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“Farewell to Baseball Address:  

I consider myself the luckiest man on the face of this earth"
Lou Gehrig 
[image: image2.jpg]



Delivered 4 July 1939, New York

“Fans, for the past two weeks you have been reading about the bad break I got. Yet today I consider myself the luckiest man on the face of this earth. I have been in ballparks for seventeen years and have never received anything but kindness and encouragement from you fans. 

"Look at these grand men. Which of you wouldn't consider it the highlight of his career just to associate with them for even one day? Sure, I'm lucky. Who wouldn't consider it an honor to have known Jacob Ruppert? Also, the builder of baseball's greatest empire, Ed Barrow? To have spent six years with that wonderful little fellow, Miller Huggins? Then to have spent the next nine years with that outstanding leader, that smart student of psychology, the best manager in baseball today, Joe McCarthy? Sure, I'm lucky. 

"When the New York Giants, a team you would give your right arm to beat, and vice versa, sends you a gift - that's something. When everybody down to the groundskeepers and those boys in white coats remember you with trophies - that's something. When you have a wonderful mother-in-law who takes sides with you in squabbles with her own daughter - that's something. When you have a father and a mother who work all their lives so you can have an education and build your body - it's a blessing. When you have a wife who has been a tower of strength and shown more courage than you dreamed existed - that's the finest I know. 


“So I close in saying that I may have had a tough break, but I have an awful lot to live for.”

“Not by Math Alone”
Sandra Day O’Connor and Roy Romer
An example of the classical model at work is the piece below written in 2006 by Sandra Day O’Connor, a former Supreme Court justice, and Roy Romer, superintendent of the Los Angeles Unified School District.

1
Fierce global competition prompted President Bush to use the State of the Union address to call for better math and science education, where there’s evidence that many schools are falling short.


We should be equally troubled by another shortcoming in American schools:  Most young people today simply do not have an adequate understanding of how our government and political system work, and they are thus not well prepared to participate as citizens.


This country has long exemplified democratic practice to the rest of the world.  With the attention we are paying to advancing democracy abroad, we ought not neglect it at home.


Two-thirds of 12th-graders scored below “proficient” on the last national civics assessment in 1998, and only 9 percent could list two ways a democracy benefits from citizen participation.  Yes, young people remain highly patriotic, and many volunteer in their communities.  But most are largely disconnected from current events and issues.

5
A healthy democracy depends on the participation of citizens, and that participation is learned behavior; it doesn’t just happen.  As the 2003 report “The Civic Mission of Schools” noted:  “Individuals do not automatically become free and responsible citizens, but must be educated for citizenship.”  That means civic learning – educating students for democracy – needs to be on par with other academic subjects.


This is not a new idea.  Our first public schools saw education for citizenship as a core part of their mission.  Eighty years ago, John Dewey said, “Democracy needs to be reborn in every generation and education is it midwife.”


But in recent years, civic learning has been pushed aside.  Until the 1960s, three courses in civics and government were common in American high schools, and two of them (“civics” and “problems of democracy”) explored the role of citizens and encouraged students to discuss current issues.  Today those courses are very rare.


What remains is a course on “American government” that usually spends little time on how people can – and why they should – participate.  The effect of reduced civic learning on civic life is not theoretical.  Research shows that the better people understand our history and system of government, the more likely they are to vote and participate in the civic life.


We need more and better classes to impart the knowledge of government, history, law and current events that students need to understand and participate in a democratic republic.  And we also know that much effective civic learning takes place beyond the classroom – in extracurricular activity, service work that is connected to class work, and other ways students experience civic life.

10
Preserving our democracy should be reason enough to promote civic learning.  But there are other benefits.  Understanding society and how we relate to each other fosters the attitudes essential for success in collect, work and communities; it enhances student learning in other subjects.


Economic and technological competitiveness is essential, and America’s economy and technology have flourished because of the rule of law and the “assets” of a free and open society.  Democracy has been good for business and economic well-being.  By the same toke, failing to hone the civic tools of democracy will have economic consequences.


Bill Gates – a top business and technology leader – argues strongly that schools have to prepare students not only for college and career but for citizenship as well.


None of this is to diminish the importance of improving math and science education.  This latest push, as well as the earlier emphasis on literacy, deserves support.  It should also be the occasion for a broader commitment, and that means restoring education for democracy to its central place in school.


We need more students proficient in math, science and engineering.  We also need them to be prepared for the role as citizens.  Only then can self-government work.  Only then will we not only be more competitive but also remain the beacon of liberty in a tumultuous world.

Sandra Day O’Connor retired as an associate justice of the Supreme Court.  Roy Romer, a former governor of Colorado, is superintendent of the Los Angeles Unified School District.  They are co-chairs of the national advisory council of the Campaign for the Civic Mission of Schools

“We Can Afford to Give Parents a Break”

Jody Heyman
In the following article, which appeared in the Washington Post on Mother’s Day in 2006, Jody Heyman takes an interesting approach:  she organizes her main argument around the counterargument.

1
In an era when the mythology of motherhood is slowly yielding to the realities, it seems only appropriate to disabuse ourselves of some of the myths surrounding our government’s treatment of mothers.

2
Perhaps the most obvious yardstick of governmental respect for mothers is maternity leave policy.  Of 168 countries on which I collected data – for Harvard University’s Project on Global Working Families and at McGill University – 164 have found a way to guarantee paid maternity leave.  The only ones that haven’t are Papua New Guinea, Swaziland, Lesotho and the United States.  In most high-income countries, moms can receive help from dads who have paid parental leave.  Indeed, in 27 countries fathers have a right to at least three months of paid leave at the birth of a child.  Not in America.

3
Breast-feeding is crucial because it lowers infant morbidity and mortality three- to five-fold.  But in America, there is no guarantee that mothers will be able to safeguard their infants in this way.  While 76 countries ensure that mothers can take time from work to breast-feed their infants, America does not.

4
When children get sick, parents in 37 countries are guaranteed at least a minimum amount of paid leave to care for them.  This is affordable because children get out of the hospital faster and recover from both chronic and acute illnesses more rapidly when parents are involved in their care.  But the United States does not provide leave to any Americans for their own health problems – despite the fact that personal leave is a basic right of citizens in more than 150 countries around the world.

5
While a low-income mother in the United States is twice as likely as a middle-class one to have a child with asthma or another chronic condition and twice as likely to be providing 30 hours or more of care a month for elderly or sick parents, she is less likely to have the work flexibility she needs to provide that care.  Half of middle-class Americans can rely on getting a job with sick leave; three quarters of low-income Americans cannot.

6
While American women and men agree that women still do more of the housework and provide more of the care both for children and aging parents, they have fewer benefits – less sick leave, annual leave, flexibility at work.  The United States has engaged in a unique private-sector experiment – as opposed to any partnership between the public and private.  The experiment has tested what companies can and will offer voluntarily.  This means that companies that want to do the right thing by mothers are stymied.  If they offer paid maternity leave, they have to compete with a company across the street that doesn’t – an uneven playing field that does not exist in most nations.

7
The conventional wisdom that the United States cannot afford to adopt more progressive and humane policies toward its own mothers and remain competitive in the global economy is upheld by certain myths.

8
Myth 1:  The United States can’t compete while offering policies that would markedly improve the lives of most American parents and children.  The World Economic Forum rated the four most competitive nations as Finland, the United States, Sweden and Denmark.  All but the United States provide at least a month of paid annual leave, six months of paid parental leave and paid sick leave.

9
Myth 2:  Decent working conditions will lead to high unemployment.  Iceland enjoys among the world’s lowest unemployment rates, at 3.4 percent, yet ensures that all its working citizens enjoy a month of paid annual leave and extensive paid sick leave.

10
Myth 3:  Decent working conditions will inhibit economic growth.  Ireland got the nickname “Celtic Tiger” because its growth rate is among the world’s highest – 6.4 percent per year throughout the 1990s and in the early years of this decade.  It achieved this growth rate while ensuring six months of paid parental leave, four weeks of paid annual leave, short- and long-term paid sick leave and unpaid leave to meet children’s health needs.

11
If politicians of either mainstream persuasion in the United States really valued mothers and families on Mother’s Day or any other day, they would commit to finally ensuring rights for American mothers and fathers that most parents around the world already enjoy.  They would ensure that American mothers receive paid maternity leave, as mothers in 164 other nations do.  They would ensure that moms have breast-feeding breaks and sick leave.  They would support early childhood education and after-school programs.  Then the United States could be truly competitive in the most meaningful sense, and “Happy Mother’s Day” would be more than just another myth.

The writer is director of the McGill University Institute for Health and Social Policy, founder of the Project on Global Working Families at Harvard, and author of Forgotten Families:  Ending the Growing Crisis Confronting Children and Working Parents in a Global Economy.
 “Letter”

Albert Einstein
Widely considered the greatest scientist of the twentieth century, Albert Einstein (1879-1955) is responsible for the theory of relativity.  He won the Nobel Prize in Physics in 1921.  In 1936, he wrote the following letter to a sixth-grade student, Phyllis Wright, in response to her question as to whether scientists pray, and if so, what they pray for.  

January 24, 1936

Dear Phyllis,


I have tried to respond to your question as simply as I could.  Here is my answer.


Scientific research is based on the idea that everything that takes place is determined by laws of nature, and therefore this holds for the actions of people.  For this reason, a research scientist will hardly be inclined to believe that events could be influenced by a prayer, i.e., by a wish addressed to a supernatural being.


However, it must be admitted that our actual knowledge of these laws is only imperfect and fragmentary, so that, actually, the belief in the existence of basic all-embracing laws in Nature also rests on a sort of faith.  All the same this faith has been largely justified so far by the success of scientific research.


But, on the other hand, every one who is seriously involved in the pursuit of science becomes convinced that a spirit is manifest in the laws of the Universe – a spirit vastly superior to that of man, and one in the face of which we with our modest powers must feel humble.  In this way the pursuit of science leads to a religious feeling of a special sort, which is indeed quite different from the religiosity of someone more naïve.


I hope this answers your question.

Best wishes

Yours,

Albert Einstein

“Speech in the Virginia Convention”

Patrick Henry
MR. PRESIDENT: No man thinks more highly than I do of the patriotism, as well as abilities, of the very worthy gentlemen who have just addressed the House. But different men often see the same subject in different lights; and, therefore, I hope it will not be thought disrespectful to those gentlemen if, entertaining as I do, opinions of a character very opposite to theirs, I shall speak forth my sentiments freely, and without reserve. This is no time for ceremony. The question before the House is one of awful moment to this country. For my own part, I consider it as nothing less than a question of freedom or slavery; and in proportion to the magnitude of the subject ought to be the freedom of the debate. It is only in this way that we can hope to arrive at truth, and fulfil the great responsibility which we hold to God and our country. Should I keep back my opinions at such a time, through fear of giving offence, I should consider myself as guilty of treason towards my country, and of an act of disloyalty toward the majesty of heaven, which I revere above all earthly kings. 

Mr. President, it is natural to man to indulge in the illusions of hope. We are apt to shut our eyes against a painful truth, and listen to the song of that siren till she transforms us into beasts. Is this the part of wise men, engaged in a great and arduous struggle for liberty? Are we disposed to be of the number of those who, having eyes, see not, and, having ears, hear not, the things which so nearly concern their temporal salvation? For my part, whatever anguish of spirit it may cost, I am willing to know the whole truth; to know the worst, and to provide for it. 

I have but one lamp by which my feet are guided; and that is the lamp of experience. I know of no way of judging of the future but by the past. And judging by the past, I wish to know what there has been in the conduct of the British ministry for the last ten years, to justify those hopes with which gentlemen have been pleased to solace themselves, and the House? Is it that insidious smile with which our petition has been lately received? Trust it not, sir; it will prove a snare to your feet. Suffer not yourselves to be betrayed with a kiss. Ask yourselves how this gracious reception of our petition comports with these war-like preparations which cover our waters and darken our land. Are fleets and armies necessary to a work of love and reconciliation? Have we shown ourselves so unwilling to be reconciled, that force must be called in to win back our love? Let us not deceive ourselves, sir. These are the implements of war and subjugation; the last arguments to which kings resort. I ask, gentlemen, sir, what means this martial array, if its purpose be not to force us to submission? Can gentlemen assign any other possible motive for it? Has Great Britain any enemy, in this quarter of the world, to call for all this accumulation of navies and armies? No, sir, she has none. They are meant for us; they can be meant for no other. They are sent over to bind and rivet upon us those chains which the British ministry have been so long forging. And what have we to oppose to them? Shall we try argument? Sir, we have been trying that for the last ten years. Have we anything new to offer upon the subject? Nothing. We have held the subject up in every light of which it is capable; but it has been all in vain. Shall we resort to entreaty and humble supplication? What terms shall we find which have not been already exhausted? Let us not, I beseech you, sir, deceive ourselves. Sir, we have done everything that could be done, to avert the storm which is now coming on. We have petitioned; we have remonstrated; we have supplicated; we have prostrated ourselves before the throne, and have implored its interposition to arrest the tyrannical hands of the ministry and Parliament. Our petitions have been slighted; our remonstrances have produced additional violence and insult; our supplications have been disregarded; and we have been spurned, with contempt, from the foot of the throne. In vain, after these things, may we indulge the fond hope of peace and reconciliation. There is no longer any room for hope. If we wish to be free² if we mean to preserve inviolate those inestimable privileges for which we have been so long contending²if we mean not basely to abandon the noble struggle in which we have been so long engaged, and which we have pledged ourselves never to abandon until the glorious object of our contest shall be obtained, we must fight! I repeat it, sir, we must fight! An appeal to arms and to the God of Hosts is all that is left us! 

They tell us, sir, that we are weak; unable to cope with so formidable an adversary. But when shall we be stronger? Will it be the next week, or the next year? Will it be when we are totally disarmed, and when a British guard shall be stationed in every house? Shall we gather strength by irresolution and inaction? Shall we acquire the means of effectual resistance, by lying supinely on our backs, and hugging the delusive phantom of hope, until our enemies shall have bound us hand and foot? Sir, we are not weak if we make a proper use of those means which the God of nature hath placed in our power. Three millions of people, armed in the holy cause of liberty, and in such a country as that which we possess, are invincible by any force which our enemy can send against us. Besides, sir, we shall not fight our battles alone. There is a just God who presides over the destinies of nations; and who will raise up friends to fight our battles for us. The battle, sir, is not to the strong alone; it is to the vigilant, the active, the brave. Besides, sir, we have no election. If we were base enough to desire it, it is now too late to retire from the contest. There is no retreat but in submission and slavery! Our chains are forged! Their clanking may be heard on the plains of Boston! The war is inevitable²and let it come! I repeat it, sir, let it come. 

It is in vain, sir, to extenuate the matter. Gentlemen may cry, Peace, Peace²but there is no peace. The war is actually begun! The next gale that sweeps from the north will bring to our ears the clash of resounding arms! Our brethren are already in the field! Why stand we here idle? What is it that gentlemen wish? What would they have? Is life so dear, or peace so sweet, as to be purchased at the price of chains and slavery? Forbid it, Almighty God! I know not what course others may take; but as for me, give me liberty or give me death!

“The Unanimous Declaration of the Thirteen United States of America”
Thomas Jefferson
When in the Course of human events, it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands which have connected them with another, and to assume among the powers of the earth, the separate and equal station to which the Laws of Nature and of Nature's God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impel them to the separation.

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness.--That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted among Men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed, --That whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its foundation on such principles and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their Safety and Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes; and accordingly all experience hath shewn, that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same Object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off such Government, and to provide new Guards for their future security.--Such has been the patient sufferance of these Colonies; and such is now the necessity which constrains them to alter their former Systems of Government. The history of the present King of Great Britain is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment of an absolute Tyranny over these States. 
To prove this, let Facts be submitted to a candid world.

He has refused his Assent to Laws, the most wholesome and necessary for the public good.
He has forbidden his Governors to pass Laws of immediate and pressing importance, unless suspended in their operation till his Assent should be obtained; and when so suspended, he has utterly neglected to attend to them.
He has refused to pass other Laws for the accommodation of large districts of people, unless those people would relinquish the right of Representation in the Legislature, a right inestimable to them and formidable to tyrants only. 
He has called together legislative bodies at places unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the depository of their public Records, for the sole purpose of fatiguing them into compliance with his measures. 
He has dissolved Representative Houses repeatedly, for opposing with manly firmness his invasions on the rights of the people.
He has refused for a long time, after such dissolutions, to cause others to be elected; whereby the Legislative powers, incapable of Annihilation, have returned to the People at large for their exercise; the State remaining in the mean time exposed to all the dangers of invasion from without, and convulsions within.
He has endeavoured to prevent the population of these States; for that purpose obstructing the Laws for Naturalization of Foreigners; refusing to pass others to encourage their migrations hither, and raising the conditions of new Appropriations of Lands.
He has obstructed the Administration of Justice, by refusing his Assent to Laws for establishing Judiciary powers.
He has made Judges dependent on his Will alone, for the tenure of their offices, and the amount and payment of their salaries.
He has erected a multitude of New Offices, and sent hither swarms of Officers to harrass our people, and eat out their substance.
He has kept among us, in times of peace, Standing Armies without the Consent of our legislatures.
He has affected to render the Military independent of and superior to the Civil power.
He has combined with others to subject us to a jurisdiction foreign to our constitution, and unacknowledged 
by our laws; giving his Assent to their Acts of pretended Legislation:
For Quartering large bodies of armed troops among us:
For protecting them, by a mock Trial, from punishment for any Murders which they should commit on the Inhabitants of these States:
For cutting off our Trade with all parts of the world:
For imposing Taxes on us without our Consent: 
For depriving us in many cases, of the benefits of Trial by Jury:
For transporting us beyond Seas to be tried for pretended offences
For abolishing the free System of English Laws in a neighbouring Province, establishing therein an Arbitrary government, and enlarging its Boundaries so as to render it at once an example and fit instrument for introducing the same absolute rule into these Colonies:
For taking away our Charters, abolishing our most valuable Laws, and altering fundamentally the Forms of our Governments:
For suspending our own Legislatures, and declaring themselves invested with power to legislate for us in all cases whatsoever.
He has abdicated Government here, by declaring us out of his Protection and waging War against us.
He has plundered our seas, ravaged our Coasts, burnt our towns, and destroyed the lives of our people. 
He is at this time transporting large Armies of foreign Mercenaries to compleat the works of death, desolation and tyranny, already begun with circumstances of Cruelty & perfidy scarcely paralleled in the most barbarous ages, and totally unworthy the Head of a civilized nation.
He has constrained our fellow Citizens taken Captive on the high Seas to bear Arms against their Country, to become the executioners of their friends and Brethren, or to fall themselves by their Hands. 
He has excited domestic insurrections amongst us, and has endeavoured to bring on the inhabitants of our frontiers, the merciless Indian Savages, whose known rule of warfare, is an undistinguished destruction of all ages, sexes and conditions.
In every stage of these Oppressions We have Petitioned for Redress in the most humble terms: Our repeated Petitions have been answered only by repeated injury. A Prince whose character is thus marked by every act which may define a Tyrant, is unfit to be the ruler of a free people.

Nor have We been wanting in attentions to our British brethren. We have warned them from time to time of attempts by their legislature to extend an unwarrantable jurisdiction over us. We have reminded them of the circumstances of our emigration and settlement here. We have appealed to their native justice and magnanimity, and we have conjured them by the ties of our common kindred to disavow these usurpations, which, would inevitably interrupt our connections and correspondence. They too have been deaf to the voice of justice and of consanguinity. We must, therefore, acquiesce in the necessity, which denounces our Separation, and hold them, as we hold the rest of mankind, Enemies in War, in Peace Friends.

We, therefore, the Representatives of the united States of America, in General Congress, Assembled, appealing to the Supreme Judge of the world for the rectitude of our intentions, do, in the Name, and by Authority of the good People of these Colonies, solemnly publish and declare, That these United Colonies are, and of Right ought to be Free and Independent States; that they are Absolved from all Allegiance to the British Crown, and that all political connection between them and the State of Great Britain, is and ought to be totally dissolved; and that as Free and Independent States, they have full Power to levy War, conclude Peace, contract Alliances, establish Commerce, and to do all other Acts and Things which Independent States may of right do. And for the support of this Declaration, with a firm reliance on the protection of divine Providence, we mutually pledge to each other our Lives, our Fortunes and our sacred Honor.
“The Declaration of Sentiments and Resolutions”


Elizabeth Cady Stanton


Born in 1815 in Johnstown, New York, Elizabeth Cady Stanton was a leader of the American women’s rights movement of the mid- and late- nineteenth century.  An organizer of the Seneca Falls, New York, convention in 1848, she was active in trying to obtain for women the right to vote, to divorce, and to be equal to men under the law.  Active also in abolition, Stanton lectured widely on women’s suffrage and edited a weekly newspaper focusing on women’s rights issues.

The “Declaration of Sentiments and Resolutions” was produced at Seneca Falls by Stanton and others.  When Mary Wollstonecraft wrote her own women’s rights documents in 1792, she alluded to her “Vindication on the Rights of Man,” a defense of the French Revolution, by calling it “Vindication of the Rights of Woman.”  As you read the Seneca Falls Declaration, think about its parallels to the American Declaration of Independence and think about why Stanton decided not to use the word independence in the document.
When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one portion of the family of man to assume among the people of the earth a position different from that which they have hitherto occupied, but one to which the laws of nature and of nature's God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes that impel them to such a course. 

We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men and women are created equal; that they are endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights; that among these are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness; that to secure these rights governments are instituted, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed. Whenever any form of government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the right of those who suffer from it to refuse allegiance to it, and to insist upon the institution of a new government, laying its foundation on such principles, and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their safety and happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes; and accordingly all experience hath shown that mankind are more disposed to suffer. while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same object, evinces a design to reduce them under absolute despotism, it is their duty to throw off such government, and to provide new guards for their future security. Such has been the patient sufferance of the women under this government, and such is now the necessity which constrains them to demand the equal station to which they are entitled. 

The history of mankind is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations on the part of man toward woman, having in direct object the establishment of an absolute tyranny over her. To prove this, let facts be submitted to a candid world. 

He has never permitted her to exercise her inalienable right to the elective franchise. 

He has compelled her to submit to laws, in the formation of which she had no voice. 

He has withheld from her rights which are given to the most ignorant and degraded men--both natives and foreigners. 

Having deprived her of this first right of a citizen, the elective franchise, thereby leaving her without representation in the halls of legislation, he has oppressed her on all sides. 

He has made her, if married, in the eye of the law, civilly dead. 

He has taken from her all right in property, even to the wages she earns. 

He has made her, morally, an irresponsible being, as she can commit many crimes with impunity, provided they be done in the presence of her husband. In the covenant of marriage, she is compelled to promise obedience to her husband, he becoming, to all intents and purposes, her master--the law giving him power to deprive her of her liberty, and to administer chastisement. He has so framed the laws of divorce, as to what shall be the proper causes, and in case of separation, to whom the guardianship of the children shall be given, as to be wholly regardless of the happiness of women -- the law, in all cases, going upon a false supposition of the supremacy of man, and giving all power into his hands. 

After depriving her of all rights as a married woman, if single, and the owner of property, he has taxed her to support a government which recognizes her only when her property can be made profitable to it. 

He has monopolized nearly all the profitable employments, and from those she is permitted to follow, she receives but a scanty remuneration. He closes against her all the avenues to wealth and distinction which he considers most honorable to himself. As a teacher of theology, medicine, or law, she is not known. 

