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1. Zur Unterrichtsreihe
1.1 Thema der Unterrichtsreihe („An Introduction to American short stories“)

1.2 Themen der Unterrichtssequenzen

1.2.1 Edgar Allan Poe “The Tell-Tale Heart“

1.2.2 Ernest Hemingway “A Day’s Wait”
1.3 Themen der Unterrichtsstunden der Unterrichtssequenz 1.2.1
1.3.1 The Tell-Tale Heart by Allan Parsons Project zur thematischen Heranführung an die Kurzgeschichte von Edgar Allan Poe.

1.3.2 Hypothesenbildung von Mordmotiven im Hinblick auf die Erkenntnis der Motivlosigkeit des Mordes an dem alten Mann durch den Erzähler.

1.3.3 Das Erschließen der storyline im Hinblick auf die Erkenntnis ihrer Belanglosigkeit für die Geschichte.
1.3.4 Erarbeitung grundlegender Elemente der Kurzgeschichte im Hinblick auf die Analyse der psychologischen Entwicklung des Mörders von Anfang bis zum Ende der Geschichte.

1.3.5 Die Analyse des Sprachgebrauchs des Erzählers als Merkmal seines Wahnsinns.

1.3.6 Die Beweisführung des Wahnsinns des Erzählers mit dem Ziel der Entscheidungsfindung vor einem fiktiven Richter.
1.3.7 Siehe 2.2
1.4 Lernziele der Unterrichtsreihe („Die SuS sollen grundlegende Elemente der short story kennen lernen und sie für eine Interpretation zu Rate ziehen können. Darüber hinaus sollen sie die spezifischen formalen und sprachlichen Merkmale dieser Kurzgeschichte mit dem Inhalt der Geschichte in Zusammenhang bringen können. Schließlich sollen sie Fiktion als Ausdruck von Realität exemplarisch empfinden.)

2. Zur Unterrichtsstunde

2.1 Gegenstand der Stunde

Plädoyer und Gegenplädoyer für den Erzähler in der Kurzgeschichte „The Tell-Tale Heart“.
2.2 Thema der Stunde 

Das Verfassen von Plädoyer und Gegenplädoyer für den fiktiven simulierten Austausch zwischen dem Anwalt des Erzählers und dem anklagenden Staatsanwalt basierend auf bereits erworbenem Wissen um die psychologische Verfassung des angeklagten Mörders und Hypothesen über mögliche Formen der Bestrafung, die aus der Hausaufgabe hervorgehen, als Abschluss der Unterrichtssequenz, um den SuS die Gelegenheit zu geben, den Mord aus zwei möglichen Perspektiven argumentativ kritisch zu betrachten.
2.3 Schwerpunktlernziel der Stunde 

Mit dieser Stunde möchte ich hauptsächlich erreichen, dass die SuS beim Verfassen von Plädoyer und Gegenplädoyer aus den Perspektiven von Anwalt und Staatsanwalt die Entscheidungen von Schuld und Sühne argumentativ untermauert präsentieren können. Das bedeutet im Einzelnen:

· Sie verwenden das in den letzten Stunden erworbene Wissen über die externe sowie interne Handlung der Geschichte gegen beziehungsweise für den Angeklagten.
· Sie verwenden die ihnen zur Verfügung gestellten Hilfsmittel für die Argumentation sowie Präsentation.

· Sie präsentieren in freier Rede eventuell mit Notizen ihre Argumente im Austausch mit ihrem Gegner.

2.4 weitere wichtige Lernziele der Stunde 

· Sie übernehmen eine möglicherweise fremde Perspektive und argumentieren aus dieser heraus, weil sie verstehen, dass beide Perspektiven existieren und ihre Berechtigung haben.

· Sie gewinnen Einblicke in den rechtlichen Tatbestand verminderter Schuldfähigkeit.

· Sie erkennen das Recht auf einen Pflichtverteidiger als Bürgerrecht an.

2.5 Geplante Unterrichtsstruktur der Stunde

	2.5. Geplanter Verlauf

	Arbeitsschritt
	Did. Kurzkommentar:

	Sachaspekt
	Interaktions-

Form
	Medium
	(Bedeutung der Arbeitsschritte für den Lernprozess)

	Einstieg:

Look at this man. Look into his eyes. This is a heartless man, a heartless, cruel murderer of an old, helpless, innocent man. He killed him, cut him, hid him and all that motivated out of nothing.
Warten auf Reaktionen

Well, the question of crime and punishment has always been a very difficult one. My statement would obviously have been taken by the prosecutor. But of course there are different opinions. You might think differently. Besides everybody has the right of a lawyer who defends him. The procedure in court to decide if sb is guilty or not guilty is that both the prosecutor and the lawyer of the accused person are asked to hold a plea presenting this person guilty or not guilty. We must always view a crime from at least those two perspectives before we decide upon the punishment of a human being, that’s what criminals are after all. So let’s do that before we finally judge him.
Leitfrage: How can we decide upon guilt and punishment of a murderer?
	L-Impuls

2

1

LV

5
	Foto
	Stundeneröffnung

Provokation

Evozierung einer Stellungnahme im Anschluss an die Hausaufgabe

Hinführung Leitfrage, Rechtfertigung des Arbeitsauftrags, die Problematik in den Horizont der SuS rücken, Vorbereitung der SuS auf den bevorstehenden Perspektivwechsel

	Organisation Gruppenarbeit: Klasse aufteilen, mögliche Argumente gegen die Aufteilung entkräften (Pflichtverteidigung als Bürgerrecht), Paper austeilen und erläutern

This side will slip into the role of the narrator’s lawyer who defends him and the other will slip into the role of the prosecutor who presents him guilty. On the paper you’ll find your task so read that very carefully. Within the groups you may work in pairs.
Erarbeitung:

