Summer Reading
Exercises

For students who are entering 9th-12th grade
English & Literature Classes at
Cherokee Christian High School

In order to prepare CCHS students for English & Literature classes starting in the Fall, we have
created this packet to maintain and develop your skills in the comprehension and analysis of
various forms of literature. This packet contains an assortment of short stories, poems, and other
literary pieces that you will engage with over the course of the summer months. At the end of
each work, there will be a list of questions you are required to answer in a clear and thoughtful
way that demonstrates your ability to interact with literature.
Please pay careful attention to the length of each assignment. Reading and completing some of
these assignments will take longer than others, so use your time wisely this summer. We have
organized the packet in a way that encourages you to complete one assignment per week. Do not
wait until the last minute to complete this packet.
This work is MANDATORY for CCHS students. Please follow these guidelines:
- Answer the assigned questions with full and complete sentences.
- Bring the completed work to the first day of classes so you will get credit.
- Write legibly and answer all of the questions on separate sheets of paper.
- Identify your answers with the name of the assignment along with the question number
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The Weight of Glory
C.S. Lewis
Week One

______________________________________________________________________________
If you asked twenty good men to-day what they thought the highest of the virtues,
nineteen of them would reply, Unselfishness. But if you asked almost any of the great
Christians of old he would have replied, Love. You see what has happened? A negative term has
been substituted for a positive, and this is of more than philological importance. The negative
ideal of Unselfishness carries with it the suggestion not primarily of securing good things for
others, but of going without them ourselves, as if our abstinence and not their happiness was
the important point. I do not think this is the Christian virtue of Love. The New Testament has
lots to say about self-denial, but not about self-denial as an end in itself. We are told to deny
ourselves and to take up our crosses in order that we may follow Christ; and nearly every
description of what we shall ultimately find if we do so contains an appeal to desire. If there
lurks in most modern minds the notion that to desire our own good and earnestly to hope for
the enjoyment of it is a bad thing, I submit that this notion has crept in from Kant and the
Stoics and is no part of the Christian faith. Indeed, if we consider the unblushing promises of
reward and the staggering nature of the rewards promised in the Gospels, it would seem that
Our Lord finds our desires, not too strong, but too weak. We are half-hearted creatures, fooling
about with drink and sex and ambition when infinite joy is offered us, like an ignorant child
who wants to go on making mud pies in a slum because he cannot imagine what is meant by the
offer of a holiday at the sea. We are far too easily pleased.
We must not be troubled by unbelievers when they say that this promise of reward
makes the Christian life a mercenary affair. There are different kinds of reward. There is the
reward which has no n atural connexion w
 ith the things you do to earn it, and is quite foreign to
the desires that ought to accompany those things. Money is not the natural reward of love; that
is why we call a man mercenary if he marries a woman for the sake of her money. But marriage
is the proper reward for a real lover, and he is not mercenary for desiring it. A general who
fights well in order to get a peerage is mercenary; a general who fights for victory is not, victory
being the proper reward of battle as marriage is the proper reward of love. The proper rewards
are not simply tacked on to the activity for which they are given, but are the activity itself in
consummation. There is also a third case, which is more complicated. An enjoyment of Greek
poetry is certainly a proper, and not a mercenary, reward for learning Greek; but only those who
have reached the stage of enjoying Greek poetry can tell from their own experience that this is
so. The schoolboy beginning Greek grammar cannot look forward to his adult enjoyment of
Sophocles as a lover looks forward to marriage or a general to victory. He has to begin by

working for marks, or to escape punishment, or to please his parents, or, at best, in the hope of
a future good which he cannot at present imagine or desire. His position, therefore, bears a
certain resemblance to that of the mercenary; the reward he is going to get will, in actual fact,
be a natural or proper reward, but he will not know that till he has got it. Of course, he gets it
gradually; enjoyment creeps in upon the mere drudgery, and nobody could point to a day or an
hour when the one ceased and the other began. But it is just in so far as he approaches the
reward that be becomes able to desire it for its own sake; indeed, the power of so desiring it is
itself a preliminary reward.
The Christian, in relation to heaven, is in much the same position as this schoolboy.
Those who have attained everlasting life in the vision of God doubtless know very well that it is
no mere bribe, but the very consummation of their earthly discipleship; but we who have not yet
attained it cannot know this in the same way, and cannot even begin to know it at all except by
continuing to obey and finding the first reward of our obedience in our increasing power to
desire the ultimate reward. Just in proportion as the desire grows, our fear lest it should be a
mercenary desire will die away and finally be recognized as an absurdity. But probably this will
not, for most of us, happen in a day; poetry replaces grammar, gospel replaces law, longing
transforms obedience, as gradually as the tide lifts a grounded ship.
But there is one other important similarity between the schoolboy and ourselves. If he is
an imaginative boy he will, quite probably, be revelling in the English poets and romancers
suitable to his age some time before he begins to suspect that Greek grammar is going to lead
him to more and more enjoyments of this same sort. He may even be neglecting his Greek to
read Shelley and Swinburne in secret. In other words, the desire which Greek is really going to
gratify already exists in him and is attached to objects which seem to him quite unconnected
with Xenophon and the verbs in μι. Now, if we are made for heaven, the desire for our proper
place will be already in us, but not yet attached to the true object, and will even appear as the
rival of that object. And this, I think, is just what we find. No doubt there is one point in which
my analogy of the schoolboy breaks down. The English poetry which he reads when he ought to
be doing Greek exercises may be just as good as the Greek poetry to which the exercises are
leading him, so that in fixing on Milton instead of journeying on to Aeschylus his desire is not
embracing a false object. But our case is very different. If a transtemporal, transfinite good is
our real destiny, then any other good on which our desire fixes must be in some degree
fallacious, must bear at best only a symbolical relation to what will truly satisfy.
In speaking of this desire for our own far- off country, which we find in ourselves even
now, I feel a certain shyness. I am almost committing an indecency. I am trying to rip open the
inconsolable secret in each one of you—the secret which hurts so much that you take your
revenge on it by calling it names like Nostalgia and Romanticism and Adolescence; the secret
also which pierces with such sweetness that when, in very intimate conversation, the mention
of it becomes imminent, we grow awkward and affect to laugh at ourselves; the secret we
cannot hide and cannot tell, though we desire to do both. We cannot tell it because it is a desire

for something that has never actually appeared in our experience. We cannot hide it because
our experience is constantly suggesting it, and we betray ourselves like lovers at the mention of
a name. Our commonest expedient is to call it beauty and behave as if that had settled the
matter. Wordsworth’s expedient was to identify it with certain moments in his own past. But all
this is a cheat. If Wordsworth had gone back to those moments in the past, he would not have
found the thing itself, but only the reminder of it; what he remembered would turn out to be
itself a remembering. The books or the music in which we thought the beauty was located will
betray us if we trust to them; it was not i n them, it only came t hrough t hem, and what came
through them was longing. These things—the beauty, the memory of our own past—are good
images of what we really desire; but if they are mistaken for the thing itself they turn into dumb
idols, breaking the hearts of their worshippers. For they are not the thing itself; they are only
the scent of a flower we have not found, the echo of a tune we have not heard, news from a
country we have never yet visited. Do you think I am trying to weave a spell? Perhaps I am; but
remember your fairy tales. Spells are used for breaking enchantments as well as for inducing
them. And you and I have need of the strongest spell that can be found to wake us from the evil
enchantment of worldliness which has been laid upon us for nearly a hundred years. Almost our
whole education has been directed to silencing this shy, persistent, inner voice; almost all our
modem philosophies have been devised to convince us that the good of man is to be found on
this earth. And yet it is a remarkable thing that such philosophies of Progress or Creative
Evolution themselves bear reluctant witness to the truth that our real goal is elsewhere. When
they want to convince you that earth is your home, notice how they set about it. They begin by
trying to persuade you that earth can be made into heaven, thus giving a sop to your sense of
exile in earth as it is. Next, they tell you that this fortunate event is still a good way off in the
future, thus giving a sop to your knowledge that the fatherland is not here and now. Finally, lest
your longing for the transtemporal should awake and spoil the whole affair, they use any
rhetoric that comes to hand to keep out of your mind the recollection that even if all the
happiness they promised could come to man on earth, yet still each generation would lose it by
death, including the last generation of all, and the whole story would be nothing, not even a
story, for ever and ever. Hence all the nonsense that Mr. Shaw puts into the final speech of
Lilith, and Bergson’s remark that the élan vital is capable of surmounting all obstacles, perhaps
even death—as if we could believe that any social or biological development on this planet will
delay the senility of the sun or reverse the second law of thermodynamics.
Do what they will, then, we remain conscious of a desire which no natural happiness will
satisfy. But is there any reason to suppose that reality offers any satisfaction to it? “Nor does the
being hungry prove that we have bread.” But I think it may be urged that this misses the point.
A man’s physical hunger does not prove that that man will get any bread; he may die of
starvation on a raft in the Atlantic. But surely a man’s hunger does prove that he comes of a race
which repairs its body by eating and inhabits a world where eatable substances exist. In the
same way, though I do not believe (I wish I did) that my desire for Paradise proves that I shall

