
 
Period Fiction 

 

When creating a story that takes place in another time period, the same rules of good 

writing still apply.  You need to create well-developed, interesting characters, craft an 

interesting plot, and make sure that you are communicating a relevant theme to your 

reader. 

 

 

There are two ways to create a period fiction 
piece: 

1. Choose a historical event that can serve as the plot for your story.   

2. Choose a time period that will serve as a rich setting for our story (you provide 

the plot). 
 

Steps to writing a period fiction story: 
1. Brainstorm historical events or time periods that you find interesting. 

2. Choose an approach (from the two listed above). 

3. RESEARCH the time period, including the clothing, expressions (common 

sayings), world events, music, entertainment, etc. 

4. Create well-developed characters. 

5. As you write, be sure to include evidence of the time period.  Avoid 

anachronisms!   

Anachronism – 1.  something from a different time period, for example, a  

        modern idea or invention wrongly placed in a historical     

        setting in fiction or drama 

            2.  a person, thing, idea, or custom that seems to belong to  

                a different time in history 

 

Activities: 
   

1. Read and analyze the attached student examples.  One author (“My New School, 

Montgomery South -- 1957”) chose an event that served as the plot.  The author 

of the second example (“A Mission of Desire”) used a time period for a setting.    

2. Research, research, research!  You can most easily do this online.  Fill out the pre-

writing sheet included in this packet as you research.  As always, be sure your 

sources are credible.  Finding lists of commonly used expressions is a must for the 

success of this type of fiction, especially so that you can incorporate it into 

characters’ dialogue.  The research is to be handed in with the final and rough 

draft.  The sections used, particularly common expressions, must be highlighted.   

3. You are now gloriously ready for a first draft!  Continue on with the “Steps to 

writing a period fiction story” listed above. 

 

     



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



PERIOD FICTION RESEARCH PRE-WRITING SHEET   

 

 

1. Decade that is the focus of research:  ____________________ 

 

 

2. What was going on in the following domains / areas: 

 

 

Politics / Economy / Memorable historical happenings 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Athletics 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Entertainment (music, movies, TV, literature, etc.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Fads / Fashions 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Catchphrases / Slang 

 

 

 

 

 

** Include miscellaneous facts / information / interesting tidbits on the back of 

this sheet: 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My New School: Montgomery South – 1957 
 

Dear Diary, 

It’s only one week away…the first day at my new school.  I have very mixed 

feelings about it all.  My new school, Montgomery South High School, isn’t just any 

school.  It is all white, unlike my old school, Bridgewater High.  Bridgewater is all black, 

and that’s where society (or the state of Alabama, at the very least) has said I’m supposed 

to be…until now.  At the end of this past school year, the city council announced that 

there would be a “desegregation process” at South.  They said that the surrounding black 

schools were to choose three eligible students to transfer to South.  There would be 

fifteen in total. 

I was among them. 

I was sad to leave Bridgewater and all my friends, but I was optimistic about the 

experience because I wanted the educational experiences that South cold offer me.  I look 

forward to the impact they could possibly have on my life from this point forward. 

                                                             Alberta 

Looking over this diary entry years later, memories of this time in my life came flooding 

back to me… 

 

…”Alberta May!  Are you ready?  We can’t afford to be wasting time, girl.  

School is gonna be startin’ in forty minutes, and they want all you kids there early.  Hurry 

it up!” my momma hollered up the stairs.  Downstairs, I knew my momma, daddy, and 

grandma were waiting to escort me to school.  I took a deep breath and ascended the 



stairs in my new white cardigan top and matching skirt.  I kept praying that God would be 

with me and that the white folks wouldn’t hate me…too much. 

“Miss Alberta, are you ready?  You know there’s gonna be people out there who 

don’t want a pretty black girl like you at their white school.  And they won’t be too kind 

about it either.”  My grandma lifted my head up in both her hands.  But you know that 

you’re a Weathersby, so be strong and make us proud.”  I tried my hardest to smile a real 

smile. 

