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Dialogue beats are bold and underlined. 
 

From MOONPIE AND IVY by Barbara O’Connor: 
Ivy sighed and shook her head. “I don’t know how much longer I can keep them social 

workers away,” she said. 
“Why you need to keep them away?” Pearl asked. She reached for a bean and snapped 

the ends off the same way Ivy did. 
Ivy stopped her snapping and gave Pearl a surprised stare. “’Cause of Moonpie, 

that’s why.” 
“Why ‘cause of Moonpie?” 
Ivy leaned closer to Pearl. “Well, what in the world would happen to him if them high-

and-mighty people took a notion that Mama Nell can’t take care of him?” 
“Seems to me like he’s the one taking care of her,” Pearl said. 
Ivy snapped a bean and threw it in the bowl so hard it bounced right back out onto 

the table. 
“She’s just having a bad spell, is all,” Ivy said. “That woman can run circles around them 

social workers any day of the week, and that’s a fact.” 
Ivy’s freckled neck was getting those red splotches again. Pearl shrugged and said, 

“Whatever.” 
Ivy set her lips together tight and breathed out hard through her nose. 
“Why don’t his mama come get him?” Pearl said. 
“That no-account piece of nothing?” Ivy snapped and tossed. Snapped and tossed. 

“She oughtta be horse-whipped for not taking care of that child.” 
“Where’d she go?” 
“Who knows. Last I heard, she was running wild over in Macon.” Ivy’s face got redder. 

“Makes my blood boil,” she said. 
 
 
 

From FAME AND GLORY IN FREEDOM, GEORGIA by Barbara O’Connor 
“I think Harlem should tell Mr. Moody about his bad eyes,” I said. 
Miss Delphine jabbed a finger at me. “I think you’re right.” 
“But then what if Mr. Moody sends him back to Valdosta?” 
Miss Delphine lowered her head and looked up at me through her curly hair. “Do 

you think that’s what Mr. Moody would do?” 
I shrugged. “I don’t know. But what if he did? Besides, Mr. Moody’s poor. He can’t buy 

glasses for Harlem, anyways.” 
“Lots of poor people have glasses, Bird.” 
“How do they get them?” 
Miss Delphine stirred sugar into her coffee. “I’m not sure,” she said. “But I know there 

are ways.” 
“I don’t know. Like the Lions Club or something.” She took a sip of her coffee, 

squinting through the steam that drifted up into her face. “I know there are ways for folks 
who need glasses to get them,” she said. 

“If you had a kid who needed glasses and you didn’t have any money, what would you 
do?” 

Miss Delphine tapped her fingernail against her coffee mug. “Well, I suppose I’d start 
with school,” she said. 


