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LEARNING ACTIVITY SHEET
Text Evaluation

Background Information for Learners

One of the significant reasons for reading texts is to evaluate them. What is to evaluate?
It is an act of examining something critically like a program, project or text. Evaluating texts
or literary works like stories, poems, essays and other selections is one of the most important
Learning Competencies or skill students has to develop or enhance. A set of questions about
text content, elements, features and properties will be asked for text evaluation.

In this module, there are different tasks designed for students that will enable you to
use a hands-on approach to evaluate the story “How My Brother Leon Brought Home A Wife”.
Find out if it meets the characteristics or criteria for great literature.

Leaming Competencies

ENI10RC- ITh 2.22. Evaluate text content, elements, features and properties using a set
of criteria (Quarter 1, Week 6)

ENIORC-IIle-7.3  Read closely to get the author’s purpose

ENI10RC-1a-2.15.2 Determine the effect of textual aids like advance organizers, titles,
non-linear illustrations, etc. on the understanding of a text.

ENIOLT-Id-2.2.2 Explain the literary devices used
ENIOLT-Ie-22.3  Determine the technique and purpose of the author

Activity 1. Twist the Tongue

Directions

Below is a tongue twister based on the story “How My Brother Leon Brought Home A
Wife.” Play it repeatedly and quickly to achieve its aim.

Crickets chirped from their homes in the cracks of the banks
If crickets chirped from their homes in the cracks of the banks
From homes in the cracks of the banks, when did the crickets chirp?
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Activity 2. Word Map
Directions

To understand the story that you will read later, you have to learn some words by doing the
activities below.

a. Mystery Word
Study the definitions and word forms. Arrange the jumbled letters to form the
correct word and write your answer in column 3. Use the words in your own sentences
as you accomplish column 4.

Jumbled Correct Words My Own Sentences
Definitions Letters

1. having or covered with bebylp
small stones -adj.

2. a portion of food that
returns from an animal’s ucd
stomach to the mouth to be
chewed for the second time

-noun
3. large and heavy - adj. vasmies
4. to lift up and move to
different position- verh hetih
5. a compacted mass of
something- noun pumscl

Activity 3. Stop! Read Me!

Motive Question: Why did the father instruct Baldo to follow the waig on his
way home with Leon and Maria?

Manuel E. Arguilla, a writer and a patriot, was born in
Nagrebcan, La Union from a poor family. He started writing stories
when he was in high school which was published in magazines.
Literary critics accept his unsurpassed realistic and vivid portrayal
of the Ilocano peasants’ labors and way of life. He also used the local
color extensively in his short stories. He died during the World War
II in the hands of the Japanese soldiers.

Photo of Manuel E. Arguilla
Sourced from: https://www_goodreads.com/
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How My Brother Leon Brought Home A Wife
Manuel E. Arguilla

She stepped down from
the carretela of Ca Celin with a
quick, delicate grace. She was
lovely. She was tall. She
looked up to my brother with a
smile, and her forehead was on
a level with his mouth.

"You are Baldo," she
said and placed her hand
lightly on my shoulder. Her
nails were long, but they were
not painted. She was fragrant
like a morning when papayas are in bloom. And a small dimple appeared momently high on
her right cheek. "And this is Labang of whom I have heard so much." She held the wrist of
one hand with the other and looked at Labang, and Labang never stopped chewing his cud.
He swallowed and brought up to his mouth more cud and the sound of his insides was like a
drum.

Ilaid a hand on Labang's massive neck and said to her: "You may scratch his forehead
now."

She hesitated and I saw that her eyes were on the long, curving horns. But she came and
touched Labang's forehead with her long fingers, and Labang never stopped chewing his cud
except that his big eyes half closed. And by and by she was scratching his forehead very
daintily.

My brother Leon put down the two trunks on the grassy side of the road. He paid Ca
Celin twice the usual fare from the station to the edge of Nagrebcan. Then he was standing
beside us, and she turned to him eagerly. I watched Ca Celin, where he stood in front of his
horse, and he ran his fingers through its forelock and could not keep his eyes away from her.

"Maria---" my brother Leon said.
He did not say Maring. He did not say Mayang. I knew then that he had always called
her Maria and that to us all she would be Maria; and in my mind I said 'Maria' and it was a
beautiful name.
"Yes, Noel."

Now where did she get that name? I pondered the matter quietly to myself, thinking
Father might not like it. But it was only the name of my brother Leon said backward and it
sounded much better that way.

"There is Nagrebcan, Maria," my brother Leon said, gesturing widely toward the west.