enjoy it, I think it a pretty good indication that such a thing exists and that some men will. A
man may love a woman and not win her; but it would be very odd if the phenomenon called
“falling in love” occurred in a sexless world.
Here, then, is the desire, still wandering and uncertain of its object and still largely
unable to see that object in the direction where it really lies. Our sacred books give us some
account of the object. It is, of course, a symbolical account. Heaven is, by definition, outside
our experience, but all intelligible descriptions must be of things within our experience. The
scriptural picture of heaven is therefore just as symbolical as the picture which our desire,
unaided, invents for itself; heaven is not really full of jewelry any more than it is really the
beauty of Nature, or a fine piece of music. The difference is that the scriptural imagery has
authority. It comes to us from writers who were closer to God than we, and it has stood the test
of Christian experience down the centuries. The natural appeal of this authoritative imagery is
to me, at first, very small. At first sight it chills, rather than awakes, my desire. And that is just
what I ought to expect. If Christianity could tell me no more of the far-off land than my own
temperament led me to surmise already, then Christianity would be no higher than myself. If it
has more to give me, I must expect it to be less immediately attractive than “my own stuff.”
Sophocles at first seems dull and cold to the boy who has only reached Shelley. If our religion is
something objective, then we must never avert our eyes from those elements in it which seem
puzzling or repellent; for it will be precisely the puzzling or the repellent which conceals what
we do not yet know and need to know.
The promises of Scripture may very roughly be reduced to five heads. It is promised,
firstly, that we shall be with Christ; secondly, that we shall be like Him; thirdly, with an
enormous wealth of imagery, that we shall have “glory”; fourthly, that we shall, in some sense,
be fed or feasted or entertained; and, finally, that we shall have some sort of official position in
the universe—ruling cities, judging angels, being pillars of God’s temple. The first question I
ask about these promises is: “Why any of them except the first?” Can anything be added to the
conception of being with Christ? For it must be true, as an old writer says, that he who has God
and everything else has no more than he who has God only. I think the answer turns again on
the nature of symbols. For though it may escape our notice at first glance, yet it is true that any
conception of being with Christ which most of us can now form will be not very much less
symbolical than the other promises; for it will smuggle in ideas of proximity in space and loving
conversation as we now understand conversation, and it will probably concentrate on the
humanity of Christ to the exclusion of His deity. And, in fact, we find that those Christians who
attend solely to this first promise always do fill it up with very earthly imagery indeed—in fact,
with hymeneal or erotic imagery. I am not for a moment condemning such imagery. I heartily
wish I could enter into it more deeply than I do, and pray that I yet shall. But my point is that
this also is only a symbol, like the reality in some respects, but unlike it in others, and therefore
needs correction from the different symbols in the other promises. The variation of the
promises does not mean that anything other than God will be our ultimate bliss; but because

God is more than a Person, and lest we should imagine the joy of His presence too exclusively in
terms of our present poor experience of personal love, with all its narrowness and strain and
monotony, a dozen changing images, correcting and relieving each other, are supplied.
I turn next to the idea of glory. There is no getting away from the fact that this idea is
very prominent in the New Testament and in early Christian writings. Salvation is constantly
associated with palms, crowns, white robes, thrones, and splendour like the sun and stars. All
this makes no immediate appeal to me at all, and in that respect I fancy I am a typical modern.
Glory suggests two ideas to me, of which one seems wicked and the other ridiculous. Either
glory means to me fame, or it means luminosity. As for the first, since to be famous means to be
better known than other people, the desire for fame appears to me as a competitive passion and
therefore of hell rather than heaven. As for the second, who wishes to become a kind of living
electric light bulb?
When I began to look into this matter I was stocked to find such different Christians as
Milton, Johnson and Thomas Aquinas taking heavenly glory quite frankly in the sense of fame
or good report. But not fame conferred by our fellow creatures—fame with God, approval or (I
might say) “appreciation’ by God. And then, when I had thought it over, I saw that this view was
scriptural; nothing can eliminate from the parable the divine accolade, “ Well done, thou good
and faithful servant.” With that, a good deal of what I had been thinking all my life fell down
like a house of cards. I suddenly remembered that no one can enter heaven except as a child;
and nothing is so obvious in a child—not in a conceited child, but in a good child—as its great
and undisguised pleasure in being praised. Not only in a child, either, but even in a dog or a
horse. Apparently what I had mistaken for humility had, all these years. prevented me from
understanding what is in fact the humblest, the most childlike, the most creaturely of
pleasures—nay, the specific pleasure of the inferior: the pleasure a beast before men, a child
before its father, a pupil before his teacher, a creature before its Creator. I am not forgetting
how horribly this most innocent desire is parodied in our human ambitions, or how very
quickly, in my own experience, the lawful pleasure of praise from those whom it was my duty to
please turns into the deadly poison of self-admiration. But I thought I could detect a
moment—a very, very short moment—before this happened, during which the satisfaction of
having pleased those whom I rightly loved and rightly feared was pure. And that is enough to
raise our thoughts to what may happen when the redeemed soul, beyond all hope and nearly
beyond belief, learns at last that she has pleased Him whom she was created to please. There
will be no room for vanity then. She will be free from the miserable illusion that it is her doing.
With no taint of what we should now call self-approval she will most innocently rejoice in the
thing that God has made her to be, and the moment which heals her old inferiority complex for
ever will also drown her pride deeper than Prospero’s book. Perfect humility dispenses with
modesty. If God is satisfied with the work, the work may be satisfied with itself; “it is not for her
to bandy compliments with her Sovereign.” I can imagine someone saying that he dislikes my
idea of heaven as a place where we are patted on the back. But proud misunderstanding is

behind that dislike. In the end that Face which is the delight or the terror of the universe must
be turned upon each of us either with one expression or with the other, either conferring glory
inexpressible or inflicting shame that can never be cured or disguised. I read in a periodical the
other day that the fundamental thing is how we think of God. By God Himself, it is not! How
God thinks of us is not only more important, but infinitely more important. Indeed, how we
think of Him is of no importance except in so far as it is related to how He thinks of us. It is
written that we shall “stand before” Him, shall appear, shall be inspected. The promise of glory
is the promise, almost incredible and only possible by the work of Christ, that some of us, that
any of us who really chooses, shall actually survive that examination, shall find approval, shall
please God. To please God...to be a real ingredient in the divine happiness...to be loved by God,
not merely pitied, but delighted in as an artist delights in his work or a father in a son—it seems
impossible, a weight or burden of glory which our thoughts can hardly sustain. But so it is.
And now notice what is happening. If I had rejected the authoritative and scriptural
image of glory and stuck obstinately to the vague desire which was, at the outset, my only
pointer to heaven, I could have seen no connexion at all between that desire and the Christian
promise. But now, having followed up what seemed puzzling and repellent in the sacred books,
I find, to my great surprise, looking back, that the connexion is perfectly clear. Glory, as
Christianity teaches me to hope for it, turns out to satisfy my original desire and indeed to
reveal an element in that desire which I had not noticed. By ceasing for a moment to consider
my own wants I have begun to learn better what I really wanted. When I attempted, a few
minutes ago, to describe our spiritual longings, I was omitting one of their most curious
characteristics. We usually notice it just as the moment of vision dies away, as the music ends
or as the landscape loses the celestial light. What we feel then has been well described by Keats
as “the journey homeward to habitual self.” You know what I mean. For a few minutes we have
had the illusion of belonging to that world. Now we wake to find that it is no such thing. We
have been mere spectators. Beauty has smiled, but not to welcome us; her face was turned in
our direction, but not to see us. We have not been accepted, welcomed, or taken into the dance.
We may go when we please, we may stay if we can: “Nobody marks us.” A scientist may reply
that since most of the things we call beautiful are inanimate, it is not very surprising that they
take no notice of us. That, of course, is true. It is not the physical objects that I am speaking of,
but that indescribable something of which they become for a moment the messengers. And part
of the bitterness which mixes with the sweetness of that message is due to the fact that it so
seldom seems to be a message intended for us but rather something we have overheard. By
bitterness I mean pain, not resentment. We should hardly dare to ask that any notice be taken
of ourselves. But we pine. The sense that in this universe we are treated as strangers, the
longing to be acknowledged, to meet with some response, to bridge some chasm that yawns
between us and reality, is part of our inconsolable secret. And surely, from this point of view,
the promise of glory, in the sense described, becomes highly relevant to our deep desire. For
glory meant good report with God, acceptance by God, response, acknowledgment, and

