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






  









  



















  









Grubb—Guiding Questions for Annotation—3 


 





















 








 










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

 


























 
















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
 

















 













 











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
 









 















 




















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
 













 

R





 







 



RR














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The Prison-Door 

A throng of bearded men, in sad-colored garments and gray, steeple-crowned hats, intermixed 

with women, some wearing hoods, and others bareheaded, was assembled in front of a wooden 

edifice, the door of which was heavily timbered with oak, and studded with iron spikes. 

 
The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of human virtue and happiness they might 

originally project, have invariably recognized it among their earliest practical necessities to allot a 

portion of the virgin soil as a cemetery, and another portion as the site of a prison.  In accordance 

with this rule, it may safely be assumed that the forefathers of Boston had built the first prison-house, 

somewhere in the vicinity of Cornhill, almost as seasonably as they marked out the first burial-

ground, on Isaac Johnson’s lot, and round about his grave, which subsequently became the nucleus of 

all the congregated sepulchres in the old churchyard of King’s Chapel.  Certain it is, that, some 

fifteen or twenty year after the settlement of the town, the wooden jail was already marked with 

weather-stains and other indications of age, which gave a yet darker aspect to its beetle-browed and 

gloomy front.  The rust on the ponderous ironwork of its oaken door looked more antique than any 

thing else in the new world.  Like all that pertains to crime, it seemed never to have known a youthful 

era.  Before this ugly edifice, and between it and the wheel-track of the street, was a grass-plot, much 

overgrown with burdock, pig-weed, apple-peru, and such unsightly vegetation, which evidently found 

something congenial in the soil that had so early borne the black flower of civilized society, a prison.  

But, on one side of the portal, and rooted almost at the threshold, was a wild rose-bush, covered, in 

this month of June, with its delicate gems, which might be imagined to offer their fragrance and 

fragile beauty to the prisoner as he went in, and to the condemned criminal as he came forth to his 

doom, in token that the deep heart of Nature could pity and be kind to him. 

 
 This rose-bush, by a strange chance, has been kept alive in history; but whether it had merely 

survived out of the stern old wilderness, so long after the fall of the gigantic pines and oaks that 

originally overshadowed it,--or whether, as there if fair authority for believing, it had sprung up under 

the footsteps of the sainted Ann Hutchinson, as she entered the prison-door,--we shall not take upon 

us to determine.  Finding it so directly on the threshold of our narrative, which is now about to issue 

from that inauspicious portal, we could hardly do otherwise than pluck one of its flowers and present 

it to the reader.  It may serve, let us hope, to symbolize some sweet moral blossom, that may be found 

along the track, or relieve the darkening close of a tale of human frailty and sorrow. 


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



My Name 
 
 In English my name means hope.  In Spanish it means too many letters.  It 

means sadness, it means waiting.  It is like the number nine.  A muddy color.  It is the 

Mexican records my father plays on Sunday mornings when he is shaving, songs like 

sobbing. 

 It was my great-grandmother’s name and now it is mine.  She was a horse 

woman too, born like me in the Chinese year of the horse—which is supposed to be 

bad luck if you’re born female—but I think this is a Chinese lie because the Chinese, 

like the Mexicans, don’t like their women strong. 

 My great-grandmother.  I would’ve liked to have known her, a wild horse of a 

woman, so wild she wouldn’t marry.  Until my great-grandfather threw a sack over 

her head and carried her off.  Just like that, as if she were a fancy chandelier.  That’s 

the way he did it. 

 And the story goes she never forgave him.  She looked out the window her 

whole life, the way so many women sit their sadness on an elbow.  I wonder if she 

made the best with what she got or was she sorry because she couldn’t be all the 

things she wanted to be.  Esperanza.  I have inherited her name, but I don’t want to 

inherit her place by the window. 

 At school they say my name funny as if the syllables were made out of tine and 

hurt the roof of your mouth.  But in Spanish my name is made out of a softer 

something, like silver, no quite as thick as sister’s name—Magdalena—which is uglier 

than mine.  Magdalena who at least can come home and become Nenny.  But I am 

always Esperanza. 

