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Fiction Unit: The Short Story
Lesson 1: Elements of a short story

Objective: To recognize elements in a short story.


     To begin thinking about the elements for their own stories.

Activity: Read (aloud?) Hemingway’s “Hills Like White Elephants” page 38 in In a Field of Words (IFOW)
Through discussion, have students identify: setting, characters, conflict, dialogue, plot, point of view in “Hills” as well as in “The Looking Glass” in the attachment. 

Assignment: Pick out a story from your literature book and identify the elements of short story that are evident.

Lesson 2:  Setting (atmosphere and mood and impact on characters and readers)

Objective: To recognize setting in a short story.


     To write a passage introducing setting in their own stories. 

Activity: Discuss setting in “Hills” See Attachments for more models.

Assignment: Write one or two paragraphs describing a place. Use concrete details that create a particular atmosphere or mood. 

Lesson 3.  Characters (traits, mannerisms) (see p. 61 in IFOW for how it’s done): 1) describe character directly, 2) reveal character through his/her actions and words, 3) reveal character through reactions of others to him/her

Objective: To identify character traits and means by which they are introduced.

     To write description of characters.

Activity: Read (aloud?) “Strawberry Fields,” p. 67, IFOW

Discuss how writer reveals traits of grandmother, mother, brother, narrator


Discuss characters in “hills” p. 38 in IFOW. See additional models in attachment 

Assignment: Write a short description of one or two characters for their own stories. Give the characters a name and some personality traits. 

Lesson 4.  Conflict (struggle between opposing forces) (see p. 26 in IFOW for types) 
Objective:  To identify the conflict in stories and the means by which they are revealed.

Activity: Discuss conflict in “Hills” in IFOW. See additional models in attachments.

Assignment: Write a passage summarizing a conflict the character or characters in their stories will face. Or narrate the actual portion of the story that introduces or shows the conflict. 

Lesson 5:  Plot (the sequence of events in a story) 
Objective :) 
To identify structure in a short story.


            To outline a plot for their own stories

Activity: Discuss and identify the sequence of events in a story (Hills” in IFOW.) See diagram and additional models in attachments.

Assignment: Outline the sequence of events for their own stories. 

Lesson 6: Dialogue (Words spoken by character to move story along, reveal character) (authentic)

Objective: To recognize potential in dialogue to move plot and reveal character.


      To recognize qualities of authentic dialogue. 


      To write a passage of authentic dialogue that moves plot and reveals 


      character.

Activity:  Discuss dialogue in “Hills” in IFOW. See additional models in attachments.

Assignment: Write a passage of authentic dialogue that moves plot and reveals 


      character in their own stories.

Lesson 7: Point of view (the perspective, or vantage point, from which a story is told)
Objective: To identify the various points of view that authors may use on stories.
Activity: Read and discuss various types of point of view on p. 72-3 Field of Words.
See attachment for additional models.

Assignment: Write a passage containing basically the same content from two different points of view. Decide on a point of view for your stories.
Lesson 8:  Revision (examine and improve the draft)

Objective: To see revision as an organized approach to looking over all of the elements of the short story


     To revise their short stories 

Activity: Read and discuss the Revision Worksheet on pp. 205-06 in IFOW. See model in the attachment. In groups, revise the original (Driver’s license) in attachment. Exchange stories with a classmate and get revision feedback.
Assignment: Using the Revision Worksheet on pp. 205-05 in IFOW, revise your short story.

Attachments for Short Story Unit

Setting Models
    The old store, lighted only by three fifty-watt bulbs, smelled of coal oil and baking bread. In the middle of the rectangular room, where the oak floor sagged a little, stood an iron stove. To the right was a wooden table with an unfinished game of checkers and a stool made from an apple-tree stump. On shelves around the walls sat earthen jugs with corncob stoppers, a few canned goods, and some of the two thousand old clocks Thurmond Watts owned. Only one was ticking; the others he just looked at. 


 William Least Heat Moon Blue Highways: A Journey into America

Once a day a cheap, gaudy packet arrived upward from St. Louis, and another downward from Keokuk. Before these events, the day was glorious with expectancy; after them, the day was a dead and empty thing. Not only the boys, but the whole village felt this. After all these years I can picture that old time to myself now, just as it was then: the white town drowsing in the sunshine of a summer’s morning; the streets empty, or pretty nearly so; one or two clerks sitting in front of the Water Street stores, with their splint-bottomed chairs tilted back against the wall, chins on breasts, hats slouched over their faces, asleep, with shingle-shavings enough around to show what broke them down; a sow and a litter of pigs loafing along the sidewalk, doing a good business in watermelon rinds and seeds…two or three wood flats at the head of the wharf, but nobody to listen to the peaceful lapping of the wavelets against them; the great Mississippi, the majestic, the magnificent Mississippi, rolling its mile-wide tide along, shining in the sun; the dense forest away on the other side; the “point” above the town, and the “point” below, bounding the river-glimpse and turning it into a sort of sea, and withal a very still and brilliant and lonely one. Presently a film of dark smoke appears above one of those remote “points”; instantly a Negro drayman, famous for his quick eye and prodigious voice, lifts up the cry, “S-t-e-a-m-boat a-comin’!” and the scene changes! The town drunkard stirs, the clerks wake up, a furious clatter of drays follows, every house and store pours out a human contribution, and all in a twinkling the dead town is alive and moving. Drays, carts, men, boys, all go hurrying from many quarters to a common center, the wharf. Assembled there, the people fasten their eyes upon the coming boat as upon a wonder they are seeing for the first time.


