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March 19, 2020 
 
Dear East Central ISD Families, 
 

While our school district is closed to ensure the safety and wellbeing of our students, staff, and community, we are providing 
you with some materials to engage students in learning from home.  All students will have choice boards that include activities to 
reinforce learning. Student choice boards will be posted on the ECISD website under the Our Families link which is located off of the 
main page of www.ecisd.net.  Our staff has created two options for your child to access learning at home.  The first option is Google 
Classroom.  Your child’s teacher will be reaching out to you/your child to share how they will access Google Classroom.  The second 
option is a version of the same material just in a paper format.  We will begin with learning activities that will reinforce previously 
learned content.  Students can submit their completed work online through Google Classroom or they can keep evidence of their 
work in a notebook (spiral, composition) or on paper.  Evidence can be presented in many ways to include things like pictures/videos, 
notebook entries and/or more traditional written responses. Students who utilize the paper format can bring evidence of their work 
once we return to school.   

During this time, our gradebook will be frozen.  This means students will not receive any new grades for learning that occurs 
while we are out.  Teachers will communicate with students/families regularly to provide feedback and assist with student learning.  
Once students return, teachers will evaluate student work and make adjustments to grades that represent student learning that 
occurred during this period of time.   

We appreciate your patience and look forward to working together in an effort to best support you and your family.  We miss 
all of our students and look forward to seeing them again once school resumes.  
 
 
 
 

 

http://www.ecisd.net/


19 de marzo de 2020 

 

Estimadas familias de East Central ISD: 

Mientras nuestro distrito escolar está cerrado para asegurar la seguridad y el bienestar de nuestros estudiantes, el personal y la 
comunidad, les estamos proporcionando algunos materiales para que los estudiantes aprendan desde su hogar. Todos los 
estudiantes tendrán acceso a una plataforma de aprendizaje en línea (choice boards) que incluye actividades para reforzar el 
aprendizaje. La plataforma se publicará en el sitio web de ECISD en el enlace Nuestras familias que se encuentra en la página 
principal de www.ecisd.net. Nuestro personal ha creado dos opciones para que su hijo/a tenga acceso al aprendizaje en casa. La 
primera opción es Google Classroom. El maestro de su hijo/a se comunicará con usted / su hijo/a para compartir cómo accederán a 
Google Classroom. La segunda opción es una versión del mismo material solo en formato papel. Comenzaremos con actividades de 
aprendizaje que reforzarán el contenido ya aprendido. Los estudiantes pueden enviar su trabajo completado en línea a través de 
Google Classroom o pueden guardar evidencia de su trabajo en un cuaderno (espiral, composición) o en papel. La evidencia se 
puede presentar de muchas maneras para incluir cosas como imágenes / videos, entradas de cuaderno y / o respuestas escritas 
más tradicionales. Los estudiantes que utilizan el formato de papel pueden traer evidencia de su trabajo una vez que regresemos a 
la escuela. 

Durante este tiempo, nuestro sistema de calificaciones estará suspendido. Esto significa que los estudiantes no recibirán nuevas 
calificaciones por el aprendizaje que ocurra mientras estamos fuera de la escuela. Los maestros se comunicarán con los estudiantes 
/ familias regularmente para proporcionar comentarios y ayudar con el aprendizaje de los estudiantes. Una vez que los estudiantes 
regresen, los maestros evaluarán el trabajo de los estudiantes y harán ajustes a las calificaciones que representan el aprendizaje de 
los estudiantes que ocurrió durante este período de tiempo. 

Agradecemos su paciencia y trabajaremos juntos en el mejor esfuerzo para apoyar a usted y a su familia. Extrañamos a todos 
nuestros estudiantes y esperamos a verlos cuando regresemos a la escuela.   

 
 
 

Choice Board for Colloquium IV 



(Literature and Composition) 
 
Work through the activities listed for each week at your own pace. I suggest taking them in the order presented. 
Each day’s work should not take more than 20-30 minutes.  
While some activities, namely NMSI lessons, may require longer than 20-30 minutes,  
they can be split into multiple days, hence why there are only two major activities listed for each week. 
**note that if a video tutorial shows “still processing” that it can still be downloaded and viewed. 

Week 1: Function of 
Character  

Week 2: Function of Imagery 
and Setting 

Week 3: Function of 
Structure 

Week 4: Function of a 
Speaker and POV 

Analysis Activity 1:  
Follow along with short guided 
instructions from Ms. Aten by 
following these links:  
1/2https:/ /drive.google.com/ fil
e/ d/1eIikboTPzkOvwFH-
33TF49UlBGV4B4Kr/ view  
2/2https:/ /drive.google.com/ fil
e/ d/1wsarsWUQNtPyjaEArgSA
B7Jbz0WEnYPQ/view  
 
Open up the following link to 
NMSI lesson on how details 
help us understand characters 
and their functions within a 
text better: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1QZpRLnvyrEnuv0vqMmPVC
b_KW63lh47h/view?usp=shari
ng  
 
https:/ / youtu.be/ sncGGjaYJ5I 

Analysis Activity 1:  
Follow along with short guided 
instructions from Ms. Aten by 
following this link: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1FCr9jjONX7bKnePGfp76Bek
20cHIhdy_/view  
 
Open this document: don’t get 
too attached-- we’re only using 
parts of it! First thing I want 
you to do is scroll down to find 
the actual poem “The Raven” 
by Edgar Allen Poe. In a 
separate doc/ sheet of paper, 
mark everything that conjures 
up an image or sense or 
specifically describes setting 
(where/when). 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1KgMawVVDwq3qmhHqi5NA
o64kOFf6fZm7/view?usp=shar

Analysis Activity 1: Follow 
along with short guided 
instructions from Ms. Aten by 
following this link:  
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/12HllyHMK-
nSAH9Yet21JQiJuOztuf9jB/ vie
w (add to my video 
instructions: skip activity 3-- 
end on page 22)  
 
Open the following NMSI 
lesson on structure.  You’ll 
start on page 10 and end on 
page 22. It’s going to take you 
through William Faulkner’s “A 
Rose for Emily” which is the 
epitome of the Southern 
Gothic-- you’ll practice 
identifying how the structure 
of the story is an essential part 
of maintaining its mystery. 

Analysis Activity 1: Follow 
along with short guided 
instructions from Ms. Aten by 
following this link:  
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1HK421SbLaHHI_SKipfnvNyE
JEsG3Wl0U/view  
 
Open the following document:  
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1jXJE6hEZzI9LFBNHMqf1qf0
bnV59EJFM/view?usp=sharing  
 
Begin on page 4; work through 
the activities offered to help 
you make important 
connections between poetic 
details and the speaker of a 
poem. Graphic Organizers and 
guides to the poem are offered 
beginning on page 9 and are 
very helpful for anyone who 
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Or the transcript can be found 
here: 
https :/ / www.vexplode.com/ en
/ tedx/ to-code-switch-or-not-to-
code-switch-that-is -the-
ques tion-katelynn-duggins -
tedxmayshighschool/  
 
You’ll work through page 13.  

ing  
 
Then, you’ll answer each of the 
multiple choice ques tions  in 
the text to keep you sharp!  
 
You’re welcome to message 
me when you’re finished and 
check your MC answers ! 

 
https :/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/ 1Qh3ZLnUlhQ4MqIDQMtFWY
dlySKrqKd6G/ view?usp=sharin
g  
  
 
 
 
 

might experience difficulty 
acces s ing a  poem without 
direct teacher guidance.  
 
 
 

Analysis Activity 2  
 
Today I want you to use what 
you learned/ reviewed 
yesterday about the 
importance of character 
details to create a character 
sketch for a man named 
Wilson Rudd. Once you’ve 
determined Wilson’s context, 
write a scene of dialogue (a 
page or so) between Wilson 
and one of his neighbors. The 
details revealed about Wilson 
through dialogue should 
contribute to an overall theme 
you decide upon. 
 
This can be as creative as 
you’d like it to be! 
 
Share this with me! I’m 
pumped to read it!  

Analysis Activity 2:  
(Access Aten’s verbal 
instructions here: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1-
GV2E3MgskhNCdJyxRTntnhO-
It1Uw0o/view)  
 
Open up to Charles Dickens’ “A 
Tale of Two Cities”  
https:/ /www.gutenberg.org/ fil
es/98/old/2city12p.pdf  (begin 
on page 98-102 All of chapter 
8) 
 
Using the Chrome extension 
“Hypothesis” annotate and 
highlight where to see the 
setting playing an important 
role in the overall message of 
the chapter. We will all use the 
following group code: 
https:/ /hypothes.is/ groups/qd

Analysis Activity 2: 
(Access Aten’s verbal 
instructions here: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1nvoQ_IjVl7CiSXcRRrOHotkJ5
Zn9oQzl/view ) 
 
Practice timed writing! Set a 
timer to 40 minutes and 
respond to the following 
prompt on “A Rose for Emily.” 
We have a little over a month 
until our AP exam, so timing is 
super important to keep 
practicing! 
 
https:/ / docs.google.com/docu
ment/d/12MlBzw4K4d94Jy43
4MSqCqBt2BTHx24tvGIM4iS4
Q6Y/edit?usp=sharing  
 
Accessible PDF of “A Rose for 
Emily”: 

Analysis Activity 2: 
(Access Aten’s verbal 
instructions here: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1-idO-
7nkMDU6ps8UJz3r1Aknq3EDs
EDA/view ) 
 
Read the following short story 
by author Maggie Mitchell 
(2011).  
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1Z2Lx-h-Ew4-
lgpttZFcQrNYBQgS0qY8y/view
?usp=sharing 
 
Then answer the Critical 
Thinking/Writing questions on 
page 223. Engage in the 
creative response on question 
8 to make the reader/writer 
connection in your own craft! 
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18QGb5/colloquium-s eniors   
 
After annotating, write me an 
introductory paragraph 
(complete with thes is , of 
course) for a  literary analys is  
on this  chapter! 
 
The prompt is as follows: 
Write an intro paragraph in 
which you analyze the complex 
relationship established 
between the setting and 
Monsieur 
The Marquis and how this 
relationship contributes to the 
excerpt as a whole. 
 

 
http:/ /www.cje.ids.czest.pl/ bib
lioteka/7117936-A-Rose-for-
Emily.pdf  

“Friday Journal” & 
“Connections” 
Choose one of the following 
two prompts to write a creative 
response to-- you may choose 
to set a timer for 10-15 
minutes or allow yourself as 
much time as you would like to 
write. You’re welcome to type 
your response and share it 
with me 
(katharine.aten@ecisd.net) or 
write it just for you! 
Prompt 1: Write a story in  
which someone receives an 

“Friday Journal” & 
“Connections” 
Choose one of the following 
two prompts to write a creative 
response to-- you may choose 
to set a timer for 10-15 
minutes or allow yourself as 
much time as you would like to 
write. You’re welcome to type 
your response and share it 
with me 
(katharine.aten@ecisd.net) or 
write it just for you! 
Prompt 1: Write a 
yelp/amazon review for a 

“Friday Journal” & 
“Connections” 
Choose one of the following 
two prompts to write a creative 
response to-- you may choose 
to set a timer for 10-15 
minutes or allow yourself as 
much time as you would like to 
write. You’re welcome to type 
your response and share it 
with me 
(katharine.aten@ecisd.net) or 
write it just for you! 
Prompt 1: Write a story that 
takes place in a 24 hour 

“Friday Journal” & 
“Connections” 
Choose one of the following 
two prompts to write a creative 
response to-- you may choose 
to set a timer for 10-15 
minutes or allow yourself as 
much time as you would like to 
write. You’re welcome to type 
your response and share it 
with me 
(katharine.aten@ecisd.net) or 
write it just for you! 
Prompt 1: Kindergarten you 
gets to come to a day of high 

https://hypothes.is/groups/qd18QGb5/colloquium-seniors
http://www.cje.ids.czest.pl/biblioteka/7117936-A-Rose-for-Emily.pdf
http://www.cje.ids.czest.pl/biblioteka/7117936-A-Rose-for-Emily.pdf
http://www.cje.ids.czest.pl/biblioteka/7117936-A-Rose-for-Emily.pdf
mailto:katharine.aten@ecisd.net
mailto:katharine.aten@ecisd.net
mailto:katharine.aten@ecisd.net
mailto:katharine.aten@ecisd.net


unexpected phone call. 
Prompt 2: When have you had 
to handle a situation that was 
morally gray? How did you 
approach it?  
Connections: On Fridays we 
usually build our class 
community through a protocol 
called connections. If you do 
not have access to the internet 
or technology at home, do not 
worry about connections! The 
rules are very simple. Hear 
them here: 
(https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/1FcpnDRSgvVryZPdwACSg7
6tgzDcPkx8Q/view)  
Connections community 
spreadsheet: 
https:/ / docs.google.com/spre
adsheets/d/1sHPA9mIR1Fep
wOHfXEssVa1G4quW4mC1U5
k00UfE7xo/edit?usp=sharing  

terrible product. 
Prompt 2: Write about a time 
you thought “the grass was 
greener on the other side” but 
you realized it wasn’t true at 
all. 
Connections: On Fridays we 
usually build our class 
community through a protocol 
called connections. If you do 
not have access to the internet 
or technology at home, do not 
worry about connections! The 
rules are very simple. Hear 
them here: 
(https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/1FcpnDRSgvVryZPdwACSg7
6tgzDcPkx8Q/view)  
Connections community 
spreadsheet: 
https:/ / docs.google.com/spre
adsheets/d/1sHPA9mIR1Fep
wOHfXEssVa1G4quW4mC1U5
k00UfE7xo/edit?usp=sharing  

laundromat. 
Prompt 2: What if your bottled 
up emotions  were products  
you could buy at the s tore?  
 
Connections: On Fridays  we 
usually build our clas s  
community through a  protocol 
called connections . If you do 
not have acces s  to the internet 
or technology at home, do not 
worry about connections! The 
rules  are very s imple. Hear 
them here: 
(https :/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/ 1FcpnDRSgvVryZPdwACSg7
6tgzDcPkx8Q/view)  
Connections community 
spreadsheet: 
https :/ / docs .google.com/ spre
adsheets / d/ 1sHPA9mIR1Fep
wOHfXEssVa1G4quW4mC1U5
k00UfE7xo/edit?usp=sharing  

school with you. Write about 
your day together. 
Prompt 2: In the mids t of this  
chaotic time in our world, what 
is  one small thing you have 
been able to appreciate that 
you perhaps  were taking for 
granted before quarantine? 
 
Connections: On Fridays  we 
usually build our clas s  
community through a  protocol 
called connections . If you do 
not have acces s  to the internet 
or technology at home, do not 
worry about connections! The 
rules  are very s imple. Hear 
them here: 
(https :/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/ 1FcpnDRSgvVryZPdwACSg7
6tgzDcPkx8Q/view)  
Connections community 
spreadsheet: 
https :/ / docs .google.com/ spre
adsheets / d/ 1sHPA9mIR1Fep
wOHfXEssVa1G4quW4mC1U5
k00UfE7xo/edit?usp=sharing  

 
Week 5: Figurative 

Language 
(comparisons/diction)  

Week 6: Word Choice, 
Imagery, and Symbolism 

Week 7: Writing a textually 
substantiated Argument! 

Week 8: Final notes/review! 

Activity 1:  Activity 1: Activity 1: Activity 1: 
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Follow along with short guided 
ins tructions  from Ms . Aten by 
following this  link:  
https :/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/ 15XdGGyEESZwVcUIALUadv8
EIxTW4_Poi/ view  
 
https :/ / www.d.umn.edu/~ cs tr
oupe/handouts / 5270/ walker_f
lowers .pdf  
 
https :/ /my.hrw.com/ support/ h
os / hos tpdf/ hos t_text_219.pdf  
 
Read the following two short 
s tories  (“The Flowers” by Alice 
Walker and “The Story of an 
Hour” by Kate Chopin)  
 
Make a chart for each s tory! 
On one s ide of the chart, lis t 
notable examples  of figurative 
language in the text and on the 
other s ide of the chart, 
describe what that example 
s ays  about a  character in the 
text.  
 
 

Follow along with short guided 
instructions from Ms. Aten by 
following this link: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/1pmWF7IXYHIcYafvE7fSVInj
-FcyMz9GJ/view  
  
 
https:/ / theliteratesims.net/ eng
1cM/week03/ thehand.pdf 
 
Then answer the following 
questions:  

1) What powerful feelings 
does the hand evoke in 
the wife? How do her 
descriptions of the 
hand suggest symbolic 
readings of it?  

2) Why do you think the 
wife kisses her 
husband’s hand in the 
final paragraph? How 
does this kiss 
symbolize the nature of 
their relationship? 

 
Then read Nathaniel 
Hawthorne’s “The Birthmark” 
http:/ /www.lem.seed.pr.gov.br
/ arquivos/File/ livrosliteraturai
ngles/birthmark.pdf  
Then answer:  

1) What powerful feelings 

Follow along with short guided 
instructions from Ms. Aten by 
following this link: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1YectYJus7Z05v0Btv3uP1_kx
j8FwxSgw/view  
 
Read the following FRQ3 
prompt: 
 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1JTuVSKrZXWbjMp1lgZhIgw
gRMpL3IPUq/view?usp=sharin
g 
 
 
Spend the next 15-20 minutes 
making a PLAN for this essay. 
Explore and review texts that 
you believe would be 
appropriate to utilize!  

Follow along with short guided 
instructions from Ms. Aten by 
following this link: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1nF-
y14uTBUskBS8mYJMfX7eSsE
QI9vhA/view  
 
 
This document reviews AP Lit 
question types! 
https:/ / docs.google.com/docu
ment/d/1UuVwMPvWj6k_R3P
Xw4UooLbLt7A8CFUY-
55G3rzhbxA/edit?usp=sharing 
 
Review Themes/FRQs/Student 
Responses: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1npNGFk5UOEa2M_Dbb-53T-
gOiIm_ggp0/view?usp=sharing  
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does the hand evoke in 
this  s tory? 

2) How does  the ending 
of the s tory symbolize 
the nature of the 
relationship? 

 
 
 

Activity 2:  
 (Access Aten’s verbal 
instructions here: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1fdGcJPOJM9Jt-
wXfXaCgr6ROnmWvO4CJ/vie
w)  
 
 
https:/ / repositorio.ufsc.br/ bits
tream/handle/123456789/160
332/A%20good%20man%20is
%20hard%20to%20find%20-
%20Flannery%20O%27Connor.
pdf 
 
This is a longer story by 
Flannery O’Connor, so feel free 
to chunk this activity into two 
days if needed.  
 
Read and annotate using 
Hypothesis chrome extension. 
You should be able to access 

Activity 2:  
(Access Aten’s verbal 
instructions here: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/1fdhFWk2mbVcotHXjhjsgga
G0YyCduWgl/view)  
 
 
Based on Activity 1’s 
readings:  
Write a comparison of 
Hawthorne’s symbolic 
association with the hand 
compared to Colette’s. How 
does each writer invest 
meanings in a central symbol? 
What are the most significant 
similarities and differences? 
 

Activity 2:  
(Access Aten’s verbal 
instructions here: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1qA6KrmUpDhlEx1FJsjToQK
OQ3ntbGUH9/view)  
 
Here is the prompt again for 
your convenience: 
https:/ / drive.google.com/ file/ d
/1JTuVSKrZXWbjMp1lgZhIgw
gRMpL3IPUq/view?usp=sharin
g 
 
Set the timer! You have 40 
minutes to write this FRQ 
based on yesterday’s plan.  

Activity 2: 
 
REVIEW ALL OF YOUR NOVEL 
CARDS! THE EXAM IS HERE! 
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our Seniors group still by 
clicking the little s ide arrow at 
the top and selecting “group.”  
 
After you read, reflect: How 
does  O’Connor use figurative 
language to portray the family? 
How does  this  contribute to 
the development of theme? 

“Friday Journal” & 
“Connections” 
Choose one of the following 
two prompts to write a creative 
response to-- you may choose 
to set a timer for 10-15 
minutes or allow yourself as 
much time as you would like to 
write. You’re welcome to type 
your response and share it 
with me 
(katharine.aten@ecisd.net) or 
write it just for you! 
Prompt 1: Write about a world 
where people’s physical beauty 
is determined by the amount 
of kindness in their hearts.  
Prompt 2: Write a letter to an 
elderly person in a local 
nursing home who might be 
experiencing isolation. Mail it!  
 
Connections: On Fridays we 
usually build our class 

“Friday Journal” & 
“Connections” 
Choose one of the following 
two prompts to write a 
creative response to-- you may 
choose to set a timer for 10-15 
minutes or allow yourself as 
much time as you would like to 
write. You’re welcome to type 
your response and share it 
with me 
(katharine.aten@ecisd.net) or 
write it just for you! 
Prompt 1: Write a day in the 
life of a ghost. 
Prompt 2: Interview someone 
in your house about the best 
gift they’ve ever received. 
Write their story out! 
Connections: On Fridays we 
usually build our class 
community through a protocol 
called connections. If you do 
not have access to the internet 

“Friday Journal” & 
“Connections” 
Choose one of the following 
two prompts to write a creative 
response to-- you may choose 
to set a timer for 10-15 
minutes or allow yourself as 
much time as you would like to 
write. You’re welcome to type 
your response and share it 
with me 
(katharine.aten@ecisd.net) or 
write it just for you! 
Prompt 1: Write a story that 
takes place amidst the hustle 
and bustle of a meal in a noisy 
restaurant. How do the words 
spoken by other diners and 
restaurant staff, and the 
ambient sounds of moving 
bodies and food being served, 
intertwine with the interactions 
of your characters? 
Prompt 2: This week, look 

“Friday Journal” & 
“Connections” 
Choose one of the following 
two prompts to write a creative 
response to-- you may choose 
to set a timer for 10-15 
minutes or allow yourself as 
much time as you would like to 
write. You’re welcome to type 
your response and share it with 
me (katharine.aten@ecisd.net) 
or write it just for you! 
Prompt 1: Write a personal 
essay that uses a frame 
technique—the telling of a 
story within a story—to give the 
narrative a fixed structure. Tell 
the story of your memory, 
framed at the beginning and 
end with your current state of 
mind. What is revealed by the 
juxtaposition of this story 
embedded within another?   
Prompt 2: Write a story in 

mailto:katharine.aten@ecisd.net
mailto:katharine.aten@ecisd.net
mailto:katharine.aten@ecisd.net
mailto:katharine.aten@ecisd.net


community through a protocol 
called connections . If you do 
not have acces s  to the internet 
or technology at home, do not 
worry about connections! The 
rules  are very s imple. Hear 
them here: 
(https :/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/ 1FcpnDRSgvVryZPdwACSg7
6tgzDcPkx8Q/view)  
Connections community 
spreadsheet: 
https:/ / docs.google.com/spre
adsheets/d/1sHPA9mIR1Fep
wOHfXEssVa1G4quW4mC1U5
k00UfE7xo/edit?usp=sharing  

or technology at home, do not 
worry about connections! The 
rules  are very s imple. Hear 
them here: 
(https :/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/ 1FcpnDRSgvVryZPdwACSg7
6tgzDcPkx8Q/view)  
Connections community 
spreadsheet: 
https :/ / docs .google.com/ spre
adsheets / d/ 1sHPA9mIR1Fep
wOHfXEssVa1G4quW4mC1U5
k00UfE7xo/edit?usp=sharing  

around more closely at the 
architectural details  you pas s  
by and write a poem about an 
interes ting feature or texture 
whose des ign functions  in a  
specific way.  
Connections: On Fridays  we 
usually build our clas s  
community through a  protocol 
called connections . If you do 
not have acces s  to the internet 
or technology at home, do not 
worry about connections! The 
rules  are very s imple. Hear 
them here: 
(https :/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/ 1FcpnDRSgvVryZPdwACSg7
6tgzDcPkx8Q/view)  
Connections community 
spreadsheet: 
https :/ / docs .google.com/ spre
adsheets / d/ 1sHPA9mIR1Fep
wOHfXEssVa1G4quW4mC1U5
k00UfE7xo/edit?usp=sharing  

which your main character is  in 
love with the idea of someone, 
perhaps  a s tranger in the 
neighborhood or an imagined 
being.  
Connections: On Fridays  we 
usually build our clas s  
community through a  protocol 
called connections . If you do 
not have acces s  to the internet 
or technology at home, do not 
worry about connections! The 
rules  are very s imple. Hear 
them here: 
(https :/ / drive.google.com/ file/
d/ 1FcpnDRSgvVryZPdwACSg7
6tgzDcPkx8Q/view)  
Connections community 
spreadsheet: 
https :/ / docs .google.com/ spre
adsheets / d/ 1sHPA9mIR1Fepw
OHfXEssVa1G4quW4mC1U5k
00UfE7xo/ edit?usp=sharing  
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Function	of	Characters	in	Short	Fiction	
	
Objective:		

● SWBAT	describes	how	specific	textual	details	reveals	insight	into	the	motives	of	
short-fiction	characters	

● SWBAT	unpack	FRQ	2	prompts	by	prioritizing	tasks	
	
Hook	Activity:		
This	session	will	look	at	the	functions	of	characters	in	short	fiction.	In	order	to	understand	
the	big	purpose	that	authors	have	for	their	characters,	we	must	sharpen	our	skills	of	
looking	at	details.	As	students	in	and	outside	of	the	classroom,	you	do	this	every	day.	
Consider	the	small	details	that	you	observe	in	the	way	another	person	dresses	or	talks.		
	
Directions	:	Watch	the		TEDx	Talk	“To	Code	Switch	or	Not	to	Code	Switch?	That	Is	The	
Question”	,	and	answer	the	following	questions:		
	
1. Do	you	know	someone	who	“code	switches”?	Is	it	effective	for	them?	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
2. Do	differences	in	dialect	show	differences	in	life	experiences?	Explain.	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
3. Does	your	dialect	portray	who	you	are?	Explain.	
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Focus	Questions:	 	
As	great	readers,	we	should	ask	ourselves	the	following	questions.	Please	place	your	
responses	for	the	questions	below	in	the	appropriate	category	of	the	chart.	

1. What	type	of		textual	details		allow	us	to	see	characters	within	the	text?	Explain.	
2. How	do	these	textual	details	help	us	understand	a	character’s	world		perspective	?	
3. What	does	the		motive		behind	the	character’s	actions	suggests	about	the	problems/	

issues	of	the	society/world?		
	

READERS	SEE	THE	CHARACTER	
Textual	Details	

Circle	the	detail(s)	that	you	are	focusing	on.	
● Physical	Description	from	speaker	
● Physical	Description	from	narrator	
● Physical	Description	from	other	characters	
● Dialogue	
● Behavior	
● Personality	traits	
● Relationships/	reactions	of	other	characters	
● Background	
● Thoughts	
● Emotions	
● Dialect	

 
Question	#1	Response:		
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CHARACTERS	SEE	THE	WORLD	
Perspectives	

Perspectives		are	how	characters	understand	their	circumstances,	and	are	constructed	by	
character’s	experiences	portrayed	in	specific	textual	details.	

● Values	
● Beliefs	
● Assumptions	
● Bias	
● Cultural	norms	
● Challenge/	conflicts	

	
Question#2	Response:	
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READERS	SEE	THE	WORLD	
Motives	

The	motive		is	the	reasoning	behind	the	character’s	actions	and	is	associated	to	the	words	
from	the	perspective	category:	values,	beliefs,	assumptions,	bias,	cultural	norms,	challenge/	
conflict.	
	
Question	#3	Response:	
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Practice	identifying	these	types	of	details	by	reading	various	dialect	samples	of	the	
character,	Mr.	Ryder	from	Charles	W.	Chestnutt’s	“The	Wife	of	His	Youth.”		
	
Directions	:		

● Within	a	group	of	three	or	four	classmates,	read	the	following	three	excerpts	below.	
● Discuss	and	predict	how	Mr.	Ryder	would	look	based	upon	the	excerpts.	 	
● Select	two	members	to	draw	Mr.	Ryder	in	the	box	below.	
● The	remaining	members	will	provide	textual	support.	
● Be	prepared	to	share	your	team’s	sketch	and	rationale	with	the	entire	class.	

	
Excerpt	#1:				"Good-afternoon,	madam,"	he	said.	
	
Excerpt	#2	:				"There	used	to	be	many	such	cases	right	after	the	war,"	he	said,	"but	it	has	 	
	 been	so	long	that	I	have	forgotten	them.	There	are	very	few	now.	But	tell	me		

your	story,	and	it	may	refresh	my	memory."	
	
Excerpt	#3	:	"She	came	to	me	to-day	in	the	hope	that	I	might	be	able	to	help	her	find	this		

long-lost	husband.	And	when	she	was	gone	I	gave	my	fancy	rein,	and		
imagined	a	case	I	will	put	to	you.”	

	
Based	upon	the	above	textual	details,	draw	or	sketch	what	you	believe	Mr.	Ryder	will	look	
like.	
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Independent	Reading	
Independently	read	the	following	excerpt	from	Chestnut’s	“The	Wife	of	His	Youth.”		As	you	
progress	through	your	reading,	try	to	focus	on	one	or	two	textual	details	that	will	help	you	
“see”	the	character.		
	
Excerpt	#4	
His	features	were	of	a	refined	type,	his	hair	was	almost	straight;	he	was	always	neatly	dressed;	
his	manners	were	irreproachable,	and	his	morals	above	suspicion.	He	had	come	to	Groveland	a	
young	man,	and	obtaining	employment	in	the	office	of	a	railroad	company	as	messenger	had	
in	time	worked	himself	up	to	the	position	of	stationery	clerk,	having	charge	of	the	distribution	
of	the	office	supplies	for	the	whole	company.	Although	the	lack	of	early	training	had	hindered	
the	orderly	development	of	a	naturally	fine	mind,	it	had	not	prevented	him	from	doing	a	great	
deal	of	reading	or	from	forming	decidedly	literary	tastes.	Poetry	was	his	passion.	He	could	
repeat	whole	pages	of	the	great	English	poets;	and	if	his	pronunciation	was	sometimes	faulty,	
his	eye,	his	voice,	his	gestures,	would	respond	to	the	changing	sentiment	with	a	precision	that	
revealed	a	poetic	soul	and	disarmed	criticism.	He	was	economical,	and	had	saved	money;	he	
owned	and	occupied	a	very	comfortable	house	on	a	respectable	street.	His	residence	was	
handsomely	furnished,	containing	among	other	things	a	good	library,	especially	rich	in	poetry,	
a	piano,	and	some	choice	engravings.	He	generally	shared	his	house	with	some	young	couple,	
who	looked	after	his	wants	and	were	company	for	him;	for	Mr.	Ryder	was	a	single	man.	In	the	
early	days	of	his	connection	with	the	Blue	Veins	he	had	been	regarded	as	quite	a	catch,	and	
young	ladies	and	their	mothers	had	maneuvered	with	much	ingenuity	to	capture	him.	Not,	
however,	until	Mrs.	Molly	Dixon	visited	Groveland	had	any	woman	ever	made	him	wish	to	
change	his	condition	to	that	of	a	married	man….He	decided	to	give	a	ball	in	her	honor,	and	at	
some	time	during	the	evening	of	the	ball	to	offer	her	his	heart	and	hand.	He	had	no	special	
fears	about	the	outcome,	but,	with	a	little	touch	of	romance,	he	wanted	the	surroundings	to	be	
in	harmony	with	his	own	feelings	when	he	should	have	received	the	answer	he	expected.	

Mr.	Ryder	resolved	that	this	ball	should	mark	an	epoch	in	the	social	history	of	Groveland.	He	
knew,	of	course,—no	one	could	know	better,—the	entertainments	that	had	taken	place	in	past	
years,	and	what	must	be	done	to	surpass	them.	His	ball	must	be	worthy	of	the	lady	in	whose	
honor	it	was	to	be	given,	and	must,	by	the	quality	of	its	guests,	set	an	example	for	the	future.	
He	had	observed	of	late	a	growing	liberality,	almost	a	laxity,	in	social	matters,	even	among	
members	of	his	own	set,	and	had	several	times	been	forced	to	meet	in	a	social	way	persons	
whose	complexions	and	callings	in	life	were	hardly	up	to	the	standard	which	he	considered	
proper	for	the	society	to	maintain.	He	had	a	theory	of	his	own.	
	
