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grew pale, overcome by the effort of her rapid flight, and seeing Peneus’s waters near cried out ‘Help me father! If 
your streams have divine powers change me, destroy this beauty that pleases too well!’ Her prayer was scarcely done 
when a heavy numbness seized her limbs, thin bark closed over her breast, her hair turned into leaves, her arms into 
branches, her feet so swift a moment ago stuck fast in slow-growing roots, her face was lost in the canopy. Only her 
shining beauty was left.

Even like this Phoebus loved her and, placing his hand against the trunk, he felt her heart still quivering under the new 
bark. He clasped the branches as if they were parts of human arms, and kissed the wood. But even the wood shrank 
from his kisses, and the god said ‘Since you cannot be my bride, you must be my tree! Laurel, with you my hair will 
be wreathed, with you my lyre, with you my quiver. You will go with the Roman generals when joyful voices acclaim 
their triumph, and the Capitol witnesses their long processions. You will stand outside Augustus’s doorposts, a faith-
ful guardian, and keep watch over the crown of oak between them. And just as my head with its un-cropped hair is 
always young, so you also will wear the beauty of undying leaves.’ Paean had done: the laurel bowed her newly made 
branches, and seemed to shake her leafy crown like a head giving consent.

Gogol, Nikolai. “The Nose.” Translated by Ronald Wilks. Diary of a Madman, and Other Stories. New York: Penguin, 
1972. (1836) 

An extraordinarily strange thing happened in St. Petersburg on 25 March. Ivan Yakovlevich, a barber who lived on 
Voznesensky Avenue (his surname has got lost and all that his shop-front signboard shows is a gentleman with a 
lathered cheek and the inscription ‘We also let blood’) woke up rather early one morning and smelt hot bread. As he 
sat up in bed he saw his wife, who was a quite respectable lady and a great coffee-drinker, taking some freshly baked 
rolls out of the oven.

‘I don’t want any coffee today, Praskovya Osipovna,’ said Ivan Yakovlevich. ‘I’ll make do with some hot rolls and onion 
instead.’ (Here I must explain that Ivan Yakovlevich would really have liked to have had some coffee as well, but knew 
it was quite out of the question to expect both coffee and rolls, since Praskovya Osipovna did not take very kindly to 
these whims of his.) ‘Let the old fool have his bread, I don’t mind,’ she thought. ‘That means extra coffee for me!’ And 
she threw a roll on to the table.

Ivan pulled his frock-coat over his nightshirt for decency’s sake, sat down at the table, poured out some salt, peeled 
two onions, took a knife and with a determined expression on his face started cutting one of the rolls.

When he had sliced the roll in two, he peered into the middle and was amazed to see something white there. Ivan 
carefully picked at it with his knife, and felt it with his finger. ‘Quite thick,’ he said to himself. ‘What on earth can it be?’

He poked two fingers in and pulled out—a nose!

He flopped back in his chair, and began rubbing his eyes and feeling around in the roll again. Yes, it was a nose all 
right, no mistake about that. And, what’s more, it seemed a very familiar nose. His face filled with horror. But this hor-
ror was nothing compared with his wife’s indignation.

‘You beast, whose nose is that you’ve cut off?’ she cried furiously. ‘You scoundrel! You drunkard! I’ll report it to the 
police myself, I will. You thief! Come to think of it, I’ve heard three customers say that when they come in for a shave 
you start pulling their noses about so much it’s a wonder they stay on at all!’

But Ivan felt more dead than alive. He knew that the nose belonged to none other than Collegiate Assessor Kovalyov, 
whom he shaved on Wednesdays and Sundays.

‘Wait a minute, Praskovya! I’ll wrap it up in a piece of cloth and dump it in the corner. Let’s leave it there for a bit, then 
I’ll try and get rid of it.’

‘I don’t want to know! Do you think I’m going to let a sawn-off nose lie about in my room ... you fathead! All you can 
do is strop that blasted razor of yours and let everything else go to pot. Layabout! Night-bird! And you expect me to 
cover up for you with the police! You filthy pig! Blockhead! Get that nose out of here, out! Do what you like with it, but 
I don’t want that thing hanging around here a minute longer!’

Ivan Yakovlevich was absolutely stunned. He thought and thought, but just didn’t know what to make of it.

‘I’m damned if I know what’s happened!’ he said at last, scratching the back of his ear. ‘I can’t say for certain if I came 
home drunk or not last night. All I know is, it’s crazy. After all, bread is baked in an oven, and you don’t get noses in 
bakeries. Can’t make head or tail of it! ...’ 

Ivan Yakovlevich lapsed into silence. The thought that the police might search the place, find the nose and afterwards 
bring a charge against him, very nearly sent him out of his mind. Already he could see that scarlet collar beautifully 
embroidered with silver, that sword ... and he began shaking all over. Finally he put on his scruffy old trousers and 
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shoes and with Praskovya Osipovna’s vigorous invective ringing in his ears, wrapped the nose up in a piece of cloth 
and went out into the street.

All he wanted was to stuff it away somewhere, either hiding it between two curb-stones by someone’s front door 
or else ‘accidentally’ dropping it and slinking off down a side street. But as luck would have it, he kept bumping into 
friends, who would insist on asking: ‘Where are you off to?’ or ‘It’s a bit early for shaving customers, isn’t it?’ with the 
result that he didn’t have a chance to get rid of it. Once he did manage to drop it, but a policeman pointed with his 
halberd and said: ‘Pick that up! Can’t you see you dropped something!’ And Ivan Yakovlevich had to pick it up and 
hide it in his pocket. Despair gripped him, especially as the streets were getting more and more crowded now as the 
shops and stalls began to open.

He decided to make his way to St. Isaac’s Bridge and see if he could throw the nose into the River Neva without 
anyone seeing him. But here I am rather at fault for not telling you before something about Ivan Yakovlevich, who in 
many ways was a man you could respect.

De Voltaire, F. A. M. Candide, Or The Optimist. Translated by H. Morley. London: George Routledge and Sons, Ltd., 
1888. (1759)

In the country of Westphalia, in the castle of the most noble Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh, lived a youth whom 
Nature had endowed with a most sweet disposition. His face was the true index of his mind. He had a solid judgment 
joined to the most unaffected simplicity; and hence, I presume, he had his name of Candide. The old servants of the 
house suspected him to have been the son of the Baron’s sister, by a very good sort of a gentleman of the neigh-
borhood, whom that young lady refused to marry, because he could produce no more than threescore and eleven 
quarterings in his arms; the rest of the genealogical tree belonging to the family having been lost through the injuries 
of time. 

The Baron was one of the most powerful lords in Westphalia, for his castle had not only a gate, but even windows, 
and his great hall was hung with tapestry. He used to hunt with his mastiffs and spaniels instead of greyhounds; his 
groom served him for huntsman; and the parson of the parish officiated as his grand almoner. He was called “My 
Lord” by all his people, and he never told a story but everyone laughed at it. 

