoot that thing?” I asked, pointing at his
musket.

“Think so,” he muttered. “Shot it yesterday in camp.”“You scared?” I asked him.“No, I ain’t,” he said.
“Well, you oughta be,” I told him.All day long the guns crashed and boomed on the Long Island

hills. While the mill wheel rumbled and ground, soldiers rushed
down the South Road.

Suddenly there was shouting. A soldier appeared in the doorway.
“The British are coming!” he cried. “The Americans are running!”

The road filled with crowds of American soldiers, now running
north along the road, back toward Washington’s lines. Tired,
frightened people. Most were sopping wet. Where they stopped to
rest, the dust turned to mud under their feet.

Cannonballs were whizzing through the air. One crashed
through the roof of the mill. Farmer Isaac was nowhere to be seen.
Sana knelt by someone who had fallen beside the road. She tied a
strip of petticoat around a bloody gash in his leg. He was soaked
and shaking. When I looked at his face, I saw that he was
Nathaniel, the boy with the empty canteen. “Stop staring,” Sana shouted at me. “He’s trembling. Wrap 
him in them empty sacks.” Nathaniel told us how he swam across
Gowanus Creek to escape from the British. But the tide was
running fast. Dozens of Americans were wounded and many
couldn’t swim. The army was trapped without boats in the
swamps around the creek. Some were still fighting, but lots of
soldiers were being shot like ducks in the marshes. Washington’s
men needed help badly.

word 
bank

musket (MUSS kit) n.: an old-fashioned gun used by foot
soldiers (later replaced by the rifle)wounded (WOON ded) adj.: injured
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Sana’s eyes pleaded with me. She knew I tied my boat in the

reeds along the creek. Her look said, “It’s up to you, Samuel.”

Nathaniel groaned. The small red spot on his bandage had

begun to spread. Toby had come and was kneeling beside Sana.

He shrugged. “You got the boat, Samuel. It’s your choice.”

Sana and Toby got set to carry Nathaniel up the road into

the American lines. Sana caught me looking at the bag on her

shoulder.

“That’s my freedom flour,” she said. “I’m going where I can

bake my freedom loaf.” A moment later, more soldiers ran

between us. When they had passed, Sana, Toby, and Nathaniel

were gone.

All at once the road was empty. From away in the distance

came the roar of muskets. Isaac van Ditmas was gone. Sana was

gone and the soldiers were, too. I was alone.

Was this freedom? I thought about that boy Nathaniel from

far away. How a lot more people just like him were trapped in

the marshes along the creek. And how Isaac sneered at them,

and how the British king from across the waters sent his

soldiers to shoot and imprison them. I looked at my hands,

grown strong from pulling ropes and oars and sacks. Then I

knew my choice. Those hands now were going to pull people,

pull them to freedom.

I ran to the creek, pushed the boat out into the rushing tide,

and slid the oars into their locks. On the opposite bank

Americans were wading in the muddy water up to their waists,

shouting for help. In the distance others were holding the British

back from the water’s edge. Great clouds of gunsmoke rolled

over these brave soldiers. When the air cleared, I could see fewer

and fewer of them.

As I pulled near, wet and weary men flopped into the boat.

Others clung to the sides. “Row, row!” they shouted. I pulled on

the oars with all my might.
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Out we shot into the current.Bullets splashed in the water nearus. When we reached the far bank,the men cheered. I turned again intothe creek and rowed back for more.Six times I crossed the creek.Each time the battle grew closer,the fleeing Americans fewer. Bynow muddy water slopped aroundmy ankles. My back ached frompulling on the oars.
Just as I was raising the sail to race out of thecreek, I glimpsed a big man in a blue coat and three-cornered hat

alone in the bullreeds. He threw himself into the boat and ordered
me to sail for Washington’s camp. The British were close behind
him. As we fled down the creek into New York Harbor, they fired
at us from the banks. When the big man had caught his breath,
he pointed up at the sail. Black holes gaped in the canvas.“Musket balls,” he said and winked. “Compliments of General
Cornwallis.”8

As the boat carried us out into the harbor, I steerednorthward along the Brooklyn shore toward Brooklyn Heights and
Washington’s camp. I wondered what Farmer Isaac would say
about his torn sail. But most of all, I wondered what hadhappened to Sana and Toby.

