The Michael J. Petrides School
Incoming 10th Grade Summer Reading Assignment & Supply List
Due In Class on September 14, 2026

Incoming 10th Grade Summer Reading Assignment
1. Read the attached text, “My New American Life,” by Daniel Aleman
2. Annotate as follows:

Highlight details that contribute to the central idea
In the margin next to everything you highlight, explain the central idea in your own
words using the phrase, “The author wants us to know...”

e Highlight evidence of writing strategies such as setting, characterization, conflict,
point of view, dialogue, word choice, tone, mood, symbolism, etc.

e In the margin next to everything you highlight, identify the writing strategy and
explain how the author uses it to convey the central idea.
Use the phrase, “The author uses to stress the idea that

”»

3. Complete the attached graphic organizer to prepare you to write the text-analysis
response in class.

Thorough annotations of this text and completion of the graphic organizer will be due in
class on 9/14/26. This packet will be 40% of your overall summer reading grade.
10 points per day will be deducted for all late work up to one week late.

DO NOT write the text-analysis response over the summer!
The written text-analysis response will be written IN CLASS during the first week of
school. This will be 60% of your overall summer reading grade.

Incoming 10th Grade English Supply List

Throughout the year, there are supplies that we go through very quickly. Please bring
ONE OF EACH of the following to help keep our classroom stocked with necessary items:
e 1 package of college ruled loose leaf paper
e 1box of tissues
e 1 bottle of hand sanitizer

THANK YOU!

In addition, you should be prepared EVERY DAY with your own pencils and pens, notebook,
post-its, highlighters, and a dedicated folder for English work.

ENJOY YOUR SUMMER & SEE YOU IN SEPTEMBER!



New York State English Regents
Part 111

Text-Analysis Response Directions

Your Task: Based on “My New American Life,” by Daniel Aleman, write a
well-developed response of two to three paragraphs. In your response, identify a
central idea and analyze how the author’s use of one writing strategy (literary
element of literary technique) develops this central idea. Use strong and thorough
evidence from the text to support your analysis. Do not simply summarize the

text. Write your response on the looseleaf attached.

Guidelines:
Be sure to:
« Identify a central idea in the text
« Analyze how the author’s use of one writing strategy (literary element or
literary technique) develops this central idea. Examples include:
characterization, conflict, point-of-view, setting, symbolism, tone,
dialogue, word choice, etc.)
« Use strong and thorough evidence to support your analysis
« Organize your ideas in a cohesive and coherent manner
« Maintain a formal style of writing

« Follow the conventions of standard written English
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American Llfe

Short story by Daniel Aleman

About the Author

Daniel Aleman is the award-winning author of Indivisible. He was
born and raised in Mexico City. A graduate of McGill University, he

is passionate about books, coffee, and dogs. After spending time in
Montreal and the New York City area, he now lives in Toronto, where
he is on a never-ending search for the best tacos in the city.

've heard people say that change comes when you least expect it.
In the case of my family, that’s not exactly true. We were expecting
change for a very long time before it actually came.

Pa has talked about moving to the United States since I was little. He
used to tell me stories about it—stories about beaches, and cities,
and snowy mountains, and wide-open spaces. Most importantly,
though, he’d tell stories about how different our lives would be once
we left Mexico.

Up until about a couple months ago, it all felt like a dream that
existed only inside Pa’s mind and nothing more, but then he received
a call saying he’d gotten a job offer, and all the changes we’d been
waiting for started happening all at once. We packed up all our
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things, hopped on a plane to New York, and now we’re here: in a new
apartment, in a new city, in a new country.

Whenever people ask me how I feel about all the change, I never
really know what to say. “Excited,” I answer most of the time. Or
“happy.” But there always seems to be a question mark at the end of
my answers. Excited? Happy?

The truth is, I don’t know how I feel—or I didn’t know, I should say,
up until today: my first day at an American high school.

“sCarlos?” Ma asks while we’re sitting around the breakfast table.
“;COomo te sientes?”

HHuh?H
“You're so quiet, mijo,” she says. “Are you okay?”
“Uh, yeah,” I answer. “I’'m just a bit nervous.”

