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TEXT I: Newspaper Article
Write a short newspaper article based upon the story told in the poem “Incendiary”. Your text should…
· give all the important facts and ideas of the poem 
· be written for a quality paper and use formal language and clear paragraphing
· be about 200 words long.
· have a catchy title and a leGwendolyn 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.



TEXT II: From painting to short story: Secret thoughts of modern art.
Choose one of the two paintings by Edward Hopper and write an original short story based upon it. Describe the atmosphere. Who are the characters? Where are they (going)? What’s on their mind?
Make sure one of your characters has a small moment of insight (an epiphany).

[image: http://www.ibiblio.org/wm/paint/auth/hopper/interior/hopper.chair-car.jpg]
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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. 

