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9th, 10th, 11th and 12th Grades 

Your child should spend up to 90 minutes over the course of each day on this packet. 
Consider other family-friendly activities during the day such as: 

  
Learn how to do laundry. 

Wash the laundry, 
fold and put the 
laundry away.  

Create a cartoon image 
of your family.  

 

Make a bucket list of 
things to do after the 

quarantine is over with 
your family.  

Look up riddles to 
solve with someone 

in your family.  

Mindful Minute: Write 
down what a typical day 
was like pre-quarantine 
and during quarantine. 

How have things 
changed?  

Do a random act of 
kindness for someone in 

your house.  

Teach someone in your 
family to play one of your 

video games.  

Put together a puzzle 
with your family.  

*All activities are optional. Parents/Guardians please practice responsibility, safety, and supervision.  
 

For students with an Individualized Education Program (IEP) who need additional support, 
Parents/Guardians can refer to the Specialized Instruction and Supports webpage, 

contact their child’s IEP manager, and/or speak to the special education provider when you are 
contacted by them.  Contact the IEP manager by emailing them directly or by contacting the school. 

The Specialized Instruction and Supports webpage can be accessed by clicking HERE or 
by navigating in a web browser to https://www.usd259.org/Page/17540 

 

WICHITA PUBLIC SCHOOLS 
CONTINUOUS LEARNING HOTLINE AVAILABLE 

316-973-4443 
MARCH 30 – MAY 21, 2020 

MONDAY – FRIDAY 
11:00 AM – 1:00 PM ONLY 

 
For Multilingual Education Services (MES) support, 

please call (316) 866-8000 (Spanish and Proprio) or (316) 866-8003 (Vietnamese). 

The Wichita Public Schools does not discriminate on the basis of race, color, national origin, religion, sex, gender identity, sexual orientation, 
disability, age, veteran status or other legally protected classifications in its programs and activities. 



Grade 11 English Language Arts:  May 11-May 15, 2020 

Hello Parents and 11th Graders, 

Here is a review of content previously taught this school year. This learning 
opportunity will strengthen your language arts skills. There are several 
opportunities for students to read, write and think about text within the following 
work provided.  

Week 7: May 11-May 15 Pages 842-855 
 

Day 1: 842 Day 2: 843-845 Day 3: 846-848 Day 4: 849-852 Day 5: 853-855 

Word  Definition 
Rummaging (pg 845) verb 
 

search unsystematically and untidily through a 
mass or receptacle. 
 

Hasty (pg 845) adjective done or acting with excessive speed or urgency; 
hurried. 
 

Smother (pg 846) verb 
 

kill (someone) by covering their nose and mouth so 
that they suffocate. 
 

Mingled (pg 847) verb 
 

mix or cause to mix together. 
 

Jilted (pg 847) verb 
 

suddenly reject or abandon (a lover). 
 

 

● For read aloud accommodations and specialized instructional support please 
contact your child’s teacher. 
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MAKING MEANING

THE JILTING OF GRANNY 
WEATHERALL

AN OCCURRENCE AT OWL 
CREEK BRIDGE

NOTICE whom the story is 
about, what happens, where 
and when it happens, and 
why those involved react as 
they do.

CONNECT ideas within 
the selection to what you 
already know and what you 
have already read.

ANNOTATE by marking 
vocabulary and key passages 
you want to revisit

RESPOND by completing 
the Comprehension Check and 
by writing a brief summary of 
the selection.

Comparing Texts
You will now read “The Jilting of Granny 
Weatherall.” First, complete the first-read and 
close-read activities. Then, compare the narrative 
structures in “The Jilting of Granny Weatherall” 
and “An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge.”

About the Author

The life of Katherine Anne 
Porter (1890–1980) spanned 
World War I, the Great 

and the rise of the nuclear 
age. For Porter, her fiction 
was an “effort to grasp the 
meaning of those threats, 
to trace them to their 
sources, and to understand 
the logic of this majestic 
and terrible failure of the 
life of man in the Western 
world.” Her stories often 
feature characters at pivotal 
moments, who face dramatic 
change, the constricting 
bonds of family, and the 
weight of the past.

