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7th Grade Honors Literature and Composition Theme: Metamorphosis
7th Grade Honors Literature and Composition Literary Support to Theme
To support the theme of the 7th grade Honors Literature and Composition course, metamorphosis,
students will study the genre of writing that arose during the German Enlightenment period known as
Bildungsroman.
Summer Reading
Students enrolled in this Pre AP/Honors class will be reading several short pieces of literature that
support the theme of this school year. These readings will be the basis for the 1st nine weeks as well as
the support for the final literary analysis paper at the end of the school year. Additionally, these
readings will enhance the students’ skills and knowledge for all novels we read during the school year.
Summer Reading Literature
“Bildungsroman” article
“The Butterfly Story” by anonymous
“Fear” from Living Up the Street by Gary Soto
“Eleven” from The House on Mango Street by Sandra Cisneros
“American History” by Judith Ortiz Cofer
“Use of Force” by William Carlos Williams
Pre-Reading and Post-Reading Tasks
Students, as you read, be aware of the tasks you must complete for each text. Follow all instructions
carefully.
Reading with a Pen and a Purpose
Students will be responsible for annotating text as they read and answering pre-reading questions as well
as seminar questions which will help to prepare them for class discussions within the school year. This
packet must be completed with great effort and with close attention paid to instructional details. It will
be turned in upon our return from summer break (the first week of school).
Annotation: See example of annotation on page 3 of this packet.
Annotation is a process by which students interact with the text by noting questions, confusions,
connections, literary devices, and predictions as they read. Annotation involves the process of
metacognition, i.e. thinking about what you are thinking as you read. This aids reading comprehension
in many ways. It forces the reader to better understand what he/she is reading. It also helps the reader
to use higher order thinking skills to understand the text which will aid in his/her analysis of the text
later on in class.
Teacher Contacts for Questions: Please e-mail us with any questions or confusions about this packet.
We will regularly check our e-mail throughout the summer.
Melisa Maes-Johnson: melisa.maesjohnson@pueblocityschools.us
Erin Hoffman: erin.hoffman@pueblocityschools.us
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Bildungsroman: Evolution of the Protagonist

Pre-Reading: Reading with a Pen and a Purpose
As you read this article, highlight the areas of the text which identify the characteristics of a
Bildungsroman. Annotate (write notes) on any areas that cause confusions or create questions in your
mind. Write the actual question or confusion next to the text. These questions and confusions can be
used in class discussion to clarify information or to inspire conversation in a seminar setting.
Post-Reading: Article Summary and Connections
Fill in the graphic organizer to answer the question below. Use the information from the text to fill in
this chart (this will also help you to summarize the text).
What is a Bildungsroman?
Who

What

Where

When

Why

How

Now, write out the information from this chart to create a 1-2 sentence summary to answer the
question above:
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Give an example of a novel which you have read that has a similar type of structure and explain
why it fits into the mold of a Bildungsroman.
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
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Bildungsroman: Evolution of the Protagonist
A Bildungsroman is a novel which concerns itself with the development of a youthful
protagonist as he or she matures. The protagonist is forced to go on a journey in order to complete his or
her evolution. The Bildungsroman is a novel that follows a general course as the novel progresses. This
course focuses specifically on the protagonist and how he or she makes a metamorphosis.
The Bildungsroman is sometimes called the “coming of age” novel. It is called this because the
protagonist grows from child to adult. However, the concept of the Bildungsroman is more complicated
that just seeing a character develop from a child to adult. Moreover, the protagonist evolves from a child
to an adult psychologically.
Additionally, the protagonist in a Bildungsroman must have a reason to embark upon his or her
journey. A loss or discontent must, at an early stage, jar him or her away from their home or family
setting.
The process of becoming mature is usually a long, arduous and gradual process. The process
involves repeated clashes between the hero's needs and desires and the views and judgments enforced by
an unbending social order.
A "social order" is a relatively stable system of institutions, patterns of interactions and customs,
capable of continually reproducing at least those conditions essential for its own existence. The concept
refers to all those facts of society which remain relatively constant over time. These conditions could
include property, exchange and power relations, but also cultural forms, communication relations and
ideological systems of values.
Eventually, the spirit and values of the social order become manifested in the protagonist, who is
ultimately incorporated into the society. The novel ends with the protagonist's assessment of himself and
his new place in that society.
The Bildungsroman originated in Germany in the latter half of the 18th century and has since
become one of the major narrative genres in European and Anglo-American literature.
