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The Crucible Writing Assignment Part 2.  Due Friday, October 22.
Part 1 of this assignment was worth 50 points of a major grade.
Part 2 is worth another 50 points of a major grade.
Instructions:  You will revise and edit your 240-word vignette.

1st – revise.  

· You must

· Combine sentences

· Reword so that it is written in modern-day formal language (no contractions, no slang, etc.)

· You may want to

· Change, add, or remove some ideas

2nd – edit.  You must edit for…
· Correct spelling

· Correct punctuation

· Correct capitalization

· Pronouns must match their antecedents (For example…Singular nouns = it, his, her.  Plural nouns = theirs)

You will neatly write your final draft on a piece of notebook paper.  Include your complete heading in the top left-hand corner.

For an extra 10 points, you can type your new final draft in MLA format.  If the paper is not properly formatted, you will not receive the full 10 points.
MLA Format Instructions:

· 1” margins (top, bottom, left, right)
· Double-spaced – everything is double-spaced, no more, no less.  This includes your heading.  (Check paragraph formatting.  If you have Word 2007, your spacing will need to be changed a couple of different ways. The spacing “before” and “after” should be zero.  The line spacing should be “double.”)
· The heading is NOT in the header.
· Last name and page number as header.  Last name, a space, and the page number go in the top right-hand corner of the header.
· Font – 12 point, Times New Roman.  NOTHING is bolded, italicized, or underlined.
· Title your assignment “_______________ Last Words” (Do not put quotation marks around your title.  Put your character’s name in the space where the line is.)
· See the back of this page for a sample MLA formatted paper.  This paper is a shortened version of the 240-word vignette from Medusa’s perspective (see the back of the original assignment sheet)
Firstname Lastname

Mrs. Woodliff

English III – Class Period  

22 October 2010

Medusa’s Last Words

Surely I am dreaming now.  I can still shake my hair down long.  It billows like waves on the sea.  I am fair and tender.  I see a man’s eyes in the reflection of the water and shield.  It does not matter how soft my hair is now; it can still turn a man to stone. I love my hair, my children, my serpents who whisper when men come close.  Each strand hisses my desire for them.  I shake my dear children, my hair, and they curl back up with black eyes flashing.  The man cries out at my beauty, and then his tongue, face, chest, arms, and thighs turn to stone.  In front of my cave lie so many admirers of mine, turned to stone.  My children are my true loves; they are rooted in my brain. As my life comes to an end, they hiss dreams of love to me as I die.
