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To prepare for our “Flowers for Algernon” seminar:
A. Reread July 28 progress report (starting below).
B. In your R/W notebook, write a title for that July 28 progress report.
C. Write notes (NOT SENTENCES) for at least 15 of the following questions to help you
contribute to the seminar on Thursday.
1. Who is Charlie at the end of the story? How has he changed?
2. What does Charlie say about the doctors? Ms. Kinnian?
3. How do we know Charlie is unhappy?
4. Should Charlie have had the surgery?
5. What were the benefits?
6. What were the deficits (besides the loss of his intelligence)?
7. Was it a sin? (reread April 30 progress report –on back)
8. Is science a good or bad thing in this story?
9. Did Charlie cheat as Fannie Girden suggests?
10. What does family mean to Charlie?
11. Who is the better person, Ms. Kinnian or Dr. Strauss?
12. Who is more valued by society?
13. Is Charlie a better person when he’s smart? What does he lose while a genius?
14. Are Frank and Joe his friends? What did they learn in the story?
15. Why did Daniel Keys use Algernon’s name in the title instead of Charlie’s?
16. What impact does Charlie’s writing style have on us?
17. What does the story suggest about the value of science?
18. Is Charlie better or worse off after having the surgery?
19. Who or what is the antagonist in the story? What conflict does that match up with?
20. Is low IQ a “mental illness?”

from “Flowers for Algernon” by Daniel Keyes
July 28. I did a dumb thing today I forgot I wasnt in Miss Kinnians class at the adult center any more
like I use to be. I went in and sat down in my old seat in the back of the room and she looked at me
funny and she said Charles. I dint remember she ever called me that before only Charlie so I said hello
Miss Kinnian Im redy for my lesin today only I lost my reader that we was using. She startid to cry and
run out of the room and everybody looked at me and I saw they wasnt the same pepul who used to be in
my class.
Then all of a suddin I remembered some things about the operashun and me getting smart and I
said holy smoke I reely pulled a Charlie Gordon that time. I went away before she come back to the
room.
Thats why Im going away from New York for good. I dont want to do nothing like that agen. I
dont want Miss Kinnian to feel sorry for me. Evry body feels sorry at the factery and I dont want that
eather so Im going someplace where nobody knows that Charlie Gordon was once a genus and now he
cant even reed a book or rite good.

Im taking a cuple of books along and even if I cant reed them Ill practise hard and maybe I wont
forget every thing I lerned. If I try reel hard maybe Ill be a littel bit smarter then I was before the
operashun. I got my rabits foot and my luky penny and maybe they will help me.
If you ever reed this Miss Kinnian dont be sorry for me Im glad I got a second chanse to be smart
becaus I lerned a lot of things that I never even new were in this world and Im grateful that I saw it all
for a littel bit. I don’t know why Im dumb agen or what I did wrong maybe its becaus I dint try hard
enuff. But if I try and practis very hard maybe Ill get a littl smarter and know what all the words are. I
remember a littel bit how nice I had a feeling with the blue book that has the torn cover when I red it.
Thats why Im gonna keep trying to get smart so I can have that feeling agen. Its a good feeling to know
things and be smart. I wish I had it rite now if I did I would sit down and reed all the time. Anyway I bet
Im the first dumb person in the world who ever found out somthing importent for sience. I remember I
did somthing but I dont remember what. So I gess its like I did it for all the dumb pepul like me.
Good-by Miss Kinnian and Dr Strauss and evreybody. And P.S. please tell Dr Nemur not to be
such a grouch when pepul laff at him and he woud have more frends. Its easy to make frends if you let
pepul laff at you. Im going to have lots of frends where I go.
P.P.S. Please if you get a chanse put some flowrs on Algernons grave in the bak yard ...

April 30. I've quit my job with Donnegan's Plastic Box Company. Mr. Donnegan insisted that it would
be better for all concerned if I left. What did I do to make them hate me so?
The first I knew of it was when Mr. Donnegan showed me the petition. Eight hundred and forty
names, everyone connected with the factory, except Fanny Girden. Scanning the list quickly, I saw at
once that hers was the only missing name. All the rest demanded that I be fired.
Joe Carp and Frank Reilly wouldn't talk to me about it. No one else would either, except Fanny.
She was one of the few people I'd known who set her mind to something and believed it no matter what
the rest of the world proved, said, or did-and Fanny did not believe that I should have been fired. She
had been against the petition on principle and despite the pressure and threats she'd held out.
"Which don't mean to say," she remarked, "that I don't think there's something mighty strange
about you, Charlie. Them changes. I don't know. You used to be a good, dependable, ordinary man-not
too bright maybe, but honest. Who knows what you done to yourself to get so smart all of a sudden.
Like everybody around here's been saying, Charlie, it's not right."
"But how can you say that, Fanny? What's wrong with a man becoming intelligent and wanting
to acquire knowledge and understanding of the world around him?"
She stared down at her work and I turned to leave. Without looking at me, she said: "It was evil
when Eve listened to the snake and ate from the tree of knowledge. It was evil when she saw that she
was naked. If not for that none of us would ever have to grow old and sick, and die."
Once again now I have the feeling of shame burning inside me. This intelligence has driven a
wedge between me and all the people I once knew and loved. Before, they laughed at me and despised
me for my ignorance and dullness; now, they hate me for my knowledge and understanding. What in
God's name do they want of me? They've driven me out of the factory. Now I'm more alone than ever
before ...

