11th Grade Distance Learning: Week of April 27th
Your assignments for this week are listed here. If an assignment is spread out over more than one day, be sure to submit the assignment to your teacher by the end of the last day.

Monday, 4/27
Literature

Tuesday, 4/28

Wednesday, 4/29

Thursday, 4/30

Read “Marigolds” and answer the questions that follow. Email your answers to
Mr. Nugent at gnugent@pfpcs.org.

Read “Blues Ain’t No Mocking Bird” and answer the questions that follow. Email
your answers to Mr. Nugent at gnugent@pfpcs.org.

Algebra
Review

Complete Algebra Assignment 1 (in
this packet) and email your answers to
Mr. Shareeq at sshareeq@pfpcs.org.

Complete Algebra Assignment 2 (in
this packet) and email your answers to
Mr. Shareeq at sshareeq@pfpcs.org.

Complete Algebra Assignment 3 (in
this packet) and email your answers to
Mr. Shareeq at sshareeq@pfpcs.org.

Complete Algebra Assignment 4 (in
this packet) and email your answers to
Mr. Shareeq at sshareeq@pfpcs.org.

Chemistry

Complete the “Avogadro’s Number”
reading, notes, and question pages
and email your responses to Ms. Mills
at amills@pfpcs.org.

Complete the “Conversion Between
Moles and Atoms” reading, notes, and
question pages and email your
responses to Ms. Mills at
amills@pfpcs.org.

Complete the “Molar Mass” reading,
notes, and question pages and email
your responses to Ms. Mills at
amills@pfpcs.org.

Complete the “Conversions Between
Moles and Mass” and “Conversions
Between Mass and Number of
Particles” readings, notes, and email
your responses to Ms. Mills at
amills@pfpcs.org.

African
American
Studies

Read “Why I Teach Black Literature”
(in the packet) and watch this Youtube
Video:

Read the transcript of “The Danger of
a Single Story,” in the packet (you can
also watch it here:
https://www.ted.com/talks/chimamand
a_ngozi_adichie_the_danger_of_a_si
ngle_story?language=en).

Read the prologue of Invisible Man and email Bro. Elijah a one-paragraph
response to the question: How does the narrator, Ralph Ellison, feel about his
invisibility”? Be sure to cite direct quotes.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nE
fhA4Y-dzk.
Write a two-paragraph reflection on
these two texts, citing examples from
both, discussing the impact that
African American literature can have
on students.
College
and Career
Readiness

Answer the questions that follow and
send your answers to Bro. Elijah at
eandrews@pfpcs.org.

Complete your Personal Statement Writing assignment from Ms. O’Neal. See instructions in this packet.

Please note that beginning next week (5/4), assignments will be posted and due on Google Classroom.
Credit Recovery is due by May 15th! Email your completed Credit Recovery to Ms. O’Neal.

African
American
Literature

Marigolds

Eugenia Collier
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When I think of the home town of my youth, all that I seem to remember is
dust—the brown, crumbly dust of late summer—arid, sterile dust that gets
into the eyes and makes them water, gets into the throat and between the
toes of bare brown feet. I don’t know why I should remember only the dust.
Surely there must have been lush green lawns and paved streets under leafy
shade trees somewhere in town; but memory is an abstract painting—it does
not present things as they are, but rather as they feel. And so, when I think of
that time and that place, I remember only the dry September of the dirt roads
and grassless yards of the shanty-town where I lived. And one other thing I
remember, another incongruency of memory—a brilliant splash of sunny
yellow against the dust—Miss Lottie’s marigolds. a
Whenever the memory of those marigolds flashes across my mind, a strange
nostalgia comes with it and remains long after the picture has faded. I feel
again the chaotic emotions of adolescence, illusive as smoke, yet as real as the
potted geranium before me now. Joy and rage and wild animal gladness and
shame become tangled together in the multicolored skein of 14-going-on-15
as I recall that devastating moment when I was suddenly more woman than
child, years ago in Miss Lottie’s yard. I think of those marigolds at the strangest
times; I remember them vividly now as I desperately pass away the time
waiting for you, who will not come.
I suppose that futile waiting was the sorrowful background music of our
impoverished little community when I was young. The Depression that
gripped the nation was no new thing to us, for the black workers of rural
Maryland had always been depressed. I don’t know what it was that we were
waiting for; certainly not for the prosperity that was “just around the corner,”
for those were white folks’ words, which we never believed. Nor did we wait
for hard work and thrift to pay off in shining success as the American Dream1
promised, for we knew better than that, too. Perhaps we waited for a miracle,

1. American Dream: the belief that through hard work one will achieve a comfortable and prosperous life.
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ANALYZE VISUALS
How would you describe
the mood created by this
painting?

a THEME AND SET TING

Identify details that help
you visualize the setting.
What contrasts are
presented?

nostalgia (nJ-stBlPjE) n.
bittersweet longing for
things from the past

futile (fyLtPl) adj. having
no useful result

Full Spittoon (1974), Bob Timberlake.
Watercolor. Private Collection.
© Bob Timberlake.
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amorphous in concept but necessary if one were to have the grit to rise before
dawn each day and labor in the white man’s vineyard until after dark, or to
wander about in the September dust, offering one’s sweat in return for some
meager share of bread. But God was chary 2 with miracles in those days, and so
we waited—and waited.
We children, of course, were only vaguely aware of the extent of our poverty.
Having no radios, few newspapers, and no magazines, we were somewhat
unaware of the world outside our community. Nowadays we would be called
“culturally deprived” and people would write books and hold conferences
about us. In those days everybody we knew was just as hungry and ill-clad as
we were. Poverty was the cage in which we all were trapped, and our hatred
of it was still the vague, undirected restlessness of the zoo-bred flamingo who
knows that nature created him to fly free. b
As I think of those days I feel most poignantly the tag-end of summer, the
bright dry times when we began to have a sense of shortening days and the
imminence of the cold.
By the time I was 14 my brother Joey and I were the only children left at our
house, the older ones having left home for early marriage or the lure of the city,
and the two babies having been sent to relatives who might care for them better
than we. Joey was three years younger than I, and a boy, and therefore vastly
inferior. Each morning our mother and father trudged wearily down the dirt
road and around the bend, she to her domestic job, he to his daily unsuccessful
quest for work. After our few chores around the tumbledown shanty, Joey and I
were free to run wild in the sun with other children similarly situated.
For the most part, those days are ill-defined in my memory, running
together and combining like a fresh water-color painting left out in the rain.
I remember squatting in the road drawing a picture in the dust, a picture that
Joey gleefully erased with one sweep of his dirty foot. I remember fishing for
minnows in a muddy creek and watching sadly as they eluded my cupped
hands, while Joey laughed uproariously. And I remember, that year, a strange
restlessness of body and of spirit, a feeling that something old and familiar was
ending, and something unknown and therefore terrifying was beginning. c
One day returns to me with special clarity for some reason, perhaps because
it was the beginning of the experience that in some inexplicable way marked
the end of innocence. I was loafing under the great oak tree in our yard, deep
in some reverie which I have now forgotten except that it involved some secret,
secret thoughts of one of the Harris boys across the yard. Joey and a bunch of
kids were bored now with the old tire suspended from an oak limb which had
kept them entertained for a while.
“Hey, Lizabeth,” Joey yelled. He never talked when he could yell. “Hey,
Lizabeth, let’s us go somewhere.”

2. chary (chârPC): sparing or stingy.
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b DR AW CONCLUSIONS

Based on what you’ve
read so far, what
conclusions can you draw
about the narrator’s life?
Cite details to support
your answer.
poignantly
(poinPyEnt-lC) adv.
in a profoundly
moving manner

c DR AW CONCLUSIONS

Reread lines 58–60.
Lizabeth, the narrator,
is almost 15 at this point
in the story. What
changes are taking place
in her life?
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I came reluctantly from my private world. “Where you want to go?
What you want to do?”
The truth was that we were becoming tired of the formlessness of our
summer days. The idleness whose prospect had seemed so beautiful during the
busy days of spring now had degenerated to an almost desperate effort to fill
up the empty midday hours.
“Let’s go see can we find some locusts on the hill,” someone suggested.
Joey was scornful. “Ain’t no more locusts there. Y’all got ’em all while they
was still green.”
The argument that followed was brief and not really worth the effort.
Hunting locust trees wasn’t fun any more by now.
“Tell you what,” said Joey finally, his eyes sparkling. “Let’s go over to
Miss Lottie’s.”
The idea caught on at once, for annoying Miss Lottie was always fun. I was
still child enough to scamper along with the group over rickety fences and
through bushes that tore our already raggedy clothes, back to where
Miss Lottie lived. I think now that we must have made a tragicomic spectacle,
five or six kids of different ages, each of us clad in only one garment—the girls
in faded dresses that were too long or too short, the boys in patchy pants, their
sweaty brown chests gleaming in the hot sun. A little cloud of dust followed
our thin legs and bare feet as we tramped over the barren land.
When Miss Lottie’s house came into view we stopped, ostensibly to plan
our strategy, but actually to reinforce our courage. Miss Lottie’s house was
the most ramshackle of all our ramshackle homes. The sun and rain had long
since faded its rickety frame siding from white to a sullen gray. The boards
themselves seemed to remain upright not from being nailed together but rather
from leaning together like a house that a child might have constructed from
cards. A brisk wind might have blown it down, and the fact that it was still
standing implied a kind of enchantment that was stronger than the elements.
There it stood, and as far as I know is standing yet—a gray rotting thing with
no porch, no shutters, no steps, set on a cramped lot with no grass, not even
any weeds—a monument to decay. d
In front of the house in a squeaky rocking chair sat Miss Lottie’s son, John
Burke, completing the impression of decay. John Burke was what was known
as “queer-headed.” Black and ageless, he sat, rocking day in and day out in a
mindless stupor, lulled by the monotonous squeak-squawk of the chair.
A battered hat atop his shaggy head shaded him from the sun. Usually John
Burke was totally unaware of everything outside his quiet dream world. But
if you disturbed him, if you intruded upon his fantasies, he would become
enraged, strike out at you, and curse at you in some strange enchanted
language which only he could understand. We children made a game
of thinking of ways to disturb John Burke and then to elude his violent
retribution.