He has denied her the facilities for obtaining a thorough education, all colleges being closed against her. 

He allows her in church, as well as state, but a subordinate position, claiming apostolic authority for her exclusion from the ministry, and, with some exceptions, from any public participation in the affairs of the church. 

He has created a false public sentiment by giving to the world a different code of morals for men and women, by which moral delinquencies which exclude women from society, are not only tolerated, but deemed of little account in man. 

He has usurped the prerogative of Jehovah himself, claiming it as his right to assign for her a sphere of action, when that belongs to her conscience and to her God. 

He has endeavored, in every way that he could, to destroy her confidence in her own powers, to lessen her self-respect, and to make her willing to lead a dependent and abject life. 

Now, in view of this entire disfranchisement of one-half the people of this country, their social and religious degradation -- in view of the unjust laws above mentioned, and because women do feel themselves aggrieved, oppressed, and fraudulently deprived of their most sacred rights, we insist that they have immediate admission to all the rights and privileges which belong to them as citizens of the United States.

“Sojourner”

Annie Dillard

An American essayist and poet, Annie Dillard (b. 1945) won the Pulitzer Prize for her best-selling first book, Pilgram at Tinker Creek (1974).  Her most recent book is the autobiographical An American Childhood (1987).  “Sojourner” first appeared in Teaching a Stone to Talk (1982).  In this essay, she uses the apparently far-fetched analogy between a mangrove island and the planet earth to express her perceptions about the beauty of accumulated human culture.


If survival is an art, then mangroves are artists of the beautiful:  not only that they exist at all—smooth-barked, glossy-leaved, thickets of lapped mystery—but that they can and do exist as floating islands, as trees upright and loose, alive and homeless on the water.


I have seen mangroves, always on tropical ocean shores, in Florida and in the Galapagos.  There is the red mangrove, the yellow, the button, and the black.  They are all short, messy trees, waxy-leaved, laced all over with aerial roots, woody arching buttresses, and weird leathery berry pods.  All this tangles from a black much soil, a black much matted like a mud-sopped rag, a much without any other plants, shaded, cold to the touch, tracked at the water’s edge by herons and nosed by sharks.


It is these shoreline trees which, by a fairly common accident, can become floating islands.  A hurricane flood or a riptide can wrest a tree from the shore, or from the mouth of a tidal river, and hurl it into the ocean.  It floats.  It is a mangrove island, blown.


There are floating islands on the planet; it amazes me.  Credulous Pliny described some islands thought to be mangrove islands floating on a river.  The people called these river islands the dancers, “because in any consort of musicians singing, they stir and move all the stroke of the feet, keeping time and measure.”


Trees floating on rivers are less amazing than trees floating on the poisonous sea.  A tree cannot live in salt.  Mangrove trees exude salt from their leaves; you can see it, even on shoreline black mangroves, as a thin white crust.  Lick a leaf and your tongue curls and coils; your mouth’s a heap of salt.


Nor can a tree live without soil.  A hurricane-born mangrove island may bring its own soil to the sea.  But other mangrove trees make their own soil—and their own islands—from scratch.  These are the ones which interest me.  The seeds germinate in the fruit on the tree.  The germinated embryo can drop anywhere—say, onto a dab of floating muck.  The heavy root end sinks; a leafy plumule unfurls.  The tiny seedling, afloat, is on its way.  Soon aerial roots shooting out in all directions trap debris.  The sapling’s networks twine, the interstices narrow, and water calms in the lee.  Bacteria thrive on organic broth; amphipods swarm.  These creatures grow and die at the trees’ wet feet.  The soil thickens, accumulating rainwater, leaf rot, seashells, and guano; the island spreads.


More seeds and more much yield more trees on the new island.  A society grows, interlocked in a tangle of dependencies.  The island rocks less in the swells.  Fish throng to the backwaters stilled in snarled roots.  Soon, Asian mudskippers—little four-inch fish—clamber up the mangrove roots into the air and peer about from periscope eyes on stalks like snails.  Oysters clamp to the submersed roots, as do starfish, dog whelk, and the creatures that live among tangled kelp.  Shrimp seek shelter there, limpets a holdfast, pelagic birds a rest.


And the mangrove island wanders on, afloat and adrift.  It walks teetering and wanton before the wind.  Its fate and direction are random.  It may bob across an ocean and catch on another mainland’s shores.  It may starve or dry while it is still a sapling.  It may topple in a storm, or pitchpole.  By the rarest of chances, it may stave into another mangrove island in a crash of clacking roots, and mesh.  What it is most likely to do is drift anywhere in the alien ocean, feeding on death and growing, netting a makeshift soil as it goes, shrimp in its toes and terns in its hair.


We could do worse.


I alternate between thinking of the planet as home—dear and familiar stone hearth and garden—and as a hard land of exile in which we are all sojourners.  Today I favor the latter view.  The word “sojourner” occurs often in The English Old Testament.  It invokes a nomadic people’s sense of vagrancy, a praying people’s knowledge of estrangement, a thinking people’s intuition of sharp loss:  “For we are strangers before thee, and sojourners, as were all our fathers; our days on the earth are as a shadow, and there is none abiding.”


We don’t know where we belong, but in times of sorrow it doesn’t seem to be here, here with these silly pansies and witless mountains, here with sponges and hard-eyed birds.  In times of sorrow the innocence of the other creatures—from whom and with whom we evolved—seems a mockery.  Their ways are not our ways.  We seem set among them as among lifelike props for a tragedy—or a broad lampoon—on a thrust rock stage.


It doesn’t seem to be here that we belong, here where space is curved, the earth is round, we’re all going to die, and it seems as wise to stay in bed as budge.  It is strange here, not quite warm enough, or too warm, too leafy, or inedible, or windy, or dead.  It is not, frankly, the sort of home for people one would have thought of—although I lack the fancy to imagine another.


The planet itself is a sojourner in airless space, a wet ball flung across nowhere.  The few objects in the universe scatter.  The coherence of matter dwindles and crumbles toward stillness.  I have read, and repeated, that our solar system as a whole is careering throughout space toward a point east of Hercules.  Now I wonder:  what could that possibly mean, east of Hercules?  Isn’t space curved?  When we get “there,” how will our course change, and why?  Will we slide down the universe’s inside arc like mud slung at a wall?  Or what sort of welcoming shore is this east of Hercules?  Surely we don’t anchor there, and disembark, and sweep into dinner with our host.  Does someone cry, “Last stop, last stop”?  At any rate, east of Hercules, like east of Eden, isn’t a place to call home.  It is a course without direction; it is “out.”  And we are cast.


These are enervating thoughts, the thoughts of despair.  They crowd back, unbidden, when human life as it unrolls goes ill, when we lose control of our lives or the illusion of control, and it seems that we are not moving toward any end but merely blown.  Our life seems cursed to be a wiggle merely, and a wandering without end.  Even nature is hostile and poisonous, as though it were impossible for our vulnerability to survive on these acrid stones.


Whether these thoughts are true or not I find less interesting than the possibilities for beauty they may hold.  We are down here in time, where beauty grows.  Even if things are as bad as they could possibly be, and as meaningless, then matters of truth are themselves indifferent; we may as well please our sensibilities and, with as much spirit as we can muster, go out with a buck and wing.


The planet is less like an enclosed ship—spaceship earth—than it is like an exposed mangrove island beautiful and loose.  We the people started small and have since accumulated a great and solacing muck of soil, of human culture.  We are rooted in it; we are bearing it with us across nowhere.  The word “nowhere” is our cue:  the consort of music strikes up, and we in the chorus stir and move and start twirling our hats.  A mangrove island turns drift to dance.  It creates its own soil as it goes, rocking over the salt sea at random, rocking day and night and round the sun, rocking round the sun and out toward east of Hercules.

“Inaugural Address of President John F. Kennedy, 1961”
John F. Kennedy
President Kennedy was the youngest man elected to the office of the Presidency.  He was also the first Catholic President, and some people felt that the Pope might interfere with policies of the United States.  He narrowly defeated his challenger, Richard Nixon.  
Vice President Johnson, Mr. Speaker, Mr. Chief Justice, President Eisenhower, Vice President Nixon, President Truman, reverend clergy, fellow citizens:

We observe today not a victory of party, but a celebration of freedom -- symbolizing an end, as well as a beginning -- signifying renewal, as well as change. For I have sworn before you and Almighty God the same solemn oath our forebears prescribed nearly a century and three-quarters ago.

The world is very different now. For man holds in his mortal hands the power to abolish all forms of human poverty and all forms of human life. And yet the same revolutionary beliefs for which our forebears fought are still at issue around the globe -- the belief that the rights of man come not from the generosity of the state, but from the hand of God.

We dare not forget today that we are the heirs of that first revolution. Let the word go forth from this time and place, to friend and foe alike, that the torch has been passed to a new generation of Americans -- born in this century, tempered by war, disciplined by a hard and bitter peace, proud of our ancient heritage, and unwilling to witness or permit the slow undoing of those human rights to which this nation has always been committed, and to which we are committed today at home and around the world.

Let every nation know, whether it wishes us well or ill, that we shall pay any price, bear any burden, meet any hardship, support any friend, oppose any foe, to assure the survival and the success of liberty.

This much we pledge -- and more.

To those old allies whose cultural and spiritual origins we share, we pledge the loyalty of faithful friends. United there is little we cannot do in a host of cooperative ventures. Divided there is little we can do -- for we dare not meet a powerful challenge at odds and split asunder.

To those new states whom we welcome to the ranks of the free, we pledge our word that one form of colonial control shall not have passed away merely to be replaced by a far more iron tyranny. We shall not always expect to find them supporting our view. But we shall always hope to find them strongly supporting their own freedom -- and to remember that, in the past, those who foolishly sought power by riding the back of the tiger ended up inside.

To those people in the huts and villages of half the globe struggling to break the bonds of mass misery, we pledge our best efforts to help them help themselves, for whatever period is required -- not because the Communists may be doing it, not because we seek their votes, but because it is right. If a free society cannot help the many who are poor, it cannot save the few who are rich.

To our sister republics south of our border, we offer a special pledge: to convert our good words into good deeds, in a new alliance for progress, to assist free men and free governments in casting off the chains of poverty. But this peaceful revolution of hope cannot become the prey of hostile powers. Let all our neighbors know that we shall join with them to oppose aggression or subversion anywhere in the Americas. And let every other power know that this hemisphere intends to remain the master of its own house.

To that world assembly of sovereign states, the United Nations, our last best hope in an age where the instruments of war have far outpaced the instruments of peace, we renew our pledge of support -- to prevent it from becoming merely a forum for invective, to strengthen its shield of the new and the weak, and to enlarge the area in which its writ may run.

Finally, to those nations who would make themselves our adversary, we offer not a pledge but a request: that both sides begin anew the quest for peace, before the dark powers of destruction unleashed by science engulf all humanity in planned or accidental self-destruction.

We dare not tempt them with weakness. For only when our arms are sufficient beyond doubt can we be certain beyond doubt that they will never be employed.

But neither can two great and powerful groups of nations take comfort from our present course -- both sides overburdened by the cost of modern weapons, both rightly alarmed by the steady spread of the deadly atom, yet both racing to alter that uncertain balance of terror that stays the hand of mankind's final war.

So let us begin anew -- remembering on both sides that civility is not a sign of weakness, and sincerity is always subject to proof. Let us never negotiate out of fear, but let us never fear to negotiate.

Let both sides explore what problems unite us instead of belaboring those problems which divide us.

Let both sides, for the first time, formulate serious and precise proposals for the inspection and control of arms, and bring the absolute power to destroy other nations under the absolute control of all nations.

Let both sides seek to invoke the wonders of science instead of its terrors. Together let us explore the stars, conquer the deserts, eradicate disease, tap the ocean depths, and encourage the arts and commerce.

Let both sides unite to heed, in all corners of the earth, the command of Isaiah -- to "undo the heavy burdens, and [to] let the oppressed go free."

And, if a beachhead of cooperation may push back the jungle of suspicion, let both sides join in creating a new endeavor -- not a new balance of power, but a new world of law -- where the strong are just, and the weak secure, and the peace preserved.



All this will not be finished in the first one hundred days. Nor will it be finished in the first one thousand days; nor in the life of this Administration; nor even perhaps in our lifetime on this planet. But let us begin.

In your hands, my fellow citizens, more than mine, will rest the final success or failure of our course. Since this country was founded, each generation of Americans has been summoned to give testimony to its national loyalty. The graves of young Americans who answered the call to service surround the globe.

Now the trumpet summons us again -- not as a call to bear arms, though arms we need -- not as a call to battle, though embattled we are -- but a call to bear the burden of a long twilight struggle, year in and year out, "rejoicing in hope; patient in tribulation,"² a struggle against the common enemies of man: tyranny, poverty, disease, and war itself.

Can we forge against these enemies a grand and global alliance, North and South, East and West, that can assure a more fruitful life for all mankind? Will you join in that historic effort?

In the long history of the world, only a few generations have been granted the role of defending freedom in its hour of maximum danger. I do not shrink from this responsibility -- I welcome it. I do not believe that any of us would exchange places with any other people or any other generation. The energy, the faith, the devotion which we bring to this endeavor will light our country and all who serve it. And the glow from that fire can truly light the world.

And so, my fellow Americans, ask not what your country can do for you; ask what you can do for your country.

My fellow citizens of the world, ask not what America will do for you, but what together we can do for the freedom of man.

Finally, whether you are citizens of America or citizens of the world, ask of us here the same high standards of strength and sacrifice which we ask of you. With a good conscience our only sure reward, with history the final judge of our deeds, let us go forth to lead the land we love, asking His blessing and His help, but knowing that here on earth God's work must truly be our own.

Ain’t I A Woman?

Sojourner Truth (1797-1883)

Born Isabella Baumfree in Ulster County, New York, around 1797, Sojourner Truth, as she later renamed herself, was freed from slavery in 1827 when New York State emancipated the slaves within its borders.  She renamed herself following a religious experience and began a career as a traveling preacher arguing for abolition and women’s rights.  “Ain’t I a Woman?” is the title given a speech Truth delivered at a women’s rights convention in 1851 that was later transcribed and published.  As you read this short, powerful, extemporaneous speech, imagine the impact it may have had on its audience.  Hoe do you think listeners reacted?

Well, children, where there is so much racket there must be something out o’ kilter. I think that 'twixt the Negroes of the South and the women at the North, all a-talking about rights, the white man will be in a fix pretty soon. But what's all this here talking about? 

But what’s all this here talking about?  That man over there says that women need to be helped into carriages, and lifted over ditches, and to have the best place everywhere. Nobody ever helps me into carriages, or over mud-puddles, or gives me any best place! (and raising herself to her full height and her voice to a pitch like rolling thunder, she asked), And ain’t I a woman? Look at me! Look at my arm! (And she bared her right arm to the shoulder, showing her tremendous muscular power.)  I have ploughed and planted, and gathered into barns, and no man could head me! And ain’t I a woman? I could work as much and eat as much as a man - when I could get it - and bear the lash as well! And ain’t I a woman? I have borne thirteen children, and seen them almost all sold off to slavery, and when I cried out with my mother's grief, none but Jesus heard me! And ain’t I a woman? Then they talk about this thing in the head; what's this they call it? ("Intellect,” whispered someone near.) That's it, honey. What's that got to do with women's rights or Negroes' rights? If my cup won't hold but a pint and yours holds a quart, wouldn't you be mean not to let me have my little half measure full? (And she pointed her significant finger and sent a keen glance at the minister who had made the argument.  The cheering was long and loud.)

Then that little man in black there, he says women can't have as much rights as men, 'cause Christ wasn't a woman! Where did your Christ come from? (Rolling thunder could not have stilled that crowd as did those deep, wonderful tones, and she stood there with outstretched arms and eye of fire.  Raising her voice still louder, she repeated.) Where did your Christ come from? From God and a woman! Man had nothing to do with him. (Oh! what a rebuke she gave the little man.)

(Turning again to another objector, she took up the defence of mother Eve.  I cannot follower [sic] her through it all it was pointed, and witty, and solemn, eliciting at almost every sentence deafening applause; and she ended [sic] by asserting that.)  If the first woman God ever made was strong enough to turn the world upside down, all alone, these women together (and she glanced her eye over us), ought to be able to turn it back  and get it right side up again; and now they are asking to do it, the men better let them. (Long-continued cheering.)

‘Bliged to you for hearing on me, and now old Sojourner ain't got nothing more to say. 
“The Gettysburg Address”
Abraham Lincoln

The sixteenth president of the United States, Abraham Lincoln was born in 1809 in rural Kentucky and raised in rural Illinois.  As an adult, he settled in Illinois, worked in a store, managed a mill, became a self-taught lawyer, and served in the state legislature.  After several unsuccessful campaigns for national office and a short stint in the House of Representatives, Lincoln was elected president in 1860 on his stance against the existence of slavery, and he guided the nation through the Civil War until his assassination in 1865.

Lincoln was not only a great leader.  He also wrote great speeches, models of careful, forceful prose.  The Gettysburg Address is the shortest and the most powerful of these.  As you read, think about the care Lincoln took in crafting his phrases and the pacing of his sentences.  Famously written on the back of an envelope during a train ride, the quality of the Address does not reflect circumstances of its composition.

Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent, a new nation, conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal. 

Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battle-field of that war. We have come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this. 

But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate -- we can not consecrate -- we can not hallow -- this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far above our poor power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember what we say here, but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us -- that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of devotion -- that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain -- that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom -- and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth. 

“Where I Lived, and What I Lived For”
Henry David Thoreau

Henry David Thoreau was born in 1817 and raised in Concord, Massachusetts, living there for most of his life.  Along with Ralph Waldo Emerson, Thoreau was one of the most important thinkers of his time in America and is still widely read today.  Walden (1854), the work for which he is best known, is drawn from the journal he kept during his two-year-long stay in a cabin on Walden Pond.  In Walden, Thoreau explores his interests in naturalism, individualism, and self-sufficiency.  He is also remembered for his essay “Civil Disobedience” (1849), an early, influential statement of this tactic of protest later practiced by Mahatma Gandhi, and under the leadership of Martin Luther King, Jr., many in the civil rights movement.

“Where I Lived, and What I Lived For” is taken from Walden.  In it, Thoreau makes the argument for his going to live in the woods.  Writing about Walden, scholars have pointed out that Thoreau was not particularly deep in the woods and that he was regularly visited and supplied with, among other things, pies.  As you read, consider how this influences your acceptance of what he has to say.

I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived. I did not wish to live what was not life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to practise resignation, unless it was quite necessary. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live so sturdily and Spartan-like as to put to rout all that was not life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, to drive life into a corner, and reduce it to its lowest terms, and, if it proved to be mean, why then to get the whole and genuine meanness of it, and publish its meanness to the world; or if it were sublime, to know it by experience, and be able to give a true account of it in my next excursion. For most men, it appears to me, are in a strange uncertainty about it, whether it is of the devil or of God, and have somewhat hastily concluded that it is the chief end of man here to "glorify God and enjoy him forever." 

Still we live meanly, like ants; though the fable tells us that we were long ago changed into men; like pygmies we fight with cranes; it is error upon error, and clout upon clout, and our best virtue has for its occasion a superfluous and evitable wretchedness. Our life is frittered away by detail. An honest man has hardly need to count more than his ten fingers, or in extreme cases he may add his ten toes, and lump the rest. Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity! I say, let your affairs be as two or three, and not a hundred or a thousand; instead of a million count half a dozen, and keep your accounts on your thumb-nail. In the midst of this chopping sea of civilized life, such are the clouds and storms and quicksands and thousand-and-one items to be allowed for, that a man has to live, if he would not founder and go to the bottom and not make his port at all, by dead reckoning, and he must be a great calculator indeed who succeeds. Simplify, simplify. Instead of three meals a day, if it be necessary eat but one; instead of a hundred dishes, five; and reduce other things in proportion. Our life is like a German Confederacy, made up of petty states, with its boundary forever fluctuating, so that even a German cannot tell you how it is bounded at any moment. The nation itself, with all its so-called internal improvements, which, by the way are all external and superficial, is just such an unwieldy and overgrown establishment, cluttered with furniture and tripped up by its own traps, ruined by luxury and heedless expense, by want of calculation and a worthy aim, as the million households in the land; and the only cure for it, as for them, is in a rigid economy, a stern and more than Spartan simplicity of life and elevation of purpose. It lives too fast. Men think that it is essential that the Nation have commerce, and export ice, and talk through a telegraph, and ride thirty miles an hour, without a doubt, whether they do or not; but whether we should live like baboons or like men, is a little uncertain. If we do not get out sleepers, and forge rails, and devote days and nights to the work, but go to tinkering upon our lives to improve them, who will build railroads? And if railroads are not built, how shall we get to heaven in season? But if we stay at home and mind our business, who will want railroads? We do not ride on the railroad; it rides upon us. Did you ever think what those sleepers are that underlie the railroad? Each one is a man, an Irishman, or a Yankee man. The rails are laid on them, and they are covered with sand, and the cars run smoothly over them. They are sound sleepers, I assure you. And every few years a new lot is laid down and run over; so that, if some have the pleasure of riding on a rail, others have the misfortune to be ridden upon. And when they run over a man that is walking in his sleep, a supernumerary sleeper in the wrong position, and wake him up, they suddenly stop the cars, and make a hue and cry about it, as if this were an exception. I am glad to know that it takes a gang of men for every five miles to keep the sleepers down and level in their beds as it is, for this is a sign that they may sometime get up again. 

Why should we live with such hurry and waste of life? We are determined to be starved before we are hungry. Men say that a stitch in time saves nine, and so they take a thousand stitches today to save nine tomorrow. As for work, we haven't any of any consequence. We have the Saint Vitus' dance, and cannot possibly keep our heads still. If I should only give a few pulls at the parish bell-rope, as for a fire, that is, without setting the bell, there is hardly a man on his farm in the outskirts of Concord, notwithstanding that press of engagements which was his excuse so many times this morning, nor a boy, nor a woman, I might almost say, but would forsake all and follow that sound, not mainly to save property from the flames, but, if we will confess the truth, much more to see it burn, since burn it must, and we, be it known, did not set it on fire — or to see it put out, and have a hand in it, if that is done as handsomely; yes, even if it were the parish church itself. Hardly a man takes a half-hour's nap after dinner, but when he wakes he holds up his head and asks, "What's the news?" as if the rest of mankind had stood his sentinels. Some give directions to be waked every half-hour, doubtless for no other purpose; and then, to pay for it, they tell what they have dreamed. After a night's sleep the news is as indispensable as the breakfast. "Pray tell me anything new that has happened to a man anywhere on this globe" — and he reads it over his coffee and rolls, that a man has had his eyes gouged out this morning on the Wachito River; never dreaming the while that he lives in the dark unfathomed mammoth cave of this world, and has but the rudiment of an eye himself. 

