
 
  

Narrative Writing 
Scaffolded Exercise 
�ĂƐĞĚ�ŽŶ�͞dŚĂŶŬ�zŽƵ�DĂ͛Ăŵ͟��
by Langston Hughes 

English 

Tr. Darren 



1

Thank You, Ma'am (by Langston Hughes)

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, intsead 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 release 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.”
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 “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-nelson 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 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

pockekbook.”

 “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 knowing 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
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going to say, but I didn’t snatch people’s pocketbooks. 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 beauty-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 else other than “Thank you, m’am” to Mrs. Luella Bates

Washington Jones, but he couldn’t do so as he turned at the barren stoop and looked back 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.



 

Narrative Writing Scaffolded Exercise 
Grade 9 English ± Inspired by 7KDQN�<RX��0D¶DP 

 

3. IGCSE-Style Writing Prompt (Narrative) 

Question: Narrative Writing 

Scenario: 
In 7KDQN�<RX��0D¶DP��D�\RXQJ�ER\�DWWHPSWV�WR�VWHDO�D�ZRPDQ¶V�SXUVH�EXW�LV�JLYHQ�DQ�XQH[SHFWHG�VHFRQG�
chance. 

Task: 
Write a narrative inspired by this idea. 

Your story should: 

x describe a moment when a character makes a poor decision 
x show the interaction between two characters 
x explore how the experience leads to a change or lesson learned 

Write about 350±450 words. 

 

4. Narrative Writing Scaffold 

Step 1: Planning Grid 

Element Notes 
Who Main character + second character 
What Poor decision / conflict 
Where Modern-day Jakarta (be specific) 
When Time of day 
Why Motivation for the action 
How How the situation is resolved 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Step 2: Structure Scaffold 

 

Paragraph 1 ± Hook + Setting (MANDATORY) 

Sentence starters: 

x ,PDJLQH�EHLQJ« 
x 7KH�VWUHHW�ZDV« 
x 2QH�PRPHQW«��WKH�QH[W« 

Must include: 

x clear setting (Jakarta) 
x atmosphere 
x hint of something about to happen 

 

Paragraph 2 ± Character Introduction + Conflict Begins 

Sentence starters: 

x +H�6KH�KHVLWDWHG« 
x $W�WKDW�PRPHQW« 
x :LWKRXW�WKLQNLQJ« 

Focus on: 

x introducing main character 
x showing the poor decision 
x building tension 

 

Paragraph 3 ± Key Event / Turning Point 

Sentence starters: 

x 6XGGHQO\« 
x %HIRUH�KH�VKH�FRXOG�UHDFW« 
x ,Q�DQ�LQVWDQW« 

Focus on: 

x the action happening 
x immediate consequences 

 

 



 

Paragraph 4 ± Interaction (CRUCIAL) 

Sentence starters: 

x ³:KDW�DUH�\RX�GRLQJ"´ 
x 7KH�YRLFH�ZDV« 
x +H�6KH�UHSOLHG« 

Must include: 

x dialogue 
x emotional reaction 
x development of relationship 

 

Paragraph 5 ± Resolution 

Sentence starters: 

x $IWHU�D�PRPHQW« 
x 6ORZO\« 
x ,QVWHDG�RI« 

Focus on: 

x how the situation is resolved 
x unexpected outcome (like in the story) 

 

Paragraph 6 ± Reflection / Ending (CRUCIAL FOR BAND 6) 

Sentence starters: 

x )URP�WKDW�GD\�RQ« 
x +H�6KH�UHDOLVHG« 
x ,W�ZDV�WKH�ILUVW�WLPH« 

Focus on: 

x lesson learned 
x character change 
x strong final sentence 

 

 

 



Final Checklist (Before Submission) 

Organisation 

x Clear beginning, middle, and end 
x Logical sequence of events 
x Paragraphing is used correctly 

Content 

x Story is realistic and focused 
x Characters are developed through action and dialogue 
x Ending links to the beginning 