ostensibly (J-stDnPsE-blC)
adv. seemingly; to all
outward appearances

d DR AW CONCLUSIONS

Reread lines 91–101.
What does this
description of Miss
Lottie’s home add to
your understanding of
her and her social and
financial standing?
retribution
(rDtQrE-byLPshEn) n.
something given in
repayment, usually
as a punishment

marigolds

413

120

130

140

150

But our real fun and our real fear lay in Miss Lottie herself. Miss Lottie
seemed to be at least a hundred years old. Her big frame still held traces of
the tall, powerful woman she must have been in youth, although it was now
bent and drawn. Her smooth skin was a dark reddish-brown, and her face had
Indian-like features and the stern stoicism that one associates with Indian
faces. Miss Lottie didn’t like intruders either, especially children. She never left
her yard, and nobody ever visited her. We never knew how she managed those
necessities that depend on human interaction—how she ate, for example, or
even whether she ate. When we were tiny children, we thought Miss Lottie
was a witch and we made up tales, that we half believed ourselves, about her
exploits. We were far too sophisticated now, of course, to believe the witchnonsense. But old fears have a way of clinging like cobwebs, and so when we
sighted the tumble-down shack, we had to stop to reinforce our nerves.
“Look, there she is,” I whispered, forgetting that Miss Lottie could not possibly
have heard me from that distance. “She’s fooling with them crazy flowers.”
“Yeh, look at ’er.”
Miss Lottie’s marigolds were perhaps the strangest part of the picture.
Certainly they did not fit in with the crumbling decay of the rest of her yard.
Beyond the dusty brown yard, in front of the sorry gray house, rose suddenly
and shockingly a dazzling strip of bright blossoms, clumped together in
enormous mounds, warm and passionate and sun-golden. The old black
witch-woman worked on them all summer, every summer, down on her creaky
knees, weeding and cultivating and arranging, while the house crumbled
and John Burke rocked. For some perverse reason, we children hated those
marigolds. They interfered with the perfect ugliness of the place; they were too
beautiful; they said too much that we could not understand; they did not make
sense. There was something in the vigor with which the old woman destroyed
the weeds that intimidated us. It should have been a comical sight—the old
woman with the man’s hat on her cropped white head, leaning over the bright
mounds, her big backside in the air—but it wasn’t comical, it was something
we could not name. We had to annoy her by whizzing a pebble into her
flowers or by yelling a dirty word, then dancing away from her rage, reveling in
our youth and mocking her age. Actually, I think it was the flowers we wanted
to destroy, but nobody had the nerve to try it, not even Joey, who was usually
fool enough to try anything. e
“Y’all git some stones,” commanded Joey now, and was met with instant
giggling obedience as everyone except me began to gather pebbles from the
dusty ground. “Come on, Lizabeth.”
I just stood there peering through the bushes, torn between wanting to join
the fun and feeling that it was all a bit silly.
“You scared, Lizabeth?”
I cursed and spat on the ground—my favorite gesture of phony bravado.
“Y’all children get the stones; I’ll show you how to use ’em.”
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stoicism (stIPG-sGzQEm) n.
indifference to pleasure
or pain; a lack of
visible emotion

perverse (pEr-vûrsP) adj.
stubbornly contrary;
wrong; harmful

e THEME AND SET TING

What do the marigolds
represent to Miss Lottie?
to the children?

bravado (brE-väPdI) n.
a false show of courage
or defiance

ANALYZE VISUALS
How does this image
compare with the
narrator’s description
of the setting and
Miss Lottie?
Field of Hope, Charly Palmer. Mixed media collage on canvas, 24˝ × 18˝. © Charly Palmer.
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I said before that we children were not consciously aware of how thick were
the bars of our cage. I wonder now, though, whether we were not more aware
of it than I thought. Perhaps we had some dim notion of what we were, and
how little chance we had of being anything else. Otherwise, why would we
have been so preoccupied with destruction? Anyway, the pebbles were collected
quickly, and everybody looked at me to begin the fun. f
“Come on, y’all.”
We crept to the edge of the bushes that bordered the narrow road in front
of Miss Lottie’s place. She was working placidly, kneeling over the flowers, her

f THEME AND SET TING

What connection is
made between poverty
and destruction in
lines 156–161?
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dark hand plunged into the golden mound. Suddenly “zing”—an expertlyaimed stone cut the head off one of the blossoms.
“Who out there?” Miss Lottie’s backside came down and her head came up
as her sharp eyes searched the bushes. “You better git!”
We had crouched down out of sight in the bushes, where we stifled the
giggles that insisted on coming. Miss Lottie gazed warily across the road for a
moment, then cautiously returned to her weeding. “Zing”—Joey sent a pebble
into the blooms, and another marigold was beheaded.
Miss Lottie was enraged now. She began struggling to her feet, leaning
on a rickety cane and shouting, “Y’all git! Go on home!” Then the rest of the
kids let loose with their pebbles, storming the flowers and laughing wildly
and senselessly at Miss Lottie’s impotent rage. She shook her stick at us and
started shakily toward the road crying, “Git ’long! John Burke! John Burke,
come help!”
Then I lost my head entirely, mad with the power of inciting such rage,
and ran out of the bushes in the storm of pebbles, straight toward Miss Lottie
chanting madly, “Old witch, fell in a ditch, picked up a penny and thought
she was rich!” The children screamed with delight, dropped their pebbles and
joined the crazy dance, swarming around Miss Lottie like bees and chanting,
“Old lady witch!” while she screamed curses at us. The madness lasted only
a moment, for John Burke, startled at last, lurched out of his chair, and we
dashed for the bushes just as Miss Lottie’s cane went whizzing at my head.
I did not join the merriment when the kids gathered again under the oak in
our bare yard. Suddenly I was ashamed, and I did not like being ashamed. The
child in me sulked and said it was all in fun, but the woman in me flinched
at the thought of the malicious attack that I had led. The mood lasted all
afternoon. When we ate the beans and rice that was supper that night, I did
not notice my father’s silence, for he was always silent these days, nor did I
notice my mother’s absence, for she always worked until well into evening.
Joey and I had a particularly bitter argument after supper; his exuberance got
on my nerves. Finally I stretched out upon the palette in the room we shared
and fell into a fitful doze. g
When I awoke, somewhere in the middle of the night, my mother had
returned, and I vaguely listened to the conversation that was audible through
the thin walls that separated our rooms. At first I heard no words, only voices.
My mother’s voice was like a cool, dark room in summer—peaceful, soothing,
quiet. I loved to listen to it; it made things seem all right somehow. But my
father’s voice cut through hers, shattering the peace.
“Twenty-two years, Maybelle, twenty-two years,” he was saying, “and I got
nothing for you, nothing, nothing.”
“It’s all right, honey, you’ll get something. Everybody’s out of work now, you
know that.”
“It ain’t right. Ain’t no man ought to eat his woman’s food year in and year
out, and see his children running wild. Ain’t nothing right about that.”
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impotent (GmPpE-tEnt)
adj. powerless; lacking
strength or vigor

exuberance
(Gg-zLPbEr-Ens)
n. condition of
unrestrained joy
g DR AW CONCLUSIONS

Reread lines 187–196.
Why is the narrator
torn between
conflicting feelings?
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“Honey, you took good care of us when you had it. Ain’t nobody got
nothing nowadays.”
“I ain’t talking about nobody else, I’m talking about me. God knows I try.”
My mother said something I could not hear, and my father cried out louder,
“What must a man do, tell me that?” h
“Look, we ain’t starving. I git paid every week, and Mrs. Ellis is real nice
about giving me things. She gonna let me have Mr. Ellis’ old coat for you
this winter—”
“Damn Mr. Ellis’ coat! And damn his money! You think I want white folks’
leavings? Damn, Maybelle”—and suddenly he sobbed, loudly and painfully,
and cried helplessly and hopelessly in the dark night. I had never heard a man
cry before. I did not know men ever cried. I covered my ears with my hands
but could not cut off the sound of my father’s harsh, painful, despairing sobs.
My father was a strong man who would whisk a child upon his shoulders and
go singing through the house. My father whittled toys for us and laughed so
loud that the great oak seemed to laugh with him, and taught us how to fish
and hunt rabbits. How could it be that my father was crying? But the sobs
went on, unstifled, finally quieting until I could hear my mother’s voice, deep
and rich, humming softly as she used to hum to a frightened child.
The world had lost its boundary lines. My mother, who was small and soft,
was now the strength of the family; my father, who was the rock on which
the family had been built, was sobbing like the tiniest child. Everything
was suddenly out of tune, like a broken accordion. Where did I fit into this
crazy picture? I do not now remember my thoughts, only a feeling of great
bewilderment and fear. i
Long after the sobbing and the humming had stopped, I lay on the palette,
still as stone with my hands over my ears, wishing that I too could cry and
be comforted. The night was silent now except for the sound of the crickets
and of Joey’s soft breathing. But the room was too crowded with fear to allow
me to sleep, and finally, feeling the terrible aloneness of 4 a.m., I decided to
awaken Joey.
“Ouch! What’s the matter with you? What you want?” he demanded
disagreeably when I had pinched and slapped him awake.
“Come on, wake up.”
“What for? Go ’way.”
I was lost for a reasonable reply. I could not say, “I’m scared, and I don’t want
to be alone,” so I merely said, “I’m going out. If you want to come, come on.”
The promise of adventure awoke him. “Going out now? Where to,
Lizabeth? What you going to do?”
I was pulling my dress over my head. Until now I had not thought of going
out. “Just come on,” I replied tersely.
I was out the window and halfway down the road before Joey caught
up with me.

h DR AW CONCLUSIONS

From the dialogue in lines
203–213, what can you
conclude is bothering
Lizabeth’s father?

i

THEME AND SET TING
How does the
conversation between
Lizabeth’s parents affect
her? Cite details to
support your answer.
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New Dreams (2002), Ernest Crichlow. Litograph (Edition 150), 24 3 /4 ˝ × 163 /4 ˝. Photo by Maureen Turci, Mojo
Portfolio. Courtesy of the Ernest Crichlow Estate.
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“Wait, Lizabeth, where you going?”
I was running as if the Furies3 were after me, as perhaps they were—running
silently and furiously until I came to where I had half-known I was headed: to
Miss Lottie’s yard.
The half-dawn light was more eerie than complete darkness, and in it the
old house was like the ruin that my world had become—foul and crumbling,
a grotesque caricature.4 It looked haunted, but I was not afraid because I was
haunted too.
“Lizabeth, you lost your mind?” panted Joey.
I had indeed lost my mind, for all the smoldering emotions of that summer
swelled in me and burst—the great need for my mother who was never there,
the hopelessness of our poverty and degradation, the bewilderment of being
neither child nor woman and yet both at once, the fear unleashed by my father’s
tears. And these feelings combined in one great impulse toward destruction. J

3. Furies: In Greek and Roman mythology, the Furies were three goddesses of vengeance, or revenge.
4. a grotesque caricature (grI-tDskP kBrPG-kE-chMrQ): a bizarre and absurdly exaggerated representation
of something.
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degradation
(dDgQrE-dAPshEn) n.
condition of being
brought to a lower level;
humiliation
J

