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English IV: Fairy Tales in Fiction and Film 
Summer Reading Assignment 
2020-2021 School Year 
 
Objective: To further develop and maintain reading comprehension, literary analysis, and 
composition skills. 
 
 
Complete the Following: 

● From this list, choose a novel that you have not previously read. All of the novels are 
intended for a Young Adult audience, but they range widely in maturity of content 
and topics covered. Consult websites like www.commonsensemedia.org to choose 
the best fit for you. 
 

Annotations for this book will not be graded, but they are recommended in light of 

future assessments, such as an in-class essay and a presentation.  

 

● Read and annotate reading packet using the guidelines provided. The packet 

includes the Grimm Brothers’ version of the short story “Cinderella” and the poem, 

“Knives” by Jane Yolen. You may print and annotate on paper, or you’re welcome to 

save a copy and complete this task digitally.  A Sample Annotation is provided for 

you, and you may use this link to access a glossary of literary terms. 

 

● Complete a TP-COASTT analysis of the poem “Knives.” Please complete the TP-

COASTT digitally so that the boxes will expand as needed. You will be given 

Turnitin.com login information once classes begin in August and will submit the 

assignment digitally. 

 
 

Due Assessment Name Assignment 
Category 

Points 
Possible 

Lesson 1 Annotation of Reading Packet Homework 100 

Lesson 1 TPCOASTT analysis of poem Classwork 100 

Lesson 4 Presentation of Novel Choice Quiz 100 

Lesson 6 In-Class Essay (open book) Major 
Assessments 

100 

 

 
 
 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1oCYvBMf7D6A44PquiQSt4j0DnuAhnONOo9Cq48H9684/edit?usp=sharing
http://www.commonsensemedia.org/
https://literaryterms.net/glossary-of-literary-terms/
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Reading Packet 
Read the following short story and poem carefully. Complete the 
following annotations: 

1. Circle and define any words you don’t recognize or seem to be used in a different or 
unexpected way. 

2. Highlight/Underline and label any of the following literary devices in both the short 
story and poem: 

● Repetition 
● Imagery (remember it’s not just about visual details – anything that appeals to 

your senses) 
● Similes/Metaphors 
● Symbolism 
● Personification 
● Alliteration 
● Onomatopoeia  
● Connotation (both positive and negative) 

● Double Denotation/Pun 
● Synecdoche/Metonymy  
● Any other lit devices you notice 

3. Sketch out “topic🡪 theme” at the end of both the story and poem. What topic do you 
think is most central to the work? What does the author seem to be saying about that 
topic? 
Example: forgiveness 🡪 For Nathaniel Hawthorne, self-forgiveness is even more 

important than earning forgiveness from one’s society. 
 
 
A word about annotations: 

When doing a close reading on short works, such as articles, poems, and short stories, 
plan on covering the text with useful notes about style and theme, not just summaries 
or reactions. While a novel might have some pages with only a single annotation and 
other pages with many, annotations of a short work should be abundant.  
 
See this example, which would earn an “A” annotation grade. 

 
 
  

https://drive.google.com/file/d/145LuTvAutsQA9vPhuH1ClleMTNE0LjA1/view?usp=sharing
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Cinderella 
 by Jacob Ludwig Grimm and Wilhelm Carl Grimm (1812) 
 
THERE WAS once a rich man whose wife lay sick, and when she felt her end drawing near she 

called to her only daughter to come near her bed, and said, “Dear child, be good and pious, and 

God will always take care of you, and I will look down upon you from heaven, and will be with 

you.” And then she closed her eyes and died. The maiden went every day to her mother’s grave 

and wept, and was always pious and good. When the winter came the snow covered the grave 

with a white covering, and when the sun came in the early spring and melted it away, the man 

took to himself another wife.  

The new wife brought two daughters home with her, and they were beautiful and fair in 

appearance, but at heart were black and ugly. And then began very evil times for the poor step-

daughter.  

“Is the stupid creature to sit in the same room with us?” said they; “those who eat food 

must earn it. She is nothing but a kitchen- maid!” They took away her pretty dresses, and put 

on her an old gray kirtle, and gave her wooden shoes to wear.  

“Just look now at the proud princess, how she is decked out!” cried they laughing, and 

then they sent her into the kitchen. There she was obliged to do heavy work from morning to 

night, get up early in the morning, draw water, make the fires, cook, and wash. Besides that, 

the sisters did their utmost to torment her- mocking her, and strewing peas and lentils among 

the ashes, and setting her to pick them up. In the evenings, when she was quite tired out with 

her hard day’s work, she had no bed to lie on, but was obliged to rest on the hearth among the 

cinders. And because she always looked dusty and dirty, as if she had slept in the cinders, they 

named her Cinderella.  