For my part, I could easily do without the post-office. I think that there are very few important communications made through it. To speak critically, I never received more than one or two letters in my life — I wrote this some years ago — that were worth the postage. The penny-post is, commonly, an institution through which you seriously offer a man that penny for his thoughts which is so often safely offered in jest. And I am sure that I never read any memorable news in a newspaper. If we read of one man robbed, or murdered, or killed by accident, or one house burned, or one vessel wrecked, or one steamboat blown up, or one cow run over on the Western Railroad, or one mad dog killed, or one lot of grasshoppers in the winter — we never need read of another. One is enough. If you are acquainted with the principle, what do you care for a myriad instances and applications? To a philosopher all news, as it is called, is gossip, and they who edit and read it are old women over their tea. Yet not a few are greedy after this gossip. There was such a rush, as I hear, the other day at one of the offices to learn the foreign news by the last arrival, that several large squares of plate glass belonging to the establishment were broken by the pressure — news which I seriously think a ready wit might write a twelve-month, or twelve years, beforehand with sufficient accuracy. As for Spain, for instance, if you know how to throw in Don Carlos and the Infanta, and Don Pedro and Seville and Granada, from time to time in the right proportions — they may have changed the names a little since I saw the papers — and serve up a bull-fight when other entertainments fail, it will be true to the letter, and give us as good an idea of the exact state or ruin of things in Spain as the most succinct and lucid reports under this head in the newspapers: and as for England, almost the last significant scrap of news from that quarter was the revolution of 1649; and if you have learned the history of her crops for an average year, you never need attend to that thing again, unless your speculations are of a merely pecuniary character. If one may judge who rarely looks into the newspapers, nothing new does ever happen in foreign parts, a French revolution not excepted. 

What news! how much more important to know what that is which was never old! "Kieou-pe-yu (great dignitary of the state of Wei) sent a man to Khoung-tseu to know his news. Khoung-tseu caused the messenger to be seated near him, and questioned him in these terms: What is your master doing? The messenger answered with respect: My master desires to diminish the number of his faults, but he cannot accomplish it.. The messenger being gone, the philosopher remarked: What a worthy messenger! What a worthy messenger!" The preacher, instead of vexing the ears of drowsy farmers on their day of rest at the end of the week — for Sunday is the fit conclusion of an ill-spent week, and not the fresh and brave beginning of a new one — with this one other draggle-tail of a sermon, should shout with thundering voice, "Pause! Avast! Why so seeming fast, but deadly slow?" 

Shams and delusions are esteemed for soundest truths, while reality is fabulous. If men would steadily observe realities only, and not allow themselves to be deluded, life, to compare it with such things as we know, would be like a fairy tale and the Arabian Nights' Entertainments. If we respected only what is inevitable and has a right to be, music and poetry would resound along the streets. When we are unhurried and wise, we perceive that only great and worthy things have any permanent and absolute existence, that petty fears and petty pleasures are but the shadow of the reality. This is always exhilarating and sublime. By closing the eyes and slumbering, and consenting to be deceived by shows, men establish and confirm their daily life of routine and habit everywhere, which still is built on purely illusory foundations. Children, who play life, discern its true law and relations more clearly than men, who fail to live it worthily, but who think that they are wiser by experience, that is, by failure. I have read in a Hindoo book, that "there was a king's son, who, being expelled in infancy from his native city, was brought up by a forester, and, growing up to maturity in that state, imagined himself to belong to the barbarous race with which he lived. One of his father's ministers having discovered him, revealed to him what he was, and the misconception of his character was removed, and he knew himself to be a prince. So soul," continues the Hindoo philosopher, "from the circumstances in which it is placed, mistakes its own character, until the truth is revealed to it by some holy teacher, and then it knows itself to be Brahme."  I perceive that we inhabitants of New England live this mean life that we do because our vision does not penetrate the surface of things. We think that that is which appears to be. If a man should walk through this town and see only the reality, where, think you, would the "Mill-dam" go to? If he should give us an account of the realities he beheld there, we should not recognize the place in his description. Look at a meeting-house, or a court-house, or a jail, or a shop, or a dwelling-house, and say what that thing really is before a true gaze, and they would all go to pieces in your account of them. Men esteem truth remote, in the outskirts of the system, behind the farthest star, before Adam and after the last man. In eternity there is indeed something true and sublime. But all these times and places and occasions are now and here. God himself culminates in the present moment, and will never be more divine in the lapse of all the ages. And we are enabled to apprehend at all what is sublime and noble only by the perpetual instilling and drenching of the reality that surrounds us. The universe constantly and obediently answers to our conceptions; whether we travel fast or slow, the track is laid for us. Let us spend our lives in conceiving then. The poet or the artist never yet had so fair and noble a design but some of his posterity at least could accomplish it. 

Let us spend one day as deliberately as Nature, and not be thrown off the track by every nutshell and mosquito's wing that falls on the rails. Let us rise early and fast, or break fast, gently and without perturbation; let company come and let company go, let the bells ring and the children cry — determined to make a day of it. Why should we knock under and go with the stream? Let us not be upset and overwhelmed in that terrible rapid and whirlpool called a dinner, situated in the meridian shallows. Weather this danger and you are safe, for the rest of the way is down hill. With unrelaxed nerves, with morning vigor, sail by it, looking another way, tied to the mast like Ulysses.  If the engine whistles, let it whistle till it is hoarse for its pains. If the bell rings, why should we run? We will consider what kind of music they are like. Let us settle ourselves, and work and wedge our feet downward through the mud and slush of opinion, and prejudice, and tradition, and delusion, and appearance, that alluvion which covers the globe, through Paris and London, through New York and Boston and Concord, through Church and State, through poetry and philosophy and religion, till we come to a hard bottom and rocks in place, which we can call reality, and say, This is, and no mistake; and then begin, having a point d'appui, below freshet and frost and fire, a place where you might found a wall or a state, or set a lamp-post safely, or perhaps a gauge, not a Nilometer,  but a Realometer, that future ages might know how deep a freshet of shams and appearances had gathered from time to time. If you stand right fronting and face to face to a fact, you will see the sun glimmer on both its surfaces, as if it were a cimeter, and feel its sweet edge dividing you through the heart and marrow, and so you will happily conclude your mortal career. Be it life or death, we crave only reality. If we are really dying, let us hear the rattle in our throats and feel cold in the extremities; if we are alive, let us go about our business. 

Time is but the stream I go a-fishing in. I drink at it; but while I drink I see the sandy bottom and detect how shallow it is. Its thin current slides away, but eternity remains. I would drink deeper; fish in the sky, whose bottom is pebbly with stars. I cannot count one. I know not the first letter of the alphabet. I have always been regretting that I was not as wise as the day I was born. The intellect is a cleaver; it discerns and rifts its way into the secret of things. I do not wish to be any more busy with my hands than is necessary. My head is hands and feet. I feel all my best faculties concentrated in it. My instinct tells me that my head is an organ for burrowing, as some creatures use their snout and fore paws, and with it I would mine and burrow my way through these hills. I think that the richest vein is somewhere hereabouts; so by the divining-rod and thin rising vapors I judge; and here I will begin to mine. 

"Salvation"
Langston Hughes

Born in 1902 in Joplin, Missouri, Langston Hughes became a major figure in the Harlem Renaissance, a flowering of African American literature, art, music and scholarship in the 1920s and 1930s.  He was first and foremost a poet, incorporating the vernacular of the streets and the rhythms of the jazz clubs into his voice.  He was also a playwright, a fiction writer, an essayist, and an autobiographer.  In “Salvation” we can see the skills with which Hughes created imaginative literature; here, in nonfiction, he both tells the story of an important point in his life and makes his readers think about significant ideas, doing so poetically and with great economy and expressiveness.  

 I was saved from sin when I was going on thirteen. But not really saved. It happened like this. There was a big revival at my Auntie Reed's church. Every night for weeks there had been much preaching, singing, praying, and shouting, and some very hardened sinners had been brought to Christ, and the membership of the church had grown by leaps and bounds. Then just before the revival ended, they held a special meeting for children, "to bring the young lambs to the fold." My aunt spoke of it for days ahead. That night I was escorted to the front row and placed on the mourners' bench with all the other young sinners, who had not yet been brought to Jesus.

My aunt told me that when you were saved you saw a light, and something happened to you inside! And Jesus came into your life! And God was with you from then on! She said you could see and hear and feel Jesus in your soul. I believed her. I had heard a great many old people say the same thing and it seemed to me they ought to know. So I sat there calmly in the hot, crowded church, waiting for Jesus to come to me.

The preacher preached a wonderful rhythmical sermon, all moans and shouts and lonely cries and dire pictures of hell, and then he sang a song about the ninety and nine safe in the fold, but one little lamb was left out in the cold. Then he said: "Won't you come? Won't you come to Jesus? Young lambs, won't you come?" And he held out his arms to all us young sinners there on the mourners' bench. And the little girls cried. And some of them jumped up and went to Jesus right away. But most of us just sat there.

A great many old people came and knelt around us and prayed, old women with jet-black faces and braided hair, old men with work-gnarled hands. And the church sang a song about the lower lights are burning, some poor sinners to be saved. And the whole building rocked with prayer and song.

Still I kept waiting to see Jesus.

Finally all the young people had gone to the altar and were saved, but one boy and me. He was a rounder's son named Westley. Westley and I were surrounded by sisters and deacons praying. It was very hot in the church, and getting late now. Finally Westley said to me in a whisper: "God damn! I'm tired o' sitting here. Let's get up and be saved." So he got up and was saved.

Then I was left all alone on the mourners' bench. My aunt came and knelt at my knees and cried, while prayers and song swirled all around me in the little church. The whole congregation prayed for me alone, in a mighty wail of moans and voices. And I kept waiting serenely for Jesus, waiting, waiting - but he didn't come. I wanted to see him, but nothing happened to me. Nothing! I wanted something to happen to me, but nothing happened.

I heard the songs and the minister saying: "Why don't you come? My dear child, why don't you come to Jesus? Jesus is waiting for you. He wants you. Why don't you come? Sister Reed, what is this child's name?"

"Langston," my aunt sobbed.

"Langston, why don't you come? Why don't you come and be saved? Oh, Lamb of God! Why don't you come?"

Now it was really getting late. I began to be ashamed of myself, holding everything up so long. I began to wonder what God thought about Westley, who certainly hadn't seen Jesus either, but who was now sitting proudly on the platform, swinging his knickerbockered legs and grinning down at me, surrounded by deacons and old women on their knees praying. God had not struck Westley dead for taking his name in vain or for lying in the temple. So I decided that maybe to save further trouble, I'd better lie, too, and say that Jesus had come, and get up and be saved.

So I got up.

Suddenly the whole room broke into a sea of shouting, as they saw me rise. Waves of rejoicing swept the place. Women leaped in the air. My aunt threw her arms around me. The minister took me by the hand and led me to the platform.

When things quieted down, in a hushed silence, punctuated by a few ecstatic "Amens," all the new young lambs were blessed in the name of God. Then joyous singing filled the room.

That night, for the first time in my life but one for I was a big boy twelve years old - I cried. I cried, in bed alone, and couldn't stop. I buried my head under the quilts, but my aunt heard me. She woke up and told my uncle I was crying because the Holy Ghost had come into my life, and because I had seen Jesus. But I was really crying because I couldn't bear to tell her that I had lied, that I had deceived everybody in the church, that I hadn't seen Jesus, and that now I didn't believe there was a Jesus anymore, since he didn't come to help me.

 “Nobel Prize Speech:  December 10, 1950”
William Faulkner
William Faulkner officially earned the Nobel Prize in Literature for the year 1949, but he did not receive it until the following year, because the Nobel Prize committee could not reach a consensus in 1949. Hence, two Nobel prizes were awarded in 1950, for the prior year and for the present one. The speech Faulkner delivered was not immediately intelligible to his listeners, both because of Faulkner’s southern dialect and because the microphone was too distant from his mouth, but when it was printed in newspapers the following day, it was immediately hailed as one of the most significant addresses ever delivered at a Nobel ceremony. 

I feel that this award was not made to me as a man, but to my work — a life’s work in the agony and sweat of the human spirit, not for glory and least of all for profit, but to create out of the materials of the human spirit something which did not exist before. So this award is only mine in trust. It will not be difficult to find a dedication for the money part of it commensurate with the purpose and significance of its origin. But I would like to do the same with the acclaim too, by using this moment as a pinnacle from which I might be listened to by the young men and women already dedicated to the same anguish and travail, among whom is already that one who will some day stand here where I am standing. 

Our tragedy today is a general and universal physical fear so long sustained by now that we can even bear it. There are no longer problems of the spirit. There is only the question: When will I be blown up? Because of this, the young man or woman writing today has forgotten the problems of the human heart in conflict with itself which alone can make good writing because only that is worth writing about, worth the agony and the sweat.

He must learn them again. He must teach himself that the basest of all things is to be afraid; and, teaching himself that, forget it forever, leaving no room in his workshop for anything but the old verities and truths of the heart, the old universal truths lacking which any story is ephemeral and doomed — love and honor and pity and pride and compassion and sacrifice. Until he does so, he labors under a curse. He writes not of love but of lust, of defeats in which nobody loses anything of value, of victories without hope and, worst of all, without pity or compassion. His griefs grieve on no universal bones, leaving no scars. He writes not of the heart but of the glands.

Until he relearns these things, he will write as though he stood among and watched the end of man. I decline to accept the end of man. It is easy enough to say that man is immortal simply because he will endure: that when the last ding-dong of doom has clanged and faded from the last worthless rock hanging tideless in the last red and dying evening, that even then there will still be one more sound: that of his puny inexhaustible voice, still talking. I refuse to accept this. I believe that man will not merely endure: he will prevail. He is immortal, not because he alone among creatures has an inexhaustible voice, but because he has a soul, a spirit capable of compassion and sacrifice and endurance. The poet’s, the writer’s, duty is to write about these things. It is his privilege to help man endure by lifting his heart, by reminding him of the courage and honor and hope and pride and compassion and pity and sacrifice which have been the glory of his past. The poet’s voice need not merely be the record of man, it can be one of the props, the pillars to help him endure and prevail.
“Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God” 
Jonathan Edwards
The wrath of God is like great waters that are dammed for the present; they increase more and more, and rise higher and higher, till an outlet is given; and the longer the stream is stopped, the more rapid and mighty is its course, when it is once let loose. It is true, that judgment against your evil works has not been executed before; the floods of God's vengeance have been withheld; but your guilt in the meantime is constantly increasing, and you are every day storing up more wrath; the waters are constantly rising, and growing more and more mighty; and there is nothing but the mere pleasure of God that holds the waters back, that are unwilling to be stopped, and press hard to go forward. If God should only withdraw His hand from the floodgate, it would immediately fly open, and the fiery floods of the fierceness and wrath of God would rush forth with inconceivable fury, and would come upon you with omnipotent power; and if your strength were ten thousand times greater than it is, yes, ten thousand times greater than the strength of the stoutest, sturdiest devil in hell, it would never be able to withstand or endure it.

The bow of God's wrath is bent, and the arrow made ready on the string, and justice points the arrow at your heart, and strains the bow, and it is nothing but the mere pleasure of God, and that of an angry God, without any promise or obligation at all, that keeps the arrow one second from being made drunk with your blood. Thus all of you that never had the great change of heart, by the mighty power of the Spirit of God upon your souls; all of you that were never born again, and made new creatures, and raised from being dead in sin, to a new state, and never experienced light and life, are in the hands of an angry God.

However, you may have reformed your life in many things, and may have had religious feelings, and may keep up a form of religion in your families and secret prayer closets, and in your churches, it is nothing but His mere pleasure that keeps you from being this moment swallowed up in everlasting destruction. However, you may now be unconvinced of the truth that you now hear, in time you will be fully convinced of it. Those that were in similar circumstances as you are, are now gone and destruction came suddenly upon most of them; when they expected nothing to happen, and while they were saying, Peace and safety: now they see, that those things on which they depended for peace and safety, were nothing but thin air and empty shadows.

The God that holds you over the pit of hell, much as one holds a spider, or some detestable insect, over the fire, detests you, and is dreadfully provoked: His wrath towards you burns like fire; He looks upon you as worthy of nothing else, but to be thrown into the fire; He eyes are too pure than to bear to have you in His sight; you are ten thousand times more abominable in His eyes, than the most hateful venomous snake is in ours. You have offended Him infinitely more than ever a stubborn rebel did his prince: and yet, it is nothing but His hand that holds you from falling into the fire every moment. It is to be ascribed to nothing else, that you did not go to hell last night; that you were allowed to awake up again in this world, after you closed your eyes to sleep. And there is no other reason to be given, why you have not dropped into hell since you arose this morning, but that God's hand has held you up. There is no other reason to be given why you have not gone to hell, since you have sat here in this church, provoking His pure eyes by your sinful wicked manner of attending His solemn worship. Yes, there is nothing else that is to be given as a reason why you do not this very moment drop down into hell.

O sinner! consider the fearful danger you are in: it is a great furnace of wrath, a wide and bottomless pit, full of the fire of wrath, that you are held over in the hand of that God, whose wrath is provoked and incensed as much against you, as against many of the damned in hell. You hang by a slender thread, with the flames of divine wrath flashing about it, and ready every moment to singe it, and burn it apart; and you have no interest in any Mediator, and nothing to lay hold of to save yourself, nothing to keep off the flames of wrath, nothing of your own, nothing that you ever have done, nothing that you can do, to induce God to spare you one moment. 
Fiction (Short Stories) for Literary Analysis
“The Black Cat”
Edgar Allan Poe
FOR the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to expect it, in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am I not --and very surely do I not dream. But to-morrow I die, and to-day I would unburden my soul. My immediate purpose is to place before the world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere household events. In their consequences, these events have terrified --have tortured --have destroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to expound them. To me, they have presented little but Horror --to many they will seem less terrible than baroques. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be found which will reduce my phantasm to the common-place --some intellect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my own, which will perceive, in the circumstances I detail with awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of very natural causes and effects.

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond of animals, and was indulged by my parents with a great variety of pets. With these I spent most of my time, and never was so happy as when feeding and caressing them. This peculiarity of character grew with my growth, and in my manhood, I derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure. To those who have cherished an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the trouble of explaining the nature or the intensity of the gratification thus derivable. There is something in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love of a brute, which goes directly to the heart of him who has had frequent occasion to test the paltry friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere Man.

I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition not uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic pets, she lost no opportunity of procuring those of the most agreeable kind. We had birds, gold fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat.

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured with superstition, made frequent allusion to the ancient popular notion, which regarded all black cats as witches in disguise. Not that she was ever serious upon this point --and I mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it happens, just now, to be remembered.

Pluto --this was the cat's name --was my favorite pet and playmate. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went about the house. It was even with difficulty that I could prevent him from following me through the streets.

Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years, during which my general temperament and character --through the instrumentality of the Fiend Intemperance --had (I blush to confess it) experienced a radical alteration for the worse. I grew, day by day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the feelings of others. I suffered myself to use intemperate language to my wife.  At length, I even offered her personal violence. My pets, of course, were made to feel the change in my disposition. I not only neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I still retained sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I made no scruple of maltreating the rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog, when by accident, or through affection, they came in my way. But my disease grew upon me --for what disease is like Alcohol! --and at length even Pluto, who was now becoming old, and consequently somewhat peevish --even Pluto began to experience the effects of my ill temper.

One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of my haunts about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I seized him; when, in his fright at my violence, he inflicted a slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon instantly possessed me. I knew myself no longer. My original soul seemed, at once, to take its flight from my body; and a more than fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured, thrilled every fibre of my frame. I took from my waistcoat-pocket a pen-knife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket! I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity.

When reason returned with the morning --when I had slept off the fumes of the night's debauch --I experienced a sentiment half of horror, half of remorse, for the crime of which I had been guilty; but it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal feeling, and the soul remained untouched. I again plunged into excess, and soon drowned in wine all memory of the deed.

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost eye presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the house as usual, but, as might be expected, fled in extreme terror at my approach. I had so much of my old heart left, as to be at first grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to my final and irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of PERVERSENESS. Of this spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet I am not more sure that my soul lives, than I am that perverseness is one of the primitive impulses of the human heart --one of the indivisible primary faculties, or sentiments, which give direction to the character of Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found himself committing a vile or a silly action, for no other reason than because he knows he should not? Have we not a perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that which is Law, merely because we understand it to be such? This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow. It was this unfathomable longing of the soul to vex itself --to offer violence to its own nature --to do wrong for the wrong's sake only --that urged me to continue and finally to consummate the injury I had inflicted upon the unoffending brute. One morning, in cool blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the limb of a tree; --hung it with the tears streaming from my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart; --hung it because I knew that it had loved me, and because I felt it had given me no reason of offence; --hung it because I knew that in so doing I was committing a sin --a deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it --if such a thing were possible --even beyond the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God.

On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done, I was aroused from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of my bed were in flames. The whole house was blazing. It was with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made our escape from the conflagration. The destruction was complete. My entire worldly wealth was swallowed up, and I resigned myself thenceforward to despair.

I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of cause and effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a chain of facts --and wish not to leave even a possible link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I visited the ruins. The walls, with one exception, had fallen in. This exception was found in a compartment wall, not very thick, which stood about the middle of the house, and against which had rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here, in great measure, resisted the action of the fire --a fact which I attributed to its having been recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd were collected, and many persons seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with every minute and eager attention. The words "strange!" "singular!" and other similar expressions, excited my curiosity. I approached and saw, as if graven in bas relief upon the white surface, the figure of a gigantic cat. The impression was given with an accuracy truly marvelous. There was a rope about the animal's neck.

When I first beheld this apparition --for I could scarcely regard it as less --my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remembered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately filled by the crowd --by some one of whom the animal must have been cut from the tree and thrown, through an open window, into my chamber. This had probably been done with the view of arousing me from sleep. The falling of other walls had compressed the victim of my cruelty into the substance of the freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, had then with the flames, and the ammonia from the carcass, accomplished the portraiture as I saw it.

Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not altogether to my conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it did not the less fall to make a deep impression upon my fancy. For months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the cat; and, during this period, there came back into my spirit a half-sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as to regret the loss of the animal, and to look about me, among the vile haunts which I now habitually frequented, for another pet of the same species, and of somewhat similar appearance, with which to supply its place.

One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of more than infamy, my attention was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing upon the head of one of the immense hogsheads of Gin, or of Rum, which constituted the chief furniture of the apartment. I had been looking steadily at the top of this hogshead for some minutes, and what now caused me surprise was the fact that I had not sooner perceived the object thereupon. I approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a black cat --a very large one --fully as large as Pluto, and closely resembling him in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon any portion of his body; but this cat had a large, although indefinite, splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region of the breast.

Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly, rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted with my notice. This, then, was the very creature of which I was in search. I at once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person made no claim to it --knew nothing of it --had never seen it before.

I continued my caresses, and, when I prepared to go home, the animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to do so; occasionally stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it reached the house it domesticated itself at once, and became immediately a great favorite with my wife.

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me. This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but I know not how or why it was --its evident fondness for myself rather disgusted and annoyed. By slow degrees, these feelings of disgust and annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the creature; a certain sense of shame, and the remembrance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing me from physically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise violently ill use it; but gradually --very gradually --I came to look upon it with unutterable loathing, and to flee silently from its odious presence, as from the breath of a pestilence.

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the discovery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also had been deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as I have already said, possessed, in a high degree, that humanity of feeling which had once been my distinguishing trait, and the source of many of my simplest and purest pleasures.

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity which it would be difficult to make the reader comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would crouch beneath my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk it would get between my feet and thus nearly throw me down, or, fastening its long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to my breast. At such times, although I longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so doing, partly by a memory of my former crime, but chiefly --let me confess it at once --by absolute dread of the beast.

