Skill Builder - Level One Analysis

Complete the table, and colour code your analysis in the following way:

Authorial Choice Effect How the effect is created

Level One Analysis

Identify Analyse

What'’s the name of the choice that Complete Level One analysis for the choice that you've identified.
you’re going to analyse? Don’t forget to include the choice, the effect and explain how the
effect is created by the choice.

Calpurnia marched us home:
“—skin every one of you alive, the
very idea, you children listenin‘ to all
that! Mister Jem, don’t you know
better’'n to take your little sister to
that trial? Miss Alexandra’ll
absolutely have a stroke of
paralysis when she finds out! Ain’t
fittin’ for children to hear...”

But | must have been reasonably
awake, or | would not have received
the impression that was creeping
into me. It was not unlike one | had
last winter, and | shivered, though
the night was hot. The feeling grew




until the atmosphere in the
courtroom was exactly the same as
a cold February morning, when the
mockingbirds were still, and the
carpenters had stopped hammering
on Miss Maudie’s new house, and
every wood door in the
neighborhood was shut as tight as
the doors of the Radley Place. A
deserted, waiting, empty street, and
the courtroom was packed with
people.

We heard Dill’s step in the hall, so
Calpurnia left Atticus’s uneaten
breakfast on the table. Between
rabbit-bites Dill told us of Miss
Rachel’s reaction to last night,
which was: if a man like Atticus
Finch wants to butt his head against
a stone wall it’s his head.

She wanted to know who all gave
us permission to go to court—she
didn’t see us but it was all over town
this morning that we were in the
Colored balcony. Did Atticus put us
up there as a sort of—? Wasn't it
right close up there with all
those—? Did Scout understand all
the—? Didn’t it make us mad to see
our daddy beat?

Jem was staring at his half-eaten
cake. “It’s like bein‘ a caterpillar in a
cocoon, that's what it is,” he said.




“Like somethin’ asleep wrapped up
in a warm place. | always thought
Maycomb folks were the best folks
in the world, least that’s what they
seemed like.”

“l wouldn’t be so sure of that,
Atticus,” she said. “His kind’d do
anything to pay off a grudge. You
know how those people are.”

There’s something in our

world that makes men lose their
heads—they couldn’t be fair if they
tried. In our courts, when it’'s a white
man’s word against a black man’s,
the white man always wins. They’re
ugly, but those are the facts of life.”

“Don’t be silly, Jean Louise,” said
Aunt Alexandra. “The thing is, you
can scrub Walter Cunningham till he
shines, you can put him in shoes
and a new suit, but he’ll never be
like Jem. Besides, there’s a drinking
streak in that family a mile wide.
Finch women aren’t interested in
that sort of people.”

Mrs. Merriweather played her voice
like an organ; every word she said
received its full measure: “The
poverty... the darkness... the
immorality—nobody but J. Grimes
Everett knows. You know, when the
church gave me that trip to the




camp grounds J. Grimes Everett
said to me—"




