Writing Guide: Examples of Annotation

Annotation:

The Foundation of Close Reading

What you do when you annotate

e Read with a pen or pencil (not a highlighter)

e Look up words in the dictionary

e Underline as you note what you note

e Write in the margins as you note what you note

What to you note as you underline and write marginal comments

e Note the structure of the text: main points, sub-points, sections,
main themes or topics

e Note lines you think are important or like

¢ Note important people, places, dates, or facts

e Note and record questions you have

¢ Note and record connections you make, especially to your
previous knowledge/experience

e Note similarities and differences

e Take especial notice of information relevant to the purpose for
reading (whatever that purpose is)

Six Examples of Annotating: See the following examples

from Bad > to Good
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Writing Guide: Examples of Annotation

Bad Annotation

None at all done
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theatre with him. He was awfully fond of music and sang a little. People knew that they
were courting and, when he sang about the lass that loves a sailor, she always felt
pleasantly confused. He used to call her Poppens out of fun. First of all it had been an
excitement for her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had tales of
distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a pound a month on a ship of the Allan
Line going out to Canada. He told her the names of the ships he had been on and the names
of the different services. He had sailed through the Straits of Magellan and he told her
stories of the terrible Patagonians. He had fallen on his feet in Buenos Ayres, he said, and
had come over to the old country just for a holiday. Of course, her father had found out the
affair and had forbidden her to have anything to say to him.

“ know these sailor chaps,” he said.
One day he had quarreled with Frank and after that she had to meet her lover secretly.

The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in her lap grew indistinct.
One was to Harry; the other was to her father. Ernest had been her favourite but she liked
Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately, she noticed; he would miss her. Sometimes
he could be very nice, Not long before, when she had been laid up for a day, he had read her
out a ghost story and made toast for her at the fire. Another day, when their mother was
alive, they had all gone for a picnic to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting
on her mother's bonnet to make the children laugh.

Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, leaning her head against
the window curtain, inhaling the odour of dusty cretonne. Down far in the avenue she could
hear a street organ playing. She knew the air. Strange that it should come that very night to
remind her of the promise to her mother, her promise to keep the home together as long as
she could. She remembered the last night of her mother's illness; she was again in the close
dark room at the other side of the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air of Italy. The
organ-player had been ordered to go away and given sixpence, She remembered her father
strutting back into the sickroom saying:

"Damned ltalians! coming over here!”

As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother's life laid its spell on the very quick of her
being -- that life of commonplace sacrifices closing in final craziness. She trembled as she
heard again her mother's voice saying constantly with foolish insistence:

"Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!" (The end of pleasure is pain. The end of pleasure is
pain.)

She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror. Escape! She must escape! Frank would save her.
He would give her life, perhaps love, too, But she wanted to live. Why should she be
unhappy? She had a right to happiness. Frank would take her in his arms, fold her in his
arms. He would save her.
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Poor Annotation

No underlining (beyond keywords) and hardly any marginal comments
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theatre with him. He was awfully fond of music and sang a little. People knew that they
were courting and, when he sang about the lass that loves a sailor, she always felt
pleasantly confused. He used to call her Poppens out of fun. First of all it had been an
excitement for her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had tales of
distant countries. He had started as a deck boy ata pound a month on a ship of the Allan
Line going out to Canada. He told her the names of the ships he had been on and the names
of the different services. He had sailed through the Straits of Magellan and he told her
stories of the terrible Patagonians. He had fallen on his feet in Buenos Ayres, he said, and
had come over to the old country just for a holiday. Of course, her father had found out the
affair and had forbidden her to have anythi‘rglg to say to him.
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"I know these sailor chaps,” he said. J.'S'r rd
One day he had quarreled with Frank and after that she had to meet her lover secretly.

The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in her lap grew indistinct.
One was to Harry; the other was to her father. Ernest had been her favourite but she liked
Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately, she noticed; he would miss her. Sometimes
he could be very nice. Not long before, when she had been laid up for a day, he had read her
out a ghost story and made toast for her at the fire. Another day, when their mother was
alive, they had all gone for a picnic to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting
on her mother’s bonnet to make the children laugh.

Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, leaning her head against
the window curtain, inhaling the odour of dusty cretonne. Down far in the avenue she could
hear a street organ playing. She knew the air. Strange that it should come that very night to
remind her of the promise to her mother, her promise to keep the home together as long as
she could. She remembered the last night of her mother's illness; she was again in the close
dark room at the other side of the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air of Italy. The
organ-player had been ordered to go away and given sixpence. She remembered her father
strutting back into the sickroom saying: .
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As she mused the pitiful vision of her maother's life laid its spell on the very quick of her

being -- that life of commonplace sacrifices closing in final craziness. She trembled as she
heard again her mother's voice saying constantly with foolish insistence:

"Damned Italians! coming over here!"

"Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!” (The end of pleasure is pain. The end of pleasure is
pain.)

