
RELATIONSHIPS 
& INTERACTIONS

1. What is his personal connection to the other?  

How do they know each other? 

Does it grow or change?

2. How does he act/behave around the other?  

Is it the same in public as in private?  

Does it change?

3. What does he think of the other?  

    How does this compare to his actions 

    toward the other? Does it change?

SAY

THINK

DO

© Smekens Education Solutions, Inc  • www.SmekensEducation.com



© Smekens Education Solutions

A A’s perspective of A/SELF

B’s perspective of B/SELFB’s perspective of AB

A B
A’s perspective of B

INTERACTIONTRACKER
1. What is his personal  

connection to the other?  
Does it grow or change?

2. How does he act/behave around 
the other? Is it the same in public 
as in private?  Does it change?

3. What does he think of the other? 
How does this compare to his  
actions toward the other? SAY THINK

DO



C’s perspective of A C’s perspective of B

B’s perspective of C

A’s perspective of C

C’s perspective of C/SELF
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Cinderella’s perspective of SELF

Stepmother’s perspective of SELFStepmother’s perspective of Cinderella

Cinderella’s perspective of Stepmother

Prince’s perspective of Cinderella Prince’s perspective of Stepmother

Stepmother’s perspective of Prince

Cinderella’s perspective of Prince

Prince’s perspective of SELF

CINDERELLA STEPMOTHER PRINCE

CINDERELLA

STEPMOTHER

PRINCE
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The Carpet Fitter, a common urban legend
Eddie was a carpet fitter, and he hated it. For 

ten years he had spent his days sitting, squatting, 
kneeling, or crawling on floors, in houses, offices, 
shops, factories, and restaurants. Ten years of his 
life, cutting and fitting carpets for other people 
to walk on, without even seeing them. When 
his work was done, no one ever appreciated it. 
No one ever said, “Oh, that’s a beautiful job, the 
carpet fits so neatly.”  They just walked all over it. 
Eddie was sick of it.

He was especially sick of it on this hot, 
humid day in August, as he worked to put the 
finishing touches to today’s job. He was just 
cutting and fixing the last edge on a huge red 
carpet which he had fitted in the living room 
of Mrs. Vanbrugh’s house. Rich Mrs. Vanbrugh, 
who changed her carpets every year and always 
bought the best. Rich Mrs. Vanbrugh, who had 
never even given him a cup of tea all day and 
who made him go outside when he wanted to 
smoke. Ah well, it was four o’clock, and he had 
nearly finished. At least he would be able to get 
home early today. He began to day dream about 
the weekend, about the Saturday football game 
he always played for the local team, where he 
was known as “Ed the Head” for his skill in head-
ing goals from corner kicks. Eddie sat back and 
sighed. The job was done, and it was time for a 
last cigarette. He began tapping the pockets of 
his overalls, looking for the new packet of Marl-
boro he had bought that morning. They were not 
there.

 It was as he swung around to look in his 
toolbox for the cigarettes that Eddie saw the 

lump. Right in the middle of the brand new 
bright red carpet, there was a lump. A very visible 
lump. A lump the size of— the size of a packet of 
cigarettes.

“Blast!” said Eddie angrily. “I’ve done it again! 
I’ve left the cigarettes under the blasted carpet!”

He had done this once before, and taking 
up and refitting the carpet had taken him two 
hours. Eddie was determined that he was not 
going to spend another two hours in this house. 
He decided to get rid of the lump another way. It 
would mean wasting a good packet of cigarettes, 
nearly full, but anything was better than tak-
ing up the whole carpet and fitting it again. He 
turned to his toolbox for a large hammer.

Holding the hammer, Eddie approached 
the lump in the carpet. He didn’t want to damage 
the carpet itself, so he took a block of wood and 
placed it on top of the lump. Then he began to 
beat the block of wood as hard as he could. He 
kept beating, hoping Mrs. Vanbrugh wouldn’t 
hear the noise and come to see what he was 
doing. It would be difficult to explain why he 
was hammering the middle of her beautiful new 
carpet.

 After three or four minutes, the lump was 
beginning to flatten out. Eddie imagined the 
cigarette box breaking up, and the crushed cig-
arettes spreading out under the carpet. Soon, he 
judged that the lump was almost invisible. Clear-
ing up his tools, he began to move the furniture 
back into the living room, and he was  careful 
to place one of the coffee tables over the place 
where the lump had been, just to make sure that 

no one would see the spot where his cigarettes 
had been lost. Finally, the job was finished, and 
he called Mrs. Vanbrugh from the dining room to 
inspect his work.

 “Yes, dear, very nice,” said the lady, peering 
around the room briefly. “You’ll be sending me a 
bill, then?”

