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Special Section
An Excerpt from Alida 

Winternheimer,s A Stone,s 
Throw 

In this Special Section, you will find an excerpt that you can copy or 
download at www.WordEssential.com/StoryWorksPOVBonus. 

Use it for exercise three, “Narrative versus Perspective,” to help 
you learn to distinguish between the narrator’s and the point of view 
character’s roles in a story.

Grab two highlighters in different colors. As you read the excerpt, 
mark every line of narrative in one color. Mark every line you can 
attribute to the point of view character in the other color. Then go 
back to the exercise to answer the questions.
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SPECIAL SECTION: AN EXCERPT FROM ALIDA WINTERNHEIMER'S A STONE'S THROW

“Come inside.” Hannah led Simona up the stone steps 

and under the pediment. The doors were solid wood with cast 

bronze handles in the shape of sheaves of cut wheat. They 

were beautiful and they were locked. “Over here.” Hannah 

called Simona down to the far end of the portico where a 

standard door with a card reader had been installed. She 

unlocked the door and ushered Simona inside. 

The lobby was cold and dusty. A scuffed wood floor of 

narrow planks had once gleamed under the heavy traffic of 

commerce. The chandeliers overhead would not be sufficient 

to light such a vast space, hence the windows, enough to 

ensure there’d be light even on a cloudy day. To the far left 

was a blank wall, two stories tall, unbroken by windows or 

doors. At the right was a long, dark counter shaped like 

an L. Originally the pit where the bidding on future grain 

markets took place, it later became a teller’s counter when 

the building was owned by a bank. The frames and etched 

glass panes of the teller windows remained. Behind the 

pit, raised several feet off the main floor was an office with 

windows that looked into the lobby. There a manager could 

survey his workforce. At the back of the lobby, directly across 

from the entrance, were two old elevators with brass dials 

above the doors. The building exuded the regal, masculine 

air of early twentieth-century construction. It had been built 

for the commerce of men. Simona thought there was an 

ironic beauty to its being repurposed to help women and 

children in need.

Simona finished her latté, and then Hannah drove them 

across Minneapolis to the north end of downtown along the 

Mississippi. She parked in front of a large building with a 

limestone front. The stones had been quarried from nearby 

Nicollet Island. Greek columns supported the half-dome 

pediment. Inside the frame of the pediment, farmers toiled 

in relief, scythes and cradles cutting a bountiful field. The 

figures moved toward the center where a stock of banded 

sheaves stood ready. The building had housed the grain 

market at the turn of the century. It was here that farmers, 

millers, freighters, bankers, and government officials came 

together to set the practices and prices for the northwest grain 

trade. Two rows of large windows faced the street. Natural 

light would have been crucial to the work of inspecting grain 

samples that came in on freight cars. The building had sat 

empty and in need of repairs for decades. The city finally 

partnered with a number of granting agencies to fund a 

remodel and designate the building as a hub for social 

services for women and children. A number of agencies would 

have offices inside, from crisis centers to career counseling. 

It was an ambitious project, and Hannah was on the board 

of directors. She was instrumental in convincing the board 

that they should use a small percentage of the funds to 

commission a mural on a large wall of the lobby, and then 

she had convinced Simona to apply for the job.

The women climbed out of the car. 

“Why are we here, Hannah?”
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“Naturally.”

“I had to abstain—conf lict of interest and all that. 

Simona…”

“Yes?”

“You can peel yourself off the wall now.”

Simona came to stand shoulder to shoulder with Hannah, 

facing the vast expanse of dingy white wall. The nothingness 

of it thrilled her.

*  *  *

Simona lost herself when she painted. The world disappeared 

and she moved without a conscious thought. Words sometimes 

popped out, words like there, yes, nice. Words that emphasized 

a stroke of the brush, or approved a color choice. When her 

head cleared, she knew she was done, either because she 

was exhausted or the work was finished. A deep breath. A 

moment for her eyes to readjust, to take in a distance farther 

than her canvas, to see something other than color. Only 

then did she step back and look at the whole, to see what it 

was she had created. 

She picked up vermilion with her brush, loading it heavily. 