She moved close to him and slipped her arm through his. And after a while she said
quietly.

"You love Nagrebcan, don't you, Noel?"

Ca Celin drove away hi-yi-ing to his horse loudly. At the bend of the camino real
where the big duhat tree grew, he rattled the handle of his braided rattan whip against the
spokes of the wheel.

We stood alone on the roadside.
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The sun was 1n our eyes, for it was dipping into the bright sea. The sky was wide and
deep and very blue above us: but along the saw-tooth rim of the Katayaghan hills to the
southwest flamed huge masses of clouds. Before us the fields swam in a golden haze through
which floated big purple and red and yellow bubbles when I looked at the sinking sun.
Labang's white coat, which I had washed and brushed that moming with coconut husk,
glistened like beaten cotton under the lamplight and his horns appeared tipped with fire.

He faced the sun and from his mouth came a call so loud and vibrant that the earth
seemed to tremble underfoot. And far away in the middle of the field a cow lowed softly in
answer.

"Hitch him to the cart, Baldo," my brother Leon said, laughing, and she laughed with
him a big uncertainly, and I saw that he had put his arm around her shoulders.

"Why does he make that sound?" she asked. "I have never heard the like of it."

"There is not another like it," my brother Leon said. "I have yet to hear another bull call
like Labang. In all the world there is no other bull like him."

She was smiling at him, and I stopped in the act of tying the sinta across Labang's neck
to the opposite end of the yoke, because her teeth were very white, her eyes were so full of
laughter, and there was the small dimple high up on her right cheek.

"If you continue to talk about him like that, either I shall fall in love with him or become
greatly jealous."

My brother Leon laughed and she laughed and they looked at each other and it seemed
to me there was a world of laughter between them and in them.

I climbed into the cart over the wheel and Labang would have bolted, for he was
always like that, but I kept a firm hold on his rope. He was restless and would not stand still,
so that my brother Leon had to say "Labang" several times. When he was quiet again, my
brother Leon lifted the trunks into the cart, placing the smaller on top.

She looked down once at her high-heeled shoes, then she gave her left hand to my
brother Leon, placed a foot on the hub of the wheel, and in one breath she had swung up into
the cart. Oh, the fragrance of her. But Labang was fairly dancing with impatience and it was
all I could do to keep him from running away.

"Give me the rope, Baldo," my brother Leon said. "Maria, sit down on the hay and
hold on to anything." Then he put a foot on the left shaft and that instand labang leaped
forward. My brother Leon laughed as he drew himself up to the top of the side of the cart and
made the slack of the rope hiss above the back of labang. The wind whistled against my
cheeks and the rattling of the wheels on the pebbly road echoed in my ears.

She sat up straight on the bottom of the cart, legs bent togther to one side, her skirts
spread over them so that only the toes and heels of her shoes were visible. her eyes were on
my brother Leon's back; I saw the wind on her hair. When Labang slowed down, my brother
Leon handed to me the rope. I knelt on the straw inside the cart and pulled on the rope until
Labang was merely shuffling along, then I made him turn around.
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"What 1s it you have forgotten now, Baldo?" my brother Leon said.

I did not say anything but tickled with my fingers the rump of Labang; and away we
went---back to where I had unhitched and waited for them. The sun had sunk and down from
the wooded sides of the Katayaghan hills shadows were stealing into the fields. High up
oveithead the sky burned with many slow fires.

When I sent Labang down the deep cut that would take us to the dry bed of the Waig
which could be used as a path to our place during the dry season, my brother Leon laid a
hand on my shoulder and said stemnly:

"Who told you to drive through the fields tonight?"

His hand was heavy on my shoulder, but I did not look at him or utter a word until we
were on the rocky bottom of the Waig.

"Baldo, you fool, answer me before I lay the rope of Labang on you. Why do you
follow the Wait instead of the camino real?"

His fingers bit into my shoulder.
"Father, he told me to follow the Waig tonight, Manong."

Swiftly, his hand fell away from my shoulder and he reached for the rope of Labang.
Then my brother Leon laughed, and he sat back, and laughing still, he said:

"And T suppose Father also told you to hitch Tabang to the cart and meet us with him
mstead of with Castano and the calesa."

Without waiting for me to answer, he turned to her and said, "Maria, why do you think
Father should do that, now?" He langhed and added, "Have you ever seen so many stars
before?"