 “Yes madam, as soon as I report to the of-
fice tomorrow that the job is done.”  Eddie picked 
up his tools and began to walk out to the van. 
Mrs. Vanbrugh accompanied him. She seemed a 
little worried about something.

 “Young man,” she began, as he climbed 
into the cab of his van, laying his toolbox on 
the passenger seat beside him, “while you were 
working today, you didn’t by any chance see any 
sign of Armand, did you? Armand is my parakeet. 
A beautiful bird, just beautiful, such colors in his 
feathers ... I let him out of his cage, you see, this 
morning, and he’s disappeared. He likes to walk 
around the house, and he’s so good, he usually 
just comes back to his cage after an hour or so 
and gets right in. Only today he didn’t come 
back. He’s never done such a thing before, it’s 
most peculiar ...”

 “No, madam, I haven’t seen him anywhere,” 
said Eddie, as he reached to start the van.

And saw his packet of Marlboro cigarettes 
on the dashboard, where he had left it at lunch-
time... 

And remembered the lump in the carpet ...
And realized what the lump was ...
And remembered the hammering ...
And began to feel rather sick ...
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EDDIE

MRS. 
VANBRUGH

EDDIE

Eddie’s perspective of Mrs. Vanbrugh—Eddie’s perspective of himself—

Mrs. Vanbrugh’s perspective of herself—Mrs. Vanbrugh’s perspective of Eddie—

INTERACTIONTRACKER
1. What is his personal  

connection to the other?  
Does it grow or change?

2. How does he act/behave around 
the other? Is it the same in public 
as in private?  Does it change?

3. What does he think of the other? 
How does this compare to his  
actions toward the other? SAY THINK

DO

MRS. VANBRUGH

CARPET
FITTER



She was a large woman with a large purse that had everything in 
it but hammer and nails. It had a long strap, and she carried it slung 
across her shoulder. It was about eleven o’clock at night, and she was 
walking alone, when a boy ran up behind her and tried to snatch 
her purse. The strap broke with the single tug the boy gave it from 
behind. But the boy’s weight and the weight of the purse combined 
caused him to lose his balance so, instead of taking off full blast as he 
had hoped, the boy fell on his back on the sidewalk, and his legs flew 
up. The large woman simply turned around and kicked him right 
square in his blue-jeaned sitter. Then she reached down, picked the 
boy up by his shirt front, and shook him until his teeth rattled.

After that the woman said, “Pick up my pocketbook, boy, and 
give it here.” She still held him. But she bent down enough to permit 
him to stoop and pick up her purse. Then she said, “Now ain’t you 
ashamed of yourself?”

Firmly gripped by his shirt front, the boy said, “Yes’m.”
The woman said, “What did you want to do it for?”
The boy said, “I didn’t aim to.”
She said, “You a lie!”
By that time two or three people passed, stopped, turned to 

look, and some stood watching.
“If I turn you loose, will you run?” asked the woman.
“Yes’m,” said the boy.
“Then I won’t turn you loose,” said the woman. She did not re-

lease him.
“I’m very sorry, lady, I’m sorry,” whispered the boy.
“Um-hum! And your face is dirty. I got a great mind to wash your 

face for you. Ain’t you got nobody home to tell you to wash your 
face?”

“No’m,” said the boy.
“Then it will get washed this evening,” said the large woman 

starting up the street, dragging the frightened boy behind her.

He looked as if he were fourteen or fifteen, frail and willow-wild, 
in tennis shoes and blue jeans.

The woman said, “You ought to be my son. I would teach you 
right from wrong. Least I can do right now is to wash your face. Are 
you hungry?”

“No’m,” said the being-dragged boy. “I just want you to turn me 
loose.”

“Was I bothering you when I turned that corner?” asked the 
woman. “No’m.”

“But you put yourself in contact with me,” said the woman. “If you 
think that that contact is not going to last awhile, you got another 
thought coming. When I get through with you, sir, you are going to 
remember Mrs. Luella Bates Washington Jones.”

Sweat popped out on the boy’s face and he began to struggle. 
Mrs. Jones stopped, jerked him around in front of her, put a half-nel-
son about his neck, and continued to drag him up the street. When 
she got to her door, she dragged the boy inside, down a hall, and 
into a large kitchenette-furnished room at the rear of the house. She 
switched on the light and left the door open. The boy could hear 
other roomers laughing and talking in the large house. Some of their 
doors were open, too, so he knew he and the woman were not alone. 
The woman still had him by the neck in the middle of her room.

