When studying literature, you must support your criticism with references to the text and
be able to view matters like symbols within the context of the story. Explain the value of
close textual analysis by selecting FOUR of the passages below and interpreting them. Be
sure to comment on all necessary elements of the piece; these may include: diction,
figurative language, imagery, setting, symbols, dialogue, characterization, style, tone,
mood, or theme.
Be sure to provide context for the quotes, and choose quotes from different sections of the
novel.
Chapter 1
"Maycomb was an old town, but it was a tired old town when I first knew it. In rainy weather
the streets turned to red slop; grass grew on the sidewalks, the courthouse sagged in the
square. Somehow it was hotter then: a black dog suffered on a summer’s day; bony mules
hitched to Hoover carts flicked flies in the sweltering shade of the live oaks on the square.
Men's stiff collars wilted by nine in the morning. Ladies bathed before noon, after their threeo'clock naps, and by nightfall were like soft teacakes with frostings of sweat and sweet talcum.”
Chapter 2
“I mumbled that I was sorry and retired meditating upon my crime. I never deliberately learned to read,
but somehow I had been wallowing illicitly in the daily papers. In the long hours of church—was it then I
learned? I could not remember not being able to read hymns. Now that I was compelled to think about
it, reading was something that just came to me ... I could not remember when the lines above Atticus’s
moving finger separated into words, but I had stared at them all the evenings in my memory, listening to
the news of the day, Bills to Be Enacted into Laws, the diaries of Lorenzo Dow—anything Atticus
happened to be reading when I crawled into his lap every night. Until I feared I would lose it, I never
loved to read. One does not love breathing.”
Chapter 4
Summer was on the way; Jem and I awaited it with impatience. Summer was our best season: it was
sleeping on the back screened porch in cots, or trying to sleep in the treehouse; summer was everything
good to eat; it was a thousand colors in a parched landscape; but most of all, summer was Dill” (36).
Chapter 9
Aunt Alexandra was fanatical on the subject of my attire. I could not possibly hope to be a lady if I wore
breeches; when I said I could do nothing in a dress, she said I wasn’t supposed to be doing things that
required pants. Aunt Alexandra’s vision of my deportment involved playing with small stoves, tea sets,
and wearing the Add-A-Pearl necklace she gave me when I was born; furthermore, I should be a ray of
sunshine in my father’s lonely life. I suggested that one could be a ray of sunshine in pants just as well,
but Aunty said that one had to behave like a sunbeam, that I was born good but had grown
progressively worse every year. She hurt my feelings and set my teeth permanently on edge, but when I
asked Atticus about it, he said there were already enough sunbeams in the family and to go on about my
business, he didn’t mind me much the way I was” (80).

Chapter 10
“‘Maybe I can tell you,’ said Miss Maudie. ‘If your father’s anything, he’s civilized in his heart.
Marksmanship’s a gift of God, a talent—oh, you have to practice to make it perfect, but
shootin’s different from playing the piano or the like. I think maybe he put his gun down when
he realized that God had given him an unfair advantage over most living things. I guess he
decided he wouldn’t shoot till he had to, and he had to today.’” 9-11
Chapter 16
“It was a gala occasion. There was no room at the public hitching rail for another animal, mules and
wagons were parked under every available tree. The courthouse square was covered with picnic parties
sitting on newspapers, washing down biscuit and syrup with warm mile from fruit jars. Some people
were gnawing on cold chicken and cold fried pork chops. The more affluent chased their food with
drugstore Coca-Cola in bulb-shaped soda glasses. Greasy faced children popped the whip throught the
crowd, and babies lunched at their mothers’ breasts.
In a far corner of the square the Negroes sat quietly in the sun, dining on sardines, crackers, and the
more vivid flavors of Nehi Cola. Mr. Dolphus Raymond sat with them.”

Chapter 24
“The ladies were cool in fragile pastel prints: most of them were heavily powdered but
unrouged; the only lipstick in the room was Tangee Natural. Cutex Natural sparkled on their
fingernails, but some of the younger ladies wore Rose. They smelled heavenly. I sat quietly,
having conquered my hands by tightly gripping the arms of the chair, and waited for someone
to speak to me.”
Chapter 30
Neighbors bring food with death and flowers with sickness and little things in between. Boo
was our neighbor. He gave us two soap dolls, a broken watch and chain, a pair of good-luck
pennies, and our lives. But neighbors give in return. We never put back into the tree what we
took out of it: we had given him nothing, and it made me sad.”