The Jilting of Granny Weatherall
Concept Vocabulary
As you perform your first read of “The Jilting of Granny Weatherall,” you will 
encounter these words.

clammy   hypodermic   dyspepsia 

Familiar Word Parts Separating an unfamiliar word into its parts—roots, 
prefixes, or suffixes—can often help you determine its meaning. 

Example: The root -circ- means “ring” or “circle.” Thus, something that 
is circular has a ringlike shape, and something that circulates moves in a 
ringlike path. When you come across an unfamiliar word that contains the 
root -circ-, such as circuitous, you know that it has properties that relate 
to a circle. Even if you cannot identify a word’s exact definition, you can 
approximate the meaning well enough to keep reading. Circuitous
adjective that means “roundabout; indirect.”

Apply your knowledge of familiar word parts and other vocabulary strategies 
to determine the meanings of unfamiliar words you encounter during your 
first read.

First Read FICTION
Apply these strategies as you conduct your first read. You will have an 
opportunity to complete a close read after your first read. 

� STANDARDS
Reading Literature

needed at the high end of the range. 

Language

842 
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SHORT STORY

NOTES

SCAN FOR 
MULTIMEDIA

BACKGROUND
Katherine Anne Porter’s view of life and the fiction she wrote were shaped 
by a sense of disillusionment resulting from World War I, the despair of 
the Great Depression, and the World War II horrors of Nazism and nuclear 
warfare. Sometimes, as in the novel Ship of Fools, Porter focuses on 
political issues such as Nazism. In contrast, works such as “The Jilting of 
Granny Weatherall” pinpoint the dissolving families and communities of the 
modern age.

She flicked her wrist neatly out of Doctor Harry’s pudgy careful 
fingers and pulled the sheet up to her chin. The brat ought to 

be in knee breeches. Doctoring around the country with spectacles 
on his nose! “Get along now, take your schoolbooks and go. There’s 
nothing wrong with me.”

Doctor Harry spread a warm paw like a cushion on her forehead 
where the forked green vein danced and made her eyelids twitch. 
“Now, now, be a good girl, and we’ll have you up in no time.”

“That’s no way to speak to a woman nearly eighty years old just 
because she’s down. I’d have you respect your elders, young man.” 

“Well, Missy, excuse me,” Doctor Harry patted her cheek. “But I’ve 
got to warn you, haven’t I? You’re a marvel, but you must be careful 
or you’re going to be good and sorry.” 

1

2

3

4

The Jilting of  

Katherine Anne Porter

Granny Weatherall

The Jilting of Granny Weatherall 843
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NOTES
“Don’t tell me what I’m going to be. I’m on my feet now, morally 

speaking. It’s Cornelia. I had to go to bed to get rid of her.” 
Her bones felt loose, and floated around in her skin, and Doctor 

Harry floated like a balloon around the foot of the bed. He floated 
and pulled down his waistcoat and swung his glasses on a cord. 
“Well, stay where you are, it certainly can’t hurt you.” 

“Get along and doctor your sick,” said Granny Weatherall. “Leave 
a well woman alone. I’ll call for you when I want you . . . Where 
were you forty years ago when I pulled through milk leg1 and double 
pneumonia? You weren’t even born. Don’t let Cornelia lead you on,” 
she shouted, because Doctor Harry appeared to float up to the ceiling 
and out. “I pay my own bills, and I don’t throw my money away 
on nonsense!” 

She meant to wave good-bye, but it was too much trouble. Her 
eyes closed of themselves, it was like a dark curtain drawn around 
the bed. The pillow rose and floated under her, pleasant as a 
hammock in a light wind. She listened to the leaves rustling outside 
the window. No, somebody was swishing newspapers: no, Cornelia 
and Doctor Harry were whispering together. She leaped broad 
awake, thinking they whispered in her ear. 

“She was never like this, never like this!” “Well, what can we 
expect?” “Yes, eighty years old. . . .” 

Well, and what if she was? She still had ears. It was like Cornelia to 
whisper around doors. She always kept things secret in such a public 
way. She was always being tactful and kind. Cornelia was dutiful; 
that was the trouble with her. Dutiful and good: “So good and 
dutiful,” said Granny, “that I’d like to spank her.” She saw herself 
spanking Cornelia and making a fine job of it. 