I looked back and they were sitting side by side, leaning against the trunks, hands
clasped across knees. Seemingly, but a man's height above the tops of the steep banks of the
Wait, hung the stars. But in the deep gorge the shadows had fallen heavily, and even the
white of Labang's coat was merely a dim, grayish blur. Crickets chirped from their homes in
the cracks in the banks. The thick, unpleasant smell of dangla bushes and cooling sun-heated
earth mingled with the clean, sharp scent of arrais roots exposed to the night air and of the
hay inside the cart.

"Look, Noel, yonder is our star!" Deep surprise and gladness were in her voice. Very
low in the west, almost touching the ragged edge of the bank, was the star, the biggest and
brightest in the sky.

"I have been looking at it," my brother Leon said. "Do you remember how I would tell
you that when you want to see stars you must come to Nagrebcan?"

"Yes, Noel," she said. "Look at it," she murmured, half to herself. "It is so many times
bigger and brighter than it was at Emmita beach."
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"The air here is clean, free of dust and smoke."
"So it i1s, Noel," she said, drawing a long breath.
"Making fun of me, Maria?"

She langhed then and they laughed together and she took my brother Leon's hand and
put it against her face.

I stopped Labang, climbed down, and lighted the lantern that hung from the cart
between the wheels.

"Good boy, Baldo." my brother Leon said as I climbed back into the cart, and my heart
sant.

Now the shadows took fright and did not crowd so near. Clumps of andadasi and a1rais
flashed into view and quickly disappeared as we passed by. Ahead, the elongated shadow of
Labang bobbled up and down and swayed drunkenly from side to side, for the lantern rocked
jerkily with the cart.

"Have we farto go yet, Noel?" she asked.

"Ask Baldo," my brother Leon said, "we have been neglecting him."
"T am asking you, Baldo," she said.

Without looking back, T answered, picking my words slowly:

"Soon we will get out of the Wait and pass into the fields. After the fields is home---
Manong."

"So near already."

I did not say anything more because I did not know what to make of the tone of her
voice as she said her last words. All the laughter seemed to have gone out of her. T waited for
my brother Leon to say something, but he was not saying anything. Suddenly he broke out
into song and the song was 'Sky Sown with Stars'---the same that he and Father sang when
we cut hay in the fields at night before he went away to study. He must have taught her the
song because she joined him, and her voice flowed into his like a gentle stream meeting a
stronger one. And each time the wheels encountered a big rock, her voice would catch in her
throat, but my brother Leon would sing on, until, laughing softly, she would join him again.

Then we were climbing out into the fields, and through the spokes of the wheels the
light of the lantern mocked the shadows. Labang quickened his steps. The jolting became
more frequent and painful as we crossed the low dikes.

"But it is so very wide here," she said. The light of the stars broke and scattered the
darkness so that one could see far on every side, though indistinctly.

"You miss the houses, and the cars, and the people and the noise, don't you?" My
brother Leon stopped singing.
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"Yes, but in a different way. I am glad they are not here."

With difficulty I turned Labang to the left, for he wanted to go straight on. He was
breathing hard, but [ knew he was more thirsty than tired. In a little while we drope up the
grassy side onto the camino real.

"—-you see," my brother Leon was explaining, "the camino real curves around the foot
of the Katayaghan hills and passes by our house. We drove through the fields because---but
T'll be asking Father as soon as we get home."

"Noel," she said.
"Yes, Maria."
"I am afraid. He may not like me."

"Does that worry you still, Maria?" my brother Leon said. "From the way you talk, he
might be an ogre, for all the world. Except when his leg that was wounded in the Revolution
1s troubling him, Father 1s the mildest-tempered, gentlest man I know."

We came to the house of Lacay Julian and I spoke to Labang loudly, but Moning did
not come to the window, so I surmised she must be eating with the rest of her family. And I
thought of the food being made ready at home and my mouth watered. We met the twins,
Urong and Celin, and I said "Hoy!" calling them by name. And they shouted back and asked
if my brother Leon and his wife were with me. And my brother Leon shouted to them and
then told me to make Labang run; their answers were lost in the noise of the wheels.

I stopped labang on the road before our house and would have gotten down but my
brother Leon took the rope and told me to stay in the cart. He turned Labang into the open
gate and we dashed into our yard. I thought we would crash into the camachile tree, but my
brother Leon reined in Labang in time. There was light downstairs in the kitchen, and Mother
stood in the doorway, and I could see her smiling shyly. My brother Leon was helping Maria
over the wheel. The first words that fell from his lips after he had kissed Mother's hand were:

"Father... where 1s he?"

"He is in his roomn upstairs," Mother said, her face becoming serious. "His leg is
bothering him again."