My Lady Baroness, who weighed three hundred and fifty pounds, consequently was a person of no small consider-
ation; and then she did the honors of the house with a dignity that commanded universal respect. Her daughter was 
about seventeen years of age, fresh-colored, comely, plump, and desirable. The Baron’s son seemed to be a youth 
in every respect worthy of the father he sprung from. Pangloss, the preceptor, was the oracle of the family, and little 
Candide listened to his instructions with all the simplicity natural to his age and disposition. 

Master Pangloss taught the metaphysico-theologo-cosmolo-nigology. He could prove to admiration that there is no 
effect without a cause; and, that in this best of all possible worlds, the Baron’s castle was the most magnificent of all 
castles, and My Lady the best of all possible baronesses. 

“It is demonstrable,” said he, “that things cannot be otherwise than as they are; for as all things have been created for 
some end, they must necessarily be created for the best end. Observe, for instance, the nose is formed for spectacles, 
therefore we wear spectacles. The legs are visibly designed for stockings, accordingly we wear stockings. Stones were 
made to be hewn and to construct castles, therefore My Lord has a magnificent castle; for the greatest baron in the 
province ought to be the best lodged. Swine were intended to be eaten, therefore we eat pork all the year round: and 
they, who assert that everything is right, do not express themselves correctly; they should say that everything is best.” 

Candide listened attentively and believed implicitly, for he thought Miss Cunegund excessively handsome, though he 
never had the courage to tell her so. He concluded that next to the happiness of being Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh, 
the next was that of being Miss Cunegund, the next that of seeing her every day, and the last that of hearing the doc-
trine of Master Pangloss, the greatest philosopher of the whole province, and consequently of the whole world. 

One day when Miss Cunegund went to take a walk in a little neighboring wood which was called a park, she saw, 
through the bushes, the sage Doctor Pangloss giving a lecture in experimental philosophy to her mother’s chamber-
maid, a little brown wench, very pretty, and very tractable. 

As Miss Cunegund had a great disposition for the sciences, she observed with the utmost attention the experiments 
which were repeated before her eyes; she perfectly well understood the force of the doctor’s reasoning upon causes 
and effects. She retired greatly flurried, quite pensive and filled with the desire of knowledge, imagining that she 
might be a sufficing reason for young Candide, and he for her. 

In her way back she happened to meet the young man; she blushed, he blushed also; she wished him a good morning 
in a flattering tone, he returned the salute, without knowing what he said. The next day, as they were rising from din-
ner, Cunegund and Candide slipped behind the screen. The miss dropped her handkerchief, the young man picked it 
up. She innocently took hold of his hand, and he as innocently kissed hers with a warmth, a sensibility, a grace-all very 
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particular; their lips met; their eyes sparkled; their knees trembled; their hands strayed. The Baron chanced to come 
by; he beheld the cause and effect, and, without hesitation, saluted Candide with some notable kicks on the breech 
and drove him out of doors. The lovely Miss Cunegund fainted away, and, as soon as she came to herself, the Baroness 
boxed her ears. Thus a general consternation was spread over this most magnificent and most agreeable of all pos-
sible castles.

Turgenev, Ivan. Fathers and Sons. Translated by Constance Garnett. New York: Dover, 1998. (1862)

“WELL, Piotr, not in sight yet?” was the question asked on May the 20th, 1859, by a gentleman of a little over forty, in 
a dusty coat and checked trousers, who came out without his hat on to the low steps of the posting station at S ?. He 
was addressing his servant, a chubby young fellow, with whitish down on his chin, and little, lack-lustre eyes. 

The servant, in whom everything--the turquoise ring in his ear, the streaky hair plastered with grease, and the civil-
ity of his movements--indicated a man of the new, unproved generation, glanced with an air of indulgence along the 
road, and made answer: 

“No, sir; not in sight.” 

“Not in sight?” repeated his master. 

“No, sir,” responded the man a second time. 

His master sighed, and sat down on a little bench. We will introduce him to the reader while he sits, his feet tucked 
under him, gazing thoughtfully round. 

His name was Nikolai Petrovitch Kirsanov. He had twelve miles from the posting station, a fine property of two 
hundred souls, or, as he expressed it--since he had arranged the division of his land with the peasants, and started a 
?farm?--of nearly five thousand acres. His father, a general in the army, who served in 1812, a coarse, half-educated, 
but not ill-natured man, a typical Russian, had been in harness all his life, first in command of a brigade, and then of 
a division, and lived constantly in the provinces, where, by virtue of his rank, he played a fairly important part. Nikolai 
Petrovitch was born in the south of Russia like his elder brother, Pavel, of whom more hereafter. He was educated at 
home till he was fourteen, surrounded by cheap tutors, free-and-easy but toadying adjutants, and all the usual regi-
mental and staff set. His mother, one of the Kolyazin family, as a girl called Agathe, but as a general’s wife Agathok-
leya Kuzminishna Kirsanov, was one of those military ladies who take their full share of the duties and dignities of of-
fice. She wore gorgeous caps and rustling silk dresses; in church she was the first to advance to the cross; she talked 
a great deal in a loud voice, let her children kiss her hand in the morning, and gave them her blessing at night--in fact, 
she got everything out of life she could. Nikolai Petrovitch, as a general’s son--though so far from being distinguished 
by courage that he even deserved to be called ?a funk?--was intended, like his brother Pavel, to enter the army; but 
he broke his leg on the very day when the news of his commission came, and, after being two months in bed, re-
tained a slight limp to the end of his day. His father gave him up as a bad job, and let him go into the civil service. He 
took him to Petersburg directly he was eighteen, and placed him in the university. His brother happened about the 
same time to be made an officer in the Guards. The young men started living together in one set of rooms, under the 
remote supervision of a cousin on their mother’s side, Ilya Kolyazin, an official of high rank. Their father returned to 
his division and his wife, and only rarely sent his sons large sheets of grey paper, scrawled over in a bold clerkly hand. 
At the bottom of these sheets stood in letters, enclosed carefully in scroll-work, the words, “Piotr Kirsanov, General-
Major.” 

Henry, O. “The Gift of the Magi.” The Best Short Stories of O. Henry. New York: Modern Library, 1994. (1906)

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick 
feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers 
of the lord of the flat.

For there lay The Combs—the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped long in a Broadway window. 
Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jewelled rims—just the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They 
were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of 
possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: “My 
hair grows so fast, Jim!”

And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!”

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal 
seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.
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“Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You’ll have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give 
me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it.”

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and smiled.

“Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep ‘em a while. They’re too nice to use just at present. I 
sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops on.”

The magi, as you know, were wise men—wonderfully wise men—who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They 
invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the 
privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two 
foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last 
word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and 
receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi. 