“What’d you say, Mother?”
Granny felt her face tying up in hard knots. 
“Can’t a body think, I’d like to know?“
“I thought you might want something.”
“I do. I want a lot of things. First off, go away and don’t whisper.” 
She lay and drowsed, hoping in her sleep that the children would 

keep out and let her rest a minute. It had been a long day. Not that 
she was tired. It was always pleasant to snatch a minute now and 
then. There was always so much to be done, let me see: tomorrow.

Tomorrow was far away and there was nothing to trouble about. 
Things were finished somehow when the time came; thank God 
there was always a little margin over for peace: then a person could 
spread out the plan of life and tuck in the edges orderly. It was good 
to have everything clean and folded away, with the hair brushes 
and tonic bottles sitting straight on the white embroidered linen: the 
day started without fuss and the pantry shelves laid out with rows 
of jelly glasses and brown jugs and white stone-china jars with blue 
whirligigs and words painted on them: coffee, tea, sugar, ginger, 

1. milk leg painful swelling of the leg.
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NOTES
cinnamon, allspice: and the bronze clock with the lion on top nicely 
dusted off. The dust that lion could collect in twenty-four hours! The 
box in the attic with all those letters tied up, well, she’d have to go 
through that tomorrow. All those letters—George’s letters and John’s 
letters and her letters to them both—lying around for the children 
to find afterwards made her uneasy. Yes, that would be tomorrow’s 
business. No use to let them know how silly she had been once. 

While she was rummaging around she found death in her mind 
and it felt clammy and unfamiliar. She had spent so much time 
preparing for death there was no need for bringing it up again. Let 
it take care of itself now. When she was sixty she had felt very old, 
finished, and went around making farewell trips to see her children 
and grandchildren, with a secret in her mind: This is the very last of 
your mother, children! Then she made her will and came down with 
a long fever. That was all just a notion like a lot of other things, but it 
was lucky too, for she had once for all got over the idea of dying for 
a long time. Now she couldn’t be worried. She hoped she had better 
sense now. Her father had lived to be one hundred and two years old 
and had drunk a noggin of strong hot toddy on his last birthday. He 
told the reporters it was his daily habit, and he owed his long life to 
that. He had made quite a scandal and was very pleased about it. She 
believed she’d just plague Cornelia a little. 

“Cornelia! Cornelia!“ No footsteps, but a sudden hand on her 
cheek. “Bless you, where have you been?” 

“Here, mother.“
“Well, Cornelia, I want a noggin of hot toddy.”
“Are you cold, darling?”
“I’m chilly, Cornelia. Lying in bed stops the circulation. I must 

have told you that a thousand times.”
Well, she could just hear Cornelia telling her husband that Mother 

was getting a little childish and they’d have to humor her. The thing 
that most annoyed her was that Cornelia thought she was deaf, 
dumb, and blind. Little hasty glances and tiny gestures tossed around 
her and over her head saying, “Don’t cross her, let her have her way, 
she’s eighty years old,” and she sitting there as if she lived in a thin 
glass cage. Sometimes Granny almost made up her mind to pack up 
and move back to her own house where nobody could remind her 
every minute that she was old. Wait, wait, Cornelia, till your own 
children whisper behind your back! 

In her day she had kept a better house and had got more work 
done. She wasn’t too old yet for Lydia to be driving eighty miles for 
advice when one of the children jumped the track, and Jimmy still 
dropped in and talked things over: “Now, Mammy, you’ve a good 
business head, I want to know what you think of this? . . .” Old. 
Cornelia couldn’t change the furniture around without asking. Little 
things, little things! They had been so sweet when they were little. 
Granny wished the old days were back again with the children young 
and everything to be done over. It had been a hard pull, but not too 

18

Mark familiar word parts or 
indicate another strategy you 
used that helped you determine 
meaning.

clammy (KLAM ee) adj.