I did not hear anything more because I had to go back to the cart to unhitch Labang.
But I hardly tied him under the barn when I heard Father calling me. I met my brother Leon
going to bring up the trunks. As I passed through the kitchen, there were Mother and my
sister Aurelia and Maria and it seemed to me they were crying, all of them.

There was no light in Father's room. There was no movement. He sat in the big
armchair by the western window, and a star shone directly through it. He was smoking, but
he removed the roll of tobacco from his mouth when he saw me. He laid it carefully on the
windowsill before speaking.

"Did you meet anybody on the way?" he asked.
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"No, Father," I said. "Nobody passes through the Waig at night."

He reached for his roll of tobacco and hitched himself up in the chair.
"She is very beautiful, Father."

"Was she afraid of Labang?" My father had not raised his voice, but the room seemed
to resound with it. And again, I saw her eyes on the long curving horns and the arm of my
brother Leon around her shoulders.

"No, Father, she was not afraid.”

"On the way---"
"She looked at the stars, Father. And Manong Leon sang."
"What did he sing?"
"—--Sky Sown with Stars... She sang with him."
He was silent again. I could hear the low voices of Mother and my sister Aurelia
downstairs. There was also the voice of my brother Leon, and I thought that Father's voice
must have been like it when Father was young. He had laid the roll of tobacco on the

windowsill once more. [ watched the smoke waver faintly upward from the lighted end and
vanish slowly into the night outside.

The door opened, and my brother I.eon and Maria came in.
"Have you watered Labang?" Father spoke to me.
I told him that Labang was resting yet under the barn.
"It 1s time you watered him, my son," my father said.

I looked at Maria and she was lovely. She was tall. Beside my brother Leon, she was
tall and very still. Then I went out, and in the darkened hall the fragrance of her was like a
morning when papayas are in bloom.
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Activity4. Digesting the Text

Directions: Let’s go back to the story “How My Brother Leon Brought Home A Wife.” Make
an analysis of the elements of the story by answering the questions in the geometric figures.

Keep in Mind!
Elements of a Short Story

Setting. The setting of a short story is the time and place in which it happens. Authors often use
descriptions of landscape, scenery buildings, seasons or weather to provide a strong sense of
setting.

Character. A character is a person or sometimes even an animal who takes part in the action of
a short story or other literary work.

Point of View. The point of view tells how a story was narrated. It may be first person or third
person. The first-person point of view uses “I or We” in which the narrator is one of the
characters. The third person point of view uses “He, She, It, They.” The events given in the
story are told objectively by an onlooker.

Plot. The plot is a series of events and actions that relate to the conflict.

Conflict. The conflict is a struggle between two people or things in a story. The main character
may struggle against another important character, against the forces of nature, against society
or even against himself/herself (emotions, illness).

Theme. The theme is the central idea in a short story that appeals to all races in the world.
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Directions

Let’s go back to the story “How My Brother Leon Brought Home A Wife.” Make an
analysis of the elements of the story by answering the questions in the geometric figures.

Give the setting of the story?
Enumerate beautiful descriptions of the

) Describe the following
barrio.

characters:

a. Maria

b.Leon

c.Baldo
d. Father

e. Labang

What
point  of
view did

How did Leon bring home his
wife?

Why did Baldo follow the
waig on his way home with Leon
and Maria instead of the camino
real, the main road? Was this a
test by the father for the city girl?
Pick out from the story the scene
that justifies your answer.

Did she pass the
test that she is
worthy of the love
of Leon and her
acceptance to the
family of her
husband? Justify.

What sacrifice did Maria do for her
husband? Do you think she could live

in the barrio with the barrio folks? In your simple

ways, how do you

make a sacrifice for
the one you love?

story?

What is the author’s purpose in his>
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Rubric for Students’ Level of Reading Comprehension

Distinguished Proficient Apprentice Novice
10 9 7 5
The student answers | The student answers = The Student answers | The student answers
all questions 8-9 questions 6-7 questions 5 or less questions
correctly correctly cortectly cortectly

Activity 5. Literary Devices Exploration
A. Local Color Hunt
Remember:

A local color is a literary device which focuses on the dialect and other features
particular to a specific region or place.

Directions

The selection uses local color extensively to show the realistic and artistic qualities of
the author’s literary work. Find the local color used in the story; then, write them mside the
freasure jar.

Michill L. Borja 41/48



Akad Educ, 2024, 1(1): 31-48, Document ID:2024AELA0007, doi:10.5281/zen0do.10812364, ISSN XXXX-XXXX

B. Awake Your Senses!
Remember:

Sensory images are images created in the mind that appeal to the physical senses like
visual, taste, sound, touch and smell.