Kafka, Franz. The Metamorphosis. Translated by Stanley Corngold. New York: Bantam, 1972. (1915)

When Gregor Samsa woke up one morning from unsettling dreams, he found himself changed in his bed into a mon-
strous vermin. He was lying on his back as hard as armor plate, and when he lifted his head a little, he saw his vaulted 
brown belly, sectioned by arch-shaped ribs, to whose dome the cover, about to slide off completely, could barely 
cling. His many legs, pitifully thin compared with the size of the rest of him, were waving helplessly before his eyes.

“What’s happened to me?” he thought. It was no dream. His room, a regular human room, only a little on the small 
side, lay quiet between the four familiar walls. Over the table, on which an unpacked line of fabric samples was all 
spread out--Samsa was a traveling salesman--hung the picture which he had recently cut out of a glossy magazine 
and lodged in a pretty gilt frame. It showed a lady done up in a fur hat and a fur boa, sitting upright and raising up 
against the viewer a heavy fur muff in which her whole forearm had disappeared.

Gregor’s eyes then turned to the window, and the overcast weather--he could hear raindrops hitting against the 
metal window ledge--completely depressed him. “How about going back to sleep for a few minutes and forgetting 
all this nonsense,” he thought, but that was completely impracticable, since he was used to sleeping on his right side 
and in his present state could not get into that position. No matter how hard he threw himself onto his right side, he 
always rocked onto his back again. He must have tried it a hundred times, closing his eyes so as not to have to see his 
squirming legs, and stopped only when he began to feel a slight, dull pain in his side, which he had never felt before.

Steinbeck, John. The Grapes of Wrath. New York: Viking, 1967. (1939)
From Chapter 15

The man took off his dark, stained hat and stood with a curious humility in front of the screen. “Could you see your 
way to sell us a loaf of bread, ma’am?”

Mae said, “This ain’t a grocery store. We got bread to make san’widges.”

“I know, ma’am.” His humility was insistent. “We need bread and there ain’t nothin’ for quite a piece, they say.”

“‘F we sell bread we gonna run out.” Mae’s tone was faltering.

“We’re hungry,” the man said.

“Whyn’t you buy a san’widge? We got nice san’widges, hamburgs.”

“We’d sure admire to do that, ma’am. But we can’t. We got to make a dime do all of us.” And he said embarrassedly, 
“We ain’t got but a little.”

Mae said, “You can’t get no loaf a bread for a dime. We only got fifteen-cent loafs.”

From behind her Al growled, “God Almighty, Mae, give ‘em bread.”

“We’ll run out ‘fore the bread truck comes.”

“Run out then, goddamn it,” said Al. He looked sullenly down at the potato salad he was mixing.

Mae shrugged her plump shoulders and looked to the truck drivers to show them what she was up against.

She held the screen door open and the man came in, bringing a smell of sweat with him. The boys edged behind him 
and they went immediately to the candy case and stared in—not with craving or with hope or even with desire, but 
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just with a kind of wonder that such things could be. They were alike in size and their faces were alike. One scratched 
his dusty ankle with the toe nails of his other foot. The other whispered some soft message and then they straight-
ened their arms so that their clenched fists in the overall pockets showed through the thin blue cloth.

Mae opened a drawer and took out a long waxpaper-wrapped loaf. “This here is a fifteen-cent loaf.”

The man put his hat back on his head. He answered with inflexible humility, “Won’t you—can’t you see your way to cut 
off ten cents’ worth?”

Al said snarlingly, “Goddamn it, Mae. Give ‘em the loaf.”

The man turned toward Al. “No, we want ta buy ten cents’ worth of it. We got it figgered awful close, mister, to get to 
California.”

Mae said resignedly, “You can have this for ten cents.”

“That’d be robbin’ you, ma’am.”

“Go ahead—Al says to take it.” She pushed the waxpapered loaf across the counter. The man took a deep leather 
pouch from his rear pocket, untied the strings, and spread it open. It was heavy with silver and with greasy bills.

“May soun’ funny to be so tight,” he apologized. “We got a thousan’ miles to go, an’ we don’ know if we’ll make it.” He 
dug in the pouch with a forefinger, located a dime, and pinched in for it. When he put it down on the counter he had 
a penny with it. He was about to drop the penny back into the pouch when his eye fell on the boys frozen before the 
candy counter. He moved slowly down to them. He pointed in the case at big long sticks of striped peppermint. “Is 
them penny candy, ma’am?”

Mae moved down and looked in. “Which ones?”

“There, them stripy ones.”

The little boys raised their eyes to her face and they stopped breathing; their mouths were partly opened, their half-
naked bodies were rigid.

“Oh—them. Well, no—them’s two for a penny.”

“Well, gimme two then, ma’am.” He placed the copper cent carefully on the counter. The boys expelled their held 
breath softly. Mae held the big sticks out.

Bradbury, Ray. Fahrenheit 451. New York: Ballantine, 1987. (1953)
From Part 1: “The Hearth and the Salamander”

It was a pleasure to burn.

It was a special pleasure to see things eaten, to see things blackened and changed. With the brass nozzle in his 
fists, with this great python spitting its venomous kerosene upon the world, the blood pounded in his head, and his 
hands were the hands of some amazing conductor playing all the symphonies of blazing and burning to bring down 
the tatters and charcoal ruins of history. With his symbolic helmet numbered 451 on his stolid head, and his eyes all 
orange flame with the thought of what came next, he flicked the igniter and the house jumped up in a gorging fire 
that burned the evening sky red and yellow and black. He strode in a swarm of fireflies. He wanted above all, like the 
old joke, to shove a marshmallow on a stick in the furnace, while the flapping pigeon-winged books died on the porch 
and lawn of the house. While the books went up in sparkling whirls and blew away on a wind turned dark with burn-
ing.

Montag grinned the fierce grin of all men singed and driven back by flame.

He knew that when he returned to the firehouse, he might wink at himself, a minstrel man, burnt-corked, in the mirror. 
Later, going to sleep, he would feel the fiery smile still gripped by his face muscles, in the dark. It never went away, 
that smile, it never ever went away, as long as he remembered.

Olsen, Tillie. “I Stand Here Ironing.” Tell Me a Riddle. New York: Dell, 1956. (1956)
From “I Stand Here Ironing”

I stand here ironing, and what you asked me moves tormented back and forth with the iron.
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“I wish you would manage the time to come in and talk with me about your daughter. I’m sure you can help me under-
stand her. She’s a youngster who needs help and whom I’m deeply interested in helping.”

“Who needs help”…Even if I came, what good would it do? You think because I am her mother I have a key, or that in 
some way you could use me as a key? She has lived for nineteen years. There is all that like that has happened outside 
of me, beyond me.

