
Excerpt from "Click Clack the Rattle Bag" by Neil Gaiman 
To read the full story, click here.  
 
“Yes,” said the boy, soberly. “I am very glad you’re here.” He seemed less precocious 
now. His hand found mine, and he held on to my fingers comfortably, trustingly, as if 
he’d known me all his life. I felt responsible and adult. I did not know if the feeling I 
had for his sister, who was my girlfriend, was love, not yet, but I liked that the child 
treated me as one of the family. I felt like his big brother, and I stood taller, and if there 
was something unsettling about the empty house I would not have admitted it for 
worlds. 
 
 

What is this character’s narrative perspective? 
 
 
 
 

What details can you use to learn about him? 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Excerpt from "The Snows of Kilimanjaro" by Ernest Hemingway 
To read the full story, click here. 
 
It was not her fault that when he went to her he was already over. How could a 
woman know that you meant nothing that you said; that you spoke only from habit 
and to be comfortable? After he no longer meant what he said, his lies were more 
successful with women than when he had told them the truth. 
It was not so much that he lied as that there was no truth to tell. He had had his 
life and it was over and then he went on living it again with different people and more 
money, with the best of the same places, and some new ones. 
 
 

What is this character’s narrative perspective? 
 
 
 

What details can you use to learn about him? 
 
 
 
 

 
 

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1jsJB4TFE-CQ4DrLGqE3Uv3cCN8dF5hd6/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1jsJB4TFE-CQ4DrLGqE3Uv3cCN8dF5hd6/view?usp=sharing


Excerpt from “The Garden Party” by Katherine Mansfield 
To read the full story, click here.  
 
Laura put back the receiver, flung her arms over her head, took a deep breath, stretched, and let them fall. 
“Huh,” she sighed, and the moment after the sigh she sat up quickly. She was still, listening. All the doors in the 
house seemed to be open. The house was alive with soft, quick steps and running voices. The green baize 
door that led to the kitchen regions swung open and shut with a muffled thud. And now there came a long, 
chuckling absurd sound. It was the heavy piano being moved on its stiff castors. But the air! If you stopped to 
notice, was the air always like this? Little faint winds were playing chase, in at the tops of the windows, out at 
the doors. And there were two tiny spots of sun, one on the inkpot, one on a silver photograph frame, playing 
too. Darling little spots. Especially the one on the inkpot lid. It was quite warm. A warm little silver star. She 
could have kissed it. 
 
 

What is this character’s narrative perspective? 
 
 
 

What details can you use to learn about her? 
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