Mark Twain Life on the Mississippi

Attachments for Short Story Unit

Characterization Models

A) Direct Characterization

My Mom is the most selfless person I know.

Since as long as I can remember, it’s always been just the two of us. And while I often wondered what it would be like with a Dad, I never felt that I lacked for anything. Mom gave her all so that would not happen. 

That self-sacrificing has taken its toll on her. The dark circles under her eyes, I’m sure, come from her working a full time job at an office and then sitting at her computer at home banging away on those keys long after I go to bed, to make some extra money. That’s in addition to the cooking and cleaning she does. I try to help but she just says, “No, you do your schoolwork. That’s your job, Kiddo.” 

Mom hardly ever buys anything for herself and when she does it’s always on sale and last year’s styles. But almost every week she bursts into the house with a shopping bag and a gift for me. “Try it on,” she says,” and beams because I look “lovely” in the new shirt or whatever. 

Even with her busy schedule, Mom hardly ever missed one of my games as I was growing up. For a time I was at that stage when kids don’t want their parents around when their friends are around. So when I told Mom not to take off from work to see one of my games, she frowned, but she understood. As things would have it, I hit a homerun that day—my first ever—and when I crossed the plate who was standing by the bench but Mom, yelling “Way to go, Kiddo.” I was so glad to see her. 

I can always tell when Mom’s had a bad day. She’s very quiet fixing dinner, not chatting or asking me a million questions about my day. When I ask what’s wrong, she’ll sigh and say, “Oh, nothing.” But gradually she opens up and tells me what happened. More than once in the last few years she’s been passed over for a promotion at the office. “They gave the job to a man,” she says, her face tensing in anger. “A man I could run rings around.” When I ask why she doesn’t leave and get another job, she says, “Trade-offs, Kiddo. Trade-offs.” The trade-offs involve me. The company lets her take time when I’m sick or in a show. So Mom stays, biting her tongue and swallowing her pride—for me.

B) Indirect characterization

Ellen Webster was what is referred to among her friends as a “sweet” girl. She had pretty, soft hair and dark, soft eyes, and she dressed in soft colors and wore frequently a lovely old-fashioned brooch which had belonged to her grandmother. Ellen thought of herself as a very happy and very lucky person because she had a good job, was able to buy herself a fair number of soft-colored dresses and skirts and sweaters and coats and hats…She was—her friends were right—a sweet girl.  


Shirley Jackson, “About Two Nice People”

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain, simple and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation—as all good things should do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value—the description applied to both. 

O. Henry, “The Gift of the Magi”

Conflict Models

The general raised his glass, but Rainsford sat staring at him. 


“You’ll find this game worth playing,” the general said enthusiastically. “Your brain against mine. Your woodcraft against mine. Your strength and stamina against mine. Outdoor chess! And the stake is not without value, eh?”


“And if I win—“began Rainsford huskily. 


“I’ll cheerfully acknowledge myself defeated if I do not find you by midnight of the third day” said General Zaroff….

“…I suggest you wear moccasins; they leave a poorer trail. I suggest too that you avoid a big swamp in the southeast corner of the island. We call it Death Swamp. There’s quicksand there.”


Richard Connell, “The Most Dangerous Game”

…An old wish returned to haunt the shoemaker: that he had had a son instead of a daughter, but this blew away in the snow for Feld, if anything, was a practical man. Yet he could not help but contrast the diligence of the boy, who was a peddler’s son, with Miriam’s unconcern for an education. True, she was always with a book in her hand, yet when the opportunity arose for a college education, she had said no she would rather find a job. He had begged her to go, pointing out how many fathers could not afford to send their children to college, but she said she wanted to be independent. 


Bernard Malamud, “The First Seven Years”

Plot Models
Most stories follow this basic pattern or plot structure. 
[image: image1]
A
Exposition: introduction to main characters, settings, and conflict
B
Rising Action: the events and complications that lead to an important and 


dramatic point in the story
C.
Climax: the point of greatest interest and emotional involvement in the story

D.
Falling action: the events that develop from the climax and lead to the conclusion

E.
Denouement (or resolution): the final outcome of the story

Plot summary of “The Necklace,” by Guy deMaupassant
Exposition: She was one of those pretty and charming girls, born as if by accident of fate, into a family of clerks. With no dowry, no prospects, no way of any kind of being met, understood, loved, and married by a man both prosperous and famous, she was finally married to a minor clerk in the Ministry of Education.