Since the genre deals with subjectivity and the relationship between self and society, many
novels concerned with psychological characterization and questions of identity use Bildungsroman
elements. The heyday of the Bildungsroman is undoubtedly the nineteenth century as a period of classconflict, social change and educational reforms throughout Europe and Britain which challenge and
change the relationship between the individual and society. Throughout the twentieth century, the genre
experienced many modifications and revisions.
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The Butterfly Story
Pre-Reading: Reading with a Pen and a Purpose
Imagery is the great description that an author uses to create a picture in the reader’s mind. Mood is the
emotion a piece of writing creates inside the reader. Highlight the imagery in this text (the vivid
descriptions) which describe the butterfly. Next to each piece of imagery, annotate (write notes) the
mood which is created by this imagery. Is the mood positive (good), negative (bad), or neutral (neither
good nor bad)?
As you read this article, highlight the areas of the text which cause confusions or create questions in
your mind. Write the actual question or confusion next to the text. These questions and confusions can
be used in class discussion to clarify information or to inspire conversation in a seminar setting.
Post-Reading: Seminar Question
Circle either agree or disagree based on your opinion of the statement below
Statement: In this story, the man’s actions toward the butterfly were justified.
I agree or disagree (circle only one) with this statement because ___________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Citation: A citation is a sentence from the text copied word for word. Citations must have quotation
marks to signify that they are the words of the author.
Two citations which support my opinion (from above) are
1. ______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
2. ______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Theme: A theme is a universal statement (it applies to all people, in all places, at all times) within a
story or novel which makes a connection to people’s real lives.
What is one possible theme within this story (there can be more than one)?
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
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The Butterfly Story
By Anonymous
A man found a cocoon of a butterfly. One day a small opening appeared. He sat and watched the
butterfly for several hours as it struggled to force its body through that little hole. Then it seemed to stop
making any progress. It appeared as if it had gotten as far as it had and it could go no further.
Then the man decided to help the butterfly, so he took a pair of scissors and snipped off the remaining
bit of the cocoon. The butterfly then emerged easily. But it had a swollen body and small, shriveled
wings. The man continued to watch the butterfly because he expected that, at any moment, the wings
would enlarge and expand to be able to support the body, which would contract in time.
Neither happened! In fact, the butterfly spent the rest of its life crawling around with a swollen body and
shriveled wings. It never was able to fly.
What the man in his kindness and haste did not understand was that the restricting cocoon and the
struggle required for the butterfly to get through the tiny opening forced fluid from the body of the
butterfly into its wings so that it would be ready for flight once it achieved its freedom from the cocoon.
Sometimes struggles are exactly what we need in our life. If went through our life without any obstacles,
it would cripple us. We would not be as strong as what we could have been. And we could never fly.
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Fear
Pre-Reading: Reading with a Pen and a Purpose
Imagery is the great description that an author uses to create a picture in the reader’s mind. Highlight
the imagery in this text (the vivid descriptions) which describes Frankie T. Next to each description,
annotate if the description of this character is a positive, negative or neutral description of this character.
Next to each annotation, explain why.
As you read this article, highlight the areas of the text which cause confusions or create questions in
your mind. Write the actual question or confusion next to the text. These questions and confusions can
be used in class discussion to clarify information or to inspire conversation in a seminar setting.
Post-Reading: Seminar Question
During your annotation process, were the descriptions of Frankie T. mostly positive or negative? Why
did the author describe him this way within this story?
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Tone is the narrator’s (the person telling the story) attitude within the story.
What is the narrator’s tone (attitude) toward Frank T. at the beginning of the story? Use a citation from
the story to support your opinion.
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
What is the narrator’s tone (attitude) toward Frank T. at the end of the story? Use a citation from the
story to support your opinion.
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Did the narrator’s tone change from beginning to end? Why or why not?
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
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Fear
by Gary Soto
A cold day after school. Frankie T., who would drown his brother accidentally that coming
spring and would use a length of pipe to beat a woman in a burglary years later, had me pinned on the
ground behind a backstop, his breath sour as meat left out in the sun. "Cabron," he called me and I didn't
say anything. I stared at his face, shaped like the sole of a shoe, and just went along with the insults,
although now and then I tried to raise a shoulder in a halfhearted struggle because that was part of the
game.
He let his drool yo-yo from his lips, missing my feet by only inches, after which he giggled and
called me names. Finally, he let me up. I slapped grass from my jacket and pants and pulled my shirt tail
from my pants to shake out the fistful of dirt he had stuffed in my collar. I stood by him, nervous and
red-faced from struggling, and when he suggested that we climb the monkey bars together, I followed
him quietly to the kids’ section of Jefferson Elementary. He climbed first, with small grunts, and for a
second I thought of running but knew he would probably catch me-if not then, the next day. There was
no way out of being a fifth grader-the daily event of running to teachers to show them your bloody nose.