"I	have	no	race	prejudice,"	he	would	say,	"but	we	people	of	mixed	blood	are	ground	between	
the	upper	and	the	nether	millstone.	Our	fate	lies	between	absorption	by	the	white	race	and	
extinction	in	the	black.	The	one	doesn't	want	us	yet,	but	may	take	us	in	time.	The	other	would	
welcome	us,	but	it	would	be	for	us	a	backward	step.	'With	malice	towards	none,	with	charity	
for	all,'	we	must	do	the	best	we	can	for	ourselves	and	those	who	are	to	follow	us.	
Self-preservation	is	the	first	law	of	nature."	
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Group	Discussion	
With	your	group,	answer	the	questions	below	based	upon	your	earlier	assignment	when	
you	were	asked	to	sketch	the	character,	Mr.	Ryder.		

1. Which	textual	details	from	the	reading	were	you	focusing	on?	Why?	(Use	the	list	of	
terms	from	the	“details”	chart.)	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

2. After	sharing	your	sketches,	do	you	believe	that	the	drawings	of	Mr.	Ryder	within	
your	group	were	correct?	Explain.	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

3. Based	upon	your	analysis	of	the	textual	details,	what	do	you	believe	is	Mr.	Ryder’s	
perspective	of	his	world?	
	

	
	

	
	

	

	

	

Once	a	reader	understands	the	perspective	of	the	character,	he/she	can	now	
begin	to	understand	the	motives	of	the	character.	The	motive	is	the	reasoning	
behind	the	actions	of	the	character,	and	they	are	associated	with	the	words	
from	the	motive/perspective	category:	values,	beliefs,	assumptions,	bias,	
cultural	norms,	challenge/conflict.	Motives	are	how		READERS	SEE	THE	
WORLD.	
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Student	Read-Aloud	
	
Context:		In	Excerpt	#4	from	the	previous	page,	the	reader	is	presented	with	a	depiction	of	
Mr.	Ryder	based	upon	the	narrator’s	comments.	He	is	a	middle-aged	man	with	mixed	
heritage,	that	of	both	African-American	and	European	ancestry	in	a	time	period	of	
American	history	where	slavery	was	recently	abolished	constitutionally	but	culturally	still	
practiced.	Owing	to	his	work	ethic	and	ingenuity,	he	is	accounted	to	possess	economic	
wealth	and	to	belong	to	an	exclusive	social	group	where	advancement	for	people	of	
“mixed	blood”	is	paramount.	In	contrast,	Excerpt	#5	(appearing	below)	is	representative	of	
dialogue	between	Mr.	Ryder	and	an	ex-slave	(Liza)	who	has	sought	out	Mr.	Ryder	for	help	
in	finding	her	long-lost	husband.	She	does	not	belong	to	Mr.	Ryder’s	social	group	for	many	
different	reasons,	but	they	are	in	conversation	all	the	same.		
	
Directions:		As	you	listen	or	read	the	excerpt,	think	about	how	Mr.	Ryder	responds	to	Liza	
in	the	conversation	and	his	possible	motives.	
	
Excerpt	#5	:	
	
"Do	you	really	expect	to	find	your	husband?	He	may	be	dead	long	ago."	

She	shook	her	head	emphatically.	"Oh	no,	he	ain'	dead.	De	signs	an'	de	tokens	tells	me.	I	
dremp	three	nights	runnin'	on'y	dis	las'	week	dat	I	foun'	him."	

"He	may	have	married	another	woman.	Your	slave	marriage	would	not	have	prevented	
him,	for	you	never	lived	with	him	after	the	war,	and	without	that	your	marriage	doesn't	
count."	

"Would	n'	make	no	diff'ence	wid	Sam.	He	would	n'	marry	no	yuther	'ooman	'tel	he	foun'	
out	'bout	me.	I	knows	it,"	she	added.	"Sump'n	's	be'n	tellin'	me	all	dese	years	dat	I	's	gwine	
fin'	Sam	'fo'	I	dies."	

"Perhaps	he	's	outgrown	you,	and	climbed	up	in	the	world	where	he	wouldn't	care	to	have	
you	find	him."	

"No,	indeed,	suh,"	she	replied,	"Sam	ain'	dat	kin'	er	man.	He	wuz	good	ter	me,	Sam	wuz,	
but	he	wuz	n'	much	good	ter	nobody	e'se,	fer	he	wuz	one	er	de	triflin'es'	han's	on	de	
plantation.	I	'spec's	ter	haf	ter	suppo't	'im	w'en	I	fin'	'im,	fer	he	nebber	would	work	'less'n	
he	had	ter.	But	den	he	wuz	free,	an'	he	did	n'	git	no	pay	fer	his	work,	an'	I	don'	blame	'im	
much.	Mebbe	he	's	done	better	sence	he	run	erway,	but	I	ain'	'spectin'	much."	

"You	may	have	passed	him	on	the	street	a	hundred	times	during	the	twenty-five	years,	and	
not	have	known	him;	time	works	great	changes."	
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She	smiled	incredulously.	"I	'd	know	'im	'mongs'	a	hund'ed	men.	Fer	dey	wuz	n'	no	yuther	
merlatter	man	like	my	man	Sam,	an'	I	could	n'	be	mistook.	I	's	toted	his	picture	roun'	wid	
me	twenty-five	years."	

"May	I	see	it?"	asked	Mr.	Ryder.	"It	might	help	me	to	remember	whether	I	have	seen	the	
original."	

As	she	drew	a	small	parcel	from	her	bosom	he	saw	that	it	was	fastened	to	a	string	that	
went	around	her	neck.	Removing	several	wrappers,	she	brought	to	light	an	old-fashioned	
daguerreotype	in	a	black	case.	He	looked	long	and	intently	at	the	portrait.	It	was	faded	
with	time,	but	the	features	were	still	distinct,	and	it	was	easy	to	see	what	manner	of	man	
it	had	represented.	

He	closed	the	case,	and	with	a	slow	movement	handed	it	back	to	her.	

"I	don't	know	of	any	man	in	town	who	goes	by	that	name,"	he	said,	"nor	have	I	heard	of	any	
one	making	such	inquiries.	But	if	you	will	leave	me	your	address,	I	will	give	the	matter	
some	attention,	and	if	I	find	out	anything	I	will	let	you	know."	

She	gave	him	the	number	of	a	house	in	the	neighborhood,	and	went	away,	after	thanking	
him	warmly.	

He	wrote	the	address	on	the	fly-leaf	of	the	volume	of	Tennyson,	and,	when	she	had	gone,	
rose	to	his	feet	and	stood	looking	after	her	curiously.	As	she	walked	down	the	street	with	
mincing	step,	he	saw	several	persons	whom	she	passed	turn	and	look	back	at	her	with	a	
smile	of	kindly	amusement.	When	she	had	turned	the	corner,	he	went	upstairs	to	his	
bedroom,	and	stood	for	a	long	time	before	the	mirror	of	his	dressing-case,	gazing	
thoughtfully	at	the	reflection	of	his	own	face.	
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Paragraph	Construction	
	
Directions:		After	listening	to	the	student	read-aloud	of	Excerpt	#5,	use	the	template	
below	to	construct	an	evidenced	based	paragraph	on	the	following	question:		
	
Question:		What	is	Mr.	Ryder’s	motive	in	how	he	addresses	and	responds	to	Liza?	 	
	
Claim:		
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Evidence:		
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Analysis	(use	vocabulary	from	the	chart):	
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Closing/Reflection	
On	the	AP	®		exam’s	Free-Response	Question	#2,	you	should	be	aware	that	character	
analysis	appears	frequently.	Keep	in	mind	the	importance	of	details,	how	they	lead	to	
perspective	and	challenges	us,	the	readers	to	consider	character	motives.		
	
The	key	to	writing	the	Question	#2	essay	is	in	unpacking	the	essay	prompt	to	prioritize	
your	tasks.	Here	are	four	steps	to	help	you:		

1. Underline	the	most	important	part	of	the	prompt.	(It	typically	appears	after	
“analyze.”)	

2. Reduce	the	underlined	section	into	a	few	key	words	or	terms	and	circle	them.	
3. Make	sure	that	you	understand	these	key	words.	If	not,	check	for	context	

information	in	the	prompt.	
4. Include	those	key	words	in	the	blank	of	the	following	question:	What	is	the	author	

showing	about		____________________________________	?	
5. Include	those	key	words	in	the	blank	of	the	following	question:	How	is	the	author	

showing		____________________________________	?	
	
Practice	this	“unpacking	strategy”	for	your	exit	assessment	on	the	prompt	below	with	a	
partner.	You	will	be	asked	to	share	your	responses	aloud.		
	
Carefully	read	the	following	excerpt	(dialogue	excerpt)	from	Charles	W.	Chestnutt’s	“The	
Wife	of	His	Youth”	(1899).	Then,	in	a	well-constructed	essay,	analyze	how	the	author	
portrays	the	difference	in	experience	of	the	two	characters,	Mr.	Ryder	and	Liza	Jane,	
within	their	society.	You	may	wish	to	consider	such	literary	elements	as	diction,	dialogue	
and	selection	of	detail.	
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00:00:01[Music] 
00:00:14[Applause] 
00:00:21good evening before we get started I 
00:00:25would like to define two things for you 
00:00:27the first thing I would like to define 
00:00:30for you is something called the first 
00:00:31eighth rule I learned the first eighth 
00:00:34rule at a life seminar at Emory 
00:00:37University over the summer a woman named 
00:00:40dr. Tober told me and my classmates that 
00:00:42people often judge you within the first 
00:00:45eight feet eight seconds and eight words 
00:00:48that come out of your mouth crazy right 
00:00:51the second thing I would like to define 
00:00:53for you is a term called code-switching 
00:00:57now people often define code-switching 
00:01:00as the change in linguistics but to me 
00:01:05it’s more than that it’s the way you 
00:01:07dress the way you talk the way you 
00:01:10present yourself in certain situations 
00:01:15before I get started I would like to 
00:01:18tell you a little bit about where I’m 
00:01:19from and how I learned to code switch I 
00:01:21come from Cincinnati Ohio and I went to 
00:01:24school in the inner city or what some 
00:01:27considered the hood we talk different in 
00:01:30my city we dress different on my side of 
00:01:33town from others oftentimes I would 
00:01:37greet my homegirls with the girl where 
00:01:40you been at 
00:01:41so I’m so party tonight what’s the word 
00:01:43what’s the mood I often spoke with the 
00:01:47slang of my city you party nobody say 
00:01:50that code for you’re lying nobody just 
00:01:52said what you said I even dressed 
00:01:55different my jeans my sneakers 
00:01:58oftentimes girls were there headwraps 
00:02:01until they got to their destination so 
00:02:03the weather wouldn’t mess up their due 
00:02:07then I came to this big switch in my 



00:02:12life I 
00:02:13move to a wealthier part of town and I 
00:02:17started going to school with 
00:02:18predominantly white kids it was a 
00:02:21culture shock for me I wasn’t sure how 
00:02:24to act 
00:02:25I was always intelligent I always had 
00:02:29manners but when I’d never had to 
00:02:31display them where I was from I didn’t 
00:02:36know what to do I was in this building 
00:02:38full of no one who looked like me no one 
00:02:42had on their scarves everyone used these 
00:02:45gargantuan lexicons or large 
00:02:48vocabularies I knew I had it but again I 
00:02:51didn’t have to impress the people back 
00:02:53on my side of town so I never used it 
00:02:55they dress business casual II did things 
00:02:59that where I come from like stare was 
00:03:02not okay so for weeks I didn’t speak I 
00:03:06didn’t say anything I was afraid of 
00:03:08being judged even though I knew I had it 
00:03:12in me but I didn’t want to change who I 
00:03:14was just to fit in at this new school so 
00:03:18I went home to my sister who knows far 
00:03:22more about life than I do and this is 
00:03:25where she taught me about cold switching 
00:03:29she told me that I didn’t have to change 
00:03:32who I was as a person meaning my morals 
00:03:36values what I stood for what I found 
00:03:40okay and not okay but sometimes I had to 
00:03:44put away my sling and bring out my 
00:03:47gargantuan lexicon put away my ripped 
00:03:52jeans in my head wrap and put on my 
00:03:54business suit coat and my khakis and 
00:03:58flats and not to impress them but to 
00:04:04survive in my environment for at the 
00:04:06time basically telling me When in Rome 
00:04:10do as the Romans do so I did that I no 
00:04:16longer wore my hair wrap out of the 
00:04:18house I no longer wear my ripped jeans I 



00:04:22wasn’t afraid to answer questions in 
00:04:24class and compete for my spot 
00:04:27I use my gargantuan lexicon I cold 
00:04:32switched I was always who I was I just 
00:04:36changed my demeanor to fit the situation 
00:04:37at hand 
00:04:41many people coast which one of our 
00:04:45famous our President Barack Obama 
00:04:48we know that when Barack Obama is up 
00:04:51there for a press conference or in front 
00:04:53of the American people in his suit and 
00:04:55tie he’s gonna get it done he is about 
00:04:57his business then we know that side of 
00:05:01Obama where he’s relaxed where the ball 
00:05:03players come to his house his leather 
00:05:06jacket yo bro is cool yeah we know that 
00:05:11he can relate to us again we always knew 
00:05:15what Obama stood for when he found okay 
00:05:17not okay his morals his values we knew 
00:05:23it but he changed his demeanor to fit 
00:05:25the situation at hand 
00:05:26aka cold switched business men and women 
00:05:32you wouldn’t go to China with only 
00:05:35American customs and expect people to be 
00:05:37comfortable or want to do business with 
00:05:40you know you learn some of their customs 
00:05:43you get comfortable with their way of 
00:05:46doing things so they know you care you 
00:05:49care about us you want to fit in enough 
00:05:52so yeah we can do that business with you 
00:05:56not many people know how to cold switch 
00:06:00let alone cold switch and be themselves 
00:06:03bringing you back to that first eight 
00:06:06rule where people often judge you within 
00:06:08that first eight feet eight seconds and 
00:06:11eight words that come out of your mouth 
00:06:13afraid that changing yourself for that 
00:06:16situation at him might make people feel 
00:06:20like you’re a phony or faith it’s not 
00:06:23the case at all people respect you for 



00:06:25trying to fit in trying to survive in 
00:06:29that situation they don’t respect you 
00:06:33for being phony again you don’t change 
00:06:35your morals your values what you stand 
00:06:37for you change your demeanor to fit the 
00:06:40situation at hand 
00:06:41you coat switch you change your language 
00:06:43you change the way that you dress 
00:06:46doesn’t make you a different person on 
00:06:49the inside it just makes you able to 
00:06:52survive to fit in like they say you can 
00:06:57go to the White House and fit in or the 
00:07:01hood and fit in is what I’m trying to 
00:07:03get it so the next time you find 
00:07:07yourself in a brand new situation that 
00:07:11you’ve never been in before I want you 
00:07:13to ask yourself do our coats which if so 
00:07:18do I remain myself am I happy with what 
00:07:22I just did did I leave a good impression 
00:07:26do people know that this is me 
00:07:29regardless of me dressing to fit in in 
00:07:32their situation or not I guess what I’m 
00:07:35trying to say is it’s a cold switch or 
00:07:38not so cold switch that’s the question 
00:07:41thank you 
00:07:43[Applause] 
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Function	of	Imagery	and	Setting	in	Poetry	

Objective:		
1. SWBAT	identifies	strong	pieces	of	imagery	and	setting	in	a	poem.
2. SWBAT	analyzes	the	meaning	of	setting	and	imagery	in	context	in	a	poem.
3. SWBAT	analyzes	how	setting	and	imagery	develop	the	overall	meaning	of	a	poem.

Hook	
Answer	the	following	questions:	

1. Next	to	each	objective	above,	rate	how	confident	you	are	about	this	skill	already,
with	1	being	“This	is	new;	I	might	be	terrible	at	it,”	and	5	being	“I	already	got	this
down.”

2. What	is	imagery?

3. What	is	setting?

4. What	is	connotation,	AND	how	is	it	different	from	denotation?
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5. On	the	board	are	two	images.	What	“kind”	of	places	are	they?	Name	one	or	two	
details	in	each	that	supports	your	claim.	
	

Place	1:	
	
	
	
	
Detail	1:	
	
	
	
	
	
Detail	2:	
	
	
	
	
	

Place	2:	
	
	
	
	
Detail	1:	
	
	
	
	
	
Detail	2:	

	
Strategy	Model:		How	do	I	analyze	setting	and	imagery	in	a	poem? 
	
Directions:		Use	your	copy	of	“The	Raven”	by	Edgar	Allen	Poe	to	follow	along.	You	can	also	
use	the	space	below	to	capture	questions	you	have.		
	
Key	ideas	about	the	strategy	and/or	questions	I	have:	
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The	four	steps	to	analyze	setting	and	imagery	in	a	poem	are:	
Step	1:	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Step	2:	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Step	3:	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Step	4:	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Model:	Multiple-Choice	Check	

1. The	images	in	lines	7-12	suggest	primarily	that:	
a. The	speaker	is	consumed	with	grief	
b. The	speaker’s	books	are	the	cause	of	their	suffering	
c. The	speaker	is	dying	or	near	death	
d. The	speaker	is	afraid	of	the	night	
e. The	speaker	wishes	for	it	to	be	morning	
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Group	Practice:	“The	Raven”	by	Edgar	Allen	Poe	
	
Directions:		Work	with	your	partner	and	complete	the	following	tasks:	

1. Read	the	next	two	stanzas	
2. Summarize	the	stanzas		
3. Clarify	any	unknown	vocabulary		

a. Use	the	glossary	
b. Ask	for	help	if	you’re	stuck	on	a	word.	

4. Complete	steps	1-4	*using	the	annotation	strategy	in	the	model*	
a. Required:	1	full	annotation	
b. Challenge:	2	full	annotations	

5. Finish	early?	Read	ahead!	
	
Multiple-Choice	Check:	Stanza	5	(lines	25-30)	

1. What	best	explains	the	impact	of	the	images	and	setting	description	in	lines	25-30?	
a. Auditory	imagery	builds	the	speaker’s	intensity	in	this	stanza.	
b. The	setting	lends	a	calm	mood	to	contrast	to	the	speaker’s	frantic	tone.	
c. The	speaker’s	dreams	emphasize	his	courage	despite	his	previous	terror.	
d. The	repetition	of	dark	and	ominous	imagery	lends	a	sense	of	suspense	or	

gloom	to	the	poem.		
e. Connotations	of	terror	and	desperation	overshadow	the	speaker’s	calm	

actions.	
	
Closing/Reflection	

1. Go	back	to	the	objectives	and	re-rate	yourself.	Did	you	get	more	confident	about	
any	of	them?	Why?	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

2. What	do	you	still	need	to	feel	confident	about	analyzing	setting	and	imagery?	
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3. Answer	in	1-2	sentences:		How	does	imagery,	especially	with	regard	to	the	setting, 
develop	the	overall	meaning	of	“The	Raven?”	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

4. The	description	in	lines	37-42	best	establish:	
a. The	speaker’s	gratitude	at	meeting	the	raven	
b. The	speaker’s	surprise	at	finding	the	raven	
c. The	raven’s	supernatural	qualities	
d. The	raven’s	anger	at	the	speaker	
e. The	holistic	symbolism	of	the	raven’s	entrance	

	
5. The	images	in	lines	66-72	suggest	primarily…	

a. The	speaker	begins	to	feel	comfortable	around	the	raven	
b. Growing	confidence	in	the	narrative	voice	
c. The	raven	becomes	threatening	to	the	speaker	
d. The	presence	of	a	loved	one	in	the	room	with	the	raven	
e. An	escalation	of	tension	in	the	poem’s	mood 
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The	Raven	By			Edgar	Allan	Poe	
	
1 Once	upon	a	midnight	dreary,	while	I	pondered,	weak	and	weary,	

Over	many	a	quaint	and	curious	volume	of	forgotten	lore—	
While	I	nodded,	nearly	napping,	suddenly	there	came	a	tapping,	
As	of	some	one	gently	rapping,	rapping	at	my	chamber	door.	

5 “’Tis	some	visitor,”	I	muttered,	“tapping	at	my	chamber	door—	
Only	this	and	nothing	more.”	

	
Ah,	distinctly	I	remember	it	was	in	the	bleak	December;	
And	each	separate	dying	ember	wrought	its	ghost	upon	the	floor.	
Eagerly	I	wished	the	morrow;—vainly	I	had	sought	to	borrow	

10 From	my	books	surcease	of	sorrow—sorrow	for	the	lost	Lenore—	
For	the	rare	and	radiant	maiden	whom	the	angels	name	Lenore—	

												Nameless		here		for	evermore.	
	

And	the	silken,	sad,	uncertain	rustling	of	each	purple	curtain	
Thrilled	me—filled	me	with	fantastic	terrors	never	felt	before;	

15 So	that	now,	to	still	the	beating	of	my	heart,	I	stood	repeating	
“’Tis	some	visitor	entreating	entrance	at	my	chamber	door—	
Some	late	visitor	entreating	entrance	at	my	chamber	door;—	

												This	it	is	and	nothing	more.”	
	

Presently	my	soul	grew	stronger;	hesitating	then	no	longer,	
20 “Sir,”	said	I,	“or	Madam,	truly	your	forgiveness	I	implore;	

But	the	fact	is	I	was	napping,	and	so	gently	you	came	rapping,	
And	so	faintly	you	came	tapping,	tapping	at	my	chamber	door,	
That	I	scarce	was	sure	I	heard	you”—here	I	opened	wide	the	door;—	

												Darkness	there	and	nothing	more.	
	

25 Deep	into	that	darkness	peering,	long	I	stood	there	wondering,	fearing,	
Doubting,	dreaming	dreams	no	mortal	ever	dared	to	dream	before;	
But	the	silence	was	unbroken,	and	the	stillness	gave	no	token,	
And	the	only	word	there	spoken	was	the	whispered	word,	“Lenore?”	
This	I	whispered,	and	an	echo	murmured	back	the	word,	“Lenore!”—	

30 Merely	this	and	nothing	more.	
	

Back	into	the	chamber	turning,	all	my	soul	within	me	burning,	
Soon	again	I	heard	a	tapping	somewhat	louder	than	before.	
“Surely,”	said	I,	“surely	that	is	something	at	my	window	lattice;	
Let	me	see,	then,	what	thereat	is,	and	this	mystery	explore—	

35 Let	my	heart	be	still	a	moment	and	this	mystery	explore;—	
												’Tis	the	wind	and	nothing	more!”	
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Open	here	I	flung	the	shutter,	when,	with	many	a	flirt	and	flutter,	
In	there	stepped	a	stately	Raven	of	the	saintly	days	of	yore;	
Not	the	least	obeisance	made	he;	not	a	minute	stopped	or	stayed	he;	

40 But,	with	mien	of	lord	or	lady,	perched	above	my	chamber	door—	
Perched	upon	a	bust	of	Pallas	just	above	my	chamber	door—	

												Perched,	and	sat,	and	nothing	more.	
	

Then	this	ebony	bird	beguiling	my	sad	fancy	into	smiling,	
By	the	grave	and	stern	decorum	of	the	countenance	it	wore,	

45 “Though	thy	crest	be	shorn	and	shaven,	thou,”	I	said,	“art	sure	no	craven,	
Ghastly	grim	and	ancient	Raven	wandering	from	the	Nightly	shore—	
Tell	me	what	thy	lordly	name	is	on	the	Night’s	Plutonian	shore!”	

												Quoth	the	Raven	“Nevermore.”	
	

Much	I	marvelled	this	ungainly	fowl	to	hear	discourse	so	plainly,	
50 Though	its	answer	little	meaning—little	relevancy	bore;	

For	we	cannot	help	agreeing	that	no	living	human	being	
Ever	yet	was	blessed	with	seeing	bird	above	his	chamber	door—	
Bird	or	beast	upon	the	sculptured	bust	above	his	chamber	door,	

												With	such	name	as	“Nevermore.”	
	
55 But	the	Raven,	sitting	lonely	on	the	placid	bust,	spoke	only	

That	one	word,	as	if	his	soul	in	that	one	word	he	did	outpour.	
Nothing	farther	then	he	uttered—not	a	feather	then	he	fluttered—	
Till	I	scarcely	more	than	muttered	“Other	friends	have	flown	before—	
On	the	morrow		he		will	leave	me,	as	my	Hopes	have	flown	before.”	

60 Then	the	bird	said	“Nevermore.”	
	

Startled	at	the	stillness	broken	by	reply	so	aptly	spoken,	
“Doubtless,”	said	I,	“what	it	utters	is	its	only	stock	and	store	
Caught	from	some	unhappy	master	whom	unmerciful	Disaster	
Followed	fast	and	followed	faster	till	his	songs	one	burden	bore—	

65 Till	the	dirges	of	his	Hope	that	melancholy	burden	bore	
												Of	‘Never—nevermore’.”	
	

But	the	Raven	still	beguiling	all	my	fancy	into	smiling,	
Straight	I	wheeled	a	cushioned	seat	in	front	of	bird,	and	bust	and	door;	
Then,	upon	the	velvet	sinking,	I	betook	myself	to	linking	

70 Fancy	unto	fancy,	thinking	what	this	ominous	bird	of	yore—	
What	this	grim,	ungainly,	ghastly,	gaunt,	and	ominous	bird	of	yore	

												Meant	in	croaking	“Nevermore.”	
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This	I	sat	engaged	in	guessing,	but	no	syllable	expressing	
To	the	fowl	whose	fiery	eyes	now	burned	into	my	bosom’s	core;	

75 This	and	more	I	sat	divining,	with	my	head	at	ease	reclining	
On	the	cushion’s	velvet	lining	that	the	lamp-light	gloated	o’er,	
But	whose	velvet-violet	lining	with	the	lamp-light	gloating	o’er,	

													She		shall	press,	ah,	nevermore!	
	

Then,	methought,	the	air	grew	denser,	perfumed	from	an	unseen	censer	
80 Swung	by	Seraphim	whose	foot-falls	tinkled	on	the	tufted	floor.	

“Wretch,”	I	cried,	“thy	God	hath	lent	thee—by	these	angels	he	hath	sent	thee	
Respite—respite	and	nepenthe	from	thy	memories	of	Lenore;	
Quaff,	oh	quaff	this	kind	nepenthe	and	forget	this	lost	Lenore!”	

												Quoth	the	Raven	“Nevermore.”	
	
85 “Prophet!”	said	I,	“thing	of	evil!—prophet	still,	if	bird	or	devil!—	

Whether	Tempter	sent,	or	whether	tempest	tossed	thee	here	ashore,	
Desolate	yet	all	undaunted,	on	this	desert	land	enchanted—	
On	this	home	by	Horror	haunted—tell	me	truly,	I	implore—	
Is	there—	is		there	balm	in	Gilead?—tell	me—tell	me,	I	implore!”	

90 Quoth	the	Raven	“Nevermore.”	
	

“Prophet!”	said	I,	“thing	of	evil!—prophet	still,	if	bird	or	devil!	
By	that	Heaven	that	bends	above	us—by	that	God	we	both	adore—	
Tell	this	soul	with	sorrow	laden	if,	within	the	distant	Aidenn,	
It	shall	clasp	a	sainted	maiden	whom	the	angels	name	Lenore—	

95 Clasp	a	rare	and	radiant	maiden	whom	the	angels	name	Lenore.”	
												Quoth	the	Raven	“Nevermore.”	

	
“Be	that	word	our	sign	of	parting,	bird	or	fiend!”	I	shrieked,	upstarting—	
“Get	thee	back	into	the	tempest	and	the	Night’s	Plutonian	shore!	
Leave	no	black	plume	as	a	token	of	that	lie	thy	soul	hath	spoken!	

100 Leave	my	loneliness	unbroken!—quit	the	bust	above	my	door!	
Take	thy	beak	from	out	my	heart,	and	take	thy	form	from	off	my	door!”	

												Quoth	the	Raven	“Nevermore.”	
	

And	the	Raven,	never	flitting,	still	is	sitting,		still		is	sitting	
On	the	pallid	bust	of	Pallas	just	above	my	chamber	door;	

105 And	his	eyes	have	all	the	seeming	of	a	demon’s	that	is	dreaming,	
And	the	lamp-light	o’er	him	streaming	throws	his	shadow	on	the	floor;	
And	my	soul	from	out	that	shadow	that	lies	floating	on	the	floor	

												Shall	be	lifted—nevermore!	
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“The	Raven”	Vocabulary	
	
These	appear	in	order	from	the	poem.	

1. Dreary:	sad,	depressing	
2. pondered:	thought	about	
3. quaint:	old-fashioned	
4. lore:	traditional	knowledge	
5. ember:	smoldering	piece	of	wood	(usually	left	over	from	a	fire)	
6. wrought:	caused	to	happen;	made	
7. surcease:	pause	or	stop	
8. entreating:	begging	or	pleading	
9. implore:	ask	for	desperately	
10. lattice:	window	panes	
11. obeisance:	bowing	or	other	gestures	showing	respect	
12. mien:	attitude	or	demeanor	
13. Pallas:	another	name	for	Athena,	the	Greek	goddesses	of	wisdom	(and	strategy)	
14. decorum:	formality;	social	rules	of	“proper”	behavior	
15. countenance:	face/facial	expression	
16. craven:	coward	
17. Plutonian	shore:	shore	in	the	Underworld	
18. relevancy:	significance	
19. placid:	calm	
20.dirges:	funeral	songs	
21. melancholy:	sad,	gloomy	
22. ungainly:	clumsy	
23. censer:	a	container	in	which	incense	is	burned	
24. Seraphim:	angel	
25. nepenthe:	a	drink	that	makes	you	forget	things,	such	as	trauma	
26. quaff:	to	drink	
27. “is	there	balm	in	Gilead”:	“is	there	anything	to	ease	my	sadness”	
28.Aidenn:	Garden	of	Eden	
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Chapter 8: A Tale of Two Cities  
 
A beautiful landscape, with the corn bright in it, but not abundant. Patches of poor rye 
where com should have been, patches of poor peas and beans, patches of most coarse 
vegetable substitutes for wheat. On inanimate nature, as on the men and women who 
cultivated it, a prevalent tendency towards an appearance of vegetating unwillingly—
a dejected disposition to give up, and wither away. 
Monsieur the Marquis in his travelling carriage (which might have been lighter), 
conducted by four post-horses and two postilions, fagged up a steep hill. A blush on 
the countenance of Monsieur the Marquis was no impeachment of his high breeding; 
it was not from within; it was occasioned by an external circumstance beyond his 
control—the setting sun. 
The sunset struck so brilliantly into the travelling carriage when it gained the hill-top, 
that its occupant was steeped in crimson. “It will die out,” said Monsieur the Marquis, 
glancing at his hands, “directly.” 
In effect, the sun was so low that it dipped at the moment. When the heavy drag had 
been adjusted to the wheel, and the carriage slid down hill, with a cinderous smell, in 
a cloud of dust, the red glow departed quickly; the sun and the Marquis going down 
together, there was no glow left when the drag was taken off. 
But, there remained a broken country, bold and open, a little village at the bottom of 
the hill, a broad sweep and rise beyond it, a church- tower, a windmill, a forest for the 
chase, and a crag with a fortress on it used as a prison. Round upon all these 
darkening objects as the night drew on, the Marquis looked, with the air of one who 
was coming near home. 
The village had its one poor street, with its poor brewery, poor tannery, poor tavern, 
poor stable-yard for relays of post-horses, poor fountain, all usual poor appointments. 
It had its poor people too. All its people were poor, and many of them were sitting at 
their doors, shredding spare onions and the like for supper, while many were at the 
fountain, washing leaves, and grasses, and any such small yieldings of the earth that 
could be eaten. Expressive sips of what made them poor, were not wanting; the tax for 
the state, the tax for the church, the tax for the lord, tax local and tax general, were to 
be paid here and to be paid there, according to solemn inscription in the little village, 
until the wonder was, that there was any village left unswallowed. 
Few children were to be seen, and no dogs. As to the men and women, their choice on 
earth was stated in the prospect—Life on the lowest terms that could sustain it, down 
in the little village under the mill; or captivity and Death in the dominant prison on the 
crag. 
Heralded by a courier in advance, and by the cracking of his postilions’ whips, which 
twined snake-like about their heads in the evening air, as if he came attended by the 
Furies, Monsieur the Marquis drew up in his travelling carriage at the posting-house 
gate. It was hard by the fountain, and the peasants suspended their operations to look 



at him. He looked at them, and saw in them, without knowing it, the slow sure filing 
down of misery-worn face and figure, that was to make the meagreness of Frenchmen 
an English superstition which should survive the truth through the best part of a 
hundred years. 
Monsieur the Marquis cast his eyes over the submissive faces that drooped before 
him, as the like of himself had drooped before Monseigneur of the Court—only the 
difference was, that these faces drooped merely to suffer and not to propitiate—when 
a grizzled mender of the roads joined the group. 
“Bring me hither that fellow!” said the Marquis to the courier. 
The fellow was brought, cap in hand, and the other fellows closed round to look and 
listen, in the manner of the people at the Paris fountain. 
“I passed you on the road?” 
“Monseigneur, it is true. I had the honour of being passed on the road.” 
“Coming up the hill, and at the top of the hill, both?” 
“Monseigneur, it is true.” 
“What did you look at, so fixedly?” 
“Monseigneur, I looked at the man.” 
He stooped a little, and with his tattered blue cap pointed under the carriage. All his 
fellows stooped to look under the carriage. 
“What man, pig? And why look there?” 
“Pardon, Monseigneur; he swung by the chain of the shoe—the drag.” 
“Who?” demanded the traveller. 
“Monseigneur, the man.” 
“May the Devil carry away these idiots! How do you can the man? You know all the 
men of this part of the country. Who was he?” 
“Your clemency, Monseigneur! He was not of this part of the country. Of all the days 
of my life, I never saw him.” 
“Swinging by the chain? To be suffocated?” 
“With your gracious permission, that was the wonder of it, Monseigneur. His head 
hanging over—like this!” 
He turned himself sideways to the carriage, and leaned back, with his face thrown up 
to the sky, and his head hanging down; then recovered himself, fumbled with his cap, 
and made a bow. 
“What was he like?” 
“Monseigneur, he was whiter than the miller. All covered with dust, white as a 
spectre, tall as a spectre!” 
The picture produced an immense sensation in the little crowd; but all eyes, without 
comparing notes with other eyes, looked at Monsieur the Marquis. Perhaps, to observe 
whether he had any spectre on his conscience. 



