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Anatomy 
of a 
Hero

Unit 1 1

What makes a hero?

Is being a hero an action or an identity?
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What makes a villain?

Who decides who the villain is?

UNIT04

Defining 
Villains

Unit 4 241

Annotate for Plot, Character,  
and Narrator Impact

Read and annotate “The Tell-Tale Heart” below by marking and 
responding to key details the author includes to advance the 
plot and answer the following questions: 

• Who is telling the story, and what impact does the
narrator have?

• Who is the villain? How would you describe the villain of 
the story? How would you categorize this type of villain?

• How does perspective influence how the villain is viewed
by others?

Genre: Short Story

About the Author: Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849) was an American writer, editor,  
poet, and literary critic, best known for his contributions to the mystery and horror 
genres. Orphaned at a young age, Poe was separated from his siblings and raised  
by a foster family, the Allans. He had a contentious relationship with his foster 
father. Poe excelled as a student, but financial struggles led to his early departure 
from the University of Virginia. Poe enlisted in the army, rose quickly through the ranks,  
and was admitted to the prestigious United States Military Academy at West Point. Once again,  
he was forced to leave due to lack of finances. His first steady job was as an editor for the South 
Literary Messenger in Richmond, Virginia. He held several other editorial positions while publishing his  
short stories and poetry. Poe’s poem “The Raven” (1845) gained him celebrity. Though he was the first 
American to live off of his earnings as a writer, Poe struggled with finances throughout his life.

The Tell-Tale Heart
by Edgar Allan Poe, 1843

© 2024 Carnegie Learning, Inc.

278

mad: adj. insane
acute: adj. severe
hearken: v. to listen
dissimulation: n. the act of lying or 
tricking
cunningly: adv. cleverly
vexed: v. annoyed; troubled

1  True!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I am mad? 
The disease had sharpened my senses—not destroyed—not dulled them. Above all was the sense of 
hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, 
am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily—how calmly I can tell you the whole story.

2  It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day and 
night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me. 
He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! One of 
his eyes resembled that of a vulture—a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my 
blood ran cold; and so by degrees—very gradually—I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, 
and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

3  Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. 
You should have seen how wisely I proceeded—with what caution—with what 
foresight—with what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to 
the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every 
night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it—oh, 
so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my 
head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, so that no light shone 
out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see 
how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly—very, very slowly, so 
that I might not disturb the old man’s sleep. It took me an hour to place 
my whole head within the opening so far that I could see him as he lay 
upon his bed. Ha!—would a madman have been so wise as this? And then, 
when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously—oh, so cautiously—
cautiously (for the hinges creaked)—I undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture 
eye. And this I did for seven long nights—every night just at midnight—but I found the eye always 
closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil 
Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously 
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By Kurt Vonnegut, 1961
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Kurt Vonnegut (1922–2007) was an American writer of postmodern dystopian,

science fiction, and fantasy stories. Vonnegut wrote many fictional works, 

including various short stories. Among his most famous works was the novel 

Slaughterhouse-Five (1969).

Anchor Text • Short Story

UNIT02

88

vigilance: n. a state of keeping watch for danger 
clammy: adj. unpleasantly moist or sticky
transmitter: n. equipment used to transmit signals or messages
bandits: n. thieves or outlaws
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1  The year was 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren’t 
only equal before God and the law. They were equal every which 
way. Nobody was smarter than anybody else. Nobody was better 

looking than anybody else. Nobody was stronger or quicker than anybody else. 
All this equality was due to the 211th, 212th, and 213th Amendments to the 
Constitution and to the unceasing vigilance of agents of the United States 
Handicapper General.

2  Some things about living still weren’t quite right, though. April, for instance, still 
drove people crazy by not being springtime. And it was in that clammy month 
that the H-G men took George and Hazel Bergeron’s fourteen-year-old son, 
Harrison, away.

3  It was tragic all right, but George and Hazel couldn’t think about it very hard. 
Hazel had a perfectly average intelligence, which meant she couldn’t think about 
anything except in short bursts. And George, while his intelligence was way 
above normal, had a little mental handicap radio in his ear. He was required 
by law to wear it at all times. It was tuned to a government transmitter. Every 
twenty seconds or so, the transmitter would send out some sharp noise to keep 
people like George from taking unfair advantage of their brains.

4  George and Hazel were watching television. There were tears on Hazel’s cheeks, 
but she’d forgotten for the moment what they were about.

5  On the television screen were ballerinas.

6  A buzzer sounded in George’s head. His thoughts fled in panic, like bandits from 
a burglar alarm.

7  “That was a real pretty dance, that dance they just did,” said Hazel.

8  “Huh?” said George.

Annotations:
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Annotate for Biographical Details

Read and annotate “Why I Wrote The Yellow Wallpaper” by marking and responding to biographical details that are 
relevant to and important for understanding “The Yellow Wallpaper.”

Genre: Essay

About the Author: Charlotte Perkins Gilman (1860–1935) briefly attended design school 
and married an artist. She struggled with life as a housewife and experienced a mental 
breakdown. Leaving her husband, she and her daughter moved to California, where she 
began her career as a writer. She wrote short stories for a variety of magazines, authored 
a book of poetry, and worked as an editor. A vocal supporter of the women’s movement 
and socialism, Gilman gave lectures on labor, feminism, and ethics and, in 1898, published a 
manifesto titled Women and Economics.

Why I Wrote  
The Yellow Wallpaper

by Charlotte Perkins Gilman, 1913
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mad: adj. insane
incipient: adj. early stages, developing
melancholia: n. depression
devout: adj. characterized by sincere 
belief or devotion
physique: n. structure of the human body
remnants: n. parts that are left over
pauper: n. beggar
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1  Charlotte Perkins Gilman won much attention in 1892 for publishing “The Yellow Wallpaper,” a semi-
autobiographical short story dealing with mental health and contemporary social expectations for 
women. In the following piece, Gilman reflected on writing and publishing the piece.

2  Many and many a reader has asked that. When the story first came out, in the New 
England Magazine about 1891, a Boston physician made protest in The Transcript. Such 
a story ought not to be written, he said; it was enough to drive anyone mad to read it.

3  Another physician, in Kansas I think, wrote to say that it was the best description of 
incipient insanity he had ever seen, and—begging my pardon—had I been there?

4  Now the story of the story is this:

5  For many years I suffered from a severe and continuous nervous breakdown tending 
to melancholia—and beyond. During about the third year of this trouble I went, in 
devout faith and some faint stir of hope, to a noted specialist in nervous diseases, 
the best known in the country. This wise man put me to bed and applied the rest 
cure, to which a still-good physique responded so promptly that he concluded 
there was nothing much the matter with me, and sent me home with solemn 
advice to “live as domestic a life as far as possible,” to “have but two hours’ 
intellectual life a day,” and “never to touch pen, brush, or pencil again” as long as I 
lived. This was in 1887.

6  I went home and obeyed those directions for some three months, and came so near the borderline of 
utter mental ruin that I could see over.

7  Then, using the remnants of intelligence that remained, and helped by a wise friend, I cast the noted 
specialist’s advice to the winds and went to work again—work, the normal life of every human being; 
work, in which is joy and growth and service, without which one is a pauper and a parasite—ultimately 
recovering some measure of power.
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