It was just a fact, like having lunch.
So I climbed the bars and tried to make conversation, first about the girls in our classroom and
then about kickball. He looked at me smiling as if I had a camera in my hand, his teeth green like the
underside of a rock, before he relaxed his grin into a simple gray line across his face. He told me to shut
up. He gave me a hard stare, and I looked away to a woman teacher walking to her car and wanted very
badly to yell for help. She unlocked her door, got in, played with her face in the visor mirror while the
engine warmed, and then drove off with the blue smoke trailing. Frankie was watching me all along and
when I turned to him, he laughed, "Chale! She can't help you, ese." He moved closer to me on the bars,
and I thought he was going to hit me; instead, he put his arm around my shoulder, squeezing firmly in
friendship. "C'mon, chicken, let's be cool."
I opened my mouth and tried to feel happy as he told me what he was going to have for
Thanksgiving. "My Mamma's got a turkey and ham, lots of potatoes, yams, and stuff like that. I saw it in
the refrigerator. And she says we gonna get some pies. Really, ese."
Poor liar, I thought, smiling as we clunked our heads softly like good friends. He had seen the
same afternoon program on TV as I had, one in which a woman in an apron demonstrated how to
prepare a Thanksgiving dinner. I knew he would have tortillas and beans, a round steak, maybe, and
oranges from his backyard. He went on describing his Thanksgiving, then changed over to Christmasthe new bicycle, the clothes, the G.I. Joes. I told him that it sounded swell, even though I knew he was
making it all up. His mother would in fact stand in line at the Salvation Army to come away hugging
armfuls of toys that had been tapped back into shape by reformed alcoholics with veined noses. I
pretended to be excited and asked if I could come over to his place to play after Christmas. "Oh, yeah,
anytime," he said, squeezing my shoulder and clunking his head against mine.
When he asked what I was having for Thanksgiving, I told him that we would probably have a
ham with pineapple on the top. My family was slightly better off than Frankie's, though I sometimes
walked around with cardboard in my shoes and socks with holes big enough to be ski masks, so holidays
were extravagant happenings. I told him about the candied yams, the frozen green beans, and the
pumpkin pie.
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His eyes moved across my face as if he were deciding where to hit me-nose, temple, chin, talking
mouth-and then he lifted his arm from my shoulder and jumped from the monkey bars, grunting as he
landed. He wiped sand from his knees while looking up and warned me not to mess around with him any
more. He stared with such a great meanness that I had to look away. He warned me again and then
walked away. Incredibly relieved, I jumped from the bars and ran looking over my shoulder until I
turned onto my street.
Frankie scared most of the school out of its wits and even had girls scampering out of view when
he showed himself on the playground. If he caught us without notice, we grew quiet and stared down at
our shoes until he passed after a threat or two. If he pushed us down, we stayed on the ground with our
eyes closed and pretended we were badly hurt. If he riffled through our lunch bags, we didn't say
anything. He took what he wanted, after which we sighed and watched him walk away after peeling an
orange or chewing big chunks of an apple.
Still, that afternoon when he called Mr. Koligian, our teacher, a foul name-we grew scared for
him. Mr. Koligian pulled and tugged at his body until it was in his arms and then out of his arms as he
hurled Frankie against the building. Some of us looked away because it was unfair. We knew the house
he lived in: The empty refrigerator, the father gone, the mother in a sad bathrobe, the beatings, the
yearnings for something to love. When a teacher manhandled him, we all wanted to run away, but
instead we stared and felt shamed. Robert, Adele, Yolanda shamed; Danny, Alfonso, Brenda shamed;
Nash, Margie, Rocha shamed. We all watched him flop about as Mr. Koligian shook and grew red from
anger. We knew his house and, for some, it was the same one to walk home to: The broken mother, the
indifferent walls, the refrigerator's glare which fed the people no one wanted.
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Eleven
By Sandra Cisneros
Pre-Reading: Reading with a Pen and a Purpose
Similes are comparisons which contain the words like or as. Similes help to connect two unlike objects
in order to create better imagery in a poem, story, or novel. Highlight the similes you find in this story.
In your annotation, explain what each simile means or what its purpose or function is within the story.
As you read this article, highlight the areas of the text which cause confusions or create questions in
your mind. Write the actual question or confusion next to the text. These questions and confusions can
be used in class discussion to clarify information or to inspire conversation in a seminar setting.
Post-Reading: Author’s Style of Writing and Antagonist
Similes: Sandra Cisneros uses a lot of similes throughout this story. Why, as an author, does she
choose to use these devices in her writing?