It happened one day that the father went to the fair, and he asked his two 

stepdaughters what he should bring back for them. “Fine clothes!” said one. “Pearls and 

jewels!” said the other. “But what will you have, Cinderella?” said he. “The first twig, father, 

that strikes against your hat on the way home; that is what I should like you to bring me.” So he 

bought for the two step-daughters fine clothes, pearls, and jewels, and on his way back, as he 
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rode through a green lane, a hazel twig struck against his hat; and he broke it off and carried it 

home with him. And when he reached home he gave to the step-daughters what they had 

wished for, and to Cinderella he gave the hazel twig. She thanked him, and went to her 

mother’s grave, and planted this twig there, weeping so bitterly that the tears fell upon it and 

watered it, and it flourished and became a fine tree. Cinderella went to see it three times a day, 

and wept and prayed, and each time a white bird rose up from the tree, and if she uttered any 

wish the bird brought her whatever she had wished for.  

Now it came to pass that the King ordained a festival that should last for three days, and 

to which all the beautiful young women of that country were bidden, so that the King’s son 

might choose a bride from among them. When the two stepdaughters heard that they too were 

bidden to appear, they felt very pleased, and they called Cinderella and said, “Comb our hair, 

brush our shoes, and make our buckles fast, we are going to the wedding feast at the King’s 

castle.” When she heard this, Cinderella could not help crying, for she too would have liked to 

go to the dance, and she begged her step-mother to allow her.  

“What! You Cinderella!” said she, “in all your dust and dirt, you want to go to the 

festival! you that have no dress and no shoes! you want to dance!” But as she persisted in 

asking, at last the step- mother said, “I have strewed a dishful of lentils in the ashes, and if you 

can pick them all up again in two hours you may go with us.”  

Then the maiden went to the back-door that led into the garden, and called out, “O 

gentle doves, O turtle-doves, And all the birds that be, The lentils that in ashes lie Come and 

pick up for me! The good must be put in the dish, The bad you may eat if you wish.” Then there 

came to the kitchen-window two white doves, and after them some turtle-doves, and at last a 

crowd of all the birds under heaven, chirping and fluttering, and they alighted among the ashes; 

and the doves nodded with their heads, and began to pick, peck, pick, peck, and then all the 

others began to pick, peck, pick, peck, and put all the good grains into the dish. Before an hour 

was over all was done, and they flew away.  

Then the maiden brought the dish to her step-mother, feeling joyful, and thinking that 

now she should go to the feast; but the step-mother said, “No, Cinderella, you have no proper 

clothes, and you do not know how to dance, and you would be laughed at!” And when 
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Cinderella cried for disappointment, she added, “If you can pick two dishes full of lentils out of 

the ashes, nice and clean, you shall go with us,” thinking to herself, “for that is not possible.” 

When she had strewed two dishes full of lentils among the ashes the maiden went through the 

back-door into the garden, and cried,“O gentle doves, O turtle-doves, And all the birds that be, 

The lentils that in ashes lie Come and pick up for me! The good must be put in the dish, The bad 

you may eat if you wish.”  

So there came to the kitchen-window two white doves, and then some turtledoves, and 

at last a crowd of all the other birds under heaven, chirping and fluttering, and they alighted 

among the ashes, and the doves nodded with their heads and began to pick, peck, pick, peck, 

and then all the others began to pick, peck, pick, peck, and put all the good grains into the dish. 

And before half-an- hour was over it was all done, and they flew away. Then the maiden took 

the dishes to the step-mother, feeling joyful, and thinking that now she should go with them to 

the feast; but she said, “All this is of no good to you; you cannot come with us, for you have no 

proper clothes, and cannot dance; you would put us to shame.” Then she turned her back on 

poor Cinderella and made haste to set out with her two proud daughters.  

And as there was no one left in the house, Cinderella went to her mother’s grave, under 

the hazel bush, and cried, “Little tree, little tree, shake over me, That silver and gold may come 

down and cover me.”  