The brush hairs touched canvas. The stroke was fat with 

energy. It left a rich swath of color. Simona worked quickly 

on the plump figures, each a different vibrant hue. They 

nestled up together, rubbed thighs and buttocks, sensual, 

abstract, it was…

“We’re thinking of putting a snack counter and coffee 

bar in the pit,” Hannah said. “Wouldn’t that be cool? With 

lots of tables here, then rugs and chairs in conversational 

groups over there under your mural.”

Simona shook her head. “Say that again.”

“People can grab a cup of coffee and sit down with a 

book or friend over there.” Hannah gestured toward the 

blank wall. “We want it to be an inviting space.”

“Go back a little further.” 

Hannah’s smile broadened. “Yeah,” she said. “Your 

mural. You got it.”

Simona put a hand out and found Hannah’s arm, 

gripped it for support. “I don’t believe it. Oh, Hannah…” 

She covered her mouth with her hand, shook her head, and 

looked around the lobby again. “It’s really mine?”

Hannah nodded.

Simona went to the wall and put her hands on it, glided 

them across the surface. Apart from a couple of large cracks, 

it was unmarred—the largest canvas Simona had ever worked 

with. She leaned into the wall, pressed her cheek against the 

cool surface and inhaled the dusty damp scent of plaster. She 

turned to face Hannah, her features spread in a smile of joy, 

and pressed her back against the wall. “Tell me everything.”

“Everyone loved your work,” Hannah said. “Really, the 

mural you did for the hospice was your coup de grace. And 

Elise Jasper’s recommendation was outstanding.”

“Really?”

“Of course, I voted against you.”

SPECIAL SECTION: AN EXCERPT FROM ALIDA WINTERNHEIMER'S A STONE'S THROW



STORY WORKS GUIDE TO WRITING POINT OF VIEW

58 59

“Hello, darling.” He gave her a quick kiss. “You’ve got 

paint on your cheek.” He licked his thumb and gently rubbed 

it away. Simona held her breath until he had finished and 

held up his thumb, displaying a burnt orange smudge. 

Peter pulled the door shut. He removed his overcoat 

and hung it on her coat rack, which was overburdened by 

coats, wraps, bags, scarves, even mittens that stood floppily 

propped on the rack’s pegs.

“Shall I cut the melon?” she asked, and carried it into 

the kitchen area of the studio.

“Not yet.”

The intercom buzzer startled Simona and she quivered. 

She set the brush on her easel and wiped her hands on a 

rag as she walked to the intercom.

“Yes?”

“Simona? It’s Peter.” 

The sound of his voice brought gooseflesh all up and 

down her arms. She stood frozen, her finger poised over 

the button.

“Simona?” 

She buzzed him up and waited, listening for his approach. 

The elevator arrived, its metal gate clanged open, then 

nothing. Moments passed. Simona reached for the door just 

as Peter rapped against it, and she jumped back. He knocked 

twice more. She looked through her peephole. Peter stood 

there, his head slightly bowed by the lens of the spyglass. He 

was rocking back and forth nervously or impatiently. There 

was nothing to do but open the door. Simona grabbed the 

handle and slid the steel door aside on its track, a vestige 

of the building’s life as a garment factory and warehouse.

Peter stood before her, the slush on his fine shoes drying 

into the leather, leaving a crooked salty line around the toe. 

He had a cantaloupe clasped to his chest in both hands, a 

bright orange bow tied around it. A lock of hair fell over his 

eyes. She had the impression of a schoolboy who’d at last 

found the courage to approach a girl. 

Simona laughed and as she laughed, her fear slid away. 

She took the melon from Peter. “Most men would have gone 

with flowers,” she said, cradling it in her arms.
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funds to commission a mural on a large wall of the lobby, 

and then she had convinced Simona to apply for the job.

The women climbed out of the car. 

“Why are we here, Hannah?”

“Come inside.” Hannah led Simona up the stone steps 

and under the pediment. The doors were solid wood with 

cast bronze handles in the shape of sheaves of cut wheat. 

They were beautiful and they were locked. “Over here.” 

Hannah called Simona down to the far end of the portico 

where a standard door with a card reader had been installed. 

She unlocked the door and ushered Simona inside. 

The lobby was cold and dusty. A scuffed wood floor of 

narrow planks had once gleamed under the heavy traffic 

of commerce. The chandeliers overhead would not be 

sufficient to light such a vast space, hence the windows, 

enough to ensure there’d be light even on a cloudy day. To 

the far left was a blank wall, two stories tall, unbroken by 

windows or doors. At the right was a long, dark counter 

shaped like an L. Originally the pit where the bidding on 

future grain markets took place, it later became a teller’s 

counter when the building was owned by a bank. The frames 

and etched glass panes of the teller windows remained. 