welcome into the heart of things. The door on which we have been knocking all our lives will
open at last.
Perhaps it seems rather crude to describe glory as the fact of being “noticed” by God. But
this is almost the language of the New Testament. St. Paul promises to those who love God not,
as we should expect, that they will know Him, but that they will be known by Him (I Cor. viii. 3).
It is a strange promise. Does not God know all things at all times? But it is dreadfully re- echoed
in another passage of the New Testament. There we are warned that it may happen to any one
of us to appear at last before the face of God and hear only the appalling words: “I never knew
you. Depart from Me.” In some sense, as dark to the intellect as it is unendurable to the
feelings, we can be both banished from the presence of Him who is present everywhere and
erased from the knowledge of Him who knows all. We can be left utterly and absolutely
outside—repelled, exiled, estranged, finally and unspeakably ignored. On the other hand, we can
be called in, welcomed, received, acknowledged. We walk every day on the razor edge between
these two incredible possibilities. Apparently, then, our lifelong nostalgia, our longing to be
reunited with something in the universe from which we now feel cut off, to be on the inside of
some door which we have always seen from the outside, is no mere neurotic fancy, but the
truest index of our real situation. And to be at last summoned inside would be both glory and
honour beyond all our merits and also the healing of that old ache.
And this brings me to the other sense of glory—glory as brightness, splendour,
luminosity. We are to shine as the sun, we are to be given the Morning Star. I think I begin to
see what it means. In one way, of course, God has given us the Morning Star already: you can go
and enjoy the gift on many fine mornings if you get up early enough. What more, you may ask,
do we want? Ah, but we want so much more— something the books on aesthetics take little
notice of. But the poets and the mythologies know all about it. We do not want merely to see
beauty, though, God knows, even that is bounty enough. We want something else which can
hardly be put into words—to be united with the beauty we see, to pass into it, to receive it into
ourselves, to bathe in it, to become part of it. That is why we have peopled air and earth and
water with gods and goddesses and nymphs and elves—that, though we cannot, yet these
projections can, enjoy in themselves that beauty grace, and power of which Nature is the image.
That is why the poets tell us such lovely falsehoods. They talk as if the west wind could really
sweep into a human soul; but it can’t. They tell us that “beauty born of murmuring sound” will
pass into a human face; but it won’t. Or not yet. For if we take the imagery of Scripture
seriously, if we believe that God will one day g ive us the Morning Star and cause us to p ut on the
splendour of the sun, then we may surmise that both the ancient myths and the modern poetry,
so false as history, may be very near the truth as prophecy. At present we are on the outside of
the world, the wrong side of the door. We discern the freshness and purity of morning, but they
do not make us fresh and pure. We cannot mingle with the splendours we see. But all the leaves
of the New Testament are rustling with the rumour that it will not always be so. Someday, God
willing, we shall get in. When human souls have become as perfect in voluntary obedience as the

inanimate creation is in its lifeless obedience, then they will put on its glory, or rather that
greater glory of which Nature is only the first sketch. For you must not think that I am putting
forward any heathen fancy of being absorbed into Nature. Nature is mortal; we shall outlive
her. When all the suns and nebulae have passed away, each one of you will still be alive. Nature
is only the image, the symbol; but it is the symbol Scripture invites me to use. We are
summoned to pass in through Nature, beyond her, into that splendour which she fitfully
reflects.
And in there, in beyond Nature, we shall eat of the tree of life. At present, if we are
reborn in Christ, the spirit in us lives directly on God; but the mind, and still more the body,
receives life from Him at a thousand removes—through our ancestors, through our food,
through the elements. The faint, far-off results of those energies which God’s creative rapture
implanted in matter when He made the worlds are what we now call physical pleasures; and
even thus filtered, they are too much for our present management. What would it be to taste at
the fountain-head that stream of which even these lower reaches prove so intoxicating? Yet
that, I believe, is what lies before us. The whole man is to drink joy from the fountain of joy. As
St. Augustine said, the rapture of the saved soul will “flow over” into the glorified body. In the
light of our present specialized and depraved appetites we cannot imagine this t orrens voluptatis,
and I warn everyone seriously not to try. But it must be mentioned, to drive out thoughts even
more misleading—thoughts that what is saved is a mere ghost, or that the risen body lives in
numb insensibility. The body was made for the Lord, and these dismal fancies are wide of the
mark.
Meanwhile the cross comes before the crown and tomorrow is a Monday
morning. A cleft has opened in the pitiless walls of the world, and we are invited to follow our
great Captain inside. The following Him is, of course, the essential point. That being so, it may
be asked what practical use there is in the speculations which I have been indulging. I can think
of at least one such use. It may be possible for each to think too much of his own potential glory
hereafter; it is hardly possible for him to think too often or too deeply about that of his
neighbour. The load, or weight, or burden of my neighbour’s glory should be laid daily on my
back, a load so heavy that only humility can carry it, and the backs of the proud will be broken.
It is a serious thing to live in a society of possible gods and goddesses, to remember that the
dullest and most uninteresting person you talk to may one day be a creature which, if you saw it
now, you would be strongly tempted to worship, or else a horror and a corruption such as you
now meet, if at all, only in a nightmare. All day long we are, in some degree, helping each other
to one or other of these destinations. It is in the light of these overwhelming possibilities, it is
with the awe and the circumspection proper to them, that we should conduct all our dealings
with one another, all friendships, all loves, all play, all politics. There are no o rdinary people. You
have never talked to a mere mortal. Nations, cultures, arts, civilization—these are mortal, and
their life is to ours as the life of a gnat. But it is immortals whom we joke with, work with,
marry, snub, and exploit—immortal horrors or everlasting splendours. This does not mean that
we are to be perpetually solemn. We must play. But our merriment must be of that kind (and it

is, in fact, the merriest kind) which exists between people who have, from the outset, taken
each other seriously—no flippancy, no superiority, no presumption. And our charity must be a
real and costly love, with deep feeling for the sins in spite of which we love the sinner—no mere
tolerance or indulgence which parodies love as flippancy parodies merriment. Next to the
Blessed Sacrament itself, your neighbour is the holiest object presented to your senses. If he is
your Christian neighbour he is holy in almost the same way, for in him also Christ v ere
latitat—the glorifier and the glorified, Glory Himself, is truly hidden.
Test your comprehension with the questions below.
1) In the beginning of his essay, Lewis makes the argument that mankind is much more
content to settle rather than receive the glorious reward awaiting us in heaven. In what
ways is our society today “too easily pleased,” and why do you think that is?
2) Identify one of the examples Lewis uses to describe the nature of receiving a “proper
reward,” and then come up with a scenario of your own that aligns with his thinking.
3) What imagery does Lewis use to illustrate our interaction with the world and our desires?
4) In what two ways does Lewis initially describe glory? Is this how you initially view
glory? Why or why not?
5) What does our desire of Nature’s beauty look like according to Lewis? How does our
union with Christ and inheritance of glory compare to the glory of Nature?
6) Lewis argues that the people we interact with on a daily basis are not ordinary, but are, in
fact, immortal. What is the logic behind this statement?

A Midsummer Night’s Dream (Act 1, Scene 1)
William Shakespeare
Week Two
______________________________________________________________________________

ACT I
SCENE I. Athens. The palace of THESEUS.
Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, and Attendants
THESEUS
Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour
Draws on apace; four happy days bring in
Another moon: but, O, methinks, how slow
This old moon wanes! she lingers my desires,
Like to a step-dame or a dowager
Long withering out a young man revenue.
HIPPOLYTA
Four days will quickly steep themselves in night;
Four nights will quickly dream away the time;
And then the moon, like to a silver bow
New-bent in heaven, shall behold the night
Of our solemnities.
THESEUS
Go, Philostrate,
Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments;
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth;
Turn melancholy forth to funerals;
The pale companion is not for our pomp.
Exit PHILOSTRATE
Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword,
And won thy love, doing thee injuries;
But I will wed thee in another key,
With pomp, with triumph and with revelling.
Enter EGEUS, HERMIA, LYSANDER, and DEMETRIUS

EGEUS
Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke!
THESEUS
Thanks, good Egeus: what's the news with thee?
EGEUS
Full of vexation come I, with complaint
Against my child, my daughter Hermia.
Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble lord,
This man hath my consent to marry her.
Stand forth, Lysander: and my gracious duke,
This man hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child;
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes,
And interchanged love-tokens with my child:
Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung,
With feigning voice verses of feigning love,
And stolen the impression of her fantasy
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messengers
Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth:
With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart,
Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me,
To stubborn harshness: and, my gracious duke,
Be it so she; will not here before your grace
Consent to marry with Demetrius,
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens,
As she is mine, I may dispose of her:
Which shall be either to this gentleman
Or to her death, according to our law
Immediately provided in that case.
THESEUS
What say you, Hermia? be advised fair maid:
To you your father should be as a god;
One that composed your beauties, yea, and one
To whom you are but as a form in wax
By him imprinted and within his power
To leave the figure or disfigure it.

