	The Bluest Eye, page 62, at the beginning 
of the WINTER section
	

	But mostly we waited for spring, when there could be gardens.
	

	By the time this winter had stiffened itself into a hateful knot that nothing could loosen, something did loosen it, or rather someone. 
	What is Morrison comparing winter to? [Question: Comprehension]

	A someone who splintered the knot into silver threads that tangled us, netted us, made us long for the dull chafe of the previous boredom.
	Morrison compares winter to something.  Let’s call that something  she compares winter to X, just like an unknown value in algebra.  Then Morrison makes Maureen  do something to X!  What does Maureen do to X? [Question: Think. (Textual analysis)]

	This disrupter of seasons was a new girl in school named Maureen Peal. A high-yellow dream child 
	What was the weather like when Maureen Peal appeared? [Question]



	with long brown hair braided into two lynch ropes that hung down her back. She was rich, at least by our standards, as rich as the richest of the white girls, swaddled in comfort and care. The quality of her 
	How does Claudia’s (Claudia is the nine-year-old narrator) description of Maureen’s braids show us how she feels about Maureen? [Question: Critical Thinking]


	clothes threatened to derange Frieda and me. Patent-leather shoes with buckles, a cheaper version of which we got only at Easter and which had disintegrated by the end of May. Fluffy sweaters the color of lemon drops tucked into skirts with pleats so orderly they astounded us. Brightly colored knee socks with white borders, a brown velvet coat trimmed in white rabbit fur, and a matching muff. 
	derange: make someone insane [Information: Words: Meaning]

	There was a hint of spring in her sloe green eyes, something summery in her complexion, and a rich autumn ripeness in her walk.
	sloe: [rhymes with slow] the small bluish-black fruit of the blackthorn, with a sharp sour taste. [Information: Words: Meaning; Critical Thinking: Textual Analysis]]
If Maureen’s eyes are sloe green and sloe fruit is bluish-black, how does that make sense?

Well, it really doesn’t.  Except that Morrison wants compare Maureen to all seasons.  She is the “disrupter of seasons.”

winter: M makes winter worse
spring: sloe green eyes

summer: M’s complexion

fall: M looks like ripe fruit on legs

	She enchanted the entire school. When teachers called on her, they smiled encouragingly. Black boys didn't trip her in the halls; white boys didn't stone her, white girls didn't suck their teeth when she was assigned to be their work partners; black girls stepped aside when she wanted to use the sink in the 
	

	girls' toilet, and their eyes genuflected under sliding lids. 
	genuflected: knelt (like someone worshipping) [Information: Words: Meaning]
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The Bluest Eye, page 62, at the beginning 
of the WINTER section, without glosses
But mostly we waited for spring, when there could be gardens.

By the time this winter had stiffened itself into a hateful knot that nothing could loosen, something did loosen it, or rather someone. 

A someone who splintered the knot into silver threads that tangled us, netted us, made us long for the dull chafe of the previous boredom.

This disrupter of seasons was a new girl in school named Maureen Peal. A high-yellow dream child  with long brown hair braided into two lynch ropes that hung down her back. She was rich, at least by our standards, as rich as the richest of the white girls, swaddled in comfort and care. The quality of her clothes threatened to derange Frieda and me. Patent-leather shoes with buckles, a cheaper version of which we got only at Easter and which had disintegrated by the end of May. Fluffy sweaters the color of lemon drops tucked into skirts with pleats so orderly they astounded us. Brightly colored knee socks with white borders, a brown velvet coat trimmed in white rabbit fur, and a matching muff. 

There was a hint of spring in her sloe green eyes, something summery in her complexion, and a rich autumn ripeness in her walk.