Behind the pit, raised several feet off the main floor was 

an office with windows that looked into the lobby. There 

a manager could survey his workforce. At the back of the 

lobby, directly across from the entrance, were two old 

elevators with brass dials above the doors. The building 

exuded the regal, masculine air of early twentieth-century 

The excerpt is repeated below with the narrative in bold and point of 
view character’s perspective in italics. After you complete the exercise, 
you can compare your version with mine. 

Simona finished her latté, and then Hannah drove them 

across Minneapolis to the north end of downtown along the 

Mississippi. She parked in front of a large building with a 

limestone front. The stones had been quarried from nearby 

Nicollet Island. Greek columns supported the half-dome 

pediment. Inside the frame of the pediment, farmers toiled 

in relief, scythes and cradles cutting a bountiful field. The 

figures moved toward the center where a stock of banded 

sheaves stood ready. The building had housed the grain 

market at the turn of the century. It was here that farmers, 

millers, freighters, bankers, and government officials came 

together to set the practices and prices for the northwest grain 

trade. Two rows of large windows faced the street. Natural 

light would have been crucial to the work of inspecting grain 

samples that came in on freight cars. The building had sat 

empty and in need of repairs for decades. The city finally 

partnered with a number of granting agencies to fund a 

remodel and designate the building as a hub for social 

services for women and children. A number of agencies 

would have offices inside, from crisis centers to career 

counseling. It was an ambitious project, and Hannah was on 

the board of directors. She was instrumental in convincing 

the board that they should use a small percentage of the 
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“Everyone loved your work,” Hannah said. “Really, the 

mural you did for the hospice was your coup de grace. And 

Elise Jasper’s recommendation was outstanding.”

“Really?”

“Of course, I voted against you.”

“Naturally.”

“I had to abstain—conf lict of interest and all that. 

Simona…”

“Yes?”

“You can peel yourself off the wall now.”

Simona came to stand shoulder to shoulder with Hannah, 

facing the vast expanse of dingy white wall. The nothingness 

of it thrilled her.

*  *  *

Simona lost herself when she painted. The world disappeared 

and she moved without a conscious thought. Words 

sometimes popped out, words like there, yes, nice. Words 

that emphasized a stroke of the brush, or approved a color 

choice. When her head cleared, she knew she was done, 

either because she was exhausted or the work was finished. 

A deep breath. A moment for her eyes to readjust, to take 

in a distance farther than her canvas, to see something 

other than color. Only then did she step back and look at 

the whole, to see what it was she had created. 

She picked up vermilion with her brush, loading it 

heavily. The brush hairs touched canvas. The stroke was 

construction. It had been built for the commerce of men. 

Simona thought there was an ironic beauty to its being repurposed 

to help women and children in need.

“We’re thinking of putting a snack counter and coffee 

bar in the pit,” Hannah said. “Wouldn’t that be cool? With 

lots of tables here, then rugs and chairs in conversational 

groups over there under your mural.”

Simona shook her head. “Say that again.”

“People can grab a cup of coffee and sit down with a 

book or friend over there.” Hannah gestured toward the 

blank wall. “We want it to be an inviting space.”

“Go back a little further.” 

Hannah’s smile broadened. “Yeah,” she said. “Your 

mural. You got it.”

Simona put a hand out and found Hannah’s arm, 

gripped it for support. “I don’t believe it. Oh, Hannah…” 

She covered her mouth with her hand, shook her head, and 

looked around the lobby again. “It’s really mine?”

Hannah nodded.

Simona went to the wall and put her hands on it, glided 

them across the surface. Apart from a couple of large cracks, 

it was unmarred—the largest canvas Simona had ever 

worked with. She leaned into the wall, pressed her cheek 

against the cool surface and inhaled the dusty damp scent 

of plaster. She turned to face Hannah, her features spread 

in a smile of joy, and pressed her back against the wall. “Tell 

me everything.”
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fell over his eyes. She had the impression of a schoolboy who’d at 

last found the courage to approach a girl. 

Simona laughed and, as she laughed, her fear slid away. 