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Antagonist: An antagonist is a character or object which causes the main conflict for the protagonist
(the main character) in a story or novel. Who is the antagonist in this story? Cite two areas to support
your opinion.
The antagonist in this story is _____________________________because ___________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Citations for Support of Opinion
1.______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
2.______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
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Eleven
by Sandra Cisneros
What they don't understand about birthdays and what they never tell you is that when you're
eleven, you're also ten, and nine, and eight, and seven, and six, and five, and four, and three, and two,
and one. And when you wake up on your eleventh birthday you expect to feel eleven, but you don't. You
open your eyes and everything's just like yesterday, only it's today. And you don't feel eleven at all. You
feel like you're still ten. And you are --underneath the year that makes you eleven.
Like some days you might say something stupid, and that's the part of you that's still ten. Or
maybe some days you might need to sit on your mama's lap because you're scared, and that's the part of
you that's five. And maybe one day when you're all grown up maybe you will need to cry like if you're
three, and that's okay. That's what I tell Mama when she's sad and needs to cry. Maybe she's feeling
three.
Because the way you grow old is kind of like an onion or like the rings inside a tree trunk or like
my little wooden dolls that fit one inside the other, each year inside the next one. That's how being
eleven years old is.
You don't feel eleven. Not right away. It takes a few days, weeks even, sometimes even months
before you say Eleven when they ask you. And you don't feel smart eleven, not until you're almost
twelve. That's the way it is.
Only today I wish I didn't have only eleven years rattling inside me like pennies in a tin BandAid box. Today I wish I was one hundred and two instead of eleven because if I was one hundred and
two I'd have known what to say when Mrs. Price put the red sweater on my desk. I would've known how
to tell her it wasn't mine instead of just sitting there with that look on my face and nothing coming out of
my mouth.
"Whose is this?" Mrs. Price says, and she holds the red sweater up in the air for all the class to
see. "Whose? It's been sitting in the coatroom for a month."
"Not mine," says everybody. "Not me."
"It has to belong to somebody," Mrs. Price keeps saying, but nobody can remember. It's an ugly
sweater with red plastic buttons and a collar and sleeves all stretched out like you could use it for a jump
rope. It's maybe a thousand years old and even if it belonged to me I wouldn't say so.
Maybe because I'm skinny, maybe because she doesn't' like me, that stupid Sylvia Saldivar says,
"I think it belongs to Rachel." An ugly sweater like that, all raggedy and old, but Mrs. Price believes her.
Mrs. Price takes the sweater and puts it right on my desk, but when I open my mouth nothing comes out.
"That's not, I don't , your not...Not mine," I finally say in a little voice that was maybe me when I
was four.
"Of course it's yours," Mrs. Price says. "I remember you wearing it once." Because she's older
and the teacher, she's right and I'm not.
Not mine, not mine, not mine, but Mrs. Price is already turning to page thirty-two, and math
problem number four. I don't know why but all of a sudden I'm feeling sick inside, like the part of me
that's three wants to come out of my eyes, only I squeeze them shut tight and bite down on my teeth real
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hard and try to remember today I am eleven, eleven. Mama is making a cake for me tonight, and when
Papa comes home everybody will sing Happy birthday, happy birthday to you.
But when the sick feeling goes away and I open my eyes, the red sweater's still sitting there like
a big red mountain. I move the red sweater to the corner of my desk wit my ruler. I move my pencil and
books and eraser as far from it as possible. I even move my chair a little to the right. Not mine, not mine,
not mine.
In my head I'm thinking how long till lunchtime, how long till I can take the red sweater and
throw it over the school yard fence, or even leave it hanging on a parking meter, or bunch it up into a
little ball and toss it in the alley. Except when math period ends Mrs. Price says loud and in front of
everybody , "Now Rachel, that's enough," because she sees I've shoved the red sweater to the tippy-tip
corner of my desk and it's hanging all over the edge like a waterfall, but I don't care.
"Rachel," Mrs. Price says. She says it like she's getting mad. "You put that sweater on right now
and no more nonsense."
"But it's not--"
"Now!" Mrs. Price says.
This is when I wish I wasn't eleven, because all the years inside of me--ten, nine, eight, seven,
six, five, four, three, two and one-- are pushing at the back of my eyes when I put one arm through one
sleeve of the sweater that smells like cottage cheese, and then the other arm through the other and stand
there with my arms apart like if the sweater hurts me and it does, all itchy and full of germs that aren't
even mine.