My passenger’s name was Major Mordecai Gist. Hecommanded the Maryland soldiers who had held back the British
while other Americans escaped. “Oh, what brave boys I lost

`t}ÉÜ `ÉÜwxvt| Z|áà

word 
bank

glimpsed (GLIMPST) v.: saw for a brief momentgaped (GAYPT) v.: were open wide

8. Charles Cornwallis was a major general in the British army. The expression

“compliments of” is used to identify the giver of a gift or donation. For example,

flowers donated by Mr. Smith might be accompanied by a card saying, “Flowers

compliments of Mr. Smith.” The speaker here is implying that the musket balls

are “gifts” being sent to the Colonists, compliments of General Cornwallis.
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today,” said Major Gist, “and this war has only begun.” He 

asked how I came to be fishing men out of the creek. I told him

about Farmer Isaac, Sana, and Nathaniel.

When I tied the boat to the dock below the Heights, Major

Gist clapped his hands on my shoulders and looked me in the

eyes. “Samuel,” he said, “out in that creek you did more than

many a free man for your country. I’d take it as a privilege if

you’d consent to be my orderly and march beside me. And

General Washington may need handy boatmen like you soon

enough.”

The next day it rained and rained. A thick sea fog covered the

land. I looked everywhere for Sana. Many soldiers crowded into

the camp, but they could tell me nothing. Alone and frightened,

I mended the holes in my sail, pushing the big needle through

the canvas, drawing it back again. Then, I heard voices nearby.

Major Gist stood there with an officer in a fine blue uniform.

They asked me how deep the water was at this point between

Brooklyn and Manhattan.

They wanted to know if a

British ship could sail

between the two places. I told

them that most ships could.

Only the fog was keeping the

British men-of-war9 from

trapping Washington’s army

on Long Island.

The officer in the blue

uniform thanked me. He and

Major Gist walked away,

looking thoughtful.

The next day the heavy

rains continued. I spread the

sail over the boat and slept

9. A man-of-war is a warship.
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snug and dry. Then I heard the voice I missed more than any in
the world calling, “Samuel, Samuel Abraham!” Sana had found
me! It was not a dream. “You chose, Samuel,” she said. “You did
it right. You chose our new country.” From under her cloak she
took a hot, steaming loaf wrapped in a napkin—her freedom
bread, the sweetest I ever tasted. While we ate, she told me that
Toby and Nathaniel were safe.But this new country was in danger. Major Gist came to me
again and explained that every boat was needed to carryWashington’s army from Brooklyn to Manhattan. The army had
to retreat that night. I was going to help save the army with
Farmer Isaac’s boat. Wouldn’t he be surprised?

On the night that General Washington’s army left Brooklyn,
the worst storm I’d ever seen blew in from the Northeast. The
wind howled. It drove the rain, stinging, into our eyes. It shook
buildings and knocked down chimneys. And it whipped the water
at Brooklyn Ferry into a sea of foam.Down from the Heights in file marched Washington’s army.
The men entered the boats Major Gist and others had gathered
at the ferry landing.

“What we need is a rope to cling to,” someone said in the
dark. “A rope stretching from here to Manhattan to guide us
against the wind and current.”“There’s rope here in the shipyard,” a soldier remembered.
“Buoys to float the rope across, too. But who can cross this flood
in the dark?”

“Can you do it, Samuel?” Major Gist asked. “Can you get
across with the rope?”

“I can do it, Major,” I shouted, the wind tearing the words
out of my mouth. But I wasn’t sure. Even if the rope were fed outword 
bank

retreat (rih TREET) v.: move back, away from the enemy
buoys (BOYS) n.: a floating object, fastened or anchored so
that it remains in one place, used as a marker for sailors
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from shore slowly, the sail might split or the rope might tear

down the mast.10 But the British ships were sure to force their

way between Brooklyn and Manhattan. I had to try.

When the rope was ready, I tied it to the foot of the mast.

Sana jumped into the boat. I shouted at her to stay behind, but

she wouldn’t move. There was no time to lose. I shoved off into

the swirling current.

My only hope was to let the shore current carry me out into

midstream, and then, as the wind and tide thrust the boat

toward the other shore, raise the sail and race for the

Manhattan landing.

Fighting the rudder,11 I heard Sana’s voice in my ear. “Will

we make it, Samuel?” Water crashed over the side. Sana was

bailing as fast as she could. “I can’t swim, Samuel!” she cried

into the wind. We were halfway across to Manhattan, and the

boat was filling with sea. The gale was spinning up around. The

rope was pulling us backward. I heaved at the sail, praying the

mending wouldn’t tear.