MEANING:
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NOTES
much for her. When she thought of all the food she had cooked, and 
all the clothes she had cut and sewed, and all the gardens she had 
made—well, the children showed it. There they were, made out of 
her, and they couldn’t get away from that. Sometimes she wanted to 
see John again and point to them and say, Well, I didn’t do so badly, 
did I? But that would have to wait. That was for tomorrow. She used 
to think of him as a man, but now all the children were older than 
their father, and he would be a child beside her if she saw him now. 
It seemed strange and there was something wrong in the idea. Why, 
he couldn’t possibly recognize her. She had fenced in a hundred acres 
once, digging the post holes herself and clamping the wires with just 
a negro boy to help. That changed a woman. John would be looking 
for a young woman with the peaked Spanish comb in her hair 
and the painted fan. Digging post holes changed a woman. Riding 
country roads in the winter when women had their babies was 
another thing: sitting up nights with sick horses and sick children 
and hardly ever losing one. John, I hardly ever lost one of them! 
John would see that in a minute, that would be something he could 
understand, she wouldn’t have to explain anything! 

It made her feel like rolling up her sleeves and putting the whole 
place to rights again. No matter if Cornelia was determined to be 
everywhere at once, there were a great many things left undone on 
this place. She would start tomorrow and do them. It was good to 
be strong enough for everything, even if all you made melted and 
changed and slipped under your hands, so that by the time you 
finished you almost forgot what you were working for. What was it I 
set out to do? she asked herself intently, but she could not remember. 
A fog rose over the valley, she saw it marching across the creek 
swallowing the trees and moving up the hill like an army of ghosts. 
Soon it would be at the near edge of the orchard, and then it was time 
to go in and light the lamps. Come in, children, don’t stay out in the 
night air. 

Lighting the lamps had been beautiful. The children huddled up to 
her and breathed like little calves waiting at the bars in the twilight. 
Their eyes followed the match and watched the flame rise and settle 
in a blue curve, then they moved away from her. The lamp was 
lit, they didn’t have to be scared and hang on to mother any more. 
Never, never, never more. God, for all my life I thank Thee. Without 
Thee, my God, I could never have done it. Hail Mary, full of grace. 

I want you to pick all the fruit this year and see that nothing is 
wasted. There’s always someone who can use it. Don’t let good 
things rot for want of using. You waste life when you waste good 
food. Don’t let things get lost. It’s bitter to lose things. Now, don’t 
let me get to thinking, not when I am tired and taking a little nap 
before supper. . . . 

The pillow rose about her shoulders and pressed against her heart 
and the memory was being squeezed out of it: oh, push down the 
pillow, somebody: it would smother her if she tried to hold it. Such a 

26
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29
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NOTES
fresh breeze blowing and such a green day with no threats in it. But 
he had not come, just the same. What does a woman do when she 
has put on the white veil and set out the white cake for a man and he 
doesn’t come? She tried to remember. No, I swear he never harmed 
me but in that. He never harmed me but in that . . . and what if he 
did? There was the day, the day, but a whirl of dark smoke rose and 
covered it, crept up and over into the bright field where everything 
was planted so carefully in orderly rows. That was hell, she knew hell 
when she saw it. For sixty years she had prayed against remembering 
him and against losing her soul in the deep pit of hell, and now the 
two things were mingled in one and the thought of him was a smoky 
cloud from hell that moved and crept in her head when she had just 
got rid of Doctor Harry and was trying to rest a minute. Wounded 
vanity, Ellen, said a sharp voice in the top of her mind. Don’t let 
your wounded vanity get the upper hand of you. Plenty of girls get 
jilted. You were jilted, weren’t you? Then stand up to it. Her eyelids 
wavered and let in streamers of blue-gray light like tissue paper over 

The Jilting of Granny Weatherall 847
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NOTES
her eyes. She must get up and pull the shades down or she’d never 
sleep. She was in bed again and the shades were not down. How 
could that happen? Better turn over, hide from the light, sleeping in 
the light gave you nightmares. “Mother, how do you feel now?” and 
a stinging wetness on her forehead. But I don’t like having my face 
washed in cold water! 

Hapsy? George? Lydia? Jimmy? No, Cornelia, and her features 
were swollen and full of little puddles. “They’re coming, darling, 
they’ll all be here soon.” Go wash your face, child, you look funny. 

Instead of obeying, Cornelia knelt down and put her head on 
the pillow. She seemed to be talking but there was no sound. “Well, 
are you tongue-tied? Whose birthday is it? Are you going to give 
a party?”