“I’m ready.  Let’s go,” I said to my father, who held the car keys. 

As we drove up to the school, I was shocked at what I saw.  A crowd of white 

people, young and old, were surrounding the entrance of Montgomery South.  Some of 

the people held signs and shouted and threw things at a group of black students who had 

congregated at one side of the school.  Fortunately, there was a group of police officers 

who was trying to contain the angry mob.  I gave my parents a frightened look. 

“My God!” my mother gasped at the sight. 

“What in the world?  When will they rest?  Not even the children can live in 

peace!”  My grandma shook her head.  “Albert?  What are you gonna do?  You’re not 

gonna send your girl into that crowd, are you?”  My father sighed deeply as he turned the 

car onto the school’s side street. 

“Alberta, you’re gonna join those other kids by them policemen.  Don’t be scared.  

They’ll get things under control.  And then we’re gonna hafta park across the street.  Do 

you understand?  Don’t be scared.  Just join the rest,” my father instructed me.  I was 

shuddering with fear, but I did as he said.  I exited the car and hurried through the crowd 

toward the nearest officer. 



“Stop that kid!” someone shouted at me.  I felt a glob of spit hit my shoulder, and 

I winced as someone yanked on my shirt and pulled me back.  I let out a scream and 

caught the attention of an officer, who grabbed me and dragged me quickly away.  The 

people in the crowd taunted me and spit at me as I passed by, calling me names that wild 

horses couldn’t drag out of me.  I even saw lit matches flying my way.  The officer tossed 

me towards a waiting group of fellow black students while, using his baton, he tried to 

ward off a man who sported a crazed, wild look in his eyes.  I saw another officer join the 

rioters, while yet another policeman hurled a middle-aged black man to the ground, 

kicking him directly in his abdomen. 

“They won’t let us in!” a skinny black girl yelled at me, fighting to be heard over 

the noise of the crowd. 

“Why not?  These people are gonna kill us!” I screamed back.  I felt violated and 

was absolutely appalled, and I hadn’t even entered the school building yet. 

The faces of the white folk were beet-red with anger as they continued to yell at 

us.  They screamed “Burn in hell!” and called us “black dirt,” among other 

unmentionable things.  Many of the men chewed huge wads of tobacco and spit them our 

way.  The white women held signs as their young children knelled at their mothers’ feet, 

hurling stones.  The police did the absolute least they could do and made sure that not too 

much damage was done. 

“Can’t you see?  They don’t want us in their school.  They’ll do anything to make 

sure we don’t get in,” a tall black boy said to me while he adjusted his glasses that had 

been knocked askew on his face as the crowd loomed toward us.  An officer approached. 



“Follow me!  Now!”  We trailed very closely behind him and were surrounded by 

officers on every side.  The crowd moved with us.  We were approaching a side door of 

the school building.  Quickly enough, someone flung the door open, and we stumbled 

into a lengthy hallway.  Within a few moments an older man in a suit and tie met us.  He 

began to talk, but we could still hear the outside crowd’s taunting voices through the 

doors. 

“We’re not going to allow you to enter our classrooms today.  This has simply 

gotten out of control.  We’ll be waiting for your parents to arrive.  They will be able to 

escort you home safely.”  I stood dumbfounded as I listened to this old, balding man talk.  

He obviously was nervous about confronting us.  And it was clear that he didn’t want us 

there either, but he had no choice but to give the impression of being calm and “mature” 

about the situation at hand. 

“After goin’ through all this, that’s it?  We gotta go back home?” a girl asked 

incredulously.  I found out later that her name was Tammy.  Everyone else in the group 

seemed incredibly, understandably tense. 