She dressed plainly because she could not afford fine clothes, but was as unhappy as a woman who has come down in the world….


She grieved incessantly, feeling that she had been born for all the little niceties and luxuries of living. She grieved over the shabbiness of her apartment, the dinginess of the walls, the worn-out appearance of the chairs, the ugliness of the draperies. All these things which another woman of her class would not have even noticed, gnawed at her and made her furious. 


(business about the invitation to the ball, her needing and getting a gown and necklace )

Rising Action: The day of the party arrived. Mme. Loisel was a sensation. She was the prettiest one there, fashionable, gracious, smiling, and wild with joy. All the men turned to look at her, asked who she was, begged to be introduced. All the Cabinet officials wanted to waltz with her. The minister took notice of her.

She danced madly, wildly, drunk with pleasure, giving no thought to anything in the triumph of her beauty, the pride of her success, in a kind of happy cloud composed of all the adulation, of all the admiring glances, of all the awakened longings, of a sense of complete victory….

Climax: 
Before the mirror, she let the wraps fall from her shoulders to see herself once again in all her glory. Suddenly she gave a cry. The necklace was gone. 

Her husband, already half undressed, said, “What’s the trouble?”


She turned to him despairingly, “I…I…I don’t have Mme. Forestier’s necklace.”

“What! You can’t mean it! It’s impossible!”


They hunted everywhere, though the folds of the dress, through the folds of the coat, in the pockets. They found nothing.

Falling action: Mme. Loisel appeared an old woman, now. She became heavy, rough, harsh, like one of the poor. Her hair untended, her skirts askew, her hands red, her voice shrill, she even sloped water on her floors and scrubbed them herself. But, sometimes, while her husband was at work, she would sit near the window and think of that long-ago evening when, at the dance, she had been so beautiful and admired.
Denouement (Resolution): Mme. Forestier stopped short. “You mean to say you bought a diamond necklace to replace mine?”


“Yes. You never noticed then? They were quite alike.”


And she smiled with pride and joy.


Mme Forestier, quite overcome, clasped her by the hands. “Oh, my poor Mathilde. But mine was only paste. Why, at most it was worth only five hundred francs.”

Exposition: Jack and Jill, brother and sister, went up the hill to fetch a pail of water for their mom. 

Rising action: They struggled, as the hill was rugged, with large rocks protruding from the earth. 

Climax: Jack slipped and fell, hitting his head on a large rock. “Jack,” Jill shouted, “it looks like you cracked your crown.”
Falling action: Jill got on her cell phone and called for help, which arrived shortly. The emergency squad took Jack away in an ambulance.

Denouement (or Resolution): From that day on, Pop went to fetch the water.


Anonymous, “Jack and Jill”

Dialogue Models

“Your father’s not well,” she said. “He’s down today, feels depressed. He’s a particular man, your father. He feels dirty with all that beard on him.”


“I’ll shave him,” he said. 


His mother stopped, her head on one side. 


“Do you think you can?” she asked. “He’d like it if you can.”


“I can do it,” Barry said. 



Leslie Norris, “Shaving”


“Remember to get those overshoes while I’m having my hair done,” she said. 

“I don’t need overshoes,” said Mitty. She put her mirror back into her bag.


“We’ve been all through that,” she said, getting out of the car. “You’re not a young man any longer.” He raced the engine a little. “Why don’t you wear your gloves? Have you lost your gloves?”


James Thurber, “The Secret life of Walter Mitty”

Point of View Models
First-person major character and narrator speaks as “I”


The puddle had frozen over, and me and Cathy went stompin’ in it. The twins from next door, Tyrone and Terry, were swingin’ so high out of sight we forgot we were waitin’ out turn on the tire. 


Toni Cade Bambara, “Blues Ain’t No Mockin’ Bird”

First-person minor character and narrator speaks as I but mostly of others


As the music moves along, I can’t help noticing that my mother is either too tired to run anymore or is actually listening. And then I notice that she is very definitely listening…..I watch her sit down. I notice now that her expression no longer suggests that she is tired and angry.

William Saroyan, “The Miraculous Phonograph Record of 1921”

Third-person narrator who is not a character in the story.


Then he remembered what followed that evening. It was decided that the young man should spend the years of his captivity under the strictest supervision in one of the lodges in the banker’s garden. It was agreed that for fifteen years he should not be free.


Anton Chekhov, “The Bet”

Third-person all-knowing narrator reveals many things

Dark woods stood all about the old Hilton farmhouse, save down the hill, westward, where lay the shadowy fields which John Hilton, and his father before him, had cleared and tilled with much toil….


As John moved his head in and out of the shadows…one could see his good face, rough and somewhat unkempt….he had just come from the lower field as cheerful as a boy, proud of having finished the planting of his potatoes. 