Cornelia’s mouth moved urgently in strange shapes. “Don’t do 
that, you bother me, daughter.” 

“Oh, no, Mother. Oh, no. . . .” 
Nonsense. It was strange about children. They disputed your every 

word. “No what, Cornelia?” 
“Here’s Doctor Harry.”
“I won’t see that boy again. He just left five minutes ago.”
”That was this morning, Mother. It’s night now. Here’s the nurse.” 
“This is Doctor Harry, Mrs. Weatherall. I never saw you look so 

young and happy!”
“Ah, I’ll never be young again—but I’d be happy if they’d let me 

lie in peace and get rested.”
She thought she spoke up loudly, but no one answered. A warm 

weight on her forehead, a warm bracelet on her wrist, and a breeze 
went on whispering, trying to tell her something. A shuffle of leaves 
in the everlasting hand of God, He blew on them and they danced 
and rattled. “Mother, don’t mind, we’re going to give you a little 
hypodermic.” “Look here, daughter, how do ants get in this bed? I 
saw sugar ants yesterday.” Did you send for Hapsy too?

It was Hapsy she really wanted. She had to go a long way back 
through a great many rooms to find Hapsy standing with a baby on 
her arm. She seemed to herself to be Hapsy also, and the baby on 
Hapsy’s arm was Hapsy and himself and herself, all at once, and 
there was no surprise in the meeting. Then Hapsy melted from within 
and turned flimsy as gray gauze and the baby was a gauzy shadow, 
and Hapsy came up close and said, “I thought you’d never come,” 
and looked at her very searchingly and said, “You haven’t changed a 
bit!” They leaned forward to kiss, when Cornelia began whispering 
from a long way off, “Oh, is there anything you want to tell me? Is 
there anything I can do for you?” 

Yes, she had changed her mind after sixty years and she would like 
to see George. I want you to find George. Find him and be sure to tell 
him I forgot him. I want him to know I had my husband just the same 
and my children and my house like any other woman. A good house 
too and a good husband that I loved and fine children out of him. 
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Mark familiar word parts or 
indicate another strategy you 
used that helped you determine 
meaning. 

hypodermic (hy puh DUR 
mihk) n.

MEANING: 41
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NOTES
Better than l hoped for even. Tell him I was given back everything 
he took away and more. Oh, no, oh, God, no, there was something 
else besides the house and the man and the children. Oh, surely they 
were not all? What was it? Something not given back. . . . Her breath 
crowded down under her ribs and grew into a monstrous frightening 
shape with cutting edges; it bored up into her head, and the agony 
was unbelievable: Yes, John, get the Doctor now, no more talk, my 
time has come. 

When this one was born it should be the last. The last. It should 
have been born first, for it was the one she had truly wanted. 
Everything came in good time. Nothing left out, left over. She was 
strong, in three days she would be as well as ever. Better. A woman 
needed milk in her to have her full health.

“Mother, do you hear me?”
”I’ve been telling you—”
”Mother, Father Connolly’s here.” 
“I went to Holy Communion only last week. Tell him I’m not so 

sinful as all that.” 
“Father just wants to speak to you.” 
He could speak as much as he pleased. It was like him to drop 

in and inquire about her soul as if it were a teething baby, and then 
stay on for a cup of tea and a round of cards and gossip. He always 
had a funny story of some sort, usually about an Irishman who 
made his little mistakes and confessed them, and the point lay in 
some absurd thing he would blurt out in the confessional showing 
his struggles between native piety and original sin. Granny felt easy 
about her soul. Cornelia, where are your manners? Give Father 
Connolly a chair. She had her secret comfortable understanding with 
a few favorite saints who cleared a straight road to God for her. All 
as surely signed and sealed as the papers for the new Forty Acres. 
Forever . . . heirs and assigns2 forever. Since the day the wedding cake 
was not cut, but thrown out and wasted. The whole bottom dropped 
out of the world, and there she was blind and sweating with nothing 
under her feet and the walls falling away. His hand had caught her 
under the breast, she had not fallen, there was the freshly polished 
floor with the green rug on it, just as before. He had cursed like a 
sailor’s parrot and said, “I’ll kill him for you.” Don’t lay a hand on 
him, for my sake leave something to God. “Now, Ellen, you must 
believe what I tell you. . . .”