She took the melon from Peter. “Most men would have gone 

with flowers,” she said, cradling it in her arms.

“Hello, darling.” He gave her a quick kiss. “You’ve got 

paint on your cheek.” He licked his thumb and gently rubbed 

it away. Simona held her breath until he had finished and 

held up his thumb, displaying a burnt orange smudge. 

Peter pulled the door shut. He removed his overcoat 

and hung it on her coat rack, which was overburdened by 

coats, wraps, bags, scarves, even mittens that stood floppily 

propped on the rack’s pegs.

“Shall I cut the melon?” she asked, and carried it into 

the kitchen area of the studio.

“Not yet.”

How similar are our marked up copies of this excerpt? They 
should be nearly identical. Stage directions create a gray zone where 
the distinction between narrative and not narrative can be unclear. 
Those lines of text that do nothing more than tell the reader a character 
moved are found adjacent to lines of dialogue as often as they are 
found nestled in a paragraph of narrative exposition. Putting those 
lines in bold typeface when they are part of a narrative section, and 
leaving them unmarked when they are paired with dialogue is apropos. 

For example, how did you mark the following paragraph? Did 
you decide it consists of narrative, perspective, or stage directions? 

fat with energy. It left a rich swath of color. Simona worked 

quickly on the plump figures, each a different vibrant hue. 

They nestled up together, rubbed thighs and buttocks, 

sensual, abstract, it was…

The intercom buzzer startled Simona and she quivered. 

She set the brush on her easel and wiped her hands on a 

rag as she walked to the intercom.

“Yes?”

“Simona? It’s Peter.” 

The sound of his voice brought gooseflesh all up and 

down her arms. She stood frozen, her finger poised over 

the button.

“Simona?” 

She buzzed him up and waited, listening for his approach. 

The elevator arrived, its metal gate clanged open, then 

nothing. Moments passed. Simona reached for the door 

just as Peter rapped against it, and she jumped back. He 

knocked twice more. She looked through her peephole. 

Peter stood there, his head slightly bowed by the lens of 

the spyglass. He was rocking back and forth nervously or 

impatiently. There was nothing to do but open the door. 

Simona grabbed the handle and slid the steel door aside 

on its track, a vestige of the building’s life as a garment 

factory and warehouse.

Peter stood before her, the slush on his fine shoes 

drying into the leather, leaving a crooked salty line around 

the toe. He had a cantaloupe clasped to his chest in both 

hands, a bright orange bow tied around it. A lock of hair 
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Chapter 5
Don,t Stand So Close to Me

CONTROLLING YOUR DISTANCE

The stronger the emotional connection we have to someone, the more 
we care about the danger he faces. Readers must have an emotional 
connection to your point of view character to care about your story, 
and narrative distance is your tool for shaping that connection.

Distance refers to the sense of distance between the narrator 
or the reader and both the point of view character and the events of 
the story. The author manipulates distance to affect how the narrator 
tells the story and how the reader receives the story. There are several 
kinds of distance that work together to create your chosen effects. 
They are physical, emotional, psychic, and chronological.

She buzzed him up and waited, listening for his approach. 

The elevator arrived, its metal gate clanged open, then 

nothing. Moments passed. Simona reached for the door just 

as Peter rapped against it, and she jumped back. He knocked 

twice more. She looked through her peephole. Peter stood 

there, his head slightly bowed by the lens of the spyglass. He 

was rocking back and forth nervously or impatiently. There 

was nothing to do but open the door. Simona grabbed the 

handle and slid the steel door aside on its track…

We could make the case for calling it narrative, because the 
narrator describes Simona’s actions to the reader. We could call 
it perspective, because Simona is looking at Peter as the narrator 
describes him. We could also call it stage directions, because the 
paragraph consists of a series of simple actions that Simona takes. 
I call it narrative, because the paragraph, while primarily a list of 
straightforward movements, is rather long for stage directions, 
and it has some emotional resonance related to those moments 
of nervous anticipation we’ve all experienced. But as you can see, 
there will sometimes be overlap. The best thing you can do is be 
aware of the possibilities and keep writing. 

By identifying the narrative and perspectives in a story’s text, 
you can easily see both the ratio of one to the other and how they 
flow together to create a story with three-dimensional characters, an 
engaging plot, and a visual setting. 