This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil-and yet I should be at a loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost ashamed to own --yes, even in this felon's cell, I am almost ashamed to own --that the terror and horror with which the animal inspired me, had been heightened by one of the merest chimaeras it would be possible to conceive. My wife had called my attention, more than once, to the character of the mark of white hair, of which I have spoken, and which constituted the sole visible difference between the strange beast and the one I had destroyed. The reader will remember that this mark, although large, had been originally very indefinite; but, by slow degrees --degrees nearly imperceptible, and which for a long time my Reason struggled to reject as fanciful --it had, at length, assumed a rigorous distinctness of outline. It was now the representation of an object that I shudder to name --and for this, above all, I loathed, and dreaded, and would have rid myself of the monster had I dared --it was now, I say, the image of a hideous --of a ghastly thing --of the GALLOWS! --oh, mournful and terrible engine of Horror and of Crime --of Agony and of Death!

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of mere Humanity. And a brute beast --whose fellow I had contemptuously destroyed --a brute beast to work out for me --for me a man, fashioned in the image of the High God --so much of insufferable woe! Alas! neither by day nor by night knew I the blessing of Rest any more! During the former the creature left me no moment alone; and, in the latter, I started, hourly, from dreams of unutterable fear, to find the hot breath of the thing upon my face, and its vast weight --an incarnate Night-Mare that I had no power to shake off --incumbent eternally upon my heart!

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble remnant of the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my sole intimates --the darkest and most evil of thoughts. The moodiness of my usual temper increased to hatred of all things and of all mankind; while, from the sudden, frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of a fury to which I now blindly abandoned myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas! was the most usual and the most patient of sufferers.

One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into the cellar of the old building which our poverty compelled us to inhabit. The cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong, exasperated me to madness. Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my wrath, the childish dread which had hitherto stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the animal which, of course, would have proved instantly fatal had it descended as I wished. But this blow was arrested by the hand of my wife. Goaded, by the interference, into a rage more than demoniacal, I withdrew my arm from her grasp and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon the spot, without a groan.

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I knew that I could not remove it from the house, either by day or by night, without the risk of being observed by the neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At one period I thought of cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and destroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a grave for it in the floor of the cellar. Again, I deliberated about casting it in the well in the yard --about packing it in a box, as if merchandize, with the usual arrangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the house. Finally I hit upon what I considered a far better expedient than either of these. I determined to wall it up in the cellar --as the monks of the middle ages are recorded to have walled up their victims.

For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its walls were loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered throughout with a rough plaster, which the dampness of the atmosphere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the walls was a projection, caused by a false chimney, or fireplace, that had been filled up, and made to resemble the rest of the cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily displace the bricks at this point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so that no eye could detect anything suspicious.

And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a crow-bar I easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully deposited the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that position, while, with little trouble, I re-laid the whole structure as it originally stood. Having procured mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible precaution, I prepared a plaster could not ever possibly be distinguished from the old, and with this I very carefully went over the new brick-work. When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all was right. The wall did not present the slightest appearance of having been disturbed. The rubbish on the floor was picked up with the minutest care. I looked around triumphantly, and said to myself --"Here at least, then, my labor has not been in vain."

My next step was to look for the beast which had been the cause of so much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to put it to death. Had I been able to meet with it, at the moment, there could have been no doubt of its fate; but it appeared that the crafty animal had been alarmed at the violence of my previous anger, and forebore to present itself in my present mood. It is impossible to describe, or to imagine, the deep, the blissful sense of relief which the absence of the detested creature occasioned in my bosom. It did not make its appearance during the night --and thus for one night at least, since its introduction into the house, I soundly and tranquilly slept; aye, slept even with the burden of murder upon my soul!

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came not. Once again I breathed as a free-man. The monster, in terror, had fled the premises forever! I should behold it no more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt of my dark deed disturbed me but little. Some few inquiries had been made, but these had been readily answered. Even a search had been instituted --but of course nothing was to be discovered. I looked upon my future felicity as secured.

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to make rigorous investigation of the premises. Secure, however, in the inscrutability of my place of concealment, I felt no embarrassment whatever. The officers bade me accompany them in their search. They left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, for the third or fourth time, they descended into the cellar. I quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one who slumbers in innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. I folded my arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly satisfied and prepared to depart. The glee at my heart was too strong to be restrained. I burned to say if but one word, by way of triumph, and to render doubly sure their assurance of my guiltlessness.

"Gentlemen," I said at last, as the party ascended the steps, "I delight to have allayed your suspicions. I wish you all health, and a little more courtesy. By the bye, gentlemen, this --this is a very well constructed house." (In the rabid desire to say something easily, I scarcely knew what I uttered at all.) --"I may say an excellently well constructed house. These walls --are you going, gentlemen? --these walls are solidly put together"; and here, through the mere frenzy of bravado, I rapped heavily, with a cane which I held in my hand, upon that very portion of the brick-work behind which stood the corpse of the wife of my bosom.

But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the Arch-Fiend! No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into silence than I was answered by a voice from within the tomb! --by a cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, and then quickly swelling into one long, loud, and continuous scream, utterly anomalous and inhuman --a howl --a wailing shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, such as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of the damned in their agony and of the demons that exult in the damnation.

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I staggered to the opposite wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs remained motionless, through extremity of terror and of awe. In the next, a dozen stout arms were toiling at the wall. It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, stood erect before the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose informing voice had consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within the tomb!

“The Fall of the House of Usher”
Edgar Allan Poe
  Son coeur est un luth suspendu;
  Sitôt qu'on le touche il résonne.
De Béranger. 
DURING the whole of a dull, dark, and soundless day in the autumn of the year, when the clouds hung oppressively low in the heavens, I had been passing alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary tract of country; and at length found myself, as the shades of the evening drew on, within view of the melancholy House of Usher. I know not how it was -- but, with the first glimpse of the building, a sense of insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say insufferable; for the feeling was unrelieved by any of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, sentiment, with which the mind usually receives even the sternest natural images of the desolate or terrible. I looked upon the scene before me -- upon the mere house, and the simple landscape features of the domain -- upon the bleak walls -- upon the vacant eye-like windows -- upon a few rank sedges -- and upon a few white trunks of decayed trees -- with an utter depression of soul which I can compare to no earthly sensation more properly than to the after-dream of the reveller upon opium -- the bitter lapse into everyday life -- the hideous dropping off of the veil. There was an iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart -- an unredeemed dreariness of thought which no goading of the imagination could torture into aught of the sublime. What was it -- I paused to think -- what was it that so unnerved me in the contemplation of the House of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble; nor could I grapple with the shadowy fancies that crowded upon me as I pondered. I was forced to fall back upon the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while, beyond doubt, there are combinations of very simple natural objects which have the power of thus affecting us, still the analysis of this power lies among considerations beyond our depth. It was possible, I reflected, that a mere different arrangement of the particulars of the scene, of the details of the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to annihilate its capacity for sorrowful impression; and, acting upon this idea, I reined my horse to the precipitous brink of a black and lurid tarn that lay in unruffled lustre by the dwelling, and gazed down -- but with a shudder even more thrilling than before -- upon the remodelled and inverted images of the gray sedge, and the ghastly tree-stems, and the vacant and eye-like windows. 

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now proposed to myself a sojourn of some weeks. Its proprietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of my boon companions in boyhood; but many years had elapsed since our last meeting. A letter, however, had lately reached me in a distant part of the country -- a letter from him -- which, in its wildly importunate nature, had admitted of no other than a personal reply. The MS. gave evidence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily illness -- of a mental disorder which oppressed him -- and of an earnest desire to see me, as his best, and indeed his only personal friend, with a view of attempting, by the cheerfulness of my society, some alleviation of his malady. It was the manner in which all this, and much more, was said -- it the apparent heart that went with his request --which allowed me no room for hesitation; and I accordingly obeyed forthwith what I still considered a very singular summons. 

Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates, yet I really knew little of my friend. His reserve had been always excessive and habitual. I was aware, however, that his very ancient family had been noted, time out of mind, for a peculiar sensibility of temperament, displaying itself, through long ages, in many works of exalted art, and manifested, of late, in repeated deeds of munificent yet unobtrusive charity, as well as in a passionate devotion to the intricacies, perhaps even more than to the orthodox and easily recognisable beauties, of musical science. I had learned, too, the very remarkable fact, that the stem of the Usher race, all time-honoured as it was, had put forth, at no period, any enduring branch; in other words, that the entire family lay in the direct line of descent, and had always, with very trifling and very temporary variation, so lain. It was this deficiency, I considered, while running over in thought the perfect keeping of the character of the premises with the accredited character of the people, and while speculating upon the possible influence which the one, in the long lapse of centuries, might have exercised upon the other -- it was this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral issue, and the consequent undeviating transmission, from sire to son, of the patrimony with the name, which had, at length, so identified the two as to merge the original title of the estate in the quaint and equivocal appellation of the "House of Usher" -- an appellation which seemed to include, in the minds of the peasantry who used it, both the family and the family mansion. 

I have said that the sole effect of my somewhat childish experiment --that of looking down within the tarn --had been to deepen the first singular impression. There can be no doubt that the consciousness of the rapid increase of my superstition -- for why should I not so term it? -- served mainly to accelerate the increase itself. Such, I have long known, is the paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror as a basis. And it might have been for this reason only, that, when I again uplifted my eyes to the house itself, from its image in the pool, there grew in my mind a strange fancy -- a fancy so ridiculous, indeed, that I but mention it to show the vivid force of the sensations which oppressed me. I had so worked upon my imagination as really to believe that about the whole mansion and domain there hung an atmosphere peculiar to themselves and their immediate vicinity -- an atmosphere which had no affinity with the air of heaven, but which had reeked up from the decayed trees, and the gray wall, and the silent tarn -- a pestilent and mystic vapour, dull, sluggish, faintly discernible, and leaden-hued. 

Shaking off from my spirit what must have been a dream, I scanned more narrowly the real aspect of the building. Its principal feature seemed to be that of an excessive antiquity. The discoloration of ages had been great. Minute fungi overspread the whole exterior, hanging in a fine tangled web-work from the eaves. Yet all this was apart from any extraordinary dilapidation. No portion of the masonry had fallen; and there appeared to be a wild inconsistency between its still perfect adaptation of parts, and the crumbling condition of the individual stones. In this there was much that reminded me of the specious totality of old wood-work which has rotted for long years in some neglected vault, with no disturbance from the breath of the external air. Beyond this indication of extensive decay, however, the fabric gave little token of instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinising observer might have discovered a barely perceptible fissure, which, extending from the roof of the building in front, made its way down the wall in a zigzag direction, until it became lost in the sullen waters of the tarn. 

Noticing these things, I rode over a short causeway to the house. A servant in waiting took my horse, and I entered the Gothic archway of the hall. A valet, of stealthy step, thence conducted me, in silence, through many dark and intricate passages in my progress to the studio of his master. Much that I encountered on the way contributed, I know not how, to heighten the vague sentiments of which I have already spoken. While the objects around me -- while the carvings of the ceilings, the sombre tapestries of the walls, the ebon blackness of the floors, and the phantasmagoric armorial trophies which rattled as I strode, were but matters to which, or to such as which, I had been accustomed from my infancy -- while I hesitated not to acknowledge how familiar was all this -- I still wondered to find how unfamiliar were the fancies which ordinary images were stirring up. On one of the staircases, I met the physician of the family. His countenance, I thought, wore a mingled expression of low cunning and perplexity. He accosted me with trepidation and passed on. The valet now threw open a door and ushered me into the presence of his master. 

The room in which I found myself was very large and lofty. The windows were long, narrow, and pointed, and at so vast a distance from the black oaken floor as to be altogether inaccessible from within. Feeble gleams of encrimsoned light made their way through the trellised panes, and served to render sufficiently distinct the more prominent objects around; the eye, however, struggled in vain to reach the remoter angles of the chamber, or the recesses of the vaulted and fretted ceiling. Dark draperies hung upon the walls. The general furniture was profuse, comfortless, antique, and tattered. Many books and musical instruments lay scattered about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene. I felt that I breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. An air of stern, deep, and irredeemable gloom hung over and pervaded all. 

Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a sofa on which he had been lying at full length, and greeted me with a vivacious warmth which had much in it, I at first thought, of an overdone cordiality -- of the constrained effort of the ennuyé man of the world. A glance, however, at his countenance, convinced me of his perfect sincerity. We sat down; and for some moments, while he spoke not, I gazed upon him with a feeling half of pity, half of awe. Surely, man had never before so terribly altered, in so brief a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was with difficulty that I could bring myself to admit the identity of the wan being before me with the companion of my early boyhood. Yet the character of his face had been at all times remarkable. A cadaverousness of complexion; an eye large, liquid, and luminous beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin and very pallid, but of a surpassingly beautiful curve; a nose of a delicate Hebrew model, but with a breadth of nostril unusual in similar formations; a finely moulded chin, speaking, in its want of prominence, of a want of moral energy; hair of a more than web-like softness and tenuity; these features, with an inordinate expansion above the regions of the temple, made up altogether a countenance not easily to be forgotten. And now in the mere exaggeration of the prevailing character of these features, and of the expression they were wont to convey, lay so much of change that I doubted to whom I spoke. The now ghastly pallor of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the eye, above all things startled and even awed me. The silken hair, too, had been suffered to grow all unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer texture, it floated rather than fell about the face, I could not, even with effort, connect its Arabesque expression with any idea of simple humanity. 

In the manner of my friend I was at once struck with an incoherence -- an inconsistency; and I soon found this to arise from a series of feeble and futile struggles to overcome an habitual trepidancy -- an excessive nervous agitation. For something of this nature I had indeed been prepared, no less by his letter, than by reminiscences of certain boyish traits, and by conclusions deduced from his peculiar physical conformation and temperament. His action was alternately vivacious and sullen. His voice varied rapidly from a tremulous indecision (when the animal spirits seemed utterly in abeyance) to that species of energetic concision -- that abrupt, weighty, unhurried, and hollow-sounding enunciation -- that leaden, self-balanced and perfectly modulated guttural utterance, which may be observed in the lost drunkard, or the irreclaimable eater of opium, during the periods of his most intense excitement. 

It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit, of his earnest desire to see me, and of the solace he expected me to afford him. He entered, at some length, into what he conceived to be the nature of his malady. It was, he said, a constitutional and a family evil, and one for which he despaired to find a remedy -- a mere nervous affection, he immediately added, which would undoubtedly soon pass. It displayed itself in a host of unnatural sensations. Some of these, as he detailed them, interested and bewildered me; although, perhaps, the terms, and the general manner of the narration had their weight. He suffered much from a morbid acuteness of the senses; the most insipid food was alone endurable; he could wear only garments of certain texture; the odours of all flowers were oppressive; his eyes were tortured by even a faint light; and there were but peculiar sounds, and these from stringed instruments, which did not inspire him with horror. 

To an anomalous species of terror I found him a bounden slave. "I shall perish," said he, "I must perish in this deplorable folly. Thus, thus, and not otherwise, shall I be lost. I dread the events of the future, not in themselves, but in their results. I shudder at the thought of any, even the most trivial, incident, which may operate upon this intolerable agitation of soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence of danger, except in its absolute effect -- in terror. In this unnerved -- in this pitiable condition --I feel that the period will sooner or later arrive when I must abandon life and reason together, in some struggle with the grim phantasm, FEAR." 

I learned, moreover, at intervals, and through broken and equivocal hints, another singular feature of his mental condition. He was enchained by certain superstitious impressions in regard to the dwelling which he tenanted, and whence, for many years, he had never ventured forth -- in regard to an influence whose supposititious force was conveyed in terms too shadowy here to be re-stated -- an influence which some peculiarities in the mere form and substance of his family mansion, had, by dint of long sufferance, he said, obtained over his spirit -- an effect which the physique of the gray walls and turrets, and of the dim tarn into which they all looked down, had, at length, brought about upon the morale of his existence. 

He admitted, however, although with hesitation, that much of the peculiar gloom which thus afflicted him could be traced to a more natural and far more palpable origin -- to the severe and long-continued illness -- indeed to the evidently approaching dissolution -- of a tenderly beloved sister -- his sole companion for long years -- his last and only relative on earth. "Her decease," he said, with a bitterness which I can never forget, "would leave him (him the hopeless and the frail) the last of the ancient race of the Ushers." While he spoke, the lady Madeline (for so was she called) passed slowly through a remote portion of the apartment, and, without having noticed my presence, disappeared. I regarded her with an utter astonishment not unmingled with dread -- and yet I found it impossible to account for such feelings. A sensation of stupor oppressed me, as my eyes followed her retreating steps. When a door, at length, closed upon her, my glance sought instinctively and eagerly the countenance of the brother -- but he had buried his face in his hands, and I could only perceive that a far more than ordinary wanness had overspread the emaciated fingers through which trickled many passionate tears. 

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled the skill of her physicians. A settled apathy, a gradual wasting away of the person, and frequent although transient affections of a partially cataleptical character, were the unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she had steadily borne up against the pressure of her malady, and had not betaken herself finally to bed; but, on the closing in of the evening of my arrival at the house, she succumbed (as her brother told me at night with inexpressible agitation) to the prostrating power of the destroyer; and I learned that the glimpse I had obtained of her person would thus probably be the last I should obtain -- that the lady, at least while living, would be seen by me no more. 

For several days ensuing, her name was unmentioned by either Usher or myself: and during this period I was busied in earnest endeavours to alleviate the melancholy of my friend. We painted and read together; or I listened, as if in a dream, to the wild improvisations of his speaking guitar. And thus, as a closer and still closer intimacy admitted me more unreservedly into the recesses of his spirit, the more bitterly did I perceive the futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from which darkness, as if an inherent positive quality, poured forth upon all objects of the moral and physical universe, in one unceasing radiation of gloom. 

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the many solemn hours I thus spent alone with the master of the House of Usher. Yet I should fail in any attempt to convey an idea of the exact character of the studies, or of the occupations, in which he involved me, or led me the way. An excited and highly distempered ideality threw a sulphureous lustre over all. His long improvised dirges will ring forever in my cars. Among other things, I hold painfully in mind a certain singular perversion and amplification of the wild air of the last waltz of Von Weber. From the paintings over which his elaborate fancy brooded, and which grew, touch by touch, into vaguenesses at which I shuddered the more thrillingly, because I shuddered knowing not why; -- from these paintings (vivid as their images now are before me) I would in vain endeavour to educe more than a small portion which should lie within the compass of merely written words. By the utter simplicity, by the nakedness of his designs, he arrested and overawed attention. If ever mortal painted an idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For me at least -- in the circumstances then surrounding me -- there arose out of the pure abstractions which the hypochondriac contrived to throw upon his canvas, an intensity of intolerable awe, no shadow of which felt I ever yet in the contemplation of the certainly glowing yet too concrete reveries of Fuseli. 

One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my friend, partaking not so rigidly of the spirit of abstraction, may be shadowed forth, although feebly, in words. A small picture presented the interior of an immensely long and rectangular vault or tunnel, with low walls, smooth, white, and without interruption or device. Certain accessory points of the design served well to convey the idea that this excavation lay at an exceeding depth below the surface of the earth. No outlet was observed in any portion of its vast extent, and no torch, or other artificial source of light was discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled throughout, and bathed the whole in a ghastly and inappropriate splendour. 

I have just spoken of that morbid condition of the auditory nerve which rendered all music intolerable to the sufferer, with the exception of certain effects of stringed instruments. It was, perhaps, the narrow limits to which he thus confined himself upon the guitar, which gave birth, in great measure, to the fantastic character of his performances. But the fervid facility of his impromptus could not be so accounted for. They must have been, and were, in the notes, as well as in the words of his wild fantasias (for he not unfrequently accompanied himself with rhymed verbal improvisations), the result of that intense mental collectedness and concentration to which I have previously alluded as observable only in particular moments of the highest artificial excitement. The words of one of these rhapsodies I have easily remembered. I was, perhaps, the more forcibly impressed with it, as he gave it, because, in the under or mystic current of its meaning, I fancied that I perceived, and for the first time, a full consciousness on the part of Usher, of the tottering of his lofty reason upon her throne. The verses, which were entitled "The Haunted Palace," ran very nearly, if not accurately, thus: 

I. 

In the greenest of our valleys,
   By good angels tenanted, 
Once a fair and stately palace -- 
   Radiant palace -- reared its head. 
In the monarch Thought's dominion -- 
   It stood there! 
Never seraph spread a pinion 
   Over fabric half so fair. 

II. 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden, 
   On its roof did float and flow; 
(This -- all this -- was in the olden 
   Time long ago) 
And every gentle air that dallied, 
   In that sweet day, 
Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 
   A winged odour went away. 

III. 

Wanderers in that happy valley
   Through two luminous windows saw 
Spirits moving musically 
    To a lute's well-tunèd law, 
Round about a throne, where sitting 
   (Porphyrogene!) 
In state his glory well befitting,
    The ruler of the realm was seen. 

IV. 

And all with pearl and ruby glowing
   Was the fair palace door, 
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing,
   And sparkling evermore, 
A troop of Echoes whose sweet duty 
   Was but to sing, 
In voices of surpassing beauty, 
   The wit and wisdom of their king. 

V. 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 
   Assailed the monarch's high estate; 
(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow 
   Shall dawn upon him, desolate!) 
And, round about his home, the glory 
    That blushed and bloomed 
Is but a dim-remembered story 
    Of the old time entombed. 

VI. 

And travellers now within that valley, 
   Through the red-litten windows, see 
Vast forms that move fantastically 
   To a discordant melody; 
While, like a rapid ghastly river, 
   Through the pale door, 
A hideous throng rush out forever, 
    And laugh -- but smile no more. 

I well remember that suggestions arising from this ballad led us into a train of thought wherein there became manifest an opinion of Usher's which I mention not so much on account of its novelty, (for other men have thought thus,) as on account of the pertinacity with which he maintained it. This opinion, in its general form, was that of the sentience of all vegetable things. But, in his disordered fancy, the idea had assumed a more daring character, and trespassed, under certain conditions, upon the kingdom of inorganization. I lack words to express the full extent, or the earnest abandon of his persuasion. The belief, however, was connected (as I have previously hinted) with the gray stones of the home of his forefathers. The conditions of the sentience had been here, he imagined, fulfilled in the method of collocation of these stones -- in the order of their arrangement, as well as in that of the many fungi which overspread them, and of the decayed trees which stood around -- above all, in the long undisturbed endurance of this arrangement, and in its reduplication in the still waters of the tarn. Its evidence --the evidence of the sentience --was to be seen, he said, (and I here started as he spoke,) in the gradual yet certain condensation of an atmosphere of their own about the waters and the walls. The result was discoverable, he added, in that silent, yet importunate and terrible influence which for centuries had moulded the destinies of his family, and which made him what I now saw him -- what he was. Such opinions need no comment, and I will make none. 

Our books -- the books which, for years, had formed no small portion of the mental existence of the invalid -- were, as might be supposed, in strict keeping with this character of phantasm. We pored together over such works as the Ververt et Chartreuse of Gresset; the Belphegor of Machiavelli; the Heaven and Hell of Swedenborg; the Subterranean Voyage of Nicholas Klimm by Holberg; the Chiromancy of Robert Flud, of Jean D'Indaginé, and of De la Chambre; the Journey into the Blue Distance of Tieck; and the City of the Sun of Campanella. One favourite volume was a small octavo edition of the Directorium Inquisitorum, by the Dominican Eymeric de Gironne; and there were passages in Pomponius Mela, about the old African Satyrs and OEgipans, over which Usher would sit dreaming for hours. His chief delight, however, was found in the perusal of an exceedingly rare and curious book in quarto Gothic -- the manual of a forgotten church --the Vigilae Mortuorum secundum Chorum Ecclesiae Maguntinae.
I could not help thinking of the wild ritual of this work, and of its probable influence upon the hypochondriac, when, one evening, having informed me abruptly that the lady Madeline was no more, he stated his intention of preserving her corpse for a fortnight, (previously to its final interment,) in one of the numerous vaults within the main walls of the building. The worldly reason, however, assigned for this singular proceeding, was one which I did not feel at liberty to dispute. The brother had been led to his resolution (so he told me) by consideration of the unusual character of the malady of the deceased, of certain obtrusive and eager inquiries on the part of her medical men, and of the remote and exposed situation of the burial-ground of the family. I will not deny that when I called to mind the sinister countenance of the person whom I met upon the staircase, on the day of my arrival at the house, I had no desire to oppose what I regarded as at best but a harmless, and by no means an unnatural, precaution. 