So there was nothing, nothing to worry about any more, except 
sometimes in the night one of the children screamed in a nightmare, 
and they both hustled out shaking and hunting for the matches and 
calling, “There, wait a minute, here we are!” John, get the doctor now, 
Hapsy’s time has come. But there was Hapsy standing by the bed 
in a white cap. “Cornelia, tell Hapsy to take off her cap. I can’t see 
her plain.” 

2. assigns n. people to whom property is transferred.
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NOTES
Her eyes opened very wide and the room stood out like a picture 

she had seen somewhere. Dark colors with the shadows rising 
towards the ceiling in long angles. The tall black dresser gleamed 
with nothing on it but John’s picture, enlarged from a little one, with 
John’s eyes very black when they should have been blue. You never 
saw him, so how do you know how he looked? But the man insisted 
the copy was perfect, it was very rich and handsome. For a picture, 
yes, but it’s not my husband. The table by the bed had a linen cover 
and a candle and a crucifix. The light was blue from Cornelia’s silk 
lampshades. No sort of light at all, just frippery. You had to live 
forty years with kerosene lamps to appreciate honest electricity. 
She felt very strong and she saw Doctor Harry with a rosy nimbus 
around him.

“You look like a saint, Doctor Harry, and I vow that’s as near as 
you’ll ever come to it.”

”She’s saying something.”
“I heard you, Cornelia. What’s all this carrying on?“
“Father Connolly’s saying—”
Cornelia’s voice staggered and bumped like a cart in a bad road. 

It rounded corners and turned back again and arrived nowhere. 
Granny stepped up in the cart very lightly and reached for the reins, 
but a man sat beside her and she knew him by his hands, driving 
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NOTES
the cart. She did not look in his face, for she knew without seeing, 
but looked instead down the road where the trees leaned over and 
bowed to each other and a thousand birds were singing a Mass. She 
felt like singing too, but she put her hand in the bosom of her dress 
and pulled out a rosary, and Father Connolly murmured Latin in 
a very solemn voice and tickled her feet.3 My God, will you stop 
that nonsense? I’m a married woman. What if he did run away and 
leave me to face the priest by myself? I found another a whole world 
better. I wouldn’t have exchanged my husband for anybody except 
St. Michael4 himself, and you may tell him that for me with a thank 
you in the bargain. 

Light flashed on her closed eyelids, and a deep roaring shook 
her. Cornelia, is that lightning? I hear thunder. There’s going to be a 
storm. Close all the windows. Call the children in. . . . “Mother, here 
we are, all of us.” “Is that you, Hapsy?“ “Oh, no. I’m Lydia. We drove 
as fast as we could.” Their faces drifted above her, drifted away. The 
rosary fell out of her hands and Lydia put it back. Jimmy tried to 
help, their hands fumbled together, and Granny closed two fingers 
around Jimmy’s thumb. Beads wouldn’t do, it must be something 
alive. She was so amazed her thoughts ran round and round. So, 
my dear Lord, this is my death and I wasn’t even thinking about it. 
My children have come to see me die. But I can’t, it’s not time. Oh, 
I always hated surprises. I wanted to give Cornelia the amethyst 
set—Cornelia, you’re to have the amethyst set, but Hapsy’s to wear 
it when she wants, and, Doctor Harry, do shut up. Nobody sent for 
you. Oh, my dear Lord, do wait a minute. I meant to do something 
about the Forty Acres, Jimmy doesn’t need it and Lydia will later on, 
with that worthless husband of hers. I meant to finish the altar cloth 
and send six bottles of wine to Sister Borgia for her dyspepsia. I want 
to send six bottles of wine to Sister Borgia, Father Connolly, now 
don’t let me forget. 

Cornelia’s voice made short turns and tilted over and crashed. 
“Oh, Mother, oh, Mother, oh Mother. . . .”