SPaG (Editing Check) 

x Capital letters for names and places 
x &RUUHFW�SXQFWXDWLRQ�IRU�GLDORJXH��³�´� 
x No sentence fragments or run-ons 
x Check spelling and grammar carefully 

 

Final Reminder 

x Always include a title 
x Focus on control, not complexity 
x A Band 6 response is clear, engaging, and well-structured²not over-written 

 

1. Band 6 Narrative Exemplar 
A Second Chance on Sudirman Street 
By Student Writer 

The streetlights flickered as the evening traffic crawled along Sudirman. Motorbikes weaved between cars, 
their engines buzzing like restless insects. At the corner of a small convenience store, Rafi lingered, his 
hands shoved deep into his pockets, eyes fixed on the woman ahead of him. 

She walked with purpose, her heels striking the pavement in steady rhythm, a leather bag hanging loosely 
from her shoulder. It looked expensive²too expensive. 

Rafi hesitated. 

+H�KDG�WROG�KLPVHOI�KH�ZRXOGQ¶W�GR�WKLV�DJDLQ��%XW�WKH�WKRXJKW�RI�JRLQJ�KRPH�HPSW\-handed, facing his 
PRWKHU¶V�VLOHQFH��WLJKWHQHG�VRPHWKLQJ�LQVLGH�KLP��%HIRUH�KH�FRXOG�VWRS�KLPVHOI��KH�OXQJHG�IRUZDUG� 

His fingers brushed the strap. 

But instead of the bag slipping free, it snapped back²hard. 

³:KDW�GR�\RX�WKLQN�\RX¶UH�GRLQJ"´�WKH�ZRPDQ�GHPDQGHG��KHU�JULS�ILUP�DV�VKH�SXOOHG�KLP�FORVHU� 



Rafi froze. His heart pounded in his ears, louder than the traffic around them. He expected shouting, maybe 
even a call for help. Instead, she studied him carefully, her expression unreadable. 

³<RX¶UH�QRW�YHU\�JRRG�DW�WKLV�´�VKH�VDLG� 

He looked down, ashamed. 

Without another word, she turned and gestured for him to follow. Confused and terrified, Rafi obeyed. They 
walked in silence until they reached a small roadside café, its warm lights glowing against the darkening 
street. 

³6LW�´�VKH�LQVWUXFWHG� 

Rafi sat. 

For the first time that evening, the noise of the city seemed distant. The woman ordered two drinks and 
pushed one toward him. 

³<RX�WULHG�WR�VWHDO�IURP�PH�´�VKH�VDLG�FDOPO\��³:K\"´ 

5DIL�VZDOORZHG��³,«�,�QHHGHG�PRQH\�´ 

³)RU�ZKDW"´ 

+H�KHVLWDWHG��7KHQ��TXLHWO\��³6KRHV�´ 

The woman leaned back, considering this. 

³<RX�FRXOG�KDYH�DVNHG�´�VKH�VDLG� 

5DIL�VKRRN�KLV�KHDG��³1R�RQH�JLYHV�DQ\WKLQJ�IRU�IUHH�´ 

For a moment, neither of them spoke. Then she reached into her bag²the same bag²and placed some 
money on the table. 

³1H[W�WLPH�´�VKH�VDLG��³PDNH�D�EHWWHU�FKRLFH�´ 

Rafi stared at the money, then at her. 

³,�ZLOO�´�KH�VDLG� 

And this time, he meant it. 

 

Why This Is Band 6 (Aligned to IGCSE Narrative Writing) 

x ط Engaging, controlled opening (clear setting and atmosphere) 
x 6 طWUXFWXUHG�GHYHORSPHQW��FRQIOLFW�ĺ�LQWHUDFWLRQ�ĺ�UHVROXWLRQ� 
x ط Effective characterisation through dialogue and action 
x ط Consistent control of tone and style 
x ط Clear, meaningful ending (reflection and change) 
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