
Point of View Examples

1st person 
Excerpt from To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee
“Our mother died when I was two, so I never felt her absence. She was a Graham from Montgomery; Atticus met her when 
he was �rst elected to the state legislature. He was middle-aged then, she was �fteen years his junior. Jem was the product 
of their �rst year of marriage; four years later I was born, and two years later our mother died from a sudden heart attack. 
They said it ran in her family. I did not miss her, but I think Jem did. He remembered her clearly, and sometimes in the 
middle of a game he would sigh at length, then go o� and play by himself behind the car-house. When he was like that, I 
knew better than to bother him.”

2nd person
Excerpt from “How to Become Another Woman” by Lorrie Moore
“Meet in expensive beige raincoats, on a pea-soupy night. Like a detective movie. First, stand in front of Florsheim's Fifty-
seventh Street window, press your face close to the glass, watch the fake velvet Hummels inside revolving around the wing 
tips; some white shoes, like your father wears, are propped up with garlands on a small mound of chemical snow. All the 
stores have closed. You can see your breath on the glass. Draw a peace sign. You are waiting for a bus.He emerges from 
nowhere, looks like Robert Culp, the fog rolling, then parting, then sort of closing up again behind him. He asks you for a 
light and you jump a bit, startled, but you give him your "Lucky's Lounge—Where Leisure Is a Suit" matches. He has a nice 
chuckle, nice �ngernails. He lights the cigarette, cupping his hands around the end, and drags deeply, like a starving man. 
He smiles as he exhales, returns you the matches, looks at your face, says: ‘Thanks’. He then stands not far from you, waiting.”

3rd person
Excerpt from The English Patient by Michael Ondaajte
“In the kitchen she doesn't pause but goes through it and climbs the stairs which are in darkness and then continues along 
the long hall, at the end of which is a wedge of light from an open door.
 She turns into the room which is another garden--this one made up of trees and bowers painted over its walls and 
ceiling. The man lies on the bed, his body exposed to the breeze, and he turns his head slowly towards her as she enters.
 Every four days she washes his black body, beginning at the destroyed feet. She wets a washcloth and holding it 
above his ankles squeezes the water onto him, looking up as he murmurs, seeing his smile. Above the shins the burns are 
worst. Beyond purple. Bone.”
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