At the request of Usher, I personally aided him in the arrangements for the temporary entombment. The body having been encoffined, we two alone bore it to its rest. The vault in which we placed it (and which had been so long unopened that our torches, half smothered in its oppressive atmosphere, gave us little opportunity for investigation) was small, damp, and entirely without means of admission for light; lying, at great depth, immediately beneath that portion of the building in which was my own sleeping apartment. It had been used, apparently, in remote feudal times, for the worst purposes of a donjon-keep, and, in later days, as a place of deposit for powder, or some other highly combustible substance, as a portion of its floor, and the whole interior of a long archway through which we reached it, were carefully sheathed with copper. The door, of massive iron, had been, also, similarly protected. Its immense weight caused an unusually sharp grating sound, as it moved upon its hinges. 

Having deposited our mournful burden upon tressels within this region of horror, we partially turned aside the yet unscrewed lid of the coffin, and looked upon the face of the tenant. A striking similitude between the brother and sister now first arrested my attention; and Usher, divining, perhaps, my thoughts, murmured out some few words from which I learned that the deceased and himself had been twins, and that sympathies of a scarcely intelligible nature had always existed between them. Our glances, however, rested not long upon the dead -- for we could not regard her unawed. The disease which had thus entombed the lady in the maturity of youth, had left, as usual in all maladies of a strictly cataleptical character, the mockery of a faint blush upon the bosom and the face, and that suspiciously lingering smile upon the lip which is so terrible in death. We replaced and screwed down the lid, and, having secured the door of iron, made our way, with toil, into the scarcely less gloomy apartments of the upper portion of the house. 

And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed, an observable change came over the features of the mental disorder of my friend. His ordinary manner had vanished. His ordinary occupations were neglected or forgotten. He roamed from chamber to chamber with hurried, unequal, and objectless step. The pallor of his countenance had assumed, if possible, a more ghastly hue --but the luminousness of his eye had utterly gone out. The once occasional huskiness of his tone was heard no more; and a tremulous quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitually characterized his utterance. There were times, indeed, when I thought his unceasingly agitated mind was labouring with some oppressive secret, to divulge which he struggled for the necessary courage. At times, again, I was obliged to resolve all into the mere inexplicable vagaries of madness, for I beheld him gazing upon vacancy for long hours, in an attitude of the profoundest attention, as if listening to some imaginary sound. It was no wonder that his condition terrified -- that it infected me. I felt creeping upon me, by slow yet certain degrees, the wild influences of his own fantastic yet impressive superstitions. 

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late in the night of the seventh or eighth day after the placing of the lady Madeline within the donjon, that I experienced the full power of such feelings. Sleep came not near my couch -- while the hours waned and waned away. I struggled to reason off the nervousness which had dominion over me. I endeavoured to believe that much, if not all of what I felt, was due to the bewildering influence of the gloomy furniture of the room -- of the dark and tattered draperies, which, tortured into motion by the breath of a rising tempest, swayed fitfully to and fro upon the walls, and rustled uneasily about the decorations of the bed. But my efforts were fruitless. An irrepressible tremour gradually pervaded my frame; and, at length, there sat upon my very heart an incubus of utterly causeless alarm. Shaking this off with a gasp and a struggle, I uplifted myself upon the pillows, and, peering earnestly within the intense darkness of the chamber, hearkened -- I know not why, except that an instinctive spirit prompted me -- to certain low and indefinite sounds which came, through the pauses of the storm, at long intervals, I knew not whence. Overpowered by an intense sentiment of horror, unaccountable yet unendurable, I threw on my clothes with haste (for I felt that I should sleep no more during the night), and endeavoured to arouse myself from the pitiable condition into which I had fallen, by pacing rapidly to and fro through the apartment. 

I had taken but few turns in this manner, when a light step on an adjoining staircase arrested my attention. I presently recognised it as that of Usher. In an instant afterward he rapped, with a gentle touch, at my door, and entered, bearing a lamp. His countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan -- but, moreover, there was a species of mad hilarity in his eyes -- an evidently restrained hysteria in his whole demeanour. His air appalled me -- but anything was preferable to the solitude which I had so long endured, and I even welcomed his presence as a relief. 

"And you have not seen it?" he said abruptly, after having stared about him for some moments in silence -- "you have not then seen it? -- but, stay! you shall." Thus speaking, and having carefully shaded his lamp, he hurried to one of the casements, and threw it freely open to the storm. 

The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted us from our feet. It was, indeed, a tempestuous yet sternly beautiful night, and one wildly singular in its terror and its beauty. A whirlwind had apparently collected its force in our vicinity; for there were frequent and violent alterations in the direction of the wind; and the exceeding density of the clouds (which hung so low as to press upon the turrets of the house) did not prevent our perceiving the life-like velocity with which they flew careering from all points against each other, without passing away into the distance. I say that even their exceeding density did not prevent our perceiving this -- yet we had no glimpse of the moon or stars -- nor was there any flashing forth of the lightning. But the under surfaces of the huge masses of agitated vapour, as well as all terrestrial objects immediately around us, were glowing in the unnatural light of a faintly luminous and distinctly visible gaseous exhalation which hung about and enshrouded the mansion. 

"You must not -- you shall not behold this!" said I, shudderingly, to Usher, as I led him, with a gentle violence, from the window to a seat. "These appearances, which bewilder you, are merely electrical phenomena not uncommon -- or it may be that they have their ghastly origin in the rank miasma of the tarn. Let us close this casement; -- the air is chilling and dangerous to your frame. Here is one of your favourite romances. I will read, and you shall listen; -- and so we will pass away this terrible night together." 

The antique volume which I had taken up was the "Mad Trist" of Sir Launcelot Canning; but I had called it a favourite of Usher's more in sad jest than in earnest; for, in truth, there is little in its uncouth and unimaginative prolixity which could have had interest for the lofty and spiritual ideality of my friend. It was, however, the only book immediately at hand; and I indulged a vague hope that the excitement which now agitated the hypochondriac, might find relief (for the history of mental disorder is full of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness of the folly which I should read. Could I have judged, indeed, by the wild over-strained air of vivacity with which he hearkened, or apparently hearkened, to the words of the tale, I might well have congratulated myself upon the success of my design. 

I had arrived at that well-known portion of the story where Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, having sought in vain for peaceable admission into the dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to make good an entrance by force. Here, it will be remembered, the words of the narrative run thus: 

"And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, and who was now mighty withal, on account of the powerfulness of the wine which he had drunken, waited no longer to hold parley with the hermit, who, in sooth, was of an obstinate and maliceful turn, but, feeling the rain upon his shoulders, and fearing the rising of the tempest, uplifted his mace outright, and, with blows, made quickly room in the plankings of the door for his gauntleted hand; and now pulling therewith sturdily, he so cracked, and ripped, and tore all asunder, that the noise of the dry and hollow-sounding wood alarummed and reverberated throughout the forest." 

At the termination of this sentence I started, and for a moment, paused; for it appeared to me (although I at once concluded that my excited fancy had deceived me) -- it appeared to me that, from some very remote portion of the mansion, there came, indistinctly, to my ears, what might have been, in its exact similarity of character, the echo (but a stifled and dull one certainly) of the very cracking and ripping sound which Sir Launcelot had so particularly described. It was, beyond doubt, the coincidence alone which had arrested my attention; for, amid the rattling of the sashes of the casements, and the ordinary commingled noises of the still increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had nothing, surely, which should have interested or disturbed me. I continued the story: 

"But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the door, was sore enraged and amazed to perceive no signal of the maliceful hermit; but, in the stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly and prodigious demeanour, and of a fiery tongue, which sate in guard before a palace of gold, with a floor of silver; and upon the wall there hung a shield of shining brass with this legend enwritten --

           Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin; 
           Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win; 

And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the head of the dragon, which fell before him, and gave up his pesty breath, with a shriek so horrid and harsh, and withal so piercing, that Ethelred had fain to close his ears with his hands against the dreadful noise of it, the like whereof was never before heard." 

Here again I paused abruptly, and now with a feeling of wild amazement -- for there could be no doubt whatever that, in this instance, I did actually hear (although from what direction it proceeded I found it impossible to say) a low and apparently distant, but harsh, protracted, and most unusual screaming or grating sound -- the exact counterpart of what my fancy had already conjured up for the dragon's unnatural shriek as described by the romancer. 

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence of the second and most extraordinary coincidence, by a thousand conflicting sensations, in which wonder and extreme terror were predominant, I still retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting, by any observation, the sensitive nervousness of my companion. I was by no means certain that he had noticed the sounds in question; although, assuredly, a strange alteration had, during the last few minutes, taken place in his demeanour. From a position fronting my own, he had gradually brought round his chair, so as to sit with his face to the door of the chamber; and thus I could but partially perceive his features, although I saw that his lips trembled as if he were murmuring inaudibly. His head had dropped upon his breast -- yet I knew that he was not asleep, from the wide and rigid opening of the eye as I caught a glance of it in profile. The motion of his body, too, was at variance with this idea -- for he rocked from side to side with a gentle yet constant and uniform sway. Having rapidly taken notice of all this, I resumed the narrative of Sir Launcelot, which thus proceeded: 

"And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible fury of the dragon, bethinking himself of the brazen shield, and of the breaking up of the enchantment which was upon it, removed the carcass from out of the way before him, and approached valorously over the silver pavement of the castle to where the shield was upon the wall; which in sooth tarried not for his full coming, but fell down at his feet upon the silver floor, with a mighty great and terrible ringing sound." 

No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than -- as if a shield of brass had indeed, at the moment, fallen heavily upon a floor of silver -- I became aware of a distinct, hollow, metallic, and clangorous, yet apparently muffled reverberation. Completely unnerved, I leaped to my feet; but the measured rocking movement of Usher was undisturbed. I rushed to the chair in which he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly before him, and throughout his whole countenance there reigned a stony rigidity. But, as I placed my hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong shudder over his whole person; a sickly smile quivered about his lips; and I saw that he spoke in a low, hurried, and gibbering murmur, as if unconscious of my presence. Bending closely over him, I at length drank in the hideous import of his words. 

"Not hear it? -- yes, I hear it, and have heard it. Long -- long -- long -- many minutes, many hours, many days, have I heard it -- yet I dared not -- oh, pity me, miserable wretch that I am! -- I dared not -- I dared not speak! We have put her living in the tomb! Said I not that my senses were acute? I now tell you that I heard her first feeble movements in the hollow coffin. I heard them -- many, many days ago -- yet I dared not -- I dared not speak! And now -- to-night -- Ethelred -- ha! ha! -- the breaking of the hermit's door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and the clangour of the shield! -- say, rather, the rending of her coffin, and the grating of the iron hinges of her prison, and her struggles within the coppered archway of the vault! Oh whither shall I fly? Will she not be here anon? Is she not hurrying to upbraid me for my haste? Have I not heard her footstep on the stair? Do I not distinguish that heavy and horrible beating of her heart? Madman!" -- here he sprang furiously to his feet, and shrieked out his syllables, as if in the effort he were giving up his soul -- "Madman! I tell you that she now stands without the door!" 

As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance there had been found the potency of a spell -- the huge antique pannels to which the speaker pointed, threw slowly back, upon the instant, their ponderous and ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing gust -- but then without those doors there did stand the lofty and enshrouded figure of the lady Madeline of Usher. There was blood upon her white robes, and the evidence of some bitter struggle upon every portion of her emaciated frame. For a moment she remained trembling and reeling to and fro upon the threshold -- then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily inward upon the person of her brother, and in her violent and now final death-agonies, bore him to the floor a corpse, and a victim to the terrors he had anticipated. 

From that chamber, and from that mansion, I fled aghast. The storm was still abroad in all its wrath as I found myself crossing the old causeway. Suddenly there shot along the path a wild light, and I turned to see whence a gleam so unusual could wi have issued; for the vast house and its shadows were alone behind me. The radiance was that of the full, setting, and blood-red moon which now shone vividly through that once barely-discernible fissure, of which I have before spoken as extending from the roof of the building, in a zigzag direction, to the base. While I gazed, this fissure rapidly widened -- there came a fierce breath of the whirlwind -- the entire orb of the satellite burst at once upon my sight -- my brain reeled as I saw the mighty walls rushing asunder -- there was a long tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a thousand waters -- and the deep and dank tarn at my feet closed sullenly and silently over the fragments of the "House of Usher." 

 
“The Prison Door”

Nathaniel Hawthorne

A THRONG of bearded men, in sad-colored garments and gray, steeple-crowned hats, intermixed with women, some wearing hoods, and others bareheaded, was assembled in front of a wooden edifice, the door of which was heavily timbered with oak, and studded with iron spikes. 

The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of human virtue and happiness they might originally project, have invariably recognized it among their earliest practical necessities to allot a portion of the virgin soil as a cemetery, and another portion as the site of a prison. In accordance with this rule, it may safely be assumed that the forefathers of Boston had built the first prison-house, somewhere in the vicinity of Cornhill, almost as seasonably as they marked out the first burial-ground, on Isaac Johnson's lot, and round about his grave, which subsequently became the nucleus of all the congregated sepulchres in the old church-yard of King's Chapel. Certain it is, that, some fifteen or twenty years after the settlement of the town, the wooden jail was already marked with weather-stains and other indications of age, which gave a yet darker aspect to its beetle-browed and gloomy front. The rust on the ponderous iron-work of its oaken door looked more antique than any thing else in the new world. Like all that pertains to crime, it seemed never to have known a youthful era. Before this ugly edifice, and between it and the wheel-track of the street, was a grass-plot, much overgrown with burdock, pig-weed, apple-peru, and such unsightly vegetation, which evidently found something congenial in the soil that had so early borne the black flower of civilized society, a prison. But, on one side of the portal, and rooted almost at the threshold, was a wild rose-bush, covered, in this month of June, with its delicate gems, which might be imagined to offer their fragrance and fragile beauty to the prisoner as he went in, and to the condemned criminal as he came forth to his doom, in token that the deep heart of Nature could pity and be kind to him. 

This rose-bush, by a strange chance, has been kept alive in history; but whether it had merely survived out of the stern old wilderness, so long after the fall of the gigantic pines and oaks that originally overshadowed it,—or whether, as there is fair authority for believing, it had sprung up under the footsteps of the sainted Ann Hutchinson, as she entered the prison-door,—we shall not take upon us to determine. Finding it so directly on the threshold of our narrative, which is now about to issue from that inauspicious portal, we could hardly do otherwise than pluck one of its flowers and present it to the reader. It may serve, let us hope, to symbolize some sweet moral blossom, that may be found along the track, or relieve the darkening close of a tale of human frailty and sorrow.

“The Scarlet Letter: A is for Atropine:
Atropine Poisoning in Hawthorne’s The Scarlet Letter”

Jemshed A. Khan, M. D.

This article presents evidence that surreptitious atropine poisoning accounts for the bizarre behavior and ultimate demise of the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale in Nathaniel Hawthorne’s classic work, The Scarlet Letter. This poisoning of a major character in a widely read novel, written by a celebrated author, has escaped forensic detection for more than a century. This should be of interest to the medical community, because the poisoning was accomplished through the agency of a physician.

As an aid to the reader, a summary of the plot of The Scarlet Letter is provided. The plot centers on three major characters: an adulteress, an adulterer, and a cuckolded husband. Hester Prynne, the adulteress, conceives and bears a child during the prolonged absence of her husband. As penance for her sin of adultery, she is condemned to display a scarlet letter “A” on her clothing. The adulterer, the Reverend Arthur Dimmesdale, attempts to conceal his involvement with Hester Prynne and suffers from the torment of a guilty conscience and the vengeance of the cuckolded husband. The husband, Dr. Roger Chillingworth, discerns that Dimmesdale has fathered the illegitimate child and is preoccupied with revenge. This article is concerned with the methods and effects of Chillingworth’s revenge.

Historically, critics have ascribed Dimmesdale’s bizarre behavior and ultimate demise to a powerful guilt neurosis, which was secretly and deliberately nurtured by his vengeful physician and companion, Dr. Roger Chillingworth. Critics have maintained and perpetuated the narrow view that Chillingworth’s methods of revenge were of a purely psychological nature, unwittingly ignoring or even denying the possibility of poisoning. Trollope wrote of Chillingworth, “He simply lives with his enemy … attacking not the man’s body,—to which indeed he acts as a wise physician—but his conscience.” A computer-generated literature search failed to produce any references to atropine in connection with The Scarlet Letter. 
However, there is sufficiently explicit evidence in The Scarlet Letter to warrant the view that Dr. Chillingworth may have concocted an atropine-based poison and administered it to Dimmesdale. I have researched and developed four major arguments in support of the atropine-poisoning theory. First of all, Chillingworth certainly had the motive, circumstances, and knowledge necessary for the preparation and administration of a poison intended for Dimmesdale. Secondly, certain plants mentioned in the novel are commonly known to be poisonous. Such plants, if administered, would result in characteristic atropine poisoning. Thirdly, at the time The Scarlet Letter was written, atropine and its effects were probably well known to Hawthorne. Finally, a review of Dimmesdale’s symptoms and behavior suggests a pattern that is remarkably consistent with atropine poisoning.

Motive—A Dark Purpose

There is little doubt that Chillingworth’s motive was revenge against Dimmesdale, the man who had impregnated Chillingworth’s wife. Hawthorne describes this desire for revenge as “a new purpose … dark enough to engage the full strength of [Chillingworth’s] faculties” (87). Later in the story Chillingworth “had grown to exist only by perpetual poison of the direst revenge!” (124), but Hawthorne leaves it to the reader to discern “the hidden practices of his revenge” (141).

Circumstance—Physician of the Young Minister Whose Health Had Suffered of Late

Dimmesdale’s symptoms developed over a prolonged period, indicating that they were probably the result of chronic poisoning. This would suggest that the victim was repeatedly subjected to small doses of poison. In order to avoid suspicion, Chillingworth would have had to administer the poison surreptitiously either with meals or in the guise of a medicine. The more plausible possibility is that Dimmesdale was poisoned by his physician’s concoctions.

Chillingworth, being “extensively acquainted with the medical science of the day …” (87), presented himself as a physician. Indeed, “it was understood that this learned man was the physician as well as friend of the young minister …” (80). As physician to Dimmesdale, Chillingworth had ample opportunity to poison his patient. It was “at a hint from Roger Chillingworth [that] … the two were lodged in the same house” (91). Dimmesdale certainly did not improve under the watchful eye of Chillingworth. In fact, the pastor’s “health had suffered as of late …” (80), and Chillingworth was “anxious to attempt the cure …” (89).  It was observed that Chillingworth often gathered herbs and plants, “ even in the graveyard” (95), and “arranged his study and laboratory with distilling apparatus, and the means of compounding drugs and chemicals, which the practiced alchemist knew well how to turn to purpose … ” (92).

Chillingworth did not accomplish these actions without arousing suspicion. Hester

Prynne, adulteress and estranged wife of Chillingworth, suspected “the continual presence of Roger Chillingworth,—the secret malignity, infecting all the air about him …” (139), and she questioned “his authorized interference, as a physician, with the minister’s physical and spiritual infirmities …” (139). Even Dimmesdale questioned the benefit derived from Chillingworth’s “kindly care of this weak frame of [his]” (97).

Knowledge—The Practiced Alchemist

Not only was Chillingworth “extensively acquainted with the medical science of the day …, ” but in his travels among the Indians “he had gained much knowledge of the properties of native herbs and roots … ” (87). He even boasted about his knowledge of “recipes that were as old as Paracelsus” (55). Chillingworth’s sophistication in alchemy was manifested in his distilling apparatus, and Dimmesdale would sometimes stand idly by, “watching the processes by which weeds were converted into drugs of potency …” (95). Hawthorne even implies that the doctor had previously been associated with the then-infamous Dr. Forman, who was involved in the murder-by-poison plot against Sir Thomas Overbury (93).

Toxic Plants—All Manner of Vegetable Wickedness

Traditionally, references to various plant species in The Scarlet Letter have been interpreted either in purely symbolic terms or as an extension of New England folklore. However, the mention of identifiably poisonous plants raises the possibility of their use as poisonous agents. There are two passages with specific references to poisonous plants. Hawthorne plants the first poisonous seedling of suspicion early in the novel, with a reference on the first page to apple of Peru (Nicandra physalodes), which may contain cardioactive solanine glycoalkaloids.

Although the suspicion is carefully nurtured through vague and frequent references to poisons, plots, clysters, and the like, it is not until late in the novel that the second specific reference to poisonous plants appears. The seedling reaches full and venomous bloom in the mind of Hester Prynne, who imagines Chillingworth sinking into a barren blasted spot of earth “where, in due course of time, would be seen deadly nightshade, dogwood, henbane …” (126-127). It is telling that Hawthorne should select these particular plants. Deadly nightshade (Atropa belladonna) contained atropine, as well as the related poisons scopolamine and hyoscyamine. Henbane (Hyoscyamus niger) contains hyoscyamine, scopolamine, and atropine. The so-called dogwood (Rhus vernix), known in Massachusetts as poison dogwood, causes a cutaneous reaction similar to that of the closely related poison ivy (Rhus toxicodendron). 

Hawthorne’s Sources

The alkaloids derived from the solanaceous plants have been known as poisons since the Egyptian and Hindu civilizations; mention is made of them as anti-spasmodics in the Ebers Papyrus (1550 B.C.). They were a favorite agent of the professional poisoners of the Middle Ages, and their mydriatic effects were known to Galen. Linnaeus (1707 to 1778) recognized the deadly effects of the plant nightshade and gave it the name Atropos, after the oldest of the three Fates, who cut the delicate thread of life.

Records compiled from the Salem Athenaeum during Hawthorne’s “solitary years,” 1825 to 1837, indicate that the writer was “deeply engaged in reading everything he could lay his hands on. It was said in those days that he read every book in the Athenaeum. … ”A perusal of Hawthorne’s reading list reveals several books of a botanical nature, one of which sheds light on the references to atropine-containing plants in The Scarlet Letter. Deadly nightshade and henbane appear close to each other in Sowerby’s English Botany. It seems unlikely that references to the same toxic plants in The Scarlet Letter are merely coincidental. This connection between a description of toxic plants in a book that Hawthorne was known to have borrowed from the Athenaeum and the subsequent mention of the plants in his novel, along with characteristic symptoms of poisoning from these plants, indicates the probable source of Hawthorne’s information about poisonous plant forms.