SuS erarbeiten Argumente und bereiten sich auf deren Präsentation vor der Klasse vor
1-2 Präsentation:

SuS tragen im Wechsel von Plädoyer und Gegenplädoyer ihre Arbeitsergebnisse vor, die MitSuS hören zu und machen Notizen zur Präsentationsweise sowie Stichhaltigkeit der Argumente

While the two hold their pleas, the others please  take notes in how far you think the arguments and the way of presentation are convincing or not.
1-2xFeedback:

MitSuS entscheiden, ob sie überzeugt sind oder nicht und begründen warum

Are you convinced? Why, why not?
	5
LB

PA

15

SB

LSG

15
	Paper

Paper


	Stundenmitte

Vorbereitung der Erarbeitung, Bereitstellen von Material

Reorganisation der gelernten Inhalte der Sequenz, Möglichkeit der Verwertung der Hausaufgabe, Hinführung SPLZ

Erreichen SPLZ,

Sicherung, Möglichkeit des Erlebbarmachens ihrer Produkte

Kritische Reflexion, Erreichen SPLZ

	Reflexion der Arbeit der Stunde auf der Metaebene: Why did we deal with holding a plea in the context of our short story?

· Poe’s fiction reveals reality

	LSG

2
	
	Stundenabschluss

Abschluss der Sequenz


2.6 Hausaufgabe zur Stunde
Die SuS sollten in Stichworten festhalten, wie sie den Mörder bestrafen würden, nachdem sie ihm im Unterricht seinen Wahnsinn nachgewiesen hatten.
3. Anhang (Arbeitsmaterialien, Textvorlagen etc. mit Quellenangaben)

[image: image3.jpg]



www.fbi.gov/wanted.htm












22.10.07

Please prepare the presentation of a plea judging the narrator of the story “The Tell-Tale Heart” guilty (prosecutor) or defending him (lawyer). Find only three but very convincing arguments and present them in such a way that your audience is persuaded of the opinion you state. Don’t write a plea because you won’t be asked to read it out but to come to the front of the classroom and hold your plea. You may take some very short notes. You have 15 minutes for the preparation.
Here’s some advice:

1. You might need the list of words you already have
2. Some vocabulary you might need:

· prosecutor – person in court standing on the side of the state’s law

· lawyer – person in court defending the criminal

· plea – last argumentation before the criminal is judged guilty or not guilty

· to hold a plea

· judge – highest person in court 

· to judge

· guilt

· to be guilty of – to be to blame for

· innocent – the opposite of guilty

· innocence 

· punishment

· to punish

· to accuse sb. of sth. – the prosecutor accuses the criminal of a crime

· accusation

· criminal responsibility – sb. is able to take the full responsibility for a crime

· diminished responsibility – sb. is not able to take the full responsibility because of madness/alcohol…
3. Remember how to present an argument convincingly:

· speak to the listener: look at them, rhetorical questions, question tags, pronouns 2.p.sg. (you, your, yourself)

· link your ideas: because, but, although, so, that is why, first-second-third, all in all, in conclusion, above all, moreover, besides, on the one hand…on the other hand, also

· give your opinion: to my mind, in my opinion, I think, if you ask me, I’m convinced that, I’d say, 
Wordfields









15.10.07
Conscience

to have/get a guilty/bad conscience

to have sb./sth. on one’s conscience

to have a clear conscience

to have no conscience

a question of conscience

to be conscientious

to be unscrupulous

to be irresponsible

pangs of conscience

to be in a moral dilemma/conflict

Feelings of oppression
to feel oppressed
to feel as if one cannot breathe

great emotional torment

my heart starts pounding/beating

to be hard to bear

to make sb.’s heart sad/heavy

Insanity

delusion/illusion/mania

mad/crazy notion

insanity/lunacy/madness

to go mad/insane

to drive sb. mad

madman/madwoman/lunatic

Emotions of excitement

to excite

to be excited

excitement

to infuriate

furious

infuriation

to be in rage/fury
The Tell-Tale Heart by Edgar Allan Poe

TRUE!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses—not destroyed—not dulled them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily—how calmly I can tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture—a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees—very gradually—I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded—with what caution—with what foresight—with what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it—oh so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, so that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly—very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha!—would a madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously—oh, so cautiously—cautiously (for the hinges creaked)—I undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights—every night just at midnight—but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he has passed the night. So you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept.

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch's minute hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my own powers—of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I drew back—but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily.

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out—“Who's there?”

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening;—just as I have done, night after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall.

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief—oh, no!—it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself—“It is nothing but the wind in the chimney—it is only a mouse crossing the floor,” or “It is merely a cricket which has made a single chirp.” Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him had stalked with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel—although he neither saw nor heard—to feel the presence of my head within the room.

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a little—a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it—you cannot imagine how stealthily, stealthily—until, at length a single dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye.

It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness—all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.

And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over acuteness of the senses?—now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The old man's terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment!—do you mark me well? I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me—the sound would be heard by a neighbor! The old man's hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked once—once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more.

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not even his—could have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out—no stain of any kind—no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all—ha! ha!

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock—still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart,—for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbor during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises.

I smiled,—for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over the house. I bade them search—search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct:—it continued and became more distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definiteness—until, at length, I found that the noise was not within my ears.

No doubt I now grew very pale;—but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased—and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound—much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath—and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly—more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men—but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do? I foamed—I raved—I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder—louder—louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they heard not? Almighty God!—no, no! They heard!—they suspected!—they knew!—they were making a mockery of my horror!—this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die!—and now—again!—hark! louder! louder! louder! louder!—

“Villains!” I shrieked, “dissemble no more! I admit the deed!—tear up the planks!—here, here!—it is the beating of his hideous heart!”
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