“Truly, you did well,” said the Marquis, felicitously sensible that such vermin were 
not to ruffle him, “to see a thief accompanying my carriage, and not open that great 
mouth of yours. Bah! Put him aside, Monsieur Gabelle!” 
Monsieur Gabelle was the Postmaster, and some other taxing functionary united; he 
had come out with great obsequiousness to assist at this examination, and had held the 
examined by the drapery of his arm in an official manner. 
“Bah! Go aside!” said Monsieur Gabelle. 
“Lay hands on this stranger if he seeks to lodge in your village to-night, and be sure 
that his business is honest, Gabelle.” 
“Monseigneur, I am flattered to devote myself to your orders.” 
“Did he run away, fellow?—where is that Accursed?” 
The accursed was already under the carriage with some half-dozen particular friends, 
pointing out the chain with his blue cap. Some half-dozen other particular friends 
promptly hauled him out, and presented him breathless to Monsieur the Marquis. 
“Did the man run away, Dolt, when we stopped for the drag?” 
“Monseigneur, he precipitated himself over the hill-side, head first, as a person 
plunges into the river.” 
“See to it, Gabelle. Go on!” 
The half-dozen who were peering at the chain were still among the wheels, like sheep; 
the wheels turned so suddenly that they were lucky to save their skins and bones; they 
had very little else to save, or they might not have been so fortunate. 
The burst with which the carriage started out of the village and up the rise beyond, 
was soon checked by the steepness of the hill. Gradually, it subsided to a foot pace, 
swinging and lumbering upward among the many sweet scents of a summer night. 
The postilions, with a thousand gossamer gnats circling about them in lieu of the 
Furies, quietly mended the points to the lashes of their whips; the valet walked by the 
horses; the courier was audible, trotting on ahead into the dun distance. 
At the steepest point of the hill there was a little burial-ground, with a Cross and a 
new large figure of Our Saviour on it; it was a poor figure in wood, done by some 
inexperienced rustic carver, but he had studied the figure from the life—his own life, 
maybe—for it was dreadfully spare and thin. 
To this distressful emblem of a great distress that had long been growing worse, and 
was not at its worst, a woman was kneeling. She turned her head as the carriage came 
up to her, rose quickly, and presented herself at the carriage-door. 
“It is you, Monseigneur! Monseigneur, a petition.” 
With an exclamation of impatience, but with his unchangeable face, Monseigneur 
looked out. 
“How, then! What is it? Always petitions!” 
“Monseigneur. For the love of the great God! My husband, the forester.” 
“What of your husband, the forester? Always the same with you people. He cannot 
pay something?” 



“He has paid all, Monseigneur. He is dead.” 
“Well! He is quiet. Can I restore him to you?” 
“Alas, no, Monseigneur! But he lies yonder, under a little heap of poor grass.” 
“Well?” 
“Monseigneur, there are so many little heaps of poor grass?” 
“Again, well?” 
She looked an old woman, but was young. Her manner was one of passionate grief; by 
turns she clasped her veinous and knotted hands together with wild energy, and laid 
one of them on the carriage-door —tenderly, caressingly, as if it had been a human 
breast, and could be expected to feel the appealing touch. 
“Monseigneur, hear me! Monseigneur, hear my petition! My husband died of want; so 
many die of want; so many more will die of want.” 
“Again, well? Can I feed them?” 
“Monseigneur, the good God knows; but I don’t ask it. My petition is, that a morsel of 
stone or wood, with my husband’s name, may be placed over him to show where he 
lies. Otherwise, the place will be quickly forgotten, it will never be found when I am 
dead of the same malady, I shall be laid under some other heap of poor grass. 
Monseigneur, they are so many, they increase so fast, there is so much want. 
Monseigneur! Monseigneur!” 
The valet had put her away from the door, the carriage had broken into a brisk trot, the 
postilions had quickened the pace, she was left far behind, and Monseigneur, again 
escorted by the Furies, was rapidly diminishing the league or two of distance that 
remained between him and his chateau. 
The sweet scents of the summer night rose all around him, and rose, as the rain falls, 
impartially, on the dusty, ragged, and toil-worn group at the fountain not far away; to 
whom the mender of roads, with the aid of the blue cap without which he was nothing, 
still enlarged upon his man like a spectre, as long as they could bear it. By degrees, as 
they could bear no more, they dropped off one by one, and lights twinkled in little 
casements; which lights, as the casements darkened, and more stars came out, seemed 
to have shot up into the sky instead of having been extinguished. 
The shadow of a large high-roofed house, and of many over-hanging trees, was upon 
Monsieur the Marquis by that time; and the shadow was exchanged for the light of a 
flambeau, as his carriage stopped, and the great door of his chateau was opened to 
him. 
“Monsieur Charles, whom I expect; is he arrived from England?” 
“Monseigneur, not yet.” 
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Writing	about	Structure	in	Fiction	(FRQ	3)	
	
Objectives:	
By	the	end	of	the	session,	you	will	be	able	to	

● Analyze	how	the	narrative	details	or	events	are	related	to	each	other	can	impact	
and	complicate	the	portrayal	of	a	character,	conflict	or	situation	and	contribute	to	
thematic	ideas.	

● Explain	the	function	of	a	particular	sequence	of	events	in	a	plot	or	structure	in	a	
text.	

● Develop	a	thesis	statement			in	response	to	an	open-ended	free	response	question.	
	
Warm-up	Activities:		
Step	1:	You	will	examine	an	image	of	one	of	the	following	iconic	buildings	in	a	small	group,	
discuss		its		structure	based	on	your	prior	knowledge	and		its	possible	impact		on	meaning.	
(10	minutes)	
	

Group	1:	St.	Patrick’s	Cathedral	in	New	York	
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Group	2:	The	Egyptian	pyramids		

	
	

	

Group	3:	The	Empire	State	Building		

	

	
	

Group	4:	Wall	Street	Stock	Exchange	
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Group	5:	The	Blue	Mosque		

	

	

	
*All	images	from	gettyimages.com	
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Step	2:		In	the	same	collaborative	group,	read	the	notes	about	the	selected	structure	and	
define	the	concept	of	“structure”	and	explain	how	it	may	impact	the	viewer’s	
interpretation.	
	

Captions	

St.	Patrick’s	Cathedral		is	a	gothic	revival.	“	Gothic	cathedrals	are	all	about	giving	glory	to	God;	
the	image	of	a	mother	pelican	with	blood	trickling	from	her	beak	as	she	feeds	her	young	is	
based	on	a	legend	that	in	a	time	of	famine,	a	mother	pelican	would	draw	blood	from	her	
own	chest	to	feed	her	babies.	The	church	uses	it	as	a	symbol	of	the	sacrifice	of	Jesus	Christ	
and	the	nourishment	of	the	Eucharist;	no	two	snowflakes	are	the	same	and	that	also	applies	
to	the	architectural	"bosses"	that	adorn	the	ceiling	of	the	cathedral.	Each	of	the	300	has	a	
unique	nature	design.	Some	feature	flowers,	leaves	or	grapes,	and	there's	even	one	that	
depicts	an	owl.	Together	they	make	up	the	Garden	of	Heaven.”		(source:	
https://www.amny.com/secrets-of-new-york/secrets-of-st-patrick-s-cathedral-1.9613804	)	

Group	2:	The	Egyptian	pyramids	:	“	Built	during	a	time	when	Egypt	was	one	of	the	richest	and	
most	powerful	civilizations	in	the	world,	the	pyramids—especially	the	Great	Pyramids	of	
Giza—are	some	of	the	most	magnificent	man-made	structures	in	history.	Their	massive	scale	
reflects	the	unique	role	that	the	pharaoh,	or	king,	played	in	ancient	Egyptian	society.	During	
the	third	and	fourth	dynasties	of	the	Old	Kingdom,	Egypt	enjoyed	tremendous	economic	
prosperity	and	stability.	Kings	held	a	unique	position	in	Egyptian	society.	Somewhere	in	
between	human	and	divine,	they	were	believed	to	have	been	chosen	by	the	gods	to	serve	as	
mediators	between	them	and	the	people	on	earth.	Because	of	this,	it	was	in	everyone’s	
interest	to	keep	the	king’s	majesty	intact	even	after	his	death,	when	he	was	believed	to	
become	Osiris,	god	of	the	dead.”	(source:	
https://www.history.com/topics/ancient-history/the-egyptian-pyramids	)	

Group	3:	The	Empire	State	Building:		“O	blivious	to	the	impending	Great	Crash	of	the	stock	
market,	a	group	of	industrialists	connected	to	General	Motors	banded	together	in	1929	
behind	the	idea	of	erecting	the	world's	tallest	building	in	Manhattan	to	eclipse	the	nearby	
Chrysler	Building	owned	by	their	competitor.		William	F.	Lamb	produced	the	drawings	in	only	
two	weeks,	selecting	an	art-deco	style	that	looked	like	a	pencil…	From	a	broad,	five-story	
base	covering	two	acres,	the	structure	would	tower	102	stories,	rising	1,454	feet	to	the	top	of	
the	antenna	spire,	making	it	the	world’s	tallest	skyscraper.	Another	distinctive	feature	would	
include	windows	that	were	flush	instead	of	recessed,	and	the	tone	of	the	exterior	would	
appear	blonde.		William	A.	Starrett	had	recently	authored	the	book,		Skyscrapers	and	the 
Men	Who	Build	Them	,	in	which	he	wrote:	‘Building	skyscrapers	is	the	nearest	peacetime	
equivalent	of	war…	.	The	analogy	of	war	is	the	strife	against	the	elements.’"(source:	
https://www.smithsonianmag.com/us-history/empire-state-building-1929-31-180957195/	)	
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Group	4:	The	NY	Stock	Exchange	:	The	style	is	Neoclassicism.	“The	trading	floor	was	one	of	
the	largest	volumes	of	space	in	the	city	at	the	time	at	109	x	140	feet	(33	x	42.5	m)	with	a	
skylight	set	into	a	72-foot	(22	m)	high	ceiling.	The	main	façade	of	the	building	features	
marble	sculpture	by	John	Quincy	Adams	Ward	in	the	pediment,	above	six	tall	Corinthian	
capitals,	called	‘Integrity	Protecting	the	Works	of	Man’”.	T	he	NYSE	began	in	1792	when	the	
Buttonwood	Agreement	was	signed	by	24	stock	brokers	outside	on	Wall	Street.	Trading	on	
the	floor	was	available	only	to	members	who	had	purchased	one	of	the	limited	number	of	
"seats."	Beginning	on	January	24,	2007,	however,	most	stocks	could	be	traded	via	its	
electronic	hybrid	market	and	the	NYSE	became	a	publicly	held	company.	The	NYSE	has	been	
involved	in,	and	contributed	significantly	to,	many	important	changes	in	American	society,	
changes	which	have	impacted	the	world.	Industrialization	progressed	quickly	with	the	
capital	that	was	available	through	the	stock	exchange.	On	the	other	side,	the	Great	
Depression	began	with	the	Stock	Market	Crash	of	1929.	Recognizing	the	significance	of	stock	
exchanges	on	the	economy,	coupled	with	increasing	globalization,	the	issue	of	government	
regulation	has	become	paramount.	As	such	a	significant	player,	the	effectiveness	of	the	
NYSE	in	its	support	of	economic	health	is	critical	to	efforts	to	establish	a	world	of	prosperity.	(	
sources:	
https://www.nyc-architecture.com/LM/LM036-NEWYORKSTOCKEXCHANGE.htm	;	https://
www.newworldencyclopedia.org/entry/New_York_Stock_Exchange	)	

Group	5:	The	Blue	Mosque	:	“	Commissioned	by	Sultan	Ahmed	(1606-1617),	the	mosque	was	
built	by	Mehmet	Agha	who	is	said	to	have	toured	key	Ottoman	monuments	before	he	drew	
the	plan	of	the	blue	mosque...The	continuation	of	the	domed	based	design,	pointing	out	to	
the	mystical	nature	of	the	religious	conviction	of	the	Ottoman	leadership	as	well	the	
splendor	of	their	Caliphate.	The	only	new	design	concept	introduced	in	this	mosque	is	the	
introduction	of	ablution	taps	under	an	outer	gallery	which	runs	along	the	length	of	the	court.	
The	plan	itself	is	quatrefoil	resulting	from	the	subdivision	of	the	square	into	four	sides	with	
its	center	being	occupied	by	the	central	dome,	and	its	sides	made	by	the	semi-domes	
supporting	it.	The	four	majestic	pillars	supporting	the	central	dome	dominate	the	interior	of	
the	mosque	despite	the	existence	of	galleries	as	found	in	Selilmiye	and	Sulemanye	but	here	
they	failed	to	reduce	the	imposition	of	these	pillars	which	are	often	compared	to	elephant	
feet.	This	approach	was	deliberate	as	the	architect	and	his	patron,	Sultan	Ahmed,	attributed	
to	these	piers	a	symbolic	significance	referring	to	the	four	guided	caliphs	and	close	
companions	of	prophet	Muhammed	(peace	be	upon	him);	Abu	Bakr,	Umar,	Uthman	and	Ali.	
The	dome	above	them	symbolizes	the	Prophet	himself	as	the	leader	and	radiant	sun	of	
Islamic	faith.”(	source:		http://islamic-arts.org/2011/sultan-ahmet-cami-or-blue-mosque/	)	

	
Step	3:	You	will	present	your	group’s	response	to	the	question:		How	does	the	structure	
represent	culture,	religion	or	ideology?	
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Step	4:	In	a	small	group,	you	will	incorporate	ideas	from	the	small	group	presentations	to	
refine	your	definition	of	structure	following	the	guidelines	below.	
	
Revised	Understanding	of	Structure:		
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

Categories		 Clearly	and	
Thoroughly	
Described		

Partially		

Described		

Implied		 Not		

Mentioned		

Specific	Details	 	
		

		 		 		 		

Relationships	between	
Details	(	how	they	are	
placed	or	organized)	

		 		 		 		

Relationship	between	
Details	and	the	Overall	
Structure		

		 		 		 		

Cultural,	Religious	or	
Ideological	Meaning	of	
the	Details	 	
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Mini	Lesson		
In	today’s	session,	you	will	only	read	one	of	the	five	sections	of	the	short	story	“	A	Rose	for	
Emily”	by	William	Faulkner.		The	setting	of	the	story	is	Mississippi	County,	
Yoknapatawpha	(near	Jackson,	Mississippi)	and	the	events	in	the	story	took	place	between	
the	end	of	the	Civil	War	and	the	dawn	of	World	War	II.			
	
Vocabulary	for	Writing	about	Structure	in	a	Narrative		
	

I. Plot	orders	events	in	a	narrative	.		

o Some	narratives	are	written	in	a		nonlinear	structure		and	disrupted	by,	for	
example,	flashback,	foreshadowing,	in	medias	res,	and	stream	of	
consciousness.		

o Pacing		is	the	manipulation	of	time	in	a	text.	Several	factors	contribute	to	the	
pace	of	a	narrative-	

▪ arrangement	of	details,		
▪ frequency	of	events,		
▪ narrative	structures,		
▪ syntax,		
▪ the	tempo	or	speed	at	which	events	occur,		
▪ shifts	in	tense	and	chronology	in	the	narrative.	

o Archetypes		are	common	patterns	a	writer	adopts	to	develop	a	character	or	
plot,	for	example,	bildungsroman	and	mythic	heroic	journey.	These	
archetypes	create	certain	expectations	for	how	the	dramatic	situations	will	
progress	and	be	resolved.		

o A		plot		is	the	sequence	of	events	in	a	narrative	that	includes		exposition,	rising	
action,	turning	point,	climax,	falling	action	and	denouement	.	Events	
throughout	a	narrative	are	connected	by	such	a	plot	line,	with	each	event	
building	on	the	others,	often	with	a	cause-and	effect	relationship.	

o A		circular	or	spiral	narrative	structure	,	through	returning	or	shifting	the	
dramatic	situation	such	as	the	setting	and	action	of	the	plot,	helps	develop	
characters	by	placing	them	in	conflict(s),	which	often	involves	the	rising	or	
falling	fortunes	of	a	main	character	or	set	of	characters.	

o A	story,	or	narrative,	is	delivered	through	a	series	of	events	that	relate	to	a	
conflict.	Events	include		episodes,	encounters,	and	scenes		in	a	narrative	that	
can	introduce	and	develop	a	plot.		

II. The	function	of	a	particular	sequence	of	events	in	a	plot	.		
o A	particular	event,	such	as	flashback,	foreshadowing,	in	medias	res,	dream	

and	stream	of	consciousness,	can	directly	affect	readers’	experiences	with	a	
text	by	creating	anticipation	or	suspense	or	building	tension.	

III.The		function	of	a	significant	event	or	related	set	of	significant	events	in	a	plot	.	
o Significant	events	often	illustrate	competing	value	systems	that	relate	to	a	

conflict	present	in	the	text.		
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o Events	in	a	plot	collide	and	accumulate	to	create	a	sense	of	anticipation	and	
suspense	

o The	significance	of	an	event	depends	on	its	relationship	to	the	narrative,	the	
conflict,	and	the	development	of	characters.	

IV. The	function	of	contrasts	within	a	text.		
o Contrasts	often	represent	conflicts	in	values	related	to	character,	narrator,	or	

speaker	perspectives	on	ideas	represented	by	a	text.	
o Contrasts	often	represent	contradictions	or	inconsistencies	that	introduce	

nuance,	ambiguity,	or	contradiction	into	a	text.	As	a	result,	contrasts	make	
texts	more	complex.	

V. Terms:	Linear	narration	or	chronological,	logical,	and	psychological	order	of	events	
(traditional	plot	line);	anachronistic	order	of	events	(flashbacks);	heroic	journey,	
parallel	or	juxtaposition/	Contrast/shift,	framed	narration,	use	of	motifs,	
circular/cyclical	(	position),	satire	and	irony	
	

You	will	first	“watch”	the	teacher’s	moves	to	analyze	structure	in	a	text	before	making	
your	own.	In	the	space	below,		record		the	moves	the	teacher	makes	in	regards	to	the	
author's	structural	choice	and	its	impact.		
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Guided	Application	
	

	

Building	Context	for	In-Depth	Reading	and	Understanding		
	
In	a	small	group,	you	will	review	the	statements	below	and	select	one	that	you	believe	
might	be	important	to	your	understanding	of	the	story.	Put	a	check	mark	(v)	or	use	a	
star-shaped	sticker	next	to	the	statement	you	have	selected.	You	will	refer	to	the	
statements	throughout	the	entire	lesson	as	points	of	references.		

1. The	end	of	the	Civil	War	ushered	in	one	of	the	most	conflicted	periods	in	American	
history.		

2. The	antebellum	South	was	an	especially	male-dominated	society,	particularly	by	
wealthy	planters,	who	were	patriarchs	and	sovereigns	of	their	own	household.	
White	women	were	relegated	to	the	household	and	lived	under	the	protection	of	
the	male	patriarch.			

3. The	ideal	southern	lady	conformed	to	her	prescribed	gender	role,	largely	domestic	
and	subservient.		

4. Southern	elite	women	were	idealized	and	put	on	a	pedestal.			
5. During	Reconstruction,	former	slaves--and	many	small	white	farmers--became	

trapped	in	a	new	system	of	economic	exploitation	known	as	sharecropping	due	to	
lack	of	capital	and	land	of	their	own		

6. The	Great	Depression	brought	in	changes	that	fundamentally	reshaped	the	
southern	landscape,	changes	even	greater	than	those	brought	about	by	the	Civil	
War.	Many	freed	African	Americans	migrated	to	the	North	to	start	a	new	life.		

7. Southern	agricultural	employment	collapsed	due	to	the	great	declines	in	the	prices	
of	sugar,	tobacco,	and	especially	cotton.	Besides	a	dire	economic	situation,	Jim	
Crow	law	forced	African	Americans	to	flee	the	south. 
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Identifying	and	Sequencing	Major	Events	in	the	Story		
	
The	focus	of	today’s	lesson	will	be	on	the	author’s	structural	choices	and	how	they	help	
portray	the	main	character	Emily	in	regard	to	her	secret	and	its	consequences	as	well	as	its	
overall	effect	on	the	reader’s	interpretation	of	the	work	as	a	whole.	
	
Step	1:		You	will	read	an	assigned	section	of	Faulkner’s	“A	Rose	for	Emily”.	Annotate	the	text	
to	point	out	the	major	events	and	sequence.		
	
Step	2:		After	the	individual	reading	and	annotating,	you	will	select	and	arrange	the	slips	
from	the	given	envelope,	place	them	in	the	order	presented	in	the	novel	and	then	tape	
them	on	a	construction	paper.	You	will	identify	the	major	events	in	your	section	and	
summarize	each	of	them	in	5-7	words.	Write	the	summaries	at	the	bottom	of	the	
construction	paper.	
	
Step	3:		Once	you	have	completed	the	sequencing	activity,	you	will	bring	forward	the	
construction	paper	with	the	written	summary	of	the	sorted-out	events	and	tape	them	to	a	
blank	storyboard	on	the	whiteboard	in	the	original	order	as	presented	in	the	story.	
Pair-Share	with	an	elbow	partner	to	observe	and	reflect	on	the		unusual	sequence	of	
events.	
	
Step	4:		Then	as	a	class,	you	will	re-order	the	events	chronologically	and	reflect	on	the	
change	by	talking	to	the	same	elbow	partner.	
	
Step	5:		Finally,	you	will	discuss	and	share	in	your	group	the	impact	of	the	story’s	unusual	
sequencing	of	the	events	on	your	understanding	of	the	main	character,	Emily,	and	her	
situation	by	completing	a	written	statement	that	may	begin	with:	The	unusual	sequencing	
of	the	events	in	the	story	“A	Rose	for	Emily”	makes	me	see	Emily	as		
	
____________________________________________________		and	her		
	
situation	to	be		___________________________________________________	.	
	
Note:		Faulker	uses	the	“n-word”	in	two	distinct	locations	to	provide	additional	insight	into	
the	setting	and	characters	he	is	describing.	We	do	not	support	the	censoring	of	texts	and	
have	thus	kept	the	word	to	maintain	the	author’s	intention	(the	word	does	provide	insight	
into	the	setting	and	character	who	uses	it).	Please	know	that	no	one	will	be	asked	to	read	
the	word	aloud.	
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A	Rose	for	Emily	
by	William	Faulkner	
	
Part	I	
	
WHEN	Miss	Emily	Grierson	died,	our	whole	town	went	to	her	funeral:	the	men	through	a	
sort	of	respectful	affection	for	a	fallen	monument,	the	women	mostly	out	of	curiosity	to	
see	the	inside	of	her	house,	which	no	one	save	an	old	man-servant--a	combined	gardener	
and	cook--had	seen	in	at	least	ten	years.	
	
It	was	a	big,	squarish	frame	house	that	had	once	been	white,	decorated	with	cupolas	and	
spires	and	scrolled	balconies	in	the	heavily	lightsome	style	of	the	seventies,	set	on	what	
had	once	been	our	most	select	street.	But	garages	and	cotton	gins	had	encroached	and	
obliterated	even	the	august	names	of	that	neighborhood;	only	Miss	Emily's	house	was	left,	
lifting	its	stubborn	and	coquettish	decay	above	the	cotton	wagons	and	the	gasoline	
pumps-an	eyesore	among	eyesores.	And	now	Miss	Emily	had	gone	to	join	the	
representatives	of	those	august	names	where	they	lay	in	the	cedar-bemused	cemetery	
among	the	ranked	and	anonymous	graves	of	Union	and	Confederate	soldiers	who	fell	at	
the	battle	of	Jefferson.	
	
Alive,	Miss	Emily	had	been	a	tradition,	a	duty,	and	a	care;	a	sort	of	hereditary	obligation	
upon	the	town,	dating	from	that	day	in	1894	when	Colonel	Sartoris,	the	mayor--he	who	
fathered	the	edict	that	no	Negro	woman	should	appear	on	the	streets	without	an	
apron-remitted	her	taxes,	the	dispensation	dating	from	the	death	of	her	father	on	into	
perpetuity.	Not	that	Miss	Emily	would	have	accepted	charity.	Colonel	Sartoris	invented	an	
involved	tale	to	the	effect	that	Miss	Emily's	father	had	loaned	money	to	the	town,	which	
the	town,	as	a	matter	of	business,	preferred	this	way	of	repaying.	Only	a	man	of	Colonel	
Sartoris'	generation	and	thought	could	have	invented	it,	and	only	a	woman	could	have	
believed	it.	
	
When	the	next	generation,	with	its	more	modern	ideas,	became	mayors	and	aldermen,	
this	arrangement	created	some	little	dissatisfaction.	On	the	first	of	the	year	they	mailed	
her	a	tax	notice.	February	came,	and	there	was	no	reply.	They	wrote	her	a	formal	letter,	
asking	her	to	call	at	the	sheriff's	office	at	her	convenience.	A	week	later	the	mayor	wrote	
her	himself,	offering	to	call	or	to	send	his	car	for	her,	and	received	in	reply	a	note	on	paper	
of	an	archaic	shape,	in	a	thin,	flowing	calligraphy	in	faded	ink,	to	the	effect	that	she	no	
longer	went	out	at	all.	The	tax	notice	was	also	enclosed,	without	comment.	
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They	called	a	special	meeting	of	the	Board	of	Aldermen.	A	deputation	waited	upon	her,	
knocked	at	the	door	through	which	no	visitor	had	passed	since	she	ceased	giving	
china-painting	lessons	eight	or	ten	years	earlier.	They	were	admitted	by	the	old	Negro	into	
a	dim	hall	from	which	a	stairway	mounted	into	still	more	shadow.	It	smelled	of	dust	and	
disuse--a	close,	dank	smell.	The	Negro	led	them	into	the	parlor.	It	was	furnished	in	heavy,	
leather-covered	furniture.	When	the	Negro	opened	the	blinds	of	one	window,	they	could	
see	that	the	leather	was	cracked;	and	when	they	sat	down,	a	faint	dust	rose	sluggishly	
about	their	thighs,	spinning	with	slow	motes	in	the	single	sun-ray.	On	a	tarnished	gilt	easel	
before	the	fireplace	stood	a	crayon	portrait	of	Miss	Emily's	father.	
	
They	rose	when	she	entered--a	small,	fat	woman	in	black,	with	a	thin	gold	chain	
descending	to	her	waist	and	vanishing	into	her	belt,	leaning	on	an	ebony	cane	with	a	
tarnished	gold	head.	Her	skeleton	was	small	and	spare;	perhaps	that	was	why	what	would	
have	been	merely	plumpness	in	another	was	obesity	in	her.	She	looked	bloated,	like	a	
body	long	submerged	in	motionless	water,	and	of	that	pallid	hue.	Her	eyes,	lost	in	the	fatty	
ridges	of	her	face,	looked	like	two	small	pieces	of	coal	pressed	into	a	lump	of	dough	as	
they	moved	from	one	face	to	another	while	the	visitors	stated	their	errand.	
	
She	did	not	ask	them	to	sit.	She	just	stood	in	the	door	and	listened	quietly	until	the	
spokesman	came	to	a	stumbling	halt.	Then	they	could	hear	the	invisible	watch	ticking	at	
the	end	of	the	gold	chain.	
	
Her	voice	was	dry	and	cold.	"I	have	no	taxes	in	Jefferson.	Colonel	Sartoris	explained	it	to	
me.	Perhaps	one	of	you	can	gain	access	to	the	city	records	and	satisfy	yourselves."	
"But	we	have.	We	are	the	city	authorities,	Miss	Emily.	Didn't	you	get	a	notice	from	the	
sheriff,	signed	by	him?"	
	
"I	received	a	paper,	yes,"	Miss	Emily	said.	"Perhaps	he	considers	himself	the	sheriff	.	.	.	I	
have	no	taxes	in	Jefferson."	
	
"But	there	is	nothing	on	the	books	to	show	that,	you	see	We	must	go	by	the--"	
	
"See	Colonel	Sartoris.	I	have	no	taxes	in	Jefferson."	
	
"But,	Miss	Emily--"	
	
"See	Colonel	Sartoris."	(Colonel	Sartoris	had	been	dead	almost	ten	years.)	"I	have	no	taxes	
in	Jefferson.	Tobe!"	The	Negro	appeared.	"Show	these	gentlemen	out."	
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Part	II	
	
So	SHE	vanquished	them,	horse	and	foot,	just	as	she	had	vanquished	their	fathers	thirty	
years	before	about	the	smell.	
	
That	was	two	years	after	her	father's	death	and	a	short	time	after	her	sweetheart--the	one	
we	believed	would	marry	her	--had	deserted	her.	After	her	father's	death	she	went	out	
very	little;	after	her	sweetheart	went	away,	people	hardly	saw	her	at	all.	A	few	of	the	ladies	
had	the	temerity	to	call,	but	were	not	received,	and	the	only	sign	of	life	about	the	place	
was	the	Negro	man--a	young	man	then--going	in	and	out	with	a	market	basket.	
	
"Just	as	if	a	man--any	man--could	keep	a	kitchen	properly,	"the	ladies	said;	so	they	were	
not	surprised	when	the	smell	developed.	It	was	another	link	between	the	gross,	teeming	
world	and	the	high	and	mighty	Griersons.	
	
A	neighbor,	a	woman,	complained	to	the	mayor,	Judge	Stevens,	eighty	years	old.	
"But	what	will	you	have	me	do	about	it,	madam?"	he	said.	
	
"Why,	send	her	word	to	stop	it,"	the	woman	said.	"Isn't	there	a	law?	"	
	
"I'm	sure	that	won't	be	necessary,"	Judge	Stevens	said…	
	
The	next	day	he	received	two	more	complaints,	one	from	a	man	who	came	in	diffident	
deprecation.	"We	really	must	do	something	about	it,	Judge.	I'd	be	the	last	one	in	the	world	
to	bother	Miss	Emily,	but	we've	got	to	do	something."	That	night	the	Board	of	Aldermen	
met--three	graybeards	and	one	younger	man,	a	member	of	the	rising	generation.	
"It's	simple	enough,"	he	said.	"Send	her	word	to	have	her	place	cleaned	up.	Give	her	a	
certain	time	to	do	it	in,	and	if	she	don't.	.."	
	