That's when everything I've been holding in since this morning, since when Mrs. Price put the
sweater on my desk, finally lets go, and all of a sudden I'm crying in front of everybody. I wish I was
invisible but I'm not. I’m eleven and it's my birthday today and I'm crying like I'm three in front of
everybody. I put my head down on the desk and bury my face in my stupid clown-sweater arms. My
face all hot and spit coming out of my mouth because I can't stop the little animal noises from coming
out of me, until there aren't any more tears left in my eyes, and it's just my body shaking like when you
have the hiccups, and my whole head hurts like when you drink milk too fast.
But the worst part is right before the bell rings for lunch. That stupid Phyllis Lopez, who is even
dumber than Sylvia Saldivar, says she remembers the red sweater is hers! I take it off right away and
give it to her, only Mrs. Price pretends like everything's okay.
Today I'm eleven. There's cake Mama's making for tonight, and when Papa comes home from
work we'll eat it. There'll be candles and presents and everybody will sing Happy birthday, happy
birthday to you, Rachel, only it's too late.
I'm eleven today. I'm eleven, ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, and one, but I
wish I was one hundred and two. I wish I was anything but eleven, because I want today to be far away
already, far away like a runaway balloon, like a tiny o in the sky, so tiny-tiny you have to close your
eyes to see it.
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American History
By Judith Ortiz Cofer
Pre-Reading: Reading with a Pen and a Purpose
Symbolism is the use of a concrete object to represent an abstract idea. For example, a heart may
represent love; the thorns on a rose may represent the difficulties in a relationship. As you read
“American History”, highlight any areas where colors are mentioned.
As you read this article, highlight the areas of the text which cause confusions or create questions in
your mind. Write the actual question or confusion next to the text. These questions and confusions can
be used in class discussion to clarify information or to inspire conversation in a seminar setting.
Post-Reading: Symbolism and Title Analysis
Symbolism of Color: Select 4 colors you found in this story. What do you think these colors
symbolize within this text?
1. ______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
2. ______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
3. ______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
4. ______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Seminar Question: What important “history lesson” has the protagonist learned within this story (and
why is it also the name of this short story)? Cite two areas to support your opinion
The important history lesson is _____________________________because ___________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Citations for Support of Opinion
1.______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
2.______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
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American History
By Judith Ortiz Cofer
I once read in a "Ripley’s Believe It or Not" column that Paterson, New Jersey, is the place
where the Straight and Narrow (streets) intersect. The Puerto Rican tenement known as El Building was
one block up on Straight. It was, in fact, the corner of Straight and Market; not "at" the corner, but the
corner. At almost any hour of the day, El Building was like a monstrous jukebox, blasting out salsas
from open windows as the residents, mostly new immigrants just up from the island, tried to drown out
whatever they were currently enduring with loud music. But the day President Kennedy was shot, there
was a profound silence in El Building; even the abusive tongues of viragoes, the cursing of the
unemployed, and the screeching of small children had been somehow muted. President Kennedy was a
saint to these people. In fact, soon his photograph would be hung alongside the Sacred Heart and over
the spiritist altars that many women kept in their apartments. He would become part of the hierarchy of
martyrs they prayed to for favors that only one who had died for a cause would understand.
On the day that President Kennedy was shot, my ninth grade class had been out in the fenced
playground of Public School Number 13. We had been given "free" exercise time and had been ordered
by our PE teacher, Mr. DePalma, to "keep moving." That meant that the girls should jump rope and the
boys toss basketballs through a hoop at the far end of the yard.
He in the meantime would "keep an eye" on us from just inside the building.
It was a cold, gray day in Paterson. The kind that warns of early snow. I was miserable, since I
had forgotten my gloves and my knuckles were turning red and raw from the jump rope. I was also
taking a lot of abuse from the black girls for not turning the rope hard and fast enough for them.
"Hey, Skinny Bones, pump it, girl. Ain’t you got no energy today?" Gail, the biggest of the black
girls who had the other end of the rope yelled, "Didn’t you eat your rice and beans and pork chops for
breakfast today?"
The other girls picked up the "pork chop" and made it into a refrain: "Pork chop, pork chop, did
you eat your pork chop?"
They entered the double ropes in pairs and exited without tripping or missing a beat. I felt a
burning on my cheeks and then my glasses fogged up so that I could not manage to coordinate the jump
rope with Gail. The chill was doing to me what it always did: entering my bones, making me cry,
humiliating me.
I hated the city, especially in winter. I hated Public School Number 13. I hated my skinny, flatchested body, and I envied the black girls, who could jump rope so fast that their legs became a blur.
They always seemed to be warm, while I froze.
