
Morrison starts her book with a quote from a Dick and Jane book. Take a look at some pages from these books: 

 

 



Why is Morrison referencing these books at the beginning? What is she trying to get us to think about? She continues to 
use passages from them at the beginning of chapters. How do they influence our reading of the book?  

The conversation between the three girls about Shirley Temple morphs into a discussion of white baby dolls. Why? What 
is so important about either of these topics? Why does Claudia tear apart the baby dolls? How do her feeling about the 
baby dolls inform her interactions with other girls? 

What is the importance of the scene in which Pecola gets her period? What further information do we get about 
childhood, especially girlhood, in this time? What does it tell us about the mother? What does this tell us about periods 
and women’s bodies in general? Why do the girls try to keep it a secret? Why are periods still a secret to Claudia? How 
would you answer Pecola’s question about love? 

We are introduced to both Pecola and Frieda and Claudia’s families. How is the Breedlove family life contrasted with the 
MacTeer family? Why does Mrs. Breedlove need Cholly? Why do they accept their ugliness?  

Pecola goes to the store to buy candy. On the way, she thinks the dandelions are pretty and doesn’t understand why 
people think they are weeds. On the way back, she agrees that they are ugly. Why does she make this change? Why 
does Morrison ask us how the storekeeper can see Pecola? What is the significance of the Mary Jane candies?  

We meet the prostitutes in two different settings. How are they different from all the other women in the story? Are 
they happy? How does Morrison differentiate them from the prostitutes that are found in movies and other stories? 
Why?   

Maureen Peal is described as “high-yellow,” which means a person who society would label as Black, but who has light 
colored skin. How did the Peal’s get their money? What does Maureen symbolize?  

The boys on the playground tease Pecola for being black, yet they are black. What does it mean and how does it fit into 
the overall story she is telling?  

How did the girls start to understand and become affected by the beauty standards of the world? Claudia wanted to 
resist, but the adult narrator tells us that she did not. Given her role as narrator, do you think she ultimately rejected the 
beauty standards?  

What does Geraldine represent? She has all the pretty things that Claudia, Frieda, and Pecola want, but is she happy? 
How does she separate people into groups? Is it just her groups, or do you think she reflects a societal categorization? 
Why can’t she love her son?  

Put your own questions here. 



THE FISH 

The Fish 

I caught a tremendous fish 
and held him beside the boat 
half out of water, with my hook 
fast in a corner of his mouth. 
He didn't fight. 
He hadn't fought at all. 
He hung a grunting weight, 
battered and venerable 
and homely. Here and there 
his brown skin hung in strips 
like ancient wallpaper, 
and its pattern of darker brown 
was like wallpaper: 
shapes like full-blown roses 
stained and lost through age. 
He was speckled with barnacles, 
fine rosettes of lime, 
and infested 
with tiny white sea-lice, 
and underneath two or three 
rags of green weed hung down. 
While his gills were breathing in 
the terrible oxygen 
-the frightening gills,
fresh and crisp with blood,
that can cut so badly-
I thought of the coarse white flesh
packed in like feathers,
the big bones and the little bones,
the dramatic reds and blacks
of his shiny entrails,
and the pink swim-bladder
like a big peony.
I looked into his eyes
which were far larger than mine
but shallower, and yellowed,
the irises backed and packed
with tarnished tinfoil
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seen through the lenses 
of old scratched isinglass. 
They shifted a little, but not 
to return my stare. 
-It was more like the tipping
of an object toward the light.
I admired his sullen face,
the mechanism of his jaw,
and then I saw
that from his lower lip
-if you could call it a lip
grim, wet, and weaponlike,
hung five old pieces of fish-line,
or four and a wire leader
with the swivel still attached,
with all their five big hooks
grown firmly in his mouth.
A green line, frayed at the end
where he broke it, two heavier lines,
and a fine black thread
still crimped from the strain and snap
when it broke and he got away.
Like medals with their ribbons
frayed and wavering,
a five-haired beard of wisdom
trailing from his aching jaw.
I stared and stared
and victory filled up
the little rented boat,
from the pool of bilge
where oil had spread a rainbow
around the rusted engine
to the bailer rusted orange,
the sun-cracked thwarts,
the oarlocks on their strings,
the gunnels-until everything
was rainbow, rainbow, rainbow!
And I let the fish go.
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