Name __________________________


Date ___________

Creating A Single Effect

Overview: Edgar Allan Poe believed that a good short story should produce a single dominant emotion for the reader. 

Your task is to write a descriptive paragraph that will give your reader a single strong impression. For example, suppose you are describing a solo walk through a graveyard at night. You would want your readers to experience the fear that might come from enduring such walk. Or, imagine the emotion anger. What does it look like? A reddened face? Intense hand gestures? Raised voices?

Essentially, your single effect is a painting with words.

Requirements for the Single Effect DRAFT (notebook front) _____________


1. Write five quality diagrammed sentences related to your emotion and moment


2. The title is simply the single effect you are trying to achieve

3. Use and underline at least _____ present participle phrases as free modifiers

4. Use and box in at least _____ past participle phrases as free modifiers
5. Use and squiggly underline at least _____ prepositional phrases as initial free modifiers

6. Your single effect must be at least 250 words



Requirements for the Single Effect FINAL DRAFT (Typed) ______________

Page 1

1.  Follow the requirements for the DRAFT

2. Format the writing as seen in the examples

3. Double space the writing

4. Select an academic font, including Times, Arial, Georgia, Courier, Verdana and others

5. Take care and pride in the writing, including care in spelling, mechanics, and grammar

6. Save the electronic document in two places

Page 2

7. Type the five diagrammed sentences
8. Include the same heading as page 1

9. Turn all pages in by class time December _______
Sammy Robertson
English
12/4/11
Single Effect

Fear

The wind, blowing in harsh swirls, howls fiercely, often stealing my breath when it catches my open mouth straight on. It makes me think that the spirit world is trying to suck life from me. Of course, I may only be thinking that because I’ve just taken several hesitant steps into the Old Chaney Graveyard that lays between my current location and my house. I wouldn’t normally cut through the cemetery this late at night by myself, but I have to make curfew tonight, and the only way I’m going to reach home in time is if I take a short cut. But as I say, I’m hesitant. The squeaky gate, swaying in the wind, creeks eerily and continuously. The leaves, dried from weeks without rain, crunch loudly underfoot. Too much noise is in my ears, and not enough sight is in my eyes. I can’t see too far ahead, but Mr. Johnson’s hound dog, barking in the distance, makes me believe something is out there. The long branches of the old Oak tree ahead of me, scarred and bent at spooky angles, wave back and forth, warning me to slow down and move cautiously. The dim moonlight, producing shadows that seem to follow me as I walk silently, throw feeble rays on the graveyard ahead, adding to the mood. I can make out shapes, but with headstones surrounding me, it means that there are shapes all around. My eyes, constantly scanning ahead, behind, and to the sides, are working hard. Suddenly,  a small darting figure in my peripheral catches my attention. Is it a hand reaching out of a grave? I freeze to see if I can make it out. A twig snaps somewhere behind my stopped body, initiating survival mode, and I am off, running, dodging, leaping, running some more, and then…

Nick Stark
English
12/4/11
Single Effect

Anger

From around a crowded hallway corner, Angel storms through traffic, bumping carelessly into upper classmen who would normally devour her for lunch. But they, recognizing the look of crazy on her face, decide to let this incident slide. With darting eyes, she spots me like an eagle tracking a field mouse, and tries to quickly calm herself before coming over. Flipping her hair, exhaling deeply, Angel narrows the gap between us and tries to selects her words. Desperation, however, is all that comes out.

“Tell me it’s not true,” she snarls, trying not to cry.

“What do you mean?” I ask, hoping to pass as ignorant.

She knows I ‘m playing dumb, that I’m hiding something. Reddening one shade, her face flashes frustration over my answer.  Her eyebrows, signaling impatience, raise toward her bangs. “Really?” she quivers. “You don’t know nothing about it?”

Signaling growing agitation, Angel’s left hand, curling a notebook and small binder, flares out to her side. Her right hand, formerly fisted and attitudinal on her hip, rises as well, suggesting growing intensity, and returns with a slap to her own thigh. Without further notice, her materials are flipped to the ground, and she is upon me, using her arms and legs like a rabid kangaroo. 

I, unprepared for this assault from my friend, am struck with a heavy punch to the jaw. Stunned by the blow, I fall, trying to grip a smooth cinderblock wall on my way down. I land on my back, and Angel, as furious as ever, falls knee first on top of my chest, arms flailing wildly, screaming, “Why? Why? Why?”