“You shouldn’t be,” Pa says before drinking a sip of coffee from his
mug. He and Ilook a lot alike—broad shoulders, black hair, brown
eyes, and even the same long legs. The only big difference between
us is how we see the world. He's always been an optimist, always
liked to look at the bright side of things, whereas I am more like my
mom: a bit more realistic—a bit more grounded when it comes to my
expectations.

“We should get going soon,” Ma says, sneaking a glance up at the
clock on the wall. “You won’t want to be late.”

The three of us rush out the door and down the stairs of our building.
Once we're out on the street, Pa turns left so he can head to the
subway station, while Ma and I turn right. She insisted on walking
with me to the bus stop, even when I told her I didn’t mind catching
the bus on my own.

“Have a great day, mijo,” she says to me right before I get on it.

The ride doesn’t take too long. Before I know it, the bus has stopped
in front of a big, imposing building made of red brick—my new
school—and I hop off feeling even more nervous than I did during
breakfast. As I walk toward the main entrance, I notice how all the
kids around me are talking with each other, and I tell myself that I
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could end up being friends with any of them. I’ll go in there, meet
new people, and by the end of the day, all this uncertainty and
nervousness will have vanished.

My first class of the day is Social Studies. I have no idea what that
means, since I didn’t have any classes with the same name back

in Mexico, but I do know one thing: The word social is the same in
English and in Spanish, and social is exactly what I need to be today,
so this shouldn’t be a bad place to start.

“Settle down, everybody,” the teacher—Mr. Anderson, according to
a plaque on his desk—says. “We have a new student with us today.
Carlos recently moved here from Mexico City, so I hope you’ll all
make him feel welcome.”

Suddenly, two dozen necks turn in my direction, and everybody
stares at me. I can feel my face turning red, but I can’t bring myself
to say anything other than an awkward, “Hello,” before they all turn
back toward the front of the room.

“Now, I hope all of you have done the reading I assigned for
homework yesterday. If you'll please turn your textbooks to page
seventy-four, we can begin.”

I dive into my backpack quickly, trying to spot the book that says
“Social Studies” along the spine. I open it and turn to the right page,
but none of the text makes any sense. I'm not used to reading in
English, so I'm left trying to make sense of the few words I recognize:
important, decision, global. In the end, no matter how hard I try to
keep up with class, it turns out to be nearly impossible. Everyone

told me it would be hard to start school midyear, but no one warned
me just how hard it would be to learn all my subjects in a different
language.

My second class of the day is English, which doesn’t go much better
than the first, but at least I have Math right after, which I'm happy
about. Numbers are the same in English and Spanish, so there’s
hardly any room for confusion there.

By the time I head to the cafeteria, I feel exhausted. It’s like my brain
has been working in overdrive, and all I really feel like doing is taking
anap, but I also know that lunch will be the single most important
period of the day—my best chance at making new friends. So I put
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one foot in front of the other, get in line for food, and then turn
around to face all the tables.

That’s when I realize it: finding a table to sit at will be a lot harder
than I thought. There are kids moving all around the cafeteria,
speaking in loud voices, but no one seems to be looking my way. I
guess I could walk up to any of the tables and ask if I can join, but...
what if I choose the wrong one? What if the answer is no?

I end up carrying my food to an empty classroom. And while I eat,
listening to the far-off sound of voices coming from the cafeteria,

I can’t help but think that this is all very different from what I'd
wished it would be. I am very different from who I thought I'd
become once we moved to America. I used to be loud, and talkative,
and sometimes even funny—so, when I dreamed of my life in New
York, I pictured myself having lots of friends, just like I did in Mexico
City. I definitely didn’t plan to be here, having lunch all alone and
wishing for the final bell to ring. I'm only halfway through the day,
and already I can’t wait for it to be over.

She’s asking how my day went, and there’s
a hopeful look on her face as she waits for
my response.

“;Qué tal estuvo tu dia?” Ma says when I meet her at the bus stop a
few hours later. She's asking how my day went, and there’s a hopeful
look on her face as she waits for my response.