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.
HERMIA
So is Lysander.
THESEUS
In himself he is;
But in this kind, wanting your father's voice,
The other must be held the worthier.
HERMIA
I would my father look'd but with my eyes.
THESEUS
Rather your eyes must with his judgment look.
HERMIA
I do entreat your grace to pardon me.
I know not by what power I am made bold,
Nor how it may concern my modesty,
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts;
But I beseech your grace that I may know
The worst that may befall me in this case,
If I refuse to wed Demetrius.
THESEUS
Either to die the death or to abjure
Forever the society of men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires;
Know of your youth, examine well your blood,
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice,
You can endure the livery of a nun,
For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd,
To live a barren sister all your life,
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon.
Thrice-blessed they that master so their blood,
To undergo such maiden pilgrimage;
But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd,
Than that which withering on the virgin thorn

Grows, lives and dies in single blessedness.
HERMIA
So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord,
Ere I will my virgin patent up
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke
My soul consents not to give sovereignty.
THESEUS
Take time to pause; and, by the next new moon-The sealing-day betwixt my love and me,
For everlasting bond of fellowship-Upon that day either prepare to die
For disobedience to your father's will,
Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would;
Or on Diana's altar to protest
For aye austerity and single life.
DEMETRIUS
Relent, sweet Hermia: and, Lysander, yield
Thy crazed title to my certain right.
LYSANDER
You have her father's love, Demetrius;
Let me have Hermia's: do you marry him.
EGEUS
Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my love,
And what is mine my love shall render him.
And she is mine, and all my right of her
I do estate unto Demetrius.
LYSANDER
I am, my lord, as well derived as he,
As well possess'd; my love is more than his;
My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd,
If not with vantage, as Demetrius';
And, which is more than all these boasts can be,
I am beloved of beauteous Hermia:

Why should not I then prosecute my right?
Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head,
Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena,
And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes,
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry,
Upon this spotted and inconstant man.
THESEUS
I must confess that I have heard so much,
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof;
But, being over-full of self-affairs,
My mind did lose it. But, Demetrius, come;
And come, Egeus; you shall go with me,
I have some private schooling for you both.
For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself
To fit your fancies to your father's will;
Or else the law of Athens yields you up-Which by no means we may extenuate-To death, or to a vow of single life.
Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love?
Demetrius and Egeus, go along:
I must employ you in some business
Against our nuptial and confer with you
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves.
EGEUS
With duty and desire we follow you.
Exeunt all but LYSANDER and HERMIA
LYSANDER
How now, my love! why is your cheek so pale?
How chance the roses there do fade so fast?
HERMIA
Belike for want of rain, which I could well
Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes.
LYSANDER

Ay me! for aught that I could ever read,
Could ever hear by tale or history,
The course of true love never did run smooth;
But, either it was different in blood,-HERMIA
O cross! too high to be enthrall'd to low.
LYSANDER
Or else misgraffed in respect of years,-HERMIA
O spite! too old to be engaged to young.
LYSANDER
Or else it stood upon the choice of friends,-HERMIA
O hell! to choose love by another's eyes.
LYSANDER
Or, if there were a sympathy in choice,
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it,
Making it momentany as a sound,
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream;
Brief as the lightning in the collied night,
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth,
And ere a man hath power to say 'Behold!'
The jaws of darkness do devour it up:
So quick bright things come to confusion.
HERMIA
If then true lovers have been ever cross'd,
It stands as an edict in destiny:
Then let us teach our trial patience,
Because it is a customary cross,
As due to love as thoughts and dreams and sighs,
Wishes and tears, poor fancy's followers.

LYSANDER
A good persuasion: therefore, hear me, Hermia.
I have a widow aunt, a dowager
Of great revenue, and she hath no child:
From Athens is her house remote seven leagues;
And she respects me as her only son.
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee;
And to that place the sharp Athenian law
Cannot pursue us. If thou lovest me then,
Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night;
And in the wood, a league without the town,
Where I did meet thee once with Helena,
To do observance to a morn of May,
There will I stay for thee.
HERMIA
My good Lysander!
I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow,
By his best arrow with the golden head,
By the simplicity of Venus' doves,
By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves,
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen,
When the false Troyan under sail was seen,
By all the vows that ever men have broke,
In number more than ever women spoke,
In that same place thou hast appointed me,
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee.
LYSANDER
Keep promise, love. Look, here comes Helena.
Enter HELENA
HERMIA
God speed fair Helena! whither away?
HELENA
Call you me fair? that fair again unsay.
Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair!

Your eyes are lode-stars; and your tongue's sweet air
More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear,
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear.
Sickness is catching: O, were favour so,
Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go;
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye,
My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody.
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,
The rest I'd give to be to you translated.
O, teach me how you look, and with what art
You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart.
HERMIA
I frown upon him, yet he loves me still.
HELENA
O that your frowns would teach my smiles such skill!
HERMIA
I give him curses, yet he gives me love.
HELENA
O that my prayers could such affection move!
HERMIA
The more I hate, the more he follows me.
HELENA
The more I love, the more he hateth me.
HERMIA
His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.
HELENA
None, but your beauty: would that fault were mine!
HERMIA
Take comfort: he no more shall see my face;
Lysander and myself will fly this place.

Before the time I did Lysander see,
Seem'd Athens as a paradise to me:
O, then, what graces in my love do dwell,
That he hath turn'd a heaven unto a hell!
LYSANDER
Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:
To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold
Her silver visage in the watery glass,
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,
A time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,
Through Athens' gates have we devised to steal.
HERMIA
And in the wood, where often you and I
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie,
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet,
There my Lysander and myself shall meet;
And thence from Athens turn away our eyes,
To seek new friends and stranger companies.
Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us;
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius!
Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight
From lovers' food till morrow deep midnight.
LYSANDER
I will, my Hermia.
Exit HERMIA
Helena, adieu:
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you!
Exit
HELENA
How happy some o'er other some can be!
Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.
But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;
He will not know what all but he do know:
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes,

So I, admiring of his qualities:
Things base and vile, holding no quantity,
Love can transpose to form and dignity:
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind;
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind:
Nor hath Love's mind of any judgement taste;
Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste:
And therefore is Love said to be a child,
Because in choice he is so oft beguiled.
As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,
So the boy Love is perjured everywhere:
For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne,
He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine;
And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,
So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt.
I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight:
Then to the wood will he to-morrow night
Pursue her; and for this intelligence
If I have thanks, it is a dear expense:
But herein mean I to enrich my pain,
To have his sight thither and back again.
Exit
Test your comprehension with the questions below.
1) Based on the dialogue in this scene, what is the relationship between Lysander,
Demetrius, Helena, and Hermia?
2) What are Theseus and Egeus’ roles in the lives of these lovers, and how much of an
impact do both of these men have on what happens to their relationships?
3) What options does Theseus give Hermia, and what does she end up doing?
4) Describe in your own words how Shakespeare begins to portray love at the beginning of
this play. Is it light-hearted or serious? Provide two lines from the text to support your
argument.

The Cask of Amontillado
Edgar Allan Poe
Week Three
______________________________________________________________________________
The thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured
upon insult I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose,
however, that gave utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point
definitely, settled --but the very definitiveness with which it was resolved precluded the idea of
risk. I must not only punish but punish with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when
retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to make
himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.
It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to
doubt my good will. I continued, as was my in to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that
my to smile now was at the thought of his immolation.
He had a weak point --this Fortunato --although in other regards he was a man to be
respected and even feared. He prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have
the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and
opportunity, to practise imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In painting and
gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a quack, but in the matter of old wines he was
sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him materially; --I was skilful in the Italian vintages
myself, and bought largely whenever I could.
It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that
I encountered my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking
much. The man wore motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was
surmounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him that I thought I should
never have done wringing his hand.
I said to him --"My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are
looking to-day. But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my
doubts."
"How?" said he. "Amontillado, A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival!"
"I have my doubts," I replied; "and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price
without consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a
bargain."
"Amontillado!"
"I have my doubts."
"Amontillado!"
"And I must satisfy them."

"Amontillado!"
"As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchresi. If any one has a critical turn it is he.
He will tell me --"
"Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry."
"And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.
"Come, let us go."
"Whither?"
"To your vaults."
"My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an
engagement. Luchresi--"
"I have no engagement; --come."
"My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you
are afflicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre."
"Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been
imposed upon. And as for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado."
Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm; and putting on a mask of black
silk and drawing a roquelaire closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my
palazzo.
There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I
had told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them explicit orders
not to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I well knew, to insure their immediate
disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned.
I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him
through several suites of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long and
winding staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We came at length to the foot
of the descent, and stood together upon the damp ground of the catacombs of the Montresors.
The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode. "The
pipe," he said.
"It is farther on," said I; "but observe the white web-work which gleams from these
cavern walls."
He turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled the
rheum of intoxication.
"Nitre?" he asked, at length.
"Nitre," I replied. "How long have you had that cough?"
"Ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! ugh! --ugh! ugh! Ugh!"
My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes.
"It is nothing," he said, at last.
"Come," I said, with decision, "we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich,
respected, admired, beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me

it is no matter. We will go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is
Luchresi --"
"Enough," he said; "the cough's a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a
cough."
"True --true," I replied; "and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unnecessarily
--but you should use all proper caution. A draught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps.
Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon
the mould.
"Drink," I said, presenting him the wine.
He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells
jingled.
"I drink," he said, "to the buried that repose around us."
"And I to your long life."
He again took my arm, and we proceeded.
"These vaults," he said, "are extensive."
"The Montresors," I replied, "were a great and numerous family."
"I forget your arms."
"A huge human foot d'or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose
fangs are embedded in the heel."
"And the motto?"
"Nemo me impune lacessit."
"Good!" he said.
The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the
Medoc. We had passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with casks and puncheons
intermingling, into the inmost recesses of the catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made
bold to seize Fortunato by an arm above the elbow.
"The nitre!" I said; "see, it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below the
river's bed. The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too
late. Your cough --"
"It is nothing," he said; "let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc."
I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes
flashed with a fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards with a gesticulation I did
not understand.
I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement --a grotesque one.
"You do not comprehend?" he said.
"Not I," I replied.
"Then you are not of the brotherhood."
"How?"
"You are not of the masons."