“I’m not going, Cornelia. I’m taken by surprise. I can’t go.” 
You’ll see Hapsy again. What about her? “I thought you’d never 

come.“ Granny made a long journey outward, looking for Hapsy. 
What if I don’t find her? What then? Her heart sank down and down, 
there was no bottom to death, she couldn’t come to the end of it. 
The blue light from Cornelia’s lampshade drew into a tiny point in 
the center of her brain, it flickered and winked like an eye, quietly 
it fluttered and dwindled. Granny lay curled down within herself, 
amazed and watchful, staring at the point of light that was herself; 
her body was now only a deeper mass of shadow in an endless 
darkness and this darkness would curl around the light and swallow 
it up. God, give a sign! 

3. murmured . . . feet administered the last rites of the Catholic Church.
4. St. Michael one of the archangels.

57

Mark familiar word parts or 
indicate another strategy you 
used that helped you determine 
meaning.

dyspepsia (dihs PEHP 
see uh) n.

MEANING:

58

59

60
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NOTES
For the second time there was no sign. Again no bridegroom and 

the priest in the house. She could not remember any other sorrow 
because this grief wiped them all away. Oh, no, there’s nothing more 
cruel than this—I’ll never forgive it. She stretched herself with a deep 
breath and blew out the light. ❧

61

Comprehension Check
Complete the following items after you finish your first read. Review and clarify 
details with your group.

1. Where is Granny Weatherall as she speaks to the doctor? 

2. Who is taking care of Granny Weatherall as she is dying?

3. What journey did Granny Weatherall take when she was sixty years old? 

4. What happened to Granny Weatherall sixty years earlier? 

5. What does Granny Weatherall want George to know?

6.  Notebook Confirm your understanding of the text by writing a summary.

RESEARCH
Research to Clarify Choose at least one unfamiliar detail from the text. Briefly 

of the story?

Research to Explore Conduct research on an aspect of the text you find interesting. 
For example, you may want to learn about doctors’ house calls—why they once were a 
widespread practice, why they are less common today, and whether they might again 
become popular. Share your findings with your group.
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MAKING MEANING

LANGUAGE DEVELOPMENT

Add words related to the 
human condition from the 
text to your Word Network.

� WORD NETWORK

 

GROUP DISCUSSION

Granny Weatherall’s jumbled 
thoughts concern the past 
and the present. As you 
discuss the story, cite textual 
evidence to support your 
interpretation of when the 
events are taking place. 

CITE TEXTUAL EVIDENCE 
to support your answers.

THE JILTING OF 
GRANNY WEATHERALL

Close Read the Text
With your group, revisit sections of the text you marked 
during your first read. Annotate details that you notice. 
What questions do you have? What can you conclude?

Analyze the Text
Complete the activities.

1. Review and Clarify With your group, reread the sections of the story 
that describe Hapsy (paragraphs 41, 50, and 57–60). Discuss her role 
in Granny Weatherall’s thoughts. Why do you think Hapsy is such an 
important figure for Granny Weatherall?

2. Present and Discuss Now, work with your group to share the 
passages from the selection that you found especially important. Take 
turns presenting your passages. Discuss what you noticed in the story, 

3. Essential Question: What do stories reveal about the human 
condition? What has this story taught you about life and loss? Discuss 
with your group.

Concept Vocabulary

hypodermic   clammy   dyspepsia

Why These Words? The three concept vocabulary words from the text are 
related. With your group, determine what the words have in common. Write 
your ideas, and add another word that fits the category.

Practice
Confirm your understanding of the concept vocabulary words by using them 
in a short conversation with your group members. If you are unsure about 
the exact meaning of a word, look it up in a print or online college-level 
dictionary before you begin. 

Word Study
Greek Prefix: dys- In “The Jilting of Granny Weatherall,” Granny 
Weatherall thinks about Sister Borgia’s dyspepsia. This word includes the 
Greek prefix dys-, meaning “bad” or “difficult.” This prefix often appears in 
scientific terms involving medical or psychological diagnoses. Use a dictionary 
or online resource to identify three other words that have this prefix. Write 
the words and their meanings. Explain how the meaning of the prefix 
contributes to the meaning of each word.

