Mentor Text

Directions: read the poem and annotate.  Really look at the five different types of imagery we have been discussing as well as lines that inspire or interest you.


Sour Patch Kids
Grinning, ecstatic, crazed, I hand over the dollar-fifty to the cashier.
She looks like a fan has been blowing on her face on high for way 
too long. “Thankyouhaveaniceday.”  I know that I will.

I snatch the package of watermelon Sour Patch Kids

and plop down on the bench outside the convenience store.

First I look, then I tear.

The loose sugar flies up in my face.

I lick it off like a seagull at the beach.

Then the process begins.

I shake the contents into my lap and gaze into the shiny,

glittering, red section of each half melon.

Then I pick each one up like an ancient artifact
and place it back in the bag, carefully.

The sugar sprinkled on my lap I dispose of with my tongue.

Then I repeat steps one and two,

greedily scarfing every last delectable sugar grain.

The whole process take three hours.

The once glittery watermelons no longer sparkle in the sun.

I lift the bag to my face

and pour the sugar-stripped candy down my gullet.

Soon, there is nothing left but sweet aroma

wafting from a lifeless bag.

It is over—

not just the bag of candy,

not just my money,

not just my happiness. . .

but, well, life itself.

I frown hard and shove my hands into my pockets.

Like a gift from God, a dollar bill finds my fingertips.

My life rewinds three hours.

- Forrest Carver
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