“Well…I…uh…You know, we didn’t expect this.  I’m sorry, but it’s safer this 

way.”  The older man motioned for an officer to see us out of the school building.  I 

couldn’t believe what was happening to me.  To all of us.  I waited another two hours in a 

cold school hallway for my parents to arrive; I prayed that they were safe.  I entered not a 

single classroom that day…         

    

 It took me a long time to recover from that horrific day.  I felt defeated, yet at the 

same time I was filled with rage.  I couldn’t speak at first.  I didn’t even feel comfortable 



leaving the house.  The only thing I was content with was watching Althea Gibson, who 

was black, play Abby Gable in a tennis match on TV.  Althea was my inspiration, and I 

looked forward to the day that I could sneak onto the “Whites Only” tennis courts to 

practice her moves.  Nevertheless, I felt foolish to think that I could ever get as far as 

Althea Gibson, especially in a place where I could barely make it into a school building. 

 When Leave it to Beaver came on next, I clicked the TV off.  Things were just to 

easy for the Beaver, going to school in particular.  I sat in silence, staring into the air, 

thinking, worrying, and wondering what would happen the next day.  Would I be safe?  

Would my family be harmed?  How was I ever gonna make it through a full year of this, 

much less three more years?  Tears welled up in my eyes, and one huge drop rolled down 

my cheek.  I then felt a comforting hand on my shoulder. 

 “Everythang is gonna be alright, May-bee.  Everythang will be just fine.”  I 

turned to see my grandmother beside me, trying hard to smile through her own tears. 

 “You know, I never thought I’d see the day a sweet lil’ black girl would be able to 

enter such a fine school.  And I coulda never dreamed she’d walk alongside white kids in 

that school, neither.”  She sat down beside me and opened her arms wide, and I didn’t 

hesitate to accept her embrace. 

 “Granny…I just can’t do it.  I can’t go to that school.  Everyone hates us.  No one 

wants us there.  So why even try?” 

 My grandmother took my face in both her hands.  “Now you listen here, lil’ girl.  

There ain’t no Weathersby who gives up.  Especially not without a fight.  You gonna go 

back to that school, and you gonna be one a the brightest students there.  You know why?  

Because you can.  Now you can!  God has chosen you and them others to be the light.  



The first before the rest.  So dry your tears and remember.  I love ya.  And your momma 

and daddy loves ya, too.  There ain’t nothing that can stop my Alberta May.”  She stood 

me up and brought me to the kitchen, where there were freshly baked chocolate chip 

cookies waiting for me. 

 “Granny, I sure hope you’re right, because I’m afraid someone is really gonna get 

hurt.  I don’t wanna be in fear every day that I go to that school.” 

 “That’s why your folks went to go see the Reverend.  There’ll be the whole black 

community praying for ya.  Especially for those crazy folks.” 

 I smiled.  Granny always had a way of finding the laughter in things.  She could 

always turn me around in a good way… 

 

I went back to Montgomery South, but it was a few weeks before we actually 

began classes.  Even then, both the students and the teachers weren’t too terribly 

accepting of us.  We were constantly taunted, and the harassment was never-ending.  I 

had to work extra-hard for my good grades and to make it onto the tennis team.  Yet I did 

it, just as Granny predicted.  My family received death threats, mysterious phone calls, 

and burning crosses in our front yard.  However, I continued to attend Montgomery South 

each year until I graduated. 

Alberta…May…Louisa…Weathersby. 

I cannot describe the joy that I felt when they called my name and I walked across 

the stage to receive my diploma.  And I could hear Granny cheering proudly from the 

stands.           

   



A Mission of Desire 

“My condolences at the passing of your son, the prince, my liege.”  The warrior 

hoped that his words contained the right tone, the proper timbre of deference.  

“I have a mission for you,” the eloquently garbed king responded, sword drawn, 

hilt pointed at the warrior in chainmail in front of him.  “That is, if you are willing.”  The 

king’s remark was followed by a confident smirk on his royal face that nevertheless 

failed to hide his recent grief. 

 The warrior in question was taller than most men, but he was not enormous.  The 

chainmail perfectly fit the contours of his body, showing off his muscles.  He sported a 

sword on each hip, each of which he could draw quicker than the naked eye could catch.  