THEME AND SET TING
Reread lines 261–265.
Why do the narrator’s
emotions produce an
urge to destroy?
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“Lizabeth!”
I leaped furiously into the mounds of marigolds and pulled madly,
trampling and pulling and destroying the perfect yellow blooms. The fresh
smell of early morning and of dew-soaked marigolds spurred me on as I went
tearing and mangling and sobbing while Joey tugged my dress or my waist
crying, “Lizabeth stop, please stop!”
And then I was sitting in the ruined little garden among the uprooted and
ruined flowers, crying and crying, and it was too late to undo what I had done.
Joey was sitting beside me, silent and frightened, not knowing what to say.
Then, “Lizabeth, look.”
I opened my swollen eyes and saw in front of me a pair of large calloused
feet; my gaze lifted to the swollen legs, the age-distorted body clad in a tight
cotton night dress, and then the shadowed Indian face surrounded by stubby
white hair. And there was no rage in the face now, now that the garden was
destroyed and there was nothing any longer to be protected.
“M-miss Lottie!” I scrambled to my feet and just stood there and stared at
her, and that was the moment when childhood faded and womanhood began.
That violent, crazy act was the last act of childhood. For as I gazed at the
immobile face with the sad, weary eyes, I gazed upon a kind of reality that is
hidden to childhood. The witch was no longer a witch but only a broken old
woman who had dared to create beauty in the midst of ugliness and sterility.
She had been born in squalor and lived in it all her life. Now at the end of
that life she had nothing except a falling-down hut, a wrecked body, and John
Burke, the mindless son of her passion. Whatever verve there was left in her,
whatever was of love and beauty and joy that had not been squeezed out by
life, had been there in the marigolds she had so tenderly cared for. k
Of course I could not express the things that I knew about Miss Lottie as I
stood there awkward and ashamed. The years have put words to the things I
knew in that moment, and as I look back upon it, I know that that moment
marked the end of innocence. People think of the loss of innocence as meaning
the loss of virginity, but this is far from true. Innocence involves an unseeing
acceptance of things at face value, an ignorance of the area below the surface.
In that humiliating moment I looked beyond myself and into the depths of
another person. This was the beginning of compassion, and one cannot have
both compassion and innocence. l
The years have taken me worlds away from that time and that place, from
the dust and squalor of our lives and from the bright thing that I destroyed in
a blind childish striking out at God-knows-what. Miss Lottie died long ago
and many years have passed since I last saw her hut, completely barren at last,
for despite my wild contrition she never planted marigolds again. Yet, there
are times when the image of those passionate yellow mounds returns with a
painful poignancy. For one does not have to be ignorant and poor to find
that one’s life is barren as the dusty yards of one’s town. And I too have
planted marigolds. !

squalor (skwJlPEr) n.
a filthy, shabby, and
wretched condition, as
from poverty
k DR AW CONCLUSIONS

A change has taken place
in Lizabeth. Why is she
suddenly able to see Miss
Lottie as she really is?

l PAR APHR ASE

Paraphrase the
narrator’s thoughts
about innocence and
compassion in lines
295–300.
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After Reading

Comprehension
1. Recall How old is the narrator in the story?
2. Recall What is unusual about Miss Lottie’s marigolds?
3. Summarize What does the narrator do that she later regrets?

Literary Analysis
4. Understand the Influence of Setting Note the most prominent features of the
story’s setting. How do they affect the narrator’s outlook on life?
5. Draw Conclusions Review the chart you made as you read. What leads the
young Lizabeth to destroy Miss Lottie’s marigolds? Support your conclusions
with evidence from the story.
6. Analyze Climax Identify the climax of the story. What change does this
turning point initiate in the narrator? in Miss Lottie? Cite evidence to support
your answers.
7. Analyze Symbolism Miss Lottie’s marigolds are central to the story. What do
they symbolize? To help you interpret their meaning, create a chart like the
one shown to record descriptions of the marigolds and the ideas you associate
with them.
Description of Marigolds

Associations

“a brilliant splash of sunny yellow”
(lines 10–11)

“sunny yellow,” like the sun, gives
energy and life

8. Interpret Theme and Setting The narrator and Miss Lottie respond to their
impoverished surroundings in very different ways. What message does the
story convey about the impact of poverty on people’s lives? What other
themes does the story impart?
9. Evaluate Ideas Reread the next-to-last paragraph (lines 292–300). Do
you agree with what the narrator says about innocence and compassion?
Use evidence from the story as well as your own experiences to explore
your answer.

Literary Criticism
10. Social Context Can “Marigolds” be considered social commentary on racial
segregation? Cite evidence to support your opinion.
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Vocabulary in Context
vocabulary practice

Decide whether the words in each pair are similar or different in meaning.

word list
bravado

1. perverse/agreeable

degradation

3. exuberance/enthusiasm

futile

2. squalor/splendor

exuberance

4. retribution/retaliation

impotent

5. nostalgia/homesickness

6. futile/effective

7. poignantly/indifferently

8. bravado/timidity

9. degradation/humiliation

10. ostensibly/apparently
11. impotent/powerless

nostalgia
ostensibly
perverse
poignantly
retribution
squalor
stoicism

12. stoicism/emotionalism

vocabulary in writing

Pretend you are Lizabeth’s 12-year-old brother Joey, and write a paragraph
describing your feelings about your childhood and the events in this story.
Use four or more vocabulary words. You might start this way.
example sentence

When I think of my childhood, I feel no nostalgia.

vocabulary strategy: the suffix -or

Many words have endings called suffixes that can help you determine a word’s
meaning. For example, the word squalor ends with -or, a noun suffix meaning
“state or condition of.” You may recognize it as similar to the word squalid,
meaning “very dirty or filthy.” These two insights can help you conclude that
squalor means “a filthy condition.” Recognizing this suffix in other unfamiliar
words can provide clues to the meanings of those words.
PRACTICE Use each numbered word in a sentence. Then use your knowledge
of the suffix -or to figure out the meaning of each word. Use a dictionary to
check your work.
1. terror

4. stupor

3. candor

6. pallor

2. furor

5. fervor

vocabulary
practice

For more practice, go
to the Vocabulary Center
at ClassZone.com.
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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 our turn on the tire. Cathy jumped up and came down hard on
her heels and started tap-dancin. And the frozen patch splintered every which
way underneath kinda spooky. “Looks like a plastic spider web,” she said. “A
sort of weird spider, I guess, with many mental problems.” But really it looked
like the crystal paperweight Granny kept in the parlor. She was on the back
porch, Granny was, making the cakes drunk. The old ladle dripping rum into
the Christmas tins, like it used to drip maple syrup into the pails when we
lived in the Judson’s woods, like it poured cider into the vats when we were
on the Cooper place, like it used to scoop buttermilk and soft cheese when
we lived at the dairy.
“Go tell that man we ain’t a bunch of trees.”
“Ma’am?”
“I said to tell that man to get away from here with that camera.” Me and
Cathy look over toward the meadow where the men with the station wagon’d
been roamin around all mornin. The tall man with a huge camera lassoed to
his shoulder was buzzin our way. a
“They’re makin movie pictures,” yelled Tyrone, stiffenin his legs and twistin
so the tire’d come down slow so they could see.
“They’re makin movie pictures,” sang out Terry.
“That boy don’t never have anything original to say,” say Cathy grown-up.
By the time the man with the camera had cut across our neighbor’s yard,
the twins were out of the trees swingin low and Granny was onto the steps, the
screen door bammin soft and scratchy against her palms. “We thought we’d get
a shot or two of the house and everything and then—”
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ANALYZE VISUALS
Consider the setting
depicted in this painting,
as well as the subject’s
posture and expression.
What feelings do these
elements convey?
Explain.

a

VOICE AND DIALECT
Reread lines 1–18. Identify
the distinctive vocabulary
and grammar that
characterize the narrator’s
dialect.

Detail of Cotton Choppers (1965),
Benny Andrews. Oil on canvas,
25˝ × 35˝. © ACA Galleries, New York.
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“Good mornin,” Granny cut him off. And smiled that smile.
“Good mornin,” he said, head all down the way Bingo does when you yell
at him about the bones on the kitchen floor. “Nice place you got here, aunty.
We thought we’d take a—”
“Did you?” said Granny with her eyebrows. Cathy pulled up her socks
and giggled.
“Nice things here,” said the man, buzzin his camera over the yard. The
pecan barrels, the sled, me and Cathy, the flowers, the printed stones along
the driveway, the trees, the twins, the toolshed.
“I don’t know about the thing, the it, and the stuff,” said Granny, still talkin
with her eyebrows. “Just people here is what I tend to consider.”
Camera man stopped buzzin. Cathy giggled into her collar.
“Mornin, ladies,” a new man said. He had come up behind us when we
weren’t lookin. “And gents,” discoverin the twins givin him a nasty look.
“We’re filmin for the county,” he said with a smile. “Mind if we shoot a bit
around here?”
“I do indeed,” said Granny with no smile. Smilin man was smiling up a
storm. So was Cathy. But he didn’t seem to have another word to say, so he
and the camera man backed on out the yard, but you could hear the camera
buzzin still. “Suppose you just shut that machine off,” said Granny real low
through her teeth, and took a step down off the porch and then another.
“Now, aunty,”1 Camera said, pointin the thing straight at her.
“Your mama and I are not related.”
Smilin man got his notebook out and a chewed-up pencil. “Listen,” he said
movin back into our yard, “we’d like to have a statement from you . . . for the
film. We’re filmin for the county, see. Part of the food stamp campaign. You
know about the food stamps?”
Granny said nuthin.
“Maybe there’s somethin you want to say for the film. I see you grow your
own vegetables,” he smiled real nice. “If more folks did that, see, there’d be
no need—” b
Granny wasn’t sayin nuthin. So they backed on out, buzzin at our
clothesline and the twins’ bicycles, then back on down to the meadow. The
twins were danglin in the tire, lookin at Granny. Me and Cathy were waitin,
too, cause Granny always got somethin to say. She teaches steady with no letup. “I was on this bridge one time,” she started off. “Was a crowd cause this
man was goin to jump, you understand. And a minister was there and the
police and some other folks. His woman was there, too.”
“What was they doin?” asked Tyrone.
“Tryin to talk him out of it was what they was doin. The minister talkin
about how it was a mortal sin,2 suicide. His woman takin bites out of her own
hand and not even knowin it, so nervous and cryin and talkin fast.”
1. aunty: a derogatory term of address once commonly used for black women in the South.
2. mortal sin: in many religions, an extremely serious offense against the laws of God.
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b DR AW CONCLUSIONS

What is the men’s
purpose for making the
film? What evidence in
the text helped you draw
that conclusion?