And when is there time to remember, to sift, to weigh, to estimate, to total? I will start and there will be an interrup-
tion and I will have to gather it all together again. Or I will become engulfed with all I did or did not do, with what 
should have been and what cannot be helped.

She was a beautiful baby. The first and only one of our five that was beautiful at birth. You do not guess how new and 
uneasy her tenancy in her now-loveliness. You did not know her all those years she was thought homely, or see her 
peering over her baby pictures, making me tell her over and over how beautiful she had been—and would be, I would 
tell her—and was now, to the seeing eye. But the seeing eyes were few or non-existent. Including mine.

Achebe, Chinua. Things Fall Apart. New York: Anchor, 1994. (1958)

Okonkwo was well known throughout the nine villages and even beyond. His fame rested on solid personal achieve-
ments. As a young man of eighteen he had brought honor to his village by throwing Amalinze the Cat. Amalinze was 
the great wrestler who for seven years was unbeaten, from Umuofia to Mbaino. He was called the Cat because his 
back would never touch the earth. It was this man that Okonkwo threw in a fight which the old men agreed was one 
of the fiercest since the founder of their town engaged a spirit of the wild for seven days and seven nights. 

The drums beat and the flutes sang and the spectators held their breath. Amalinze was a wily craftsman, but Okonk-
wo was as slippery as a fish in water. Every nerve and every muscle stood out on their arms, on their backs and their 
thighs, and one almost heard them stretching to breaking point. In the end Okonkwo threw the Cat. 

That was many years ago, twenty years or more, and during this time Okonkwo’s fame had grown like a bush-fire in 
the harmattan. He was tall and huge, and his bushy eyebrows and wide nose gave him a very severe look. He breathed 
heavily, and it was said that, when he slept, his wives and children in their houses could hear him breathe. When he 
walked, his heels hardly touched the ground and he seemed to walk on springs, as if he was going to pounce on 
somebody. And he did pounce on people quite often. He had a slight stammer and whenever he was angry and could 
not get his words out quickly enough, he would use his fists. He had no patience with unsuccessful men. He had had 
no patience with his father. 

Unoka, for that was his father’s name, had died ten years ago. In his day he was lazy and improvident and was quite 
incapable of thinking about tomorrow. If any money came his way, and it seldom did, he immediately bought gourds 
of palm-wine, called round his neighbors and made merry. He always said that whenever he saw a dead man’s mouth 
he saw the folly of not eating what one had in one’s lifetime. Unoka was, of course, a debtor, and he owed every 
neighbor some money, from a few cowries to quite substantial amounts. 

He was tall but very thin and had a slight stoop. He wore a haggard and mournful look except when he was drinking 
or playing on his flute. He was very good on his flute, and his happiest moments were the two or three moons after 
the harvest when the village musicians brought down their instruments, hung above the fireplace. Unoka would play 
with them, his face beaming with blessedness and peace. Sometimes another village would ask Unoka’s band and 
their dancing egwugwu to come and stay with them and teach them their tunes. They would go to such hosts for as 
long as three or four markets, making music and feasting. Unoka loved the good fare and the good fellowship, and he 
loved this season of the year, when the rains had stopped and the sun rose every morning with dazzling beauty. And 
it was not too hot either, because the cold and dry harmattan wind was blowing down from the north. Some years the 
harmattan was very severe and a dense haze hung on the atmosphere. Old men and children would then sit round log 
fires, warming their bodies. Unoka loved it all, and he loved the first kites that returned with the dry season, and the 
children who sang songs of welcome to them. He would remember his own childhood, how he had often wandered 
around looking for a kite sailing leisurely against the blue sky. As soon as he found one he would sing with his whole 
being, welcoming it back from its long, long journey, and asking it if it had brought home any lengths of cloth. 

Lee, Harper. To Kill A Mockingbird. New York: HarperCollins Publishers, 2006. (1960) 
From Chapter One

When he was nearly thirteen, my brother Jem got his arm badly broken at the elbow. When it healed, and Jem’s fears 
of never being able to play football were assuaged, he was seldom self-conscious about his injury. His left arm was 
somewhat shorter than his right; when he stood or walked, the back of his hand was at right angles to his body, his 
thumb parallel to his thigh. He couldn’t have cared less, so long as he could pass and punt.  
 
When enough years had gone by to enable us to look back on them, we sometimes discussed the events leading to 
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his accident. I maintain that the Ewells started it all, but Jem, who was four years my senior, said it started long before 
that. He said it began the summer Dill came to us, when Dill first gave us the idea of making Boo Radley come out.  
 
I said if he wanted to take a broad view of the thing, it really began with Andrew Jackson. If General Jackson hadn’t 
run the Creeks up the creek, Simon Finch would never have paddled up the Alabama, and where would we be if he 
hadn’t? We were far too old to settle an argument with a fist-fight, so we consulted Atticus. Our father said we were 
both right.

Shaara, Michael. The Killer Angels. New York: Ballantine, 1996. (1975)
From “Longstreet”

“. . . have no doubt,” Fremantle was saying, “that General Lee shall become the world’s foremost authority on military 
matters when this war is over, which would appear now to be only a matter of days, or at most a few weeks. I suspect 
all Europe will be turning to him for lessons.”

Lessons?

“I have been thinking, I must confess, of setting some brief thoughts to paper,” Fremantle announced gravely. “Some 
brief remarks of my own, appended to an account of this battle, and perhaps others this army has fought. Some notes 
as to tactics.”

Tactics?

“General Lee’s various stratagems will be most instructive, most illuminating. I wonder, sir, if I might enlist your aid in 
this, ah, endeavor. As one most closely concerned? That is, to be brief, may I come to you when in need?”

“Sure,” Longstreet said. Tactics? He chuckled. The tactics were simple: find the enemy, fight him. He shook his head, 
snorting. Fremantle spoke softly, in tones of awe.

“One would not think of General Lee, now that one has met him, now that one has looked him, so to speak, in the eye, 
as it were, one would not think him, you know, to be such a devious man.”

“Devious?” Longstreet swung to stare at him, aghast.

“Oh my word,” Fremantle went on devoutly, “but he’s a tricky one. The Old Gray Fox, as they say. Charming phrase. 
American to the hilt.”

“Devious?” Longstreet stopped dead in the road. “Devious.” He laughed aloud. Fremantle stared an owlish stare.

“Why, Colonel, bless your soul, there ain’t a devious bone in Robert Lee’s body, don’t you know that?”

Tan, Amy. The Joy Luck Club. New York: Ballantine, 1989. (1989)
From “Jing-Mei Woo: Two Kinds”

My mother believed you could be anything you wanted to be in America. You could open a restaurant. You could work 
for the government and get good retirement. You could buy a house with almost no money down. You could become 
rich. You could become instantly famous.

“Of course you can be prodigy, too,” my mother told me when I was nine. “You can be best anything. What does Aun-
tie Lindo know? Her daughter, she is only best tricky.”