"Dammit,	sir,"	Judge	Stevens	said,	"will	you	accuse	a	lady	to	her	face	of	smelling	bad?"	
So	the	next	night,	after	midnight,	four	men	crossed	Miss	Emily's	lawn	and	slunk	about	the	
house	like	burglars,	sniffing	along	the	base	of	the	brickwork	and	at	the	cellar	openings	
while	one	of	them	performed	a	regular	sowing	motion	with	his	hand	out	of	a	sack	slung	
from	his	shoulder.	They	broke	open	the	cellar	door	and	sprinkled	lime	there,	and	in	all	the	
outbuildings.	As	they	recrossed	the	lawn,	a	window	that	had	been	dark	was	lighted	and	
Miss	Emily	sat	in	it,	the	light	behind	her,	and	her	upright	torso	motionless	as	that	of	an	idol.	
They	crept	quietly	across	the	lawn	and	into	the	shadow	of	the	locusts	that	lined	the	street.	
After	a	week	or	two	the	smell	went	away.	
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That	was	when	people	had	begun	to	feel	really	sorry	for	her.	People	in	our	town,	
remembering	how	old	lady	Wyatt,	her	great-aunt,	had	gone	completely	crazy	at	last,	
believed	that	the	Griersons	held	themselves	a	little	too	high	for	what	they	really	were.	
None	of	the	young	men	were	quite	good	enough	for	Miss	Emily	and	such.	We	had	long	
thought	of	them	as	a	tableau,	Miss	Emily	a	slender	figure	in	white	in	the	background,	her	
father	a	spraddled	silhouette	in	the	foreground,	his	back	to	her	and	clutching	a	horsewhip,	
the	two	of	them	framed	by	the	back-flung	front	door.	So	when	she	got	to	be	thirty	and	
was	still	single,	we	were	not	pleased	exactly,	but	vindicated;	even	with	insanity	in	the	
family	she	wouldn't	have	turned	down	all	of	her	chances	if	they	had	really	materialized.	
When	her	father	died,	it	got	about	that	the	house	was	all	that	was	left	to	her;	and	in	a	way,	
people	were	glad.	At	last	they	could	pity	Miss	Emily.	Being	left	alone,	and	a	pauper,	she	
had	become	humanized.	Now	she	too	would	know	the	old	thrill	and	the	old	despair	of	a	
penny	more	or	less.	
	
The	day	after	his	death	all	the	ladies	prepared	to	call	at	the	house	and	offer	condolence	
and	aid,	as	is	our	custom	Miss	Emily	met	them	at	the	door,	dressed	as	usual	and	with	no	
trace	of	grief	on	her	face.	She	told	them	that	her	father	was	not	dead.	She	did	that	for	
three	days,	with	the	ministers	calling	on	her,	and	the	doctors,	trying	to	persuade	her	to	let	
them	dispose	of	the	body.	Just	as	they	were	about	to	resort	to	law	and	force,	she	broke	
down,	and	they	buried	her	father	quickly.	
	
We	did	not	say	she	was	crazy	then.	We	believed	she	had	to	do	that.	We	remembered	all	
the	young	men	her	father	had	driven	away,	and	we	knew	that	with	nothing	left,	she	would	
have	to	cling	to	that	which	had	robbed	her,	as	people	will.	
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Part	III	
	
SHE	WAS	SICK	for	a	long	time.	When	we	saw	her	again,	her	hair	was	cut	short,	making	her	
look	like	a	girl,	with	a	vague	resemblance	to	those	angels	in	colored	church	windows--sort	
of	tragic	and	serene.	
	
The	town	had	just	let	the	contracts	for	paving	the	sidewalks,	and	in	the	summer	after	her	
father's	death	they	began	the	work...Whenever	you	heard	a	lot	of	laughing	anywhere	
about	the	square,	Homer	Barron	(the	construction	foreman)	would	be	in	the	center	of	the	
group.	Presently	we	began	to	see	him	and	Miss	Emily	on	Sunday	afternoons	driving	in	the	
yellow-wheeled	buggy	and	the	matched	team	of	bays	from	the	livery	stable.	
	
At	first	we	were	glad	that	Miss	Emily	would	have	an	interest,	because	the	ladies	all	said,	
"Of	course	a	Grierson	would	not	think	seriously	of	a	Northerner,	a	day	laborer."	But	there	
were	still	others,	older	people,	who	said	that	even	grief	could	not	cause	a	real	lady	to	
forget		noblesse	oblige	-	-	without	calling	it		noblesse	oblige	.	They	just	said,	"Poor	Emily.	
Her	kinsfolk	should	come	to	her."	She	had	some	kin	in	Alabama;	but	years	ago	her	father	
had	fallen	out	with	them	over	the	estate	of	old	lady	Wyatt,	the	crazy	woman,	and	there	
was	no	communication	between	the	two	families.	They	had	not	even	been	represented	at	
the	funeral.	
	
And	as	soon	as	the	old	people	said,	"Poor	Emily,"	the	whispering	began.	"Do	you	suppose	
it's	really	so?"	they	said	to	one	another.	"Of	course	it	is.	What	else	could	.	.	."	This	behind	
their	hands;	rustling	of	craned	silk	and	satin	behind	jalousies	closed	upon	the	sun	of	
Sunday	afternoon	as	the	thin,	swift	clop-clop-clop	of	the	matched	team	passed:	"Poor	
Emily."	
	
She	carried	her	head	high	enough--even	when	we	believed	that	she	was	fallen.	It	was	as	if	
she	demanded	more	than	ever	the	recognition	of	her	dignity	as	the	last	Grierson;	as	if	it	
had	wanted	that	touch	of	earthiness	to	reaffirm	her	imperviousness.	Like	when	she	bought	
the	rat	poison,	the	arsenic.	That	was	over	a	year	after	they	had	begun	to	say	"Poor	Emily,"	
and	while	the	two	female	cousins	were	visiting	her.	
"I	want	some	poison,"	she	said	to	the	druggist.	She	was	over	thirty	then,	still	a	slight	
woman,	though	thinner	than	usual,	with	cold,	haughty	black	eyes	in	a	face	the	flesh	of	
which	was	strained	across	the	temples	and	about	the	eyesockets	as	you	imagine	a	
lighthouse-keeper's	face	ought	to	look.	"I	want	some	poison,"	she	said.	
	
"Yes,	Miss	Emily.	What	kind?	For	rats	and	such?	I'd	recom--"	
	
"I	want	the	best	you	have.	I	don't	care	what	kind."	
	
The	druggist	named	several.	"They'll	kill	anything	up	to	an	elephant.	But	what	you	want	
is--"	
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"Arsenic,"	Miss	Emily	said.	"Is	that	a	good	one?"	
	
"Is	.	.	.	arsenic?	Yes,	ma'am.	But	what	you	want--"	
	
"I	want	arsenic."	
	
The	druggist	looked	down	at	her.	She	looked	back	at	him,	erect,	her	face	like	a	strained	
flag.	"Why,	of	course,"	the	druggist	said.	"If	that's	what	you	want.	But	the	law	requires	you	
to	tell	what	you	are	going	to	use	it	for."	
	
Miss	Emily	just	stared	at	him,	her	head	tilted	back	in	order	to	look	him	eye	for	eye,	until	he	
looked	away	and	went	and	got	the	arsenic	and	wrapped	it	up.	The	Negro	delivery	boy	
brought	her	the	package;	the	druggist	didn't	come	back.	When	she	opened	the	package	at	
home	there	was	written	on	the	box,	under	the	skull	and	bones:	"For	rats."	
	 	

Copyright	©	2019	National	Math	+	Science	Initiative,	Dallas,	Texas.	All	rights	reserved.	Visit	us	online	at	www.nms.org.	AP*	is	a	trademark	of	the	College	Entrance	Examination	Board.	The	
College	Entrance	Examination	Board	was	not	involved	in	the	production	of	this	material.	Used	with	permission.	

19



	 	 			AP	®		Literature	
	

Part	IV	
	
So	THE	NEXT	day	we	all	said,	"She	will	kill	herself";	and	we	said	it	would	be	the	best	thing.	
When	she	had	first	begun	to	be	seen	with	Homer	Barron,	we	had	said,	"She	will	marry	
him."	Then	we	said,	"She	will	persuade	him	yet,"	because	Homer	himself	had	remarked--he	
liked	men,	and	it	was	known	that	he	drank	with	the	younger	men	in	the	Elks'	Club--that	he	
was	not	a	marrying	man.	Later	we	said,	"Poor	Emily"	behind	the	jalousies	as	they	passed	on	
Sunday	afternoon	in	the	glittering	buggy,	Miss	Emily	with	her	head	high	and	Homer	Barron	
with	his	hat	cocked	and	a	cigar	in	his	teeth,	reins	and	whip	in	a	yellow	glove.	
	
Then	some	of	the	ladies	began	to	say	that	it	was	a	disgrace	to	the	town	and	a	bad	example	
to	the	young	people.	The	men	did	not	want	to	interfere,	but	at	last	the	ladies	forced	the	
Baptist	minister--Miss	Emily's	people	were	Episcopal--	to	call	upon	her.	He	would	never	
divulge	what	happened	during	that	interview,	but	he	refused	to	go	back	again.	The	next	
Sunday	they	again	drove	about	the	streets,	and	the	following	day	the	minister's	wife	wrote	
to	Miss	Emily's	relations	in	Alabama.	
	
So	she	had	blood-kin	under	her	roof	again	and	we	sat	back	to	watch	developments.	At	
first	nothing	happened.	Then	we	were	sure	that	they	were	to	be	married.	We	learned	that	
Miss	Emily	had	been	to	the	jeweler's	and	ordered	a	man's	toilet	set	in	silver,	with	the	
letters	H.	B.	on	each	piece.	Two	days	later	we	learned	that	she	had	bought	a	complete	
outfit	of	men's	clothing,	including	a	nightshirt,	and	we	said,	"They	are	married."	We	were	
really	glad.	We	were	glad	because	the	two	female	cousins	were	even	more	Grierson	than	
Miss	Emily	had	ever	been.	
	
So	we	were	not	surprised	when	Homer	Barron--the	streets	had	been	finished	some	time	
since--was	gone.	We	were	a	little	disappointed	that	there	was	not	a	public	blowing-off,	
but	we	believed	that	he	had	gone	on	to	prepare	for	Miss	Emily's	coming,	or	to	give	her	a	
chance	to	get	rid	of	the	cousins.	(By	that	time	it	was	a	cabal,	and	we	were	all	Miss	Emily's	
allies	to	help	circumvent	the	cousins.)	Sure	enough,	after	another	week	they	departed.	
And,	as	we	had	expected	all	along,	within	three	days	Homer	Barron	was	back	in	town.	A	
neighbor	saw	the	Negro	man	admit	him	at	the	kitchen	door	at	dusk	one	evening.	
And	that	was	the	last	we	saw	of	Homer	Barron.	And	of	Miss	Emily	for	some	time.	The	
Negro	man	went	in	and	out	with	the	market	basket,	but	the	front	door	remained	closed.	
Now	and	then	we	would	see	her	at	a	window	for	a	moment,	as	the	men	did	that	night	
when	they	sprinkled	the	lime,	but	for	almost	six	months	she	did	not	appear	on	the	streets.	
Then	we	knew	that	this	was	to	be	expected	too;	as	if	that	quality	of	her	father	which	had	
thwarted	her	woman's	life	so	many	times	had	been	too	virulent	and	too	furious	to	die.	
When	we	next	saw	Miss	Emily,	she	had	grown	fat	and	her	hair	was	turning	gray.	During	the	
next	few	years	it	grew	grayer	and	grayer	until	it	attained	an	even	pepper-and-salt	
iron-gray,	when	it	ceased	turning.	Up	to	the	day	of	her	death	at	seventy-four	it	was	still	
that	vigorous	iron-gray,	like	the	hair	of	an	active	man.	
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From	that	time	on	her	front	door	remained	closed,	save	for	a	period	of	six	or	seven	years,	
when	she	was	about	forty,	during	which	she	gave	lessons	in	china-painting.	She	fitted	up	a	
studio	in	one	of	the	downstairs	rooms,	where	the	daughters	and	granddaughters	of	
Colonel	Sartoris'	contemporaries	were	sent	to	her	with	the	same	regularity	and	in	the	
same	spirit	that	they	were	sent	to	church	on	Sundays	with	a	twenty-five-cent	piece	for	the	
collection	plate.	Meanwhile	her	taxes	had	been	remitted.	
	
Then	the	newer	generation	became	the	backbone	and	the	spirit	of	the	town,	and	the	
painting	pupils	grew	up	and	fell	away	and	did	not	send	their	children	to	her	with	boxes	of	
color	and	tedious	brushes	and	pictures	cut	from	the	ladies'	magazines.	The	front	door	
closed	upon	the	last	one	and	remained	closed	for	good.	When	the	town	got	free	postal	
delivery,	Miss	Emily	alone	refused	to	let	them	fasten	the	metal	numbers	above	her	door	
and	attach	a	mailbox	to	it.	She	would	not	listen	to	them.	
	
Daily,	monthly,	yearly	we	watched	the	Negro	grow	grayer	and	more	stooped,	going	in	and	
out	with	the	market	basket.	Each	December	we	sent	her	a	tax	notice,	which	would	be	
returned	by	the	post	office	a	week	later,	unclaimed.	Now	and	then	we	would	see	her	in	
one	of	the	downstairs	windows--she	had	evidently	shut	up	the	top	floor	of	the	house--like	
the	carven	torso	of	an	idol	in	a	niche,	looking	or	not	looking	at	us,	we	could	never	tell	
which.	Thus	she	passed	from	generation	to	generation--dear,	inescapable,	impervious,	
tranquil,	and	perverse.	
	
And	so	she	died.	Fell	ill	in	the	house	filled	with	dust	and	shadows,	with	only	a	doddering	
Negro	man	to	wait	on	her.	We	did	not	even	know	she	was	sick;	we	had	long	since	given	up	
trying	to	get	any	information	from	the	Negro	
	
He	talked	to	no	one,	probably	not	even	to	her,	for	his	voice	had	grown	harsh	and	rusty,	as	
if	from	disuse.	
	
She	died	in	one	of	the	downstairs	rooms,	in	a	heavy	walnut	bed	with	a	curtain,	her	gray	
head	propped	on	a	pillow	yellow	and	moldy	with	age	and	lack	of	sunlight.	
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Part	V	
	
THE	NEGRO	met	the	first	of	the	ladies	at	the	front	door	and	let	them	in,	with	their	hushed,	
sibilant	voices	and	their	quick,	curious	glances,	and	then	he	disappeared.	He	walked	right	
through	the	house	and	out	the	back	and	was	not	seen	again.	
	
The	two	female	cousins	came	at	once.	They	held	the	funeral	on	the	second	day,	with	the	
town	coming	to	look	at	Miss	Emily	beneath	a	mass	of	bought	flowers,	with	the	crayon	face	
of	her	father	musing	profoundly	above	the	bier	and	the	ladies	sibilant	and	macabre;	and	
the	very	old	men	--some	in	their	brushed	Confederate	uniforms--on	the	porch	and	the	
lawn,	talking	of	Miss	Emily	as	if	she	had	been	a	contemporary	of	theirs,	believing	that	they	
had	danced	with	her	and	courted	her	perhaps,	confusing	time	with	its	mathematical	
progression,	as	the	old	do,	to	whom	all	the	past	is	not	a	diminishing	road	but,	instead,	a	
huge	meadow	which	no	winter	ever	quite	touches,	divided	from	them	now	by	the	narrow	
bottle-neck	of	the	most	recent	decade	of	years.	
	
Already	we	knew	that	there	was	one	room	in	that	region	above	stairs	which	no	one	had	
seen	in	forty	years,	and	which	would	have	to	be	forced.	They	waited	until	Miss	Emily	was	
decently	in	the	ground	before	they	opened	it.	
	
The	violence	of	breaking	down	the	door	seemed	to	fill	this	room	with	pervading	dust.	A	
thin,	acrid	pall	as	of	the	tomb	seemed	to	lie	everywhere	upon	this	room	decked	and	
furnished	as	for	a	bridal:	upon	the	valance	curtains	of	faded	rose	color,	upon	the	
rose-shaded	lights,	upon	the	dressing	table,	upon	the	delicate	array	of	crystal	and	the	
man's	toilet	things	backed	with	tarnished	silver,	silver	so	tarnished	that	the	monogram	
was	obscured.	Among	them	lay	a	collar	and	tie,	as	if	they	had	just	been	removed,	which,	
lifted,	left	upon	the	surface	a	pale	crescent	in	the	dust.	Upon	a	chair	hung	the	suit,	
carefully	folded;	beneath	it	the	two	mute	shoes	and	the	discarded	socks.	
	
The	man	himself	lay	in	the	bed.	
	
For	a	long	while	we	just	stood	there,	looking	down	at	the	profound	and	fleshless	grin.	The	
body	had	apparently	once	lain	in	the	attitude	of	an	embrace,	but	now	the	long	sleep	that	
outlasts	love,	that	conquers	even	the	grimace	of	love,	had	cuckolded	him.	What	was	left	of	
him,	rotted	beneath	what	was	left	of	the	nightshirt,	had	become	inextricable	from	the	bed	
in	which	he	lay;	and	upon	him	and	upon	the	pillow	beside	him	lay	that	even	coating	of	the	
patient	and	biding	dust.	
	
Then	we	noticed	that	in	the	second	pillow	was	the	indentation	of	a	head.	One	of	us	lifted	
something	from	it,	and	leaning	forward,	that	faint	and	invisible	dust	dry	and	acrid	in	the	
nostrils,	we	saw	a	long	strand	of	iron-gray	hair.	
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Discussing	and	Responding	to	Guiding	Questions	
	
You	will	use	the	following	focal	question	to	guide	small	group	discussions:	
	
How	do	Faulkner’s	structural	choices	in	his	short	story,	“A	Rose	for	Emily”,	contribute	to 
the	development	of	the	complexity	of	Emily’s	situation	and	the	reader’s	interpretation 
of	the	story	as	a	whole? 
	
You	will	discuss	and	respond	to	at	least	one	of	the	questions	below	in	your	group.	You	will	
also	jot	down	notes	from	the	group	discussion	and	prepare	to	share	your	responses	via	a	
“Speed-Dating”	activity.	
	

	 Qs/My	Group	
Response	

Responses	from	
“Speed-Dating”	

New	/Revised	
Response	

Qa:	Why	does	Faulkner	
arrange	the	events	in	“A	
Rose	for	Emily”	in	a	
disorderly	chronology?	
How	does	it	reveal	his	
complex	feelings	
toward	the	protagonist,	
Emily	Grierson?	

	
	
	
	
	

	 	

Qb:	How	is	Emily’s	
secretive	romantic	life	
related	to	her	character	
development,	conflict,	
thematic	ideas?	How	
does	the	nonlinear	
structure	complicate	
her	situation?		

	
	
	
	

	 	

Qc:	How	does	the	
nonlinear	plot	structure	
affect	a	reader’s	
experience	and	
contribute	to	the	
overall	meaning?	
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Qd:	When	and	where	is	
the	secret	revealed?	
How	does	this	
arrangement	speak	to	
Faulkner’s	portrayal	of	
the	main	character,	
Emily	and	his	attitude	
toward	her?	

	
	

	 	

Qe:	If	the	events	were	
told	in	a	chronological	
manner,	what	changes	
or	effects	would	the	
orderly	sequence	bring?	
Why?	

	 	 	

	
	

	

Speed-Dating	to	share	responses	
	
After	having	sufficient	time	to	discuss	and	jot	down	your	notes	of	each	question,	you	will	
share	your	response	to	the	assigned	question	with	students	from	other	groups	through	a	
speed-dating	activity	until	you	have	received	notes	for	all	five	questions.	You	will	use	the	
notes	to	construct	a	thesis	statement	based	on	an	FRQ3	prompt	
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Assessment	
Read	the	following	FRQ	3	prompt	and	develop	a	thesis	statement.	In	the	AP	Lit		exam,	you	
will	be	required	to	use	a	full	length	text	to	support	your	thesis;	but	we	will	practice	with	“A	
Rose	for	Emily	“to	build	our	thesis	development	skills.	
	
The	19	th		century	German	philosopher	Arthur	Schopenhauer	writes:	“If	I	maintain	my	silence	
about	my	secret	it	is	my	prisoner...if	I	let	it	slip	from	my	tongue,	I	am	ITS	prisoner.”	Select	a	
work	of	fiction	in	which	a	character	keeps	his	or	her	secret	“a	prisoner”.	Then	write	an	
essay	in	which	you	analyze	how	the	character’s	silence	about	his	or	her	secret	and	its	
consequences	contribute	to	an	interpretation	of	the	work	as	a	whole.	Explain	how	the	
author’s	structural	choices	help	portray	the	secret	and	its	consequences.	
	
Do	not	merely	summarize	the	plot.	In	your	response	you	should	do	the	following:		

● Respond	to	the	prompt	with	a	thesis	that	presents	an	interpretation	and	may	
establish	a	line	of	reasoning.		

● Select	and	use	evidence	to	develop	and	support	your	line	of	reasoning.		
● Explain	the	relationship	between	the	evidence	and	your	thesis.		
● Use	appropriate	grammar	and	punctuation	in	communicating	your	argument	

	
Step	1:		Deconstruct	the	prompt	

1. What’s	the	subject	(abstract	idea)	in	the	prompt?	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

2. What	concrete	evidence	helps	reveal	the	subject	(abstract	idea)?		
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3. What’s	the	author’s	claim	about	the	subject?	
	

	
	

	
	

 
 
Step	2:		Develop	a	thesis	statement	in	your	small	group	(refer	to	the	template	below	if	
needed)	using	the	checklist	as	your	guidelines:	
	

1. ____________		Did	you	mention	the	title	and	author’s	name?	
	

2. ____________		Did	you	describe	a	specific	type	of	structural	choice?	
	

3. ____________		Did	you	describe	the	nature	of	secret?	
	

4. ____________		Did	you	describe	the	consequence	of	the	secret?	
	

5. ___________		Did	you	infer	the	author’s	claim	about	the	relationship	between	the	
purpose	of	the	secret	and	portrayal	of	the	character?		
	

6. ____________		Did	you	use	a	Marker	Verb	to	make	your	thesis	statement	clear?	

 
Here	is	an	example:	

In	the	short	story,	“	A	Rose	for	Emily”,	the	author	uses	an		anachronistic	narration	of	
the	events		to	delay	the	revealing	of	an	unsavory	secret	that	Emily	has	kept	till	her	
death,	the	murdering	of	her	lover,	Barron.	By	keeping	the	secret,	the	climactic	
event,	till	the	end,	Falkner	seems	to	acknowledge,	in	a	patriarchal	society,	for	a	
socially	subjugated	woman,	keeping	secret	no	matter	how	self-destructive	it	may	
be	is	necessary	and	courageous	since	it	represents	her	strengths	to	fight	against	
restrictive	social	conversations	and	beliefs.		

	
Your	thesis	statement: 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
. 
 

Copyright	©	2019	National	Math	+	Science	Initiative,	Dallas,	Texas.	All	rights	reserved.	Visit	us	online	at	www.nms.org.	AP*	is	a	trademark	of	the	College	Entrance	Examination	Board.	The	
College	Entrance	Examination	Board	was	not	involved	in	the	production	of	this	material.	Used	with	permission.	

26



	 	 			AP	®		Literature	
	

Step	3:		Copy	the	best	version	of	the	group	thesis	statement	on	a	chart	paper	.	
	
Step	4:		Gallery	Walk		
	

Thesis	Frame	Sentence	
	
In		___________________________________	,		__________________________	

(title	of	work)	 (author’s	last	name)		
	
uses		___________________________________________________		to	describe		

(a	type	of	structural	choices)	
	
__________________________	,	through	which		__________________________	 	

(subject)	 (author’s	last	name)	
	
_______________________________________________________________	

(marker	verb	1:	reveal,	explore,	empower,	portray,	convey,	suggest,	express)		
	
_______________________________________________________________	

(author’s	claim	about	the	subject,	which	will	be	proven	in	the	body	paragraphs).	
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A Rose for Emily

by William Faulkner

I

WHEN MISS Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men through a 
sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of curiosity to see the 
inside of her house, which no one save an old man-servant--a combined gardener and cook--had 
seen in at least ten years.

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated with cupolas and 
spires and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the seventies, set on what had 
once been our most select street. But garages and cotton gins had encroached and obliterated 
even the august names of that neighborhood; only Miss Emily's house was left, lifting its 
stubborn and coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps-an eyesore 
among eyesores. And now Miss Emily had gone to join the representatives of those august 
names where they lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous graves 
of Union and Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson.

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary obligation 
upon the town, dating from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor--he who fathered 
the edict that no Negro woman should appear on the streets without an apron-remitted her 
taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of her father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily 
would have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss 
Emily's father had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, preferred 
this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris' generation and thought could have invented 
it, and only a woman could have believed it.

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and aldermen, 
this arrangement created some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax 
notice. February came, and there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking her to call 
at the sheriff's office at her convenience. A week later the mayor wrote her himself, offering to 
call or to send his car for her, and received in reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, 
flowing calligraphy in faded ink, to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax notice 
was also enclosed, without comment.

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputation waited upon her, 
knocked at the door through which no visitor had passed since she ceased giving china-painting 
lessons eight or ten years earlier. They were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from 
which a stairway mounted into still more shadow. It smelled of dust and disuse--a close, dank 
smell. The Negro led them into the parlor. It was furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. 
When the Negro opened the blinds of one window, they could see that the leather was cracked; 
and when they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, spinning with slow motes 
in the single sun-ray. On a tarnished gilt easel before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss 
Emily's father.

They rose when she entered--a small, fat woman in black, with a thin gold chain 
descending to her waist and vanishing into her belt, leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished 



gold head. Her skeleton was small and spare; perhaps that was why what would have been 
merely plumpness in another was obesity in her. She looked bloated, like a body long submerged 
in motionless water, and of that pallid hue. Her eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked 
like two small pieces of coal pressed into a lump of dough as they moved from one face to 
another while the visitors stated their errand.

She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened quietly until the 
spokesman came to a stumbling halt. Then they could hear the invisible watch ticking at the end 
of the gold chain.

Her voice was dry and cold. "I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris explained it to 
me. Perhaps one of you can gain access to the city records and satisfy yourselves."

"But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn't you get a notice from the 
sheriff, signed by him?"

"I received a paper, yes," Miss Emily said. "Perhaps he considers himself the sheriff . . . I 
have no taxes in Jefferson."

"But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see We must go by the--"

"See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson."

"But, Miss Emily--"

"See Colonel Sartoris." (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.) "I have no taxes 
in Jefferson. Tobe!" The Negro appeared. "Show these gentlemen out."

II

SO SHE vanquished them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished their fathers thirty 
years before about the smell.

That was two years after her father's death and a short time after her sweetheart--the one 
we believed would marry her --had deserted her. After her father's death she went out very little; 
after her sweetheart went away, people hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the 
temerity to call, but were not received, and the only sign of life about the place was the Negro 
man--a young man then--going in and out with a market basket.

"Just as if a man--any man--could keep a kitchen properly, "the ladies said; so they were 
not surprised when the smell developed. It was another link between the gross, teeming world 
and the high and mighty Griersons.

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty years old.

"But what will you have me do about it, madam?" he said.

"Why, send her word to stop it," the woman said. "Isn't there a law? "

"I'm sure that won't be necessary," Judge Stevens said. "It's probably just a snake or a rat 
that man of hers killed in the yard. I'll speak to him about it."



The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who came in diffident 
deprecation. "We really must do something about it, Judge. I'd be the last one in the world to 
bother Miss Emily, but we've got to do something." That night the Board of Aldermen met--three 
graybeards and one younger man, a member of the rising generation.

"It's simple enough," he said. "Send her word to have her place cleaned up. Give her a 
certain time to do it in, and if she don't. .."

"Dammit, sir," Judge Stevens said, "will you accuse a lady to her face of smelling bad?"

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily's lawn and slunk about the 
house like burglars, sniffing along the base of the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one 
of them performed a regular sowing motion with his hand out of a sack slung from his shoulder. 
They broke open the cellar door and sprinkled lime there, and in all the outbuildings. As they 
recrossed the lawn, a window that had been dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light 
behind her, and her upright torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept quietly across the 
lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that lined the street. After a week or two the smell went 
away.

That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People in our town, 
remembering how old lady Wyatt, her great-aunt, had gone completely crazy at last, believed 
that the Griersons held themselves a little too high for what they really were. None of the young 
men were quite good enough for Miss Emily and such. We had long thought of them as a tableau, 
Miss Emily a slender figure in white in the background, her father a spraddled silhouette in the 
foreground, his back to her and clutching a horsewhip, the two of them framed by the back-flung 
front door. So when she got to be thirty and was still single, we were not pleased exactly, but 
vindicated; even with insanity in the family she wouldn't have turned down all of her chances if 
they had really materialized.

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was left to her; and in a way, 
people were glad. At last they could pity Miss Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had 
become humanized. Now she too would know the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more 
or less.

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and offer condolence 
and aid, as is our custom Miss Emily met them at the door, dressed as usual and with no trace of 
grief on her face. She told them that her father was not dead. She did that for three days, with 
the ministers calling on her, and the doctors, trying to persuade her to let them dispose of the 
body. Just as they were about to resort to law and force, she broke down, and they buried her 
father quickly.

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. We remembered all 
the young men her father had driven away, and we knew that with nothing left, she would have 
to cling to that which had robbed her, as people will.

III

SHE WAS SICK for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short, making her 
look like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those angels in colored church windows--sort of 
tragic and serene.



The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in the summer after her 
father's death they began the work. The construction company came with riggers and mules and 
machinery, and a foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee--a big, dark, ready man, with a big 
voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys would follow in groups to hear him cuss the 
riggers, and the riggers singing in time to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew 
everybody in town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the square, Homer 
Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently we began to see him and Miss Emily on 
Sunday afternoons driving in the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the 
livery stable.

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the ladies all said, 
"Of course a Grierson would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer." But there were 
still others, older people, who said that even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse 
oblige- -without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, "Poor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come to 
her." She had some kin in Alabama; but years ago her father had fallen out with them over the 
estate of old lady Wyatt, the crazy woman, and there was no communication between the two 
families. They had not even been represented at the funeral.

And as soon as the old people said, "Poor Emily," the whispering began. "Do you suppose 
it's really so?" they said to one another. "Of course it is. What else could . . ." This behind their 
hands; rustling of craned silk and satin behind jalousies closed upon the sun of Sunday afternoon 
as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop of the matched team passed: "Poor Emily."

She carried her head high enough--even when we believed that she was fallen. It was as if 
she demanded more than ever the recognition of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had 
wanted that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness. Like when she bought the rat 
poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had begun to say "Poor Emily," and while the 
two female cousins were visiting her.

"I want some poison," she said to the druggist. She was over thirty then, still a slight 
woman, though thinner than usual, with cold, haughty black eyes in a face the flesh of which was 
strained across the temples and about the eyesockets as you imagine a lighthouse-keeper's face 
ought to look. "I want some poison," she said.

"Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I'd recom--"

"I want the best you have. I don't care what kind."

The druggist named several. "They'll kill anything up to an elephant. But what you want 
is--"

"Arsenic," Miss Emily said. "Is that a good one?"

"Is . . . arsenic? Yes, ma'am. But what you want--"

"I want arsenic."

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face like a strained 
flag. "Why, of course," the druggist said. "If that's what you want. But the law requires you to tell 
what you are going to use it for."



Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look him eye for eye, until he 
looked away and went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought 
her the package; the druggist didn't come back. When she opened the package at home there 
was written on the box, under the skull and bones: "For rats."

IV

SO THE NEXT day we all said, "She will kill herself"; and we said it would be the best thing. 
When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, "She will marry him." Then 
we said, "She will persuade him yet," because Homer himself had remarked--he liked men, and it 
was known that he drank with the younger men in the Elks' Club--that he was not a marrying 
man. Later we said, "Poor Emily" behind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the 
glittering buggy, Miss Emily with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked and a cigar 
in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove.

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a bad 
example to the young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the 
Baptist minister--Miss Emily's people were Episcopal-- to call upon her. He would never divulge 
what happened during that interview, but he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they 
again drove about the streets, and the following day the minister's wife wrote to Miss Emily's 
relations in Alabama.

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch developments. At first 
nothing happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss Emily 
had been to the jeweler's and ordered a man's toilet set in silver, with the letters H. B. on each 
piece. Two days later we learned that she had bought a complete outfit of men's clothing, 
including a nightshirt, and we said, "They are married." We were really glad. We were glad 
because the two female cousins were even more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been.

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron--the streets had been finished some time 
since--was gone. We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we 
believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily's coming, or to give her a chance to get 
rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal, and we were all Miss Emily's allies to help 
circumvent the cousins.) Sure enough, after another week they departed. And, as we had 
expected all along, within three days Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro 
man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening.

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time. The 
Negro man went in and out with the market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and 
then we would see her at a window for a moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled 
the lime, but for almost six months she did not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this 
was to be expected too; as if that quality of her father which had thwarted her woman's life so 
many times had been too virulent and too furious to die.