There was only one source of beauty and light for me that school year—the only thing I had
anticipated at the start of the semester. That was seeing Eugene. In August, Eugene and his family had
moved into the only house on the block that had a yard and trees. I could see his place from my window
in El Building. In fact, if I sat on the fire escape I was literally suspended above Eugene’s backyard. It
was my favorite spot to read my library books in the summer. Until that August the house had been
occupied by an old Jewish couple. Over the years I had become part of their family, without their
knowing it, of course.
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I had a view of their kitchen and their backyard, and though I could not hear what they said, I
knew when they were arguing, when one of them was sick, and many other things. I knew all this by
watching them at mealtimes. I could see their kitchen table, the sink, and the stove. During good times,
he sat at the table and read his newspapers while she fixed the meals. If they argued, he would leave and
the old woman would sit and stare at nothing for a long time. When one of them was sick, the other
would come and get things from the kitchen and carry them out on a tray. The old man had died in June.
The last week of school I had not seen him at the table at all. Then one day I saw that there was a crowd
in the kitchen. The old woman had finally emerged from the house on the arm of a stocky middle-aged
woman, whom I had seen there a few times before, maybe her daughter. Then a man had carried out
suitcases. The house had stood empty for weeks. I had had to resist the temptation to climb down into
the yard and water the flowers the old lady had taken such good care of.
By the time Eugene’s family moved in, the yard was a tangled mass of weeds. The father had
spent several days mowing, and when he finished, from where I sat I didn’t see the red, yellow, and
purple clusters that meant flowers to me. I didn’t see this family sit down at the kitchen table together. It
was just the mother, a redheaded, tall woman who wore a white uniform—a nurse’s, I guessed it was;
the father was gone before I got up in the morning and was never there at dinner time. I only saw him on
weekends, when they sometimes sat on lawn chairs under the oak tree, each hidden behind a section of
the newspaper; and there was Eugene. He was tall and blond, and he wore glasses. I liked him right
away because he sat at the kitchen table and read books for hours. That summer, before we had even
spoken one word to each other, I kept him company on my fire escape.
Once school started, I looked for him in all my classes, but PS 13 was a huge, overpopulated
place and it took me days and many discreet questions to discover that Eugene was in honors classes for
all his subjects, classes that were not open to me because English was not my first language, though I
was a straight-A student. After much maneuvering I managed to "run into him" in the hallway where his
locker was—on the other side of the building from mine—and in study hall at the library, where he first
seemed to notice me but did not speak, and finally, on the way home after school one day when I
decided to approach him directly, though my stomach was doing somersaults.
I was ready for rejection, snobbery, the worst. But when I came up to him, practically panting in
my nervousness, and blurted out: "You’re Eugene. Right?" He smiled, pushed his glasses up on his nose,
and nodded. I saw then that he was blushing deeply. Eugene liked me, but he was shy. I did most of the
talking that day. He nodded and smiled a lot. In the weeks that followed, we walked home together. He
would linger at the corner of El Building for a few minutes, then walk down to his two story house. It
was not until Eugene moved into that house that I noticed that El Building blocked most of the sun and
that the only spot that got a little sunlight during the day was the tiny square of earth the old woman had
planted with flowers.
I did not tell Eugene that I could see inside his kitchen from my bedroom. I felt dishonest, but I
liked my secret sharing of his evenings, especially now that I knew what he was reading since we chose
our books together at the school library.
One day my mother came into my room as I was sitting on the windowsill staring out. In her
abrupt way she said: "Elena, you are acting ‘moony.’" "Enamorada" was what she really said, that is—
like a girl stupidly infatuated. Since I had turned fourteen, my mother had been more vigilant than ever.
She acted as if I was going to go crazy or explode or something if she didn’t watch me and nag me all
the time about being a señorita now.
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She kept talking about virtue, morality, and other subjects that did not interest me in the least.
My mother was unhappy in Paterson, but my father had a good job at the blue jeans factory in Passaic
and soon, he kept assuring us, we would be moving to our own house there. Every Sunday we drove out
to the suburbs of Paterson, Clifton, and Passaic, out to where people mowed grass on Sundays in the
summer and where children made snowmen in the winter from pure white snow, not like the gray slush
of Paterson, which seemed to fall from the sky in that hue.
I had learned to listen to my parents’ dreams, which were spoken in Spanish, as fairy tales, like
the stories about life in the island paradise of Puerto Rico before I was born. I had been to the island
once as a little girl, to Grandmother’s funeral, and all I remembered was wailing women in black, my
mother becoming hysterical and being given a pill that made her sleep two days, and me feeling lost in a
crowd of strangers all claiming to be my aunts, uncles, and cousins. I had actually been glad to return to
the city. We had not been back there since then, though my parents talked constantly about buying a
house on the beach someday, retiring on the island—that was a common topic among the residents of El
Building. As for me, I was going to go to college and become a teacher.
