Title: Coming of Age: “Eleven” by Sandra
Cisneros

Grade: 6th Grade

Content: English Language Arts

Duration: Approximately 30 minutes

Standard:
●
●

RL.6.4: Determine the meaning of figurative language and its impact on meaning and tone.
RL.6.6: Explain how an author develops the point of view of the narrator or speaker in a text.

Objective:
Students will analyze the author’s use of figurative language in revealing the coming-of-age
message, eliciting a personal response.
Resources Needed:
● Short Story: “Eleven” by Sandra Cisneros (at bottom of document)
● Graphic Organizer (at bottom of document)
Introduction/Description:
When I look in the mirror, there’s an old lady looking back at me. She’s 55, and I can’t believe that’s
me because I still feel like the same exact girl who was 5 and 12 and 17 and 25 and 40. I am still the
6 year old girl who wouldn’t come out of the reading box because my “friends” scrambled out saying
I had tooted (when I absolutely hadn’t). I’m still that girl, and I still feel the horror and humiliation and
betrayal. I’m still the 23 year old girl who found out the baby girl snuggled inside would not live long
after she was born. That day I felt 100: sad and tired and hopeless and very, very old.
There are things that happen to us that “grow us up.” Know what I mean? Events—whether large or
small--that leave indelible marks, that take away a bit of our youthful innocence. Stories as such are
called coming of age stories: a young, innocent boy excitedly joins the Civil War, and upon the first
sight of the murderous slaughter that is war, he leaves his youth behind. That’s a coming of age
story.
This story, “Eleven,” is a bit different, but I think you’ll find yourself in it somewhere.
Steps:
●

●
●

Read the short story once all the way through, out loud if possible. Read it fluently, with
expression. Read it to someone in the house with you; then, you’ll have someone with whom
to discuss it.
Think about it. Relate to it.
Then, reread. As you reread, fill in the graphic organizer found below.

Finished Product:
Completed graphic organizer to share with your teacher or use in a class discussion.

“Eleven” by Sandra Cisneros
What they don't understand about birthdays and what they never tell you is that when you're
eleven, you're also ten, and nine, and eight, and seven, and six, and five, and four, and three,
and two, and one. And when you wake up on your eleventh birthday you expect to feel eleven,
but you don't. You open your eyes and everything's just like yesterday, only it's today. And you
don't feel eleven at all. You feel like you're still ten. And you are—underneath the year that
makes you eleven.
Like some days you might say something stupid, and that's the part of you that's still ten. Or
maybe some days you might need to sit on your mama's lap because you're scared, and that's
the part of you that's five. And maybe one day when you're all grown up maybe you will need to
cry like if you're three, and that's okay. That's what I tell Mama when she's sad and needs to cry.
Maybe she's feeling three.
Because the way you grow old is kind of like an onion or like the rings inside a tree trunk or like
my little wooden dolls that fit one inside the other, each year inside the next one. That's how
being eleven years old is.
You don't feel eleven. Not right away. It takes a few days, weeks even, sometimes even months
before you say Eleven when they ask you. And you don't feel smart eleven, not until you're
almost twelve. That's the way it is.
Only today I wish I didn't have only eleven years rattling inside me like pennies in a tin Band-Aid
box. Today I wish I was one hundred and two instead of eleven because if I was one hundred
and two I'd have known what to say when Mrs. Price put the red sweater on my desk. I would've
known how to tell her it wasn't mine instead of just sitting there with that look on my face and
nothing coming out of my mouth.
"Whose is this?" Mrs. Price says, and she holds the red sweater up in the air for all the class to
see. "Whose? It's been sitting in the coatroom for a month."
"Not mine," says everybody, "Not me."
"It has to belong to somebody," Mrs. Price keeps saying, but nobody can remember. It's an ugly
sweater with red plastic buttons and a collar and sleeves all stretched out like you could use it
for a jump rope. It's maybe a thousand years old and even if it belonged to me I wouldn't say so.
Maybe because I'm skinny, maybe because she doesn't like me, that stupid Sylvia Saldivar
says, "I think it belongs to Rachel." An ugly sweater like that, all raggedy and old, but Mrs. Price
believes her. Mrs Price takes the sweater and puts it right on my desk, but when I open my
mouth nothing comes out.
"That's not, I don't, you're not . . . Not mine." I finally say in a little voice that was maybe me
when I was four.
"Of course it's yours," Mrs. Price says. "I remember you wearing it once."

