Character Monologue—Walking Around in Lily’s Shoes
The Secret Life of Bees
Part One. Procedure:

Below you will read Lily’s thoughts about her mom. Take turns reading these statements with a partner. Then on your own, write a monologue or conversation that Lily could have with her mom.  It’s your turn to be Lily. What will you say?  What’s important to you?  How would you feel?  What’s your mood?
“My mother died when I was four years old.  It was a fact of life, but if I brought it up, people would suddenly get interested in their hangnails and cuticles, or else distant places in the sky and seem not to hear me. “

“The next ten thousand years she would fix my hair.  She would brush it into such a tower of beauty, people all over heaven would drop their harps just to admire it.  You can tell which girls lack mothers by the look of their hair.”

‘I decided it would take four or five centuries to tell her about the special misery of living with T. Ray.”

“ My first and only memory of my mother was the day she died.  I tried for a long time to conjure up an image of her before that, just a sliver of something, like her tucking me into bed, reading the adventures of Uncle Wiggly, or hanging my underclothes near the space heater on ice-cold mornings.  Even her picking a switch off the forsythia bush and stinging my legs would have been welcome.”

“ Dragged out, I didn’t know at first whose hands pulled me, then found myself in my mother’s arms, breathing her smell.  She smoothed my hair, said, “ Don’t Worry.”

“ The oddest things cause me to miss her.  Like training bras.  Who was I going to ask about that?  And who but my mother could’ve understood the magnitude of driving me to junior cheerleader tryouts?  I can tell you for certain T. Ray didn’t grasp it.”

“  There was a photograph . . I laid the photograph beside my eighth-grade picture and examined every possible similarity.  She was more or less missing a chin, too, but even so, she was above-average pretty, which offered me genuine hope for my future.”

“Now and then I’d go out there and dig up the box( containing found mother items)  I would lie on the ground with the trees folded over  me wearing her gloves, smiling at her photograph.”

“The memory of that day ( that she died) would come back to me at odd moments.  The stuck window.  The smell of her.  The clink of hangers. The suitcase.  The way they fought and shouted.  Most of all the gun on the floor.  The heaviness when I lifted it.”  
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Poetry writing from The Secret Life of Bees   

Part Two. Procedure:

1.  Exchange your Lily letters and circle the key phrases or words from your partner’s letter that are powerful or interesting. 

· Edit your phrases.  Choose the best two.
· Everyone reads their key phrases in the order in which you are sitting. These phrases are your poem!!! 
2.  The poem is read aloud twice by the group:

· Once as it is in the original sequence

· Once with the sequence changed in a variety of ways:
· Repeating just one phrase between other phrases or

· Changing the order or
· As a round or

· As a choral reading or

· Some other combination you come up with.

·  Team poems are shared with the whole group.

Applause, Applause!
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