
Fiction: Lesson 7

First Person Point of View

Excerpt #1: From Kerry Madden’s Gentle’s Holler

I’ll be twelve years old come January, but the older I get, the more I realize how little I

know about the world beyond Maggie Valley. I wonder if there are other girls like me sitting in

trees after dark, wondering what the future holds. Will I ever meet these other girls? If our paths

cross, will we recognize each other? They say Maggie Valley was named for real Maggie who

lived in the Smokies in the early 1900s and whose daddy ran the post office. They say this

Maggie hated her name, but I like it fine. Maggie Valley sounds a peck nicer than East Flat Rock

or Enka-Stinka, other places we used to live. I like living in a town named for a girl who lived in

these mountains long ago with nothing but dirt roads for wagons, but I also know I want to see

the world beyond the Smokies, and I aim to bring my guitar with me when I do.

One day, I’d like to stroll along the Great Wall of China, ride me a camel in Egypt, swim

in the Ganges River way over in India, and sip a cup of tea with the queen of England. I also

intend to take a boat to see the northern lights called the aurora borealis where folks say the

lights dance on the horizon in a burst of colors. Sometimes, I get so excited thinking of all the

places I got to go that I can’t hardly breathe. (pp. 4–5)
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Excerpt #2: From Sarah Dooley’s Free Verse

(Part 1)

“I wish it was me that broke the window,” I say.

“Mr. Powell mentioned that,” she tells me. I’m surprised. I don’t remember intending to

tell Mr. Powell about that. It must have slipped loose when I was thinking about Mikey.

“Why do you wish that?” Phyllis asks. She doesn’t sound like she’s judging, only curious.

“Because Mikey’s only little,” I say. “He should get to be normal and grow up normal and

go to college.”

Phyllis laughs. “I don’t know if you’ve been to a college, girlie, but it ain’t exactly teeming

with normal people.” She laughs again. “Never mind. Mikey’ll be fine, Sash. He’ll get to go to

college, and so will you, if that’s what you want.”

“It is.” I feel like my brother [not Mikey, but Michael, who recently passed away] is

sitting right next to me. I can almost smell him, a mix of sweat and smoke and cologne. “I want

me and Mikey both to get to leave.” For reasons I don’t completely understand, it’s becoming

important to me that if I get out, Mikey does, too.

“Hmm.”

We drive on in silence for a minute before I think to ask, “Why did you never leave?”

She glances at me. “Caboose?”

“Yeah.”

“What makes you think I never left?”

My head whips around. “You did?”

“On my nineteenth birthday. Me and Heath Christian drove for days. We took turns

sleeping in the passenger seat. We got lost probably half a dozen times and kept ending up in

weird parts of Ohio, but we finally got going. When we were both awake, we couldn’t stop

pointing out all the things was different over that way.”

“Which way was that?”

“We drove west. We were hell-bent on California, but long about western Missouri, the

weather started looking a lot nicer outside the car than in it. He found a job doing truck

maintenance for a big rig outfit, and I found out I was expecting Miles.”

I watch the headlights reflect off the white line that disappears and reappears along the

crumbling edge of the road. “Why’d you come back?”
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Heath Christian didn’t turn out to be quite the man I thought he was,” she said, “and I

found out I was expecting Sam. I needed help, and my family was here.”

“Do you still have family here?”

“Sure I do,” she says. “An aunt and a cousin. Mostly the others are with your brother

[passed away], but they’re still here. I can visit them up on the mountain. I can feel their

presence.” She readjusts her grip on the steering wheel and makes a couple of small noises

before she finds any more words. “This is where I choose to be, Sasha. My people are here.”

I try to imagine how it feels to choose Caboose. As long as I can remember, I’ve never

considered that it was a choice. Michael wanted to escape so badly that his plan always felt like

my own. Even now, as comfortable as I’ve started to feel with Phyllis, something in me still

burns to escape. . . .

“Later, when you’re grown,” she tells me, “you can choose a place to live that feels right

to you. But it has to feel right to you, Sasha. Not to me or Mr. Powell or your brother, or to

anybody else.

I am all full up with choices. (pp. 134–136)

(Part 2)

We drive up the road, up the mountain, up the state. Trailers grow into houses and

houses thicken into businesses and people grow into cleaner and gentler and more polite people.

Being free of Caboose, watching places change outside the windows, makes me feel like

I’ll put a foot wrong, put a word wrong, trip and fall in front of everybody, and I won’t even know

how to land properly. I’ll skin my elbows when a normal girl would have skinned her knees.

The weather is that perfect mix of sun and snow, with frost still sketched on the

windshields of parked cars. We’re only going for a day, but I feel giddy with travel and achy with

homesick, and there is a pain I can’t find the word for, which has something to do with how

badly I want to win this contest, with its built-in gift of eventual escape, just the way Michael

wanted. And, also, how badly I don’t want to win, because if I win a scholarship, I don’t have a

good excuse for not leaving Caboose someday—and Caboose is where my people are. . . .

The dean of the college steps up and clears her throat. She explains about the prize

money and the scholarships. I think about college. I think about how, if I win, or even if I don’t,

maybe I will choose this college. I look at my blurred reflection, a haze of color on the freshly

waxed floor. I look different. Older. For the first time in a long time, I don’t feel like I’m from

someplace bad. If I can write poetry back home that gets me the chance to step under these stage

lights, then maybe I’ll be okay. Maybe I can hang on long enough to grow into the girl Michael

wanted me to be. Or even the girl I want to be. (pp. 327–328)
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