Sarah Orne Jewett, “The Hiltons’ Holiday”

Revision Model
Original

My friend and I were standing on the corner of First Street and Avenue C. We were waiting for the light so we could cross Avenue C. A car was on First facing 

us, waiting for the light. The light changed and I was about to move off the curb. The guy in the truck must have stepped on the gas because the truck came speeding through the intersection. Because the light changed, the car started to move forward. Just as it came into the intersection, the truck did too. The truck driver hit his brakes and the wheels made a loud noise. The truck hit the car, sending it off the street and onto the sidewalk. 

Revision

It was about 11 o’clock on Saturday when the accident happened. My friend Raj and I were standing on the corner of First Street and Avenue C. We were waiting for the light to change so we could cross Avenue C. A silver sedan car was on First facing us, waiting for the light. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a big blue pickup truck coming down Avenue C. The light changed and I was a bout to move step off the curb. Raj grabbed my arm and pulled me back. “Watch it, Man,” he said. The guy in the truck must have stepped on the gas because the truck came speeding through the intersection. Because the light changed, the car silver sedan started to move forward, slowly. Just as it came rolled into the intersection, the truck came barreling through. The truck driver hit his brakes and the wheels made a loud noise screeched. The truck hit slammed into the car on the driver’s side, sending knocking it off the street and onto the sidewalk. The passenger door of the sedan popped open. The driver’s side was totally smashed. Chills ran up and down my back and my palms began to sweat.
Original

For weeks, I could barely sleep or eat. 

I’d see myself in a light jacket, my left arm resting on the door, the CD player blasting my favorite tunes. I’d be the envy of all of my younger friends who still had weeks or months to go before they could get their licenses. 

I’d go out to the look at Mom’s car—soon to be mine as well as hers—at any time of day or night. I’d take a soft clothe and dust it off, even when it didn’t need dusting. I’d sit behind the wheel almost tasting the freedom my driver’s license would give me to go just about anywhere I wanted. 

My school subjects took a backseat to the only important subject—the rules of driving. I carried that worn-out dog-eared Driver’s Manual wherever I went, studying it whenever I could sneak a glance at it. 

On the day of the test, I was more excited. I woke up at five o’clock. I was dressed and ready for school by 5:30. How could I last until 3:30, the time I was slated for the driving test? At school, I could hear every tick on the classroom clocks, and class periods seemed to go on as if in slow motion. Then the dismissal bell rang. 

Revision

	Identify the situation and the emotion in the introduction; draw reader attention

Add a topic sentence for clarity

Add a topic sentence for clarity

Describe the emotion by telling what it is NOT 

Use a comma between coordinate adjectives

Use a metaphor to describe the emotion

Use vocabulary consistent with the emotion

Close in a way that sums up the person’s emotional state


	For weeks before my driver’s test, I could barely sleep or eat. The anticipation was so strong. 

Visions of myself driving around town kept creeping into my mind. I’d see myself in a light jacket, my left arm resting on the door, the CD player blasting my favorite tunes. I’d be the envy of all of my younger friends who still had weeks or months to go before they could get their licenses. 

I was consumed by the thought of driving. I’d go out to the look at Mom’s car—soon to be mine as well as hers—at any time of day or night. I’d take a soft clothe and dust it off, even when it didn’t need dusting. I’d sit behind the wheel almost tasting the freedom my driver’s license would give me to go just about anywhere I wanted. No more would I be saying, “Mom, can you drive me to the mall?” Or “Anybody going by my house? Can you drop me off?”

My school subjects took a backseat to the only important subject—the rules of driving. I carried that worn-out, dog-eared Driver’s Manual wherever I went, studying it whenever I could sneak a glance at it. That little manual was to me what a survival kit is to a mountain climber. 

On the day of the test, I was pumped up even higher. I woke up at five o’clock. I was dressed and ready for school by 5:30. How could I last until 3:30, the time I was slated for the driving test? At school, I could hear every tick on the classroom clocks, and class periods seemed to go on as if in slow motion. Then the dismissal bell rang and I flew out the door to the biggest event of my life. 



[image: image2.png]s ctore attempung the Experiments in Writing, read “The Look-
L ing Glass” by student Gail Rubinstein. Discust Gail's theme and
her embodiment of it in concrete story form.

The Looking Glass

. The dusk had just begun to fall that autumn day, bringing with i
‘an aura of turgid greyness. One would walk through it waiting
anxiously for that crash of thunder—that celestial explosion—which

| would put an end to the depression. The heavy mist folded its arms
around a small, grey<lad figure running breathlesly and fufully—
stopping every so often (o let herself be soothed by the mist, 2s a
child is caressed by its mother. The mist abandaned her 2 she
hesitantly entered her home.

“Alice!” came 2 high-strung voice from a distant room
“Yes, Mother,” answered the girl in a voice which, sirive as it
might, could not free itslf of a waver.

“Why ére you home so late> Come in here and let me look at

ou
B AL it et ke cne who I being bickoned not
10 walk, into her mother's Toom. She would have to begin 2 con:
vewsation immediat

1 was just at the library—in school. I had t get—

‘Oh God, how you look!” broke in the mother in a tone of anx
ety and deep gravity. “Why is your hair always like that? And that
dress! The way it simply hangs on your body. 1 should never have
Jet you wear that cress. 1 hope nobody at school said anything
abouc it She added then in an intense, almost fierce whisper, her
eves glistening asif she were talking to herself, “You know how they
whisper

The girl stood limply before her, stering at the grey rug. She
wished there vere many people in the zcom. She could sit alone
then in a forgotien corner and simply listen 1o ber thoughts, and
‘nobody would mind; they wouldn't even notice.