ANALYZE VISUALS
Look at the way the
artist mixes colors in this
painting—for example,
on the boys’ sleeves and
overalls, as well as on the
fence. What effect does
this create? How well, in
your opinion, does this
technique fit the subject
matter of the painting?
Explain.
Brothers (1934), Malvin Gray Johnson. Smithsonian American Art Museum, Washington, D.C. Photo © Smithsonian
American Art Museum, Washington, D.C./Art Resource, New York.
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“So what happened?” asked Tyrone.
“So here comes . . . this person . . . with a camera, takin pictures of the
man and the minister and the woman. Takin pictures of the man in his misery
about to jump, cause life so bad and people been messin with him so bad. This
person takin up the whole roll of film practically. But savin a few, of course.”
“Of course,” said Cathy, hatin the person. Me standin there wonderin how
Cathy knew it was “of course” when I didn’t know and it was my grandmother.
After a while Tyrone said, “Did he jump?”
“Yeh, did he jump?” say Terry all eager.
blues ain’t no mockin bird
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And Granny just stared at the twins till their faces swallow up the eager
and they don’t even care any more about the man jumpin. Then she goes back
onto the porch and lets the screen door go for itself. I’m lookin to Cathy to
finish the story cause she knows Granny’s whole story before me even. Like she
knew about how come we move so much and Cathy ain’t nothin but a third
cousin we picked up on the way last Thanksgivin visitin. But she knew it was
on account of people drivin Granny crazy till she’d get up in the night and
start packin. Mumblin and packin and wakin everybody up sayin, “Let’s get on
away from here before I kill me somebody.” Like people wouldn’t pay her for
things like they said they would. Or Mr. Judson bringin us boxes of old clothes
and raggedy magazines. Or Mrs. Cooper comin in our kitchen and touchin
everything and sayin how clean it all was. Granny goin crazy, and Granddaddy
Cain pullin her off people sayin, “Now, now, Cora.” But next day loadin up
the truck, with rocks all in his jaw, madder than Granny in the first place. c
“I read a story once,” said Cathy soundin like Granny teacher. “About
this lady Goldilocks who barged into a house that wasn’t even hers. And not
invited, you understand. Messed over the people’s groceries and broke up the
people’s furniture. Had the nerve to sleep in the folks’ bed.”
“Then what happened?” asked Tyrone. “What they do, the folks, when they
come in to all this mess?”
“Did they make her pay for it?” asked Terry, makin a fist. “I’d’ve made her
pay me.”
I didn’t even ask. I could see Cathy actress was very likely to just walk away
and leave us in mystery about this story which I heard was about some bears.
“Did they throw her out?” asked Tyrone, like his father sounds when he’s
bein extra nasty-plus to the washin-machine man.
“Woulda,” said Terry. “I woulda gone upside her head with my fist and—”
“You woulda done whatcha always do—go cry to Mama, you big baby,” said
Tyrone. So naturally Terry starts hittin on Tyrone, and next thing you know
they tumblin out the tire and rollin on the ground. But Granny didn’y say a
thing or send the twins home or step out on the steps to tell us about how we
can’t afford to be fightin amongst ourselves. She didn’t say nuthin. So I get into
the tire to take my turn. And I could see her leanin up against the pantry table,
starin at the cakes she was puttin up for the Christmas sale, mumblin real low
and grumpy and holdin her forehead like it wanted to fall off and mess up the
rum cakes.
Behind me I hear before I can see Granddaddy Cain comin through the
woods in his field boots. Then I twist around to see the shiny black oilskin
cuttin through what little left there was of yellows, reds, and oranges. His great
white head not quite round cause of this bloody thing high on his shoulder,
like he was wearin a cap on sideways. He takes the shortcut through the pecan
grove, and the sound of twigs snapping overhead and underfoot travels clear
and cold all the way up to us. And here comes Smilin and Camera up behind
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c

VOICE AND DIALECT
An idiom is a common
phrase whose meaning
is different from the
meaning of its individual
words. On the basis of
the context, identify the
meaning of the idiom
“with rocks all in his jaw.”
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him like they was goin to do somethin. Folks like to go for him sometimes.
Cathy say it’s because he’s so tall and quiet and like a king. And people just
can’t stand it. But Smilin and Camera don’t hit him in the head or nuthin. d
They just buzz on him as he stalks by with the chicken hawk slung over his
shoulder, squawkin, drippin red down the back of the oilskin. He passes the
porch and stops a second for Granny to see he’s caught the hawk at last, but
she’s just starin and mumblin, and not at the hawk. So he nails the bird to
the toolshed door, the hammerin crackin through the eardrums. And the bird
flappin himself to death and droolin down the door to paint the gravel in the
driveway red, then brown, then black. And the two men movin up on tiptoe
like they was invisible or we were blind, one. e
“Get them persons out of my flower bed, Mister Cain,” say Granny moanin
real low like at a funeral.
“How come your grandmother calls her husband ‘Mister Cain’ all the time?”
Tyrone whispers loud and noisy and from the city and don’t know no better.
Like his mama, Miss Myrtle, tell us never mind the formality as if we had no
better breeding than to call her Myrtle, plain. And then this awful thing—a
giant hawk—come wailin up over the meadow, flyin low and tilted and
screamin, zigzaggin through the pecan grove, breakin branches and hollerin,
snappin past the clothesline, flyin every which way, flyin into things reckless
with crazy.
Woodshed (1944), Andrew Wyeth. Collection of the Brandywine River Museum. Bequest of C. Porter Schutt, 1995.
© Andrew Wyeth.

Image not available for electronic use.
Please refer to the image in the textbook.

d DR AW CONCLUSIONS

The narrator says that
people like to “go for”
her grandfather because
he is “tall and quiet
and like a king” and the
“people just can’t stand
it.” What “people” does
she mean, and why do
they resent the man’s
regal appearance?

e GR A MM AR AND ST YLE

Reread lines 124–125.
Notice how Bambara
chooses imaginative, vivid
verbs, such as “buzz” and
“stalks,” to enhance the
image of Granddaddy
carrying the chicken hawk.

150

160

170

180

“He’s come to claim his mate,” say Cathy fast, and ducks down. We all fall
quick and flat on the gravel driveway, stones scrapin my face. I squinch my
eyes open again at the hawk on the door, tryin to fly up out of her death like it
was just a sack flown into by mistake. Her body holdin her there on that nail,
though. The mate beatin the air overhead and clutchin for hair, for heads, for
landin space.
The camera man duckin and bendin and runnin and fallin, jigglin the
camera and scared. And Smilin jumpin up and down swipin at the huge bird,
tryin to bring the hawk down with just his raggedy ole cap. Granddaddy Cain
straight up and silent, watchin the circles of the hawk, then aimin the hammer
off his wrist. The giant bird fallin, silent and slow. Then here comes Camera
and Smilin all big and bad now that the awful screechin thing is on its back
and broken, here they come. And Granddaddy Cain looks up at them like
it was the first time noticin, but not payin them too much mind3 cause he’s
listenin, we all listening, to that low groanin music comin from the porch. And
we figure any minute, somethin in my back tells me any minute now, Granny
gonna bust through that screen with somethin in her hand and murder
on her mind. So Granddaddy say above the buzzin, but quiet, “Good day,
gentlemen.” Just like that. Like he’d invited them in to play cards and they’d
stayed too long and all the sandwiches were gone and Reverend Webb was
droppin by and it was time to go. f
They didn’t know what to do. But like Cathy say, folks can’t stand
Grandaddy tall and silent and like a king. They can’t neither. The smile the
men smilin is pullin the mouth back and showin the teeth. Lookin like the
wolf man, both of them. Then Granddaddy holds his hand out—this huge
hand I used to sit in when I was a baby and he’d carry me through the house to
my mother like I was a gift on a tray. Like he used to on the trains. They called
the other men just waiters. But they spoke of Granddaddy separate and said,
The Waiter. And said he had engines in his feet and motors in his hands and
couldn’t no train throw him off and couldn’t nobody turn him around. They
were big enough for motors, his hands were. He held that one hand out all still
and it gettin to be not at all a hand but a person in itself.
“He wants you to hand him the camera,” Smilin whispers to Camera, tiltin
his head to talk secret like they was in the jungle or somethin and come upon
a native that don’t speak the language. The men start untyin the straps, and
they put the camera into that great hand speckled with the hawk’s blood all
black and crackly now. And the hand don’t even drop with the weight, just the
fingers move, curl up around the machine. But Granddaddy lookin straight at
the men. They lookin at each other and everywhere but at Granddaddy’s face.
“We filmin for the county, see,” say Smilin. “We puttin together a movie
for the food stamp program . . . filmin all around these parts. Uhh, filmin
for the county.”

3. not payin them too much mind: barely noticing them; ignoring them.
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f

VOICE AND DIALECT
Reread lines 160–162.
Notice the grammatical
construction of this
sentence. What effect
does the use of a long
chain of clauses have on
the voice of the narrator?
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“Can I have my camera back?” say the tall man with no machine on his
shoulder, but still keepin it high like the camera was still there or needed to be.
“Please, sir.” g
Then Granddaddy’s other hand flies up like a sudden and gentle bird, slaps
down fast on top of the camera and lifts off half like it was a calabash4 cut
for sharing.
“Hey,” Camera jumps forward. He gathers up the parts into his chest and
everything unrollin and fallin all over. “Whata tryin to do? You’ll ruin the
film.” He looks down into his chest of metal reels and things like he’s protectin
a kitten from the cold.
“You standin in the misses’ flower bed,” say Granddaddy. “This is our
own place.”
The two men look at him, then at each other, then back at the mess in the
camera man’s chest, and they just back off. One sayin over and over all the way
down to the meadow, “Watch it, Bruno. Keep ya fingers off the film.” Then
Granddaddy picks up the hammer and jams it into the oilskin pocket, scrapes
his boots, and goes into the house. And you can hear the squish of his boots
headin through the house. And you can see the funny shadow he throws from
the parlor window onto the ground by the string-bean patch. The hammer
draggin the pocket of the oilskin out so Granddaddy looked even wider.
Granny was hummin now—high, not low and grumbly. And she was doin the
cakes again, you could smell the molasses from the rum.
“There’s this story I’m goin to write one day,” say Cathy dreamer. “About
the proper use of the hammer.”
“Can I be in it?” Tyrone say with his hand up like it was a matter of first
come, first served.
“Perhaps,” say Cathy, climbin onto the tire to pump us up. “If you there
and ready.” !

g DR AW CONCLUSIONS

Why does the camera
man add “Please, sir”
to his request for
the camera?

4. calabash (kBlPE-bBsh’): a fruit whose dried shell is used to make things like bottles, bowls, and rattles.
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After Reading

Comprehension
1. Recall Who are Smilin man and Camera man?
2. Recall What do they do that offends Granny?
3. Recall What does Granddaddy Cain do to their camera?

Literary Analysis
4. Predict What might have happened if Granddaddy Cain had not come
home when he did?
5. Interpret Text Reread lines 62–95. How do the anecdotes about the suicide
attempt and Goldilocks relate to the events in the story?
6. Make Inferences What does Cathy mean at the end when she says she is
going to write a story about “the proper use of the hammer”?
7. Analyze Voice and Dialect Create a chart with examples of the distinctive
vocabulary, pronunciation, grammar, and idioms that characterize the
narrator’s dialect. How would you describe the narrator’s voice?
Distinctive Characteristics of Narrator’s Dialect
Vocabulary

Pronunciation

Grammar

Idioms

bammin

stompin

me and Cathy
went

smiling up
a storm

kinda

8. Draw Conclusions About Values and Beliefs Review the conclusions you
drew about social issues presented in the story. What conclusions can you
draw about Bambara’s values and beliefs concerning those social issues?
Cite evidence from the story to support your conclusions.
9. Evaluate Characters How do Granny and Granddaddy Cain demonstrate
their self-respect? Cite evidence from the text to support your response.

Literary Criticism
10. Critical Interpretations One critic stated that Bambara “presents black culture
as embattled but unbowed” in her stories. How does that comment apply to
“Blues Ain’t No Mockin Bird”? Support your interpretation with evidence from
the text.
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Reading-Writing Connection
Demonstrate your understanding of the characters portrayed in “Blues Ain’t No
Mockin Bird” by responding to these prompts. Then use Revision: Grammar and
Style to improve your writing.

writing prompts

self-check

A. Short Response: Analyze Action

A successful analysis will . . .

Why do you think Granddaddy smashes the man’s
camera? Do you think his action is justifiable, or do you
think he is overreacting? Write one or two paragraphs
in which you argue your point.

B. Extended Response: Describe Granny

How would you describe Granny’s attitude and
behavior? Identify two of her character traits in
a three-to-five-paragraph response. Be sure to
include examples from the story to support your
characterization.

• clearly state your opinion
of Granddaddy’s behavior
• discuss the concept of
self-respect

• use examples from the story to
support your opinion

A strong characterization
will . . .