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was turning gray. During the 
next few years it grew grayer and grayer until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, 
when it ceased turning. Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous iron-
gray, like the hair of an active man.



From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or seven years, 
when she was about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio 
in one of the downstairs rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris' 
contemporaries were sent to her with the same regularity and in the same spirit that they were 
sent to church on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate. Meanwhile her 
taxes had been remitted.

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the 
painting pupils grew up and fell away and did not send their children to her with boxes of color 
and tedious brushes and pictures cut from the ladies' magazines. The front door closed upon the 
last one and remained closed for good. When the town got free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone 
refused to let them fasten the metal numbers above her door and attach a mailbox to it. She 
would not listen to them.

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped, going in and 
out with the market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would be returned 
by the post office a week later, unclaimed. Now and then we would see her in one of the 
downstairs windows--she had evidently shut up the top floor of the house--like the carven torso 
of an idol in a niche, looking or not looking at us, we could never tell which. Thus she passed 
from generation to generation--dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse.

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering 
Negro man to wait on her. We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given up trying 
to get any information from the Negro

He talked to no one, probably not even to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as 
if from disuse.

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain, her gray 
head propped on a pillow yellow and moldy with age and lack of sunlight.

V

THE NEGRO met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed, 
sibilant voices and their quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He walked right 
through the house and out the back and was not seen again.

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with the 
town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her 
father musing profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre; and the very old 
men --some in their brushed Confederate uniforms--on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss 
Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and 
courted her perhaps, confusing time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom 
all the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite 
touches, divided from them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years.

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had 
seen in forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was 
decently in the ground before they opened it.



The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading dust. A 
thin, acrid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as 
for a bridal: upon the valance curtains of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the 
dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the man's toilet things backed with 
tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar 
and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in 
the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the 
discarded socks.

The man himself lay in the bed.

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin. The 
body had apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts 
love, that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him, rotted 
beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable from the bed in which he lay; 
and upon him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating of the patient and biding 
dust.

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us lifted 
something from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, 
we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair.

-END-

 



Writing Practice  
 
Read the following FRQ 3 prompt and develop a thesis statement. In the AP Lit exam, you 
will be required to use a full length text (a novel, epic, or play) to support your thesis, but we will 
practice with “A Rose for Emily” to build our writing development skills. 
 
The 19th century German philosopher Arthur Schopenhauer writes: “If I maintain my silence 
about my secret it is my prisoner...if I let it slip from my tongue, I am its prisoner.” Select a 
work of fiction in which a character keeps his or her secret “a prisoner”. Then write an 
essay in which you analyze how the character’s silence about his or her secret and its 
consequences contribute to an interpretation of the work as a whole. Explain how the 
author’s structural choices help portray the secret and its consequences. 
Do not merely summarize the plot.  
 
 
In your response you should do the following: 
● Respond to the prompt with a thesis that presents an interpretation and may 
establish a line of reasoning. 
● Select and use evidence to develop and support your line of reasoning. 
● Explain the relationship between the evidence and your thesis. 
● Use appropriate grammar and punctuation in communicating your argument 
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Function	of	the	Speaker	in	Poetry	
	
Objective:		I	can	identify	the	speaker	in	a	poem.	I	can	identify	how	what	the	speaker	
chooses	to	say	affects	my	reading	and	interpretation	of	the	poem.	I	can	outline	a	response	
to	a	prompt	based	on	a	poem.	 	
	
Hook	Activity:	
References	to	“spirit	animals”	are	common	in	today’s	society.	The	idea	of	a	spirit	animal	
comes	from	multiple	cultural	traditions	where	each	person	has	a	guide	or	teacher	in	the	
form	of	an	animal	who	shares	the	same	characteristics	and	traits	as	the	individual	person.	
It	is	also	sometimes	used	as	a	metaphor	for	someone’s	personality	or	attitude.	
	

1. If	you	could	choose	your	spirit	animal	for	today,	what	would	it	be?	Why?	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

2. How	can	the	choice	of	a	spirit	animal	reflect	both	one’s	strengths	and	one’s	
vulnerabilities?		
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

In	the	poem	we	will	be	reading	today,	the	speaker	chooses	to	identify	himself	with	a	
caged	bird.	Without	reading	the	poem,	what	does	this	choice	of	a	“spirit	animal”	tell	us	
about	the	speaker?	What	kinds	of	poetic	devices	would	you	expect	the	poet	to	use?	
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Mini	Lesson:	
As	you	read	along	with	the	poem,	identify	a	line,	phrase		and		word	that	you	think	best	
capture	the	theme	of	the	poem.	Think	about	which	ideas	are	repeated,	or	which	ideas	hit	
you	with	the	most	impact	when	hearing	the	poem.	It	is	okay	if	your	word	appears	in	the	
sentence	and	phrase.	Use	line	numbers	to	cite	your	choices,	and	be	prepared	to	share	your	
reasons	for	your	choices	with	the	group.	
	
Sympathy	
By	Paul	Laurence	Dunbar	
	
1 I	know	what	the	caged	bird	feels,	alas!		

When	the	sun	is	bright	on	the	upland	slopes;		
When	the	wind	stirs	soft	through	the	springing	grass,		
And	the	river	flows	like	a	stream	of	glass;		

5 When	the	first	bird	sings	and	the	first	bud	opes, 	
And	the	faint	perfume	from	its	chalice	steals	—	
I	know	what	the	caged	bird	feels!		

	
I	know	why	the	caged	bird	beats	his	wing		
Till	its	blood	is	red	on	the	cruel	bars;		

10 For	he	must	fly	back	to	his	perch	and	cling	 	
When	he	fain	would	be	on	the	bough	a-swing;		
And	a	pain	still	throbs	in	the	old,	old	scars		
And	they	pulse	again	with	a	keener	sting	—		
I	know	why	he	beats	his	wing!		

	
15 I	know	why	the	caged	bird	sings,	ah	me,	 	

When	his	wing	is	bruised	and	his	bosom	sore,	—		
When	he	beats	his	bars	and	he	would	be	free;		
It	is	not	a	carol	of	joy	or	glee,		
But	a	prayer	that	he	sends	from	his	heart’s	deep	core,		

20 But	a	plea,	that	upward	to	Heaven	he	flings	—	 	
I	know	why	the	caged	bird	sings!		

	
	
Published	in	1893,	this	poem	is	in	the	public	domain. 
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Line:	
	
	
Phrase:	
	
	
Word:	
	
	
Guided	Application:	
Each	reader’s	interpretation	of	the	text	is	going	to	be	shaped	by	the	objective	parts	of	the	
poem,	including	religious	imagery,	figurative	language,	the	stanzas	and	other	structural	
elements.	But	each	reader	is	also	influenced	by	personal	experiences,	cultural	background	
and	other	individual	lenses	we	all	have.	Bring	these	pieces	into	the	conversation	to	the	
extent	to	which	you	are	comfortable	sharing.	Literature	is	most	meaningful	when	we	
engage	with	our	hearts	and	not	just	our	heads.	What	connections	can	you	make	to	the	
poem?	What	are	those	based	on?	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
How	does	the	speaker’s	choice	of	detail	and	diction	influence	your	perception	of	the	text?	
Specifically,	how	do	these	lines,	phrases	and	words	make	the	poem	powerful	or	
meaningful	to	you?		If	you	are	having	trouble	with	this	section,	use	a	graphic	organizer	from	the 
end	of	the	packet	to	help	you	process	the	poem.	If	you	don’t	have	much	experience	with	poetry, 
use	Organizer	1.	If	you	have	some	familiarity	with	poetry	but	still	want	more	support,	use 
Organizer	2.	If	you	feel	confident	in	your	analysis	of	poetry,	annotate	the	poetic	devices	you	see 
on	the	poem	itself.   
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Once	your	group	has	shared,	think	about	how	this	poem	is	relevant	today.	Although	
Dunbar	wrote	“Sympathy”	in	1893,	the	poem	remains	meaningful	to	us.	How	are	these	
issues	still	coming	up	in	today’s	society?	Whom	might	we	expect	to	write	this	poem	
today?		
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Now,	let’s	apply	this	to	an	AP	®	-style	prompt.	Using	the	lines,	phrases	and	words	you’ve	
identified,	as	well	as	the	elements	of	the	poem,	outline	a	response	to	this	prompt:	
carefully	read	“Sympathy”	by	Paul	Laurence	Dunbar,	first	published	in	1893.	Then,	write	an	
essay	in	which	you	analyze	how	the	speaker	describes	the	bird	and	what	that	description	
reveals	about	the	speaker.	You	may	wish	to	consider	poetic	elements	such	as	imagery,	
figurative	language	and	tone.	
	
Thesis	statement:	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Evidence	from	poem	that	supports	thesis	statement:	
	

1. 	

2. 	

3. 	

	
Explanation	of		how		each	piece	of	evidence	supports	thesis	statement:	
	

1. 	

2. 	

3. 	
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If	you	finish	early,	use	the	AP	®		Thesis	Rubric	to	score	your	work:	
	

0	points	 1	point	

For	any	of	the	following:	
● There	is	no	defensible	thesis.		
● The	intended	thesis	only	restates	

the	prompt.		
● The	intended	thesis	provides	a	

summary	of	the	issue	with	no	
apparent	or	coherent	claim.		

● There	is	a	thesis,	but	it	does	not	
respond	to	the	prompt.	

Responds	to	the	prompt	with	a	defensible	
thesis	that	presents	an	interpretation	and	
may	establish	a	line	of	reasoning.	

Responses	that	do	not	earn	this	point:	
● The	intended	thesis	only	restates	

the	prompt.		
● The	intended	thesis	is	only	a	

generalized	comment	about	the	
poem	that	doesn’t	respond	to	the	
prompt.		

● The	intended	thesis	simply	
describes	the	poem	or	features	of	
the	poem	rather	than	making	a	
claim	that	requires	a	defense.		

Responses	that	earn	this	point:		
The	thesis	takes	a	position	on/provides	a	
defensible	interpretation	in	response	to	
the	prompt.		

	
Closing/Reflection	

● Remember	that	all	poetry	is	meant	to	tell	a	story	about	the	speaker.	Paying	
attention	to	repeated	or	especially	powerful	words	and	phrases	helps	us	understand	
what	the	speaker	is	trying	to	tell	us.		

● Speakers	in	poems	also	use	metaphors,	like	spirit	animals,	and	other	figurative	
language	to	give	us	information	about	what’s	important	to	them	and	how	they	see	
themselves.	All	of	these	details	help	build	the	theme	and	meaning	of	the	poem.		

● Your	experiences	also	influence	you	as	a	reader,	and	that’s	a	good	thing!	It	can	help	
you	understand	a	poem	better	if	you	put	yourself	in	the	metaphorical	shoes	of	the	
speaker	and	try	to	identify	what	kind	of	situation	would	make	you	want	to	express	
yourself	the	way	they	are	doing.	 	

● Use	the	attached	Poetry	Analysis	Think	Sheet	to	help	you	identify	these	parts	of	
poems	until	it	becomes	more	automatic	for	you.		
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Graphic	Organizer	1	
	

Sympathy	
By	Paul	Laurence	Dunbar	
	
I	know	what	the	caged	bird	feels,	alas!		
When	the	sun	is	bright	on	the	upland	slopes;		
When	the	wind	stirs	soft	through	the	springing	grass,		
And	the	river	flows	like	a	stream	of	glass;		
When	the	first	bird	sings	and	the	first	bud	opes,		
And	the	faint	perfume	from	its	chalice	steals	—	
I	know	what	the	caged	bird	feels!		
	

Tension	or	shifts	in	this	stanza: 
Overall	tone	and	words	or	phrases	that	convey	it: 
Figurative	language	and	function: 

	
I	know	why	the	caged	bird	beats	his	wing		
Till	its	blood	is	red	on	the	cruel	bars;		
For	he	must	fly	back	to	his	perch	and	cling		
When	he	fain	would	be	on	the	bough	a-swing;		
And	a	pain	still	throbs	in	the	old,	old	scars		
And	they	pulse	again	with	a	keener	sting	—		
I	know	why	he	beats	his	wing!		
	

Tension	or	shifts	in	this	stanza: 
Overall	tone	and	words	or	phrases	that	convey	it: 
Figurative	language	and	function: 

	
	
I	know	why	the	caged	bird	sings,	ah	me,		
When	his	wing	is	bruised	and	his	bosom	sore,	—		
When	he	beats	his	bars	and	he	would	be	free;		
It	is	not	a	carol	of	joy	or	glee,		
But	a	prayer	that	he	sends	from	his	heart’s	deep	core,		
But	a	plea,	that	upward	to	Heaven	he	flings	—		
I	know	why	the	caged	bird	sings!		
	

Tension	or	shifts	in	this	stanza: 
Overall	tone	and	words	or	phrases	that	convey	it: 
Figurative	language	and	function: 

	
	
Continued	on	the	next	page 
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Overall	shift	from	the	first	stanza	to	the	third		—		how	do	the	bird’s	actions	change?  
 
Tone	of	the	last	stanza	compared	to	the	first		—		how	does	it	change?	What	words	show 
the	change? 
 
Controlling	image	of	the	poem	and	function		—		how	do	the	changes	in	the	bird	and	in 
the	words	give	a	larger	meaning? 
 
What	is	the	larger	message		—		what	does	the	speaker	want	the	reader	to	know	about 
both	him	and	the	bird? 
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Graphic	Organizer	2	
	
Sympathy	
By	Paul	Laurence	Dunbar	
	
I	know	what	the	caged	bird	feels,	alas!		
When	the	sun	is	bright	on	the	upland	slopes;		
When	the	wind	stirs	soft	through	the	springing	grass,		
And	the	river	flows	like	a	stream	of	glass;		
When	the	first	bird	sings	and	the	first	bud	opes,		
And	the	faint	perfume	from	its	chalice	steals	—	
I	know	what	the	caged	bird	feels!		
	

What	do	the	descriptions	of	the	sun,	wind,	river	and	flowers	have	in	common?  
What	does	the	speaker	“know”	about	how	the	bird	feels?	How	do		you		assume	the 
bird	feels? 

	
I	know	why	the	caged	bird	beats	his	wing		
Till	its	blood	is	red	on	the	cruel	bars;		
For	he	must	fly	back	to	his	perch	and	cling		
When	he	fain	would	be	on	the	bough	a-swing;		
And	a	pain	still	throbs	in	the	old,	old	scars		
And	they	pulse	again	with	a	keener	sting	—		
I	know	why	he	beats	his	wing!		
	

What	is	the	focus	of	this	stanza?	How	is	it	different	from	the	first	one?	How	does 
the	choice	of	language	make	you	feel?	Why	would	the	speaker	want	you	to	feel 
that	way? 

	
I	know	why	the	caged	bird	sings,	ah	me,		
When	his	wing	is	bruised	and	his	bosom	sore,	—		
When	he	beats	his	bars	and	he	would	be	free;		
It	is	not	a	carol	of	joy	or	glee,		
But	a	prayer	that	he	sends	from	his	heart’s	deep	core,		
But	a	plea,	that	upward	to	Heaven	he	flings	—		
I	know	why	the	caged	bird	sings!		
	

How	does	this	stanza	address	both	the	focus	on	external	things	in	Stanza	1	and 
the	focus	on	internal	things	in	Stanza	2?	How	does	this	stanza	put	the	bird’s 
actions	into	a	different	perspective?	What	is	the	overall	effect	of	ending	the	poem 
with	a	prayer	and	a	plea	sent	upward? 
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Poetry	Analysis	Think	Sheet	
	

Assigned	Poem:  Author: 

	
General	Understanding:	

	

Consider	the	author’s	craft	and	how	it	contributes	to	overall	meaning.	

	

Figurative	Language	 Effect	

	 	

	

Write	a	statement	that	discusses	the	impact	of	the	figurative	language	on	the	overall	
meaning	of	the	poem:	
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Details	/	Images	 Effect	

	 	

	
Write	a	statement	that	discusses	the	impact	of	the	imagery	on	the	overall	meaning	of	the	
poem:	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Consider	the	author’s	word	choice	and	how	it	contributes	to	the	poem’s	overall	meaning.	
	

Words	With	Positive	Connotation	 Words	With	Negative	Connotation	

	 	

Describe	the	tone	of	the	poem.	
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Write	a	statement	that	discusses	how	the	author’s	word	choice	contributes	to	the	poem’s	
tone.		Note:	there	can	be	more	than	one	tone	associated	with	a	poem. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
Big	Ideas	and	Universal	Understanding	
	

Thematic	Ideas	Presented	in	the	Poem	 Evidence	to	Support	Thematic	Ideas	

	 	

	
Generate	a	statement	below	that	encompasses	the	poem’s	theme:	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	
Consider	the	overall	message	of	the	poem.	How	does	this	poem	allow	the	reader	to	better	
understand	the	human	condition?	
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Kate Chopin’s “The Story of an Hour” originally published 1894.

The Story of an Hour

Kate Chopin

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break

to her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in

half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been

in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently

Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He had only taken the time to assure himself of its

truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in

bearing the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to

accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms.

When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no

one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank,

pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with

the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was

crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly,

and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and

piled one above the other in the west facing her window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except

when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep

continues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain

strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on

one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a

suspension of intelligent thought.
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There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She

did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky,

reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that

was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will—as powerless

as her two white slender hands would have been.

When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She

said it over and over under her breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look of terror

that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and

the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and

exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.

She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death;

the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw

beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her

absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.

There would be no one to live for her during those coming years; she would live for herself.

There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and

women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind

intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief

moment of illumination.

And yet she had loved him—sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could

love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the face of this possession of self-assertion which she

suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!

"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for

admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door—you will make yourself ill. What are

you doing, Louise? For heaven's sake open the door."

"Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through

that open window.
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Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days,

and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long.

It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long.

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a feverish

triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped

her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the

bottom.

Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a

little travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the

scene of the accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine's

piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.

But Richards was too late.

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease—of joy that kills. 
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A good man is hard to find 

(The Avon Book of Modern Writing, 1953) 
 
THE grandmother didn’t want to go to Florida. She wanted to visit some of her 

connections in east Tennessee and she was seizing at every chance to change Bailey’s 
mind. Bailey was the son she lived with, her only boy. He was sitting on the edge of his 
chair at the table, bent over the orange sports section of the Journal. “Now look here, 
Bailey,” she said, “see here, read this,” and she stood with one hand on her thin hip 
and the other rattling the newspaper at his bald head. “Here this fellow that calls 
himself The Misfit is aloose from the Federal Pen and headed toward Florida and you 
read here what it says he did to these people. Just you read it. I wouldn’t take my 
children in any direction with a criminal like that aloose in it. I couldn’t answer to my 
conscience if I did.” 

Bailey didn’t look up from his reading so she wheeled around then and faced the 
children’s mother, a young woman in slacks, whose face was as broad and innocent as 
a cabbage and was tied around with a green head-kerchief that had two points on the 
top like rabbit’s ears. She was sitting on the sofa, feeding the baby his apricots out of a 
jar. “The children have been to Florida before,” the old lady said. “You all ought to take 
them somewhere else for a change so they would see different parts of the world and 
be broad. They never have been to east Tennessee.” 

The children’s mother didn’t seem to hear her but the eight-year-old boy, John 
Wesley, a stocky child with glasses, said, “If you don’t want to go to Florida, why 
dontcha stay at home?” He and the little girl, June Star, were reading the funny papers 
on the floor. 

“She wouldn’t stay at home to be queen for a day,” June Star said without raising 
her yellow head. 

“Yes and what would you do if this fellow, The Misfit, caught you?” the 
grandmother asked. 

“I’d smack his face,” John Wesley said. 
“She wouldn’t stay at home for a million bucks,” June Star said. “Afraid she’d miss 

something. She has to go everywhere we go.” 
“All right, Miss,” the grandmother said. “Just remember that the next time you 

want me to curl your hair.” 
June Star said her hair was naturally curly. 
The next morning the grandmother was the first one in the car, ready to go. She 

had her big black valise that looked like the head of a hippopotamus in one corner, 
and underneath it she was hiding a basket with Pitty Sing, the cat, in it. She didn’t 
intend for the cat to be left alone in the house for three days because he would miss 
her too much and she was afraid he might brush against one of the gas burners and 



accidentally asphyxiate himself. Her son, Bailey, didn’t like to arrive at a motel with a 
cat. 

She sat in the middle of the back seat with John Wesley and June Star on either 
side of her. Bailey and the children’s mother and the baby sat in front and they left 
Atlanta at eight forty-five with the mileage on the car at 55890. The grandmother 
wrote this down because she thought it would be interesting to say how many miles 
they had been when they got back. It took them twenty minutes to reach the 
outskirts of the city. 

The old lady settled herself comfortably, removing her white cotton gloves and 
putting them up with her purse on the shelf in front of the back window. The 
children’s mother still had on slacks and still had her head tied up in a green kerchief, 
but the grandmother had on a navy blue straw sailor hat with a bunch of white violets 
on the brim and a navy blue dress with a small white dot in the print. Her collars and 
cuffs were white organdy trimmed with lace and at her neckline she had pinned a 
purple spray of cloth violets containing a sachet. In case of an accident, anyone seeing 
her dead on the highway would know at once that she was a lady. 

She said she thought it was going to be a good day for driving, neither too hot nor 
too cold, and she cautioned Bailey that the speed limit was fifty-five miles an hour 
and that the patrolmen hid themselves behind billboards and small clumps of trees 
and sped out after you before you had a chance to slow down. She pointed out 
interesting details of the scenery: Stone Mountain; the blue granite that in some 
places came up to both sides of the highway; the brilliant red clay banks slightly 
streaked with purple; and the various crops that made rows of green lace-work on 
the ground. The trees were full of silver-white sunlight and the meanest of them 
sparkled. The children were reading comic magazines and their mother had gone 
back to sleep. 

“Let’s go through Georgia fast so we won’t have to look at it much,” John Wesley 
said. 

“If I were a little boy,” said the grandmother, “I wouldn’t talk about my native state 
that way. Tennessee has the mountains and Georgia has the hills.” 

“Tennessee is just a hillbilly dumping ground,” John Wesley said, “and Georgia is a 
lousy state too.” 

“You said it,” June Star said. 
“In my time,” said the grandmother, folding her thin veined fingers, “children were 

more respectful of their native states and their parents and everything else. People 
did right then. Oh look at the cute little pickaninny!” she said and pointed to a Negro 
child standing in the door of a shack. “Wouldn’t that make a picture, now?” she asked 
and they all turned and looked at the little Negro out of the back window. He waved. 

“He didn’t have any britches on,” June Star said. 
“He probably didn’t have any,” the grandmother explained. “Little niggers in the 

country don’t have things like we do. If I could paint, I’d paint that picture,” she said. 
The children exchanged comic books. 



The grandmother offered to hold the baby and the children’s mother passed him 
over the front seat to her. She set him on her knee and bounced him and told him 
about the things they were passing. She rolled her eyes and screwed up her mouth 
and stuck her leathery thin face into his smooth bland one. Occasionally he gave her a 
faraway smile. They passed a large cotton field with five or six graves fenced in the 
middle of it, like a small island. “Look at the graveyard!” the grandmother said, 
pointing it out. “That was the old family burying ground. That belonged to the 
plantation.” 

“Where’s the plantation?” John Wesley asked. 
“Gone With the Wind,” said the grandmother. “Ha. Ha.” 
When the children finished all the comic books they had brought, they opened 

the lunch and ate it. The grandmother ate a peanut butter sandwich and an olive and 
would not let the children throw the box and the paper napkins out the window. 
When there was nothing else to do they played a game by choosing a cloud and 
making the other two guess what shape it suggested. John Wesley took one the shape 
of a cow and June Star guessed a cow and John Wesley said, no, an automobile, and 
June Star said he didn’t play fair, and they began to slap each other over the 
grandmother. 

The grandmother said she would tell them a story if they would keep quiet. When 
she told a story, she rolled her eyes and waved her head and was very dramatic. She 
said once when she was a maiden lady she had been courted by a Mr. Edgar Atkins 
Teagarden from Jasper, Georgia. She said he was a very good-looking man and a 
gentleman and that he brought her a watermelon every Saturday afternoon with his 
initials cut in it, E. A. T. Well, one Saturday, she said, Mr. Teagarden brought the 
watermelon and there was nobody at home and he left it on the front porch and 
returned in his buggy to Jasper, but she never got the watermelon, she said, because a 
nigger boy ate it when he saw the initials, E. A. T.! This story tickled John Wesley’s 
funny bone and he giggled and giggled but June Star didn’t think it was any good. She 
said she wouldn’t marry a man that just brought her a watermelon on Saturday. The 
grandmother said she would have done well to marry Mr. Teagarden because he was 
a gentleman and had bought Coca-Cola stock when it first came out and that he had 
died only a few years ago, a very wealthy man. 

They stopped at The Tower for barbecued sandwiches. The Tower was a part 
stucco and part wood filling station and dance hall set in a clearing outside of 
Timothy. A fat man named Red Sammy Butts ran it and there were signs stuck here 
and there on the building and for miles up and down the highway saying, TRY RED 
SAMMY’S FAMOUS BARBECUE. NONE LIKE FAMOUS RED SAMMY’S! RED SAM! THE 
FAT BOY WITH THE HAPPY LAUGH. A VETERAN! RED SAMMY’S YOUR MAN! 

Red Sammy was lying on the bare ground outside The Tower with his head under 
a truck while a gray monkey about a foot high, chained to a small chinaberry tree, 
chattered nearby. The monkey sprang back into the tree and got on the highest limb 
as soon as he saw the children jump out of the car and run toward him. 



Inside, The Tower was a long dark room with a counter at one end and tables at 
the other and dancing space in the middle. They all sat down at a board table next to 
the nickelodeon and Red Sam’s wife, a tall burnt-brown woman with hair and eyes 
lighter than her skin, came and took their order. The children’s mother put a dime in 
the machine and played “The Tennessee Waltz,” and the grandmother said that tune 
always made her want to dance. She asked Bailey if he would like to dance but he only 
glared at her. He didn’t have a naturally sunny disposition like she did and trips made 
him nervous. The grandmother’s brown eyes were very bright. She swayed her head 
from side to side and pretended she was dancing in her chair. June Star said play 
something she could tap to so the children’s mother put in another dime and played a 
fast number and June Star stepped out onto the dance floor and did her tap routine. 

“Ain’t she cute?” Red Sam’s wife said, leaning over the counter. “Would you like to 
come be my little girl?” 

“No I certainly wouldn’t,” June Star said. “I wouldn’t live in a broken-down place 
like this for a minion bucks!” and she ran back to the table. 

“Ain’t she cute?” the woman repeated, stretching her mouth politely. 
“Arn’t you ashamed?” hissed the grandmother. 
Red Sam came in and told his wife to quit lounging on the counter and hurry up 

with these people’s order. His khaki trousers reached just to his hip bones and his 
stomach hung over them like a sack of meal swaying under his shirt. He came over 
and sat down at a table nearby and let out a combination sigh and yodel. “You can’t 
win,” he said. “You can’t win,” and he wiped his sweating red face off with a gray 
handkerchief. “These days you don’t know who to trust,” he said. “Ain’t that the 
truth?” 

“People are certainly not nice like they used to be,” said the grandmother. 
“Two fellers come in here last week,” Red Sammy said, “driving a Chrysler. It was a 

old beat-up car but it was a good one and these boys looked all right to me. Said they 
worked at the mill and you know I let them fellers charge the gas they bought? Now 
why did I do that?” 

“Because you’re a good man!” the grandmother said at once. 
“Yes’m, I suppose so,” Red Sam said as if he were struck with this answer. 
His wife brought the orders, carrying the five plates all at once without a tray, two 

in each hand and one balanced on her arm. “It isn’t a soul in this green world of God’s 
that you can trust,” she said. “And I don’t count nobody out of that, not nobody,” she 
repeated, looking at Red Sammy. 

“Did you read about that criminal, The Misfit, that’s escaped?” asked the 
grandmother. 

“I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he didn’t attact this place right here,” said the 
woman. “If he hears about it being here, I wouldn’t be none surprised to see him. If he 
hears it’s two cent in the cash register, I wouldn’t be a tall surprised if he . . .” 

“That’ll do,” Red Sam said. “Go bring these people their Co’-Colas,” and the woman 
went off to get the rest of the order. 



“A good man is hard to find,” Red Sammy said. “Everything is getting terrible. I 
remember the day you could go off and leave your screen door unlatched. Not no 
more.” 

He and the grandmother discussed better times. The old lady said that in her 
opinion Europe was entirely to blame for the way things were now. She said the way 
Europe acted you would think we were made of money and Red Sam said it was no 
use talking about it, she was exactly right. The children ran outside into the white 
sunlight and looked at the monkey in the lacy chinaberry tree. He was busy catching 
fleas on himself and biting each one carefully between his teeth as if it were a 
delicacy. 

They drove off again into the hot afternoon. The grandmother took cat naps and 
woke up every few minutes with her own snoring. Outside of Toombsboro she woke 
up and recalled an old plantation that she had visited in this neighborhood once when 
she was a young lady. She said the house had six white columns across the front and 
that there was an avenue of oaks leading up to it and two little wooden trellis arbors 
on either side in front where you sat down with your suitor after a stroll in the 
garden. She recalled exactly which road to turn off to get to it. She knew that Bailey 
would not be willing to lose any time looking at an old house, but the more she talked 
about it, the more she wanted to see it once again and find out if the little twin arbors 
were still standing. “There was a secret panel in this house,” she said craftily, not 
telling the truth but wishing that she were, “and the story went that all the family 
silver was hidden in it when Sherman came through but it was never found . . .” 

“Hey!” John Wesley said. “Let’s go see it! We’ll find it! We’ll poke all the woodwork 
and find it! Who lives there? Where do you turn off at? Hey Pop, can’t we turn off 
there?” 

“We never have seen a house with a secret panel!” June Star shrieked. “Let’s go to 
the house with the secret panel! Hey Pop, can’t we go see the house with the secret 
panel!” 

“It’s not far from here, I know,” the grandmother said. “It wouldn’t take over 
twenty minutes.” 

Bailey was looking straight ahead. His jaw was as rigid as a horseshoe. “No,” he 
said. 

The children began to yell and scream that they wanted to see the house with the 
secret panel. John Wesley kicked the back of the front seat and June Star hung over 
her mother’s shoulder and whined desperately into her ear that they never had any 
fun even on their vacation, that they could never do what THEY wanted to do. The 
baby began to scream and John Wesley kicked the back of the seat so hard that his 
father could feel the blows in his kidney. 

“All right!” he shouted and drew the car to a stop at the side of the road. “Will you 
all shut up? Will you all just shut up for one second? If you don’t shut up, we won’t go 
anywhere. 

“It would be very educational for them,” the grandmother murmured. 



“All right,” Bailey said, “but get this: this is the only time we’re going to stop for 
anything like this. This is the one and only time.” 

“The dirt road that you have to turn down is about a mile back,” the grandmother 
directed. “I marked it when we passed.” 

“A dirt road,” Bailey groaned. 
After they had turned around and were headed toward the dirt road, the 

grandmother recalled other points about the house, the beautiful glass over the front 
doorway and the candle-lamp in the hall. John Wesley said that the secret panel was 
probably in the fireplace. 

“You can’t go inside this house,” Bailey said. “You don’t know who lives there.” 
“While you all talk to the people in front, I’ll run around behind and get in a 

window,” John Wesley suggested. 
“We’ll all stay in the car,” his mother said. They turned onto the dirt road and the 

car raced roughly along in a swirl of pink dust. The grandmother recalled the times 
when there were no paved roads and thirty miles was a day’s journey. The dirt road 
was hilly and there were sudden washes in it and sharp curves on dangerous 
embankments. All at once they would be on a hill, looking down over the blue tops of 
trees for miles around, then the next minute, they would be in a red depression with 
the dust-coated trees looking down on them. 

“This place had better turn up in a minute,” Bailey said, “or I’m going to turn 
around.” 

The road looked as if no one had traveled on it in months. 
“It’s not much farther,” the grandmother said and just as she said it, a horrible 

thought came to her. The thought was so embarrassing that she turned red in the 
face and her eyes dilated and her feet jumped up, upsetting her valise in the corner. 
The instant the valise moved, the newspaper top she had over the basket under it 
rose with a snarl and Pitty Sing,the cat, sprang onto Bailey’s shoulder. 