But after meeting Eugene I began to think of the present more than of the future. What I wanted
now was to enter that house I had watched for so many years. I wanted to see the other rooms where the
old people had lived and where the boy spent his time. Most of all I wanted to sit at the kitchen table
with Eugene like two adults, like the old man and his wife had done, maybe drink some coffee and talk
about books. I had started reading Gone with the Wind. I was enthralled by it, with the daring and the
passion of the beautiful girl living in a mansion, and with her devoted parents and the slaves who did
everything for them. I didn’t believe such a world had ever really existed, and I wanted to ask Eugene
some questions since he and his parents, he had told me, had come up from Georgia, the same place
where the novel was set. His father worked for a company that had transferred him to Paterson. His
mother was very unhappy,
Eugene said, in his beautiful voice that rose and fell over words in a strange, lilting way. The
kids at school called him "the Hick" and made fun of the way he talked. I knew I was his only friend so
far, and I liked that, though I felt sad for him sometimes.
"Skinny Bones and the Hick" was what they called us at school when we were seen together.
The day Mr. DePalma came out into the cold and asked us to line up in front of him was the day
that President Kennedy was shot. Mr. DePalma, a short, muscular man with slicked down black hair,
was the science teacher, PE coach, and disciplinarian at PS 13. He was the teacher to whose homeroom
you got assigned if you were a troublemaker, and the man called out to break up playground fights and
to escort violently angry teenagers to the office. And Mr. DePalma was the man who called your parents
in for "a conference."
That day, he stood in front of two rows of mostly black and Puerto Rican kids, brittle from their
efforts to "keep moving" on a November day that was turning bitter cold. Mr. DePalma, to our complete
shock, was crying. Not just silent adult tears, but really sobbing. There were a few titters from the back
of the line where I stood shivering.
"Listen," Mr. DePalma raised his arms over his head as if he were about to conduct an orchestra.
His voice broke, and he covered his face with his hands. His barrel chest was heaving.
Someone giggled behind me.
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"Listen," he repeated, "something awful has happened." A strange gurgling came from his throat,
and he turned around and spat on the cement behind him.
"Gross," someone said, and there was a lot of laughter.
"The president is dead, you idiots. I should have known that wouldn’t mean anything to a bunch
of losers like you kids.
Go home." He was shrieking now. No one moved for a minute or two, but then a big girl let out a
"Yeah!" and ran to get her books piled up with the others against the brick wall of the school building.
The others followed in a mad scramble to get to their things before somebody caught on. It was still an
hour to the dismissal bell.
A little scared, I headed for El Building. There was an eerie feeling on the streets. I looked into
Mario’s drugstore, a favorite hangout for the high school crowd, but there were only a couple of old
Jewish men at the soda bar talking with the short-order cook in tones that sounded almost angry, but
they were keeping their voices low. Even the traffic on one of the busiest intersections in Paterson—
Straight Street and Park Avenue—seemed to be moving slower. There were no horns blasting that day.
At El Building, the usual little group of unemployed men was not hanging out on the front stoop making
it difficult for women to enter the front door. No music spilled out from open doors in the hallway.
When I walked into our apartment, I found my mother sitting in front of the grainy picture of the
television set.
She looked up at me with a tear-streaked face and just said:
"Dios mío," turning back to the set as if it were pulling at her eyes. I went into my room.
Though I wanted to feel the right thing about President Kennedy’s death, I could not fight the feeling of
elation that stirred in my chest. Today was the day I was to visit Eugene in his house. He had asked me
to come over after school to study for an American history test with him. We had also planned to walk
to the public library together. I looked down into his yard.
The oak tree was bare of leaves and the ground looked gray with ice. The light through the large
kitchen window of his house told me that El Building blocked the sun to such an extent that they had to
turn lights on in the middle of the day. I felt ashamed about it. But the white kitchen table with the lamp
hanging just above it looked cozy and inviting. I would soon sit there, across from Eugene, and I would
tell him about my perch just above his house. Maybe I should.
In the next thirty minutes I changed clothes, put on a little pink lipstick, and got my books
together. Then I went in to tell my mother that I was going to a friend’s house to study. I did not expect
her reaction.
"You are going out today?" The way she said "today" sounded as if a storm warning had been
issued. It was said in utter disbelief.
Before I could answer, she came toward me and held my elbows as I clutched my books.
"Hija, the president has been killed. We must show respect. He was a great man. Come to church
with me tonight."