Directions

Read the following phrases and sentences carefully; then, draw the sensory image inside
the box that appeals to each expression.

1. Crickets chirped from their homes in the cracks of the banks.

2. Saw-tooth rim of the Katayagan Hills

3. Sharp scent of arrais roots

4 N

X J

4. Rattling of the wheel on the pebbly road

- D
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5. Clumps of andadasi and arrais flashed into view

4 )

C. Be a Matchmaker!

Key points:

Figures of Speech

Simile — It directly compares two different things by highlighting their similarnities
using words such as “like” and “as.”
Metaphor — It creates an implicit or indirect comparison between two different things.

It does not use like and as.
Personification — It gives human nature or characteristics to something nonhuman.
Onomatopoeia — It creates a word that imitates the sound that it describes.
Irony — It uses a word that normally signifies the opposite of what is really meant.

Directions

Study each sentence in Column A; then, determine the figure of speech applied. Match
Column A with Column B by connecting them using lines.

Column A Column B

1. She was fragrant like a morning Y e Simile
when papayas are in bloom.

2. Before us the fields swam in a golden ®
maze... e Metaphor
3. Labang’s coat glistened like beaten ®

cotton under the lamp lighted. e Personification

4. The wind whistled against my cheek. &

5. The elongated shadow of Labang e Onomatopoeia
bobbed up and down and swayed L
drunkenly from side to side.

6. Ca Celin drove away hi-yi-ing his ® e lIrony

horse loudly.
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Activity 6. Fair Judgment!
Directions

After doing several tasks earlier, you are now ready to evaluate the story “How My
Brother Leon Brought Home A wife” by Manuel E. Arguilla by answering the questions below
as a set of criteria for great literature. Justify your answers.

STAR
2 Are the characters,

setting, dialogues, actions
and feelings clearly and
believably portrayed?

Is the selection
original and creative?
Justify.

How My Brother Leon
Brought Home A Wife

author
achieve his

purpose?

How  strongly
did I react to the
story? Did it stir
my memories and
emotions?

Manuel E. Arguilla

Does the text convey a
timeless message about
family life, love,
sacrifice, acceptance or
growing up that remain
true for many
generations of readers?
Cite Instances,

Is the message of the
text meaningful for
me? Will I remember
it years from now?
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Reflection

Now is the right time for you to reflect and focus on the essential points of the lesson
that you enjoyed, learned and would like to know more about.

What I have learned and What I want to learn more How canI learn more
enjoyed
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Answer key:
Activity 1: Played Tongue Twister

Activity 2

Pebbly

Cud

Mass1v

e Hitch

Clumps
Activity 3

(Oral/Silent ReadingActivity)
Activity 4

1. In the barrio of Nagrebcan, La Union.
2. Maria - A city girl

Loving wife of Leon
Fragrant
Clever

Tall
Beautiful

Leon — Older brother of Baldo

- Loving husband of Maria
- Gentleman
- Brotherly

Baldo - Younger brother of Leon

- Obedient

- Polite

- Narrator of the story.

- Chauftfeur of the couple

Labang - Friendly
- Hardworking Bull
Father - Clever father who tested Maria

- Mildest-tempered
- Gentleman
3. First Person Point of View

4. Leon brought home his wife by riding on the cart following the waig as instructed
by the father to Baldo instead of the Camino Real, the main road. They drove
through the fields and rocky roads experiencing frequent and painful jolting as they
crossed the low dikes.
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5. Father mstructed Baldo to follow the waig on his way home with Leon and Maria
instead of the main road to test the city girl if she’s worthy to be the wife of his son
and could live in the barrio. The test was revealed when the father asked Baldo
about the travel.

6. — 10 (answers may vary)

Activity 5
A. carretela Andadasi
calesa Arrais
Manang sinta
Manong waig
Dangla Labang
B. Illustration of sensory images
C.
1. Simile
2. Personification
3. Simile
4. Personification
5. Personification
6. Onomatopoeia
Activity 6
Answers may vary
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Do not Write on this Portion

FEEDBACK CARD
ACTIVITY 1 C] What’s your Badge?
AWESOME!- Completed and earned perfect
ACTIVITY 2 D scores in all activities
ACTIVITY 3 C] GOOD JOB!- Completed the activities with
ACTIVITY 4 D 80-90% accuracy
IT’S OKAY.- Completed the tasks with 75-
ACTIVITY 6 [:] 79% accuracy
ACTIVITY 7 [:] STRIVE FOR MORE. When need further
assistance and support
ACTIVITY 8 C]
BADGE EARNED: [ ]
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