GRIMMESCHULE ARNSBERG

Schw.-Aicharda-Str. 14-16, 59755 Arnsberg

MATERIALIEN Jahrgang 10 -  Klasse 10B

Wichtigste Ansprechpartner: Thomas Seeck

Morgens bis 13 Uhr erreichbar tber Sdui , ....auch Gber WhatsApp;

Englisch: Aufgaben zum Romanauszug. ,Pay it forward“

1.
2.

Read the text — find it in your copy of the book!
Answer the following questions

Give two reasons why Reuben St. Clair hesitates to invite Trevor to his house.
Who was Mrs Greenberg and what did Trevor for her to make her pay it forward?

How was Mrs Greenberg going to pay it forward? (you have to browse through the preceding
chapters to answer this...)

Mr St. Clair calls it a ,,tough assignment”. Explain the assignment in your own words and
explain why it is so tough.

Design a project for the corona crisis. How could you help other people in need? Give an
outline of your project in about 80 words ( | know what you are thinking now: Your project
could be to go shopping for old people in your neighbourhood. You could say that in one
sentence: | want you to elaborate on that: Give your plan a schedule, tell me how you
contact people, what problems you have to think of, why you want to do it and — most
important — a short report on how it worked when you put the plan into action!) Make the
world a little better!



Chapter Nine

REUBEN

He’d been in this house for three months, but nothing was

unpacked. Almost nothing. The big bed was set up, made, and
comfortable, so he spent a lot of time on it, grading papers, eating off
hislap, and watching the news.

He made his way through the sea of boxes to the kitchen, took a small
carton of ice cream out of the freezer, and proceeded to eat standing up,
right out of the carton, with a plastic spoon, the cat weaving around
and through his legs. It made him feel lonely, but then, so did

unpacking.

and Reuben had no idea if she worked on Saturdays, but he left a
message on her answering machine. Just in case.

Then he looked down and realized he was in sweats, and unshaven.
He managed to change into clean jeans and a white shirt and shave
before Trevor arrived. It didn’t take very long. He grew beard only on
the right side of his face.
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TREVOR DUMPED HIS BIKE ON its side on Reuben’s lawn. Reuben realized he
had never seen Trevor upset, so far as he knew.

He stood on the bottom porch step in khaki shorts and a 49ers T-
shirt. “Mrs. Greenberg died.”

“‘I'm so sorry, Trevor,” he said, offering the boy a straight-backed
chair on the porch. “Come sit down and tell me about her. Who she was
to you.”

“She was for my project. She was, like, my last chance.” Then he
stopped himself, as if ashamed, and took the chair offered him. “That
didn't sound right. I didn’t mean I was upset about my project. I mean,
when she died and all. It’s not that. It’s both. I mean, she really was
going to pay it forward. She told me. And then she died. I went over to
her house this morning. I always take the paper right up to her door.
But the last couple days, it’s like she’s not home. But she’s always home.
So today it was Saturday, so [ just waited. And then the mailman came,
and he said she hadn’t taken the mail out of her box for three days. He

The phone rang and proved difficult to find.

It was Trevor.

“Is it okay that I called you at home? I got the number from
information.”

“Is something wrong, Trevor?”

“Yeah.”

“Are you in some kind of trouble? Is your mother there?”

“It’s nothing like that. I'm okay. It's just my project. It’s not going so
good. At all. It just got a lot worse. Something bad happened. Can I talk
to you about it?”

“Of course you can, Trevor.”

“Good. Where do you live?”

Reuben hadn'’t expected that. He let the receiver slip down and looked
around. “Maybe I could meet you some-where, Trevor, like the park. Or
thelibrary.”

“It’s okay. I'll ride my bike over. Where do you live?”

So Reuben gave him the address, on Rosita, just off San Anselmo,
thinking as he did that this was not the fifties, where public trust was
such that a student could go into a teacher’s home without anyone
getting a crazy and wrong idea. But he had not thought it through fast
enough or well enough, because Trevor was off the phone and on his
way.

They could talk on the front porch.

To be extra safe, he called Trevor’s mother, who was listed in the
phone book, to explain where Trevor was and why. She wasn’t home,

said her monthly check was in there and it wasn'’t like her not to get it
right away. So then we knocked on her neighbor’s door, and they called
her son, and he came over and opened the door. And she was in bed, just
like she was sleeping. Only she wasn't sleeping. She was dead.”

Trevor stopped for a breath.

This was a difficult moment for Reuben. Any moment that required
him to be emotionally helpful, to offer solace or understanding, was a
hard moment. Not that he didn’t have any. Just getting it from the
inside of himself to the inside of someone else, that was the tricky part.

“I'm sorry, Trevor. That must have been hard for you.”

“The project is almost due. Jerry got sent to the state pen. He wouldn't
even come out when we went to visit. And my mom still thinks my
daddy is gonna come back. The whole thing is a bust, Mr. St. Clair.”

“I'm not sure I follow the part about your mother.” He halfway did
but hoped Trevor might elaborate.

“Oh. Well. It doesn’t matter. But what am I gonna do for my project?”

Reuben shook his head. It hurt to watch the idealism get kicked out
of somebody. Almost as much as it had hurt when he’d lost his own. “I
guess you just report your effort. I'm grading on effort, not results.”

“I wanted results.”

“Iknow you did, Trevor.”

He watched the boy pick at a seam on the cuff of his shorts.

. gtgg%iag’e'g just want a good grade. I really wanted the world to get
etter.

“I know you did. It’s a tough assignment. That’s part of its lesson, I'm