“It was fine,” I answer, trying not to sound too happy or too upset.
The last thing I want is to disappoint her, but I also don’t want her to
get the wrong idea.

“Did you make any friends?”
“Not really.”

We start walking back home, but as we pass by all the shops, cars,
and people that breathe life into our neighborhood, I see only my old
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city—bright purple jacaranda trees along the sides of the road, and

sunny skies, and food stands around every corner. I think about my

old friends and the extended family we left behind —my abuela, and
tias, and tios, and primos—and how far away they all are.

“Ay, where is this cold wind coming from?” Ma says all of a sudden,
wrapping her sweater tighter around herself. “It’s March! Shouldn’t
spring be here already?”

I only shrug in response. Back in Mexico City, I bet flowers are
already in full bloom. I bet it’s warm and sunny—shorts and T-shirt
weather, most likely, but not in New York. I’ve heard some people say
it doesn’t get warm in this part of the world until April or May, which
feels a little extreme. Winter here is very different from what we’re
used to.

“;Tienes tarea, mijo?” Ma asks once we’re back inside the warmth of
the apartment.

“I—TI do have homework, yeah,” I answer. What I don’t want to
admit is that I have no idea how to even get started on it. I wrote
down some instructions in a notebook, but I’'m not really sure I
understand what needs to be done, and I don’t think Ma will be able
to help much. Her English is much more limited than mine.

“Why don’t you get started, then?” she says to me. “I'll let you know
when dinner is ready.”

I head to my room, but all I can think about is that even dinnertime
hasn’t been the same lately. Although Ma tries to make the same
dishes she used to make back home, they just aren’t the same.
There’s a word we use in Mexico to describe our food: sazén—and
any given dish can have either good sazén or bad sazén. The word
literally translates to “seasoning,” but it means so much more than
that. It has to do with the quality of the ingredients, and the skill

of the cook, and even the amount of passion with which the food is
prepared. I’m not sure why, but the sazon in my mom'’s cooking has
changed since we moved to New York. Maybe it’s because she’s also
trying to find her way in our new city. Or maybe the ingredients she
finds at the grocery store here just aren’t the same as what we used
to get back in Mexico.
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Sitting around the table eating arroz and tacos de pollo, Pa stares
at me through his glasses. Since he started his new job, he’s been
working long hours. Some mornings, he has to head to the office
before I've even woken up, but he always makes sure to be home in
time for dinner.

“How was your first day of school?” he asks.
Exhaling, I reply, “It was tough.”

I tell them everything—about my classes, about how hard it was to
meet new people, and even about the way I’ve been missing home all
day.

“The thing is, Carlos,” Ma says, “this is home.”
Pa nods slowly. “That’s true.”
“Itjust...doesn’t feel like it.”

“But it will. You just have to be patient,” Pa says. “Toma todo un dia
ala vez, mijo.”

My mom nods quickly. “Your pa is right—take everything one day at
a time, and before you know it, it’ll all be much better.”

I press my lips together. I wish I could tell them that it won't be
as easy as that, but I suppose there’s no point in arguing. Nodding
slowly, I pick up my fork again, and we all go back to eating.

Over the next few weeks at school, I try my best to listen to my
parents’ advice. Today is just another day, I tell myself constantly as
I walk through the busy hallways. Another day of many. Those words
make my heart feel lighter, my shoulders more relaxed —even my
classes seem easier and the people that surround me a lot friendlier.

I've started to recognize the names of some of my classmates.
There’s Alexis, for example, a girl in my Social Studies class who
always knows the right answer whenever Mr. Anderson asks a
question. There’s also Henry, a kid who seems to love wearing
baseball hats, and Charlie, a skinny boy in Math who smiles at me
every time we bump into each other. I've never spoken to any of these
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people, but there’s something about the familiarity of their faces that
somehow makes me feel less alone.

It’s on a Thursday in late March that something unexpected happens.
We’re all packing our bags at the end of Math class when Charlie gets
out of his seat, and his phone slips out of his pocket, falling on the
floor with a loud thud.

Watching Joe holding up Charlie’s phone
makes my blood boil.