� STANDARDS
Language
Identify and correctly use patterns of 
word changes that indicate different 
meanings or parts of speech. 
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MAKING MEANING

Analyze Craft and Structure
Author’s Choices: Narrative Structure People’s thoughts do not flow 
in neat patterns. Instead, they move unpredictably among perceptions, 
memories, and ideas. During the early 1900s, some writers began using a 
literary device called stream of consciousness to try to re-create a sense of 
the disjointed, natural flow of thought. Stream-of-consciousness narratives 
feature the following qualities:

They present sequences of thought as if they were coming directly from 
a character’s mind. The thoughts may or may not be complete or relate 
to one another.

They tend to omit punctuation and transitions that appear in more 
traditional prose.

Stream-of-consciousness narratives often involve the use of flashback, a 
scene from the past that interrupts the present action of a story. A flashback 
may take the form of a memory, a story, a dream or daydream, or a switch 
by the narrator to a time in the past. Stream-of-consciousness stories may 
also involve shifts in the narrative point of view, or the perspective from 
which events are told. In this story, Porter’s third-person narrator essentially 
disappears into Granny Weatherall’s first-person narration.

THE JILTING OF 
GRANNY WEATHERALL

THOUGHT OR  
MEMORY TRIGGERING DETAIL NEXT THOUGHT  

OR MEMORY

Practice

 Notebook Work with your group to answer the questions. 

1. Use the chart to identify two points at which Granny’s thoughts shift 
from one subject to another without an obvious transition. What 
associations might connect her thoughts in each of these examples? 

2. (a) What details trigger Granny’s flashback to lighting the lamps 
when the children were young? (b) What is the connection 
between the flashback and her experience in the present?

3. Analyze two other flashbacks in the story. (a) Identify the form 
the flashback takes (i.e., dream, memory, etc.). (b) Explain what 
you learn from each flashback about Granny’s life.

4. (a) What qualities does the use of stream-of-consciousness 
narration, flashback, and shifting narrative point of view lend to 
the story? (b) Overall, do you think these techniques are effective 
for the telling of this particular tale? Explain.

� STANDARDS
Reading Literature
Analyze how an author’s choices 
concerning how to structure specific 
parts of a text contribute to its 
overall structure and meaning as well 
as its aesthetic impact.
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LANGUAGE DEVELOPMENT

Author’s Style
Author’s Choices: Figurative Language Literary works almost 
always contain two broad types of language—literal and figurative. Literal 
language means what it says, conveying information, ideas, and feelings in 
a direct way. Figurative language, by contrast, is language that is used 
imaginatively and expresses more than its literal meanings. Two common 
types of figurative language are metaphors and similes. 

A metaphor is a direct comparison between two apparently unlike 
things. 

Example: Doctor Harry spread a warm paw . . . on her forehead. . . . 
(paragraph 2)

A simile is a comparison between two apparently unlike things made 
using an explicit comparison word such as like, as, than, or resembles. 

Example: The pillow rose and floated under her, pleasant as a hammock 
in a light wind. (paragraph 8)

Porter uses these devices to show how Granny Weatherall makes 
connections in her mind as she begins to lose her connection to reality.

Read It
1. Work individually. Use this chart to identify the simile or metaphor in each 

passage from “The Jilting of Granny Weatherall.”

PASSAGE METAPHOR OR SIMILE EFFECT

Her bones felt loose, and floated 
around in her skin, and Doctor 
Harry floated like a balloon around 
the foot of the bed. (paragraph 6)

Cornelia’s voice staggered and 
bumped like a cart in a bad road. 
(paragraph 56)

Things were finished somehow 
when the time came; thank God 
there was always a little margin 
over for peace: then a person 
could spread out the plan of life 
and tuck in the edges orderly. 
(paragraph 17)

2. Connect to Style With your group, discuss how the author’s use of 
simile and metaphor affects what you envision as you read each of the 
passages in the chart.

Write It
 Notebook Write a paragraph in which you describe what you learned 

about the human condition from “The Jilting of Granny Weatherall.” Use 

� STANDARDS
Reading Literature
Determine the meaning of words 
and phrases as they are used in 
the text, including figurative and 
connotative meanings; analyze the 
impact of specific word choices on 
meaning and tone, including words 
with multiple meanings or language 
that is particularly fresh, engaging, 
or beautiful.

Language
Demonstrate understanding 
of figurative language, word 
relationships, and nuances in word 
meanings.
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