 I would like to baptize myself under a new name, a name more like the real me, 

the one nobody sees.  Esperanza as Lisandra or Maritza or Zeze the X.  Yes.  

Something like Zeze the X will do. 
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Huck Finn From page 171 (ch 30-36) 
 
And got to thinking over our trip down the river; and I see Jim before me, all 

the time, in the day, an din the night-time, sometimes moonlight, sometimes 

storms, and we a floating along, talking, and asinging and laughing.  But 

somehow I couldn’t seem to strike no places to harden me against him, but only 

the other kind.  I’d see him standing my watch on top of hi’n, ‘stead of calling 

me, so I could go on sleeping; and see him how glad he was when I come back 

out of the fog; and when I come to him again in the swamp, up there where the 

feud was; and such-like times, he would always call me honey, and pet me, and 

do everything he could think of for me, and how good he always was; and at last 

I struck the time I saved him by telling the men we had small-pox aboard, and he 

was so grateful, and said I was the best friend old Jim had ever had in the world, 

and the only one he’s got now; and then I happened to look around, and see that 

paper. 

  It was a close place.  I took it up, and held it in my hand.  I was 

trembling, because I’d got to decide, forever, betwixt two things, and I knowed 

it.  I studied a minute, sort of holding my breath, and then says to myself: “All 

right, then, I’ll go to hell”—and tore it up. 

 It was awful thoughts, and awful words, but they was said.  And I let them 

stay said; and never thought no more about reforming.  I shoved the whole thing 

out of my head; and said I would take up wickedness again, which was in my 

line, begin brung up to it, and the other warn’t.  And for a started, I would go to 

work and steal Jim out of slavery again; and if I could think up anything worse, I 

would do that, too; because as long as I was in, and in for good, I might as well 

go the whole hog. 
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

Weakness vs. Strength 
 

Motif Statement:  Companionship exists when one’s strength can fill    
    the other’s weaknesses.   

 
from page 25 
 His eyes passed over the new men and he stopped.  He glanced coldly at George 

and then at Lennie.  His arms gradually bent at the elbows and his hands closed into fists.  

He stiffened and went into a slight crouch.  His glance was at once calculating and 

pugnacious.  Lennie squirmed under the look and shifted his feet nervously.  Curley 

stepped gingerly close to him.  “You the new guys the old man was waitin’ for?” 

 “We just come in,” said George. 

 “Let the big guy talk.” 

 Lennie twisted with embarrassment.  

 George said, “S’pose he don’t want to talk?” 

 Curley lashed his body around.  “By Christ, he’s gotta talk when he’s spoke to.  

What the hell are you gettin’ into it for?” 

 “We travel together,” said George coldly. 

 “Oh, so it’s that way.” 

 George was tense, and motionless.  “Yeah, it’s that way. ”  

 Lennie was looking helplessly to George for instruction. 

 “An’ you won’t let the big guy talk, is that it?” 

 “He can talk if he wants to tell you anything.”  He nodded slightly to Lennie. 

 “We jus’ come in,” said Lennie softly. 

 Curley started levelly at him.  “Well, nex’ time you answer when you’re spoke 

to.”  He turned toward the door and walked out, and his elbows were still bent out a little. 






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

 
  

Y































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How do Sal’s dreams hint that she is an unreliable narrator? 

 from p. 149 

 About the baby, Sal’s mom—not in a dream, but in real life—says, 

 “‘It can’t be dead,’ she said in that same singsong voice. 

‘It was alive just a minute ago.’” 

 

 

 

 from p. 153 

 That night I dreamed that I was floating down a river on a raft with my 

mother.  We were lying on our backs looking up at the high sky.  The sky 

moved closer and closer to us.  There was a sudden popping sound and then 

we were up in the sky.  Momma looked all around and said, “We can’t be 

dead.  We were alive just a minute ago.” 

 

 

 from p. 169 

 That night I dreamed that I was sitting on the grass peering through a 

pair of binoculars.  Far off in the distance, my mother was climbing up a 

ladder.  She kept climbing and climbing.  It was a thumpingly tall ladder.  She 

couldn’t see me, and she never came down.  She just kept on going. 

 