• include descriptive language
that accurately conveys
Granny’s personality
• use at least two examples
from the story to illustrate
each of the traits

revision: grammar and style

CHOOSE EFFECTIVE WORDS Review the Grammar and Style note on page 869.
Bambara brings life to her story by peppering it with a series of vivid verbs.
Follow Bambara’s example by choosing words that add liveliness and depth to
your writing; avoid words that are too bland or generic. Both you and your reader
will find the end result far more satisfying. Here is another example of how
Bambara effectively uses vivid verbs in her descriptions:
Then Granddaddy’s other hand flies up like a sudden and gentle bird, slaps
down fast on top of the camera and lifts off half like it was a calabash cut for
sharing. (lines 187–189)
Notice how the revisions in red enhance the description in this first draft.
Revise your responses to the prompts by similarly incorporating vivid verbs.
student model

mumbles

Granny seems like a grumpy person. She talks under her breath all the time
and refuses to smile. She doesn’t hide her dislike for the two men who come
commands

to film them and tells Granddaddy to get them out of her flower bed.

writing
tools

For prewriting, revision,
and editing tools, visit
the Writing Center at
ClassZone.com.
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Algebra II

Algebra 1 - Assessment 1
Targeted Review and Practice – Systems of Equations
Directions: Complete questions 1-22 on a separate piece of paper to turn in. If a numeric
answer is asked for, record the numeric answer in the answer sheet below. For each section,
an example has been provided for you to reference and assist you in solving the questions.

Answer Sheet:
1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17. G
 raph
21. G
 raph

18. G
 raph
22. G
 raph

19. Graph

20. Graph

Algebra 1 - Assignment 2
Targeted Review and Practice – Powers and Exponentials
Directions: Complete the questions 1-25 on a separate piece of paper to turn in. If a numeric
answer is asked for, record the numeric answer in the answer sheet below. For each section,
an example has been provided for you to reference and assist you in solving the questions.

Answer Sheet:
1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

Algebra 1 - Assignment 3
Targeted Review and Practice – Polynomials and Factoring
Directions: Complete the questions 17-41 on a separate piece of paper to turn in. If a
numeric answer is asked for, record the numeric answer in the answer sheet below. For each
section, an example has been provided for you to reference and assist you in solving the
questions.
Answer Sheet:
17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

26.

27.

28.

29.

30.

31.

32.

33.

34.

35.

36.

37.

38.

39.

40.

41.

Algebra 1 - Assignment 4
Targeted Review and Practice – Quadratics
Directions: Complete the questions 10-13, 17-19, and 22-28 on a separate piece of paper to
turn in. If a graph is asked for, provide this on a separate piece of paper. For each section, an
example has been provided for you to reference and assist you in solving the questions.

Answer Sheet:
10.

11.

12.

13.

17.

18.

19.

22.

23.

24.

25.

26.

27.

28.

Chemistry

Avogradro’s Number
Notes:
➔
➔
➔
➔
Vocabulary:
❖ Avogadro’s number:
❖ Mole (mol):
❖ Representative particle:

Video 1: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TEl4jeETVmg&feature=youtu.be
Take Notes!!!
➢
➢
➢
➢
Review Questions:
1. What is the SI unit for amount of a substance?

2. What is the representative particle for an element?

3. The formula unit is the representative particle for what?
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C HAPTER

Chapter 1. Avogadro’s Number

1

Avogadro’s Number

Learning Objectives

• Define mole.
• Define Avogadro’s number.

Is there an easier way to load this truck?
When the weather is nice, many people begin to work on their yards and homes. For many projects, sand is needed
as a foundation for a walk or to add to other materials. You could order up twenty million grains of sand and have
people really stare at you. You could order by the pound, but that takes a lot of time weighing out. The best bet is to
order by the yard, meaning a cubic yard. The loader can easily scoop up what you need and put it directly in your
truck.
Avogadro’s Number

It certainly is easy to count bananas or to count elephants (as long as you stay out of their way). However, you would
be counting grains of sugar from your sugar canister for a long, long time. Atoms and molecules are extremely small
- far, far smaller than grains of sugar. Counting atoms or molecules is not only unwise, it is absolutely impossible.
One drop of water contains about 1022 molecules of water. If you counted 10 molecules every second for 50 years
without stopping you would have counted only 1.6 ⇥ 1010 molecules. Put another way, at that counting rate, it would
take you over 30 trillion years to count the water molecules in one tiny drop.
Chemists needed a name that can stand for a very large number of items. Amedeo Avogadro (1776 - 1856), an Italian
scientist, provided just such a number. He is responsible for the counting unit of measure called the mole. A mole
(mol) is the amount of a substance that contains 6.02 ⇥ 1023 representative particles of that substance. The mole is
the SI unit for amount of a substance. Just like the dozen and the gross, it is a name that stands for a number. There
are therefore 6.02 ⇥ 1023 water molecules in a mole of water molecules. There also would be 6.02 ⇥ 1023 bananas
in a mole of bananas, if such a huge number of bananas ever existed.
1
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FIGURE 1.1
Italian scientist Amedeo Avogadro, whose work led to the concept of the
mole as a counting unit in chemistry.

The number 6.02 ⇥ 1023 is called Avogadro’s number, the number of representative particles in a mole. It is an
experimentally determined number. A representative particle is the smallest unit in which a substance naturally
exists. For the majority of elements, the representative particle is the atom. Iron, carbon, and helium consist of iron
atoms, carbon atoms, and helium atoms, respectively. Seven elements exist in nature as diatomic molecules and
they are H2 , N2 , O2 , F2 , Cl2 , Br2 , and I2 . The representative particle for these elements is the molecule. Likewise,
all molecular compounds such as H2 O and CO2 exist as molecules and so the molecule is their representative
particle. For ionic compounds such as NaCl and Ca(NO3 )2 , the representative particle is the formula unit. A mole
of any substance contains Avogadro’s number (6.02 ⇥ 1023 ) of representative particles.
FIGURE 1.2
The animal mole is very different than
the counting unit of the mole. Chemists
nonetheless have adopted the mole as
their unofficial mascot. National Mole Day
is a celebration of chemistry that occurs
on October 23rd (10/23) of each year.

MEDIA
Click image to the left or use the URL below.
URL: http://www.ck12.org/flx/render/embeddedobject/162796
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Chapter 1. Avogadro’s Number

Summary

• A mole of any substance contains Avogadro’s number (6.02 ⇥ 1023 ) of representative particles.
Review

1. What is the SI unit for amount of a substance?
2. What is the representative particle for an element?
3. The formula unit is the representative particle for what?
Vocabulary

• Avogadro’s number: The number of representative particles in a mole, 6.02 ⇥ 1023 .
• mole (mol): The amount of a substance that contains 6.02 ⇥ 1023 representative particles of that substance.
• representative particle: The smallest unit in which a substance naturally exists.
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Conversions between Moles and Atoms
Notes:
➔
➔
➔
➔
Vocabulary:
❖ None

Video 1: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=M827LI7YmvQ#action=share
Take Notes!!!
➢
➢
➢
➢
Review Questions:
1. What conversion factor would we need to convert moles of helium to atoms of helium?

2. I want to convert atoms to moles. My friend tells me to multiply the number of atoms by
6.02 × 1023 atoms/mole. Is my friend correct?

3. Why do you need to know the formula for a molecule in order to calculate the number of
moles of one of the atoms?

4. How many atoms of fluorine are in 5.6×1022 molecules of MgF2?
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Conversions Between
Moles and Atoms

Learning Objectives

• Perform calculations involving conversions between number of moles and number of atoms or molecules.

Big numbers or little numbers?
Do you hate to type subscripts and superscripts? Even with a good word-processing program, having to click on an
icon to get a superscript and then remembering to click off after you type the number can be a real hassle. If we did
not know about moles and just knew about numbers of atoms or molecules (those big numbers that require lots of
superscripts), life would be much more complicated and we would make many more typing errors.
Conversions Between Moles and Atoms
Conversions Between Moles and Number of Particles

Using our unit conversion techniques, we can use the mole label to convert back and forth between the number of
particles and moles.
Sample Problem 1: Converting Number of Particles to Moles

The element carbon exists in two primary forms: graphite and diamond. How many moles of carbon atoms is 4.72 ⇥
1024 atoms of carbon?
1
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Step 1: List the known quantities and plan the problem.
Known
• number of C atoms = 4.72 ⇥ 1024
• 1 mole = 6.02 ⇥ 1023 atoms
Unknown
• 4.72 ⇥ 1024 = ? mol C
One conversion factor will allow us to convert from the number of C atoms to moles of C atoms.
Step 2: Calculate.
4.72 ⇥ 1024 atoms C ⇥

1 mol C
= 7.84 mol C
6.02 ⇥ 1023 atoms C

Step 3: Think about your result.
The given number of carbon atoms was greater than Avogadro’s number, so the number of moles of C atoms is
greater than 1 mole. Since Avogadro’s number is a measured quantity with three significant figures, the result of the
calculation is rounded to three significant figures.
Suppose that you wanted to know how many hydrogen atoms were in a mole of water molecules. First, you would
need to know the chemical formula for water, which is H2 O. There are two atoms of hydrogen in each molecule
of water. How many atoms of hydrogen would there be in two water molecules? There would be 2 ⇥ 2 = 4
hydrogen atoms. How about in a dozen? In that case a dozen is 12 so 12 ⇥ 2 = 24 hydrogen atoms in a dozen water
molecules. To get the answers, (4 and 24) you had to multiply the given number of molecules by two atoms of
hydrogen per molecule. So to find the number of hydrogen atoms in a mole of water molecules, the problem could
be solved using conversion factors.

1 mol H2 O ⇥

6.02 ⇥ 1023 molecules H2 O
2 atoms H
⇥
= 1.20 ⇥ 1024 atoms H
1 mol H2 O
1 molecule H2 O

The first conversion factor converts from moles of particles to the number of particles. The second conversion factor
reflects the number of atoms contained within each molecule.
FIGURE 1.1
Two water molecules contain 4 hydrogen atoms and 2 oxygen atoms. A
mole of water molecules contains 2 moles of hydrogen atoms and 1 mole
of oxygen atoms.

Sample Problem 2: Atoms, Molecules, and Moles

Sulfuric acid has the chemical formula H2 SO4 . A certain quantity of sulfuric acid contains 4.89 ⇥ 1025 atoms of
oxygen. How many moles of sulfuric acid is the sample?
Step 1: List the known quantities and plan the problem.
Known
2
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• 4.89 ⇥ 1025 = O atoms
• 1 mole = 6.02 ⇥ 1023 molecules H2 SO4
Unknown
• mol of H2 SO4 molecules
Two conversion factors will be used. First, convert atoms of oxygen to molecules of sulfuric acid. Then, convert
molecules of sulfuric acid to moles of sulfuric acid.
Step 2: Calculate.

