Test 1:




English





7a/b
From Poem to Short Story
Write a short story based on one of the following poems. Read the poem several times and imagine the speaker’s situation and thoughts in as much detail as possible. The speaker is going to be the main character of your short story. 
Where is he/she? What type of person is the speaker? What is his/her problem? How does the problem get worse towards the climax? How does the character react? What is the atmosphere and the tone of the story?

Avoid complicated plots and implausible events. Concentrate on a central problem, focus on the main character’s dilemma.




Gwendolyn Brooks


The Boy Died in My Alley 





The Boy died in my alley


without my having Known.


Policeman said, next morning,


"Apparently died Alone."





"You heard a shot?" Policeman said.


Shots I hear and Shots I hear.


I never see the Dead.





The Shot that killed him yes I heard


as I heard the Thousand shots before;


careening tinnily down the nights


across my years and arteries.





Policeman pounded on my door.


"Who is it?" "POLICE!" Policeman yelled.


"A Boy was dying in your alley.


A Boy is dead, and in your alley.


And have you known this Boy before?"





I have known this Boy before.


I have known this boy before, who ornaments my alley.


I never saw his face at all.


I never saw his futurefall.


But I have known this Boy.





I have always heard him deal with death.


I have always heard the shout, the volley.


I have closed my heart-ears late and early.


And I have killed him ever.





I joined the Wild and killed him


with knowledgeable unknowing.


I saw where he was going.


I saw him Crossed.  And seeing,


I did not take him down.





He cried not only "Father!"


but "Mother!


Sister!


Brother."


The cry climbed up the alley.


It went up to the wind.


It hung upon the heaven


for a long


stretch-strain of Moment.





The red floor of my alley


is a special speech to me.





� HYPERLINK "http://plagiarist.com/poetry/poets/432/" \o "More poems by Marge Piercy" �Marge Piercy�


Barbie Doll





This girlchild was born as usual


and presented dolls that did pee-pee


and miniature GE stoves and irons


and wee lipsticks the color of cherry candy.


Then in the magic of puberty, a classmate said:


You have a great big nose and fat legs. 





She was healthy, tested intelligent,


possessed strong arms and back,


abundant sexual drive and manual dexterity.


She went to and fro apologizing.


Everyone saw a fat nose on thick legs. 





She was advised to play coy,


exhorted to come on hearty,


exercise, diet, smile and wheedle.


Her good nature wore out


like a fan belt.


So she cut off her nose and her legs


and offered them up. 





In the casket displayed on satin she lay


with the undertaker's cosmetics painted on,


a turned-up putty nose,


dressed in a pink and white nightie.


Doesn't she look pretty? everyone said.


Consummation at last.


To every woman a happy ending.











Gwendolyn Brooks


We Real Cool





We real cool. We


Left school. We





Lurk late. We


Strike straight. We





Sing sin. We


Thin gin. We





Jazz June. We


Die soon.





� HYPERLINK "http://plagiarist.com/poetry/poets/68/" \o "More poems by Dorothy Parker" �Dorothy Parker�


Symptom Recital


I do not like my state of mind;


I'm bitter, querulous, unkind.


I hate my legs, I hate my hands,


I do not yearn for lovelier lands.


I dread the dawn's recurrent light;


I hate to go to bed at night.


I snoot at simple, earnest folk.


I cannot take the gentlest joke.


I find no peace in paint or type.


My world is but a lot of tripe.


I'm disillusioned, empty-breasted.


For what I think, I'd be arrested.


I am not sick, I am not well.


My quondam dreams are shot to hell.


My soul is crushed, my spirit sore;


I do not like me any more.


I cavil, quarrel, grumble, grouse.


I ponder on the narrow house.


I shudder at the thought of men....


I'm due to fall in love again.
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