The Symptoms—A Nervous Despondency in His Air

Intoxication with atropine, a tertiary amine, results in both central and peripheral nervous-system manifestations. The early symptoms are visual disturbances,

xerostomia, mydriasis, and photophobia. Dysphagia and speech disturbances may also be present. The skin becomes dry and hot, and a diffuse nonpunctate erythematous rash may appear, especially over the face, neck, and chest. C onfusion, incoordination, auditory and visual hallucinations, psychotic behavior, and convulsions may also occur. The pulse is weak and rapid, and in severe cases, the patient may progress to stupor, then coma, and finally stertorous respiration and cyanosis. Sedation, fatigue, dizziness, and postural hypotension have also been described as symptoms of atropine poisoning. To a remarkable degree, many of these symptoms are described in The Scarlet Letter.

Cardiovascular Symptoms—Gripping Hard at his Breast

A rapid weak pulse and flushing are the most prominent cardiovascular symptoms of atropine poisoning. There are two descriptions of Dimmesdale with a flushed appearance. One is in conjunction with chest pain: “he was often observed, on any slight alarm, to put his hand over his heart, with first a flush and then a paleness, indicative of pain” (88). It is tempting to postulate that Dimmesdale suffered from angina exacerbated by atropine-induced tachycardia. Hawthorne certainly emphasizes the presence of disease in Dimmesdale’s heart, with descriptions of him gripping his chest “ as if inflicted with an importunate throb of pain” (113) and the appearance of what “ had now become a constant habit, rather than a casual gesture, to press his hand over his heart” (88). Even

Dimmesdale became aware “that the poison of one morbid spot was infecting his entire heart’s substance …” (102).

Gait Disturbances, Tremors, and Convulsions—Tremulously Put Forth

Muscular incoordination and convulsions occur under the influence of atropine.

Hawthorne is particularly keen in his description of these afflictions. Initially, there was only a nervous “despondency in [Dimmesdale’s] air …” (135).  However, Dimmesdale’s condition deteriorated, and there was the appearance of a “listlessness of gait” (137). Close to death, the minister had a “Deathlike hue” and “tottered on his path so nervously” that his “passage resembled the wavering effort of an infant …” (177). He tore off his shirt with a “convulsive motion” (180) and died soon thereafter.

Visual Disturbances and Hallucinations—He Indistinctly Beheld

The classic symptom of atropine ingestion is mydriasis. “Belladonna,” the name of the atropine-containing plant deadly nightshade, is derived from an Italian root word meaning “fair lady.” This derivation stems from the atropine-induced papillary dilatation that gave an appearance of large and supposedly desirable eyes in women who used the plant. Atropa belladonna is a member of the genus solanum, a word derived from the root “solar,” reflecting the plant’s stupefying power, similar to that of the sun. In one reference to mydriasis, and possibly also to photophobia, it is noted that Dimmesdale’s “large dark eyes had a world of pain in their troubled and melancholy depth” (83).

Even defenders of Hawthorne’s elegantly symbolic prose have conceded that the writer transcended the boundaries of credibility in one particular sense.  The scene in question involves Dimmesdale’s viewing of a scarlet letter in the heavens above the Puritan town (113). In view of the fact that atropine may induce visual disturbances and hallucinations, it is reasonable to postulate that the scene is a realistic portrayal of a visual hallucination. Indeed, on reviewing this scene, it seems that such an interpretation is implicit in the text: “We impute it, therefore, solely to the disease in his own eye and heart that the minister, looking upward toward the zenith, beheld there the appearance of an immense letter—the letter A—marked out in lines of dull red light” (113).

Dysphagia and Speech Disorders—His Voice Had a Prophecy of Decay in It

Speech difficulties and dysphagia in atropine poisoning result from suppression of salivation.  Hawthorne notes changes in the character of Dimmesdale’s voice: it “had a certain melancholy prophecy of decay in it …” (88) and was “more tremulous than before …” (89).  Although there are no direct references to dysphagia, Hawthorne notes several times that Dimmesdale’s “form grew emaciated …” (88); “his cheek was paler and thinner …” (89). Close to death, “he looked haggard and feeble …” (135).

The Scarlet Letter—A Rash Conclusion?

On his deathbed, Dimmesdale tore the garments from his chest, as if to reveal and expiate his guilt. Thus, before “the gaze of the horror-stricken multitude …” (180), he revealed the red stigmata of guilt that festered on his chest. It is my conclusion that “this burning torture …” (181) on Dimmesdale’s chest was a diffuse nonpunctate erythematous rash.

The rash, that is, of atropine poisoning.

”Love is a Fallacy”
Max Shulman 

Cool was I and logical. Keen, calculating, perspicacious, acute and astute—I was all of these. My brain was as powerful as a dynamo, precise as a chemist’s scales, as penetrating as a scalpel. And—think of it!—I only eighteen.

It is not often that one so young has such a giant intellect. Take, for example, Petey Bellows, my roommate at the university. Same age, same background, but dumb as an ox. A nice enough fellow, you understand, but nothing upstairs. Emotional type. Unstable. Impressionable. Worst of all, a faddist. Fads, I submit, are the very negation of reason. To be swept up in every new craze that comes along, to surrender oneself to idiocy just because everybody else is doing it—this, to me, is the acme of mindlessness. Not, however, to Petey.

One afternoon I found Petey lying on his bed with an expression of such distress on his face that I immediately diagnosed appendicitis. “Don’t move,” I said, “Don’t take a laxative. I’ll get a doctor.”

“Raccoon,” he mumbled thickly.

“Raccoon?” I said, pausing in my flight.

“I want a raccoon coat,” he wailed.

I perceived that his trouble was not physical, but mental. “Why do you want a raccoon coat?”

“I should have known it,” he cried, pounding his temples. “I should have known they’d come back when the Charleston came back. Like a fool I spent all my money for textbooks, and now I can’t get a raccoon coat.”

“Can you mean,” I said incredulously, “that people are actually wearing raccoon coats again?”

“All the Big Men on Campus are wearing them. Where’ve you been?”

“In the library,” I said, naming a place not frequented by Big Men on Campus.

He leaped from the bed and paced the room. “I’ve got to have a raccoon coat,” he said passionately. “I’ve got to!”

“Petey, why? Look at it rationally. Raccoon coats are unsanitary. They shed. They smell bad. They weigh too much. They’re unsightly. They—”

“You don’t understand,” he interrupted impatiently. “It’s the thing to do. Don’t you want to be in the swim?”

“No,” I said truthfully.

“Well, I do,” he declared. “I’d give anything for a raccoon coat. Anything!” 
My brain, that precision instrument, slipped into high gear. “Anything?” I asked, looking at him narrowly.

“Anything,” he affirmed in ringing tones.

I stroked my chin thoughtfully. It so happened that I knew where to get my hands on a raccoon coat. My father had had one in his undergraduate days; it lay now in a trunk in the attic back home. It also happened that Petey had something I wanted. He didn’t have it exactly, but at least he had first rights on it. I refer to his girl, Polly Espy.

I had long coveted Polly Espy. Let me emphasize that my desire for this young woman was not emotional in nature. She was, to be sure, a girl who excited the emotions, but I was not one to let my heart rule my head. I wanted Polly for a shrewdly calculated, entirely cerebral reason.

I was a freshman in law school. In a few years I would be out in practice. I was well aware of the importance of the right kind of wife in furthering a lawyer’s career. The successful lawyers I had observed were, almost without exception, married to beautiful, gracious, intelligent women. With one omission, Polly fitted these specifications perfectly.

Beautiful she was. She was not yet of pin-up proportions, but I felt that time would supply the lack. She already had the makings.

Gracious she was. By gracious I mean full of graces. She had an erectness of carriage, an ease of bearing, a poise that clearly indicated the best of breeding. At table her manners were exquisite. I had seen her at the Kozy Kampus Korner eating the specialty of the house—a sandwich that contained scraps of pot roast, gravy, chopped nuts, and a dipper of sauerkraut—without even getting her fingers moist.

Intelligent she was not. In fact, she veered in the opposite direction. But I believed that under my guidance she would smarten up. At any rate, it was worth a try. It is, after all, easier to make a beautiful dumb girl smart than to make an ugly smart girl beautiful.

“Petey,” I said, “are you in love with Polly Espy?”

“I think she’s a keen kid,” he replied, “but I don’t know if you’d call it love. Why?”

“Do you,” I asked, “have any kind of formal arrangement with her? I mean are you going steady or anything like that?”

“No. We see each other quite a bit, but we both have other dates. Why?”

“Is there,” I asked, “any other man for whom she has a particular fondness?”

“Not that I know of. Why?”

I nodded with satisfaction. “In other words, if you were out of the picture, the field would be open. Is that right?”

“I guess so. What are you getting at?”

“Nothing , nothing,” I said innocently, and took my suitcase out the closet.

“Where are you going?” asked Petey.

“Home for weekend.” I threw a few things into the bag.

“Listen,” he said, clutching my arm eagerly, “while you’re home, you couldn’t get some money from your old man, could you, and lend it to me so I can buy a raccoon coat?”

“I may do better than that,” I said with a mysterious wink and closed my bag and left.

“Look,” I said to Petey when I got back Monday morning. I threw open the suitcase and revealed the huge, hairy, gamy object that my father had worn in his Stutz Bearcat in 1925.

“Holy Toledo!” said Petey reverently. He plunged his hands into the raccoon coat and then his face. “Holy Toledo!” he repeated fifteen or twenty times.

“Would you like it?” I asked.

“Oh yes!” he cried, clutching the greasy pelt to him. Then a canny look came into his eyes. “What do you want for it?”

“Your girl.” I said, mincing no words.

“Polly?” he said in a horrified whisper. “You want Polly?”

“That’s right.”

He flung the coat from him. “Never,” he said stoutly.

I shrugged. “Okay. If you don’t want to be in the swim, I guess it’s your business.”

I sat down in a chair and pretended to read a book, but out of the corner of my eye I kept watching Petey. He was a torn man. First he looked at the coat with the expression of a waif at a bakery window. Then he turned away and set his jaw resolutely. Then he looked back at the coat, with even more longing in his face. Then he turned away, but with not so much resolution this time. Back and forth his head swiveled, desire waxing, resolution waning. Finally he didn’t turn away at all; he just stood and stared with mad lust at the coat.

“It isn’t as though I was in love with Polly,” he said thickly. “Or going steady or anything like that.”

“That’s right,” I murmured.

“What’s Polly to me, or me to Polly?”

“Not a thing,” said I.

“It’s just been a casual kick—just a few laughs, that’s all.”

“Try on the coat,” said I.

He complied. The coat bunched high over his ears and dropped all the way down to his shoe tops. He looked like a mound of dead raccoons. “Fits fine,” he said happily.

I rose from my chair. “Is it a deal?” I asked, extending my hand.

He swallowed. “It’s a deal,” he said and shook my hand.

       I had my first date with Polly the following evening. This was in the nature of a survey; I wanted to find out just how much work I had to do to get her mind up to the standard I required. I took her first to dinner. “Gee, that was a delish dinner,” she said as we left the restaurant. Then I took her to a movie. “Gee, that was a marvy movie,” she said as we left the theatre. And then I took her home. “Gee, I had a sensaysh time,” she said as she bade me good night.

I went back to my room with a heavy heart. I had gravely underestimated the size of my task. This girl’s lack of information was terrifying. Nor would it be enough merely to supply her with information. First she had to be taught to think. This loomed as a project of no small dimensions, and at first I was tempted to give her back to Petey. But then I got to thinking about her abundant physical charms and about the way she entered a room and the way she handled a knife and fork, and I decided to make an effort.

I went about it, as in all things, systematically. I gave her a course in logic. It happened that I, as a law student, was taking a course in logic myself, so I had all the facts at my fingertips. “Poll’,” I said to her when I picked her up on our next date, “tonight we are going over to the Knoll and talk.”

“Oo, terrif,” she replied. One thing I will say for this girl: you would go far to find another so agreeable.

We went to the Knoll, the campus trysting place, and we sat down under an old oak, and she looked at me expectantly. “What are we going to talk about?” she asked.

“Logic.”

She thought this over for a minute and decided she liked it. “Magnif,” she said.

“Logic,” I said, clearing my throat, “is the science of thinking. Before we can think correctly, we must first learn to recognize the common fallacies of logic. These we will take up tonight.”

“Wow-dow!” she cried, clapping her hands delightedly.

I winced, but went bravely on. “First let us examine the fallacy called Dicto Simpliciter.”

“By all means,” she urged, batting her lashes eagerly.

“Dicto Simpliciter means an argument based on an unqualified generalization. For example: Exercise is good. Therefore everybody should exercise.”

“I agree,” said Polly earnestly. “I mean exercise is wonderful. I mean it builds the body and everything.”

“Polly,” I said gently, “the argument is a fallacy. Exercise is good is an unqualified generalization. For instance, if you have heart disease, exercise is bad, not good. Many people are ordered by their doctors not to exercise. You must qualify the generalization. You must say exercise is usually good, or exercise is good for most people. Otherwise you have committed a Dicto Simpliciter. Do you see?”

“No,” she confessed. “But this is marvy. Do more! Do more!”

“It will be better if you stop tugging at my sleeve,” I told her, and when she desisted, I continued. “Next we take up a fallacy called Hasty Generalization. Listen carefully: You can’t speak French. Petey Bellows can’t speak French. I must therefore conclude that nobody at the University of Minnesota can speak French.”

“Really?” said Polly, amazed. “Nobody?”

I hid my exasperation. “Polly, it’s a fallacy. The generalization is reached too hastily. There are too few instances to support such a conclusion.”

“Know any more fallacies?” she asked breathlessly. “This is more fun than dancing even.”

I fought off a wave of despair. I was getting nowhere with this girl, absolutely nowhere. Still, I am nothing if not persistent. I continued. “Next comes Post Hoc. Listen to this: Let’s not take Bill on our picnic. Every time we take him out with us, it rains.”

“I know somebody just like that,” she exclaimed. “A girl back home—Eula Becker, her name is. It never fails. Every single time we take her on a picnic—”

“Polly,” I said sharply, “it’s a fallacy. Eula Becker doesn’t cause the rain. She has no connection with the rain. You are guilty of Post Hoc if you blame Eula Becker.”

“I’ll never do it again,” she promised contritely. “Are you mad at me?”

I sighed. “No, Polly, I’m not mad.”

“Then tell me some more fallacies.”

“All right. Let’s try Contradictory Premises.”

“Yes, let’s,” she chirped, blinking her eyes happily.

I frowned, but plunged ahead. “Here’s an example of Contradictory Premises: If God can do anything, can He make a stone so heavy that He won’t be able to lift it?”

“Of course,” she replied promptly.

“But if He can do anything, He can lift the stone,” I pointed out.

“Yeah,” she said thoughtfully. “Well, then I guess He can’t make the stone.”

“But He can do anything,” I reminded her.

She scratched her pretty, empty head. “I’m all confused,” she admitted.

“Of course you are. Because when the premises of an argument contradict each other, there can be no argument. If there is an irresistible force, there can be no immovable object. If there is an immovable object, there can be no irresistible force. Get it?”

“Tell me more of this keen stuff,” she said eagerly.

I consulted my watch. “I think we’d better call it a night. I’ll take you home now, and you go over all the things you’ve learned. We’ll have another session tomorrow night.”

I deposited her at the girls’ dormitory, where she assured me that she had had a perfectly terrif evening, and I went glumly home to my room. Petey lay snoring in his bed, the raccoon coat huddled like a great hairy beast at his feet. For a moment I considered waking him and telling him that he could have his girl back. It seemed clear that my project was doomed to failure. The girl simply had a logic-proof head.

But then I reconsidered. I had wasted one evening; I might as well waste another. Who knew? Maybe somewhere in the extinct crater of her mind a few members still smoldered. Maybe somehow I could fan them into flame. Admittedly it was not a prospect fraught with hope, but I decided to give it one more try.

  Seated under the oak the next evening I said, “Our first fallacy tonight is called Ad Misericordiam.”

She quivered with delight.

“Listen closely,” I said. “A man applies for a job. When the boss asks him what his qualifications are, he replies that he has a wife and six children at home, the wife is a helpless cripple, the children have nothing to eat, no clothes to wear, no shoes on their feet, there are no beds in the house, no coal in the cellar, and winter is coming.”

A tear rolled down each of Polly’s pink cheeks. “Oh, this is awful, awful,” she sobbed.

“Yes, it’s awful,” I agreed, “but it’s no argument. The man never answered the boss’s question about his qualifications. Instead he appealed to the boss’s sympathy. He committed the fallacy of Ad Misericordiam. Do you understand?”

“Have you got a handkerchief?” she blubbered.

I handed her a handkerchief and tried to keep from screaming while she wiped her eyes. “Next,” I said in a carefully controlled tone, “we will discuss False Analogy. Here is an example: Students should be allowed to look at their textbooks during examinations. After all, surgeons have X-rays to guide them during an operation, lawyers have briefs to guide them during a trial, carpenters have blueprints to guide them when they are building a house. Why, then, shouldn’t students be allowed to look at their textbooks during an examination?”

“There now,” she said enthusiastically, “is the most marvy idea I’ve heard in years.”

“Polly,” I said testily, “the argument is all wrong. Doctors, lawyers, and carpenters aren’t taking a test to see how much they have learned, but students are. The situations are altogether different, and you can’t make an analogy between them.”

“I still think it’s a good idea,” said Polly.

“Nuts,” I muttered. Doggedly I pressed on. “Next we’ll try Hypothesis Contrary to Fact.”

“Sounds yummy,” was Polly’s reaction.

“Listen: If Madame Curie had not happened to leave a photographic plate in a drawer with a chunk of pitchblende, the world today would not know about radium.”

“True, true,” said Polly, nodding her head “Did you see the movie? Oh, it just knocked me out. That Walter Pidgeon is so dreamy. I mean he fractures me.”

“If you can forget Mr. Pidgeon for a moment,” I said coldly, “I would like to point out that statement is a fallacy. Maybe Madame Curie would have discovered radium at some later date. Maybe somebody else would have discovered it. Maybe any number of things would have happened. You can’t start with a hypothesis that is not true and then draw any supportable conclusions from it.”

“They ought to put Walter Pidgeon in more pictures,” said Polly, “I hardly ever see him any more.”

One more chance, I decided. But just one more. There is a limit to what flesh and blood can bear. “The next fallacy is called Poisoning the Well.”

“How cute!” she gurgled.

“Two men are having a debate. The first one gets up and says, ‘My opponent is a notorious liar. You can’t believe a word that he is going to say.’ ... Now, Polly, think. Think hard. What’s wrong?”

I watched her closely as she knit her creamy brow in concentration. Suddenly a glimmer of intelligence—the first I had seen—came into her eyes. “It’s not fair,” she said with indignation. “It’s not a bit fair. What chance has the second man got if the first man calls him a liar before he even begins talking?”

“Right!” I cried exultantly. “One hundred per cent right. It’s not fair. The first man has poisoned the well before anybody could drink from it. He has hamstrung his opponent before he could even start ... Polly, I’m proud of you.”

“Pshaws,” she murmured, blushing with pleasure.

“You see, my dear, these things aren’t so hard. All you have to do is concentrate. Think—examine—evaluate. Come now, let’s review everything we have learned.”

“Fire away,” she said with an airy wave of her hand.

Heartened by the knowledge that Polly was not altogether a cretin, I began a long, patient review of all I had told her. Over and over and over again I cited instances, pointed out flaws, kept hammering away without letup. It was like digging a tunnel. At first, everything was work, sweat, and darkness. I had no idea when I would reach the light, or even if I would. But I persisted. I pounded and clawed and scraped, and finally I was rewarded. I saw a chink of light. And then the chink got bigger and the sun came pouring in and all was bright.

Five grueling nights with this took, but it was worth it. I had made a logician out of Polly; I had taught her to think. My job was done. She was worthy of me, at last. She was a fit wife for me, a proper hostess for my many mansions, a suitable mother for my well-heeled children.

It must not be thought that I was without love for this girl. Quite the contrary. Just as Pygmalion loved the perfect woman he had fashioned, so I loved mine. I decided to acquaint her with my feelings at our very next meeting. The time had come to change our relationship from academic to romantic.

“Polly,” I said when next we sat beneath our oak, “tonight we will not discuss fallacies.”

“Aw, gee,” she said, disappointed.

“My dear,” I said, favoring her with a smile, “we have now spent five evenings together. We have gotten along splendidly. It is clear that we are well matched.”

“Hasty Generalization,” said Polly brightly.

“I beg your pardon,” said I.

“Hasty Generalization,” she repeated. “How can you say that we are well matched on the basis of only five dates?”

I chuckled with amusement. The dear child had learned her lessons well. “My dear,” I said, patting her hand in a tolerant manner, “five dates is plenty. After all, you don’t have to eat a whole cake to know that it’s good.”

“False Analogy,” said Polly promptly. “I’m not a cake. I’m a girl.”

I chuckled with somewhat less amusement. The dear child had learned her lessons perhaps too well. I decided to change tactics. Obviously the best approach was a simple, strong, direct declaration of love. I paused for a moment while my massive brain chose the proper word. Then I began:

“Polly, I love you. You are the whole world to me, the moon and the stars and the constellations of outer space. Please, my darling, say that you will go steady with me, for if you will not, life will be meaningless. I will languish. I will refuse my meals. I will wander the face of the earth, a shambling, hollow-eyed hulk.”

There, I thought, folding my arms, that ought to do it.

“Ad Misericordiam,” said Polly.

I ground my teeth. I was not Pygmalion; I was Frankenstein, and my monster had me by the throat. Frantically I fought back the tide of panic surging through me; at all costs I had to keep cool.

“Well, Polly,” I said, forcing a smile, “you certainly have learned your fallacies.”

“You’re darn right,” she said with a vigorous nod.

“And who taught them to you, Polly?”

“You did.”

“That’s right. So you do owe me something, don’t you, my dear? If I hadn’t come along you never would have learned about fallacies.”

“Hypothesis Contrary to Fact,” she said instantly.

I dashed perspiration from my brow. “Polly,” I croaked, “you mustn’t take all these things so literally. I mean this is just classroom stuff. You know that the things you learn in school don’t have anything to do with life.”

“Dicto Simpliciter,” she said, wagging her finger at me playfully.

That did it. I leaped to my feet, bellowing like a bull. “Will you or will you not go steady with me?”

“I will not,” she replied.

“Why not?” I demanded.

“Because this afternoon I promised Petey Bellows that I would go steady with him.”

I reeled back, overcome with the infamy of it. After he promised, after he made a deal, after he shook my hand! “The rat!” I shrieked, kicking up great chunks of turf. “You can’t go with him, Polly. He’s a liar. He’s a cheat. He’s a rat.”

“Poisoning the Well ,” said Polly, “and stop shouting. I think shouting must be a fallacy too.” 
With an immense effort of will, I modulated my voice. “All right,” I said. “You’re a logician. Let’s look at this thing logically. How could you choose Petey Bellows over me? Look at me—a brilliant student, a tremendous intellectual, a man with an assured future. Look at Petey—a knothead, a jitterbug, a guy who’ll never know where his next meal is coming from. Can you give me one logical reason why you should go steady with Petey Bellows?”

“I certainly can,” declared Polly. “He’s got a raccoon coat.”

 “Harrison Bergeron”
Kurt Vonnegut (1961)

 

 

THE YEAR WAS 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren’t only equal before God and the law. They were equal every which way. Nobody was smarter than anybody else. Nobody was better looking than anybody else. Nobody was stronger or quicker than anybody else. All this equality was due to the 211th, 212th, and 213th Amendments to the Constitution, and to the unceasing vigilance of agents of the United States Handicapper General.

  

Some things about living still weren’t quite right, though. April, for instance, still drove people crazy by not being springtime. And it was in that clammy month that the H-G men took George and Hazel Bergeron’s fourteen-year-old son, Harrison, away.