The woman stared at her offspring with that bitier, yet still wist
ful expression of one who has been tragically deprived of something,
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[image: image3.png]She stared at the girl's form, bent over now—cowering it seemed—
w0 pull up an everloose sock, which, in the nervous gesture, was
stretched even loaser. She stared at the girl's colorless, dark hai
hanging limply and unevenly at the nape of her neck.  As the girl
straightened up, the woman gazed into her eyes, small and round,
nt, halt rightened stare; they gave her the air of 3
small, frightened, tsmed animal. ‘The worin sighed heavily, cmit
ting with that same bitter pleacing, "Oh, Alice . . 7
The phrase didn't need completion. The words would flood
Alice's mind even without being pronounced. They were always
in her mind, lingering surreptitiously. The words were her mental
looking glass, holding constantly up to reficction her very being and
They were her guardian against performing an action
cring a word; they kept her from all danger of that most
dreaded occurrence, ignominy
ror. Her manner changed as
h crept into her voice. “Oh,
by the way," she began with convincing insouciance, 1 shan't be
home tonight. The Annenbergs—you know that new family-]
invited me over to their b

‘Oh:" szid Alice, her voice momentarily losing its waver in a note
€ sarprise; her mother was rarely invited out.

As her daugher left the room, the woman looked into the mirror:
she turned abruptly away. She rarely looked in. the mirror; she
could see herself, younger, of course, but fawlesly-mercilessly—
cuplicated in the form of her daghter.

Alice listened 1 the sound of the motor as her mother’s car drove
asay. She walked into the living room; somehow the house seemed
much larger with her mother away. She sat down with the seript of
a play, The Glass Menageric, and began o read. “She had gone into
be library and taken it out very quickly and inconspicuouly; it
someone had seen her, they might have thought she was planning,
<o try out the next day for the senir play. Al she wanted to do,
though, was read the play. As she continued reading it to herels,
1owever, she felt herself becoming decper and decper submerged in
he character of the beroine. No character in fiction had ever
seemed 10 her as alive as this shy and inarticulate creature. - Sud-
denly, she stood up, looking warily about her. Her mother wasn't
home; why couldn't she do it. She bad wanted to many times be-
fore, but always, het mother had been there.  Slowly and cautiously,
she began 1o read the dialogue aloud. Gradually, het voice grew.
louder, iis pace quickenec, as she grew oblivious to the room and o
hersell. Slowly, she began to realize that she was actually crcating
something; there was no audience, yet she knew she was performing
successfully. She had achieved something, for the frst time, inde-
pendently, through ber own prowess. She tead o, It was a smooth





[image: image4.png]hd easy portrayal, she thought; the further she read, the decper be
lcame her comprebension of the character. Al she had 1o project
into this portraysl were her ow: feclings. There was something ex
| Lilarating in portraying this particular character; it gave the girl 4
oually srange and wondrous fecling of significance, of completencss
Equally scrange (o ber was the notion areeping ino her mind: per

pe—just perhaps—she would try out for the part tomorrow. The
gl tried simultancously to suppress and (0 encourage the no-
ton. It tore at her and it terrified her: she thought, with an ener.
| vating nervousncs, of the dirsctor of the play, tat tall-always
majestcally—tall woman who would look down at one—at er—

h cruelly omniscient eyes. The notion tortured her, and yet,
| somehow, she could not abandon it

“The final school bell screamed out obtrusively at Alice, like an
alarm dock on a frostbitten morning. She had been 0 comfortable
just stting in class, anonymous and silent. Now she would have 1o
walk down the huge corridor to the auditorium, where the tryouts
were being held. She felt almost ludicrous now, 2s she walked
through the crowded hall; she felt insigni
singular. She dicn’ want 10 be scen by anyone; she didn'c want (0
beasked if she were going (0 try out. Discreety, she approached the
doorway and looked within. The dircctor was not there, but a girl
was standing on the sag, holding a seript, ready (o read. Sbe was a
foll-oreasted, shapely girl; she would probably win the part, thought
Alice, for the simple reason that she was one of those intrinsically
Iucky souls who win everything.

right, Cherrie,” shouted the assistant director from one of the
distant rows, “you're going to read Laura. Now just kecp it in mind
that she's extremely—almost pathologically—shy."