The children were thrown to the floor and their mother, clutching the baby, was 
thrown out the door onto the ground; the old lady was thrown into the front seat. The 
car turned over once and landed right-side-up in a gulch off the side of the road. 
Bailey remained in the driver’s seat with the cat-gray-striped with a broad white face 
and an orange nose-clinging to his neck like a caterpillar. 

As soon as the children saw they could move their arms and legs, they scrambled 
out of the car, shouting, “We’ve had an ACCIDENT!” The grandmother was curled up 
under the dashboard, hoping she was injured so that Bailey’s wrath would not come 
down on her all at once. The horrible thought she had had before the accident was 
that the house she had remembered so vividly was not in Georgia but in Tennessee. 

Bailey removed the cat from his neck with both hands and flung it out the window 
against the side of a pine tree. Then he got out of the car and started looking for the 
children’s mother. She was sitting against the side of the red gutted ditch, holding the 
screaming baby, but she only had a cut down her face and a broken shoulder. “We’ve 
had an ACCIDENT!” the children screamed in a frenzy of delight. 



“But nobody’s killed,” June Star said with disappointment as the grandmother 
limped out of the car, her hat still pinned to her head but the broken front brim 
standing up at a jaunty angle and the violet spray hanging off the side. They all sat 
down in the ditch, except the children, to recover from the shock. They were all 
shaking. 

“Maybe a car will come along,” said the children’s mother hoarsely. 
“I believe I have injured an organ,” said the grandmother, pressing her side, but no 

one answered her. Bailey’s teeth were clattering. He had on a yellow sport shirt with 
bright blue parrots designed in it and his face was as yellow as the l shirt. The 
grandmother decided that she would not mention that the house was in Tennessee. 

The road was about ten feet above and they could see only the tops of the trees 
on the other side of it. Behind the ditch they were sitting in there were more woods, 
tall and dark and deep. In a few minutes they saw a car some distance away on top of 
a hill, coming slowly as if the occupants were watching them. The grandmother stood 
up and waved both arms dramatically to attract their attention. The car continued to 
come on slowly, disappeared around a bend and appeared again, moving even slower, 
on top of the hill they had gone over. It was a big black battered hearse-like 
automobile. There were three men in it. 

It came to a stop just over them and for some minutes, the driver looked down 
with a steady expressionless gaze to where they were sitting, and didn’t speak. Then 
he turned his head and muttered something to the other two and they got out. One 
was a fat boy in black trousers and a red sweat shirt with a silver stallion embossed on 
the front of it. He moved around on the right side of them and stood staring, his 
mouth partly open in a kind of loose grin. The other had on khaki pants and a blue 
striped coat and a gray hat pulled down very low, hiding most of his face. He came 
around slowly on the left side. Neither spoke. 

The driver got out of the car and stood by the side of it, looking down at them. He 
was an older man than the other two. His hair was just beginning to gray and he wore 
silver-rimmed spectacles that gave him a scholarly look. He had a long creased face 
and didn’t have on any shirt or undershirt. He had on blue jeans that were too tight 
for him and was holding a black hat and a gun. The two boys also had guns. 

“We’ve had an ACCIDENT!” the children screamed. 
The grandmother had the peculiar feeling that the bespectacled man was 

someone she knew. His face was as familiar to her as if she had known him au her life 
but she could not recall who he was. He moved away from the car and began to come 
down the embankment, placing his feet carefully so that he wouldn’t slip. He had on 
tan and white shoes and no socks, and his ankles were red and thin. “Good 
afternoon,” he said. “I see you all had you a little spill.” 

“We turned over twice!” said the grandmother. 
“Once”,” he corrected. “We seen it happen. Try their car and see will it run, 

Hiram,” he said quietly to the boy with the gray hat. 



“What you got that gun for?” John Wesley asked. “Whatcha gonna do with that 
gun?” 

“Lady,” the man said to the children’s mother, “would you mind calling them 
children to sit down by you? Children make me nervous. I want all you all to sit down 
right together there where you’re at.” 

“What are you telling US what to do for?” June Star asked. 
Behind them the line of woods gaped like a dark open mouth. “Come here,” said 

their mother. 
“Look here now,” Bailey began suddenly, “we’re in a predicament! We’re in . . .” 
The grandmother shrieked. She scrambled to her feet and stood staring. “You’re 

The Misfit!” she said. “I recognized you at once!” 
“Yes’m,” the man said, smiling slightly as if he were pleased in spite of himself to 

be known, “but it would have been better for all of you, lady, if you hadn’t of 
reckernized me.” 

Bailey turned his head sharply and said something to his mother that shocked 
even the children. The old lady began to cry and The Misfit reddened. 

“Lady,” he said, “don’t you get upset. Sometimes a man says things he don’t mean. 
I don’t reckon he meant to talk to you thataway.” 

“You wouldn’t shoot a lady, would you?” the grandmother said and removed a 
clean handkerchief from her cuff and began to slap at her eyes with it. 

The Misfit pointed the toe of his shoe into the ground and made a little hole and 
then covered it up again. “I would hate to have to,” he said. 

“Listen,” the grandmother almost screamed, “I know you’re a good man. You don’t 
look a bit like you have common blood. I know you must come from nice people!” 

“Yes mam,” he said, “finest people in the world.” When he smiled he showed a row 
of strong white teeth. “God never made a finer woman than my mother and my 
daddy’s heart was pure gold,” he said. The boy with the red sweat shirt had come 
around behind them and was standing with his gun at his hip. The Misfit squatted 
down on the ground. “Watch them children, Bobby Lee,” he said. “You know they 
make me nervous.” He looked at the six of them huddled together in front of him and 
he seemed to be embarrassed as if he couldn’t think of anything to say. “Ain’t a cloud 
in the sky,” he remarked, looking up at it. “Don’t see no sun but don’t see no cloud 
neither.” 

“Yes, it’s a beautiful day,” said the grandmother. “Listen,” she said, “you shouldn’t 
call yourself The Misfit because I know you’re a good man at heart. I can just look at 
you and tell “ 

“Hush!” Bailey yelled. “Hush! Everybody shut up and let me handle this!” He was 
squatting in the position of a runner about to sprint forward but he didn’t move. 

“I prechate that, lady,” The Misfit said and drew a little circle in the ground with 
the butt of his gun. 

“It’ll take a half a hour to fix this here car,” Hiram called, looking over the raised 
hood of it. 



“Well, first you and Bobby Lee get him and that little boy to step over yonder with 
you,” The Misfit said, pointing to Bailey and John Wesley. “The boys want to ast you 
something,” he said to Bailey. “Would you mind stepping back in them woods there 
with them?” 

“Listen,” Bailey began, “we’re in a terrible predicament! Nobody realizes what this 
is,” and his voice cracked. His eyes were as blue and intense as the parrots in his shirt 
and he remained perfectly still. 

The grandmother reached up to adjust her hat brim as if she were going to the 
woods with him but it came off in her hand. She stood staring at it and after a second 
she let it fall on the ground. Hiram pulled Bailey up by the arm as if he were assisting 
an old man. John Wesley caught hold of his father’s hand and Bobby Lee followed. 
They went off toward the woods and just as they reached the dark edge, Bailey turned 
and supporting himself against a gray naked pine trunk, he shouted, “I’ll be back in a 
minute, Mamma, wait on me!” 

“Come back this instant!” his mother shrilled but they all disappeared into the 
woods. 

“Bailey Boy!” the grandmother called in a tragic voice but she found she was 
looking at The Misfit squatting on the ground in front of her. “I just know you’re a 
good man,” she said desperately. “You’re not a bit common!” 

“Nome, I ain’t a good man,” The Misfit said after a second as if he had considered 
her statement carefully, “but I ain’t the worst in the world neither. My daddy said I 
was a different breed of dog from my brothers and sisters. ‘You know,’ Daddy said, ‘it’s 
some that can live their whole life out without asking about it and it’s others has to 
know why it is, and this boy is one of the latters. He’s going to be into everything!’“ He 
put on his black hat and looked up suddenly and then away deep into the woods as if 
he were embarrassed again. “I’m sorry I don’t have on a shirt before you ladies,” he 
said, hunching his shoulders slightly. “We buried our clothes that we had on when we 
escaped and we’re just making do until we can get better. We borrowed these from 
some folks we met,” he explained. 

“That’s perfectly all right,” the grandmother said. “Maybe Bailey has an extra shirt 
in his suitcase.” 

“I’ll look and see terrectly,” The Misfit said. 
“Where are they taking him?” the children’s mother screamed. 
“Daddy was a card himself,” The Misfit said. “You couldn’t put anything over on 

him. He never got in trouble with the Authorities though. Just had the knack of 
handling them.” 

“You could be honest too if you’d only try,” said the grandmother. “Think how 
wonderful it would be to settle down and live a comfortable life and not have to think 
about somebody chasing you all the time.” 

The Misfit kept scratching in the ground with the butt of his gun as if he were 
thinking about it. “Yes’m, somebody is always after you,” he murmured. 



The grandmother noticed how thin his shoulder blades were just behind-his hat 
because she was standing up looking down on him. “Do you ever pray?” she asked. 

He shook his head. All she saw was the black hat wiggle between his shoulder 
blades. “Nome,” he said. 

There was a pistol shot from the woods, followed closely by another. Then silence. 
The old lady’s head jerked around. She could hear the wind move through the tree 
tops like a long satisfied insuck of breath. “Bailey Boy!” she called. 

“I was a gospel singer for a while,” The Misfit said. “I been most everything. Been 
in the arm service, both land and sea, at home and abroad, been twict married, been 
an undertaker, been with the railroads, plowed Mother Earth, been in a tornado, seen 
a man burnt alive oncet,” and he looked up at the children’s mother and the little girl 
who were sitting close together, their faces white and their eyes glassy; “I even seen a 
woman flogged,” he said. 

“Pray, pray,” the grandmother began, “pray, pray . . .” 
“I never was a bad boy that I remember of,” The Misfit said in an almost dreamy 

voice, “but somewheres along the line I done something wrong and got sent to the 
penitentiary. I was buried alive,” and he looked up and held her attention to him by a 
steady stare. 

“That’s when you should have started to pray,” she said “What did you do to get 
sent to the penitentiary that first time?” 

“Turn to the right, it was a wall,” The Misfit said, looking up again at the cloudless 
sky. “Turn to the left, it was a wall. Look up it was a ceiling, look down it was a floor. I 
forget what I done, lady. I set there and set there, trying to remember what it was I 
done and I ain’t recalled it to this day. Oncet in a while, I would think it was coming to 
me, but it never come.” 

“Maybe they put you in by mistake,” the old lady said vaguely. 
“Nome,” he said. “It wasn’t no mistake. They had the papers on me.” 
“You must have stolen something,” she said. 
The Misfit sneered slightly. “Nobody had nothing I wanted,” he said. “It was a 

head-doctor at the penitentiary said what I had done was kill my daddy but I known 
that for a lie. My daddy died in nineteen ought nineteen of the epidemic flu and I 
never had a thing to do with it. He was buried in the Mount Hopewell Baptist 
churchyard and you can go there and see for yourself.” 

“If you would pray,” the old lady said, “Jesus would help you.” 
“That’s right,” The Misfit said. 
“Well then, why don’t you pray?” she asked trembling with delight suddenly. 
“I don’t want no hep,” he said. “I’m doing all right by myself.” 
Bobby Lee and Hiram came ambling back from the woods. Bobby Lee was 

dragging a yellow shirt with bright blue parrots in it. 
“Thow me that shirt, Bobby Lee,” The Misfit said. The shirt came flying at him and 

landed on his shoulder and he put it on. The grandmother couldn’t name what the 
shirt reminded her of. “No, lady,” The Misfit said while he was buttoning it up, “I found 



out the crime don’t matter. You can do one thing or you can do another, kill a man or 
take a tire off his car, because sooner or later you’re going to forget what it was you 
done and just be punished for it.” 

The children’s mother had begun to make heaving noises as if she couldn’t get her 
breath. “Lady,” he asked, “would you and that little girl like to step off yonder with 
Bobby Lee and Hiram and join your husband?” 

“Yes, thank you,” the mother said faintly. Her left arm dangled helplessly and she 
was holding the baby, who had gone to sleep, in the other. “Hep that lady up, Hiram,” 
The Misfit said as she struggled to climb out of the ditch, “and Bobby Lee, you hold 
onto that little girl’s hand.” 

“I don’t want to hold hands with him,” June Star said. “He reminds me of a pig.” 
The fat boy blushed and laughed and caught her by the arm and pulled her off into 

the woods after Hiram and her mother. 
Alone with The Misfit, the grandmother found that she had lost her voice. There 

was not a cloud in the sky nor any sun. There was nothing around her but woods. She 
wanted to tell him that he must pray. She opened and closed her mouth several times 
before anything came out. Finally she found herself saying, “Jesus. Jesus,” meaning, 
Jesus will help you, but the way she was saying it, it sounded as if she might be 
cursing. 

“Yes’m,” The Misfit said as if he agreed. “Jesus shown everything off balance. It 
was the same case with Him as with me except He hadn’t committed any crime and 
they could prove I had committed one because they had the papers on me. Of 
course,” he said, “they never shown me my papers. That’s why I sign myself now. I 
said long ago, you get you a signature and sign everything you do and keep a copy of 
it. Then you’ll know what you done and you can hold up the crime to the punishment 
and see do they match and in the end you’ll have something to prove you ain’t been 
treated right. I call myself The Misfit,” he said, “because I can’t make what all I done 
wrong fit what all I gone through in punishment.” 

There was a piercing scream from the woods, followed closely by a pistol report. 
“Does it seem right to you, lady, that one is punished a heap and another ain’t 
punished at all?” 

“Jesus!” the old lady cried. “You’ve got good blood! I know you wouldn’t shoot a 
lady! I know you come from nice! Pray! Jesus, you ought not to shoot a lady. I’ll give 
you all the money I’ve got!” 

“Lady,” The Misfit said, looking beyond her far into the woods, “there never was a 
body that give the undertaker a tip.” 

There were two more pistol reports and the grandmother raised her head like a 
parched old turkey hen crying for water and called, “Bailey Boy, Bailey Boy!” as if her 
heart would break. 

“Jesus was the only One that ever raised the dead,” The Misfit continued, “and He 
shouldn’t have done it. He shown everything off balance. If He did what He said, then 
it’s nothing for you to do but thow away everything and follow Him, and if He didn’t, 



then it’s nothing for you to do but enjoy the few minutes you got left the best way you 
can-by killing somebody or burning down his house or doing some other meanness to 
him. No pleasure but meanness,” he said and his voice had become almost a snarl. 

“Maybe He didn’t raise the dead,” the old lady mumbled, not knowing what she 
was saying and feeling so dizzy that she sank down in the ditch with her legs twisted 
under her. 

“I wasn’t there so I can’t say He didn’t,” The Misfit said. “I wisht I had of been 
there,” he said, hitting the ground with his fist. “It ain’t right I wasn’t there because if I 
had of been there I would of known. Listen lady,” he said in a high voice, “if I had of 
been there I would of known and I wouldn’t be like I am now.” His voice seemed about 
to crack and the grandmother’s head cleared for an instant. She saw the man’s face 
twisted close to her own as if he were going to cry and she murmured, “Why you’re 
one of my babies. You’re one of my own children!” She reached out and touched him 
on the shoulder. The Misfit sprang back as if a snake had bitten him and shot her 
three times through the chest. Then he put his gun down on the ground and took off 
his glasses and began to clean them. 

Hiram and Bobby Lee returned from the woods and stood over the ditch, looking 
down at the grandmother who half sat and half lay in a puddle of blood with her legs 
crossed under her like a child’s and her face smiling up at the cloudless sky. 

Without his glasses, The Misfit’s eyes were red-rimmed and pale and defenseless-
looking. “Take her off and thow her where you shown the others,” he said, picking up 
the cat that was rubbing itself against his leg. 

“She was a talker, wasn’t she?” Bobby Lee said, sliding down the ditch with a 
yodel. 

“She would of been a good woman,” The Misfit said, “if it had been somebody 
there to shoot her every minute of her life.” 

“Some fun!” Bobby Lee said. 
“Shut up, Bobby Lee” The Misfit said. “It’s no real pleasure in life.” 
 

 



The Hand  

by Colette 

 

He had fallen asleep on his young wife's shoulder, and she proudly bore the weight of the 

man's head, blond, ruddy-complexioned, eyes closed. He had slipped his big arm under 

the small of her slim, adolescent back, and his strong hand lay on the sheet next to the 

young woman's right elbow. She smiled to see the man's hand emerging there, all by it 

self and far away from its owner. Then she let her eyes wander over the half-lit room. A 

veiled conch shed a light across the bed the color of periwinkle. 

 

"Too happy to sleep," she thought. 

 

Too excited also, and often surprised by her new state. It had been only two weeks since 

she had began to live the scandalous life of a newlywed who tastes the joys of living with 

someone unknown and with whom she is in love. To meet a handsome, blond young 

man, recently widowed, good at tennis and rowing, to marry him a month later: her 

conjugal adventure had been little more than a kidnapping. So that whenever she lay 

awake beside her husband, like tonight, she still kept her eyes closed for along time, then 

opened them again in order to savor, with astonishment, the blue of the brand-new 

curtains, instead of the apricot-pink through which the first light of day filtered into the 

room where she had slept as a little girl. 

 

A quiver ran through the sleeping body lying next to her, and she tightened her left arm 

around her husband's neck with the charming authority exercised by weak creatures. He 

did not wake up. 

 

"His eyelashes are so long," she said to herself. 

 

To herself she also praised his mouth, full and likable, his skin the color of pink brick, 

and even his forehead, neither noble nor broad, but still smooth and unwrinkled. 

Her husband's right hand, lying beside her, quivered in turn, and beneath the curve of her 

back she felt the right arm, on which her whole weight was resting, come to life. 

 

"I'm so heavy...I wish I could get up and turn the light off. But he's sleeping so well..." 

 

The arm twisted again, feebly, and she arched her back to make herself lighter. 

 

"It's as if I were lying on some animal," she thought. 

 

She turned her head a little on the pillow and looked at the hand lying there next to her. 

 

“It's so big! It really is bigger than my whole head." 

 

The light, flowing out from under the edge of a parasol of bluish crystal, spilled up 

against the hand, and made every contour of the skin apparent, exaggerating the powerful 

knuckles and the veins engorged by the pressure on the arm. A few red hairs, at the base 



of the fingers, all curved in the same direction, like ears of wheat in the wind, and the flat 

nails, whose ridges the nail buffer had not smoothed out, gleamed, coated with pink 

varnish. 

 

"I'll tell him not to varnish his nails," thought the young wife. "Varnish and pink polish 

don't go with a hand so...a hand that's so..." 

 

An electric jolt ran through the hand and spared the young woman from having to find 

the right adjective. The thumb stiffened itself out, horribly long and spatulate, and 

pressed tightly against the index finger, so that the hand suddenly took on a vile, apelike 

appearance. 

 

"Oh!" whispered the young woman, as though faced with something slightly indecent. 

  

The sound of a passing car pierced the silence with a shrillness that seemed luminous. 

The sleeping man did not wake, but the hand, offended, reared back and tensed up in the 

shape of a crab and waited, ready for battle. The screeching sound died down and the 

hand, relaxing gradually, lowered its claws, and became a pliant beast, awkwardly bent, 

shaken by faint jerks which resembled some sort of agony. The flat, cruel nail of the over 

long thumb glistened. A curve in the little finger, which the young woman had never 

noticed, appeared, and the wallowing hand revealed its fleshy palm like a red belly. 

 

"And I've kissed that hand!...How horrible! Haven't I ever looked at it?" 

 

The hand, disturbed by a bad dream, appeared to respond to this startling discovery, this 

disgust. It regrouped its forces, opened wide, and splayed its tendons, lumps, and red fur 

like battle dress, then slowly drawing itself in again, grabbed a fistful of the sheer, dug 

into it with its curved fingers, and squeezed, squeezed with the methodical pleasure of a 

strangler. 

 

"Oh!" cried the young woman. 

 

The hand disappeared and a moment later the big arm, relieved of its burden, became a 

protective belt, a warm bulwark against all the terrors of night. But the next morning, 

when it was time for breakfast in bed-hot chocolate and toast-she saw the hand again, 

with its red hair and red skin, and the ghastly thumb curving out over the handle of the 

knife. 

 

"Do you want this slice, darling? I'll butter it for you." 

 

She shuddered and felt her skin crawl on the back of her arms and down her back. 

"Oh, no...no..." 

 

Then she concealed her fear, bravely subdued herself, and, beginning her life of duplicity, 

of resignation, and of a lowly, delicate diplomacy, she leaned over and humbly kissed the 

monstrous hand. 
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About Hawthorne:
Nathaniel Hawthorne was born on July 4, 1804, in Salem, Massachu-

setts, where his birthplace is now a museum. William Hathorne, who
emigrated from England in 1630, was the first of Hawthorne's ancestors
to arrive in the colonies. After arriving, William persecuted Quakers.
William's son John Hathorne was one of the judges who oversaw the
Salem Witch Trials. (One theory is that having learned about this, the au-
thor added the "w" to his surname in his early twenties, shortly after
graduating from college.) Hawthorne's father, Nathaniel Hathorne, Sr.,
was a sea captain who died in 1808 of yellow fever, when Hawthorne
was only four years old, in Raymond, Maine.

Hawthorne attended Bowdoin College at the expense of an uncle from
1821 to 1824, befriending classmates Henry Wadsworth Longfellow and
future president Franklin Pierce. While there he joined the Delta Kappa
Epsilon fraternity. Until the publication of his Twice-Told Tales in 1837,
Hawthorne wrote in the comparative obscurity of what he called his
"owl's nest" in the family home. As he looked back on this period of his
life, he wrote: "I have not lived, but only dreamed about living." And yet
it was this period of brooding and writing that had formed, as Malcolm
Cowley was to describe it, "the central fact in Hawthorne's career," his
"term of apprenticeship" that would eventually result in the "richly med-
itated fiction."

Hawthorne was hired in 1839 as a weigher and gauger at the Boston
Custom House. He had become engaged in the previous year to the illus-
trator and transcendentalist Sophia Peabody. Seeking a possible home
for himself and Sophia, he joined the transcendentalist utopian com-
munity at Brook Farm in 1841; later that year, however, he left when he
became dissatisfied with farming and the experiment. (His Brook Farm
adventure would prove an inspiration for his novel The Blithedale Ro-
mance.) He married Sophia in 1842; they moved to The Old Manse in
Concord, Massachusetts, where they lived for three years. There he
wrote most of the tales collected in Mosses from an Old Manse.
Hawthorne and his wife then moved to Salem and later to the
Berkshires, returning in 1852 to Concord and a new home The Wayside,
previously owned by the Alcotts. Their neighbors in Concord included
Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry David Thoreau.

Like Hawthorne, Sophia was a reclusive person. She was bedridden
with headaches until her sister introduced her to Hawthorne, after which
her headaches seem to have abated. The Hawthornes enjoyed a long
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marriage, often taking walks in the park. Sophia greatly admired her
husband's work. In one of her journals, she writes: "I am always so
dazzled and bewildered with the richness, the depth, the... jewels of
beauty in his productions that I am always looking forward to a second
reading where I can ponder and muse and fully take in the miraculous
wealth of thoughts."

In 1846, Hawthorne was appointed surveyor (determining the quant-
ity and value of imported goods) at the Salem Custom House. Like his
earlier appointment to the custom house in Boston, this employment was
vulnerable to the politics of the spoils system. A Democrat, Hawthorne
lost this job due to the change of administration in Washington after the
presidential election of 1848.

Hawthorne's career as a novelist was boosted by The Scarlet Letter in
1850, in which the preface refers to his three-year tenure in the Custom
House at Salem. The House of the Seven Gables (1851) and The
Blithedale Romance (1852) followed in quick succession.

In 1852, he wrote the campaign biography of his old friend Franklin
Pierce. With Pierce's election as president, Hawthorne was rewarded in
1853 with the position of United States consul in Liverpool. In 1857, his
appointment ended and the Hawthorne family toured France and Italy.
They returned to The Wayside in 1860, and that year saw the publication
of The Marble Faun. Failing health (which biographer Edward Miller
speculates was stomach cancer) prevented him from completing several
more romances. Hawthorne died in his sleep on May 19, 1864, in Ply-
mouth, New Hampshire while on a tour of the White Mountains with
Pierce. He was buried in Sleepy Hollow Cemetery, Concord, Massachu-
setts. Wife Sophia and daughter Una were originally buried in England.
However, in June 2006, they were re-interred in plots adjacent to
Nathaniel.

Nathaniel and Sophia Hawthorne had three children: Una, Julian, and
Rose. Una was a victim of mental illness and died young. Julian moved
out west, served a jail term for embezzlement and wrote a book about
his father. Rose married George Parsons Lathrop and they became Ro-
man Catholics. After George's death, Rose became a Dominican nun. She
founded the Dominican Sisters of Hawthorne to care for victims of incur-
able cancer.

Source: Wikipedia
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In the latter part of the last century there lived a man of science, an
eminent proficient in every branch of natural philosophy, who not long
before our story opens had made experience of a spiritual affinity more
attractive than any chemical one. He had left his laboratory to the care of
an assistant, cleared his fine countenance from the furnace smoke,
washed the stain of acids from his fingers, and persuaded a beautiful
woman to become his wife. In those days when the comparatively recent
discovery of electricity and other kindred mysteries of Nature seemed to
open paths into the region of miracle, it was not unusual for the love of
science to rival the love of woman in its depth and absorbing energy. The
higher intellect, the imagination, the spirit, and even the heart might all
find their congenial aliment in pursuits which, as some of their ardent
votaries believed, would ascend from one step of powerful intelligence
to another, until the philosopher should lay his hand on the secret of cre-
ative force and perhaps make new worlds for himself. We know not
whether Aylmer possessed this degree of faith in man's ultimate control
over Nature. He had devoted himself, however, too unreservedly to sci-
entific studies ever to be weaned from them by any second passion. His
love for his young wife might prove the stronger of the two; but it could
only be by intertwining itself with his love of science, and uniting the
strength of the latter to his own.

Such a union accordingly took place, and was attended with truly re-
markable consequences and a deeply impressive moral. One day, very
soon after their marriage, Aylmer sat gazing at his wife with a trouble in
his countenance that grew stronger until he spoke.

"Georgiana," said he, "has it never occurred to you that the mark upon
your cheek might be removed?"

"No, indeed," said she, smiling; but perceiving the seriousness of his
manner, she blushed deeply. "To tell you the truth it has been so often
called a charm that I was simple enough to imagine it might be so."

"Ah, upon another face perhaps it might," replied her husband; "but
never on yours. No, dearest Georgiana, you came so nearly perfect from
the hand of Nature that this slightest possible defect, which we hesitate
whether to term a defect or a beauty, shocks me, as being the visible
mark of earthly imperfection."

"Shocks you, my husband!" cried Georgiana, deeply hurt; at first red-
dening with momentary anger, but then bursting into tears. "Then why
did you take me from my mother's side? You cannot love what shocks
you!"
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To explain this conversation it must be mentioned that in the centre of
Georgiana's left cheek there was a singular mark, deeply interwoven, as
it were, with the texture and substance of her face. In the usual state of
her complexion—a healthy though delicate bloom—the mark wore a tint
of deeper crimson, which imperfectly defined its shape amid the sur-
rounding rosiness. When she blushed it gradually became more indis-
tinct, and finally vanished amid the triumphant rush of blood that
bathed the whole cheek with its brilliant glow. But if any shifting motion
caused her to turn pale there was the mark again, a crimson stain upon
the snow, in what Aylmer sometimes deemed an almost fearful distinct-
ness. Its shape bore not a little similarity to the human hand, though of
the smallest pygmy size. Georgiana's lovers were wont to say that some
fairy at her birth hour had laid her tiny hand upon the infant's cheek,
and left this impress there in token of the magic endowments that were
to give her such sway over all hearts. Many a desperate swain would
have risked life for the privilege of pressing his lips to the mysterious
hand. It must not be concealed, however, that the impression wrought
by this fairy sign manual varied exceedingly, according to the difference
of temperament in the beholders. Some fastidious persons—but they
were exclusively of her own sex—affirmed that the bloody hand, as they
chose to call it, quite destroyed the effect of Georgiana's beauty, and
rendered her countenance even hideous. But it would be as reasonable to
say that one of those small blue stains which sometimes occur in the
purest statuary marble would convert the Eve of Powers to a monster.
Masculine observers, if the birthmark did not heighten their admiration,
contented themselves with wishing it away, that the world might pos-
sess one living specimen of ideal loveliness without the semblance of a
flaw. After his marriage,—for he thought little or nothing of the matter
before,—Aylmer discovered that this was the case with himself.

Had she been less beautiful,—if Envy's self could have found aught
else to sneer at,—he might have felt his affection heightened by the pret-
tiness of this mimic hand, now vaguely portrayed, now lost, now steal-
ing forth again and glimmering to and fro with every pulse of emotion
that throbbed within her heart; but seeing her otherwise so perfect, he
found this one defect grow more and more intolerable with every mo-
ment of their united lives. It was the fatal flaw of humanity which
Nature, in one shape or another, stamps ineffaceably on all her produc-
tions, either to imply that they are temporary and finite, or that their per-
fection must be wrought by toil and pain. The crimson hand expressed
the ineludible gripe in which mortality clutches the highest and purest of
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earthly mould, degrading them into kindred with the lowest, and even
with the very brutes, like whom their visible frames return to dust. In
this manner, selecting it as the symbol of his wife's liability to sin, sor-
row, decay, and death, Aylmer's sombre imagination was not long in
rendering the birthmark a frightful object, causing him more trouble and
horror than ever Georgiana's beauty, whether of soul or sense, had given
him delight.

At all the seasons which should have been their happiest, he invari-
ably and without intending it, nay, in spite of a purpose to the contrary,
reverted to this one disastrous topic. Trifling as it at first appeared, it so
connected itself with innumerable trains of thought and modes of feeling
that it became the central point of all. With the morning twilight Aylmer
opened his eyes upon his wife's face and recognized the symbol of im-
perfection; and when they sat together at the evening hearth his eyes
wandered stealthily to her cheek, and beheld, flickering with the blaze of
the wood fire, the spectral hand that wrote mortality where he would
fain have worshipped. Georgiana soon learned to shudder at his gaze. It
needed but a glance with the peculiar expression that his face often wore
to change the roses of her cheek into a deathlike paleness, amid which
the crimson hand was brought strongly out, like a bass-relief of ruby on
the whitest marble.

Late one night when the lights were growing dim, so as hardly to be-
tray the stain on the poor wife's cheek, she herself, for the first time, vol-
untarily took up the subject.

"Do you remember, my dear Aylmer," said she, with a feeble attempt
at a smile, "have you any recollection of a dream last night about this
odious hand?"

"None! none whatever!" replied Aylmer, starting; but then he added,
in a dry, cold tone, affected for the sake of concealing the real depth of
his emotion, "I might well dream of it; for before I fell asleep it had taken
a pretty firm hold of my fancy."

"And you did dream of it?" continued Georgiana, hastily; for she
dreaded lest a gush of tears should interrupt what she had to say. "A ter-
rible dream! I wonder that you can forget it. Is it possible to forget this
one expression?—'It is in her heart now; we must have it out!' Reflect,
my husband; for by all means I would have you recall that dream."

The mind is in a sad state when Sleep, the all-involving, cannot confine
her spectres within the dim region of her sway, but suffers them to break
forth, affrighting this actual life with secrets that perchance belong to a
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deeper one. Aylmer now remembered his dream. He had fancied himself
with his servant Aminadab, attempting an operation for the removal of
the birthmark; but the deeper went the knife, the deeper sank the hand,
until at length its tiny grasp appeared to have caught hold of Georgiana's
heart; whence, however, her husband was inexorably resolved to cut or
wrench it away.

When the dream had shaped itself perfectly in his memory, Aylmer sat
in his wife's presence with a guilty feeling. Truth often finds its way to
the mind close muffled in robes of sleep, and then speaks with uncom-
promising directness of matters in regard to which we practise an
unconscious self-deception during our waking moments. Until now he
had not been aware of the tyrannizing influence acquired by one idea
over his mind, and of the lengths which he might find in his heart to go
for the sake of giving himself peace.

"Aylmer," resumed Georgiana, solemnly, "I know not what may be the
cost to both of us to rid me of this fatal birthmark. Perhaps its removal
may cause cureless deformity; or it may be the stain goes as deep as life
itself. Again: do we know that there is a possibility, on any terms, of un-
clasping the firm gripe of this little hand which was laid upon me before
I came into the world?"