Before either of us can reach for it, Joe Miller—a blond guy whose big
headphones seem to be permanently on his neck—wraps his hand
around it.

“Dropped something, did you?” he says, staring at Charlie with a
mocking grin on his face. “Now you’re gonna have to find a way to
get it back.”

Charlie doesn’t answer. He remains frozen, staring at Joe through
his thick glasses. I can’t say I haven’t noticed this before—the way
Joe seems to enjoy going after people—but up until now, I've tried to
stay away from any conflict. Today, though, I just can’t help myself.
Watching Joe holding up Charlie’s phone makes my blood boil, so I
push my chair back quickly and walk up to them.

“I can take that from you,” I say to Joe.

For a moment, he doesn’t seem to know what to say. [ am much
taller and bigger than he is, so he’s probably weighing his
options—between trying to make a run for it or just backing off and
surrendering the phone.

“Whatever,” Joe says in the end, opening his palm. I take the phone,
and he shrugs into his hood as he exits the classroom.

“Wow,"” Charlie says beside me. “That was awesome.”
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“Here you go,” I reply.

“Thankyou.I..."m Charlie, by the way. Well —Charles, really, but
everyone calls me Charlie.”

“It’s funny,” I say. “We have the same name—only in different
languages. Carlos and Charles.”

Charlie’s smile widens. “Maybe we’re meant to be friends, then.”

I close my bag, swing it over my shoulder, and then we make our way
to the cafeteria together. The moment we enter, I realize that this
place feels much less intimidating now that I'm not all by myself.
Charlie and I get food, and then he leads the way toward a table near
the windows, where a few people are already sitting.

“Everyone, this is Carlos,” Charlie announces to the table.

Things get loud as they all smile and speak at the same time. I'm
pretty sure some of them are sharing their names, but I find it hard
to make out much through all the noise.

“Carlos just moved here from Mexico,” Charlie says as we both sit
down.

“Mexico?” says a girl who’s sitting right across from us. She has
shiny black hair and is wearing a bright purple shirt. “Where exactly
are you from?”

“Mexico City,” I reply.

“Oh, my whole family’s from Monterrey!” she says, leaning closer to
me. “I moved here when I was seven. I'm Clara, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Clara. I—"

“How long ago did you come to New York?” another kid asks me
before I can even complete my sentence. I could be wrong, but I think
I heard him say his name is Ethan.

“A couple of weeks ago,” I answer. “Everything’s still pretty new.”

“You’ll be used to it in no time,” he tells me. “I moved here from
California a few months ago.”
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“And do you like it here?”

“Oh, definitely,” he says. Sneaking a glance at everyone around
us, he smiles from the corner of his mouth. “It helps to have good
friends.”

It doesn’t take me long to learn the names of everybody else at the
table. Jess and Jen are twin sisters, and they are obsessed with a band
from Long Island that I've never heard of before. There’s also Asha,
who tells me that her family came here from India a couple of years
ago, and Oscar, who tells us all about the trip he’s going on during
spring break, since he’s going up to Quebec to visit his mom’s side of
the family.

Maybe I'm not as much of an outsider as I thought I was. It doesn’t
take me long to realize that almost everyone here also knows what
it's like to have their lives or their families divided between two
different places. Some of them have also moved to a new city and
started at a new school, yet here they all are, smiling and laughing
and just being friends. The thought brings me hope, because maybe
I'll be doing those same things alongside them soon. Perhaps it’s
true that this cafeteria table, and this school, and this new life will
start feeling like home before I know it, just as my parents said.

“How was your day?” Ma asks me when I get home. She’s been
asking me the same question for weeks, and I’ve been unable to reply
with much more than a shrug.

Today, however, I manage to give her a small smile. “Better.”

She doesn’t say anything. She just gives me a smile in return.

I'm not sure exactly how it happens, but the weeks start to go
quicker, and soon enough a full month has passed. The flowers
bloom, the temperature gets warmer, and before I know it, life
feels...normal, somehow.