America was where all my mother’s hopes lay. She had come here in 1949 after losing everything in China: her mother 
and father, her family home, her first husband, and two daughters, twin baby girls. But she never looked back with 
regret. There were so many ways for things to get better.

We didn’t immediately pick the right kind of prodigy. At first my mother thought I could be a Chinese Shirley Temple. 
We’d watch Shirley’s old movies on TV as though they were training films. My mother would poke my arm and say, 
“Ni kan”—You watch. And I would see Shirley tapping her feet, or singing a sailor song, or pursing her lips into a very 
round O while saying, “Oh my goodness.”

“Ni kan,” said my mother as Shirley’s eyes flooded with tears. “You already know how. Don’t need talent for crying!”
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Álvarez, Julia. In the Time of the Butterflies. Chapel Hill: Algonquin, 1994. (1994)
From Chapter 1: “Dedé 1994 and circa 1943”

She remembers a clear moonlit night before the future began. They are sitting in the cool darkness under the anaca-
huita tree in the front yard, in the rockers, telling stories, drinking guanabana juice. Good for the nerves, Mamá always 
says.

They’re all there, Mamá, Papá, Patria-Minerva-Dedé. Bang-bang-bang, their father likes to joke, aiming a pistol finger 
at each one, as if he were shooting them, not boasting about having sired them, Three girls, each born within a year of 
each other! And then, nine years later, Maria Teresa, his final desperate attempt at a boy misfiring.

Their father has his slippers on, one foot hooked behind the other. Every once in a while Dedé hears the clink of the 
rum bottle against the rim of his glass.

Many a night, and this night is no different, a shy voice calls out of the darkness, begging their pardon. Could they 
spare a calmante for a sick child out of their stock of kindness? Would they have some tobacco for a tired old man 
who spent the day grating yucca?

Their father gets up, swaying a little with drink and tiredness, and opens up the store. The campesino goes off with his 
medicine, a couple of cigars, a few mints for the godchildren. Dedé tells her father that she doesn’t know how they do 
as well as they do, the way he gives everything away. But her father just puts his arm around her, and says, “Ay, Dedé, 
that’s why I have you. Every soft foot needs a hard shoe.”

She’ll bury us all,” her father adds, laughing, “in silk and pearls.” Dedé hears again the clink of the rum bottle. “Yes, for 
sure, our Dedé here is going to be the millionaire in the family.”

Zusak, Marcus. The Book Thief. New York: Knopf, 2005. (2005)
From “The Flag”

The last time I saw her was red. The sky was like soup, boiling and stirring. In some places it was burned. There were 
black crumbs, and pepper, streaked amongst the redness.

Earlier, kids had been playing hopscotch there, on the street that looked like oil-stained pages. When I arrived I could 
still hear the echoes. The feet tapping the road. The children-voices laughing, and the smiles like salt, but decaying 
fast.

Then, bombs.

This time, everything was too late.

 The sirens. The cuckoo shrieks in the radio. All too late.

Within minutes, mounds of concrete and earth were stacked and piled. The streets were ruptured veins. Blood 
streamed till it was dried on the road, and the bodies were stuck there, like driftwood after the flood.

 They were glued down, every last one of them. A packet of souls.

 Was it fate?

 Misfortune?

 Is that what glued them down like that?

 Of course not.

 Let’s not be stupid.

 It probably had more to do with the hurled bombs, thrown down by humans hiding in the clouds.

 For hours, the sky remained a devastating, home-cooked red. The small German town had been flung apart 
one more time. Snowflakes of ash fell so lovelily you were tempted to stretch out your tongue to catch them, taste 
them. Only, they would have scorched your lips. They would have cooked your mouth.

Clearly, I see it.
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 I was just about to leave when I found her kneeling there.

 A mountain range of rubble was written, designed, erected around her. She was clutching at a book.

Apart from everything else, the book thief wanted desperately to go back to the basement, to write, or read through 
her story one last time. In hindsight, I see it so obviously on her face. She was dying for it—the safety, the home of it—
but she could not move. Also, the basement no longer existed. It was part of the mangled landscape.

Drama

Sophocles. Oedipus Rex. From The Theban Plays (also known as The Oedipus Trilogy). Translated by F. Storr. Dodo 
Press, 2009. (429 BC)

OEDIPUS 

My children, latest born to Cadmus old,  
Why sit ye here as suppliants, in your hands  
Branches of olive filleted with wool?  
What means this reek of incense everywhere,  
And everywhere laments and litanies?  
Children, it were not meet that I should learn  
From others, and am hither come, myself,  
I Oedipus, your world-renowned king.  
Ho! aged sire, whose venerable locks  
Proclaim thee spokesman of this company,  
Explain your mood and purport. Is it dread  
Of ill that moves you or a boon ye crave?  
My zeal in your behalf ye cannot doubt;  
Ruthless indeed were I and obdurate  
If such petitioners as you I spurned. 

PRIEST 

Yea, Oedipus, my sovereign lord and king,  
Thou seest how both extremes of age besiege  
Thy palace altars--fledglings hardly winged,  
And greybeards bowed with years, priests, as am I  
Of Zeus, and these the flower of our youth.  
Meanwhile, the common folk, with wreathed boughs  
Crowd our two market-places, or before  
Both shrines of Pallas congregate, or where  
Ismenus gives his oracles by fire.  
For, as thou seest thyself, our ship of State,  
Sore buffeted, can no more lift her head,  
Foundered beneath a weltering surge of blood.  
A blight is on our harvest in the ear,  
A blight upon the grazing flocks and herds,  
A blight on wives in travail; and withal  
Armed with his blazing torch the God of Plague  
Hath swooped upon our city emptying  
The house of Cadmus, and the murky realm  
Of Pluto is full fed with groans and tears.  
 
Therefore, O King, here at thy hearth we sit,  
I and these children; not as deeming thee  
A new divinity, but the first of men;  
First in the common accidents of life,  
And first in visitations of the Gods.  
Art thou not he who coming to the town  
Of Cadmus freed us from the tax we paid  
To the fell songstress? Nor hadst thou received  
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Prompting from us or been by others schooled;  
No, by a god inspired (so all men deem,  
And testify) didst thou renew our life.  
And now, O Oedipus, our peerless king,  
All we thy votaries beseech thee, find  
Some succor, whether by a voice from heaven  
Whispered, or haply known by human wit.  
Tried counselors, methinks, are aptest found  
To furnish for the future pregnant rede.  
Upraise, O chief of men, upraise our State!  
Look to thy laurels! for thy zeal of yore  
Our country’s savior thou art justly hailed:  
O never may we thus record thy reign:--  
“He raised us up only to cast us down.”  
Uplift us, build our city on a rock.  
Thy happy star ascendant brought us luck,  
O let it not decline! If thou wouldst rule  
This land, as now thou reignest, better sure  
To rule a peopled than a desert realm.  
Nor battlements nor galleys aught avail,  
If men to man and guards to guard them tail. 

