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GIRLS  

  

Jane  Eyre  
Jane:        

was   sorry   to  have   to  do   it,   but  my  uncle,   as   I   have  often  heard   the   servants   say,   got  her   to   promise  
before  he  died,  that  she  would  always  keep  me.  But  she  has  always  hated  me.  She  let  john  bully  me  and  
when   I  hit  him  back,  she  would   lock  me   in   that  awful   room  upstairs.  She  always  told  me   I  was  worse  
than  the  servants,  because  the  servants  at  least  worked  for  their  living.  And  no  matter  what  I  did,  it  was  
wrong,  even  when  I  tried.  And  I  did  try,  Helen,  I  did  try,  honest!  
  

  
Mary:  

  did.  

  the  whole  house  down  
here  in  a  minute.  
  
Quilters  
Annie:  
My  sister  Florry  is  a  real  good  quilter,  I   favorite  pattern  is  the  
Sunbonnet   Sue.  Mother   taught  her  how   to  do   appliqué   obably  a  

Sunbonnet   Sue
sunbonnets  on.  Florry  makes  each  one  different.  In  one  her  little  foot  
her   a   little   parasol,   or   turn   the   hat   a   little   bit.   People   think  

   Last  Spring  
  at   it.  Let  me  tell  you,  s

  one  quilt  and  give  it  to  Florry.  
bed  size.  I  finished  it  and  put  it  on  her  
some   new   things   with  
different,  just  like  
eaten  by  a  snake,  eaten  by  a  frog,  struck  by  lightning,  and  burned  u   
see  it  ...  It  turned  out  real  good!  
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Our  Town  by  Thornton  Wilder  
George:  

window  up  

Emily,  what  do  you  think?  We  might  work  out  a  kinda  telegraph  from  your  window  to  mine;  and  once  in  

  
  
  
  
Incident  at  Vichy  by  Arthur  Miller  
Boy:  

bring   it  there  and  get  whatever  
nothing  in  the  house  to  eat.  If  they  let  you  go  will  you  take  this  ring  for  me?  Bring  it  back  to  my  mother.  
Number  Nine  Rue  Charlot,  top  floor.  Hirsch.  Sarah  Hirsch.  She  has  long  brown  hai

  
Dark  at  the  Top  of  the  Stairs  by  William  Inge  
  
Sonny:  
Mom.  Look,  mom!  Mrs.  Stanford  sent  me  home  with  her  chauffeur,   too,  M

cocoa,  too,  Mom,  with   lots  of  whipped  cream  on  top,   in   little  white  cups  with  gold  edges.  Little  cakes  
too,  with  pink  fros

sundae  with  chocolate  and  marshmallow  cherries  and  sprinkles.  
Brighton  Beach  Memoirs  
  
Eugene:  

lonely.  And   I   hated  my  mother  and   father   for  making  him   so  unhappy.   Even   if   they  were   right,   I   still  

ts  know  how  cruel  

learn  about  it.    
  
  