A well-worn helm occupied his left arm.  Despite the fact that one could ascertain visible 

dents on its surface and that it had been re-hammered into shape multiple times, the helm 

still fit his head flawlessly.  On one knee, he gazed up at the king.  “Your will is mine, 

my liege,” he responded without hesitation. 

 “Then it is settled.  You leave at the rise of the sun tomorrow.  Prepare the 

necessary belongings you require.  The rest shall be provided.  Take your leave now.  

You will need sufficient rest,” the king advised his warrior. 

 “Yes, sire,” he responded, and left his king’s presence. 

 

 This was Hayden’s first mission, quest, adventure, whatever one chose to call it.  

He had spent his whole life up to that point on the royal training grounds, learning all the 

tricks of his warrior trade.  He excelled constantly, always being the first to master a new 

skill.  He was taller, stronger, quicker, and smarter, and all the ladies agreed that he was 



the most handsome in comparison to his warrior peers.  This was his chance to prove 

himself, not only to everyone else but most importantly to himself. 

He refused to fail. 

He began his journey the very next morning.  He mentally reviewed the 

instructions his king had given him previously: Enter the village, find a woman by the 

name of Jute, and merely bring her back to his liege.  Simple enough, to be sure.  He 

entered the village proper.  Everyday hustle and bustle thrived and buzzed about him.  

Merchants stood proudly in front of their stalls and wagons, inviting passersby to 

purchase their wares.  The air was thick with the competing aromas of baked goods, fresh 

fruit, leather goods, and the horse dung that scattered the ground before him.  The 

surrounding citizens swayed like waves on an ocean, drifting from stall to stall in search 

of the best deals. 

Where shall I start? he asked himself. 

He entered a tavern, inherently knowing that it would be the best place to find all 

kinds of information.  He took a deep breath and waited for his eyes to adjust to the 

interior light.  The tavern smelled of smoke and ale, with the just the slightest hint of 

vomit.  A lute player thumbed a tune, yet only a handful of patrons seemed to be 

listening.  The rest were busy conversing, spinning tales that contained half-truths or 

secrets they had sworn not to tell a soul. 

Hayden confidently strode towards the tavern’s bartender, sitting astride the stool 

directly in front of him.  “Excuse me.  Do you know where one may find a lady by the 

name of Jute?” 



“You goin’ ta buy drink or victuals?” the barkeep abruptly answered, not taking 

his eyes off the mug he was drying with a seemingly soiled rag. 

Hayden reached into his money pouch—the king had made sure that it was full of 

the coin of the realm before he left—taking out two gold pieces and placing them 

nonchalantly onto the grubby bar.  “Just information,” he declared. 

“There.”  The bartender pointed immediately to a young woman who sat alone in 

a shadowy corner.  She appeared to be lost in deep contemplation.  Hayden walked in her 

direction, neglecting to thank the barkeep. 

He halted directly in front of the lady, eyes large, apparently amazed, mouth wide 

open, jaw dropped.  How had I missed her before? he thought.  She sat with her legs 

crossed beneath the table.  Her elbows rested on the table’s surface, her chin cradled in 

her hands.  Her hair lay scattered to both sides of her face.  A dagger, dried blood crusted 

at its edge, lay at the other end of the table.  She wore a shirt that would make one wager 

that she did not own a dagger, much less know how to wield one.  The shirt revealed 

more than it covered, Hayden mused, yet it was a rather effective strategy.  As her 

potential attackers ogled the manner in which she was dressed, she could swiftly pierce 

any admiring eye with said dagger. 

She yanked Hayden out of his involuntary daze with a quick, sharp “What??” 

“You are Jute, I presume?” 

She answered with a simple nod. 

He decided, with not a little awkwardness, to continue.  “I, Hayden, loyal servant 

of the king, have been ordered by my liege to find and retrieve you.” 

“And if I refuse to go along with you?” she responded, calm, cool, collected. 



This was unexpected.  Hayden felt as if she had slapped his face. 