The girl smilingly nodded to the man and proceeded 1 re
What resulted was a winmphs: 2 triumph of a conceited, complacen
and mundane personality over the creation of Tennessce Williams,

Alice watched, incredulous. ~She had thought this symbal of
youthful perfection to be infallible. Until the girl had begun ©

| speak, Alice had watched breathlesly, waiting for the magie—that
mysterious substance of the girl's charm and popularity—that she
would bestow upon the role. Now, Alice began o feel within her o
certain nervousnes, no the usual sick fear, but a strange sort of

| nervous excitement. Again, as with last night, the interprecation of
this role attained supreme importance in her thaughts. She gazed
once more ¢ the girls brash attempt at diffdence. 1t was time; she
‘would not think about it—she would just walk inside

“Welll” said a cool, sardonically amused voice behind her. “What
have we here

Alice remained motionless, staring blanily in front of her. Slowly
she turned around, and looked up, with 2 painfl effort, into the
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[image: image5.png]face of the director. The we

gazed down at the girl, with a thin-ip

gaze tearing through her, stripping her naked.  She knew what the
woman saw; Alice saw it in her “looking glass” those unspoken
words of he:

ing awesomely from the outer cdges; she didn't even belo
obscure region. What was she doing here! What had ever possessed
her to come, she interrogated hersel

exquciating slf-contemp

cely the prospect of b z

“No," Alice whispered, searching desperately for an excuse—an
apology—for being there.  She could not find one, and thus simply
stood, in her nakedness, director strode past her into the
auditorium.

She began to run recklesly from the scene of ber ignominy. She
had tried 5o bard to avoid shame; she would rather have died thin
have it finally occur. It made her feel 50 singularly small, so freak-
ish. As she neared the end of the corvidor, sbe was able t0 hear
once more the vapid tones from within, She relaxed her pace to
lsten.  As she listened, she fel sucdenly emptied of al her sharae

In'its place had welled up a scathing, agonizing regret. She stood
immobile, fecling as though she were lost; there was no longer

anywhere to go. Al that lay before her was the moribund day,
shrouded already by an endless grey mist

it Rectons,
Newton e Newtin Scuth (asschmess) High Schosl, 19811982

Experiments in Writing

1. Knowing the structure of a plotted story will not harm your writ-

ing, but you must remember that significant siories begin with
deeply felt beliefs, emotions, problems, or mysteries. - Sometimes
such story sceds grow organically into “sandard” patterms, but
‘more often each develops in its unique way. To force a germinat-
ing story into 2 standard mold may kill it both as a story and as &
significant personal experience.

Choose some aspect of your personal cxperience (perhaps.
family”) and narrow it to a specific wpic on which you have
strong feclings (perhaps “competition between sisters”). State ina
simple sentence one idea you hold about this subject (perhaps





The Use of Force 
William Carlos Williams
They were new patients to me, all I had was the name, Olson. Please come down as soon as you can, my daughter is very sick.

When I arrived I was met by the mother, a big startled looking woman, very clean and apologetic who merely said, Is this the doctor? and let me in. In the back, she added. You must excuse us, doctor, we have her in the kitchen where it is warm. It is very damp here sometimes.

The child was fully dressed and sitting on her father's lap near the kitchen table. He tried to get up, but I motioned for him not to bother, took off my overcoat and started to look things over. I could see that they were all very nervous, eyeing me up and down distrustfully. As often, in such cases, they weren't telling me more than they had to, it was up to me to tell them; that's why they were spending three dollars on me.

The child was fairly eating me up with her cold, steady eyes, and no expression to her face whatever. She did not move and seemed, inwardly, quiet; an unusually attractive little thing, and as strong as a heifer in appearance. But her face was flushed, she was breathing rapidly, and I realized that she had a high fever. She had magnificent blonde hair, in profusion. One of those picture children often reproduced in advertising leaflets and the photogravure sections of the Sunday papers.

She's had a fever for three days, began the father and we don't know what it comes from. My wife has given her things, you know, like people do, but it don't do no good. And there's been a lot of sickness around. So we tho't you'd better look her over and tell us what is the matter.

As doctors often do I took a trial shot at it as a point of departure. Has she had a sore throat?

Both parents answered me together, No . . . No, she says her throat don't hurt her.

Does your throat hurt you? added the mother to the child. But the little girl's expression didn't change nor did she move her eyes from my face.

Have you looked?

I tried to, said the mother, but I couldn't see.

As it happens we had been having a number of cases of diphtheria in the school to which this child went during that month and we were all, quite apparently, thinking of that, though no one had as yet spoken of the thing.

Well, I said, suppose we take a look at the throat first. I smiled in my best professional manner and asking for the child's first name I said, come on, Mathilda, open your mouth and let's take a look at your throat.

Nothing doing.

Aw, come on, I coaxed, just open your mouth wide and let me take a look. Look, I said opening both hands wide, I haven't anything in my hands. Just open up and let me see.

Such a nice man, put in the mother. Look how kind he is to you. Come on, do what he tells you to. He won't hurt you.

At that I ground my teeth in disgust. If only they wouldn't use the word "hurt" I might be able to get somewhere. But I did not allow myself to be hurried or disturbed but speaking quietly and slowly I approached the child again.

As I moved my chair a little nearer suddenly with one catlike movement both her hands clawed instinctively for my eyes and she almost reached them too. In fact she knocked my glasses flying and they fell, though unbroken, several feet away from me on the kitchen floor.

