Secluded survivalists 

Educated, Tara Westover (February 2018)
Tara is about 7 years old in this passage.
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  Dad and his mother got along like two cats with their tails tied together. They could talk for a week and not agree about anything, but they were tethered by their devotion to the mountain. My father’s family had been living at the base of Buck Peak for a century. Grandma’s daughters had married and moved away, but my father stayed, building a shabby yellow house, which he would never quite finish, just up the hill from his mother’s, at the base of the mountain, and plunking a junk-yard—​one of several—​next to her manicured lawn.
     They argued daily, about the mess from the junk-yard but more often about us kids. Grandma thought we should be in school and not, as she put it, “roaming the mountain like savages.” Dad said public school was a ploy by the Government to lead children away from God. “I may as well surrender my kids to the devil himself,” he said, “as send them down the road to that school.” […]
     On one such morning, as I sat at the counter watching Grandma pour a bowl of cornflakes, she said, “How would you like to go to school?”
“I wouldn’t like it,” I said.
“How do you know,” she barked. “You ain’t never tried it.” She poured the milk and handed me the bowl, then she perched at the bar, directly across from me, and watched as I shovelled spoonfuls into my mouth.
“We’re leaving tomorrow for Arizona,” she told me, but I already knew. She and Grandpa always went to Arizona when the weather began to turn. Grandpa said he was too old for Idaho winters; the cold put an ache in his bones. “Get yourself up real early,” Grandma said, “around five, and we’ll take you with us. Put you in school.”
     I shifted on my stool. I tried to imagine school but couldn’t. Instead I pictured Sunday school, which I attended each week and which I hated. A boy named Aaron had told all the girls that I couldn’t read because I didn’t go to school, and now none of them would talk to me.
“Dad said I can go?” I said.
“No,” Grandma said. “But we’ll be long gone by the time he realizes you’re missing.”[…]

     I didn’t sleep that night. I sat on the kitchen floor and watched the hours tick by. One a.m. Two. Three. […] I imagined Mother standing by the back door, her eyes sweeping the dark ridge, when my father came home to tell her they hadn’t found me. My sister, Audrey, would suggest that someone ask Grandma, and Mother would say Grandma had left that morning for Arizona. Those words would hang in the air for a moment, then everyone would know where I’d gone. I imagined my father’s face, his dark eyes shrinking, his mouth clamping into a frown as he turned to my mother. “You think she chose to go?”
Low and sorrowful, his voice echoed. 


1. Look at the title. Recap what we already know about survivalists.
2. Introduce the document.
3. Present the type of narrative perspective. 
4. What sort of environment does Little Tara grow up in ? Justify your answer by quoting elements from the text.
5. a. Choose the most appropriate adjective(s) to describe the relationship between Tara’s father and his mother : affable – smooth – challenging – tactful – complicated – toxic
Justify your choice(s) in your own words. 
b. What is the stumbling block in that particular case? 
6. Read the extract again and comment on the following points of view on education?
	Father 
	Grandma 
	Tara


7. “I tried to imagine school but I couldn’t.” (l.23) 
a. Brainstorm other activities she could not have imagined.
b. “ ...roaming the mountain like savages.” Brainstorm things she is probably used to doing.
8. “A boy named Aaron had told all the girls that I couldn’t read because I didn’t go to school, and now none of them would talk to me.” (l. 24-26) What may account for the other children’s hostility? 
9. “I didn’t sleep that night.” (l. 29) What do we realise about Tara’s state of mind?
10. Give your opinion: What decision is Tara going to make?