“What…That is…” he managed to stammer. 

“I suppose I should accompany you.  I shall accompany you.  You are much too 

handsome to refuse.  Why does our liege desire to see me?” 

Hayden exhaled and tried to recall the king’s reasons. 

“Do you like what you see?” 

“The king’s reasons are irrelevant.”  The truth was that the king’s words had 

evaporated from Hayden’s mind.  Had the king actually given Hayden, his loyal servant, 

a reason?  Was he bewitched, a victim of a spell cast by this beauty of a woman?  He 

hastily asked Jute if she was ready to depart. 

“Of course.”  She stood, reached across the table surface, clutched the dagger, and 

replaced it in its sheath. 

 

After exiting the village proper, they walked the forest road, which was littered 

with leaves of rust and crimson hue.  Autumn was ending.  Both Hayden and Jute strode 

casually.  Hayden led his steed by the reins.  Neither spoke for some time.  Jute was the 

first to break the silence. 

“May I tell you a secret?”  Jute batted her eyelashes, not even waiting for Hayden 

to answer her.  “I very well know why our king desires my presence,” she teased. 

“And why is that?” Hayden’s voice trembled.  He too wanted her, desired her at 

that very moment. 

“The king’s son?  The prince?  He is dead.”  Her voice was flat, expressionless.  

“Alas, I know.  He passed not long before my journey to retrieve you.” 



“I killed his son.” 

“Whose son?” 

“The king’s.” 

“The king’s” 

“Yes.  As well as the first two hired lackeys who were sent to fetch me.” 

“But that’s ludicrous.  The king’s son is the prince.” 

“Was the prince.  Yes.” 

Hayden’s forward motion froze.  He was too shocked to move.  He could not 

believe his ears.  He slowly reached for his blades as if he were underwater, as if he were 

the victim of a witch’s devious incantation. 

Jute’s dagger was in his eye with lightning speed.  She jammed it in hard, wanting 

to pierce Hayden’s brain before his hands had a chance to grasp the hilts of his swords.  

Blood and fluid spurted from his eye, running down his face and the front of his 

chainmail to pool on the ground.  There was no time to even scream. 

She swiftly pulled the dagger out, making sure to twist the blade as she pulled, 

ensuring that Hayden was truly dead.  His body slumped to the ground.  

“All hail the king, our liege,” she icily proclaimed over Hayden’s still-warm 

corpse.  Jute sheathed the dagger, not bothering to wipe his fresh blood from the blade. 

                      

 

 

 

 



Period Fiction Response Sheet 
 

 

Author:     Peer-editor: 

 
1. Which era did the writer use as a setting?  Explain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
2. Exposition: What background information has the writer provided with regard 

to character and/or setting?  What other background information would benefit 

the reader? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3. Are the characters well-developed?  Explain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

4. Does the plot flow smoothly and logically? 

 

 

 

 

 



5. Does the resolution provide a satisfying, appropriate end to the story? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

6. What evidence of research is there?  How accurately did the writer reflect the 

time period she/he chose?  Explain how the time period is evoked (dialogue, 

clothing, pop culture references, etc.). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

7. Comment on what you liked BEST about this story. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

8. What is one thing that you feel the writer could really improve in the story? 
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4. Does the plot flow smoothly and logically? 

 

 

 

 

 



5. Does the resolution provide a satisfying, appropriate end to the story? 
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Period Fiction Rubric 
 

 

Author:    
 
 

Plot has a logical and interesting beginning, middle, and end. 

 

_____/50 

 

Author demonstrated “show don’t tell.” 

 

_____/20 

 

Author used various characterization techniques, including common 

expressions. 

 

_____/20 

 

Setting:  Time and place are thoroughly described, and setting plays an 

important part in the story. 

 

_______/10 

 

 
 

Conventions: Spelling / Punctuation / Grammar 

 

 

     ________/10 

 

 

 

 

Total Points:                 / 100 
 

 

Additional Comments: 
 



 

 
 