Both the mother and father almost turned themselves inside out in embarrassment and apology. You bad girl, said the mother, taking her and shaking her by one arm. Look what you've done. The nice man . . .

For heaven's sake, I broke in. Don't call me a nice man to her. I'm here to look at her throat on the chance that she might have diphtheria and possibly die of it. But that's nothing to her. Look here, I said to the child, we're going to look at your throat. You're old enough to understand what I'm saying. Will you open it now by yourself or shall we have to open it for you)

Not a move. Even her expression hadn't changed. Her breaths however were coming faster and faster. Then the battle began. I had to do it. I had to have a throat culture for her own protection. But first I told the parents that it was entirely up to them. I explained the danger but said that I would not insist on a throat examination so long as they would take the responsibility.

If you don't do what the doctor says you'll have to go to the hospital, the mother admonished her severely.

Oh yeah? I had to smile to myself. After all, I had already fallen in love with the savage brat, the parents were contemptible to me. In the ensuing struggle they grew more and more abject, crushed, exhausted while she surely rose to magnificent heights of insane fury of effort bred of her terror of me.

The father tried his best, and he was a big man but the fact that she was his daughter, his shame at her behavior and his dread of hurting her made him release her just at the critical times when I had almost achieved success, till I wanted to kill him. But his dread also that she might have diphtheria made him tell me to go on, go on though he himself was almost fainting, while the mother moved back and forth behind us raising and lowering her hands in an agony of apprehension.

Put her in front of you on your lap, I ordered, and hold both her wrists.

But as soon as he did the child let out a scream. Don't, you're hurting me. Let go of my hands. Let them go I tell you. Then she shrieked terrifyingly, hysterically. Stop it! Stop it! You're killing me!

Do you think she can stand it, doctor! said the mother.

You get out, said the husband to his wife. Do you want her to die of diphtheria?

Come on now, hold her, I said.

Then I grasped the child's head with my left hand and tried to get the wooden tongue depressor between her teeth. She fought, with clenched teeth, desperately! But now I also had grown furious--at a child. I tried to hold myself down but I couldn't. I know how to expose a throat for inspection. And I did my best. When finally I got the wooden spatula behind the last teeth and just the point of it into the mouth cavity, she opened up for an instant but before I could see anything she came down again and gripping the wooden blade between her molars she reduced it to splinters before I could get it out again.

Aren't you ashamed, the mother yelled at her. Aren't you ashamed to act like that in front of the doctor?

Get me a smooth-handled spoon of some sort, I told the mother. We're going through with this. The child's mouth was already bleeding. Her tongue was cut and she was screaming in wild hysterical shrieks. Perhaps I should have desisted and come back in an hour or more. No doubt it would have been better. But I have seen at least two children lying dead in bed of neglect in such cases, and feeling that I must get a diagnosis now or never I went at it again. But the worst of it was that I too had got beyond reason. I could have torn the child apart in my own fury and enjoyed it. It was a pleasure to attack her. My face was burning with it.

The damned little brat must be protected against her own idiocy, one says to one's self at such times. Others must be protected against her. It is a social necessity. And all these things are true. But a blind fury, a feeling of adult shame, bred of a longing for muscular release are the operatives. One goes on to the end.

In a final unreasoning assault I overpowered the child's neck and jaws. I forced the heavy silver spoon back of her teeth and down her throat till she gagged. And there it was--both tonsils covered with membrane. She had fought valiantly to keep me from knowing her secret. She had been hiding that sore throat for three days at least and lying to her parents in order to escape just such an outcome as this.

Now truly she was furious. She had been on the defensive before but now she attacked. Tried to get off her father's lap and fly at me while tears of defeat blinded her eyes.

Bottom of Form

Sixteen by Maureen Daly 

~ I ~ 



Now don't get me wrong. I mean, I want you to understand from the beginning that i'm not really so dumb. I know what a girl should do and what she shouldn't. I get around. I read. I listen to the radio. And I have two older sisters. So you see I know what's what. I know it's smart to wear tweed skirts and tight fitting sweaters and ballerina shoes. And I know that your hair should be short with that look of careful carelessness, and the peasant hankie should be draped cleverly around your neck, fastened with a ring. Now, me, I never wear a hankie, it makes my face seem too wide. I'm not exactly too small-town either. I read the Broadway columns. You get to know what New York boy is crazy about what Hollywood actress on the West Coast and what starlet is currently the prettiest and who eventually, will play Joan of Arc. It gives you that worldly feeling. I know that it is absolutely forbidden to wear coloured ankle-socks with high-heeled shoes or use Evening in Paris perfume with a tweed suit. But this isn't what I wanted to tell you. I just wanted to give you the general idea that I'm not so dumb. It is important that you understand that. 