  

It was tragic, all right, but George and Hazel couldn’t think about it very hard. Hazel had a perfectly average intelligence, which meant she couldn’t think about anything except in short bursts. And George, while his intelligence was way above normal, had a little mental handicap radio in his ear. He was required by law to wear it at all times. It was tuned to a government transmitter. Every twenty seconds or so, the transmitter would send out some sharp noise to keep people like George from taking unfair advantage of their brains.

  

George and Hazel were watching television. There were tears on Hazel’s cheeks, but she’d forgotten for the moment what they were about.

  

On the television screen were ballerinas.

 

A buzzer sounded in George’s head. His thoughts fled in panic, like bandits from a burglar alarm.

 

“That was a real pretty dance, that dance they just did,” said Hazel.

 

“Huh?” said George.

 

“That dance – it was nice,” said Hazel.

 

“Yup,” said George. He tried to think a little about the ballerinas. They weren’t really very good – no better than anybody else would have been, anyway. They were burdened with sashweights and bags of birdshot, and their faces were masked, so that no one, seeing a free and graceful gesture or a pretty face, would feel like something the cat drug in. George was toying with the vague notion that maybe dancers shouldn’t be handicapped. But he didn’t get very far with it before another noise in his ear radio scattered his thoughts.

 

George winced. So did two out of the eight ballerinas.

 

Hazel saw him wince. Having no mental handicap herself, she had to ask George what the latest sound had been.

 

“Sounded like somebody hitting a milk bottle with a ball peen hammer,” said George.

 

“I’d think it would be real interesting, hearing all the different sounds,” said Hazel, a little envious. “All the things they think up.”

 

“Um,” said George.

 

“Only, if I was Handicapper General, you know what I would do?” said Hazel. Hazel, as a matter of fact, bore a strong resemblance to the Handicapper General, a woman named Diana Moon Glampers. “If I was Diana Moon Glampers,” said Hazel, “I’d have chimes on Sunday – just chimes. Kind of in honor of religion.”

 

“I could think, if it was just chimes,” said George.

 

“Well – maybe make ‘em real loud,” said Hazel. “I think I’d make a good Handicapper General.”

 

“Good as anybody else,” said George.

 

“Who knows better’n I do what normal is?” said Hazel.

 

“Right,” said George. He began to think glimmeringly about his abnormal son who was now in jail, about Harrison, but a twenty-one-gun salute in his head stopped that.

 

“Boy!” said Hazel, “that was a doozy, wasn’t it?”

 

It was such a doozy that George was white and trembling and tears stood on the rims of his red eyes. Two of the eight ballerinas had collapsed to the studio floor, were holding their temples.

 

“All of a sudden you look so tired,” said Hazel. “Why don’t you stretch out on the sofa, so’s you can rest your handicap bag on the pillows, honeybunch.” She was referring to the forty-seven pounds of birdshot in canvas bag, which was padlocked around George’s neck. “Go on and rest the bag for a little while,” she said. “I don’t care if you’re not equal to me for a while.”

 

George weighed the bag with his hands. “I don’t mind it,” he said. “I don’t notice it any more. It’s just a part of me.

 

“You been so tired lately – kind of wore out,” said Hazel. “If there was just some way we could make a little hole in the bottom of the bag, and just take out a few of them lead balls. Just a few.”

 

“Two years in prison and two thousand dollars fine for every ball I took out,” said George. “I don’t call that a bargain.”

 

“If you could just take a few out when you came home from work,” said Hazel. “I mean – you don’t compete with anybody around here. You just set around.”

 

“If I tried to get away with it,” said George, “then other people’d get away with it and pretty soon we’d be right back to the dark ages again, with everybody competing against everybody else. You wouldn’t like that, would you?”

 

“I’d hate it,” said Hazel.

 

“There you are,” said George. “The minute people start cheating on laws, what do you think happens to society?”

 

If Hazel hadn’t been able to come up with an answer to this question, George couldn’t have supplied one. A siren was going off in his head.

 

“Reckon it’d fall all apart,” said Hazel.

 

“What would?” said George blankly.

 

“Society,” said Hazel uncertainly. “Wasn’t that what you just said?”

 

“Who knows?” said George.

 

The television program was suddenly interrupted for a news bulletin. It wasn’t clear at first as to what the bulletin was about, since the announcer, like all announcers, had a serious speech impediment. For about half a minute, and in a state of high excitement, the announcer tried to say, “Ladies and gentlemen – ”

 

He finally gave up, handed the bulletin to a ballerina to read.

 

“That’s all right –” Hazel said of the announcer, “he tried. That’s the big thing. He tried to do the best he could with what God gave him. He should get a nice raise for trying so hard.”

 

“Ladies and gentlemen” said the ballerina, reading the bulletin. She must have been extraordinarily beautiful, because the mask she wore was hideous. And it was easy to see that she was the strongest and most graceful of all the dancers, for her handicap bags were as big as those worn by two-hundred-pound men.

 

And she had to apologize at once for her voice, which was a very unfair voice for a woman to use. Her voice was a warm, luminous, timeless melody. “Excuse me – ” she said, and she began again, making her voice absolutely uncompetitive.

 

“Harrison Bergeron, age fourteen,” she said in a grackle squawk, “has just escaped from jail, where he was held on suspicion of plotting to overthrow the government. He is a genius and an athlete, is under–handicapped, and should be regarded as extremely dangerous.”

 

A police photograph of Harrison Bergeron was flashed on the screen – upside down, then sideways, upside down again, then right side up. The picture showed the full length of Harrison against a background calibrated in feet and inches. He was exactly seven feet tall.

 

The rest of Harrison’s appearance was Halloween and hardware. Nobody had ever worn heavier handicaps. He had outgrown hindrances faster than the H–G men could think them up. Instead of a little ear radio for a mental handicap, he wore a tremendous pair of earphones, and spectacles with thick wavy lenses. The spectacles were intended to make him not only half blind, but to give him whanging headaches besides.

 

Scrap metal was hung all over him. Ordinarily, there was a certain symmetry, a military neatness to the handicaps issued to strong people, but Harrison looked like a walking junkyard. In the race of life, Harrison carried three hundred pounds.

 

And to offset his good looks, the H–G men required that he wear at all times a red rubber ball for a nose, keep his eyebrows shaved off, and cover his even white teeth with black caps at snaggle–tooth random.

 

“If you see this boy,” said the ballerina, “do not – I repeat, do not – try to reason with him.”

 

There was the shriek of a door being torn from its hinges.

 

Screams and barking cries of consternation came from the television set. The photograph of Harrison Bergeron on the screen jumped again and again, as though dancing to the tune of an earthquake.

 

George Bergeron correctly identified the earthquake, and well he might have – for many was the time his own home had danced to the same crashing tune. “My God –” said George, “that must be Harrison!”

 

The realization was blasted from his mind instantly by the sound of an automobile collision in his head.

 

When George could open his eyes again, the photograph of Harrison was gone. A living, breathing Harrison filled the screen.

 

Clanking, clownish, and huge, Harrison stood in the center of the studio. The knob of the uprooted studio door was still in his hand. Ballerinas, technicians, musicians, and announcers cowered on their knees before him, expecting to die.

 

“I am the Emperor!” cried Harrison. “Do you hear? I am the Emperor! Everybody must do what I say at once!” He stamped his foot and the studio shook.

 

“Even as I stand here –” he bellowed, “crippled, hobbled, sickened – I am a greater ruler than any man who ever lived! Now watch me become what I can become!”

 

Harrison tore the straps of his handicap harness like wet tissue paper, tore straps guaranteed to support five thousand pounds.

 

Harrison’s scrap–iron handicaps crashed to the floor.

 

Harrison thrust his thumbs under the bar of the padlock that secured his head harness. The bar snapped like celery. Harrison smashed his headphones and spectacles against the wall.

 

He flung away his rubber–ball nose, revealed a man that would have awed Thor, the god of thunder.

 

“I shall now select my Empress!” he said, looking down on the cowering people. “Let the first woman who dares rise to her feet claim her mate and her throne!”

 

A moment passed, and then a ballerina arose, swaying like a willow.

 

Harrison plucked the mental handicap from her ear, snapped off her physical handicaps with marvelous delicacy. Last of all, he removed her mask.

 

She was blindingly beautiful.

 

“Now” said Harrison, taking her hand, “shall we show the people the meaning of the word dance? Music!” he commanded.

 

The musicians scrambled back into their chairs, and Harrison stripped them of their handicaps, too. “Play your best,” he told them, “and I’ll make you barons and dukes and earls.”

 

The music began. It was normal at first – cheap, silly, false. But Harrison snatched two musicians from their chairs, waved them like batons as he sang the music as he wanted it played. He slammed them back into their chairs.

 

The music began again and was much improved.

 

Harrison and his Empress merely listened to the music for a while – listened gravely, as though synchronizing their heartbeats with it.

 

They shifted their weights to their toes.

 

Harrison placed his big hands on the girl’s tiny waist, letting her sense the weightlessness that would soon be hers.

 

And then, in an explosion of joy and grace, into the air they sprang!

 

Not only were the laws of the land abandoned, but the law of gravity and the laws of motion as well.

 

They reeled, whirled, swiveled, flounced, capered, gamboled, and spun.

 

They leaped like deer on the moon.

 

The studio ceiling was thirty feet high, but each leap brought the dancers nearer to it. It became their obvious intention to kiss the ceiling.

 

They kissed it.

 

And then, neutralizing gravity with love and pure will, they remained suspended in air inches below the ceiling, and they kissed each other for a long, long time.

 

It was then that Diana Moon Glampers, the Handicapper General, came into the studio with a double-barreled ten-gauge shotgun. She fired twice, and the Emperor and the Empress were dead before they hit the floor.

 

Diana Moon Glampers loaded the gun again. She aimed it at the musicians and told them they had ten seconds to get their handicaps back on.

 

It was then that the Bergerons’ television tube burned out.

 

Hazel turned to comment about the blackout to George.

 

But George had gone out into the kitchen for a can of beer.

 

George came back in with the beer, paused while a handicap signal shook him up. And then he sat down again. “You been crying?” he said to Hazel.

 

“Yup,” she said,

 

“What about?” he said.

 

“I forget,” she said. “Something real sad on television.”

 

“What was it?” he said.

 

“It’s all kind of mixed up in my mind,” said Hazel.

 

“Forget sad things,” said George.

 

“I always do,” said Hazel.

 

“That’s my girl,” said George. He winced. There was the sound of a riveting gun in his head.

 

“Gee – I could tell that one was a doozy,” said Hazel.

 

“You can say that again,” said George.

 

“Gee –” said Hazel, “I could tell that one was a doozy.”

Satirical Passages for Analysis

	Characteristics of Satire
Study these definitions and be prepared for a quiz on __________________________________.  Create flash cards of all words/terms in bold print.  The flash cards will be taken up on the day of the quiz.


	· Satire at its heart is concerned with ethical reform. It attacks those institutions or individuals the satirist deems corrupt. 

	· It works to make vice laughable and/or reprehensible and thus bring social pressure on those who still engage in wrongdoing. 

	· It seeks a reform in public behavior, a shoring up of its audience's standards or at the very least a wake-up call in an otherwise corrupt culture. 

	· Satire is often implicit and assumes readers who can pick up on its moral clues. It is not a sermon. 

	· Satire in general attacks types -- the fool, the boor, the adulterer, the proud -- rather than specific persons. 

	· If it does attack some by name, rather than hoping to reform these persons, it seeks to warn the public against approving of them. 

	· Satire is witty, ironic, and often exaggerated. It uses extremes to bring its audience to a renewed awareness of its ethical and spiritual danger. 

	· Sometime if the satirist is in danger for his or her attack, ambiguity, innuendo and understatement can be used to help protect its author.


Satire and Satirical Devices

 

Satire—sarcasm, irony or wit used to ridicule or mock

Satirical styles:
1.  Direct—satire is directly stated

2.  Indirect satire is communicated through characters in a situation

Types of Satire:
1.  Horatian—light-hearted, intended for fun

2.  Juvenalian—bitter, angry attacking

Satirical Devices:
1.  Irony—the actual intent is expressed in words which carry the opposite meaning.  It is lighter, less harsh in wording than sarcasm, though more cutting because of its indirectness.  The ability to recognize irony is one of the surest tests of intelligence and sophistication.  Irony speaks words of praise to imply blame and words of blame to imply praise.  Writer is using a tongue-in-cheek style.  Irony is achieved through such techniques as hyperbole and understatement.


A.  Verbal Irony—simply an inversion of meaning

B.  Dramatic Irony—when the words or acts of a character carry a meaning unperceived by himself but understood by the audience.  The irony resides in the contrast between the meaning intended by the speaker and the added significance seen by others.

C.  Socratic Irony—Socrates pretended ignorance of a subject in order to draw knowledge out of his students by a question and answer device.  Socratic irony is feigning ignorance to achieve some advantage over an opponent.

D.  Situational Irony—Depends on a discrepancy between purpose and results.  Example:  a practical joke that backfires is situational irony.

2.  Travesty—presents a serious (often religious) subject frivolously it reduces everything to its lowest level.  “Trans”=over, across  “vestire”=to clothe or dress  Presenting a subject in a dress intended for another type of subject.

3.  Burlesque—ridiculous exaggeration achieved through a variety of ways.  For example, the sublime may be absurd, honest emotions may be turned to sentimentality.  STYLE is the essential quality in burlesque  A style ordinarily dignified may be used for nonsensical matters, etc.

4.  Parody—a composition imitating or burlesquing another, usually serious, piece of work.  Designed to ridicule in nonsensical fashion an original piece of work.  Parody is in literature what the caricature and cartoon are in art.

**NOTE—TRAVESTY, BURLESQUE & PARODY are similar, but travesty always makes a mockery of a serious subject, whereas burlesque and parody may do the reverse.
5.  Farce—exciting laughter through exaggerated, improbable situations.  This usually contains low comedy:  quarreling, fighting, coarse with, horseplay, noisy singing, boisterous conduct, trickery, clownishness, drunkenness, slap-stick.

6.  Invective—harsh, abusive language directed against a person or cause.  Invective is a vehicle, a tool of anger.  Invective is the bitterest of all satire.

7.  Sarcasm—a sharply mocking or contemptuous remark.  The term came from the Greek word “sarkazein” which means “to tear flesh.”

8.  Knaves & Fools—in comedy there are no villains and no innocent victims.  Instead, there are rogues (knaves) and suckers (fools).  The knave exploits someone “asking for it”.  When these two interact, comic satire results.  When knaves & fools meet, they expose each other.

9.  Malapropism—a deliberate mispronunciation of a name or term with the intent of poking fun.

 

Dozens Dead In Chicago-Area Meatwave

May 7, 2003 | Issue 39•17 

CHICAGO–A deadly meatwave swept through the Chicago area over the weekend, leaving an estimated 40 residents dead of steaks, chops, ribs, bacon, and various other forms of meat exhaustion. 

 

Paramedics administer first aid to a man who collapsed from smoked-sausage inhalation.

"This is easily the worst meatwave I've seen around these parts since the summer of '79," said John Gruznek, a Chicago gravicologist. "Most of the bodies I've examined were bloated beyond all recognition." 

"The excessively high level of pork loins, sirloin tips, bratwurst, and other meats was indisputably the number-one factor in these deaths," said Chicago mayor Richard Daley, speaking from his temporary command center at Ruth's Chris Steak House on North Dearborn Street. "Most of these people consumed a considerable fraction of their weight in animal flesh before ultimately succumbing to meatstroke." 

"This meatwave," Daley continued, "is a clear hazard to anyone capable of chewing and swallowing Chicago's vast array of delicious, succulent meats." 

Max Peltz, director of Emergency Medical Services and Barbecue for Cook County, said that non-stop ingestion of beef, pork, chicken, lamb, and veal had caused the victims' digestive systems–and, ultimately, their entire bodies–to shut down. 

"The human body, as you may be aware, is roughly 60 percent water," Peltz said. "However, many don't realize that it's also 75 percent meat. If that percentage rises too high too quickly, it may result in a distended stomach, intestinal bloating, and even death. Believe me, it's not a pretty way to go. A coroner never forgets the first time he examines the body of someone who died from roast-traumatic stress." 

According to Peltz, the meatwave victims' causes of death have ranged from cardiac beefurcation to smoked-sausage inhalation. There has even been one confirmed indirect meat-related fatality, a 51-year-old Evanston man who died from a catastrophic smothering in mushrooms and onions. 

 

Meatstroke victim Tom Eppard is cleaned by rescue workers.

Chicago public-health officials are urging residents to stay in their homes, advising them to lay out extra napkins and carving forks, drink plenty of water, and venture outside only to procure Zantac, Tums, and Immodium AD. Yet despite such warnings, the meatwave-related casualties continue to mount. 

"This happens every few years in Chicago," said emergency worker Peter Barreras. "People in this town act pretty tough, and they always say the same things: 'I can handle the meat.' Or 'You call this a hot dog?' Or, my favorite, 'It's just a hot wing. How much can one little hot wing hurt me?' Well, I'll tell you. A lot." 

Barreras said that for a meatstroke victim, familiarity with basic first-aid can be the difference between life and death. 

"If you or someone you're eating with collapses from The Meats, know what to do," Barreras said. "Many people think that administering them emergency salads or tofu is the way to go, but the shock to the system is too great. Bring their meat index down gently and gradually by first immersing them in cold cuts. Call a doctor and talk to them while you wait for help to arrive. Under no circumstances should you let them have another pork chop, ham slice, or New York strip. Administer a solution of turkey tetrachloride, give them coffee, and don't let them lose consciousness." 

Meateorologists speculate that the deadly meatwave was caused by a stationary high-protein ridge extending along the shore of Lake Michigan. They fear that Milwaukee and Kansas City could be next. 

"Mother Nature sure has cooked us up a big one this time," Peltz said. "If it's this bad now, imagine what'll land on the city's plate during Taste Of Chicago." 

If the meatwave continues through next week as predicted, the death toll could reach 100, making it the worst natural food disaster since the San Francisco Panquake of 1970.

http://www.theonion.com/content/node/28237
Rotation Of Earth Plunges Entire North American Continent Into Darkness
February 27, 2006 | Issue 42•09 

NEW YORK—Millions of eyewitnesses watched in stunned horror Tuesday as light emptied from the sky, plunging the U.S. and neighboring countries into darkness. As the hours progressed, conditions only worsened.

 [image: image5.jpg]



Satellite view at 4:50 p.m. EST shows the sun disappearing from the sky.

At approximately 4:20 p.m. EST, the sun began to lower from its position in the sky in a westward trajectory, eventually disappearing below the horizon. Reports of this global emergency continued to file in from across the continent until 5:46 p.m. PST, when the entire North American mainland was officially declared dark. 

As the phenomenon hit New York, millions of motorists were forced to use their headlights to navigate through the blackness. Highways flooded with commuters who had left work to hurry home to their families. Traffic was bottlenecked for more than two hours in many major metropolitan areas.

Across the country, buses and trains are operating on limited schedules and will cease operation shortly after 12 a.m. EST, leaving hundreds of thousands of commuters in outlying areas effectively stranded in their homes. 

Despite the high potential for danger and decreased visibility, scientists say they are unable to do anything to restore light to the continent at this time.

"Vast gravitational forces have rotated the planet Earth on an axis drawn through its north and south poles," said Dr. Elena Bilkins of the National Weather Service. "The Earth is in actuality spinning uncontrollably through space."

Bilkins urged citizens to remain calm, explaining that the Earth's rotation is "utterly beyond human control."

"The only thing a sensible person can do is wait it out," she said.

Commerce has been brought to a virtual standstill, with citizens electing either to remain home with loved ones or gather in dimly lit restaurants and bars.

"I looked out the window and saw it getting dark when I was still at the office working," said Albert Serpa, 27, a lawyer from Tulsa, OK, who had taken shelter with others at Red's Bar and Grill. "That's when I knew I had to leave right away."

Ronald Jarrett, a professor of economics at George Washington University who left his office after darkness blanketed the D.C. metro area, summed up the fears of an entire nation, saying, "Look, it's dark outside. I want to go home," and ended the phone interview abruptly.

Businesses have shut their doors, banks are closed across the nation, all major stock exchanges have suspended trading, and manufacturing in many sectors has ceased.

Some television stations have halted broadcasting altogether, for reasons not immediately understood.

Law-enforcement agencies nationwide were quick to address the crisis. 
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Houston-area victims flee their workplaces ahead of the growing wave of darkness.

Said NYPD spokesman Jake Moretti: "Low-light conditions create an environment that's almost tailor-made for crime. It's probably safe to say we'll make more arrests in the next few hours than we have all day."

Darkness victims describe hunger pangs, lassitude, and a slow but steady loss of energy, forcing many to lie down. As many as two-thirds of those believed afflicted have fallen into a state of total unconsciousness.

Many parents report that their younger children have been troubled, even terrified, by the deep darkness. To help allay such fears, some parents are using an artificial light source in the hallway or bedroom.

As of 2 a.m. EST, the continent was still dark, the streets empty and silent. However, some Americans remained hopeful, vowing to soldier on despite the crisis. 

"I don't plan on doing anything any different," said Chicago-area hospice worker Janet Cosgrove, 51. "I'm going to get up in the morning and go to work."

http://www.theonion.com/content/node/45792

Coyote vs. Acme, Plaintiff's Opening Statement



by Ian Frazier, The New Yorker Magazine, 26 February 1990 



UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT 

SOUTHWESTERN DISTRICT OF ARIZONA
Tempe, Arizona 

Judge Joan Kujava, Presiding 
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________________________________ 

OPENING STATEMENT OF HAROLD SCHOFF, 

COUNSEL FOR PLAINTIFF 

By Mr. Schoff: 

My client, Mr. Wile E. Coyote, a resident of Arizona and contiguous states, does hearby bring suit for damages against the Acme Company, manufacturer and retail distributor of assorted merchandise, incorporated in Delaware and doing business in every state, district, and territory. Mr. Coyote seeks compensation for personal injuries, loss of business income, and mental suffering caused as a direct result of the actions and/or gross negligence of said company, under Title 15 of the United States Code Chapter 47, section 2072, subsection (a), relating to product liability. 

Mr. Coyote states that on eighty-five separate occasions, he has purchased of the Acme Company (hereinafter, 'Defendant'), through that company's mail order department, certain products which did cause him bodily injury due to defects in manufacture or improper cautionary labeling. Sales slips made out to Mr. Coyote as proof of purchase are at present in the possession of the Court, marked Exhibit A. Such injuries sustained by Mr. Coyote have temporarily restricted his ability to make a living in the profession of predator. Mr. Coyote is self-employed and thus not eligible for Workmen's Compensation. 

Mr. Coyote states that on December 13th, he received of Defendant via parcel post one Acme Rocket Sled. The intention of Mr. Coyote was to use the Rocket sled to aid him in pursuit of his prey. Upon receipt of the Rocket Sled, Mr. Coyote removed it from its wooden shipping crate and sighting his prey in the distance, activated the ignition. As Mr. Coyote gripped the handlebars, the Rocket Sled accelerated with such sudden and precipitate force as to stretch Mr. Coyote's forelimbs to a length of fifteen feet. Subsequently, the rest of Mr. Coyote's body shot forward with a violent jolt, causing severe strain to his back and neck and placing him unexpectedly astride the Rocket Sled. Disappearing over the horizon at such speed as to leave a diminishing jet trail along its path, the Rocket Sled soon brought Mr. Coyote abreast of his prey. At that moment, the animal he was pursuing veered sharply to the right. Mr. Coyote vigorously attempted to follow this maneuver but was unable to, due to poor design and engineering on the Rocket Sled and a faulty or non-existent steering system. Shortly thereafter, the unchecked progress of the Rocket Sled led it and Mr. Coyote into collision with the side of a mesa. 