I'wake up on a Monday in mid-April feeling calm and well-rested.
I've gotten used to being a bit disoriented right after I open my eyes
every morning. I tend to find myself expecting to be inside my old
bedroom in Mexico, and when I realize that I’'m not, there are always
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a few seconds during which I have to remind myself where I am and
why I’m here. This morning, though, everything around me seems
familiar—the light-blue walls of my new bedroom, the thin curtains
at the window, the chirping birds outside.

“How did you sleep?” Ma asks me when I come sit at the table for
breakfast. Pa is already at the office, so today it’s just me and her.

“Great, actually,” I reply, stretching my arms a little.

“I'm glad to hear that,” she says, reaching for her glass of orange
juice. “Now, eat as fast as you can. You’ll need to head out soon if you
want to make it to class on time.”

When I get to school, things feel different too. For the first time, I
don’t think about my former school back in Mexico, or all my old
friends, or about the loud voices that surround me as I make my way
down the corridors. I focus only on getting to class, and nothing
more.

I've been finding it a lot easier to pay attention to my teachers lately,
which I suspect might have something to do with the fact that I'm
getting used to hearing them speak in English. These days, the
language doesn’t sound nearly as confusing as it did when I first
started. Though, of course, there are exceptions—like today, during
Math class, when Ms. Jones calls on me for an answer, and I have

no idea what she said or what I'm even supposed to do. Sometimes,
words still have a way of sounding like a jumbled mess to me.

“Uh... could you repeat the question, please?” I ask. Barely weeks
ago, I would’ve had no idea what to do in this moment—I would’ve
probably frozen in my seat, but I've found myself getting better at
dealing with these situations.

“Of course,” Ms. Jones says. When she asks the question again, I
watch her lips closely to make sure I'm not missing a single word.

“Thirty-seven?” I answer, filled with doubt.
“Thirty-seven is correct!”

I head to lunch feeling victorious. By the time I join the table,
everyone’s there already— Charlie, Clara, Ethan, Jess, Jen, Asha, and
Oscar—and they’ve saved a seat for me, like [ knew they would.
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“Hey!” I say as I lower myself onto my chair. “What are we talking
about?”

And just like that, they tell me about a plan to go to a concert on
Friday. The twins’ birthday is coming up and their favorite band is
playing in Williamsburg, so they’re planning to get tickets for the
whole group to celebrate.

“So,uh..."” Isay to my mom once I've made it back home from
school. “I'was invited to this birthday party on Friday. I—I mean,
it's more of a celebration than a party. We’re going to a concert, and
it's—"

“You have plans?” she asks before I can complete my sentence.
({Yeah‘ »

“Wwith friends?”

I nod.

She lets out a small sigh. “I’m so happy to hear that,” she says. “You
should definitely go.”

“Gracias, Ma.”

My New American Life 11



© Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing Company

“Oh, before I forget—I spoke to your abuela earlier. You should give
her a call before dinner.”

Something warm fills my chest when I think of my grandmother. I
head straight for the phone and dial her number.

She answers at the first ring. “How are you, mijo?” she asks.

No one had asked me this in a while. People have asked me how
things are going, whether I had a good day, whether I'm hungry, and
even if I’'m feeling tired. But I can’t remember the last time someone
asked mehow I am... or at least not in the same way that Abuela’s
asking it now.

“I"'m doing OK—for the most part,” I answer.

“Well, that’s good,” Abuela replies, letting out a light laugh. “What’s
life in America like?”

I'm not sure how to answer. [ mean . . . New York was a lot at first, but
now it’s starting to feel like a warm jacket in winter. It’s starting to
feel familiar and safe . . . which is exactly what my old home used to
feel like.

Toma todo un dia a la vez, Pa said, and he was right. Maybe, just as in
food, there is sazon to be found everywhere around my new city. And
it may have taken me a while to see it, but the truth is that there’s
spice in the busy streets of our neighborhood, passion in the way my
parents and teachers have tried to help me, and warmth in the people
I've met at school.

“It’s good. Very good, actually,” I answer in the end because I finally
feel ready to admit it. I feel ready to discover all the things I have yet
to find about New York—all the flavor I know this city has to offer.
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