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Section 10: Teaching Voice
Mini-Lesson #1 — Detect and name the voice

Name the voice

…I did not turn away. I fought his eyes with mine. I 
listened to him with my nose held high, sniffing the stink of 
his words when he told me my father would not likely give me 
the dowry he required. I pushed so hard to keep him from my 
thoughts that I fell into a marriage bed with him.

Excerpt from The Joy Luck Club, Amy Tan

Recognizing Voice in Literature
Directions: Read the following excerpts from literature. On the “Name the voice” line, write the feeling or attitude you hear 
in each passage. What is the tone of the narrator? How does the character feel? Underline the words, phrases, and/or punc-
tuation in each passage that were clues to the voice you inferred. Be prepared to discuss your answers.

DETEC T AND NAME THE VOICE

 My life, a lot of the time, feels like a car roaring down the 
freeway in cruise control, where you don’t even have to touch 
the gas, only I’m on bald tires going 120 miles per hour… and I 
have no idea where I’m headed, and maybe the cruise control 
is broken and I can’t even slow down.

Excerpt from Cruise Control, Terry Truman

Name the voice

And still the jabberwocky advanced, but slowly, as if he 
were not eager to finish her off all at once.

He is playing with me, Alice thought, rather like my cat, 
Dinah. It was not a pleasant thought. She had rescued many 
a mouse from Dinah’s claws and very few of them had lived 
for more than a minute or two after. She tried to run again but 
couldn’t. 

Excerpt from “Tough Alice,” Jane Yolen

Name the voice

I was strong. I was pure. I had genuine thoughts inside 
that no one could see, that no one could ever take away from 
me. I was like the wind…I draped the large embroidered 
red scarf over my face and covered these thoughts up. But 
underneath the scarf I still knew who I was. I made a promise 
to myself: I would always remember my parents’ wishes, but I 
would never forget myself.

Excerpt from The Joy Luck Club, Amy Tan

Name the voice

 …I got myself to the cabin floor. Now I discovered that 
my legs had become so weak, so rubbery, I all but sank to my 
knees. Still, my desperation was such that nothing could stop 
me. Holding on to now one part of the wall, now another, I 
made my way out of the cabin into the dim, close steerage 
and up the steps to the waist of the ship… 

Excerpt from True Confessions of Charlotte Doyle, Avi

Name the voice

I remember that day at shoot-around when I felt like I 
could fly—and now I know I can! In fact, right now, I’m already 
soaring—I feel so good.

Once I step out of this locker room, the rest of my life will 
begin—college, new friends, big decisions, everything will be 
different.

Excerpt from Cruise Control, Terry Truman

Name the voice

Christmas meant nothing to us. It was just a couple of 
weeks off school for me and a good excuse for Dad to drink, 
not that he ever needed one. There was no festive spirit, no 
goodwill to all men, no wreaths, no holly—just cold, rainy days 
with nothing much to do. 

Name the voice:

Excerpt from Martyn Pig, Kevin Brooks

The woman came over to her and slapped her hard on 
both cheeks. “You never say no here. Not if you want to live…”

Hand on her burning right cheek, Hannah drew in a deep 
breath, willing herself not to cry.

Name the voice:

Excerpt from The Devil’s Arithmetic, Jane Yolen
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Section 10: Teaching Voice
Mini-Lesson #1 — Detect and name the voice

Recognizing Voice in Literature, continued

…One by one, Stanley watched each of the boys spit 
into his hole and return to the camp compound. Stanley kept 
digging. His hole was almost up to his shoulders, although it 
was hard to tell exactly where the ground level was because 
his dirt piles completely surrounded the hole. The deeper he 
got, the harder it was to raise the dirt up and out of the hole. 
Once again, he realized, he was going to have to move the 
piles. His cap was stained with blood from his hands. He felt 
like he was digging his own grave. 

Name the voice

Excerpt from Holes, Louis Sachar

My baddest fights actually happen in my dreams. In 
these dreams, a lot of times it’s my dad and me going at it, and 
he’s tough and tall and stronger than he is in real life, and he’s 
hurting me. Shawn is usually there, sitting in his wheelchair, 
real quiet, just watching us. But finally I always get the upper 
hand on my old man, and as I’m pounding on him, he wants 
me to quit. But no matter how much he begs, no matter how 
hurt he is, I can’t seem to stop. These dreams are nightmares 
really; sometimes I’ve got blood all over my hands and Dad’s 
face is being shredded. It’s always ugly and messy and hor-
rible. 

Excerpt from Cruise Control, Terry Truman

Name the voice

Name the voice

Excerpt from Separate Peace, John Knowles

His eyes continued their roaming across my face. “I don’t 
know, I must have lost my balance…I did have this idea, this 
feeling that when you were standing there beside me, y—I 
don’t know, I had just a feeling…” then he glanced back at me, 
“I’m sorry about that feeling I had.”

I couldn’t say anything to this sincere, drugged apology 
for having suspected the truth. He was never going to accuse 
me. It was only a feeling he had…And I thought we were com-
petitors! It was so ludicrous* I wanted to cry. *ridiculous, absurd

Name the voice

Excerpt from Separate Peace, John Knowles

…instead of going to a scheduled meeting…I went to 
the Infirmary. …[Dr. Stanpole’s] eye met mine carefully and I 
said, “Well, how is he, sir?” in a calm voice which the moment 
after I had spoken, alarmed me unreasonably.

Dr. Stanpole sat down next to me…he said quietly, “…
Your friend is dead.”

He was incomprehensible. I felt an extremely cold chill 
along my back and neck, that was all. Dr. Stanpole went on 
talking incomprehensibly…

“The marrow of his bone…” I repeated aimlessly. This at 
last penetrated my mind. Phineas had died from the marrow of 
his bone flowing down his blood stream to his heart.

I did not cry then or ever about Finney. I did not cry even 
when I stood watching him being lowered into his family’s 
strait laced burial ground outside Boston. I could not escape a 
feeling that this was my own funeral, and you do not cry in that 
case. 

…Aunt Rose said. “Twelve years old and already a beauti-
ful young lady.”

Hannah smiled and pulled away as soon as she could.
“Thirteen,” she said. It was almost true. She didn’t ask 

Aunt Rose how anyone could be beautiful with mouse-brown 
hair and braces on her teeth. Aunt Rose thought everyone in 
the family was the most beautiful, the smartest, the greatest, 
even if it wasn’t true.

Name the voice

Excerpt from The Devil’s Arithmetic, Jane Yolen

“That bloody woman” was my Aunty Jean. Dad’s older 
sister. A terrible woman. Think of the worst person you know, 
then double it, and you’ll be halfway to Aunty Jean. I can hardly 
bear to describe her, to tell you the truth. Furious is the first 
word that comes to mind. Mad, ugly, and furious…She moves 
like the huntress, quick and quiet, honing in on her prey. When 
I was younger I had nightmares about her. I still do.  

Name the voice

Excerpt from Martyn Pig, Kevin Brooks

A terrible chill ran through me when he said that, be-
cause I had been afraid Conchetta was not away on a vaca-
tion…There was something about the glaze in his eyes when 
he laughed that disturbed me because I could tell he didn’t re-
ally believe his own laughter. It was a nervous type of laughing.

Name the voice

Excerpt from The Pigman, Paul Zindel