"Dearest Georgiana, I have spent much thought upon the subject,"
hastily interrupted Aylmer. "I am convinced of the perfect practicability
of its removal."

"If there be the remotest possibility of it," continued Georgiana, "let the
attempt be made at whatever risk. Danger is nothing to me; for life,
while this hateful mark makes me the object of your horror and dis-
gust,—life is a burden which I would fling down with joy. Either remove
this dreadful hand, or take my wretched life! You have deep science. All
the world bears witness of it. You have achieved great wonders. Cannot
you remove this little, little mark, which I cover with the tips of two
small fingers? Is this beyond your power, for the sake of your own peace,
and to save your poor wife from madness?"

"Noblest, dearest, tenderest wife," cried Aylmer, rapturously, "doubt
not my power. I have already given this matter the deepest
thought—thought which might almost have enlightened me to create a
being less perfect than yourself. Georgiana, you have led me deeper than
ever into the heart of science. I feel myself fully competent to render this
dear cheek as faultless as its fellow; and then, most beloved, what will be
my triumph when I shall have corrected what Nature left imperfect in
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her fairest work! Even Pygmalion, when his sculptured woman assumed
life, felt not greater ecstasy than mine will be."

"It is resolved, then," said Georgiana, faintly smiling. "And, Aylmer,
spare me not, though you should find the birthmark take refuge in my
heart at last."

Her husband tenderly kissed her cheek—her right cheek—not that
which bore the impress of the crimson hand.

The next day Aylmer apprised his wife of a plan that he had formed
whereby he might have opportunity for the intense thought and constant
watchfulness which the proposed operation would require; while Geor-
giana, likewise, would enjoy the perfect repose essential to its success.
They were to seclude themselves in the extensive apartments occupied
by Aylmer as a laboratory, and where, during his toilsome youth, he had
made discoveries in the elemental powers of Nature that had roused the
admiration of all the learned societies in Europe. Seated calmly in this
laboratory, the pale philosopher had investigated the secrets of the
highest cloud region and of the profoundest mines; he had satisfied him-
self of the causes that kindled and kept alive the fires of the volcano; and
had explained the mystery of fountains, and how it is that they gush
forth, some so bright and pure, and others with such rich medicinal vir-
tues, from the dark bosom of the earth. Here, too, at an earlier period, he
had studied the wonders of the human frame, and attempted to fathom
the very process by which Nature assimilates all her precious influences
from earth and air, and from the spiritual world, to create and foster
man, her masterpiece. The latter pursuit, however, Aylmer had long laid
aside in unwilling recognition of the truth—against which all seekers
sooner or later stumble—that our great creative Mother, while she
amuses us with apparently working in the broadest sunshine, is yet
severely careful to keep her own secrets, and, in spite of her pretended
openness, shows us nothing but results. She permits us, indeed, to mar,
but seldom to mend, and, like a jealous patentee, on no account to make.
Now, however, Aylmer resumed these half-forgotten investigations; not,
of course, with such hopes or wishes as first suggested them; but because
they involved much physiological truth and lay in the path of his pro-
posed scheme for the treatment of Georgiana.

As he led her over the threshold of the laboratory, Georgiana was cold
and tremulous. Aylmer looked cheerfully into her face, with intent to re-
assure her, but was so startled with the intense glow of the birthmark
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upon the whiteness of her cheek that he could not restrain a strong con-
vulsive shudder. His wife fainted.

"Aminadab! Aminadab!" shouted Aylmer, stamping violently on the
floor.

Forthwith there issued from an inner apartment a man of low stature,
but bulky frame, with shaggy hair hanging about his visage, which was
grimed with the vapors of the furnace. This personage had been
Aylmer's underworker during his whole scientific career, and was ad-
mirably fitted for that office by his great mechanical readiness, and the
skill with which, while incapable of comprehending a single principle,
he executed all the details of his master's experiments. With his vast
strength, his shaggy hair, his smoky aspect, and the indescribable earthi-
ness that incrusted him, he seemed to represent man's physical nature;
while Aylmer's slender figure, and pale, intellectual face, were no less
apt a type of the spiritual element.

"Throw open the door of the boudoir, Aminadab," said Aylmer, "and
burn a pastil."

"Yes, master," answered Aminadab, looking intently at the lifeless
form of Georgiana; and then he muttered to himself, "If she were my
wife, I'd never part with that birthmark."

When Georgiana recovered consciousness she found herself breathing
an atmosphere of penetrating fragrance, the gentle potency of which had
recalled her from her deathlike faintness. The scene around her looked
like enchantment. Aylmer had converted those smoky, dingy, sombre
rooms, where he had spent his brightest years in recondite pursuits, into
a series of beautiful apartments not unfit to be the secluded abode of a
lovely woman. The walls were hung with gorgeous curtains, which im-
parted the combination of grandeur and grace that no other species of
adornment can achieve; and as they fell from the ceiling to the floor, their
rich and ponderous folds, concealing all angles and straight lines, ap-
peared to shut in the scene from infinite space. For aught Georgiana
knew, it might be a pavilion among the clouds. And Aylmer, excluding
the sunshine, which would have interfered with his chemical processes,
had supplied its place with perfumed lamps, emitting flames of various
hue, but all uniting in a soft, impurpled radiance. He now knelt by his
wife's side, watching her earnestly, but without alarm; for he was confid-
ent in his science, and felt that he could draw a magic circle round her
within which no evil might intrude.
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"Where am I? Ah, I remember," said Georgiana, faintly; and she placed
her hand over her cheek to hide the terrible mark from her husband's
eyes.

"Fear not, dearest!" exclaimed he. "Do not shrink from me! Believe me,
Georgiana, I even rejoice in this single imperfection, since it will be such
a rapture to remove it."

"Oh, spare me!" sadly replied his wife. "Pray do not look at it again. I
never can forget that convulsive shudder."

In order to soothe Georgiana, and, as it were, to release her mind from
the burden of actual things, Aylmer now put in practice some of the light
and playful secrets which science had taught him among its profounder
lore. Airy figures, absolutely bodiless ideas, and forms of unsubstantial
beauty came and danced before her, imprinting their momentary foot-
steps on beams of light. Though she had some indistinct idea of the
method of these optical phenomena, still the illusion was almost perfect
enough to warrant the belief that her husband possessed sway over the
spiritual world. Then again, when she felt a wish to look forth from her
seclusion, immediately, as if her thoughts were answered, the procession
of external existence flitted across a screen. The scenery and the figures
of actual life were perfectly represented, but with that bewitching, yet in-
describable difference which always makes a picture, an image, or a
shadow so much more attractive than the original. When wearied of this,
Aylmer bade her cast her eyes upon a vessel containing a quantity of
earth. She did so, with little interest at first; but was soon startled to per-
ceive the germ of a plant shooting upward from the soil. Then came the
slender stalk; the leaves gradually unfolded themselves; and amid them
was a perfect and lovely flower.

"It is magical!" cried Georgiana. "I dare not touch it."
"Nay, pluck it," answered Aylmer,—"pluck it, and inhale its brief per-

fume while you may. The flower will wither in a few moments and leave
nothing save its brown seed vessels; but thence may be perpetuated a
race as ephemeral as itself."

But Georgiana had no sooner touched the flower than the whole plant
suffered a blight, its leaves turning coal-black as if by the agency of fire.

"There was too powerful a stimulus," said Aylmer, thoughtfully.
To make up for this abortive experiment, he proposed to take her por-

trait by a scientific process of his own invention. It was to be effected by
rays of light striking upon a polished plate of metal. Georgiana assented;
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but, on looking at the result, was affrighted to find the features of the
portrait blurred and indefinable; while the minute figure of a hand ap-
peared where the cheek should have been. Aylmer snatched the metallic
plate and threw it into a jar of corrosive acid.

Soon, however, he forgot these mortifying failures. In the intervals of
study and chemical experiment he came to her flushed and exhausted,
but seemed invigorated by her presence, and spoke in glowing language
of the resources of his art. He gave a history of the long dynasty of the al-
chemists, who spent so many ages in quest of the universal solvent by
which the golden principle might be elicited from all things vile and
base. Aylmer appeared to believe that, by the plainest scientific logic, it
was altogether within the limits of possibility to discover this long-
sought medium; "but," he added, "a philosopher who should go deep
enough to acquire the power would attain too lofty a wisdom to stoop to
the exercise of it." Not less singular were his opinions in regard to the
elixir vitae. He more than intimated that it was at his option to concoct a
liquid that should prolong life for years, perhaps interminably; but that it
would produce a discord in Nature which all the world, and chiefly the
quaffer of the immortal nostrum, would find cause to curse.

"Aylmer, are you in earnest?" asked Georgiana, looking at him with
amazement and fear. "It is terrible to possess such power, or even to
dream of possessing it."

"Oh, do not tremble, my love," said her husband. "I would not wrong
either you or myself by working such inharmonious effects upon our
lives; but I would have you consider how trifling, in comparison, is the
skill requisite to remove this little hand."

At the mention of the birthmark, Georgiana, as usual, shrank as if a
redhot iron had touched her cheek.

Again Aylmer applied himself to his labors. She could hear his voice
in the distant furnace room giving directions to Aminadab, whose harsh,
uncouth, misshapen tones were audible in response, more like the grunt
or growl of a brute than human speech. After hours of absence, Aylmer
reappeared and proposed that she should now examine his cabinet of
chemical products and natural treasures of the earth. Among the former
he showed her a small vial, in which, he remarked, was contained a
gentle yet most powerful fragrance, capable of impregnating all the
breezes that blow across a kingdom. They were of inestimable value, the
contents of that little vial; and, as he said so, he threw some of the
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perfume into the air and filled the room with piercing and invigorating
delight.

"And what is this?" asked Georgiana, pointing to a small crystal globe
containing a gold-colored liquid. "It is so beautiful to the eye that I could
imagine it the elixir of life."

"In one sense it is," replied Aylmer; "or, rather, the elixir of immortal-
ity. It is the most precious poison that ever was concocted in this world.
By its aid I could apportion the lifetime of any mortal at whom you
might point your finger. The strength of the dose would determine
whether he were to linger out years, or drop dead in the midst of a
breath. No king on his guarded throne could keep his life if I, in my
private station, should deem that the welfare of millions justified me in
depriving him of it."

"Why do you keep such a terrific drug?" inquired Georgiana in horror.
"Do not mistrust me, dearest," said her husband, smiling; "its virtuous

potency is yet greater than its harmful one. But see! here is a powerful
cosmetic. With a few drops of this in a vase of water, freckles may be
washed away as easily as the hands are cleansed. A stronger infusion
would take the blood out of the cheek, and leave the rosiest beauty a pale
ghost."

"Is it with this lotion that you intend to bathe my cheek?" asked Geor-
giana, anxiously.

"Oh, no," hastily replied her husband; "this is merely superficial. Your
case demands a remedy that shall go deeper."

In his interviews with Georgiana, Aylmer generally made minute in-
quiries as to her sensations and whether the confinement of the rooms
and the temperature of the atmosphere agreed with her. These questions
had such a particular drift that Georgiana began to conjecture that she
was already subjected to certain physical influences, either breathed in
with the fragrant air or taken with her food. She fancied likewise, but it
might be altogether fancy, that there was a stirring up of her system—a
strange, indefinite sensation creeping through her veins, and tingling,
half painfully, half pleasurably, at her heart. Still, whenever she dared to
look into the mirror, there she beheld herself pale as a white rose and
with the crimson birthmark stamped upon her cheek. Not even Aylmer
now hated it so much as she.

To dispel the tedium of the hours which her husband found it neces-
sary to devote to the processes of combination and analysis, Georgiana

13



turned over the volumes of his scientific library. In many dark old tomes
she met with chapters full of romance and poetry. They were the works
of philosophers of the middle ages, such as Albertus Magnus, Cornelius
Agrippa, Paracelsus, and the famous friar who created the prophetic
Brazen Head. All these antique naturalists stood in advance of their cen-
turies, yet were imbued with some of their credulity, and therefore were
believed, and perhaps imagined themselves to have acquired from the
investigation of Nature a power above Nature, and from physics a sway
over the spiritual world. Hardly less curious and imaginative were the
early volumes of the Transactions of the Royal Society, in which the
members, knowing little of the limits of natural possibility, were continu-
ally recording wonders or proposing methods whereby wonders might
be wrought.

But to Georgiana the most engrossing volume was a large folio from
her husband's own hand, in which he had recorded every experiment of
his scientific career, its original aim, the methods adopted for its devel-
opment, and its final success or failure, with the circumstances to which
either event was attributable. The book, in truth, was both the history
and emblem of his ardent, ambitious, imaginative, yet practical and la-
borious life. He handled physical details as if there were nothing beyond
them; yet spiritualized them all, and redeemed himself from materialism
by his strong and eager aspiration towards the infinite. In his grasp the
veriest clod of earth assumed a soul. Georgiana, as she read, reverenced
Aylmer and loved him more profoundly than ever, but with a less entire
dependence on his judgment than heretofore. Much as he had accom-
plished, she could not but observe that his most splendid successes were
almost invariably failures, if compared with the ideal at which he aimed.
His brightest diamonds were the merest pebbles, and felt to be so by
himself, in comparison with the inestimable gems which lay hidden bey-
ond his reach. The volume, rich with achievements that had won renown
for its author, was yet as melancholy a record as ever mortal hand had
penned. It was the sad confession and continual exemplification of the
shortcomings of the composite man, the spirit burdened with clay and
working in matter, and of the despair that assails the higher nature at
finding itself so miserably thwarted by the earthly part. Perhaps every
man of genius in whatever sphere might recognize the image of his own
experience in Aylmer's journal.

So deeply did these reflections affect Georgiana that she laid her face
upon the open volume and burst into tears. In this situation she was
found by her husband.
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"It is dangerous to read in a sorcerer's books," said he with a smile,
though his countenance was uneasy and displeased. "Georgiana, there
are pages in that volume which I can scarcely glance over and keep my
senses. Take heed lest it prove as detrimental to you."

"It has made me worship you more than ever," said she.
"Ah, wait for this one success," rejoined he, "then worship me if you

will. I shall deem myself hardly unworthy of it. But come, I have sought
you for the luxury of your voice. Sing to me, dearest."

So she poured out the liquid music of her voice to quench the thirst of
his spirit. He then took his leave with a boyish exuberance of gayety, as-
suring her that her seclusion would endure but a little longer, and that
the result was already certain. Scarcely had he departed when Georgiana
felt irresistibly impelled to follow him. She had forgotten to inform
Aylmer of a symptom which for two or three hours past had begun to
excite her attention. It was a sensation in the fatal birthmark, not painful,
but which induced a restlessness throughout her system. Hastening after
her husband, she intruded for the first time into the laboratory.

The first thing that struck her eye was the furnace, that hot and fever-
ish worker, with the intense glow of its fire, which by the quantities of
soot clustered above it seemed to have been burning for ages. There was
a distilling apparatus in full operation. Around the room were retorts,
tubes, cylinders, crucibles, and other apparatus of chemical research. An
electrical machine stood ready for immediate use. The atmosphere felt
oppressively close, and was tainted with gaseous odors which had been
tormented forth by the processes of science. The severe and homely sim-
plicity of the apartment, with its naked walls and brick pavement,
looked strange, accustomed as Georgiana had become to the fantastic el-
egance of her boudoir. But what chiefly, indeed almost solely, drew her
attention, was the aspect of Aylmer himself.

He was pale as death, anxious and absorbed, and hung over the fur-
nace as if it depended upon his utmost watchfulness whether the liquid
which it was distilling should be the draught of immortal happiness or
misery. How different from the sanguine and joyous mien that he had
assumed for Georgiana's encouragement!

"Carefully now, Aminadab; carefully, thou human machine; carefully,
thou man of clay!" muttered Aylmer, more to himself than his assistant.
"Now, if there be a thought too much or too little, it is all over."

"Ho! ho!" mumbled Aminadab. "Look, master! look!"
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Aylmer raised his eyes hastily, and at first reddened, then grew paler
than ever, on beholding Georgiana. He rushed towards her and seized
her arm with a gripe that left the print of his fingers upon it.

"Why do you come hither? Have you no trust in your husband?" cried
he, impetuously. "Would you throw the blight of that fatal birthmark
over my labors? It is not well done. Go, prying woman, go!"

"Nay, Aylmer," said Georgiana with the firmness of which she pos-
sessed no stinted endowment, "it is not you that have a right to com-
plain. You mistrust your wife; you have concealed the anxiety with
which you watch the development of this experiment. Think not so un-
worthily of me, my husband. Tell me all the risk we run, and fear not
that I shall shrink; for my share in it is far less than your own."

"No, no, Georgiana!" said Aylmer, impatiently; "it must not be."
"I submit," replied she calmly. "And, Aylmer, I shall quaff whatever

draught you bring me; but it will be on the same principle that would in-
duce me to take a dose of poison if offered by your hand."

"My noble wife," said Aylmer, deeply moved, "I knew not the height
and depth of your nature until now. Nothing shall be concealed. Know,
then, that this crimson hand, superficial as it seems, has clutched its
grasp into your being with a strength of which I had no previous concep-
tion. I have already administered agents powerful enough to do aught
except to change your entire physical system. Only one thing remains to
be tried. If that fail us we are ruined."

"Why did you hesitate to tell me this?" asked she.
"Because, Georgiana," said Aylmer, in a low voice, "there is danger."
"Danger? There is but one danger—that this horrible stigma shall be

left upon my cheek!" cried Georgiana. "Remove it, remove it, whatever
be the cost, or we shall both go mad!"

"Heaven knows your words are too true," said Aylmer, sadly. "And
now, dearest, return to your boudoir. In a little while all will be tested."

He conducted her back and took leave of her with a solemn tenderness
which spoke far more than his words how much was now at stake. After
his departure Georgiana became rapt in musings. She considered the
character of Aylmer, and did it completer justice than at any previous
moment. Her heart exulted, while it trembled, at his honorable love—so
pure and lofty that it would accept nothing less than perfection nor
miserably make itself contented with an earthlier nature than he had
dreamed of. She felt how much more precious was such a sentiment than
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that meaner kind which would have borne with the imperfection for her
sake, and have been guilty of treason to holy love by degrading its per-
fect idea to the level of the actual; and with her whole spirit she prayed
that, for a single moment, she might satisfy his highest and deepest con-
ception. Longer than one moment she well knew it could not be; for his
spirit was ever on the march, ever ascending, and each instant required
something that was beyond the scope of the instant before.

The sound of her husband's footsteps aroused her. He bore a crystal
goblet containing a liquor colorless as water, but bright enough to be the
draught of immortality. Aylmer was pale; but it seemed rather the con-
sequence of a highly-wrought state of mind and tension of spirit than of
fear or doubt.

"The concoction of the draught has been perfect," said he, in answer to
Georgiana's look. "Unless all my science have deceived me, it cannot
fail."

"Save on your account, my dearest Aylmer," observed his wife, "I
might wish to put off this birthmark of mortality by relinquishing mor-
tality itself in preference to any other mode. Life is but a sad possession
to those who have attained precisely the degree of moral advancement at
which I stand. Were I weaker and blinder it might be happiness. Were I
stronger, it might be endured hopefully. But, being what I find myself,
methinks I am of all mortals the most fit to die."

"You are fit for heaven without tasting death!" replied her husband
"But why do we speak of dying? The draught cannot fail. Behold its ef-
fect upon this plant."

On the window seat there stood a geranium diseased with yellow
blotches, which had overspread all its leaves. Aylmer poured a small
quantity of the liquid upon the soil in which it grew. In a little time,
when the roots of the plant had taken up the moisture, the unsightly
blotches began to be extinguished in a living verdure.

"There needed no proof," said Georgiana, quietly. "Give me the goblet
I joyfully stake all upon your word."

"Drink, then, thou lofty creature!" exclaimed Aylmer, with fervid ad-
miration. "There is no taint of imperfection on thy spirit. Thy sensible
frame, too, shall soon be all perfect."

She quaffed the liquid and returned the goblet to his hand.
"It is grateful," said she with a placid smile. "Methinks it is like water

from a heavenly fountain; for it contains I know not what of unobtrusive
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fragrance and deliciousness. It allays a feverish thirst that had parched
me for many days. Now, dearest, let me sleep. My earthly senses are
closing over my spirit like the leaves around the heart of a rose at
sunset."

She spoke the last words with a gentle reluctance, as if it required al-
most more energy than she could command to pronounce the faint and
lingering syllables. Scarcely had they loitered through her lips ere she
was lost in slumber. Aylmer sat by her side, watching her aspect with the
emotions proper to a man the whole value of whose existence was in-
volved in the process now to be tested. Mingled with this mood,
however, was the philosophic investigation characteristic of the man of
science. Not the minutest symptom escaped him. A heightened flush of
the cheek, a slight irregularity of breath, a quiver of the eyelid, a hardly
perceptible tremor through the frame,—such were the details which, as
the moments passed, he wrote down in his folio volume. Intense thought
had set its stamp upon every previous page of that volume, but the
thoughts of years were all concentrated upon the last.

While thus employed, he failed not to gaze often at the fatal hand, and
not without a shudder. Yet once, by a strange and unaccountable im-
pulse he pressed it with his lips. His spirit recoiled, however, in the very
act, and Georgiana, out of the midst of her deep sleep, moved uneasily
and murmured as if in remonstrance. Again Aylmer resumed his watch.
Nor was it without avail. The crimson hand, which at first had been
strongly visible upon the marble paleness of Georgiana's cheek, now
grew more faintly outlined. She remained not less pale than ever; but the
birthmark with every breath that came and went, lost somewhat of its
former distinctness. Its presence had been awful; its departure was more
awful still. Watch the stain of the rainbow fading out the sky, and you
will know how that mysterious symbol passed away.

"By Heaven! it is well-nigh gone!" said Aylmer to himself, in almost ir-
repressible ecstasy. "I can scarcely trace it now. Success! success! And
now it is like the faintest rose color. The lightest flush of blood across her
cheek would overcome it. But she is so pale!"

He drew aside the window curtain and suffered the light of natural
day to fall into the room and rest upon her cheek. At the same time he
heard a gross, hoarse chuckle, which he had long known as his servant
Aminadab's expression of delight.

"Ah, clod! ah, earthly mass!" cried Aylmer, laughing in a sort of frenzy,
"you have served me well! Matter and spirit—earth and heaven —have

18



both done their part in this! Laugh, thing of the senses! You have earned
the right to laugh."

These exclamations broke Georgiana's sleep. She slowly unclosed her
eyes and gazed into the mirror which her husband had arranged for that
purpose. A faint smile flitted over her lips when she recognized how
barely perceptible was now that crimson hand which had once blazed
forth with such disastrous brilliancy as to scare away all their happiness.
But then her eyes sought Aylmer's face with a trouble and anxiety that
he could by no means account for.

"My poor Aylmer!" murmured she.
"Poor? Nay, richest, happiest, most favored!" exclaimed he. "My peer-

less bride, it is successful! You are perfect!"
"My poor Aylmer," she repeated, with a more than human tenderness,

"you have aimed loftily; you have done nobly. Do not repent that with so
high and pure a feeling, you have rejected the best the earth could offer.
Aylmer, dearest Aylmer, I am dying!"

Alas! it was too true! The fatal hand had grappled with the mystery of
life, and was the bond by which an angelic spirit kept itself in union with
a mortal frame. As the last crimson tint of the birthmark—that sole token
of human imperfection—faded from her cheek, the parting breath of the
now perfect woman passed into the atmosphere, and her soul, lingering
a moment near her husband, took its heavenward flight. Then a hoarse,
chuckling laugh was heard again! Thus ever does the gross fatality of
earth exult in its invariable triumph over the immortal essence which, in
this dim sphere of half development, demands the completeness of a
higher state. Yet, had Alymer reached a profounder wisdom, he need not
thus have flung away the happiness which would have woven his mor-
tal life of the selfsame texture with the celestial. The momentary circum-
stance was too strong for him; he failed to look beyond the shadowy
scope of time, and, living once for all in eternity, to find the perfect fu-
ture in the present.
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QUESTION TYPES 
 
Multiple Choice Section 

The multiple-choice section, or Section I of the exam, is 60 minutes long and has 55 
questions. You can expect to see 4-5 excerpts of prose and poetry. You will, in 
general, not be given an author, date, or title for these works, although occasionally 
the title of a poem is given. Unusual words are also sometimes defined for you. 

The date ranges of works could fall from the 16th to the 21st century. Most 
works will be originally written in English, although you may occasionally see a 
passage in translation. 

There are, generally speaking, eight kinds of questions you can expect to see on 
the AP English Literature and Composition test. I’ll break each of them down here 
and give you tips on how to identify and approach them. 

 

Reading Comprehension 

These are questions that test your ability to understand what the passage is 
saying on a pretty basic level. They don’t require you to do a lot of 
interpretation—you just need to know what is actually going on. You can identify 
these from words and phrases like “according to,” “asserting,” “mentioned,” and so 
on. Basically, words that point to a fairly concrete register of meaning. You can 
succeed on these questions by careful reading of the text. You may have to go 
back and re-read parts to make sure you understand what the passage is saying. 

Example: 



 

Inference 

These questions ask you to infer something—a character or narrator’s opinion, an 
author’s intention, and so forth—based on what is said in the passage. It will be 
something that isn’t stated directly or concretely, but that you can assume based on 
what is stated clearly in the passage. You can identify these questions from words 
like “infer,” and “imply.”   

The key to these questions is to not be tripped up by the fact that you are making 
an inference—there will be a best answer, and it will be the choice that is best 
supported by what is actually found in the passage. In many ways, inference 
questions are like second-level reading comprehension questions—you need to 
know not just what a passage says, but what it means. 

Example: 

 

Identifying and Interpreting Figurative Language 

These are questions in which you have to either identify what word or phrase is 
figurative language or provide the meaning of a figurative phrase. You can 



identify these as they will either explicitly mention figurative language (or a 
figurative device like simile or metaphor) or will include a figurative language 
phrase in the question itself. The meaning of figurative language phrases can 
normally be determined by the phrase’s context in the passage—what is said 
around it? What is the phrase referring to? 

Example 1: Identifying 

 

Example 2: Interpreting 

 

  

Literary Technique 

These questions involve identifying why an author does what they do: from using a 
particular phrase to repeating certain words. Basically, what techniques is the 
author using to construct the passage/poem and to what effect? You can identify 
these questions by words like “serves chiefly to,” “effect,” “evoke,” and “in order to.” 
A good way to approach these questions is to ask yourself, so what? Why did the 
author use these particular words or this particular structure? 



Example: 

 

Character Analysis 

These questions will ask you to describe something about a character. You can spot 
them because they will refer directly to characters’ attitudes, opinions, beliefs, 
or relationships with other characters. This is, in many ways, a special kind of 
inference question since you are inferring the broader personality of the character 
based on the evidence in a passage. Also, these crop up much more commonly for 
prose passages than poetry ones. 

Example: 

 

 

Overall Passage Questions 

Some questions will ask you to identify or describe something about the 
passage/poem as a whole: its purpose, tone, genre, etc. You can identify these by 
phrases like “in the passage,” and “as a whole.” To answer these questions, you 



need to think about the excerpt with a bird’s-eye view. What is the overall 
picture created by all the tiny details? 

Example: 

 

Structure 

Some questions will ask you about specific structural elements of the passage—
a shift in tone, a digression, the specific form of a poem, etc. Often these 
questions will specify a part of the passage/poem and ask you to identify what that 
part is accomplishing. Being able to identify and understand the significance of 
any shifts—structural, tonal, in genre, etc—will be of key importance for these 
questions. 

Example: 

 

Grammar/Nuts & Bolts 

Very occasionally you will be asked a specific grammar question, such as what word 
an adjective is modifying. I would also include in this category very specific 
questions like the meter of a poem (i.e. iambic pentameter). These questions are 



less about the literary artistry and more about the fairly dry technique involved 
in having a fluent command of the English language. 

Example: 

 

The AP Literature Free-Response Section 

Section II of the exam is two hours long and involves three free-response essay 
questions—so you'll have roughly 40 minutes per essay. Note, though, that no one 
will prompt you to move from essay to essay, so you can theoretically divide up the 
time how you want (but be sure to leave enough time for each essay). The first two 
essays are literary analysis essays of specific passages, with one poem and one 
prose excerpt—and the final is an analysis of a given theme in a work selected by 
you, the student. 

  

Essays One and Two - Literary Passage Analysis 

For the first two essays, you’ll be presented with an excerpt and directed to analyze 
the excerptfor a given theme, device, or development. One of the passages will be 
poetry, and one will be prose. You will be provided with the author of the work, the 
approximate date, and some orienting information (i.e. the plot context of an 
excerpt from a novel). 

Sample Questions (from 2011 Free Response Questions) 

Poetry: 

http://apcentral.collegeboard.com/apc/public/repository/ap11_frq_english_lit.pdf


 

Prose: 

 

 

Essay Three - Thematic Analysis 

For the third and final essay, you’ll be asked to discuss a particular theme in a work 
that you select. You will be provided with a list of notable works that address the 
given theme below the prompt, but you can also choose to discuss any “work of 
literary merit.” 

So you DO have the power to choose which work you wish to write an essay 
about, but the key word here is “literary merit.” So no genre fiction! Stick to safe 
bets like authors in the list on pages 10-11 of the Course and Exam Description. (I 
know, I know—lots of ‘genre’ fiction works DO have literary merit, and Shakespeare 
actually began as low culture, and so on and so forth. You may well find academic 
designations of “literary merit” elitist and problematic, but the time to rage against 
the literary establishment is not your AP lit test.) 

Here’s a sample question (from 2011): 

http://media.collegeboard.com/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap-english-literature-and-composition-course-description.pdf


  

As you can see, the list of works provided spans many different time periods 
and countries: there are ancient Greek plays (Antigone), modern literary works (like 
Margaret Atwood’s The Blind Assassin or Barbara Kingsolver’s The Poisonwood Bible), 
Shakespeare plays (The Merchant of Venice), 19th-century Russian lit (Crime and 
Punishment), and so on. 

The multiple-choice section of the exam comprises 45% of your exam score. The 
three essays comprise the other 55%. Each essay, then, is worth about 18%. 
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POETRY QUESTIONS 

FRQ Description Thematic Focuses Rigor Notes 

2018, Question 1: Analyze how Olive 
Senior’s poem portrays the complex 
relationships among the speaker, implied 
audience and plant life. 

● Nature 
● Human nature  
● Allegory 

 

2017, Question 1: Analyze the relationship 
between music and the speaker’s complex 
memories of her family. 
 
Student Responses 

● Family 
● Music 
● Memories / the past 
● Childhood 

 

Mean score: 3.88 
● Students struggled to move beyond 

paraphrase to analysis. 
● Students tended to oversimplify the 

poem.  

2016, Question 1: Analyze how the speaker in 
Wilbur’s poem describes the juggler and what 
this description reveals about the speaker. 
 
Student Responses 

● Wonder 
● Boredom/frustration  

Mean score: 3.98  
● Students struggled to connect the use 

of devices to a meaningful analysis. 
● Student evidence did not fit the 

arguments it was used to support. 

2015, Question 1: Analyze how Derek 
Walcott uses poetic devices to convey the 
significance of his experiences in “XIV,” in 
which he describes the childhood experience 
of visiting an old storyteller.  
 
Student Responses 

● Childhood 
● Storytelling  
● Memories / the past 

Mean score: 4.06 
● Students struggled to connect the use 

of devices to a meaningful analysis. 
● While key lines must be analyzed, an 

understanding of the work as a 
whole is necessary.  

2014, Question 1: Analyze the poem by 
sixteenth-century English poet George 
Gascoigne and analyze how the complex 
attitude of the speaker is developed through 
devices such as form, diction and imagery 
[sonnet].  
 
Student Responses 

● Love/desire  
● Beauty  

Mean score: 4.21 
● Students struggled to move beyond 

paraphrase to analysis. 
● Students tended to oversimplify the 

poem.  

 

2013, Question 1: Analyze how Mary Oliver 
conveys the relationship between the tree and 
family through the use of figurative language 
and other poetic devices in “The Black 
Walnut Tree.” 

● Nature 
● Family  

Mean score: 4.21 
● Students struggled to move beyond 

paraphrase to analysis. 

https://apcentral.collegeboard.org/pdf/ap18-frq-english-literature.pdf
https://apcentral.collegeboard.org/pdf/ap-english-literature-frq-2017.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap17-english-literature-q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap16_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap16_english_literature_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap15_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap15_english_lit_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap14_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap14_english_literature_and_composition_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap13_frq_eng_lit.pdf
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Student Responses 

● Students tended to not address the 
full complexity of the prompt. 