She said, “What is your name?”
“Roger,” answered the boy.
“Then, Roger, you go to that sink and wash your face,” said the 

woman, whereupon she turned him loose — at last. Roger looked at 
the door — looked at the woman — looked at the door — and went 
to the sink.

“Let the water run until it gets warm,” she said. “Here’s a clean 

https://www.commonlit.org/en/texts/thank-you-m-am

THANK YOU, M’AM   by Langston Hughes
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towel.”

“You gonna take me to jail?” asked the boy, bending over the sink.
“Not with that face, I would not take you nowhere,” said the woman. 

“Here I am trying to get home to cook me a bite to eat and you snatch 
my pocketbook! Maybe, you ain’t been to your supper either, late as it be. 
Have you?”

“There’s nobody home at my house,” said the boy.
“Then we’ll eat,” said the woman, “I believe you’re hungry — or been 

hungry — to try to snatch my pocketbook.”  
“I wanted a pair of blue suede shoes,” said the boy.
“Well, you didn’t have to snatch my pocketbook to get some suede 

shoes,” said Mrs. Luella Bates Washington Jones. “You could of asked me.”
“M’am?”
The water dripping from his face, the boy looked at her. There was a 

long pause. A very long pause. After he had dried his face and not know-
ing what else to do dried it again, the boy turned around, wondering 
what next. The door was open. He could make a dash for it down the hall. 
He could run, run, run, run, run!

The woman was sitting on the day-bed. After a while she said, “I were 
young once and I wanted things I could not get.”

There was another long pause. The boy’s mouth opened. Then he 
frowned, but not knowing he frowned.

The woman said, “Um-hum! You thought I was going to say but, didn’t 
you? You thought I was going to say, but I didn’t snatch people’s pocket-
books. Well, I wasn’t going to say that.” Pause. Silence. “I have done things, 
too, which I would not tell you, son — neither tell God, if he didn’t already 
know. So you set down while I fix us something to eat. You might run that 
comb through your hair so you will look presentable.”

In another corner of the room behind a screen was a gas plate and an 
icebox. Mrs. Jones got up and went behind the screen. The woman did 

not watch the boy to see if he was going to run now, nor did she watch 
her purse which she left behind her on the day-bed. But the boy took 
care to sit on the far side of the room where he thought she could easily 
see him out of the corner of her eye, if she wanted to. He did not trust the 
woman not to trust him. And he did not want to be mistrusted now.

“Do you need somebody to go to the store,” asked the boy, “maybe to 
get some milk or something?”

“Don’t believe I do,” said the woman, “unless you just want sweet milk 
yourself. I was going to make cocoa out of this canned milk I got here.”

“That will be fine,” said the boy.  
She heated some lima beans and ham she had in the icebox, made 

the cocoa, and set the table. The woman did not ask the boy anything 
about where he lived, or his folks, or anything else that would embarrass 
him. Instead, as they ate, she told him about her job in a hotel beau-
ty-shop that stayed open late, what the work was like, and how all kinds of 
women came in and out, blondes, red-heads, and Spanish. Then she cut 
him a half of her ten-cent cake.

“Eat some more, son,” she said.

When they were finished eating she got up and said, “Now, here, take 
this ten dollars and buy yourself some blue suede shoes. And next time, 
do not make the mistake of latching onto my pocketbook nor nobody 
else’s — because shoes come by devilish like that will burn your feet. I got 
to get my rest now. But I wish you would behave yourself, son, from here 
on in.”

She led him down the hall to the front door and opened it. “Good-
night! Behave yourself, boy!” she said, looking out into the street.

The boy wanted to say something other than, “Thank you, m’am,” 
to Mrs. Luella Bates Washington Jones, but although his lips moved, he 
couldn’t even say that as he turned at the foot of the barren stoop and 
looked up at the large woman in the door. He barely managed to say 
“Thank you” before she shut the door. And he never saw her again.
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• Actions
• Decisions
• Reactions

• “Dialogue”
• Narrated
   conversations

• Feelings
• Wishes & Wants
• Self-talk & Wonderings



MRS. 
JONES

ROGER

MRS. JONES ROGER

Mrs. Jones’ perspective of Roger—Mrs. Jones’ perspective of herself—

Roger’s perspective of Roger—Roger’s perspective of Mrs. Jones—

© Smekens Education Solutions

INTERACTIONTRACKER
1. What is his personal  

connection to the other?  
Does it grow or change?

2. How does he act/behave around 
the other? Is it the same in public 
as in private?  Does it change?

3. What does he think of the other? 
How does this compare to his  
actions toward the other? SAY THINK

DO

THANK YOU, 
M’AM



EXAMPLE FROM

THE LESSON
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