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She tried to embrace me, but my books were in the way. My first impulse was to comfort her,
she seemed so distraught, but I had to meet Eugene in fifteen minutes.
"I have a test to study for, Mama. I will be home by eight."
"You are forgetting who you are, Niña. I have seen you staring down at that boy’s house. You
are heading for humiliation and pain." My mother said this in Spanish and in a resigned tone that
surprised me, as if she had no intention of stopping me from "heading for humiliation and pain." I
started for the door. She sat in front of the TV holding a white handkerchief to her face.
I walked out to the street and around the chain-link fence that separated El Building from
Eugene’s house. The yard was neatly edged around the little walk that led to the door. It always amazed
me how Paterson, the inner core of the city, had no apparent logic to its architecture. Small, neat single
residences like this one could be found right next to huge, dilapidated apartment buildings like El
Building. My guess was that the little houses had been there first, then the immigrants had come in
droves, and the monstrosities had been raised for them—the Italians, the Irish, the Jews, and now us, the
Puerto Ricans and the blacks. The door was painted a deep green: verde, the color of hope. I had heard
my mother say it: verde-esperanza.
I knocked softly. A few suspenseful moments later the door opened just a crack. The red,
swollen face of a woman appeared.
She had a halo of red hair floating over a delicate ivory face—the face of a doll—with freckles
on the nose. Her smudged eye makeup made her look unreal to me, like a mannequin seen through a
warped store window.
"What do you want?" Her voice was tiny and sweet sounding, like a little girl’s, but her tone was
not friendly.
"I’m Eugene’s friend. He asked me over. To study." I thrust out my books, a silly gesture that
embarrassed me almost immediately.
"You live there?" She pointed up to El Building, which looked particularly ugly, like a gray
prison, with its many dirty windows and rusty fire escapes. The woman had stepped halfway out and I
could see that she wore a white nurse’s uniform with "St. Joseph’s Hospital" on the name tag.
"Yes. I do."
She looked intently at me for a couple of heartbeats, then said as if to herself, "I don’t know how
you people do it." Then directly to me: "Listen. Honey. Eugene doesn’t want to study with you. He is a
smart boy. Doesn’t need help. You understand me. I am truly sorry if he told you you could come over.
He cannot study with you. It’s nothing personal. You understand? We won’t be in this place much
longer, no need for him to get close to people—it’ll just make it harder for him later. Run back home
now." I couldn’t move. I just stood there in shock at hearing these things said to me in such a honeydrenched voice. I had never heard an accent like hers, except for Eugene’s softer version. It was as if she
were singing me a little song.
"What’s wrong? Didn’t you hear what I said?" She seemed very angry, and I finally snapped out
of my trance. I turned away from the green door and heard her close it gently.
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Our apartment was empty when I got home. My mother was in someone else’s kitchen, seeking
the solace she needed.
Father would come in from his late shift at midnight. I would hear them talking softly in the
kitchen for hours that night. They would not discuss their dreams for the future, or life in Puerto Rico, as
they often did; that night they would talk sadly about the young widow and her two children, as if they
were family.
For the next few days, we would observe luto in our apartment; that is, we would practice
restraint and silence—no loud music or laughter. Some of the women of El Building would wear black
for weeks.
That night, I lay in my bed trying to feel the right thing for our dead president. But the tears that
came up from a deep source inside me were strictly for me. When my mother came to the door, I
pretended to be sleeping. Sometime during the night, I saw from my bed the streetlight come on. It had a
pink halo around it. I went to my window and pressed my face to the cool glass. Looking up at the light,
I could see the white snow falling like a lace veil over its face. I did not look down to see it turning gray
as it touched the ground below.
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Use of Force
By William Carlos Williams
Pre-Reading: Reading with a Pen and a Purpose
Point-of View is the perspective at which the story is told. In this story, the doctor is telling the story
through first person point-of-view. Highlight all the areas where he describes the little girl. In your
annotation, determine if the description is positive, negative or neutral.
As you read this article, highlight the areas of the text which cause confusions or create questions in
your mind. Write the actual question or confusion next to the text. These questions and confusions can
be used in class discussion to clarify information or to inspire conversation in a seminar setting.
Post-Reading: Point-of-View and Seminar Question
Point-of-View: Did the doctor’s point-of-view of the little girl remain the same throughout the story?
Why or why not?
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Seminar Question: Which character is more justified in his/her actions? Is the doctor justified in his
“use of force” or is the little girl justified in her refusal to comply? Support your answer with two
citations from the text.
_______________________ is more justified in his or her actions because ____________________
________________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
Citations for Support of Opinion
1.______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
2.______________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________________
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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.
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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?
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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.
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