She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror. Escape! She must escape! Frank would save her.
He would give her life, perhaps love, too. But she wanted to live. Why should she be
unhappy? She had a right to happiness. Frank would take her in his arms, fold her in his
arms. He would save her.
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Better But Still Poor Annotation

Little to no underlining, not much marginal commentary (considering what could
and should be done)
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theatre with him. He was awfully fond of music and sang a little. People knew that they
were courting and, when he sang about the lass that loves a sailor, she always felt
pleasantly confused. He used to call her Poppens out of fun. First of all it had been an
excitement for her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had tales of
distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a pound a month on a ship of the Allan
Line going out to Canada. He told her the names of the ships he had been on and the names
of the different services. He had sailed through the Straits of Magellan and he told her
stories of the terrible Patagonians. He had fallen on his feet in Buenos Ayres, he said, and
had come over to the old country just for a holiday. Of course, her father had found out the
affair and had forbidden her to have anything to say to him.

"I know these sailor chaps,” he said.
I

One day he had quarreled with Frank and after that she had to meet her lover secretly.
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The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in her lap grew indistinct.
One was to Harry; the other was to her father. Ernest had been her favourite but she liked
Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately, she noticed; he would miss her. Sometimes
he could be very nice. Not long before, when she had been laid up for a day, he had read her
out a ghost story and made toast for her at the fire. Another day, when their mother was
alive, they had all gone for a picnic to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting
on her mother's bonnet to make the children laugh.

Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, leaning her head against
the window curtain, inhaling the odour of dusty ¢retonne. Down far in the avenue she could
hear a street organ playing. She knew the air. Strange that it should come that very night to
remind her of the promise to her mother, her promise to keep the home together as long as
she could. She remembered the last night of her mother's illness; she was again in the close
dark room at the other side of the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air of Italy. The
organ-player had been ordered to go away and given sixpence. She remembered her father
strutting back into the sickroom saying: P
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As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother's life laid its spell on the very quick of her
being -- that life of cnmmnnplace sacrifices closing in final craziness. She trembled as she

heard again her mother's voice saying constantly with foolish insistence:
Insistan @

"Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!" (The end of pleasure is pain. The end of pleasure is
pain.)

She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror. Escape! She must escape! Frank would save her.
He would give her 1 life, perhaps Tove, too. But she wanted to live. Why should she be
unhappy? She had a right to happiness. Frank would take her in his arms, fold her in his
arms. He would save her.
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Better Annotation

More underlining, circling of key words and lines, and marginal comments.
Annotations incomplete because a section is skipped.
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theatre with him. He was awfully fond of music and sang a little. People knew that they

were courting and, when he sang about the lass thatToves a sallor, she always felt —* St
pleasantly confusecﬂ He used to call he gogéensput of fun. First of all it had been an
excitement for her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had tales of
distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a pound a month on a ship of th
(Linejgoing out to Canada. He told her the names of the ships he had been on and the names
of the different services. He had sailed through the Straits of Magellan and he told her
stories of the terrible Patagonians. He hadlfallen o his Teetfn Buenos Ayres, he said, and

had come over to the ald country just for a holi ay.\Of course, her Tather had found out the et oty
affair and had forbidden her to have anything to sayIﬂ him. [ e iweradi 6de ,wr..‘,.aﬂbﬁt
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"I know these sailor chaps,” he said. wwcer st () crpecially
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One day he had quarreled with Frank and after that she had to meet her lover secretly. <
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The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in her lap grew indistinct.
One was to Harry; the other was to her father. Ernest had been her favourite but she liked
W Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately, she noticed; he would miss her, Sometimes _ o ey gty
wann he could be very nice. Not long before, when she had been laid up for a day, he had read her 4 v tuwgt
%+ Jyy  outaghost story and made toast for her at the fire. Another day, when their mother was
‘a_h%* they had all gone for a picnic to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting
on her mother's bonnet to make the children laugh.

Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, leaning her head against
the window curtain, inhaling the odour of dusty cretonne. Down far in the avenue she could
hear a street organ playing. She knew the air. Strange that it should come that very night to
remind her of the promise to her mother, her promise to keep the home together as long as
she could. She remembered the last night of her mother's illness; she was again in the close
dark room at the other side of the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air of Italy. The
organ-player had been ordered to go away and given sixpence. She remembered her father
strutting back into the sickroom saying:

"Damned Italians! coming over here!”
As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother's life laid its spell on the very quick of her

being -- that life of commonplace sacrifices closing in final craziness. She trembled as she
heard again her mother's voice saying constantly with foolish insistence:

‘Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!” (The end of pleasure is pain. The end of pleasure is] g ia fre =
ain.) byt 524

7

She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror. Escape! She must escape! Frank would save her.
He would give her life, perhaps love, too. But she wanted to live, Why should she be

unhappy? She hag i E:gh_s.t_m happiness. Frank would take her in his arms, fold her in his
arms. He would save her. I
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Writing Guide: Examples of Annotation

Good Annotating

Excellent and comprehensive marginal notes and commentary. Underlining done in
highlighter and did not show in scanning of document

to see The Bohemian Girl and she felt elated as she sat in an unaccustomed part of the
theatre with him. He was awfully fond of music and sang a little, People knew that they mec_
were courting and, when he sang about the lass that loves a sailor, she always felt Wald ¥cin
pleasantly confused. He used to call her Poppens out of fun. First of all it had been an Shores to
excitement for her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him, He had tales of
distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a pound a month on a ship of the Allan Hy
Line going out to Canada. He told her the names of the ships he had been on and the names
of the different services. He had sailed through the Straits of Magellan and he told her
stories of the terrible Patagonians. He had fallen on his feet in Buenos Ayres, he said, and
had come over to the old country just for a holiday. Of course, her father had found out tha
affair and had forbidden her to have anything to say to him.
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One day he had quarreled with Frank and after that she had to meet her lover secretly.