 
OEDIPUS 

Ah! my poor children, known, ah, known too well,  
The quest that brings you hither and your need.  
Ye sicken all, well wot I, yet my pain,  
How great soever yours, outtops it all.  
Your sorrow touches each man severally,  
Him and none other, but I grieve at once  
Both for the general and myself and you.  
Therefore ye rouse no sluggard from day-dreams.  
Many, my children, are the tears I’ve wept,  
And threaded many a maze of weary thought.  
Thus pondering one clue of hope I caught,  
And tracked it up; I have sent Menoeceus’ son,  
Creon, my consort’s brother, to inquire  
Of Pythian Phoebus at his Delphic shrine,  
How I might save the State by act or word.  
And now I reckon up the tale of days  
Since he set forth, and marvel how he fares.  
‘Tis strange, this endless tarrying, passing strange.  
But when he comes, then I were base indeed,  
If I perform not all the god declares. 

 
PRIEST 

Thy words are well timed; even as thou speakest  
That shouting tells me Creon is at hand. 

Shakespeare, William. The Tragedy of Macbeth. New Haven: Yale University Press, 1954. (c1611)

ACT V. SCENE I.

Dunsinane. Anteroom in the castle.

 Enter a Doctor of Physic and a Waiting Gentlewoman.

   Doctor. I have two nights watch’d with you, but can perceive no truth in your report. When was it she last walk’d?
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   Gentlewoman. Since his majesty went into the field, have seen her rise from her bed, throw her nightgown upon her, 
unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon’t, read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to bed; yet all this 
while in a most fast sleep.

   Doctor. A great perturbation in nature, to receive at once the benefit of sleep and do the effects of watching! In this 
slumbery agitation, besides her walking and other actual performances, what, at any time, have you heard her say?

   Gentlewoman. That, sir, which I will not report after her.

   Doctor. You may to me, and ‘tis most meet you should.

   Gentlewoman. Neither to you nor anyone, having no witness to confirm my speech.

                Enter Lady Macbeth, with a taper. 

Lo you, here she comes. This is her very guise, and upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand close.

   Doctor. How came she by that light?

   Gentlewoman.  Why, it stood by her. She has light by her continually; ‘tis her command.

   Doctor. You see her eyes are open.

   Gentlewoman. Ay, but their sense are shut.

   Doctor. What is it she does now? Look how she rubs her hands.

   Gentlewoman. It is an accustom’d action with her, to seem thus washing her hands. I have known her continue in this 
a quarter of an hour.

   Lady Macbeth. Yet here’s a spot.

   Doctor. Hark! She speaks. I will set down what comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strongly.

   Lady Macbeth. Out, damned spot! Out, I say! One; two. Why, then, ‘tis time to do’t. Hell is murky. Fie, my lord, fie! A 
soldier, and afeard? What need we fear who knows it, when none can call our power to accompt? Yet who would have 
thought the old man to have had so much blood in him? 

   Doctor. Do you mark that?

   Lady Macbeth. The Thane of Fife had a wife. Where is she now? What, will these hands ne’er be clean? No more o’ 
that, my lord, no more o’ that! You mar all with this starting.

   Doctor. Go to, go to! You have known what you should not.

   Gentlewoman. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of that. Heaven knows what she has known.

   Lady Macbeth. Here’s the smell of the blood still. All the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. Oh, oh, 
oh!

   Doctor. What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charg’d.

   Gentlewoman. I would not have such a heart in my bosom for the dignity of the whole body.

   Doctor. Well, well, well.

   Gentlewoman. Pray God it be, sir.

   Doctor. This disease is beyond my practice. Yet I have known those which have walked in their sleep who have died 
holily in their beds.

   Lady Macbeth. Wash your hands, put on your nightgown, look not so pale. I tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried; he 
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cannot come out on’s grave. 

   Doctor. Even so?

   Lady Macbeth. To bed, to bed! There’s knocking at the gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand. What’s 
done cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed!  Exit Lady.

   Doctor. Will she go now to bed?

   Gentlewoman. Directly.

   Doctor. Foul whisp’rings are abroad. Unnatural deeds

Do breed unnatural troubles. Infected minds

To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.

More needs she the divine than the physician.

God, God, forgive us all! Look after her;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,

And still keep eyes upon her. So, good night.

My mind she has mated, and amaz’d my sight.

I think, but dare not speak.

   Gentlewoman. Good night, good doctor.

                                                         Exeunt.

Media Text 
Judi Dench (Lady Macbeth) performs this scene in a 1979 production with Ian McKellen: 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IOkyZWQ2bmQ 
McKellen analyzes the “To-morrow and to-morrow and to-morrow” speech from Act V, Scene 5: 
http://video.google.com/videoplay?docid=883718043846080512#docid=7225091828250988008 

Ibsen, Henrik. A Doll’s House. New York: Signet Classics, 2006. (1879)
From Act I

Helmer (in his room). Is that my lark twittering there ? 

Nora (busy opening some of her parcels). Yes, it is. 

Helmer. Is it the squirrel frisking around ? 

Nora. Yes ! 

Helmer. When did the squirrel get home ? 

Nora. Just this minute. (Hides the bag of macaroons in her pocket and wipes her mouth.) Come here, Torvald, and see 
what I’ve been buying. 

Helmer. Don’t interrupt me. (A little later he opens the door and looks in, pen in hand.) Buying, did you say ? What ! 
All that ? Has my little spendthrift  been making the money fly again ? 

Nora. Why, Torvald, surely we can afford to launch out a little now. It’s the first Christmas we haven’t had to pinch. 

Helmer. Come, come ; we can’t afford to squander money. 

Nora. Oh yes, Torvald, do let us squander a little, now — just the least little bit ! You know you’ll soon be earning heaps 
of money. 
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Helmer. Yes, from New Year’s Day. But there’s a whole quarter before my first salary is due. 

Nora. Never mind ; we can borrow in the meantime. 

Helmer. Nora ! (He goes up to her and takes her playfully by the ear.) Still my little featherbrain ! Supposing I bor-
rowed a thousand crowns to-day, and you made ducks and drakes of them during Christmas week, and 

then on New Year’s Eve a tile blew off the roof and knocked my brains out 

Nora (laying her hand on his mouth). Hush ! How can you talk so horridly ? 

Helmer. But supposing it were to happen — what then ? 

Nora. If anything so dreadful happened, it would be all the same to me whether I was in debt or not. 

Helmer. But what about the creditors ? 

Nora. They ! Who cares for them ? They’re only strangers. 