"Yes, yes," I said; "yes, yes."
"You? Impossible! A mason?"
"A mason," I replied.
"A sign," he said, "a sign."
"It is this," I answered, producing from beneath the folds of my roquelaire a trowel.
"You jest," he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. "But let us proceed to the Amontillado."
"Be it so," I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering him my arm. He
leaned upon it heavily. We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed
through a range of low arches, descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a deep
crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame.
At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had
been lined with human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great
catacombs of Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner.
From the fourth side the bones had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth,
forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of
the bones, we perceived a still interior crypt or recess, in depth about four feet, in width three,
in height six or seven. It seemed to have been constructed for no especial use within itself, but
formed merely the interval between two of the colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs,
and was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of solid granite.
It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the depth
of the recess. Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see.
"Proceed," I said; "herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchresi --"
"He is an ignoramus," interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I
followed immediately at his heels. In niche, and finding an instant he had reached the extremity
of the niche, and finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A
moment more and I had fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two iron staples, distant
from each other about two feet, horizontally. From one of these depended a short chain, from
the other a padlock. Throwing the links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to
secure it. He was too much astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the
recess.
"Pass your hand," I said, "over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is
very damp. Once more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I
must first render you all the little attentions in my power."
"The Amontillado!" ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment.
"True," I replied; "the Amontillado."
As I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bones of which I have before
spoken. Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With
these materials and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the
niche.

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of
Fortunato had in a great measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low
moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. There was then a
long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth; and then I heard
the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted for several minutes, during which, that I
might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased my labours and sat down upon the
bones. When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and finished without
interruption the fifth, the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with
my breast. I again paused, and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, threw a few feeble
rays upon the figure within.
A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the
chained form, seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated, I trembled.
Unsheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but the thought of an instant
reassured me. I placed my hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I
reapproached the wall; I replied to the yells of him who clamoured. I re-echoed, I aided, I
surpassed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and the clamourer grew still.
It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth
and the tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a
single stone to be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; I placed it partially in its
destined position. But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that erected the hairs
upon my head. It was succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of
the noble Fortunato. The voice said-"Ha! ha! ha! --he! he! he! --a very good joke, indeed --an excellent jest. We will have
many a rich laugh about it at the palazzo --he! he! he! --over our wine --he! he! He!"
"The Amontillado!" I said.
"He! he! he! --he! he! he! --yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they
be awaiting us at the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone."
"Yes," I said, "let us be gone."
"For the love of God, Montresor!"
"Yes," I said, "for the love of God!"
But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud -"Fortunato!"
No answer. I called again -"Fortunato!"
No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within.
There came forth in return only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the dampness
of the catacombs that made it so. I hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last stone
into its position; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart of
bones. For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed them. In pace requiescat!

Test your comprehension with the questions below.
1) Would you consider the narrator of this story to be reliable? Why or why not?
2) How does Poe use imagery and descriptors to set the mood for the story? Give at least
two examples to support your point.
3) The narrator uses the Latin phrase, “Nemo me impune lacessit,” which means, “No one
provokes me with impunity.” Why is this statement significant?
4) How does the narrator enact his revenge on Fortunato, and why do you think he chooses
to do it in this way?
5) Is there any symbolic meaning behind Montresor’s methods in this story? Why or why
not?
6) How does Poe use dramatic irony in this work?
7) What would you say two of the primary themes of this story are? Explain your reasoning.

Milton & Dickinson
Week Four
______________________________________________________________________________
Read the following poetry coupling. One is by British poet John Milton and the other by
American poet Emily Dickinson.
Sonnet XVII – John Milton
When I consider how my light is spent,
Ere half my days, in this world and wide,
And that one talent which is death to hide
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more
bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My true account, lest he returning, chide,
‘Doth God exact day-labour, light denied?’
I fondly ask2. But Patience, to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, ‘God doth not need
Either man’s work or his own gifts; who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best. His state
Is kingly: thousands at his bidding speed,
And post o’er land and ocean without rest;
They also serve who only stand and wait.’
“Because that you are going” – Emily Dickinson
Because that you are going
And never coming back
And I, however absolute,
May overlook your Track—
Because that Death is final,
However first it be,
This instant be suspended
Above Mortality—
Significance that each has lived
The other to detect
Discovery not God himself
Could now annihilate
Eternity, Presumption
The instant I perceive

That you, who were Existence
Yourself forgot to live—
The “Life that is” will then have been
A thing I never knew—
As Paradise fictitious
Until the Realm of you—
The “Life that is to be,” to me,
A Residence too plain
Unless in my Redeemer’s Face
I recognize your own—
Of Immortality who doubts
He may exchange with me
Curtailed by your obscuring Face
Of everything but He—

Of Heaven and Hell I also yield
The Right to reprehend
To whoso would commute this Face
For his less priceless Friend.
If “God is Love” as he admits

We think that me must be
Because he is a “jealous God”
He tells us certainly
If “All is possible with” him
As he besides concedes
He will refund us finally
Our confiscated Gods—

Test your comprehension with the questions below.
1) What is the attitude of Milton towards God in this poem? Reference at least two lines to
support your point.
2) What is the attitude of Dickinson towards God in this poem? Reference at least two lines
to support your point.
3) Do the poets provide a similar or different picture of human life and experience?
Reference at least one line from each to support your point.
4) What is one image or symbol that Dickinson revisits throughout her poem?
5) Which poem do you prefer? Explain why in a paragraph.
6) Using a separate sheet of paper, you may either journal your reaction to one of the poems,
or create one of your own. Having chosen a path, make sure you identify a central idea
and then develop it throughout either your journal or poem.

Film Analysis
Week Five

For this assignment, you will be answering an assortment of questions to test your skills on film analysis and
evaluation. Select a movie you have watched in the last two weeks or so, or watch a movie of your choosing,
and answer the following questions with a couple sentences apiece.
1) Provide a brief summary of the movie.
2) What are some identifiable themes of the movie? Explain your reasoning.
3) Describe the pace of the movie. How might the changes in pace impact elements like plot
or theme?
4) Evaluate the usage of music and sound throughout the course of the film. What impact
does the music have on different scenes in the movie? What do you think the movie
would be like without music?
5) Pick a character and describe their development throughout the course of the film.
6) Are there specific places or things that have a symbolic meaning to the story or perhaps
to the characters? If so, provide an example and explain. If not, why do you think that is?

The Story of an Hour
Kate Chopin
Week Six

______________________________________________________________________________
Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to
break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death.
It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed
in half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had
been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with
Brently Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He had only taken the time to assure himself
of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender
friend in bearing the sad message.
She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed
inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her
sister's arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She
would have no one follow her.
There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she
sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into
her soul.
She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with the
new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was
crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which someone was singing reached her faintly,
and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.
There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met
and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.
She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless,
except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep
continues to sob in its dreams.
She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain
strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on
one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a
suspension of intelligent thought.
There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it?
She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky,
reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.
Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing
that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will--as
powerless as her two white slender hands would have been. When she abandoned herself a little

whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under her breath:
"free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes.
They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed
every inch of her body.
She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and
exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial. She knew that she would
weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked
save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long
procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her
arms out to them in welcome.
There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself.
There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and
women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind
intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that
brief moment of illumination.
And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What
could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the face of this possession of self-assertion which
she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!
"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering.
Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the key hold, imploring
for admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door--you will make yourself ill. What are
you doing, Louise? For heaven's sake open the door."
"Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life
through that open window.
Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer
days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be
long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long.
She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a
feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She
clasped her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for
them at the bottom.
Someone was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who
entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been
far from the scene of the accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed
at Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.
When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease--of the joy that kills.

Test your comprehension with the questions below.
1) Chopin makes it a point to mention Mrs. Mallard’s heart trouble at the very beginning of
the text. Could there be a ironic or symbolic meaning behind her heart issues, especially
given Mrs. Mallard’s cause of death at the end of the story? Explain your reasoning.
2) The setting, as well as the timeframe of this short story, is pretty limited. What do the
careful selection of descriptors do to contribute to a potential theme?
3) What is Mrs. Mallard’s initial reaction to her husband’s sudden death, and how does it
change when she is left to her own thoughts? Why do you think this shift takes place?
4) As Mrs. Mallard descends the stairs with her sister, she is described as “a goddess of
Victory.” In what ways might she be feeling victorious in light of her situation?
5) What do you think Mr. and Mrs. Mallard’s marriage looked like? Give at least two
examples to support your argument.