4.89 ⇥ 1025 atoms O ⇥

1 molecule H2 SO4
1 mol H2 SO4
⇥
= 20.3 mol H2 SO4
4 atoms O
6.02 ⇥ 1023 molecules H2 SO4

Step 3: Think about your result.
The original number of oxygen atoms was about 80 times larger than Avogadro’s number. Since each sulfuric acid
molecule contains 4 oxygen atoms, there are about 20 moles of sulfuric acid molecules.
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Summary

• Methods are described for conversions between moles, atoms, and molecules.
Review

1. What conversion factor would we need to convert moles of helium to atoms of helium?
2. I want to convert atoms to moles. My friend tells me to multiply the number of atoms by 6.02 ⇥ 1023
atoms/mole. Is my friend correct?
3. Why do you need to know the formula for a molecule in order to calculate the number of moles of one of the
atoms?
4. How many atoms of fluorine are in 5.6⇥1022 molecules of MgF2 ?
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Molar Mass
Notes:
➔
➔
➔
➔

Vocabulary:
❖ Molar Mass:
❖ Molecular Mass:

 ideo 1: https://youtu.be/F9NkYSKJifs
V
Take Notes!!!
➢
➢
➢
➢
Review Questions:
1. What is the molar mass of Pb?

2. Where do you find the molar mass of an element?

3. How many moles of Cl are in one mole of the CaCl2?

4. How many moles of H are in one mole of the compound (NH4)3PO4?

5. Calculate the molar mass of CaCl2.
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Molar Mass

Learning Objectives

• Define molar mass.
• Perform calculations involving molar mass.

When creating a solution, how do I know how much of each substance to put in?
I want to make a solution that contains 1.8 moles of potassium dichromate. I don’t have a balance calibrated in
molecules, but I do have one calibrated in grams. If I know the relationship between moles and the number of grams
in a mole, I can use my balance to measure out the needed amount of material.
Molar Mass

Molar mass is defined as the mass of one mole of representative particles of a substance. By looking at a periodic
table, we can conclude that the molar mass of lithium is 6.94 g, the molar mass of zinc is 65.38 g, and the molar
mass of gold is 196.97 g. Each of these quantities contains 6.02 ⇥ 1023 atoms of that particular element. The units
for molar mass are grams per mole or g/mol.
Molar Masses of Compounds

A molecular formula of the compound carbon dioxide is CO2 . One molecule of carbon dioxide consists of 1 atom
of carbon and 2 atoms of oxygen. We can calculate the mass of one molecule of carbon dioxide by adding together
the masses of 1 atom of carbon and 2 atoms of oxygen.
1
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12.01 amu + 2(16.00 amu) = 44.01 amu
The molecular mass of a compound is the mass of one molecule of that compound. The molecular mass of carbon
dioxide is 44.01 amu.
The molar mass of any compound is the mass in grams of one mole of that compound. One mole of carbon dioxide
molecules has a mass of 44.01 g, while one mole of sodium sulfide formula units has a mass of 78.04 g. The molar
masses are 44.01 g/mol and 78.04 g/mol respectively. In both cases, that is the mass of 6.02 ⇥ 1023 representative
particles. The representative particle of CO2 is the molecule, while for Na2 S, it is the formula unit.
Sample Problem: Molar Mass of a Compound

Calcium nitrate, Ca(NO3 )2 , is used as a component in fertilizer Determine the molar mass of calcium nitrate.
Step 1: List the known and unknown quantities and plan the problem.
Known
•
•
•
•

formula = Ca(NO3 )2
molar mass Ca = 40.08 g/mol
molar mass N = 14.01 g/mol
molar mass O = 16.00 g/mol

Unknown
• molar mass Ca(NO3 )2
First we need to analyze the formula. Since the Ca lacks a subscript, there is one Ca atom per formula unit. The
2 outside the parentheses means that there are two nitrate ions per formula unit and each nitrate ion consists of one
nitrogen atom and three oxygen atoms. Therefore, there are a total of 1 ⇥ 2 = 2 nitrogen atoms and 3 ⇥ 2 = 6
oxygen atoms per formula unit. Thus, 1 mol of calcium nitrate contains 1 mol of Ca atoms, 2 mol of N atoms, and
6 mol of O atoms.
Step 2: Calculate.
Use the molar masses of each atom together with the number of atoms in the formula and add together.
40.08 g Ca
= 40.08 g Ca
1 mol Ca
14.01 g N
2 mol N ⇥
= 28.02 g N
1 mol N
16.00 g O
6 mol O ⇥
= 96.00 g O
1 mol O
molar mass of Ca(NO3 )2 = 40.08 g + 28.02 g + 96.00 g = 164.10 g/mol
1 mol Ca ⇥
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Summary

• Calculations are described for the determination of molar mass of an atom or a compound.
Review

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

What is the molar mass of Pb?
Where do you find the molar mass of an element?
How many moles of Cl are in one mole of the CaCl2 ?
How many moles of H are in one mole of the compound (NH4 )3 PO4 ?
Calculate the molar mass of CaCl2 .

Vocabulary

• molar mass: The mass of one mole of representative particles of a substance.
• molecular mass: The mass of one molecule of that compound.
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Conversions between Moles and Mass
Notes:
➔
➔
➔
➔
Vocabulary:
❖ None

Video 1: https://youtu.be/zWzA-T54pPI
Take Notes!!!
➢
➢
➢
➢
Review Questions:
1. You have 19.7 grams of a material and wonder how many moles were formed. Your
friend tells you to multiply the mass by grams/mole. Is your friend correct?

2. How many grams of MgO are in 3.500 moles?

3. How many moles of H2O are in 15.2 grams of pure ice?
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Conversions Between
Moles and Mass

Learning Objectives

• Perform calculations dealing with conversions between moles and mass.

How can we get more product?
Chemical manufacturing plants are always seeking to improve their processes. One of the ways this improvement
comes about is through measuring the amount of material produced in a reaction. By knowing how much is made,
the scientists and engineers can try different ways of getting more product at less cost.
Conversions Between Moles and Mass

The molar mass of any substance is the mass in grams of one mole of representative particles of that substance. The
representative particles can be atoms, molecules, or formula units of ionic compounds. This relationship is frequently used in the laboratory. Suppose that for a certain experiment you need 3.00 moles of calcium chloride
(CaCl2 ). Since calcium chloride is a solid, it would be convenient to use a balance to measure the mass that is
needed. The molar mass of CaCl2 is 110.98 g/mol. The conversion factor that can be used is then based on the
equality that 1 mol = 110.98 g CaCl2 . Dimensional analysis will allow you to calculate the mass of CaCl2 that you
should measure.

3.00 mol CaCl2 ⇥

110.98 g CaCl2
= 333 g CaCl2
1 mol CaCl2

When you measure the mass of 333 g of CaCl2 , you are measuring 3.00 moles of CaCl2 .
1
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FIGURE 1.1
Calcium chloride is used as a drying agent and as a road deicer.

Sample Problem: Converting Moles to Mass

Chromium metal is used for decorative electroplating of car bumpers and other surfaces. Find the mass of 0.560
moles of chromium.
Step 1: List the known quantities and plan the problem.
Known
• molar mass of Cr = 52.00 g mol
• 0.560 mol Cr
Unknown
• 0.560 mol Cr = ? g
One conversion factor will allow us to convert from the moles of Cr to mass.
Step 2: Calculate.

0.560 mol Cr ⇥

52.00 g Cr
= 29.1 g Cr
1 mol Cr

Step 3: Think about your result.
Since the desired amount was slightly more than one half of a mole, the mass should be slightly more than one half
of the molar mass. The answer has three significant figures because of the 0.560 mol.
A similar conversion factor utilizing molar mass can be used to convert from the mass of an substance to moles. In a
laboratory situation, you may perform a reaction and produce a certain amount of a product which can be massed. It
will often then be necessary to determine the number of moles of the product that was formed. The next problem
illustrates this situation.
Sample Problem: Converting Mass to Moles

A certain reaction produces 2.81 g of copper(II) hydroxide, Cu(OH)2 . Determine the number of moles produced in
the reaction.
Step 1: List the known quantities and plan the problem.
Known
2
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• mass = 2.81 g
Unknown
• mol Cu(OH)2
One conversion factor will allow us to convert from mass to moles.
Step 2: Calculate.
First, it is necessary to calculate the molar mass of Cu(OH)2 from the molar masses of Cu, O, and H. The molar
mass is 97.57 g/mol.

2.81 g Cu(OH)2 ⇥

1 mol Cu(OH)2
= 0.0288 mol Cu(OH)2
97.57 g Cu(OH)2

Step 3: Think about your result.
The relatively small mass of product formed results in a small number of moles.
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Learn how the molar mass of an object will determine if it will sink or float in this simulation:
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Summary

• Calculations involving conversions between moles of a material and the mass of that material are described.
Review

1. You have 19.7 grams of a material and wonder how many moles were formed. Your friend tells you to multiply
the mass by grams/mole. Is your friend correct?
2. How many grams of MgO are in 3.500 moles?
3. How many moles of H2 O are in 15.2 grams of pure ice?
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Conversions Between Mass and Number of Particles
Notes:
➔
➔
➔
➔
Vocabulary:
❖ None

Video 1: https://youtu.be/FmxkOJXIODM
Take Notes!!!
➢
➢
➢
➢
Review Questions:
1. Why can’t we convert directly from number of particles to grams?

2. How many atoms of chlorine are present in 1.70×1023 molecules Cl2?

3. How many molecules of BH3 are in 14.32 grams BH3?
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Conversions Between Mass
and Number of Particles

Learning Objectives

• Perform calculations involving conversions of mass and number of particles.

How much gas is there?
Avogadro was interested in studying gases. He theorized that equal volumes of gases under the same conditions
contained the same number of particles. Other researchers studied how many gas particles were in a specific volume
of gas. Eventually, scientists were able to develop the relationship between number of particles and mass using the
idea of moles.
Conversions Between Mass and Number of Particles

In "Conversions between Moles and Mass," you learned how to convert back and forth between moles and the
number of representative particles. Now you have seen how to convert back and forth between moles and mass of a
substance in grams. We can combine the two types of problems into one. Mass and number of particles are both
related to grams. In order to convert from mass to number of particles or vice-versa, it will first require a conversion
to moles.
Sample Problem: Converting Mass to Particles

How many molecules is 20.0 g of chlorine gas, Cl2 ?
1
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FIGURE 1.1
Conversion from number of particles to
mass or from mass to number of particles
requires two steps

Step 1: List the known quantities and plan the problem.
Known
• molar mass Cl2 = 70.90 g/mol
• 20.0 g Cl2
Unknown
• number of molecules of Cl2
Use two conversion factors. The first converts grams of Cl2 to moles. The second converts moles of Cl2 to the
number of molecules.
Step 2: Calculate.