Because she's older and the teacher, she's right and I'm not.
Not mine, not mine, not mine, but Mrs. Price is already turning to page thirty-two, and math
problem number four. I don't know why but all of a sudden I'm feeling sick inside, like the part of
me that's three wants to come out of my eyes, only I squeeze them shut tight and bite down on
my teeth real hard and try to remember today I am eleven, eleven. Mama is making a cake for
me for tonight, and when Papa comes home everybody will sing Happy birthday, happy birthday
to you.
But when the sick feeling goes away and I open my eyes, the red sweater's still sitting there like
a big red mountain. I move the red sweater to the corner of my desk with my ruler. I move my
pencil and books and eraser as far from it as possible. I even move my chair a little to the right.
Not mine, not mine, not mine.
In my head I'm thinking how long till lunchtime, how long till I can take the red sweater and throw
it over the schoolyard fence, or leave it hanging on a parking meter, or bunch it up into a little
ball and toss it in the alley. Except when math period ends Mrs. Price says loud and in front of
everybody, "Now, Rachel, that's enough," because she sees I've shoved the red sweater to the
tippy-tip corner of my desk and it's hanging all over the edge like a waterfall, but I don't care.
"Rachel," Mrs. Price says. She says it like she's getting mad. "You put that sweater on right now
and no more nonsense."
"But it's not—"
"Now!" Mrs. Price says. This is when I wish I wasn't eleven because all the years inside of
me—ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, and one—are pushing at the back of my
eyes when I put one arm through one sleeve of the sweater that smells like cottage cheese, and
then the other arm through the other and stand there with my arms apart like if the sweater hurts
me and it does, all itchy and full of germs that aren't even mine.
That's when everything I've been holding in since this morning, since when Mrs. Price put the
sweater on my desk, finally lets go, and all of a sudden I'm crying in front of everybody. I wish I
was invisible but I'm not. I'm eleven and it's my birthday today and I'm crying like I'm three in
front of everybody. I put my head down on the desk and bury my face in my stupid
clown-sweater arms. My face all hot and spit coming out of my mouth because I can't stop the
little animal noises from coming out of me until there aren't any more tears left in my eyes, and
it's just my body shaking like when you have the hiccups, and my whole head hurts like when
you drink milk too fast.
But the worst part is right before the bell rings for lunch. That stupid Phyllis Lopez, who is even
dumber than Sylvia Saldivar, says she remembers the red sweater is hers! I take it off right
away and give it to her, only Mrs. Price pretends like everything's okay.
Today I'm eleven. There's a cake Mama's making for tonight and when Papa comes home from
work we'll eat it. There'll be candles and presents and everybody will sing Happy birthday,
happy birthday to you, Rachel, only it's too late.

I'm eleven today. I'm eleven, ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, and one, but I
wish I was one hundred and two. I wish I was anything but eleven, because I want today to be
far away already, far away like a runaway balloon, like a tiny o in the sky, so tiny tiny you have
to close your eyes to see it.

See graphic organizer below.

F HYPERBOLE: EXTREME
I EXAGGERATION
G
● My sister takes forever in
U
the bathroom.
R
● My backpack weighs a
A
ton!
T
● My mom is so short she
I
does chin-ups at the curb.’
V
E

Rachel thinks the sweater
is “maybe a thousand
years old.” Why does she
use this exaggeration?

Sketch the sweater here,
using details from the text.

L SIMILE: comparing two unlike
A things using “as” or “like”
N
G
● My headache felt like a
U
knife stabbing into my
A
temple over and over.
G
E

“But when the sick feeling
goes away and I open my
eyes, the red sweater's still
sitting there like a big red
mountain.”

Why does she choose a
mountain to compare it to?

“ .. . I want today to be far away
already, far away like a runaway
balloon, like a tiny o in the sky, so
tiny tiny you have to close your
eyes to see it.”

Highlight the two things
that are being compared.
Rachel wants to be like a
_______________, like a
__________________.
What do these similes t ell
you about how she feels?
Explain in the square to
the right.

R Find a quote from the story that
E makes you angry. Write it here:
S
P
O
N
S
E

Explain why this angers
you.

Think of a way you relate.

R Find a quote from the story that
E makes you sad. Write it here:
S
P
O
N
S
E

Explain why this saddens
you.

Think of a way you relate.