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner
Samuel Taylor Coleridge
Week Seven

______________________________________________________________________________
PART I
It is an ancient Mariner,
And he stoppeth one of three.
'By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,
Now wherefore stopp'st thou me?
The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide,
And I am next of kin;
The guests are met, the feast is set:
May'st hear the merry din.'
He holds him with his skinny hand,
'There was a ship,' quoth he.
'Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!'
Eftsoons his hand dropt he.
He holds him with his glittering eye—
The Wedding-Guest stood still,
And listens like a three years' child:
The Mariner hath his will.
The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone:
He cannot choose but hear;
And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.
'The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared,
Merrily did we drop
Below the kirk, below the hill,
Below the lighthouse top.
The Sun came up upon the left,
Out of the sea came he!
And he shone bright, and on the right

Went down into the sea.
Higher and higher every day,
Till over the mast at noon—'
The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,
For he heard the loud bassoon.
The bride hath paced into the hall,
Red as a rose is she;
Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry minstrelsy.
The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear;
And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.
And now the STORM-BLAST came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong:
He struck with his o'ertaking wings,
And chased us south along.
With sloping masts and dipping prow,
As who pursued with yell and blow
Still treads the shadow of his foe,
And forward bends his head,
The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
And southward aye we fled.
And now there came both mist and snow,
And it grew wondrous cold:
And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
As green as emerald.

And through the drifts the snowy clifts
Did send a dismal sheen:
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—
The ice was all between.
The ice was here, the ice was there,
The ice was all around:
It cracked and growled, and roared and
howled,
Like noises in a swound!
At length did cross an Albatross,
Thorough the fog it came;
As if it had been a Christian soul,
We hailed it in God's name.
It ate the food it ne'er had eat,
And round and round it flew.
The ice did split with a thunder-fit;
The helmsman steered us through!
And a good south wind sprung up behind;
The Albatross did follow,
And every day, for food or play,
Came to the mariner's hollo!
In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,
It perched for vespers nine;
Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke
white,
Glimmered the white Moon-shine.'
'God save thee, ancient Mariner!
From the fiends, that plague thee thus!—
Why look'st thou so?'—With my cross-bow
I shot the ALBATROSS.
PART II
The Sun now rose upon the right:

Out of the sea came he,
Still hid in mist, and on the left
Went down into the sea.
And the good south wind still blew behind,
But no sweet bird did follow,
Nor any day for food or play
Came to the mariner's hollo!
And I had done a hellish thing,
And it would work 'em woe:
For all averred, I had killed the bird
That made the breeze to blow.
Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay,
That made the breeze to blow!
Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,
The glorious Sun uprist:
Then all averred, I had killed the bird
That brought the fog and mist.
'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,
That bring the fog and mist.
The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
The furrow followed free;
We were the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea.
Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt
down,
'Twas sad as sad could be;
And we did speak only to break
The silence of the sea!
All in a hot and copper sky,
The bloody Sun, at noon,
Right up above the mast did stand,
No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day,
We stuck, nor breath nor motion;
As idle as a painted ship
Upon a painted ocean.

How glazed each weary eye,

Water, water, every where,
And all the boards did shrink;
Water, water, every where,
Nor any drop to drink.

At first it seemed a little speck,
And then it seemed a mist;
It moved and moved, and took at last
A certain shape, I wist.

The very deep did rot: O Christ!
That ever this should be!
Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
Upon the slimy sea.

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!
And still it neared and neared:
As if it dodged a water-sprite,
It plunged and tacked and veered.

About, about, in reel and rout
The death-fires danced at night;
The water, like a witch's oils,
Burnt green, and blue and white.

With throats unslaked, with black lips
baked,
We could nor laugh nor wail;
Through utter drought all dumb we stood!
I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,
And cried, A sail! a sail!

And some in dreams assurèd were
Of the Spirit that plagued us so;
Nine fathom deep he had followed us
From the land of mist and snow.
And every tongue, through utter drought,
Was withered at the root;
We could not speak, no more than if
We had been choked with soot.
Ah! well a-day! what evil looks
Had I from old and young!
Instead of the cross, the Albatross
About my neck was hung.
PART III
There passed a weary time. Each throat
Was parched, and glazed each eye.
A weary time! a weary time!

When looking westward, I beheld
A something in the sky.

With throats unslaked, with black lips
baked,
Agape they heard me call:
Gramercy! they for joy did grin,
And all at once their breath drew in.
As they were drinking all.
See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!
Hither to work us weal;
Without a breeze, without a tide,
She steadies with upright keel!
The western wave was all a-flame.
The day was well nigh done!
Almost upon the western wave
Rested the broad bright Sun;
When that strange shape drove suddenly

Betwixt us and the Sun.
And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
(Heaven's Mother send us grace!)
As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
With broad and burning face.

The steersman's face by his lamp gleamed
white;
From the sails the dew did drip—
Till clomb above the eastern bar
The hornèd Moon, with one bright star
Within the nether tip.

Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
How fast she nears and nears!
Are those h er sails that glance in the Sun,
Like restless gossameres?

One after one, by the star-dogged Moon,
Too quick for groan or sigh,
Each turned his face with a ghastly pang,
And cursed me with his eye.

Are those her ribs through which the Sun
Did peer, as through a grate?
And is that Woman all her crew?
Is that a DEATH? and are there two?
Is DEATH that woman's mate?

Four times fifty living men,
(And I heard nor sigh nor groan)
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,
They dropped down one by one.

Her lips were red, h er looks were free,
Her locks were yellow as gold:
Her skin was as white as leprosy,
The Night-mare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she,
Who thicks man's blood with cold.
The naked hulk alongside came,
And the twain were casting dice;
'The game is done! I've won! I've won!'
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.
The Sun's rim dips; the stars rush out;
At one stride comes the dark;
With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,
Off shot the spectre-bark.
We listened and looked sideways up!
Fear at my heart, as at a cup,
My life-blood seemed to sip!
The stars were dim, and thick the night,

The souls did from their bodies fly,—
They fled to bliss or woe!
And every soul, it passed me by,
Like the whizz of my cross-bow!
PART IV
'I fear thee, ancient Mariner!
I fear thy skinny hand!
And thou art long, and lank, and brown,
As is the ribbed sea-sand.
I fear thee and thy glittering eye,
And thy skinny hand, so brown.'—
Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest!
This body dropt not down.
Alone, alone, all, all alone,
Alone on a wide wide sea!
And never a saint took pity on
My soul in agony.
The many men, so beautiful!

And they all dead did lie:
And a thousand thousand slimy things
Lived on; and so did I.
I looked upon the rotting sea,
And drew my eyes away;
I looked upon the rotting deck,
And there the dead men lay.
I looked to heaven, and tried to pray;
But or ever a prayer had gusht,
A wicked whisper came, and made
My heart as dry as dust.
I closed my lids, and kept them close,
And the balls like pulses beat;
For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the
sky
Lay dead like a load on my weary eye,
And the dead were at my feet.
The cold sweat melted from their limbs,
Nor rot nor reek did they:
The look with which they looked on me
Had never passed away.
An orphan's curse would drag to hell
A spirit from on high;
But oh! more horrible than that
Is the curse in a dead man's eye!
Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse,
And yet I could not die.
The moving Moon went up the sky,
And no where did abide:
Softly she was going up,
And a star or two beside—
Her beams bemocked the sultry main,

Like April hoar-frost spread;
But where the ship's huge shadow lay,
The charmèd water burnt alway
A still and awful red.
Beyond the shadow of the ship,
I watched the water-snakes:
They moved in tracks of shining white,
And when they reared, the elfish light
Fell off in hoary flakes.
Within the shadow of the ship
I watched their rich attire:
Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
They coiled and swam; and every track
Was a flash of golden fire.
O happy living things! no tongue
Their beauty might declare:
A spring of love gushed from my heart,
And I blessed them unaware:
Sure my kind saint took pity on me,
And I blessed them unaware.
The self-same moment I could pray;
And from my neck so free
The Albatross fell off, and sank
Like lead into the sea.
PART V
Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing,
Beloved from pole to pole!
To Mary Queen the praise be given!
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven,
That slid into my soul.
The silly buckets on the deck,
That had so long remained,
I dreamt that they were filled with dew;

And when I awoke, it rained.
My lips were wet, my throat was cold,
My garments all were dank;
Sure I had drunken in my dreams,
And still my body drank.
I moved, and could not feel my limbs:
I was so light—almost
I thought that I had died in sleep,
And was a blessed ghost.
And soon I heard a roaring wind:
It did not come anear;
But with its sound it shook the sails,
That were so thin and sere.
The upper air burst into life!
And a hundred fire-flags sheen,
To and fro they were hurried about!
And to and fro, and in and out,
The wan stars danced between.
And the coming wind did roar more loud,
And the sails did sigh like sedge,
And the rain poured down from one black
cloud;
The Moon was at its edge.
The thick black cloud was cleft, and still
The Moon was at its side:
Like waters shot from some high crag,
The lightning fell with never a jag,
A river steep and wide.
The loud wind never reached the ship,
Yet now the ship moved on!
Beneath the lightning and the Moon
The dead men gave a groan.