20.0 g Cl2 ⇥

1 mol Cl2
6.02 ⇥ 1023 molecules Cl2
⇥
= 1.70 ⇥ 1023 molecules Cl2
70.90 g Cl2
1 mol Cl2

The problem is done using two consecutive conversion factors. There is no need to explicitly calculate the moles of
Cl2 .
Step 3: Think about your result.
Since the given mass is less than half of the molar mass of chlorine, the resulting number of molecules is less than
half of Avogadro’s number.
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Summary

• Calculations are illustrated for conversions between mass and number of particles.
2
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Review

1. Why can’t we convert directly from number of particles to grams?
2. How many atoms of chlorine are present in 1.70⇥1023 molecules Cl2 ?
3. How many molecules of BH3 are in 14.32 grams BH3 ?
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African
American
Studies

Why I Teach Black Literature
By Julia Lee

DOUGLAS GRAHAM VIA GETTY IMAGES
I’m used to getting strange looks when I walk into the classroom. I teach
African-American literature. And I am Korean-American.
I grew up in Los Angeles, the daughter of Korean immigrants who settled in
the city in the 1970s. For a while, my parents owned a liquor store in
Inglewood, then a fast-food restaurant south of the airport. When the Los
Angeles riots broke out in 1992, I was fifteen years old. School was cancelled,
and I remember driving home past looters and burning buildings. I knew
things were bad when my parents closed their restaurant early and came
home.
For the next few days, I watched television around the clock. I heard about the
black community’s anger at the Rodney King beating and the acquittal of four
white police officers. But I also heard of their anger over Soon-Ja Du, a
Korean shopkeeper who had fatally shot fifteen-year-old Latasha Harlins and
was sentenced to probation. Korean-owned businesses were being targeted,
and my parents feared their store would be next.
My parents were lucky. Their business survived. But the message was clear.
Blacks and Koreans didn’t get along.

It wasn’t until graduate school that I took my first class in African-American
literature. I almost didn’t sign up. What was I doing studying black people?
Shouldn’t I be taking Asian-American literature instead? How did this stuff
relate to me?
I took the class anyway, drawn in by the charismatic professor. I read
Frederick Douglass for the first time. And W. E. B. Du Bois. And Ralph Ellison.
I learned about the history of Atlantic slavery and the rise of Jim Crow. I
learned about Black Codes and racial disenfranchisement. I learned about
Red Summer and the history of race riots in this country.
But I learned more than historical facts. I started to learn more about myself
and my own history. From reading black literature, I could finally make some
sense of that weird two-ness I felt as a Korean-American. I could finally figure
out why I sometimes felt invisible, or why I bristled when people yelled
“konichiwa!” at me in the street, or why my parents said things like, “You have
to work twice as hard and be twice as good to get half as far.”
Don’t get me wrong. I know that the Asian-American experience is different
from the African-American experience. The stereotypes I confront are very
different from the stereotypes that confront the black community, and AsianAmerican history is distinct from African-American history. I would never gloss
over those differences.
But Douglass and Du Bois and Ellison spoke to me in the way that all great
literature speaks to its readers. It resonated across race and place and time. I
was transfixed by Douglass’s struggle to escape from slavery, by Du Bois’s
account of his racial awakening, by Ellison’s descriptions of the blues. I
marveled at the way black writers channeled their frustration and pain into art.
I wanted to study African-American literature, but I also wanted to teach it.
Some people were skeptical when I told them of my decision. “You have no
idea what it’s like to be black,” they said. “How can you teach black literature?”
It’s true that I will never fully know what it’s like to be a black American. But I’ll
also never fully know what it’s like to be a white Englishman, or a Jewish
Holocaust survivor, or a Russian exile. Does that mean I can’t teach
Shakespeare, or Wiesel, or Nabokov?
Others wanted to know, “Why don’t you teach Asian-American literature
instead?” I do sometimes teach Asian-American literature, but it’s not my
primary field of expertise. Just because I know what it’s like to be Asian

doesn’t automatically make me an expert in Amy Tan. On the other hand, I
have six years of graduate training in African-American literature and wrote a
book on slave narratives. Ask me a question about Douglass, and I’ll talk your
ear off.
Of course, most people are simply surprised when they find out what I teach.
You don’t often hear “African-American” and “Korean-American” in the same
sentence without thinking of racial conflict. But maybe that’s the whole point. I
want to open up a conversation, and not just with my students. When I first
told my parents I was studying African-American literature, they also wanted
to know why. Twenty years after the Los Angeles riots, I could finally begin to
answer their question.
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The Danger of a Single Story
By Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie
2009

Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie is a Nigerian novelist, non4ction writer, and short story writer. In this transcript
from her TED talk, Adichie discusses her experiences with literature and the in5uence stories can have on
constructing one’s understanding of the world and people. As you read, take note of the times that Adichie
made someone the victim of a single story and why she fell into that trap.
[1]

I'm a storyteller. And I would like to tell you a few
personal stories about what I like to call “the
danger of the single story.” I grew up on a
university campus in eastern Nigeria. My mother
says that I started reading at the age of two,
although I think four is probably close to the
truth. So I was an early reader, and what I read
were British and American children's books.
I was also an early writer, and when I began to
write, at about the age of seven, stories in pencil
with crayon illustrations that my poor mother
"Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie at The Forum recording at the Galle
was obligated to read, I wrote exactly the kinds of
Literary Festival" by BBC World Service is licensed under CC BY-NC
2.0.
stories I was reading: All my characters were
white and blue-eyed, they played in the snow,
they ate apples, (Laughter) and they talked a lot about the weather, how lovely it was that the sun had
come out.
(Laughter)
Now, this despite the fact that I lived in Nigeria. I had never been outside Nigeria. We didn't have snow,
we ate mangoes, and we never talked about the weather, because there was no need to.

[5]

My characters also drank a lot of ginger beer, because the characters in the British books I read drank
ginger beer. Never mind that I had no idea what ginger beer was.
(Laughter)
And for many years afterwards, I would have a desperate desire to taste ginger beer. But that is
another story.
What this demonstrates, I think, is how impressionable and vulnerable we are in the face of a story,
particularly as children. Because all I had read were books in which characters were foreign, I had
become convinced that books by their very nature had to have foreigners in them and had to be about
things with which I could not personally identify. Now, things changed when I discovered African books.
There weren't many of them available, and they weren't quite as easy to Mnd as the foreign books.
1

But because of writers like Chinua Achebe and Camara Laye, I went through a mental shift in my
perception of literature. I realized that people like me, girls with skin the color of chocolate, whose
kinky hair could not form ponytails, could also exist in literature. I started to write about things I
recognized.
[10]

Now, I loved those American and British books I read. They stirred my imagination. They opened up
new worlds for me. But the unintended consequence was that I did not know that people like me could
exist in literature. So what the discovery of African writers did for me was this: It saved me from having
a single story of what books are.
I come from a conventional, middle-class Nigerian family. My father was a professor. My mother was
an administrator. And so we had, as was the norm, live-in domestic help, who would often come from
nearby rural villages. So, the year I turned eight, we got a new houseboy. His name was Fide. The only
thing my mother told us about him was that his family was very poor. My mother sent yams and rice,
and our old clothes, to his family. And when I didn't Mnish my dinner, my mother would say, “Finish
your food! Don't you know? People like Fide's family have nothing.” So I felt enormous pity for Fide's
family.
Then one Saturday, we went to his village to visit, and his mother showed us a beautifully patterned
1
basket made of dyed raOa that his brother had made. I was startled. It had not occurred to me that
anybody in his family could actually make something. All I had heard about them was how poor they
were, so that it had become impossible for me to see them as anything else but poor. Their poverty
was my single story of them.
Years later, I thought about this when I left Nigeria to go to university in the United States. I was 19. My
American roommate was shocked by me. She asked where I had learned to speak English so well, and
was confused when I said that Nigeria happened to have English as its oOcial language. She asked if
she could listen to what she called my “tribal music,” and was consequently very disappointed when I
produced my tape of Mariah Carey.
(Laughter)

[15]

She assumed that I did not know how to use a stove.
What struck me was this: She had felt sorry for me even before she saw me. Her default position
2
toward me, as an African, was a kind of patronizing, well-meaning pity. My roommate had a single
story of Africa: a single story of catastrophe. In this single story, there was no possibility of Africans
being similar to her in any way, no possibility of feelings more complex than pity, no possibility of a
connection as human equals.
I must say that before I went to the U.S., I didn't consciously identify as African. But in the U.S.,
whenever Africa came up, people turned to me. Never mind that I knew nothing about places like
Namibia. But I did come to embrace this new identity, and in many ways I think of myself now as
African. Although I still get quite irritable when Africa is referred to as a country, the most recent
example being my otherwise wonderful Night from Lagos two days ago, in which there was an
announcement on the Virgin Night about the charity work in “India, Africa and other countries.”
1.
2.

a palm tree native to tropical Africa and Madagascar
Patronize (verb): to treat with an apparent kindness that betrays a feeling of superiority
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(Laughter)
So, after I had spent some years in the U.S. as an African, I began to understand my roommate's
response to me. If I had not grown up in Nigeria, and if all I knew about Africa were from popular
images, I too would think that Africa was a place of beautiful landscapes, beautiful animals, and
3
incomprehensible people, Mghting senseless wars, dying of poverty and AIDS, unable to speak for
themselves and waiting to be saved by a kind, white foreigner. I would see Africans in the same way
that I, as a child, had seen Fide's family.
[20]

This single story of Africa ultimately comes, I think, from Western literature. Now, here is a quote from
4
the writing of a London merchant called John Lok, who sailed to West Africa in 1561 and kept a
fascinating account of his voyage. After referring to the black Africans as “beasts who have no houses,”
he writes, “They are also people without heads, having their mouth and eyes in their breasts.”
Now, I've laughed every time I've read this. And one must admire the imagination of John Lok. But what
is important about his writing is that it represents the beginning of a tradition of telling African stories
in the West: A tradition of Sub-Saharan Africa as a place of negatives, of diPerence, of darkness, of
people who, in the words of the wonderful poet Rudyard Kipling, are “half devil, half child.”
And so, I began to realize that my American roommate must have throughout her life seen and heard
diPerent versions of this single story, as had a professor, who once told me that my novel was not
“authentically African.” Now, I was quite willing to contend that there were a number of things wrong
with the novel, that it had failed in a number of places, but I had not quite imagined that it had failed at
achieving something called African authenticity. In fact, I did not know what African authenticity was.
The professor told me that my characters were too much like him, an educated and middle-class man.
My characters drove cars. They were not starving. Therefore they were not authentically African.
But I must quickly add that I too am just as guilty in the question of the single story. A few years ago, I
visited Mexico from the U.S. The political climate in the U.S. at the time was tense, and there were
debates going on about immigration. And, as often happens in America, immigration became
5
synonymous with Mexicans. There were endless stories of Mexicans as people who were Neecing the
healthcare system, sneaking across the border, being arrested at the border, that sort of thing.
I remember walking around on my Mrst day in Guadalajara, watching the people going to work, rolling
up tortillas in the marketplace, smoking, laughing. I remember Mrst feeling slight surprise. And then, I
was overwhelmed with shame. I realized that I had been so immersed in the media coverage of
6
Mexicans that they had become one thing in my mind, the abject immigrant. I had bought into the
single story of Mexicans and I could not have been more ashamed of myself.

[25]

So that is how to create a single story, show a people as one thing, as only one thing, over and over
again, and that is what they become.

3.
4.
5.
6.