Helmer. Nora, Nora ! What a woman you are ! But seriously, Nora, you know my principles on these points. No debts 
! No borrowing ! Home life ceases to be free and beautiful as soon as it is founded on borrowing and debt. We two 
have held out bravely till now, and we are not going to give in at the last. 

Nora (going to the fireplace). Very well — as you please, Torvald.

Williams, Tennessee. The Glass Menagerie. New York: New Directions, 1966. (1944)
From Scene 5

TOM: What are you doing?

AMANDA: I’m brushing that cowlick down! [She attacks his hair with the brush.] What is this young man’s position at 
the warehouse?

TOM [submitting grimly to the brush and interrogation]: This young man’s position is that of a shipping clerk, Mother.

AMANDA: Sounds to me like a fairly responsible job, the sort of a job you would be in if you had more get-up. What is 
his salary? Have you any idea?

TOM: I would judge it to be approximately eighty-five dollars a month.

AMANDA: Well—not princely—but—

TOM: Twenty more than I make.

AMANDA: Yes, how well I know! But for a family man, eighty-five dollars a month is not much more than you can just 
get by on....

TOM: Yes, but Mr. O’Connor is not a family man.

AMANDA: He might be, mightn’t he? Some time in the future?

TOM: I see. Plans and provisions.

AMANDA: You are the only young man that I know of who ignores the fact that the future becomes the present, the 
present the past, and the past turns into everlasting regret if you don’t plan for it!

TOM: I will think that over and see what I can make of it.

AMANDA: Don’t be supercilious with your mother! Tell me some more about this—what do you call him?

TOM: James D. O’Connor. The D. is for Delaney.

AMANDA: Irish on both sides! Gracious! And doesn’t drink?

TOM: Shall I call him up and ask him right this minute?
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AMANDA: The only way to find out about those things is to make discreet inquiries at the proper moment. When 
I was a girl in Blue Mountain and it was suspected that a young man drank, the girl whose attentions he had been 
receiving, if any girl was, would sometimes speak to the minister of his church, or rather her father would if her father 
was living, and sort of feel him out on the young man’s character. That is the way such things are discreetly handled 
to keep a young woman from making a tragic mistake!

TOM: Then how did you happen to make a tragic mistake?

AMANDA: That innocent look of your father’s had everyone fooled! He smiled—the world was enchanted! No girl can 
do worse than put herself at the mercy of a handsome appearance! I hope that Mr. O’Connor is not too good-looking.

Ionesco, Eugene. “Rhinoceros.” Translated by Derek Prouse. Rhinoceros and Other Plays. New York: Grove Press, 
1960. (1959)
From Act Two

BERENGER: [coming in] Hello Jean!

JEAN: [in bed] What time is it? Aren’t you at the office?

BERENGER: You’re still in bed; you’re not at the office, then? Sorry if I’m disturbing you.

JEAN: [still with his back turned] Funny, I didn’t recognize your voice.

BERENGER: I didn’t recognize yours either.

JEAN: [still with his back turned] Sit down!

BERENGER: Aren’t you feeling well?

 [JEAN replies with a grunt.]

You know, Jean, it was stupid of me to get so upset yesterday over a thing like that.

JEAN: A thing like what?

BERENGER: Yesterday ...

JEAN: When yesterday? Where yesterday?

BERENGER: Don’t you remember? It was about that wretched rhinoceros.

JEAN: What rhinoceros?

BERENGER: The rhinoceros, or rather, the two wretched rhinoceroses we saw.

JEAN: Oh yes, I remember ... How do you know they were wretched?

BERENGER: Oh I just said that. 
JEAN: Oh. Well let’s not talk any more about it.

BERENGER: That’s very nice of you.

JEAN: Then that’s that.

BERENGER: But I would like to say how sorry I am for being so insistent ... and so obstinate ... and getting so angry ... 
in fact ... I acted stupidly.

JEAN: That’s not surprising with you.

BERENGER: I’m very sorry.

JEAN: I don’t feel very well. [He coughs.]

BERENGER: That’s probably why you’re in bed. [With a change of tone:] You know, Jean, as it turned out, we were 
both right.
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JEAN: What about?

BERENGER: About ... well, you know, the same thing. Sorry to bring it up again, but I’ll only mention it briefly. I just 
wanted you to know that in our different ways we were both right. It’s been proved now. There are some rhinoceroses 
in the town with two horns and some with one.

Fugard, Athol. “Master Harold”…and the boys. New York: Penguin, 1982. (1982)
From “Master Harold”…and the boys 

Sam: Of course it is. That’s what I’ve been trying to say to you all afternoon. And it’s beautiful because that is what 
we want life to be like. But instead, like you said, Hally, we’re bumping into each other all the time. Look at the three 
of us this afternoon: I’ve bumped into Willie, the two of us have bumped into you, you’ve bumped into your mother, 
she bumping into your Dad. . . . None of us knows the steps and there’s no music playing. And it doesn’t stop with us. 
The whole world is doing it all the time. Open a newspaper and what do you read? America has bumped into Russia, 
England is bumping into India, rich man bumps into poor man. Those are big collisions, Hally. They make for a lot of 
bruises. People get hurt in all that bumping, and we’re sick and tired of it now. It’s been going on for too long. Are we 
never going to get it right? . . . Learn to dance life like champions instead of always being just a bunch of beginners at 
it?

Hally: (Deep and sincere admiration of the man) You’ve got a vision, Sam!

Sam: Not just me. What I’m saying to you is that everybody’s got it. That’s why there’s only standing room left for the 
Centenary Hall in two weeks’ time. For as long as the music lasts, we are going to see six couples get it right, the way 
we want life to be.

Hally: But is that the best we can do, Sam . . . watch six finalists dreaming about the way it should be?

Sam: I don’t know. But it starts with that. Without the dream we won’t know what we’re going for. And anyway I 
reckon there are a few people who have got past just dreaming about it and are trying for something real. Remember 
that thing we read once in the paper about the Mahatma Gandhi? Going without food to stop those riots in India?

Poetry

Shakespeare, William. “Sonnet 73.” Shakespeare: The Poems. Edited by David Bevington. New York: Bantam, 1988. 
(1609)

That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang.
In me thou see’st the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west;
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest.
In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire,
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,
As the deathbed whereon it must expire,
Consumed with that which it was nourished by.
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

Donne, John. “Song.” The Complete Poetry of John Donne. Edited by John T. Shawcross. New York: Anchor Books, 
1967. (1635)

Goe, and catche a falling starre,
Get with child a mandrake roote,
Tell me, where all past yeares are,
Or who cleft the Divels foot,
Teach me to heare Mermaides singing, 
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Or to keep off envies stinging,
And finde
What winde
Serves to advance an honest minde.

If thou beest borne to strange sights,
Things invisible to see,
Ride ten thousand daies and nights,
Till age snow white haires on thee,
Thou, when thou return’st, wilt tell mee
All strange wonders that befell thee,
And sweare
No where
Lives a woman true, and faire.

