
Critical   Lenses  

Psychological   Lens  Social   Class   Lens  Gender   Lens  Reader   Response   Lens  

Reading   a   text   for   what   it  
shows   about   patterns  
regarding   human  
behavior   and   nature  

Reading   a   text   to   identify  
how   it   comments   on  
social   status   issues  

Reading   a   text   to   identify   how  
it   comments   on   gender   issues  
or   identify   attitudes   toward  
gender  

Reading   a   text   to   identify  
personal   meaning  

1. Is   the   way  
characters   behave  
believable?   

2. What   drives  
characters   to   act  
the   way   they   do?  
What   motivates  
them?   

3. What   range   of  
emotions   does   the  
character   have?  
What   influenced  
their   prevalence?   

4. Does   the   character  
act  
morally/ethically?  
How   do   you  
perceive   their  
behavior?   What  
could   cause  
differences   in  
morality?  

1. How   are   higher,  
middle,   and   lower  
classes  
represented?   

2. What   does   the   text  
say   about   class  
structure?   

3. What   does   the   text  
show   about   how  
class   influences   the  
world?   

4. What   stereotypes  
are   there   about   the  
different   classes   in  
the   society   you   are  
reading   about?   

5. How   is   class  
determined   in   this  
society?   How   is  
attainment   of   wealth  
perceived   by   the  
characters?  

1. Consider   the   gender   of  
the   author   and   main  
characters.   Whose  
perspective   is   present  
and   how   does   their  
gender   impact   the   way  
they   view   the   world?   

2. What   gender   roles   or  
stereotypes   are   present  
in   the   text?   How   are  
these   perceived   by   other  
characters   and   how  
does   this   impact   the   way  
you   read   it?   

3. Flip   the   gender   of   the  
characters.   How   does  
this   change   the   impact   of  
what   you   read?  

1. In   what   ways   is   the  
text   relatable   to   your  
own   life?   

2. In   what   ways   is   the  
text   different   from  
your   own   life?   

3. How   did   the   text  
affect   you  
emotionally?   

4. How   does   the   text  
interest   you   or   relate  
to   your   world?   

 

 
“Katniss,”   he   says.   I   go   over   to   him   and   brush   back   the   hair   from   his   eyes.   “Thanks   for   finding   me.”   
“You   would   have   found   me   if   you   could,”   I   say.   His   forehead’s   burning   up.   Like   the   medicine’s   having   no   effect   at   all.  
Suddenly,   out   of   nowhere,   I’m   scared   he’s   going   to   die.   
 
“Just   in   case   I   don’t-”   he   tries   to   say.   
 
“No,   Peeta”,   I   don’t   even   want   to   discuss   it,”   I   say,   and   as   he   insists   on   continuing,   impulsively,   I   lean   forward   to   kiss  
him,   stopping   his   words.   This   is   probably   overdue   anyway   since   he’s   right,   we   are   supposed   to   be   madly   in   love.   It’s  
the   first   time   I’ve   ever   kissed   a   boy,   which   should   make   some   sort   of   impression   I   guess,   but   all   I   can   register   is   his  
feverish   heat.   I   break   away   and   pull   the   edge   of   the   sleeping   bag   up   around   him.   “You’re   not   going   to   die.   All   right?”   
 
I   step   out   in   the   cool   evening   air   just   as   the   parachute   floats   down   from   the   sky.   My   fingers   quickly   undo   the   tie,  
hoping   for   some   real   medicine   to   treat   Peeta’s   leg.   Instead   I   find   a   pot   of   hot   broth.   
Haymitch   couldn’t   be   sending   a   clearer   message.   He   is   fighting   just   as   hard   to   get   us   sponsors,   while   other   districts  
have   the   resources   to   easily   send   what   their   tributes   need.   I   can   almost   hear   his   snarl.   “You’re   supposed   to   be   in  
love,   sweetheart.   The   boy’s   dying.   Give   me   something   I   can   work   with!”  
And   he   is   right.   I’ve   got   to   give   the   audience   something   more   to   care   about.   Romance.   Star-crossed   lovers   desperate  
to   get   home.   Never   having   been   in   love,   this   is   going   to   be   a   real   trick,   but   the   performance   must   happen   to   get   what  
we   need   to   survive.   I   think   of   my   parents.   The   way   my   father   never   failed   to   bring   her   gifts   from   the   woods.   The   way  
my   mother’s   face   would   light   up   at   the   sound   of   his   boots   at   the   door.   The   way   she   almost   stopped   living   when   he  
died.   
 


