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Write a guided literary analysis on one passage only.  In your answer you must address both of the 
guiding questions provided.
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In retrospect, I was fortunate not to be wearing my uniform, stained with Linh’s blood.   
I had shed it in favor of the madras shirt and chinos in my rucksack, but the General, having 
lost his luggage at the airport, still wore his stars on his collar.  Outside our barracks and in the 
tent city, few knew who he was by face.  What they saw was his uniform and rank, and when he 
said hello to the civilians and asked how they were faring, they met him with sullen silence.  The 
slight crinkle between his eyes and his hesitant chuckling told me he was confused.  My sense 
of unease increased with every step down the dirt lane between the tents, civilian eyes on us 
and the silence unbroken.  We had barely walked a hundred meters into the tent city when the 
¿UVW�DVVDXOW�FDPH��D�GDLQW\�VOLSSHU�VDLOLQJ�IURP�RXU�ÀDQN�DQG�VWULNLQJ�WKH�*HQHUDO�RQ�KLV�WHPSOH���
He froze.  I froze.  An old woman’s voice croaked out, Look at the hero!  We swiveled to the 
left and saw the one thing charging us that could not be defended against, an enraged elderly 
citizen we could neither beat down nor back away from.  Where’s my husband? she screamed, 
barefoot, her other slipper in her hand.  Why are you here when he’s not?  Aren’t you supposed 
to be defending our country with your life like he is? 

She smacked the General across the chin with her slipper, and from behind her, from 
WKH�RWKHU�VLGH��IURP�EHKLQG�XV��WKH�ZRPHQ��\RXQJ�DQG�ROG��¿UP�DQG�LQ¿UP��FDPH�ZLWK�WKHLU�
shoes and slippers, their umbrellas and canes, their sun hats and conical hats.  Where’s my 
VRQ"��:KHUH¶V�P\�IDWKHU"��:KHUH¶V�P\�EURWKHU"��7KH�*HQHUDO�GXFNHG�DQG�ÀXQJ�KLV�DUPV�RYHU�
KLV�KHDG�DV�WKH�IXULHV�EHDW�KLP��WHDULQJ�DW�KLV�XQLIRUP�DQG�KLV�ÀHVK���,�ZDV�KDUGO\�XQVFDWKHG��
VXIIHULQJ�VHYHUDO�EORZV�IURP�À\LQJ�IRRWZHDU�DQG�LQWHUFHSWLQJ�VHYHUDO�VWURNHV�IURP�FDQHV�DQG�
umbrellas.  The ladies pressed around me to get at the General, who had sunk to his knees 
under their onslaught.  They could hardly be blamed for their ill temper, since our vaunted 
SUHPLHU�KDG�JRQH�RQ�WKH�UDGLR�WKH�GD\�EHIRUH�WR�DVN�DOO�VROGLHUV�DQG�FLWL]HQV�WR�¿JKW�WR�WKH�
last man.  It was pointless to point out that the premier, who was also the air marshal and who 
should not be confused with the president except in his venality* and vanity, had himself left on 
a helicopter shortly after broadcasting his heroic message.  Nor would it have helped to explain 
that this general was not in charge of soldiers but the secret police, which would hardly have 
endeared him to civilians.  In any case, the ladies were not listening, preferring to scream and 
curse.  I pushed my way through the women who had come between the General and myself, 
shielding him with my body and absorbing many more whacks and globs of spit until I could 
drag him free.  Go! I shouted in his ear, propelling him in the correct direction.  For the second 
straight day we ran for our lives, but at least the rest of the people in the tent city left us alone, 
touching us with nothing except contemptuous gazes and catcalls.  Good for nothings!  Villains!  
Cowards!  Bastards!

:KLOH�,�ZDV�XVHG�WR�VXFK�VOLQJV�DQG�DUURZV��WKH�*HQHUDO�ZDV�QRW���:KHQ�ZH�¿QDOO\�
stopped outside our barracks, the expression on his face was one of horror.  He was 
disheveled, the stars torn from his collar, his sleeves ripped, half his buttons gone, and bleeding 
from scratches on his cheek and neck.  I can’t go in there like this, he whispered.  Wait in the 
VKRZHUV��VLU��,�VDLG���,¶OO�¿QG�\RX�VRPH�QHZ�FORWKHV���,�UHTXLVLWLRQHG�D�VSDUH�VKLUW�DQG�SDQWV�IURP�
RI¿FHUV�LQ�WKH�EDUUDFNV��H[SODLQLQJ�P\�RZQ�EUXLVHG�DQG�WDWWHUHG�FRQGLWLRQ�DV�EHLQJ�WKH�UHVXOW�
of a run-in with our ill-humored competitors in the Military Security Service.  When I went to the 
showers, the General was standing at a sink, his face rinsed clean of everything except the 
shame. 
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General—
Shut up!  The only person he was looking at was himself in the mirror.  We will never 

speak of this again. 
And we never did. 

Excerpts from THE SYMPATHIZER copyright © 2015 by Viet Thanh Nguyen. Used by permission of 
Grove/Atlantic, Inc. Any third party use of this material, outside of this publication, is prohibited.

*� YHQDOLW\��RSHQ�WR�FRUUXSW�LQÀXHQFH�DQG�EULEHU\

 (a) What do you learn about the narrator and the General and their situation in the passage?

 (b) How do the stylistic choices guide your sympathies and create drama in the passage?
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