If thou findst one, let mee know,
Such a Pilgrimage were sweet;
Yet doe not, I would not goe,
Though at next doore wee might meet,
Though shee were true, when you met her,
And last, till you write your letter,
Yet shee
Will bee
False, ere I come, to two, or three.

Shelley, Percy Bysshe. “Ozymandias.” The Complete Poems of Percy Bysshe Shelley. New York: Modern Library, 
1994. (1817)

I met a traveller from an antique land 
Who said—”Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert ... Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 
‘My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings: 
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!’ 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away.”

Poe, Edgar Allan. “The Raven.” Complete Stories and Poems of Edgar Allan Poe. New York: Doubleday, 1984. (1845)

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore —
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
“‘T is some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door —
Only this and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December;
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.
Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow
From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore —
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore —
Nameless here for evermore.

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating
“‘T is some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door —
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; —
This it is and nothing more.”
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Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the door;—
Darkness there and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore?”
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”
Merely this and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore —
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; —
‘Tis the wind and nothing more!”

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore;
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;
But with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door —
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door —
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore —
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door —
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,
With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered —
Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before —
On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore —
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore
Of ‘Never—nevermore.’”

But the Raven still beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door;
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore —
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore
Meant in croaking “Nevermore.”

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining
On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er,
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But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er,
She shall press, ah, nevermore!

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent thee
Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!’’
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil! —
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted —
On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore —
Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore —
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore —
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting —
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!
Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”
Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
Shall be lifted—nevermore!

Dickinson, Emily. “We Grow Accustomed to the Dark.” The Complete Poems of Emily Dickinson. Boston: Little, 
Brown, 1960. (1890)

We grow accustomed to the Dark, 
When Light is put away, 
As when the Neighbor holds the Lamp 
To witness her Goodbye.

A Moment—We uncertain step 
For newness of the night, 
Then fit our Vision to the Dark, 
And meet the Road erect.

And so of larger Darknesses, 
Those Evenings of the Brain, 
When not a Moon disclose a sign, 
Or Star, come out, within.

The Bravest grope a little 
And sometimes hit a Tree 
Directly in the Forehead, 
But as they learn to see,

Either the Darkness alters 
Or something in the sight 
Adjusts itself to Midnight, 
And Life steps almost straight.
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Houseman, A. E. “Loveliest of Trees.” A Shropshire Lad. New York: Penguin, 1999. (1896)

Loveliest of Trees, the cherry now
Is hung with bloom along the bough,
And stands about the woodland ride
Wearing white for Eastertide.

Now, of my threescore years and ten,
Twenty will not come again,
And take from seventy springs a score,
It only leaves me fifty more.

And since to look at things in bloom
Fifty springs are little room,
About the woodlands I will go
To see the cherry hung with snow.

Johnson, James Weldon. “Lift Every Voice and Sing.” Lift Every Voice and Sing. New York: Penguin, 1993. (1900)

Lift every voice and sing,
Till earth and heaven ring,
Ring with the harmonies of Liberty,
Let our rejoicing rise
High as the list’ning skies,
Let it resound loud as the rolling sea.
Sing a song full of the faith that the dark past has taught us 
Sing a song full of the hope that the present has brought us 
Facing the rising sun of our new day begun, 
Let us march on till victory is won.

Stony the road we trod
Bitter the chast’ning rod,
Felt in the days when hope unborn had died; 
Yet with a steady beat 
Have not our weary feet 
Come to the place for which our fathers sighed?
We have come over a way that with tears has been watered 
We have come, treading our path thro’ the blood of the slaughtered, 
Out from the gloomy past, till now we stand at last 
Where the white gleam of our bright star is cast.

God of our weary years,
God of our silent tears,
Thou who hast brought us thus far on the way; 
Thou who hast by Thy might, 
Led us into the light, Keep us forever in the path, we pray.
Lest our feet stray from the places, our God, where we meet Thee, 
Lest our hearts, drunk with the wine of the world we forget Thee; 
Shadowed beneath Thy hand, may we forever stand, 
True to our God, true to our native land.

Cullen, Countee. “Yet Do I Marvel.” The Norton Anthology of African American Literature. Edited by Henry Louis 
Gates, Jr., and Nellie Y. McKay. New York: Norton, 1997. (1925)

Auden, Wystan Hugh. ”Musée des Beaux Arts.” The Collected Poetry of W. H. Auden. New York: Random House, 
1945. (1938)

Walker, Alice. “Women.” Revolutionary Petunias and Other Poems. New York: Harcourt Brace, 1973. (1970)
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Baca, Jimmy Santiago. “I Am Offering This Poem to You.” Immigrants in Our Own Land and Selected Early Poems. 
New York: New Directions, 1977. (1977)

I am offering this poem to you,
since I have nothing else to give.
Keep it like a warm coat
when winter comes to cover you,
or like a pair of thick socks
the cold cannot bite through,

                         I love you,

I have nothing else to give you,
so it is a pot full of yellow corn
to warm your belly in winter,
it is a scarf for your head, to wear
over your hair, to tie up around your face,

                         I love you,

Keep it, treasure this as you would
if you were lost, needing direction,
in the wilderness life becomes when mature;
and in the corner of your drawer,
tucked away like a cabin or hogan
in dense trees, come knocking,
and I will answer, give you directions,
and let you warm yourself by this fire,
rest by this fire, and make you feel safe

                         I love you,

It’s all I have to give,
and all anyone needs to live,
and to go on living inside,
when the world outside
no longer cares if you live or die;
remember,

                         I love you

By Jimmy Santiago Baca, from IMMIGRANTS IN OUR OWN LAND, copyright © 1979 by Jimmy Santiago Baca. Reprint-
ed by permission of New Directions Publishing Corp.

Sample Performance Tasks for Stories, Drama, and Poetry 

•	 Students analyze how the character of Odysseus from Homer’s Odyssey—a “man of twists and turns”—reflects 
conflicting motivations through his interactions with other characters in the epic poem. They articulate how his 
conflicting loyalties during his long and complicated journey home from the Trojan War both advance the plot 
of Homer’s epic and develop themes. [RL.9–10.3]

•	 Students analyze how Michael Shaara in his Civil War novel The Killer Angels creates a sense of tension and 
even surprise regarding the outcome of events at the Battle of Gettysburg through pacing, ordering of events, 
and the overarching structure of the novel. [RL.9–10.5]

•	 Students analyze in detail the theme of relationships between mothers and daughters and how that theme de-
velops over the course of Amy Tan’s The Joy Luck Club. Students search the text for specific details that show 
how the theme emerges and how it is shaped and refined over the course of the novel. [RL.9–10.2]

•	 Students analyze how the Japanese filmmaker Akira Kurosawa in his film Throne of Blood draws on and trans-