Then the bird threw down a dress of gold and silver, and a pair of slippers embroidered 

with silk and silver. And in all haste she put on the dress and went to the festival. But her step-

mother and sisters did not know her, and thought she must be a foreign Princess, she looked so 

beautiful in her golden dress. Of Cinderella they never thought at all, and supposed that she 

was sitting at home, and picking the lentils out of the ashes. The King’s son came  

to meet her, and took her by the hand and danced with her, and he refused to stand up with 

anyone else, so that he might not be obliged to let go her hand; and when any one came to 

claim it he answered, “She is my partner.” And when the evening came she wanted to go home, 

but the Prince said he would go with her to take care of her, for he wanted to see where the 

beautiful maiden lived. But she escaped him, and jumped up into the pigeon-house. Then the 

Prince waited until the father came, and told him the strange maiden had jumped into the 
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pigeon-house. The father thought to himself, “It surely cannot be Cinderella,” and called for 

axes and hatchets, and had the pigeon-house cut down, but there was no one in it. And when 

they entered the house, there sat Cinderella in her dirty clothes among the cinders, and a little 

oil- lamp burnt dimly in the chimney; for Cinderella had been very quick, and had jumped out of 

the pigeon-house again, and had run to the hazel bush; and there she had taken off her 

beautiful dress and had laid it on the grave, and the bird had carried it away again, and then she 

had put on her little gray kirtle again, and had sat down in the kitchen among the cinders.  

The next day, when the festival began anew, and the parents and step-sisters had gone 

to it, Cinderella went to the hazel bush and cried, “Little tree, little tree, shake over me, That 

silver and gold may come down and cover me.”  

Then the bird cast down a still more splendid dress than on the day before.  

And when she appeared in it among the guests everyone was astonished at her beauty. 

The Prince had been waiting until she came, and he took her hand and danced with her alone. 

And when anyone else came to invite her he said, “She is my partner.” And when the evening 

came she wanted to go home, and the Prince followed her, for he wanted to see to what house 

she belonged; but she broke away from him, and ran into the garden at the back of the house. 

There stood a fine large tree, bearing splendid pears; she leapt as lightly as a squirrel among the 

branches, and the Prince did not know what had become of her. So he waited until the father 

came, and then he told him that the strange maiden had rushed from him, and that he thought 

she had gone up into the pear tree. The father thought to himself, “It surely cannot be 

Cinderella,” and called for an axe, and felled the tree, but there was no one in it. And when they 

went into the kitchen there sat Cinderella among the cinders, as usual, for she had got down 

the other side of the tree, and had taken back her beautiful clothes to the bird on the hazel 

bush, and had put on her old gray kirtle again.  

On the third day, when the parents and the step-children had set off, Cinderella went 

again to her mother’s grave, and said to the tree, “Little tree, little tree, shake over me, That 

silver and gold may come down and cover me.” Then the bird cast down a dress, the like of 

which had never been seen for splendor and brilliancy, and slippers that were of gold.  
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And when she appeared in this dress at the feast nobody knew what to say for 

wonderment. The Prince danced with her alone, and if anyone else asked her he answered, 

“She is my partner.” And when it was evening Cinderella wanted to go home, and the Prince 

was about to go with her, when she ran past him so quickly that he could not follow her. But he 

had laid a plan, and had caused all the steps to be spread with pitch, so that as she rushed 

down them the left shoe of the maiden remained sticking in it. The Prince picked it up, and saw 

that it was of gold, and very small and slender. The next morning he went to the father and told 

him that none should be his bride save the one whose foot the golden shoe should fit.  

Then the two sisters were very glad, because they had pretty feet. The eldest went to 

her room to try on the shoe, and her mother stood by. But she could not get her great toe into 

it, for the shoe was too small; then her mother handed her a knife, and said, “Cut the toe off, 

for when you are Queen you will never have to go on foot.” So the girl cut her toe off, squeezed 

her foot into the shoe, concealed the pain, and went down to the Prince. Then he took her with 

him on his horse as his bride, and rode off. They had to pass by the grave, and there sat the two 

pigeons on the hazel bush, and cried, “There they go, there they go! There is blood on her shoe; 

The shoe is too small, Not the right bride at all!”  

Then the Prince looked at her shoe, and saw the blood flowing. And he turned his horse 

round and took the false bride home again, saying she was not the right one, and that the other 

sister must try on the shoe. So she went into her room to do so, and got her toes comfortably 

in, but her heel was too large. Then her mother handed her the knife, saying, “Cut a piece off 

your heel; when you are Queen you will never have to go on foot.” So the girl cut a piece off her 

heel, and thrust her foot into the shoe, concealed the pain, and went down to the Prince, who 

took his bride before him on his horse and rode off. When they passed by the hazel bush the 

two pigeons sat there and cried, “There they go, there they go! There is blood on her shoe; The 

shoe is too small, -Not the right bride at all!”  