They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose,
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes;
It had been strange, even in a dream,
To have seen those dead men rise.
The helmsman steered, the ship moved on;
Yet never a breeze up-blew;
The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,
Where they were wont to do;
They raised their limbs like lifeless tools—
We were a ghastly crew.
The body of my brother's son
Stood by me, knee to knee:
The body and I pulled at one rope,
But he said nought to me.
'I fear thee, ancient Mariner!'
Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest!
'Twas not those souls that fled in pain,
Which to their corses came again,
But a troop of spirits blest:
For when it dawned—they dropped their
arms,
And clustered round the mast;
Sweet sounds rose slowly through their
mouths,
And from their bodies passed.
Around, around, flew each sweet sound,
Then darted to the Sun;
Slowly the sounds came back again,
Now mixed, now one by one.
Sometimes a-dropping from the sky
I heard the sky-lark sing;
Sometimes all little birds that are,

How they seemed to fill the sea and air
With their sweet jargoning!
And now 'twas like all instruments,
Now like a lonely flute;
And now it is an angel's song,
That makes the heavens be mute.
It ceased; yet still the sails made on
A pleasant noise till noon,
A noise like of a hidden brook
In the leafy month of June,
That to the sleeping woods all night
Singeth a quiet tune.
Till noon we quietly sailed on,
Yet never a breeze did breathe:
Slowly and smoothly went the ship,
Moved onward from beneath.
Under the keel nine fathom deep,
From the land of mist and snow,
The spirit slid: and it was he
That made the ship to go.
The sails at noon left off their tune,
And the ship stood still also.

How long in that same fit I lay,
I have not to declare;
But ere my living life returned,
I heard and in my soul discerned
Two voices in the air.
'Is it he?' quoth one, 'Is this the man?
By him who died on cross,
With his cruel bow he laid full low
The harmless Albatross.
The spirit who bideth by himself
In the land of mist and snow,
He loved the bird that loved the man
Who shot him with his bow.'
The other was a softer voice,
As soft as honey-dew:
Quoth he, 'The man hath penance done,
And penance more will do.'
PART VI
First Voice
'But tell me, tell me! speak again,
Thy soft response renewing—
What makes that ship drive on so fast?
What is the ocean doing?'

The Sun, right up above the mast,
Had fixed her to the ocean:
But in a minute she 'gan stir,
With a short uneasy motion—
Backwards and forwards half her length
With a short uneasy motion.

Second Voice
Still as a slave before his lord,
The ocean hath no blast;
His great bright eye most silently
Up to the Moon is cast—

Then like a pawing horse let go,
She made a sudden bound:
It flung the blood into my head,
And I fell down in a swound.

If he may know which way to go;
For she guides him smooth or grim.
See, brother, see! how graciously
She looketh down on him.'

First Voice
'But why drives on that ship so fast,
Without or wave or wind?'
Second Voice
'The air is cut away before,
And closes from behind.
Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high!
Or we shall be belated:
For slow and slow that ship will go,
When the Mariner's trance is abated.'
I woke, and we were sailing on
As in a gentle weather:
'Twas night, calm night, the moon was high;
The dead men stood together.
All stood together on the deck,
For a charnel-dungeon fitter:
All fixed on me their stony eyes,
That in the Moon did glitter.
The pang, the curse, with which they died,
Had never passed away:
I could not draw my eyes from theirs,
Nor turn them up to pray.
And now this spell was snapt: once more
I viewed the ocean green,
And looked far forth, yet little saw
Of what had else been seen—
Like one, that on a lonesome road
Doth walk in fear and dread,
And having once turned round walks on,
And turns no more his head;
Because he knows, a frightful fiend
Doth close behind him tread.

But soon there breathed a wind on me,
Nor sound nor motion made:
Its path was not upon the sea,
In ripple or in shade.
It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek
Like a meadow-gale of spring—
It mingled strangely with my fears,
Yet it felt like a welcoming.
Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship,
Yet she sailed softly too:
Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze—
On me alone it blew.
Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed
The light-house top I see?
Is this the hill? is this the kirk?
Is this mine own countree?
We drifted o'er the harbour-bar,
And I with sobs did pray—
O let me be awake, my God!
Or let me sleep alway.
The harbour-bay was clear as glass,
So smoothly it was strewn!
And on the bay the moonlight lay,
And the shadow of the Moon.
The rock shone bright, the kirk no less,
That stands above the rock:
The moonlight steeped in silentness
The steady weathercock.
And the bay was white with silent light,
Till rising from the same,
Full many shapes, that shadows were,

In crimson colours came.
A little distance from the prow
Those crimson shadows were:
I turned my eyes upon the deck—
Oh, Christ! what saw I there!

PART VII
This Hermit good lives in that wood
Which slopes down to the sea.
How loudly his sweet voice he rears!
He loves to talk with marineres
That come from a far countree.

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat,
And, by the holy rood!
A man all light, a seraph-man,
On every corse there stood.

He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve—
He hath a cushion plump:
It is the moss that wholly hides
The rotted old oak-stump.

This seraph-band, each waved his hand:
It was a heavenly sight!
They stood as signals to the land,
Each one a lovely light;

The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk,
'Why, this is strange, I trow!
Where are those lights so many and fair,
That signal made but now?'

This seraph-band, each waved his hand,
No voice did they impart—
No voice; but oh! the silence sank
Like music on my heart.

'Strange, by my faith!' the Hermit said—
'And they answered not our cheer!
The planks looked warped! and see those
sails,
How thin they are and sere!
I never saw aught like to them,
Unless perchance it were

But soon I heard the dash of oars,
I heard the Pilot's cheer;
My head was turned perforce away
And I saw a boat appear.
The Pilot and the Pilot's boy,
I heard them coming fast:
Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy
The dead men could not blast.
I saw a third—I heard his voice:
It is the Hermit good!
He singeth loud his godly hymns
That he makes in the wood.
He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away
The Albatross's blood.

Brown skeletons of leaves that lag
My forest-brook along;
When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow,
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below,
That eats the she-wolf's young.'
'Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look—
(The Pilot made reply)
I am a-feared'—'Push on, push on!'
Said the Hermit cheerily.
The boat came closer to the ship,
But I nor spake nor stirred;
The boat came close beneath the ship,

And straight a sound was heard.

What manner of man art thou?'

Under the water it rumbled on,
Still louder and more dread:
It reached the ship, it split the bay;
The ship went down like lead.

Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched
With a woful agony,
Which forced me to begin my tale;
And then it left me free.

Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound,
Which sky and ocean smote,
Like one that hath been seven days drowned
My body lay afloat;
But swift as dreams, myself I found
Within the Pilot's boat.

Since then, at an uncertain hour,
That agony returns:
And till my ghastly tale is told,
This heart within me burns.

Upon the whirl, where sank the ship,
The boat spun round and round;
And all was still, save that the hill
Was telling of the sound.
I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked
And fell down in a fit;
The holy Hermit raised his eyes,
And prayed where he did sit.
I took the oars: the Pilot's boy,
Who now doth crazy go,
Laughed loud and long, and all the while
His eyes went to and fro.
'Ha! ha!' quoth he, 'full plain I see,
The Devil knows how to row.'

I pass, like night, from land to land;
I have strange power of speech;
That moment that his face I see,
I know the man that must hear me:
To him my tale I teach.
What loud uproar bursts from that door!
The wedding-guests are there:
But in the garden-bower the bride
And bride-maids singing are:
And hark the little vesper bell,
Which biddeth me to prayer!
O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been
Alone on a wide wide sea:
So lonely 'twas, that God himself
Scarce seemèd there to be.

And now, all in my own countree,
I stood on the firm land!
The Hermit stepped forth from the boat,
And scarcely he could stand.

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,
'Tis sweeter far to me,
To walk together to the kirk
With a goodly company!—

'O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!'
The Hermit crossed his brow.
'Say quick,' quoth he, 'I bid thee say—

To walk together to the kirk,
And all together pray,
While each to his great Father bends,

Old men, and babes, and loving friends
And youths and maidens gay!
Farewell, farewell! but this I tell
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest!
He prayeth well, who loveth well
Both man and bird and beast.
He prayeth best, who loveth best
All things both great and small;
For the dear God who loveth us,

He made and loveth all.
The Mariner, whose eye is bright,
Whose beard with age is hoar,
Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest
Turned from the bridegroom's door.
He went like one that hath been stunned,
And is of sense forlorn:
A sadder and a wiser man,
He rose the morrow morn.

Test your comprehension with the questions below.
1) Why does the Mariner have such a strong urge to tell his tragic story, and why does he
tell it to the Wedding Guest of all people? Unpack your thoughts in a paragraph.
2) What role does the albatross play in this poem, and what do you think it symbolizes?
3) Why do you think the Mariner killed the albatross?
4) Identify at least two literary techniques Coleridge uses within his poem, and give an
example of each.
5) Whose fate do you think is worse, the Mariner’s or his crew’s? Explain your reasoning.
6) Upon hearing this story, the Wedding Guest went on and was described as “a sadder and
wiser man.” What would your reaction be if the Mariner were to tell you this tale, and
what do you think you would take away from it?