You See, it was funny how I met him. It was winter night like any other night. And I didn't have my chemistry done either. But the way the moon silvered the twigs and the snow-drifts, I just could not stay inside. The skating rink isn't far from our house - you can make it in five minutes if the side walks aren't slippery, so I went skating. I remember it took me a long time to get ready that night because I had to darn my skating socks first. I don't know why they are always wear out so fast - just in the toes, too. And then I brushed my hair hard, so hard it clung to my hand and stood up around my head. 

My skates were hanging by the back door all nice and shiny, for I'd just gotten them for Christmas and they smelled so queer. My dog walked with me as far as the corner. She panted along beside me and her hot breath made a frosty little balloon on the end of her nose. The night was breathlessly quiet and the stars winked down like a million flirting eyes. It was all so lovely. 

It was all so lovely; I ran most of the way and it was lucky the sidewalks had ashes on them or I would have slipped. 

I had to cut across someone's back garden to get to the rink, and I was out of breath when I got to the shanty - out of breath with running and with the loveliness of the night. Shanties are always such friendly places. There was a delicious smell from the iron stove. Girls burst through the door laughing with snow on their hair. A boy grabbed the hat from a blonde and stuffed it into an empty shoe. 

It didn't take me long to get my own skates on and I put my shoes under the bench - far back where they wouldn't get knocked around and would be easy to find when I wanted to go home. I walked out on my toes into the night air. 

It was snowing a little outside - quick, eager little flakes that melted as soon as they touched your hand. I don't know where the snow came from for there were stars out. Or maybe the stars were in my eyes and I just kept seeing them every time I looked up into the darkness. I waited a moment. You know, to start to skate at a crowded rink is like jumping on a moving merry-go-round. Once in, I went all right. At least, after I found out exactly where the rough ice was. It was "round, round, jump the rut, round, round, jump the rut, round, round - ." 

~ II ~ 

And then he came. All of sudden his arm was around my waist so warm and tight and he said, "Mind if I skate with you?" and then he took my other hand. That's all there was to it. Just that and then we were skating. It wasn't that I had never skated with a boy before. Don't be silly. I told you before I get around. But this was different. He was smooth! He was a big shot up at school and the best dancer in town. Don't you see? This was different. 

At first I can't remember what we talked about, I can't even remember if we talked at all. We just skated and skated and laughed every time we came to that rough spot and pretty soon we were laughing all the time at nothing at all. It was all so lovely. 

Then we sat on the big snow bank at the edge of the rink and just watched. It was cold at first, even with my skating pants on, sitting on that hard heap of snow, but pretty soon I got warm all over. He threw a handful of snow at me and it fell in a little white shower on my hair and he leaned over to brush it off. I held my breath. The night stood still. 

Then he sat up straight and said, "We'd better start home." Not "shall I take you home?" or "Do you live far?" but "We'd better start home." See, that's how I knew he wanted to take me home. Not because he had to but because he wanted to. He went to the shanty to get my shoes. "Black ones", I told him. "Same size as Garbo's." And laughed again. He was still smiling when he came back and took off my skates and tied the wet skate strings in a knot and put them over his shoulder. Then he held out his hand and helped me up from the snow bank. I brushed off the seat of my pants and we were ready. 

It was snowing harder now. Big, quiet flakes that clung to us loveingly. It was all so lovely that I was sorry I lived only a few blocks away. He talked softly as we walked as if every little word was a secret. "Did I like swing and did I plan to go to college next year and had I a cousin who knew his brother?" A very respectable sort of conversation and then finally - "How nice I looked with snow in my hair and had I ever seen the moon - so close?" and then we were home. 

The porch light was on. My mother always puts the porch light on when I go away at night. And we stood there a moment by the front steps and the snow turned pinkish in the light and a few feathery flakes settled on my hair. Then he took my skates and put them over my shoulder and very very close to my cheek softly said, "Good night now. I'll call you," he said. 

I went inside then and in a moment he was gone. I watched him from my window as he went down the street. I could hear him whistling softly and I couldn't tell if it was he or my heart whistling out there in the night. And then he was gone, completely gone. 

I shivered. Somehow the darkness seemed changed. The stars were hard little lights up in the sky and the moon had a sharp yellow glare. The air was suddenly cold and the wind wiped out his footsteps. Everything was quiet. 

But he'd said, "I'll call you." That's what he said, "I'll call you." I couldn't sleep all night. 

And that was last Thursday. Tonight is Tuesday. Tonight is Tuesday and my homework is done and I darned some stocking that really didn't need it, and I worked a cross-word puzzle and I listened to the radio and now I'm just sitting. I'm just sitting because I can't think of anything else to do. I can't think of anything, anything but snowflakes and ice skates and a yellow moon and Thursday night. The telephone is sitting on the corner table with its old black face turned to the wall. I don't even jump when it rings any more. My heart still prays but my mind just laughs. Outside the night is still - so still I think I'll go crazy. And so I'm sitting here and I'm not feeling anything. I'm not even sad because all of a sudden I know. I can sit here now and forever and laugh and laugh while the tears run salty in the corners of my mouth. For all of a sudden, I know, I know what the stars knew all the time - he will never, never call - never. 
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