I+ Seppms The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in her lap grew indistinct O\ﬂa:n}

5 One was to Harry; the other was to her father. Ernest had been her favourite but she liked |§hes .
ﬂh‘cjh Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately, she noticed; he would miss her. Sometimes fgm:ﬂﬂ-i'?

N e he could be very nice. Not long before, when she had been laid up for a day, he had read her ﬂ * g

¥ anger  outaghost story and made toast for her at the fire. Another day, when their mother was qus

r i wiks alive, they had all gone for a picnic to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting

]ggmﬁ_ on her mother's bonnet to make the children laugh.

Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, leaning her head against
the window curtain, inhaling the odour of dusty cretonne. Down far in the avenue she could
hear a street organ playing. She knew the air. Strange that it should come that very night to | 16 el
remind her of the promise to her mother, her promise to keep the home together as long as| hgr rigthe g
she could. She remembered the last night of her mother’s illness; she was again in the close| (o4

dark room at the other side of the hall and outside she heard a melanchely air of ltaly. The oimafig
organ-player had been ordered to go away and given sixpence. She remembered her father
strutting back into the sickroom saying: (DN‘ESV\ Luiﬂ_)

"Damned [talians! coming over here!”

As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother's life laid its spell on the very quick of her
being -- that life of commonplace sacrifices closing in final craziness. She trembled as she
heard again her mother's voice saying constantly with foolish insistence:

"Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!" (The end of pleasure is pain. The end of pleasure is
pain.) i

She stood up in a sudden impuise of terror. Escape! She must escape! Frank would save her.

He would give her life, perhaps love, too. But she wanted to live. Why should she be “Think s
unhappy? She had a right to happiness. Frank would take her in his arms, fold her in his M Fank
arms. He would save her. Wil S,
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Good Annotating

Has good underlining and marginal comments of the entire text

taeE 1NE DUNEMIAN LIl and she felt elated as she sat in an unaccustomed part of the

thcatrm awfully fond of music and sang a little, People knew that they

were courting and, when he sang about the lass that loves a sailor, she always felt

J pleasantly confused. He used to t of fun. First of all it had been an
excitement for her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had tales of
T

| distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a pound a month an a ship of the Allan
Line going out to Canada. He told her the names of the ships he had been on and the names
of the different services. He had sailed through the Straits of Magellan and he told her
stories of the terrible Patagonians. He had failen on his feet in Buenos Ayres, he said, and

had come over to the old country just for a haliday. Of course, her father had found out thie‘l Putorton e,
affair and had forbidden her to haﬁs.ényth[ng to say to him. —-3 Faolher

-
"I know these sailor chaps,” he said,. ~ —~v'0@e "

One day he had quarreled with Frank and after that she had to meet her lover secretly. Discledionce
Auarreled: T e U TLel er over secretly.

The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in her lap grew indistinct.

One was to Harry; the other was to her father. Ernest had been her favourite but she liked
Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately, she noticed; he would miss her, Sometimes
< ok /he could be very nice. Not long before, when she had been |aid up for a day, he had read her]

I
out a ghost story and made toast for her at the fire, Another day, when their mother was ;';afﬁ
4 ee o alive, they had all gone for a picnic to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting pec®)
fectlcn  on her mother's bonnet to make the children laugh. bRt

| | _ , , _  (bud Fatier)
— Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, leaning her head against

e o the window curtain, inhaling the odour of dusty cretonne. Down far in the avenue she could .
LS hear a street organ playing. she knew the air. Strange that it should come that very night g T‘oh_-"-'-f-“"
mind her of the promise to her mather, her promise to keep the home together as lgngas @Y 2t'g
Tty Ehe could, She remembered the last night of her mother's illness: she was again in the close
dark room at the other side of the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air of Italy. The
organ-player had been ordered to go away and given sixpence. She remembered her father
strutting back into the sickroom saying:

"Damned Italians! coming aver here!"

A As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother's life laid its spell on the very quick of her
2 " Being -- that life of common lacefsacrifices|closing in final craziness. She trembled as she
VS heard again her mother's voice saying constantly with foolish insistence:

[

3 "Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!” { The end of pleasure is pain. The end of pleasure is
pain,)
She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror. Escape! She mus HEr: uld save her
He would give life, perhaps love, too. But she wanted to live. Why should she be

unhappy? She had a right to happiness. Frank would take her in his arms, fold her in his
arms. He would save her.
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