The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County
Mark Twain
Week Eight
______________________________________________________________________________
Mr. A. Ward,
Dear Sir: -- Well, I called on good-natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after your
friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as you requested me to do, and I hereunto append the result. If you can get any
information out of it you are cordially welcome to it. I have a lurking suspicion that your Leonidas W.
Smiley is a myth -- that you never knew such a personage, and that you only conjectured that if I asked old
Wheeler about him it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me
nearly to death with some infernal reminiscence of him as long and tedious as it should be useless to me. If
that was your design, Mr. Ward, it will gratify you to know that it succeeded.
I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room stove of the old,
dilapidated tavern in the ancient mining camp of Boomerang, and I noticed that he was fat and
bald-headed, and had an expression of winning gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil
countenance. He roused up and gave me good-day. I told him a friend of mine had
commissioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood named
Leonidas W. Smiley -- Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley -- a young minister of the Gospel, who he had
heard was at one time a resident of this village of Boomerang. I added that if Mr. Wheeler could
tell me any thing about this Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to
him.
Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair -- and
then sat me down and reeled off the monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He
never smiled, he never frowned, he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to
which he tuned the initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm -but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness and
sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was any thing
ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its
two heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. To me, the spectacle of a man drifting
serenely along through such a queer yarn without ever smiling was exquisitely absurd. As I said
before, I asked him to tell me what he knew of Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and he replied as
follows. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once:
There was a feller here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of '49 -- or maybe it
was the spring of '50 -- I don't recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was
one or the other is because I remember the big flume wasn't finished when he first came to the
camp; but any way, he was the curiosest man about always betting on any thing that turned up

you ever see, if he could get any body to bet on the other side, and if he couldn't he'd change
sides -- any way that suited the other man would suit him -- any way just so's he got a bet, he
was satisfied. But still, he was lucky -- uncommon lucky; he most always come out winner. He
was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't be no solitry thing mentioned but that
feller'd offer to bet on it -- and take any side you please, as I was just telling you. If there was a
horse-race, you'd find him flush, or you'd find him busted at the end of it; if there was a
dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he'd
bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would bet you which one would fly
first -- or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be there reglar, to bet on Parson Walker,
which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, and so he was, too, and a good man. If he
even seen a straddle-bug start to go any wheres, he would bet you how long it would take him to
get wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, he would foller that straddle-bug to
Mexico but what he would find out where he was bound for and how long he was on the road.
Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tell you about him. Why, it never made no
difference to him -- he would bet on a nything -- the dangdest feller. Parson Walker's wife laid
very sick, once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they warn't going to save her; but one
morning he come in, and Smiley asked him how she was, and he said she was considerable
better -- thank the Lord for his inf'nit mercy -- and coming on so smart that, with the blessing
of Providence, she'd get well yet -- and Smiley, before he thought, says, "Well, I'll resk
two-and-a-half that she don't, anyway."
Thish-yer Smiley had a mare -- the boys called her the fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in
fun, you know, because, of course, she was faster than that -- and he used to win money on that
horse, for all she was so slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption,
or something of that kind. They used to give her two or three hundred yards' start, and then
pass her under way; but always at the fag-end of the race she'd get excited and desperate-like,
and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber, sometimes in the
air, and sometimes out to one side amongst the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust, and
raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose -- and always
fetch up at the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down.
And he had a little small bull pup, that to look at him you'd think he warn't worth a cent,
but to set around and look ornery, and lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as money
was up on him, he was a different dog -- his underjaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'castle of a
steamboat, and his teeth would uncover, and shine savage like the furnaces. And a dog might
tackle him, and bully-rag him, and bite him, and throw him over his shoulder two or three
times, and Andrew Jackson -- which was the name of the pup -- Andrew Jackson would never let
on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else -- and the bets being doubled
and doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was all up -- and then all of a sudden
he would grab that other dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze to it -- not chaw, you
understand, but only jest grip and hang on till they thronged up the sponge, if it was a year.

Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no
hind legs, because they'd been sawed off in a circular saw, and when the thing had gone along
far enough, and the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for his pet holt, he saw in a
minute how he'd been imposed on, and how the other dog had him in the door, so to speak, and
he 'peared surprised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-like, and didn't try no more to win
the fight, and so he got shucked out bad. He give Smiley a look, as much as to say his heart was
broke, and it was his fault, for putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take holt of,
which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a piece and laid down and
died. It was a good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself if
he'd lived, for the stuff was in him, and he had genius -- I know it, because he hadn't had no
opportunities to speak of, and it don't stand to reason that a dog could make such a fight as he
could under them circumstances, if he hadn't no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I
think of that last fight of his'n, and the way it turned out.
Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, and tom-cats, and all of them
kind of things, till you couldn't rest, and you couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd
match you. He ketched a frog one day, and took him home, and said he cal'klated to edercate
him; and so he never done nothing for three months but set in his back yard and learn that frog
to jump. And you bet you hedid learn him, too. He'd give him a little hunch behind, and the next
minute you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut -- see him turn one summerset, or
may be a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-footed and all right, like a cat. He
got him up so in the matter of ketching flies, and kept him in practice so constant, that he'd nail
a fly every time as far as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he
could do most anything -- and I believe him. Why, I've seen him set Dan'l Webster down here
on this floor -- Dan'l Webster was the name of the frog -- and sing out, "Flies, Dan'l, flies!" and
quicker'n you could wink, he'd spring straight up, and snake a fly off'n the counter there, and
flop down on the floor again as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the side of his head
with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn't no idea he'd been doin' any more'n any frog
might do. You never see a frog so modest and straightfor'ard as he was, for all he was so gifted.
And when it come to fair-and-square jumping on a dead level, he could get over more ground at
one straddle than any animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong
suit, you understand, and when it come to that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long as
he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he might be, for fellers that had
traveled and ben everywheres, all said he laid over any frog that ever t hey see.
Well, Smiley kept the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch him down town
sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller -- a stranger in the camp, he was -- come across
him with his box, and says:
"What might it be that you've got in the box?"
And Smiley says, sorter indifferent like, "It might be a parrot, or it might be a canary,
may be, but it ain't -- it's only just a frog."

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this way and that, and
says, "H'm -- so 'tis. Well, what's h e good for?"
"Well," Smiley says, easy and careless, "He's good enough for one thing, I should judge -he can out-jump ary frog in Calaveras county."
The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look, and give it back to
Smiley, and says, very deliberate, "Well -- I don't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n
any other frog."
"Maybe you don't," Smiley says. "Maybe you understand frogs, and maybe you don't
understand 'em; maybe you've had experience, and maybe you ain't only a amature, as it were.
Anyways, I've got myopinion, and I'll resk forty dollars that he can outjump ary frog in Calaveras
county."
And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad, like, "Well, I'm only a
stranger here, and I ain't got no frog -- but if I had a frog, I'd bet you."
And then Smiley says, "That's all right -- that's all right -- if you'll hold my box a minute,
I'll go and get you a frog." And so the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with
Smiley's, and set down to wait.
So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to hisself, and then he got the frog
out and prized his mouth open and took a tea-spoon and filled him full of quail shot -- filled
him pretty near up to his chin -- and set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and
slopped around in the mud for a long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched him in,
and give him to this feller, and says:
"Now if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, with his fore-paws just even with
Dan'l's, and I'll give the word." Then he says, "One -- two -- three -- jump!" and him and the
feller touched up the frogs from behind, and the new frog hopped off, but Dan'l give a heave,
and hysted up his shoulders -- so -- like a Frenchman, but it wasn't no use -- he couldn't budge;
he was planted as solid as an anvil, and he couldn't no more stir than if he was anchored out.
Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no idea what the
matter was, of course.
The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going out at the door, he
sorter jerked his thumb over his shoulders -- this way -- at Dan'l, and says again, very
deliberate, "Well, I don't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog."
Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan'l a long time, and at last he
says, "I do wonder what in the nation that frog throw'd off for -- I wonder if there ain't
something the matter with him -- he 'pears to look mighty baggy, somehow" -- and he ketched
Dan'l by the nap of the neck, and lifted him up and says, "Why, blame my cats, if he don't weigh
five pound!" -- and turned him upside down, and he belched out a double-handful of shot. And
then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man -- he set the frog down and took out after
that feller, but he never ketchd him. And----

[Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and got up to go and
see what was wanted.] And turning to me as he moved away, he said: "Just set where you are,
stranger, and rest easy -- I an't going to be gone a second."
But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the history of the enterprising
vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford me much information concerning the Rev.
Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away.
At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he button-holed me and
recommenced:
"Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yeller one-eyed cow that didn't have no tail, only jest a
short stump like a bannanner, and "
"O, curse Smiley and his afflicted cow!" I muttered, good-naturedly, and bidding the old
gentleman good-day, I departed.
Test your comprehension with the questions below.
1) Why do you think Simon Wheeler is so eager to tell his tall tales? How might his attitude
compare or contrast with the Mariner’s in The Rime of the Ancient Mariner?
2) What satisfaction does Jim Smiley seek to gain from his constant gambling? Would you
say he’s a gambling addict, or is he after something else as he schemes?
3) How does the narrator’s knowledge of Simon Wheeler set the mood and prepare the
reader for Wheeler’s storytelling?
4) Give at least two examples of hyperbole that Mark Twain uses to add dramatic flair to the
story.