Then the Prince looked at her foot, and saw how the blood was flowing from the shoe, 

and staining the white stocking. And he turned his horse round and brought the false bride 

home again. “This is not the right one,” said he, “have you no other daughter?”  
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“No,” said the man, “only my dead wife left behind her a little stunted Cinderella; it is 

impossible that she can be the bride.” But the King’s son ordered her to be sent for, but the 

mother said, “Oh no! she is much too dirty, I could not let her be seen.” But he would have her 

fetched, and so Cinderella had to appear.  

First she washed her face and hands quite clean, and went in and curtseyed to the 

Prince, who held out to her the golden shoe. Then she sat down on a stool drew her foot out of 

the heavy wooden shoe, and slipped it into the golden one, which fitted it perfectly. And when 

she stood up, and the Prince looked in her face, he knew again the beautiful maiden that had 

danced with him, and he cried, “This is the right bride!” The step-mother and the two sisters 

were thunderstruck, and grew pale with anger; but he put Cinderella before him on his horse 

and rode off. And as they passed the hazel bush, the two white pigeons cried, “There they go, 

there they go! No blood on her shoe; The shoe’s not too small, The right bride is she after all.”  

And when they had thus cried, they came flying after and perched on Cinderella’s shoulders, 

one on the right, the other on the left, and so remained.  

And when her wedding with the Prince was appointed to be held, the false sisters came, 

hoping to curry favor, and to take part in the festivities. So as the bridal procession went to the 

church, the eldest walked on the right side and the younger on the left, and the pigeons picked 

out an eye of each of them. And as they returned the elder was on the left side and the younger 

on the right, and the pigeons picked out the other eye of each of them. And so they were 

condemned to go blind for the rest of their days because of their wickedness and falsehood.  

 

THE END  
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Knives 
By Jane Yolen 
 

Love can be as sharp 

as the point of a knife, 

as piercing as a sliver of glass. 

My sisters did not know this. 

They thought love was an old slipper:  5 

pull it on and it fits. 

They did not know this secret of the world: 

the wrong one can kill. 

It cost them their lives. 

  

Princes understand the world,   10 

they know the nuance of the tongue, 

they are bred up in it. 

A shoe is not a shoe: 

it implies miles, it suggests length, 

it measures and makes solid.    15 

It wears and is worn. 

Where there is one shoe, there must be a match. 

Otherwise the kingdom limps along. 

  

Glass is not glass 

in the language of love:    20 

it implies sight, it suggests depth, 

it mirrors and makes real, 

it is sought and is seen. 
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What is made of glass reflects the gazer. 

A queen must be made of glass.   25 

  

I spoke to the prince in that secret tongue, 

the diplomacy of courting, 

he using shoes, I using glass, 

and all my sisters saw was a slipper, 

too long at the heel,     30 

too short at the toe. 

What else could they use but a knife? 

What else could he see but the declaration of war? 

  

Princes understand the world, 

they know the nuance of the tongue,  35 

they are bred up in it. 

In war as in life they take no prisoners. 

And they always marry the other shoe. 

 
  

Copyright © 1993 by Jane Yolen. The poem first appeared in Snow White, 
Blood Red, published by Avon Books. 
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TP-COASTT  
Directions: Please complete this handout digitally so the boxes expand as needed. 
 

Title 
What do you notice 
about the words or 
structure of the title? 

 

Paraphrase 
Put the literal meaning 
into your own words, 
sentence by sentence. 
Try to keep the tone 
the same. 

 

Connotation 
Identify at least three 
literary devices at work 
in the poem (cite a line 
number and example 
for each) and make a 
claim about the effect 
of each device on the 
poem’s meaning. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Organization 
What do you notice 
about the structure of 
the piece? (Meter? 
Rhyme Scheme? do 
the ideas flow in a 
specific way? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Attitude 
What is the author or 
speaker’s attitude 
toward his/her subject 
or audience? 

 

 

Shift 
Where does the 
meaning or tone 
pivot/change? How do 
you know? 

 

 

 

 

 

Title 
Revisit the title. See 
anything new? 

 

 

Theme 
What is the author 
saying about life? This 
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CANNOT be left in 
topic form. 

 


	Read the following short story and poem carefully. Complete the following annotations:
	by Jacob Ludwig Grimm and Wilhelm Carl Grimm (1812)