Incomprehensible (adjective): not able to be understood; not intelligible
a person who buys and sells commodities for proMt
Fleece (verb): to strip of money or property by fraud or extortion
Abject (adjective): sunk to or existing in a low state or condition

3

It is impossible to talk about the single story without talking about power. There is a word, an Igbo
word, that I think about whenever I think about the power structures of the world, and it is “nkali.” It's a
noun that loosely translates to “to be greater than another.” Like our economic and political worlds,
stories too are deMned by the principle of nkali: How they are told, who tells them, when they're told,
how many stories are told, are really dependent on power.
Power is the ability not just to tell the story of another person, but to make it the deMnitive story of that
7
person. The Palestinian poet Mourid Barghouti writes that if you want to dispossess a people, the
simplest way to do it is to tell their story and to start with, “secondly.” Start the story with the arrows of
the Native Americans, and not with the arrival of the British, and you have an entirely diPerent story.
Start the story with the failure of the African state, and not with the colonial creation of the African
state, and you have an entirely diPerent story.
I recently spoke at a university where a student told me that it was such a shame that Nigerian men
were physical abusers like the father character in my novel. I told him that I had just read a novel called
American Psycho — (Laughter)— and that it was such a shame that young Americans were serial
murderers.
(Laughter)
[30]

(Applause)
Now, obviously I said this in a Mt of mild irritation.
(Laughter)
But it would never have occurred to me to think that just because I had read a novel in which a
character was a serial killer that he was somehow representative of all Americans. This is not because I
am a better person than that student, but because of America's cultural and economic power, I had
many stories of America. I had read Tyler and Updike and Steinbeck and Gaitskill. I did not have a
single story of America.
When I learned, some years ago, that writers were expected to have had really unhappy childhoods to
be successful, I began to think about how I could invent horrible things my parents had done to me.

[35]

(Laughter)
But the truth is that I had a very happy childhood, full of laughter and love, in a very close-knit family.
But I also had grandfathers who died in refugee camps. My cousin Polle died because he could not get
adequate healthcare. One of my closest friends, Okoloma, died in a plane crash because our Mre trucks
did not have water. I grew up under repressive military governments that devalued education, so that
sometimes, my parents were not paid their salaries. And so, as a child, I saw jam disappear from the
breakfast table, then margarine disappeared, then bread became too expensive, then milk became
rationed. And most of all, a kind of normalized political fear invaded our lives.

7.

Dispossess (verb): to deprive someone of land, property, or other possessions

4

All of these stories make me who I am. But to insist on only these negative stories is to Natten my
experience and to overlook the many other stories that formed me. The single story creates
8
stereotypes, and the problem with stereotypes is not that they are untrue, but that they are
incomplete. They make one story become the only story.
Of course, Africa is a continent full of catastrophes: There are immense ones, such as the horriMc rapes
in Congo and depressing ones, such as the fact that 5,000 people apply for one job vacancy in Nigeria.
But there are other stories that are not about catastrophe, and it is very important, it is just as
important, to talk about them.
[40]

I've always felt that it is impossible to engage properly with a place or a person without engaging with
all of the stories of that place and that person. The consequence of the single story is this: It robs
people of dignity. It makes our recognition of our equal humanity diOcult. It emphasizes how we are
diPerent rather than how we are similar.
So what if before my Mexican trip, I had followed the immigration debate from both sides, the U.S. and
the Mexican? What if my mother had told us that Fide's family was poor and hardworking? What if we
had an African television network that broadcast diverse African stories all over the world? What the
Nigerian writer Chinua Achebe calls “a balance of stories.”
What if my roommate knew about my Nigerian publisher, Muhtar Bakare, a remarkable man who left
his job in a bank to follow his dream and start a publishing house? Now, the conventional wisdom was
that Nigerians don't read literature. He disagreed. He felt that people who could read, would read, if
you made literature aPordable and available to them.
Shortly after he published my Mrst novel, I went to a TV station in Lagos to do an interview, and a
woman who worked there as a messenger came up to me and said, “I really liked your novel. I didn't
like the ending. Now, you must write a sequel, and this is what will happen... ”
(Laughter)

[45]

And she went on to tell me what to write in the sequel. I was not only charmed, I was very moved. Here
was a woman, part of the ordinary masses of Nigerians, who were not supposed to be readers. She
had not only read the book, but she had taken ownership of it and felt justiMed in telling me what to
write in the sequel.
Now, what if my roommate knew about my friend Funmi Iyanda, a fearless woman who hosts a TV
show in Lagos, and is determined to tell the stories that we prefer to forget? What if my roommate
knew about the heart procedure that was performed in the Lagos hospital last week? What if my
roommate knew about contemporary Nigerian music, talented people singing in English and Pidgin,
and Igbo and Yoruba and Ijo, mixing inNuences from Jay-Z to Fela to Bob Marley to their grandfathers?

8.

Stereotype (noun): a widely held but Mxed and oversimpliMed image or idea of a particular type of person or thing

5

What if my roommate knew about the female lawyer who recently went to court in Nigeria to challenge
a ridiculous law that required women to get their husband's consent before renewing their passports?
9
10
What if my roommate knew about Nollywood, full of innovative people making Mlms despite great
technical odds, Mlms so popular that they really are the best example of Nigerians consuming what
they produce? What if my roommate knew about my wonderfully ambitious hair braider, who has just
started her own business selling hair extensions? Or about the millions of other Nigerians who start
businesses and sometimes fail, but continue to nurse ambition?
Every time I am home I am confronted with the usual sources of irritation for most Nigerians: our failed
infrastructure, our failed government, but also by the incredible resilience of people who thrive despite
the government, rather than because of it. I teach writing workshops in Lagos every summer, and it is
amazing to me how many people apply, how many people are eager to write, to tell stories.
My Nigerian publisher and I have just started a non-proMt called FaraMna Trust, and we have big
11
dreams of building libraries and refurbishing libraries that already exist and providing books for state
schools that don't have anything in their libraries, and also of organizing lots and lots of workshops, in
reading and writing, for all the people who are eager to tell our many stories.
[50]

12

Stories matter. Many stories matter. Stories have been used to dispossess and to malign, but stories
can also be used to empower and to humanize. Stories can break the dignity of a people, but stories
can also repair that broken dignity.
The American writer Alice Walker wrote this about her southern relatives who had moved to the North.
She introduced them to a book about the southern life that they had left behind. “They sat around,
reading the book themselves, listening to me read the book, and a kind of paradise was regained.”
I would like to end with this thought: That when we reject the single story, when we realize that there is
never a single story about any place, we regain a kind of paradise.
Thank you.
(Applause)

“The Danger of the Single Story” from TEDGlobal by Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie. Copyright © 2009 by TED. This text is licensed under CC BYNC-ND 4.0.

9.
10.
11.
12.

a term used to refer to the Nigerian Mlm industry
Innovative (adjective): tending to introduce new ideas; original and creative in thinking
to renovate and redecorate something
Malign (verb): to speak about someone in a spitefully critical manner

6

Text-Dependent Questions
Directions: For the following questions, choose the best answer or respond in complete sentences.
1.

PART A: Which of the following identiMes the central idea of the text?
A.
B.
C.
D.

2.

B.
C.
D.

3.

By only exposing ourselves to a single story, we run the risk of constructing
overly-simplistic understandings of other people and places.
By only reading a single story, we cheat ourselves of experiencing diPerent
cultures from diPerent perspectives.
Literature is reNective of the stories that are most popular and that people are
most likely to identify with.
Literature primarily shapes the understanding of children, while adults are less
likely to construct their views of the world based on a single story.

PART B: Which section from the text best supports the answer to Part A?
A.

B.
C.
D.

[RI.1]

“What this demonstrates, I think, is how impressionable and vulnerable we are
in the face of a story, particularly as children.” (Paragraph 8)
“Like our economic and political worlds, stories too are deMned by the principle
of nkali: How they are told, who tells them, when they're told, how many stories
are told, are really dependent on power.” (Paragraph 26)
“The single story creates stereotypes, and the problem with stereotypes is not
that they are untrue, but that they are incomplete. They make one story become
the only story.” (Paragraph 38)
“What if my roommate knew about the female lawyer who recently went to
court in Nigeria to challenge a ridiculous law that required women to get their
husband's consent before renewing their passports?” (Paragraph 47)

PART A: What is the author’s purpose in the text?
A.

[RI.2]

[RI.6]

Adichie wants to warn people that if they primarily consume stories of Western
culture, they have likely been inNuenced by a single story.
Adichie wants to show how important it is to acknowledge more than a single
story in order to fully understand what you are unfamiliar with.
Adichie wants to prove how limited the United States’ understanding of other
cultures is, as most of her experiences with single stories have been in the U.S.
Adichie wants to show people how she has managed to avoid being inNuenced
by a single story, so that they can do the same.
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4.

PART B: Which detail from the text best supports the answer to Part A?
A.
B.

C.
D.

5.

B.
C.
D.

6.

“My American roommate was shocked by me. She asked where I had learned to
speak English so well, and was confused when I said that Nigeria happened to
have English as its oOcial language.” (Paragraph 13)
“Now, I've laughed every time I've read this. And one must admire the
imagination of John Lok. But what is important about his writing is that it
represents the beginning of a tradition of telling African stories in the West: A
tradition of Sub-Saharan Africa as a place of negatives” (Paragraph 21)
“But it would never have occurred to me to think that just because I had read a
novel in which a character was a serial killer that he was somehow
representative of all Americans.” (Paragraph 33)
“Stories have been used to dispossess and to malign, but stories can also be
used to empower and to humanize. Stories can break the dignity of a people,
but stories can also repair that broken dignity.” (Paragraph 50)

PART A: How do stories of the West compare to stories of Africa?
A.

B.
C.

D.

[RI.3]

Stories of Western culture discuss a greater variety of experiences, while African
stories are more limited.
Stories of Western culture are more readily available across the world, while
there are fewer African writers and their stories are less accessible in other
countries.
Stories of Western culture are more popular because more people can identify
with them, while African stories provide limited identiMable experiences.
Stories of Western culture are more popular because most people are unaware
of the current work of African writers.

PART B: Which quote from the text best supports the answer to Part A?
A.

[RI.1]

[RI.1]

“All my characters were white and blue-eyed, they played in the snow, they ate
apples, (Laughter) and they talked a lot about the weather, how lovely it was that
the sun had come out.” (Paragraph 2)
“Now, things changed when I discovered African books. There weren't many of
them available, and they weren't quite as easy to Mnd as the foreign books.”
(Paragraph 8)
“[I]f all I knew about Africa were from popular images, I too would think that
Africa was a place of beautiful landscapes, beautiful animals, and
incomprehensible people, Mghting senseless wars, dying of poverty and AIDS”
(Paragraph 19)
“I grew up under repressive military governments that devalued education, so
that sometimes, my parents were not paid their salaries. And so, as a child, I saw
jam disappear from the breakfast table, then margarine disappeared”
(Paragraph 37)
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7.

How did Adichie allow a single story to construct her understanding of other people?

[RI.3]
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College
and Career
Readiness

11th Grade Personal Statement Writing
Helloooooooo 11th Graders,
By now you should have (1) a Value, (2) a Brainstorm about your value (3) a First Draft of
your Personal Statement (4) Some Feedback from me (5) The beginning of a 2nd draft.
Let me know when you’re done!
Moving forward, there won’t be any more assignments - as you and I will work
individually to create a perfect personal statement.
If you’re behind (you haven’t started) and you need help:

LET ME KNOW, ASAP!!
Last thing - make sure your work is in your CCR Portfolio or else I can’t access it.
Miss you tons and looking forward to talking to you all soon,
Ms. O'Neal