Then, as the sail filled, the boom12 swung around with a

crack, and we were darting forward at last. On the Manhattan

landing, by lantern light, we could see people waiting. Over the

roar of the storm, we heard them cheering us on. But Isaac’s

boat was sinking. The rope was tearing the mast out of the

bottom. With a terrible crash, the mast broke and was carried

word 
bank

gale (GAYL) n.: a strong wind

10. A mast is a large, strong pole on a ship, to which the ship’s sails are

attached.
11. A rudder is a long flat blade attached to the bottom of the ship’s stern

(back end). The pilot steers the ship by turning a wheel attached to the

rudder. As the rudder is turned one way or another in the water, the boat’s

direction changes.

12. A boom is a large pole attached to the mast.
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over the side. A second later the bow13 smashed into the side of 
a wharf, and I found myself in the water swimming with one
arm, clinging to Sana with the other.We stumbled ashore on Manhattan Island, where kind
people wrapped us in blankets. They were smiling—the rope 
was across! The boats full of Washington’s soldiers would follow.
We had done it, together.

All through the night Washington’s men followed that rope,
boat after boat, across the water. In the stormy darkness, every
soldier escaped from Long Island.And so the fight for freedom would go on. It would take
many long years before we would beat the British king, but
never again did I wonder what freedom was, or what it cost. It
was people pulling together. It was strong hands helping. It was
one person caring about another.And where was Washington? Many times that night Sana
and I hoped to see him.

“Why, Samuel,” Major Gist told us later, “he was that officer
in the blue coat who asked you how deep the water was between
Brooklyn and Manhattan. Last night the general arrested a
farmer in Brooklyn for helping the British. That farmer, Isaac
van Ditmas, turned all of his property over to the Army of the
Continental Congress14 in exchange for his freedom. It seems
now that you and Sana have no master.”From that day forward, we and Isaac’s other slaves were to
be citizens of a new nation.

word 
bank

wharf (HWARF) n.: a pier; a wooden walkway built next to or
jutting into the water so that boats can come alongside it to
load or unload

12. The bow is the forward end of a ship.13. Representatives of the Colonies met in 1774, 1775, and 1776. The group

of representatives, who gathered to plan and discuss the American
Revolution, was called the Continental Congress. The army formed to fight the

British was called the Army of the Continental Congress.
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The Battle of Long Island was George Washington’s first

battle in the American War for Independence. It was a defeat.

From Brooklyn, General Washington retreated to Manhattan,

then to New Jersey, and in the last month of 1776, he crossed

the Delaware River into Pennsylvania. Thus ended one of the

longer and more bitter retreats in American history. On

December 26, Washington crossed the icy Delaware once more

into New Jersey. There, at Trenton and again at Princeton, his

soldiers (many of whom had escaped from Brooklyn) defeated

their enemy. In 1781, General Cornwallis finally surrendered at

Yorktown. The British troops who fired on Samuel at Gowanus

Creek on August 27, 1776, were commanded by General

Cornwallis.

Major Mordecai Gist led the Maryland state troops in the

Battle of Long Island. He and Isaac van Ditmas are historical

figures (although the arrest of van Ditmas did not actually

occur). Samuel Abraham and Sana Williams are fictional, but

modeled on the many nameless people of Brooklyn, slave and

free, who made Washington’s escape possible.

TuÉâà à{x Tâà{ÉÜ
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the Battle of Long Island that figures prominently in Samuel’s

Choice. Currently, he is at work on a history of the American

Revolution in upstate New York.



Quick Review
1. Write down two words or phrases that describe Isaac van Ditmas.

2. Why was Samuel hungry all of the time?

3. Why did Isaac teach Samuel about “the currents that flow between Brooklyn and

Manhattan” and “setting a sail and holding a course”?

4. What does Samuel say about doing work you “do not choose to do”?

Focus 
5. On page 24, Samuel finds himself alone. Everyone has gone. He asks himself, Is

this freedom? Reread several paragraphs before this line in the story, and the

paragraph that follows it. What do you think Samuel’s question means?

6. In a short paragraph, explain why you think that Samuel’s Choice is a good

story.

Creating & Writing
7. Imagine that you are Samuel. Why do you decide to help the wounded soldiers? 

8. You are Samuel. You have just met a soldier who wants to give up. He is tired,

hungry, and discouraged. He does not believe the Colonists can win against the

mighty British. How do you persuade him to stay and fight? 

9. You are a slave. You are going to join a group of slaves in the center of

Brooklyn to protest being kept in slavery. Each of you has made a sign with 

a message on it. Make your sign for the gathering.

Studying the SelectionStudying the Selection First Impressions
In the story, Sana says that

“Nobody here’s gonna be free

unless they take the risk.”

Why does being free require

taking a risk? Do you think

this is still true today?
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