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WRITING A NARRATIVE COMPOSITION  

USING LITERATURE (2)  

 

Level: 9
th

 grade, intensive English study 

Aim: to write a narrative essay using literature  

Skills: reading, writing, speacking 

Language: spelling, punctuation, developing vocabulary 

Abilities: understanding a giving situation, understanding artistic point of view  of reality, 

understanding characters 

Organisation: individual work 

Time: 50 minutes 

Procedure: 

A) Each pupil is given an worksheet containing the second chapter of a short story:    ”An 

Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge”, by Ambrose Bierce. 

B) Each pupil is given a list of the same tasks: 

a) Read carefully the text. 

b) Try to understand as well as you can the exposed situation. 

c) Establish the coordinates of the background and the plot. 

d) Who are the characters of this chapter? 

e) Describe in five lines the atmosphere. 

f) Establish a link between the text and the given picture. 

g) Underline 20 nouns, 10 adjectives and 10 adverbs with different colours. 

 

   

Teacher: gives and explains the task, organizes the activity, coordinates, observes, monitors 

but does not interfere, only if needed, answers possible questions, provides feedback. 

 

Homework: Be the author of the third chapter! Write a 30 line narrative composition in order 

to continue and conclude this story. 
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An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge 

                                                        by Ambrose Bierce 

Chapter 2 

 

Peyton Farquhar was a well-to-do planter, of an old and highly respected Alabama family. 

Being a slave owner and like other slave owners a politician he was naturally an original 

secessionist and ardently devoted to the Southern cause. Circumstances of an imperious 

nature, which it is unnecessary to relate here, had prevented him from taking service with the 

gallant army that had fought the disastrous campaigns ending with the fall of Corinth, and he 

chafed under the inglorious restraint, longing for the release of his energies, the larger life of 

the soldier, the opportunity for distinction. That opportunity, he felt, would come, as it comes 

to all in war time. Meanwhile he did what he could. No service was too humble for him to 

perform in aid of the South, no adventure too perilous for him to undertake if consistent with 

the character of a civilian who was at heart a soldier, and who in good faith and without too 

much qualification assented to at least a part of the frankly villainous dictum that all is fair in 

love and war. 

One evening while Farquhar and his wife were sitting on a rustic bench near the entrance to 

his grounds, a gray-clad soldier rode up to the gate and asked for a drink of water. Mrs. 

Farquhar was only too happy to serve him with her own white hands. While she was fetching 

the water her husband approached the dusty horseman and inquired eagerly for news from the 

front. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce
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"The Yanks are repairing the railroads," said the man, "and are getting ready for another 

advance. They have reached the Owl Creek bridge, put it in order and built a stockade on the 

north bank. The commandant has issued an order, which is posted everywhere, declaring that 

any civilian caught interfering with the railroad, its bridges, tunnels or trains will be 

summarily hanged. I saw the order." 

"How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?" Farquhar asked. 

"About thirty miles." 

"Is there no force on this side the creek?" 

"Only a picket post half a mile out, on the railroad, and a single sentinel at this end of the 

bridge." 

"Suppose a man--a civilian and student of hanging--should elude the picket post and perhaps 

get the better of the sentinel," said Farquhar, smiling, "what could he accomplish?" 

The soldier reflected. "I was there a month ago," he replied. "I observed that the flood of last 

winter had lodged a great quantity of driftwood against the wooden pier at this end of the 

bridge. It is now dry and would burn like tow." 

The lady had now brought the water, which the soldier drank. He thanked her ceremoniously, 

bowed to her husband and rode away. An hour later, after nightfall, he repassed the plantation, 

going northward in the direction from which he had come. He was a Federal scout. 

 