2012, Question 1: Analyze how Sir Philip 
Sidney uses poetic devices to help convey the 
speaker’s complex attitude toward desire in 
“Thou Blind Man’s Mark.”  
 
Student Responses 

● Desire Mean score: 3.98 
● Students struggled to move beyond 

paraphrase to analysis. 
● Students listed or named devices 

without analyzing their meaning. 
● Students tended to not address the 

full complexity of the prompt/poem. 

2011, Question 1: Analyze how Li-Young 
Lee conveys the complex relationship of the 
father and the son through the use of literary 
devices such as point of view and structure. 
 
Student Responses 

● Family and familial love 
● Growing up  
● Changing relationships 

Mean score: 4.28 
● Students struggled to move beyond 

paraphrase to analysis. 
● Students listed or named devices 

without analyzing their meaning. 
● Students tended to not address the 

full complexity of the prompt/poem.  

2011, Form B, Question 1: Analyze how 
Robert Pack uses literary technique to 
contribute to the meaning of the poem, paying 
attention to the relationship between form and 
meaning.  
 
Student Responses  

● Life and death  
● Fear  

Mean score: N/A  
● Students listed or named devices 

without analyzing their meaning. 
● Students tended to not address the 

full complexity of the prompt/poem, 
especially in analyzing how form 
contributes to meaning. 

 

  

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap13_eng_lit_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap_2012_frq_eng_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap12_english_lit_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_frq_english_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_english_literature_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_frq_english_lit_formb.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_english_lit_form_b_q1.pdf
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2010, Question 1: How does Marilyn Nelson 
Waniek employ literary techniques to develop 
the complex meanings that the speaker 
attributes to The Century Quilt? 
 
Student Responses  
 

● Family 
● Personal history  
● Exploration of self  

Mean score: 4.33 
● Students struggled to move beyond 

paraphrase to analysis. 
● Students listed or named devices 

without analyzing their meaning. 
● Students tended to not address the 

full complexity of the prompt/poem. 

2010, Form B, Question 1: Compare and 
contrast the two poems, analyzing the poetic 
techniques that each writer uses to make his 
point about coming of age. 
 
Student Responses 
 

● Growing up and coming of 
age 

● Adulthood  
 

Mean score: N/A  
● Students listed or named devices 

without analyzing their meaning. 
● Students paraphrased rather than 

analyzed the similarities and 
differences in the poems. 

● Students provided oversimplified 
explanations of the poems. 

2009, Question 1: Analyze Cardinal Wolsey’s 
speech from Henry VIII and consider how 
Shakespeare uses elements to convey 
Wolsey’s complex response to his dismissal 
from court. 
 
Student Responses 

● Fleeting nature of success  
● Coping with failure and a 

dark future 

Mean score: 4.37  
● Students tended to oversimplify the 

poem and provide superficial 
analyses that were often more 
summarizing in nature 

2009, Form B, Question 1: Analyze how 
Edward Field employs literary devices in 
adapting the Icarus myth to a contemporary 
setting in “Icarus.” 
 
Student Responses 
 

● Fleeting nature of success  
● Coping with failure and a 

dark future 
● Fallen hero  
● Mediocre life  

Mean score: N/A 
● Students with mid-level or low 

responses tended to summarize the 
differences and similarities as 
highlighted by techniques without 
analysis or consideration of deeper 
meaning. 

2008, Question 1: Compare and contrast 
Keats’ and Longfellow’s poems analyzing the 
poetic techniques each writer uses to explore 
his particular situation. 
 
Student Responses 
 

● Mortality 
 

Mean score: 4.44 
● Students struggled to form a 

thorough thesis that analyzes how 
device create meaning in both texts. 

● Students often provide summary 
rather than analysis. 

2008, Form B, Question 1: Analyze the 
techniques used in the poems (Ted Hughes’ 

● Perspectives on life and 
living  

Mean score: N/A  

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_frq_eng_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_english_literature_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_frq_eng_lit_formb.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_english_literature_form_b_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_english_lit_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_frq_english_literature_formb.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_english_lit_form_b_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_op_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_form_b_frq.pdf
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“Hawk Roosting” and Mark Doty’s “Golden 
Retrievals”) to characterize the speakers and 
convey differing view of the world. 
Student Responses  

2007, Question 1: Compare and contrast the 
two poems (“A Barred Owl” by Richard 
Wilbur and “The History Teacher” by Billy 
Collins) analyzing how each author uses 
literary devices to make his point.  
 
Student Responses 

● Innocence  
● Truth and falsehoods 

Mean score: 4.57 
● Students struggled to form a 

thorough thesis that analyzes how 
device create nuanced meaning in 
both texts. 

● Students often provide summary 
rather than analysis. 

2007, Form B, Question 1: Analyze how the 
author uses techniques to convey his attitude 
toward the places he describes in “Here.” 
 
Student Responses 
 

● City life and rural life 
● Nature  
● Perspectives on life and 

living  

Mean score: N/A 
● Students struggled to articulate the 

nuanced perspective of the author 
towards the various places. 

● Students failed to move beyond 
summary to analysis. 

2006, Question 1: Analyze how the poet uses 
language to describe the scene and to convey 
mood and meaning. 
 
Student Responses 

● Nature  
● Mortality  
● Pride and humility  

Mean score: 4.67 
● Students struggled to form a 

thorough thesis that analyzes how 
device create nuanced meaning. 

● Students often provide summary 
rather than analysis. 

2006, Form B, Question 1: Analyze how the 
poet uses literary techniques to reveal the 
speaker’s attitudes toward nature and the 
artist’s task. 
 
Student Responses 

● Nature 
● Role of the artist 
● Beauty 

Mean score: N/A 
● Students lack an analysis of how 

devices convey attitudes. 

2005, Question 1: Compare and contrast 
Blake’s two poems on chimney sweeps, 
taking into consideration the poetic 
techniques Blake uses in each. 
 
Student Responses 

● Mortality 
● Loss of innocence  
● Critique of religion  

Mean score: 4.67 
● Students struggled to understand and 

analyze the nuance within each poem 
and across the two poems.  

2005, Form B, Question 1: Compare the 
speakers’ reflections on their early morning 
surroundings and analyze the techniques the 

● Nature 
● Reflection 
● Perspective 
● Hope and despair 

Mean score: N/A 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_english_lit_form_b_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_eng_lit_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_englit_operational_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_eng_lit_form_b_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_englit_formb_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap06_frq_englishlit_51753.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap06_englishlit_samples_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap06_frq_english_lit_51754.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap06_frq_english_lit_51754.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap05_frq_englishlit_45549.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/05_ap_englishlit_46922.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap05_frq_englishlit__45550.pdf
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poets use to communicate the speakers’ 
different states of mind. 
 
Student Responses  

2004, Question 1: Compare and contrast the 
poems, analyzing the significance of dark or 
night in each. 
 
Student Responses 

● Night / darkness  Mean score: 4.6 
● Students struggled to use the 

elements of poetry as an analytical 
tool, nearly listing elements while 
summarizing the poem. 

2004, Form B, Question 2: Analyze the 
techniques the poet uses to develop the 
relationship between the speaker and the 
swamp. 
 
Student Responses 

● Nature Mean score: N/A 

 

 

 

 

 

2003, Question 1: Compare and contrast the 
two concepts of Eros and analyze the 
techniques used to create them. 
 
Student Responses  

● Love and desire Mean score: 4.64 
● Students failed to analyze the 

techniques, often only listing and 
summarizing. 

● Students provided perspectives that 
were overly simplistic so as to be 
erroneous.  

2003, Form B, Question 1: Analyze how the 
poet conveys a view of “modern love” in 
George Meredith’s “Modern Love.” 
 
Student Responses  

● Love 
● Despair 

Mean score: N/A 

2002, Question 2: Analyze how the poet 
devices convey the speaker’s attitude toward 
the sinking of the ship in “The Convergence 
of the Twain” by Thomas Hardy. 
 

● Time  
● The inevitable / destiny 

Mean score: 4.8 
● Students erroneously unpacked the 

meaning of “Twain.”  
● Students often chose inaccurate or 

irrelevant devices to analyze. 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/05_ap_englishlit_form_46923.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_frq_english_lit__36152.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_english_lit_form_38643.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_frq_english_lit_22956.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_english_lit_q1_28066.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_frq_english_lit__22957.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_english_lit_form_28070.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_frq_02_10300.pdf


      AP® English Literature and Composition 
 

Copyright © 2019 National Math + Science Initiative, Dallas, Texas. All rights reserved. Visit us online at www.nms.org. AP* is a trademark of the College Entrance 
Examination Board. The College Entrance Examination Board was not involved in the production of this material. Used with permission.  

Student Responses 
 

● Students failed to analyze the 
techniques, often only listing and 
summarizing. 

2002, Question 2, Form B: Analyze how the 
formal elements of “If I Could Tell You” by 
W.H. Auden contribute to its meaning. 
 
Student Responses 

● Time 
● The inevitable / destiny  

Mean score: N/A 

2001, Question 1: Compare and contrast the 
two poems and analyze the relationship 
between them (“London, 1802” by William 
Woodsworth and “Douglass” by Paul 
Laurence Dunbar). 
 
Student Responses  

● Leaders and forefathers 
● The past 
● Social critique 

Mean score: 4.91 
● Students could say little beyond the 

obvious noticings of form and 
content and often pointed out 
similarities without analyzing them 
for meaning. 

2000, Question 1: Analyze the portrayals of 
the Sirens in a translation of the Homer’s The 
Odyssey  and in Margaret Atwood’s “Siren 
Song,” discussing tone, point of view, and 
whatever poetic devices seem most important. 
 
Student Responses 

● Desire and gendered 
perspectives 

● Allusion and reworking of 
traditional texts  

No analysis or commentary provided.  

1999, Question 1: Analyze how the poet 
conveys a deeper understanding of his whole 
experience through the use of elements in 
Seamus Heaney’s “Blackberry-Picking.” 
 
Student Responses 

● Disappointment / despair 
● Growing up  
● Loss of innocence 
● The ephemeral  

No analysis or commentary provided.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_english_lit_q2_18266.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_01.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_01_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_00.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_00_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_99_6924.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_99_q1.pdf
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PROSE QUESTIONS 

FRQ Description Thematic Focuses Rigor Notes 

2018, Question 2: Analyze how Hawthorne 
portrays the narrator’s attitude towards 
Zenobia through the use of literary techniques.  
 
Text: The Blithdale Romance (1852) by 
Nathaniel Hawthorne 

● The impact of wealth and 
luxury 

● False facades / showing (or 
not showing) our true selves  

Not available at the time this document 
was created. 

2017, Question 2: Analyze how the author 
explores the complex interplay between 
emotions and social propriety in the passage. 
 
Text: The Adventures of Peregrine Pickle 
(1751) by Tobias Smollett 
Student Responses 
 

● Social propriety 
● Honor 
● Gender roles  

 

Mean score: 4.05 
● Students focused on plot – what 

happened – rather than how it 
happened and how it was presented 
by the author. 

● Students identified features, but 
failed to identify complexity. 

● Students ignored diction that was 
difficult to understand. 

2016, Question 2: Paying particular attention 
to tone, word choice and selection of detail 
analyze Hardy’s portrayal of the complex 
relationship between the two characters.  
 
Text: The Mayor of Casterbridge (1886) by 
Thomas Hardy  
Student Responses 

● Family tensions 
● Class divisions 
● Estrangement   

Mean score: 4.34 
● Students described the characters in 

lieu of their relationship. 
● Students lacked an analysis of how 

the literary elements function in the 
passage. 

● Students failed to use evidence from 
the entire passage.  

2015, Question 2:  Analyze how Erdrich 
depicts the impact of the environment on the 

● Environment / nature Mean score: 4.16 

https://apcentral.collegeboard.org/pdf/ap18-frq-english-literature.pdf
https://apcentral.collegeboard.org/pdf/ap-english-literature-frq-2017.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap17-english-literature-q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap16_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap16_english_literature_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap15_frq_english_literature.pdf
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two children. You may wish to consider tone, 
imagery, selection of detail and point of view.  
 
Text: The Beet Queen (1986) by Louise Erdric 
Student Responses 

● Hopelessness / despair  ● Students often attempted to analyze 
all the elements mentioned. 

●  Students lacked clarity, thorough 
analysis and organized responses. 

2014, Question 2: Analyze how the author 
depicts the character of Moses. You may wish 
to consider point of view, selection of detail 
and imagery. 
 
Text: The Known World (2003) by Edward P 
Jones 
Student Responses 

● Environment / nature 

 

Mean score: 4.10 
● Students wrote superficial response, 

attempting to make use of all the 
techniques mentioned and/or failing 
to analyze deeply how devices build 
meaning in the text. 

2013, Question 2: Analyze how Lawrence 
employs literary devices to characterize the 
woman and capture her situation. 
 
Text: The Rainbow (1915) by D.H. Lawrence  
Student Responses 

● Gender roles 
● Confinement / liberation 
●  Knowledge and power 

Mean score:  
● Students who struggled failed to 

identify the elements of the text that 
were most significant and/or failed to 
illustrate an understanding of the 
passage as a whole.  

● Students lacked thorough analysis 
and complexity in their responses. 

2012, Question 2: Analyze the development of 
Estrella’s character. You may wish to consider 
detail, figurative language and tone.  
 
Text: Under the Feet of Jesus (1995) by 
Helena Maria Viramontes 
Student Responses 

[The passage is not available.] Mean score: 4.42 
● Students could benefit from more 

pre-writing as their essays were 
lacking focused arguments about 
how the development is portrayed. 

● Students struggled with identifying a 
nuanced tone. 

2011, Question 2: Analyze how Eliot portrays 
these two characters and their complex 
relationships as husband and wife. You may 
wish to consider such literary devices as 
narrative perspective and selection of detail. 
 
Text: Middlemarch (1871) by George Eliot 
Student Responses 

● Gender roles 
● Marriage 
● Financial difficulties  

Mean score: 4.65 
● Students tended to oversimply the 

characters, missing the complexity. 
This struggle often began with an 
argument that lacked the 
sophistication to capture this 
complexity and could be alleviated 
with a focus on prewriting the 
argument.  

2011, Form B, Question 2: Analyze how 
Highway uses literary devices to dramatize 
Okimasis’ experience. 

● Victory and loss 
● Resilience   

Mean score: N/A  
 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap15_english_lit_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap14_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap14_english_literature_and_composition_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap13_frq_eng_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap13_engl_lit_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap_2012_frq_eng_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap12_english_lit_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_frq_english_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_frq_english_lit_formb.pdf
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Text: Kiss of the Fur Queen (1998) by 
Tomson Highway 
Student Responses  

2010, Question 2: Analyze Clarence Hervey’s 
complex character as Edgeworth develops it 
through such literary techniques as tone, point 
of view and language. 
 
Text: Belinda (1801) by Clarence Hervey 
Student Responses  
 

● Insecurity and pretension  Mean score: 4.14 
● Students struggled with the more 

“esoteric” language. 
● Students tended to not address the 

full complexity of the character.  
● Students struggled to deeply 

understand the irony and thus with 
the tone and point of view. 

● Students would have benefited from 
prewriting. 

2010, Form B, Question 2: Analyze how Clair 
uses literary techniques to characterize the 
adult narrator’s memories of her fifth-grade 
summer world. 
 
Text: “Cherry Bomb” by Maxine Clair  
Student Responses  

● Childhood recollections 
● Innocence and youth  

Mean score: N/A  
 

2009, Question 2: Analyze how Petry 
establishes Lutie Johnson’s relationship to the 
urban setting through the use of such literary 
devices as imagery, personification, selection 
of detail and figurative language.  
 
Text: The Street (1946) by Ann Petry 
Student Responses 

● Environment and nature  Mean score: 4.46 
● Students who struggled listed or 

superficially discussed the author’s 
use of literary devices. 

● Students failed to capture the 
complexity of Lutie’s relationship to 
the setting. 

 

 

 

 

2009, Form B, Question 2: Analyze the 
literary techniques Hurston uses to describe 
Sawley and to characterize the people who 
live there. 
 

● Environment and nature  
● Simplicity of small town 

life 

Mean score: N/A 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_english_lit_form_b_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_frq_eng_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_english_literature_q1.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_frq_eng_lit_formb.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_english_literature_form_b_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_english_lit_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_frq_english_literature_formb.pdf
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Text: Seraph on the Suwanee (1948) by Zora 
Neale Hurston 
Student Responses 

2008, Question 2: Analyze how the author 
uses literary devices such as speech and point 
of view to characterize Arun’s experience. 
 
Text: Fasting, Feasting (1999) by Anita Desai 
Student Responses 

● Environment and nature  Mean score: 3.93 
● Students struggled with effective and 

sophisticated organization. 
● Students struggled to move from 

listing to analyze literary devices.  

2008, Form B, Question 2: Analyze the 
literary techniques Austen uses to characterize 
Catherine Morland. 
 
Text: Northanger Abbey (1818) by Jane 
Austen 
Student Responses  

● Complex character Mean score: N/A  

2007, Question 2:  Analyze how Trumbo uses 
such techniques as point of view, selection of 
detail and syntax to characterize the 
relationship between the young man and his 
father. 
 
Text: Johnny Got His Gun (1939) by Dalton 
Trumbo 
Student Responses 

● Familial relationships 
● Growing up 

Mean score: 4.45 
● Students struggled with effective and 

sophisticated organization. 
● Students struggled to move from 

listing to analyze literary devices. 

 

 

 

 

2007, Form B, Question 2: Analyze how 
Deane conveys the impact his early 
experiences with books and writing had on 
him. 
 
Text: Reading in the Dark by contemporary 
novelist Seamus Deane  
Student Responses 

● Power of stories / literature 
● Childhood  

Mean score: N/A 
 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_english_lit_form_b_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_op_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_form_b_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_english_lit_form_b_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_eng_lit_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_englit_operational_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_eng_lit_form_b_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_englit_formb_q2.pdf
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2006, Question 2: Analyze how Oscar Wilde 
reveals the values of the characters and the 
nature of their society. 
 
Text: Lady Windermere’s Fan (1892) by 
Oscar Wilde  
Student Responses 

● Values and society   Mean score: 4.67 
● Students struggled to nuanced 

argument concerning the characters’ 
values and the nature of their society, 
providing simplified accounts. 

● Students struggled with some of the 
vocabulary and the importance of 
cultural context.  

● Students struggled with effective and 
sophisticated organization. 

● Students struggled to move from 
listing to analyze literary devices. 

2006, Form B, Question 2: Discuss how the 
narrator’s style reveals his attitudes toward the 
people he describes. 
 
Text: The Moonstone by Wilkie Collins  
Student Responses 

● Idleness / Boredom Mean score: N/A 
 

 

 

 

 

 

2005, Question 2: Show how the author uses 
literary devices to achieve her purpose. 
 
Text: “Birthday Party” (1946) by Katharine 
Brush  
Student Responses 

● Marriage 
● Disappointment   

Mean score: 4.32 
● Students struggled with effective and 

sophisticated organization. 
● Students struggled to move from 

listing to analyze literary devices. 

2005, Form B, Question 2: Discuss how the 
characterization in the passage reflects the 
narrator’s attitude toward McTeague. 
Consider such elements as diction, tone, detail 
and syntax. 
 
Text: McTeague by Frank Norris 
Student Responses  

● Complacency and yearning Mean score: N/A 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap06_frq_englishlit_51753.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap06_englishlit_samples_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap06_frq_english_lit_51754.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap06_englishlit_formB_samples_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap05_frq_englishlit_45549.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/05_ap_englishlit_46922.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap05_frq_englishlit__45550.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/05_ap_englishlit_form_46923.pdf
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2004, Question 2:  Analyze the author’s 
depiction of the three characters and the 
relationships among them. Pay particular 
attention to tone and point of view. 
 
Text: “The Pupil” (1891) by Henry James 
Student Responses 
 

● False facades  
● Complex relationships  

Mean score: 4.31 
● Students struggled to explain the 

tone and/or the point of view (often 
making inaccurate assertions) and 
struggled with deeply connecting to 
the relationship among characters. 

● Structurally, some students wrote a 
paragraph about each character 
rather than considering their 
relationships. 

● Students struggled with paraphrase 
versus analysis.  

2004, Form B, Question 1: Analyze how 
Gaskell uses elements such as point of view, 
selection of detail, dialogue and 
characterization to make social commentary. 
 
Text: Mary Barton (1848) by George Wilson 
Student Responses 

● Social critique  
● Social class divisions  

Mean score: N/A 

2003, Question 2: Explain how the author uses 
narrative voice and characterization to provide 
social commentary. 
 
Text: “The Other Paris” (1953) by Mavis 
Gallant  
Student Responses  

● Social critique  
● Marriage  

Mean score: 4.83 
● Students lacked an understanding of 

narrative voice and social 
commentary.  

● Students failed to recognize the 
satire and irony.  

● Students struggled with paraphrase 
versus analysis.   

2003, Form B, Question 2: Analyze the 
literary techniques Oates uses to characterize 
the speaker, Judd Mulvaney. 
 
Text: We Were the Mulvaneys (1996) by Joyce 
Carol Oates 
Student Responses  

● Mortality 
● Childhood 
● Loss of Innocence  

Mean score: N/A 

2002, Question 1: Analyze how the author 
produces a comic effect.  
 
Text: Kiss and Tell by Alain de Botton 
Student Responses 

● Family relationships Mean score: N/A 
● Students struggled identifying and 

analyzing the elements used in a 
literary context to produce comedy. 

● Students struggled to analyze, often 
paraphrasing instead. 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_english_lit_operational_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_frq_english_lit__36152.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_english_lit_form_38642.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_frq_english_lit_22956.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_english_lit_q2_28067.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_frq_english_lit__22957.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_english_lit_form_28071.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_frq_02_10300.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_english_lit_q1_18264.pdf
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2002, Question 1, Form B: Analyze how 
Proulx’s use of language generates a vivid 
impression of Quoyle as a character.  
 
Text: The Shipping News by Annie Proulx 
Student Responses  

● Low self-esteem 
● Feeling othered 

Mean score: N/A 

2001, Question 2: Analyze the techniques 
Fielding uses to characterize Mr. Allworthy 
and Mrs. Deborah Wilkins. 
 
Text: Tom Jones (1749) by Henry Fielding 
Student Responses  

● Love for a child Mean score: N/A 
● Students struggled to discuss 

narration, point of view and 
structure. 

2000, Question 2: Analyze how the language 
of the passage characterizes the diarist and his 
society and how the characterization serves 
Addison’s satiric purpose. You may wish to 
consider such elements as selection of detail, 
repetition and tone. 
 
Text: The Spectator (1712) by Joseph Addison  
Student Responses 

● Social critique   No analysis or commentary provided.  

1999, Question 2: Show how McCarthy’s 
techniques convey the impact of the 
experience on the main character. 
 
Text: The Crossing (1994) by Cormac 
McCarthy 
Student Responses 

● Nature 
● Mortality  

No analysis or commentary provided. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/b_eng_lit_frq_02_10299.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_b_english_lit__18254.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_01.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_01_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_00.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_00_q2.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_99_6924.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_99_q2.pdf
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OPEN QUESTION 

FRQ Description Recommended Texts 

2018, Question 3: Select a character 
from a novel, epic or play who has been 
given a gift that is both an advantage 
and a problem. Analyze the complex 
nature of the gift and how the gift 
contributes to the meaning of the work 
as a whole. 
 
 

 

2017, Question 3: Select a novel, play or 
epic poem that features a character 
whose origins are unusual or 
mysterious. Then write an essay in 
which you analyze how these origins 
shape the character and that character’s 
relationships, and how the origins 
contribute to the meaning of the work as 
a whole.  
 
Student Responses 

 

https://apcentral.collegeboard.org/pdf/ap18-frq-english-literature.pdf
https://apcentral.collegeboard.org/pdf/ap-english-literature-frq-2017.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap17-english-literature-q3.pdf
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2016, Question 3: Choose a novel or 
play in which a character deceives 
others. Analyze the motives for that 
character’s deception contributes to the 
meaning of the work as a whole.  
 
Student Responses 
 

 

2015, Question 3:  Select a novel, play 
or epic poem in which acts of cruelty are 
important to the theme. Analyze how 
cruelty functions in the work as a whole 
and what the cruelty reveals about the 
perpetrator and/or victim. 
 
Student Responses 

 

2014, Question 3: Select a character that 
has deliberately sacrificed, surrendered 
or forfeited something in a way that 
highlights that character’s values. 
Analyze how the particular sacrifice 
illuminates the character’s values and 
provides a deeper understanding of the 
meaning of the work.  
 
Student Responses 

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap16_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap16_english_literature_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap15_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap15_english_lit_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/ap14_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap14_english_literature_and_composition_q3.pdf
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2013, Question 3: Select a single pivotal 
moment in the psychological or moral 
development of the protagonist of 
bildungsroman. Analyze how that single 
moment shapes the meaning of the work 
as a whole. 
 
Student Responses 
 

 

2012, Question 3: Choose a novel or 
play in which cultural, physical or 
geographical surroundings shape 
psychological or moral traits in a 
character. Analyze how surroundings 
affect this character and illuminate the 
meaning of the work as a whole. 
 
Student Responses 

 

2011, Question 3: Choose a character 
from a novel or play who responds in 
some significant way to justice or 
injustice. Analyze the character’s 
understanding of justice, the degree to 
which the character’s search for justice 
is successful and the significance of this 
search for the work as a whole. 
 
Student Responses 

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap13_frq_eng_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/digitalServices/pdf/ap/apcentral/ap13_engl_lit_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap_2012_frq_eng_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap12_english_lit_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_frq_english_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_english_literature_q3.pdf
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2011, Form B, Question 3: Choose a 
novel or play that you have studied and 
describe an “illuminating” episode or 
moment and explain how it functions as 
a “casement,” a window that opens onto 
the meaning of the work as a whole. 
Avoid mere plot summary.  
 
Student Responses  

 

2010, Question 3: Select a novel, play or 
epic in which a character experiences 
such a rift and becomes cut off from 
“home,” whether that home is the 
character’s birthplace, family, homeland 
or other special place. Analyze how the 
character’s experience with exile is both 
alienating and enriching and how this 
experience illuminates the meaning of 
the work as a whole.  
 
Student Responses   

2010, Form B, Question 3: Choose a 
novel or play in which a central 
character leaves home yet finds that 
home remains significant. Analyze the 
importance of “home” to this character 
and the reasons for its continuing 
influence. Explain how the character’s 
idea of home illuminates the larger 
meaning of the work. 
 
Student Responses  

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_frq_english_lit_formb.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap11_english_lit_form_b_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_frq_eng_lit.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_english_literature_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_frq_eng_lit_formb.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap10_english_literature_form_b_q3.pdf
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2009, Question 3: Select a novel or play 
and, focusing on one symbol, write an 
essay analyzing how that symbol 
functions in the work and what it reveals 
about the characters or themes of the 
work as a whole. 
 
Student Responses 
 

 

2009, Form B, Question 3: Choose a 
novel or play that focuses on a political 
or social issue. Then write an essay in 
which you analyze how the author uses 
literary elements to explore this issue, 
and explain how the issue contributes to 
the meaning of the work as a whole.  
 
Student Responses 
 

  

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_frq_english_literature.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_english_lit_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_frq_english_literature_formb.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap09_english_lit_form_b_q3.pdf
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2008, Question 3: Choose a novel or 
play in which a minor character serves 
as a foil to a main character. Analyze 
how the relation between the minor 
character and the major character 
illuminates the meaning of the work.  
 
Student Responses 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2008, Form B, Question 3: In some 
works of literature, childhood and 
adolescence are portrayed as times 
graced by innocence and a sense of 
wonder. In other works, they are 
depicted as times of tribulation and 
terror. Focusing on a single novel or 
play, explain how its representation of 
childhood or adolescence shapes the 
meaning of the work as a whole. 
 
Student Responses   

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_op_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_eng_lit_form_b_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap08_english_lit_form_b_q3.pdf
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2007, Question 3: Choose a novel or 
play in which a character must contend 
with some aspect of the past, either 
personal or societal. Show how the 
character’s relationship to the past 
contributes to the meaning of the work 
as a whole. 
 
Student Responses 
 

 

2007, Form B, Question 3: Select a 
novel or play that includes an act of 
betrayal. Analyze the nature of the 
betrayal and show how it contributes to 
the meaning of the work as a whole.  
 
Student Responses 
 

 

2006, Question 3: Many writers use a 
country setting to establish values 
within a given work. Choose a novel or 
play in which such a setting plays a 
significant role. Analyze how the 
country setting functions in the work as 
a whole.  
 
Student Responses 
 

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_eng_lit_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_englit_operational_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_eng_lit_form_b_frq.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap07_englit_formb_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap06_frq_englishlit_51753.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap06_englishlit_samples_q3.pdf
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2006, Form B, Question 3: Choose a 
novel, play or epic poem in which a 
physical journey is an important element 
and discuss how the journey adds to the 
meaning of the work as a whole. 
 
Student Responses 

 

 

2005, Question 3: Identify a character 
who conforms outwardly while 
questioning inwardly. Analyze how this 
tension between outward conformity 
and inward questioning contributes to 
the work. 
 
Student Responses 

 

2005, Form B, Question 3: Discuss how 
a character in a novel or a drama 
struggles to free himself or herself from 
the power of others or seeks to gain 
power over others. Be sure to 
demonstrate how the author uses this 
power struggle to enhance the meaning 
of the work. 
 
Student Responses  

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap06_frq_english_lit_51754.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap06_englishlit_formB_samples_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap05_frq_englishlit_45549.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/05_ap_englishlit_46922.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/_ap05_frq_englishlit__45550.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/05_ap_englishlit_form_46923.pdf
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2004, Question 3: Roland Barthes has 
said, “Literature is the question minus 
the answer.” Considering Barthes’ 
observation, analyze a central question 
the work raises and the extent to which 
it offers any answers. Explain how the 
author’s treatment of this question 
affects your understanding of the work 
as a whole.  
 
Student Responses 

 

2004, Form B, Question 3: Choose a 
novel or play and show how a specific 
death scene helps to illuminate the 
meaning of the work as a whole.  
 
Student Responses 
 

 

2003, Question 3: Select a novel or play 
in which a tragic figure functions as an 
instrument of the suffering of others. 
Explain how the suffering brought upon 
others by that figure contributes to the 
tragic vision of the work as a whole. 
 
Student Responses  

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_frq_english_lit_36149.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_english_lit_oper_38646.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_frq_english_lit__36152.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap04_english_lit_form_38644.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_frq_english_lit_22956.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_english_lit_q3_28069.pdf
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2003, Form B, Question 3: Select a 
novel or play in which a character 
responds to a cultural collision. Describe 
the character’s response and explain its 
relevance to the work as a whole. 
 
Student Responses  
 

 

2002, Question 3: Choose a novel or 
play in which a morally ambiguous 
character plays a pivotal role. Explain 
how the character can be viewed as 
morally ambiguous and why his or her 
moral ambiguity is significant to the 
work as a whole.   
 
Student Responses 

 

2002, Form B, Question 3: Choose a 
novel or play of literary merit that 
requires a character to keep a secret. 
Explain the necessity for secrecy.  
 
Student Responses  

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_frq_english_lit__22957.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/ap03_english_lit_form_28072.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_frq_02_10300.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_english_lit_q3_18267.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/b_eng_lit_frq_02_10299.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_b_english_lit__18261.pdf
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2001, Question 3: Select a novel or play 
in which a character’s apparent madness 
or irrational behavior plays an important 
role. Explain what this delusion or 
eccentric behavior consists of and how it 
might be judged reasonable.  
 
Student Responses  
 

 

2000, Question 3: Choose a novel or 
play in which one or more of the 
characters confront a mystery. Identify 
the mystery and explain how the 
investigation illuminates the meaning of 
the work as a whole.  
 
Student Responses 
 

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_01.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_01_q3.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_00.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_00_q3.pdf
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1999, Question 3: From a novel or play 
choose a character whose mind is pulled 
in conflicting directions by two 
compelling desires, ambitions, 
obligations or influences. Identify each 
of the two conflicting forces and explain 
how this conflict within one character 
illuminates the meaning of the work as a 
whole.  
 
Student Responses 
 

 

 

https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/eng_lit_99_6924.pdf
https://secure-media.collegeboard.org/apc/sample_eng_lit_99_q3.pdf
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