Paragraph One of the Report of Attending Physician (Exhibit B), prepared by Dr. Ernst Grosscup, M.D., D.O., details the multiple fractures, contusions, and tissue damage suffered by Mr. Coyote as a result of this collision. Repair of the injuries required a full bandage around the head (excluding the ears), a neck brace, and full or partial casts on all four legs. Hampered by these injuries, Mr. Coyote was nevertheless obliged to support himself. With this in mind, he purchased of Defendant as an aid to mobility one pair of Acme Rocket Skates. When he attempted to use this product, however, he became involved in an accident remarkably similar to that which occurred with the Rocket Sled. Again, Defendant sold over the counter, without caveat, a product which attached powerful jet engines (in this case, two) to inadequate vehicles, with little or no provision for passenger safety. Encumbered by his heavy casts, Mr. Coyote lost control of the Rocket Skates soon after strapping them on, and collided with a roadside billboard so violently as to leave a hole in the shape of his full silhouette. 

Mr. Coyote states that on occasions too numerous to list in this document he has suffered mishaps with explosives purchased of Defendant: the Acme 'Little Giant' Firecracker, the Acme Self-Guided Aerial Bomb, etc. (For a full listing see the Acme Mail Order Explosives Catalogue and attached deposition, entered in evidence as Exhibit C.) Indeed, it is safe to say that not once has an explosive purchased of Defendant by Mr. Coyote performed in an expected manner. To cite just one example: At the expense of much time and personal effort, Mr. Coyote constructed around the outer rim of a butte a wooden trough beginning at the top of the butte and spiraling downward around it to some few feet above a black X painted on the desert floor. The trough was designed in such a way that a spherical explosive of the type sold by Defendant would roll easily and swiftly down to the point of detonation indicated by the X. Mr. Coyote placed a generous pile of birdseed directly on the X, and then, carrying the spherical Acme Bomb (Catalogue #78) climbed to the top of the butte. Mr. Coyote's prey, seeing the birdseed, approached, and Mr. Coyote proceeded to light the fuse. In an instant, the fuse burned down to the stem, causing the bomb to detonate. 

In addition to reducing all Mr. Coyote's careful preparations to naught, the premature detonation of Defendant's product resulted in the following disfigurements to Mr. Coyote: 

1. Severe singeing of the hair on the head, neck, and muzzle. 

2. Sooty discoloration. 

3. Fracture of the left ear at the stem, causing the ear to dangle in the aftershock with a creaking noise. 

4. Full or partial combustion of whiskers, producing kinking, frazzling, and ashy disintegration. 

5. Radical widening of the eyes, due to brow and lid charring. 

We come now to the Acme Spring-Powered Shoes. The remains of a pair of these purchased by Mr. Coyote on June 23rd are Plaintiff's Exhibit D. Selected fragments have been shipped to the metallurgical laboratories of the University of California at Santa Barbara for analysis, but to date, no explanation has been found for this product's sudden and extreme malfunction. As advertised by Defendant, this product is simplicity itself: two wood-and-metal sandals, each attached to milled-steel springs of high tensile strength and compressed in a tightly coiled position by a cocking device with a lanyard release. Mr. Coyote believed that this product would enable him to pounce upon his prey in the initial moments of the chase, when swift reflexes are at a premium. 

To increase the shoes' thrusting power still further, Mr. Coyote affixed them by their bottoms to the side of a large boulder. Adjacent to the boulder was a path which Mr. Coyote's prey was known to frequent. Mr. Coyote put his hind feet in the wood-and-metal sandals and crouched in readiness, his right forepaw holding firmly to the lanyard release. Within a short time, Mr. Coyote's prey did indeed appear on the path coming toward him. Unsuspecting, the prey stopped near Mr. Coyote, well within range of the springs at full extension. Mr. Coyote gauged the distance with care and proceeded to pull the lanyard release. At this point, Defendant's product should have thrust Mr. Coyote forward and away from the boulder. Instead, for reasons yet unknown, the Acme Spring-Powered Shoes thrust the boulder away from Mr. Coyote. As the intended prey looked on unharmed, Mr. Coyote hung suspended in the air. Then the twin springs recoiled, bringing Mr. Coyote to a violent feet-first collision with the boulder, the full weight of his head and forequarters falling upon his lower extremities. The force of this impact then caused the springs to rebound, where upon Mr. Coyote was thrust skyward. A second recoil and collision followed. The boulder, meanwhile, which was roughly ovoid in shape, had begun to bounce down a hillside, the coiling and recoiling of the springs adding to its velocity. At each bounce, Mr. Coyote came into contact with the boulder, or the boulder came into contact with Mr. Coyote, or both came into contact with the ground. As the grade was a long one, this process continued for some time. The sequence of collisions resulted in systemic physical damage to Mr. Coyote, viz., flattening of the cranium, sideways displacement of the tongue, reduction of length of legs and upper body, and compression of vertebrae from base of tail to head. Repetition of blows along a vertical axis produced a series of regular horizontal folds in Mr. Coyote's body tissues, a rare and painful condition which caused Mr. Coyote to expand upward and contract downward alternately as he walked, and to emit an off-key, accordion-like wheezing with every step. The distracting and embarrassing nature of this symptom has been a major impediment to Mr. Coyote's pursuit of a normal social life. 

As the court is no doubt aware, Defendant has a virtual monopoly of manufacture and the sale of goods required by Mr. Coyote's work. It is our contention that Defendant has used its market advantage to the detriment of the consumer of such specialized products as itching powder, giant kites, Burmese tiger traps, anvils, and two-hundred-foot-long rubber bands. Much as he has come to mistrust Defendant's products, Mr. Coyote has no other domestic source of supply to which to turn. One can only wonder what our trading partners in Western Europe and Japan would make of such a situation, where a giant company is allowed to victimize the consumer in the most reckless and wrongful manner over and over again. Mr. Coyote respectfully requests that the Court regard these larger economic implications and assess punitive damages in the amount of seventeen million dollars. In addition, Mr. Coyote seeks actual damages (missed meals, medical expenses, days lost from professional occupation) of one million dollars; general damages (mental suffering, injury to reputation) of twenty million dollars; and attorney's fees of seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars. By awarding Mr. Coyote the full amount, this Court will censure Defendant, its directors, officers, shareholders, successors, and assigns, in the only language they understand, and reaffirm the right of the individual predator to equal protection under the law. 

Excerpt from "The Damned Human Race" 

Mark Twain

I have been studying the traits and dispositions of the "lower animals" (so-called), and contrasting them with the traits and dispositions of man. I find the result humiliating to me. For it obliges me to renounce my allegiance to the Darwinian theory of the Ascent of Man from the Lower Animals; since it now seems plain to me that that theory ought to be vacated in favor of a new and truer one, this new and truer one to be named the Descent of Man from the Higher Animals. 

In proceeding toward this unpleasant conclusion I have not guessed or speculated or conjectured, but have used what is commonly called the scientific method. That is to say, I have subjected every postulate that presented itself to the crucial test of actual experiment, and have adopted it or rejected it according to the result. Thus I verified and established each step of my course in its turn before advancing to the next. These experiments were made in the London Zoological Gardens, and covered many months of painstaking and fatiguing work. ... 

Some of my experiments were quite curious. In the course of my reading I had come across a case where, many years ago, some hunters on our Great Plains organized a buffalo hunt for the entertainment of an English earl -- that, and to provide some fresh meat for his larder. They had charming sport. They killed seventy-two of those great animals; and ate part of one of them and left the seventy-one to rot. In order to determine the difference between an anaconda and an earl -- if any -- I caused seven young calves to be turned into the anaconda's cage. The grateful reptile immediately crushed one of them and swallowed it, then lay back satisfied. It showed no further interest in the calves, and no disposition to harm them. I tried this experiment with other anacondas; always with the same result. The fact stood proven that the difference between an earl and an anaconda is that the earl is cruel and the anaconda isn't; and that the earl wantonly destroys what he has no use for, but the anaconda doesn't. This seemed to suggest that the anaconda was not descended from the earl. It also seemed to suggest that the earl was descended from the anaconda and had lost a good deal in the transition. 

I was aware that many men who have accumulated more millions of money than they can ever use have shown a rabid hunger for more, and have not scrupled to cheat the ignorant and the helpless out of their poor servings in order to partially appease that appetite. I furnished a hundred different kinds of wild and tame animals the opportunity to accumulate vast stores of food, but none of them would do it. The squirrels and bees and certain birds made accumulations, but stopped when they had gathered a winter's supply, and could not be persuaded to add to it either honestly or by chicane. In order to bolster up a tottering reputation the ant pretended to store up supplies, but I was not deceived. I know the ant. These experiments convinced me that there is this difference between man and the higher animals: He is avaricious and miserly; they are not. 

In the course of my experiments I convinced myself that among the animals man is the only one that harbors insults and injuries, broods over them, waits till a chance offers, then takes revenge. The passion of revenge is unknown to the higher animals. ... 

Indecency, vulgarity, obscenity -- these are strictly confined to man; he invented them. Among the higher animals there is no trace of them. They hide nothing; they are not ashamed. Man, with his soiled mind, covers himself. He will not even enter a drawing room with his breast and back naked, so alive are he and his mates to indecent suggestion. Man is "The Animal that Laughs." But so does the monkey, as Mr. Darwin pointed out; and so does the Australian bird that is called the laughing jackass. No -- Man is the Animal that Blushes. He is the only one that does it -- or has occasion to. ...

The higher animals engage in individual fights, but never in organized masses. Man is the only animal that deals in that atrocity of atrocities, War. He is the only one that gathers his brethren about him and goes forth in cold blood and with calm pulse to exterminate his kind. He is the only animal that for sordid wages will march out, as the Hessians did in our Revolution and as the boyish Prince Napoleon did in the Zulu war, and help to slaughter strangers of his own species who have done him no harm and with whom he has no quarrel. 

Man is the only animal that robs his helpless fellow of his country takes possession of it and drives him out of it or destroys him. Man has done this in all the ages. There is not an acre of ground on the globe that is in possession of its rightful owner, or that has not been taken away from owner after owner, cycle after cycle, by force and bloodshed. 

Man is the only Slave. And he is the only animal who enslaves. He has always been a slave in one form or another, and has always held other slaves in bondage under him in one way or another. In our day he is always some man's slave for wages, and does that man's work; and this slave has other slaves under him for minor wages, and they do his work. The higher animals are the only ones who exclusively do their own work and provide their own living. 

Man is the only Patriot. He sets himself apart in his own country, under his own flag, and sneers at the other nations, and keeps multitudinous uniformed assassins on hand at heavy expense to grab slices of other people's countries, and keep them from grabbing slices of his. And in the intervals between campaigns he washes the blood off his hands and works for "the universal brotherhood of man" -- with his mouth. 

Man is the Religious Animal. He is the only Religious Animal. He is the only animal that has the True Religion -- several of them. He is the only animal that loves his neighbor as himself, and cuts his throat if his theology isn't straight. He has made a graveyard of the globe in trying his honest best to smooth his brother's path to happiness and heaven. He was at it in the time of the Caesars, he was at it in Mahomet's time, he was at it in the time of the Inquisition, he was at it in France a couple of centuries, he was at it in England in Mary's day, he has been at it ever since he first saw the light, he is at it today in Crete -- as per the telegrams quoted above -- he will be at it somewhere else tomorrow. The higher animals have no religion. And we are told that they are going to be left out, in the Hereafter. I wonder why? It seems questionable taste. 

Man is the Reasoning Animal. Such is the claim. I think it is open to dispute. Indeed, my experiments have proven to me that he is the Unreasoning Animal. Note his history, as sketched above. It seems plain to me that whatever he is he is not a reasoning animal. His record is the fantastic record of a maniac. I consider that the strongest count against his intelligence is the fact that with that record back of him he blandly sets himself up as the head animal of the lot: Whereas by his own standards he is the bottom one. 

In truth, man is incurably foolish. Simple things which the other animals easily learn, he is incapable of learning. Among my experiments was this. In an hour I taught a cat and a dog to be friends. I put them in a cage. In another hour I taught them to be friends with a rabbit. In the course of two days I was able to add a fox, a goose, a squirrel and some doves. Finally a monkey. They lived together in peace; even affectionately. 

Next, in another cage I confined an Irish Catholic from Tipperary, and as soon as he seemed tame I added a Scotch Presbyterian from Aberdeen. Next a Turk from Constantinople; a Greek Christian from Crete; an Armenian; a Methodist from the wilds of Arkansas; a Buddhist from China; a Brahman from Benares. Finally, a Salvation Army Colonel from Wapping. Then I stayed away two whole days. When I came back to note results, the cage of Higher Animals was all right, but in the other there was but a chaos of gory odds and ends of turbans and fezzes and plaids and bones and flesh -- not a specimen left alive. These Reasoning Animals had disagreed on a theological detail and carried the matter to a Higher Court. 

One is obliged to concede that in true loftiness of character, Man cannot claim to approach even the meanest of the Higher Animals. It is plain that he is constitutionally incapable of approaching that altitude; that he is constitutionally afflicted with a Defect which must make such approach forever impossible, for it is manifest that this defect is permanent in him, indestructible, ineradicable. 

I find this Defect to be the Moral Sense. He is the only animal that has it. It is the secret of his degradation. It is the quality which enables him to do wrong. It has no other office. It is incapable of performing any other function. It could never have been intended to perform any other. Without it, man could do no wrong. He would rise at once to the level of the Higher Animals. 

Since the Moral Sense has but the one office, the one capacity -- to enable man to do wrong -- it is plainly without value to him. It is as valueless to him as is disease. In fact, it manifestly is a disease. Rabies is bad, but it is not so bad as this disease. Rabies enables a man to do a thing which he could not do when in a healthy state: kill his neighbor with a poisonous bite. No one is the better man for having rabies. The Moral Sense enables a man to do wrong. It enables him to do wrong in a thousand ways. Rabies is an innocent disease, compared to the Moral Sense. No one, then, can be the better man for having the Moral Sense. What, now, do we find the Primal Curse to have been? Plainly what it was in the beginning: the infliction upon man of the Moral Sense; the ability to distinguish good from evil; and with it, necessarily, the ability to do evil; for there can be no evil act without the presence of consciousness of it in the doer of it. 

And so I find that we have descended and degenerated, from some far ancestor -- some microscopic atom wandering at its pleasure between the mighty horizons of a drop of water perchance -- insect by insect, animal by animal, reptile by reptile, down the long highway of smirchless innocence, till we have reached the bottom stage of development -- namable as the Human Being. Below us - nothing. ...

Poems for Poetry Analysis

“The Author to Her Book”
Anne Bradstreet (c.1612-1672)
THOU ill-form'd offspring of my feeble brain,

Who after birth did'st by my side remain,

Till snatcht from thence by friends, less wise than true

Who thee abroad, expos'd to publick view,

Made thee in raggs, halting to th' press to trudge,

Where errors were not lessened (all may judge).

At thy return my blushing was not small,

My rambling brat (in print) should mother call,

I cast thee by as one unfit for light,

Thy Visage was so irksome in my sight;

Yet being mine own, at length affection would

Thy blemishes amend, of so I could:

I wash'd thy face, but more defects I saw,

And rubbing off a spot, still made a flaw.

I stretcht thy joynts to make thee even feet,

Yet still thou run'st more hobling then is meet;

In better dress to trim thee was my mind,

But nought save home-spun Cloth, i'th' house I find.

In this array, 'mongst Vulgars mayst thou roam,

In Criticks hands, beware thou dost not come;

And take thy way where yet thou art not known,

If for thy Father askt, say, thou hadst none:

And for thy Mother, she alas is poor,

Which caus'd her thus to send thee out of door.

“By Night When Others Soundly Slept”
Anne Bradstreet (c.1612-1672)
BY night when others soundly slept

And hath at once both ease and Rest,

My waking eyes were open kept

And so to lie I found it best.

I sought him whom my Soul did Love,

With tears I sought him earnestly.

He bow'd his ear down from Above.

In vain I did not seek or cry.

My hungry Soul he fill'd with Good;

He in his Bottle put my tears,

My smarting wounds washt in his blood,

And banisht thence my Doubts and fears.

What to my Saviour shall I give

Who freely hath done this for me?

I'll serve him here whilst I shall live

And Love him to Eternity.

“To My Dear and Loving Husband”
Anne Bradstreet (c.1612-1672)
IF ever two were one, then surely we.

If ever man were lov'd by wife, then thee.

If ever wife was happy in a man,

Compare with me, ye women, if you can.

I prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold

Or all the riches that the East doth hold.

My love is such that Rivers cannot quench,

Nor ought but love from thee give recompense.

Thy love is such I can no way repay.

The heavens reward thee manifold, I pray.

Then while we live, in love let's so persever

That when we live no more, we may live ever.

“Some Verses Upon The Burning Of Our House, July 10th, 1666”
Anne Bradstreet (c.1612-1672)
IN silent night when rest I took, 

For sorrow neer I did not look, 

I waken'd was with thundring nois 

And Piteous shreiks of dreadfull voice. 

That fearful sound of fire and fire, 

Let no man know is my Desire. 

  

I, starting up, the light did spye, 

And to my God my heart did cry 

To strengthen me in my Distresse, 

And not to leave me succourlesse. 

Then coming out beheld a space, 

The flame consume my dwelling place. 

  

And when I could no longer look, 

I blest his Name that gave and took, 

That layd my goods now in the dust: 

Yea so it was, and so 'twas just. 

It was his own: it was not mine; 

Far be it that I should repine. 

  

He might of All justly bereft, 

But yet sufficient for us left. 

When by the Ruines oft I past, 

My sorrowing eye aside did cast, 

And here and there the places spye 

Where oft I sate, and long did lye. 

  

Here stood that Trunk, and there that chest; 

There lay that store I counted best: 

My pleasant things in ashes lye, 

And them behold no more shall I. 

Under thy roof no guest shall sitt, 

Nor at thy Table eat a bitt. 


No pleasant tale shall 'ere be told, 

Nor things recounted done of old. 

No Candle 'ere shall shine in Thee, 

Nor bridegroom's voice ere heard shall   

bee. 

In silence ever shalt thou lye; 

Adeiu, Adeiu; All's vanity. 

  

Then streight I 'gin my heart to chide, 

And did thy wealth on earth abide? 

Didst fix thy hope on mouldring dust, 

The arm of flesh didst make thy trust? 

Raise up thy thoughts above the skye 

That dunghill mists away may flie. 

  

Thou hast an house on high erect, 

Fram'd by that mighty Architect, 

With glory richly furnished, 

Stands permanent though this bee fled. 

It's purchased, and paid for too 

By him who hath enough to doe. 

  

A Prise so vast as is unknown, 

Yet, by his Gift, is made thine own. 

Ther's wealth enough, I need no more; 

Farewell my Pelf, farewell my Store. 

The world no longer let me Love, 

My hope and Treasure lyes Above. 

“Any Human to Another”
Countee Cullen

The ills I sorrow at

Not me alone

Like an arrow,

Pierce to the marrow,

Through the fat

And past the bone.

Your grief and mine

Must intertwine

Like sea and river,

Be fused and mingle,

Diverse yet single,

Forever and forever.

Let no man be so proud

And confident,

To think he is allowed

A little tent

Pitched in a meadow

Of sun and shadow

All his little own.

Joy may be shy, unique,

Friendly to a few,

Sorrow never scorned to speak

To any who

Were false or true.

Your every grief

like a blade

Shining and unsheathed

Must strike me down.

Of bitter aloes wreathed,

My sorrow must be laid

On your head like a crown.

“The Negro Speaks of Rivers”
Langston Hughes

I've known rivers:

I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than the

flow of human blood in human veins.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young.

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep.

I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it.

I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln

went down to New Orleans, and I've seen its muddy

bosom turn all golden in the sunset.

I've known rivers:

Ancient, dusky rivers.

My soul has grown deep like the rivers.

“If We Must Die”
Claude McKay

If we must die, let it not be like hogs
Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,
While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,
Making their mock at our accursed lot.
If we must die, O let us nobly die,
So that our precious blood may not be shed
In vain; then even the monsters we defy
Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!
O kinsmen we must meet the common foe!
Though far outnumbered let us show us brave,
And for their thousand blows deal one deathblow!
What though before us lies the open grave?
Like men we'll face the murderous, cowardly pack,
Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back!

“Lift Every Voice and Sing”
James Weldon Johnson

Lift ev'ry 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 through 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 met 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.

“I Heard a Fly Buzz When I Died”
Emily Dickinson
I heard a fly buzz when I died;

The stillness round my form

Was like the stillness in the air

Between the heaves of storm.

The eyes beside had wrung them dry,

And breaths were gathering sure

For that last onset, when the king

Be witnessed in his power.

I willed my keepsakes, signed away

What portion of me I

Could make assignable,--and then

There interposed a fly,

With blue, uncertain, stumbling buzz,

Between the light and me;

And then the windows failed, and then

I could not see to see.

  “I Died For Beauty But Was Scarce”
Emily Dickinson
I died for beauty but was scarce

Adjusted in the tomb,

When one who died for truth was lain

In an adjoining room.

He questioned softly why I failed?

"For beauty," I replied.

"And I for truth,--the two are one;

We brethren are," he said.

And so, as kinsmen met a night,

We talked between the rooms,

Until the moss had reached our lips,

And covered up our names.

“Because I Could Not Stop For Death”
Emily Dickinson
Because I could not stop for Death,

He kindly stopped for me;

The carriage held but just ourselves

And Immortality.

We slowly drove, he knew no haste,

And I had put away

My labor, and my leisure too,

For his civility.

We passed the school where children played,

Their lessons scarcely done;

We passed the fields of gazing grain,

We passed the setting sun.

We paused before a house that seemed

A swelling of the ground;

The roof was scarcely visible,

The cornice but a mound.

Since then 't is centuries; but each

Feels shorter than the day

I first surmised the horses' heads

Were toward eternity.

“Hope Is The Thing With Feathers”
Emily Dickinson
Hope is the thing with feathers 
That perches in the soul, 
And sings the tune without the words, 
And never stops at all,

And sweetest in the gale is heard; 
And sore must be the storm 
That could abash the little bird 
That kept so many warm.

I've heard it in the chillest land, 
And on the strangest sea; 
Yet, never, in extremity, 
It asked a crumb of me.

The Cross of Snow

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

In the long, sleepless watches of the night,
A gentle face -- the face of one long dead --
Looks at me from the wall, where round its head
The night-lamp casts a halo of pale light.
Here in this room she died; and soul more white
Never through martyrdom of fire was led
To its repose; nor can in books be read
The legend of a life more benedight.
There is a mountain in the distant West
That, sun-defying, in its deep ravines
Displays a cross of snow upon its side.
Such is the cross I wear upon my breast
These eighteen years, through all the changing scenes
And seasons, changeless since the day she died.
Notes
"Looking over one day,” says Mr. Longfellow's biographer, “an illustrated book of Western scenery, his attention was arrested by a picture of that mysterious mountain upon whose lonely, lofty breast the snow lies in long furrows that make a rude but wonderfully clear image of a vast cross. At night, as he looked upon the pictured countenance that hung upon his chamber wall, his thoughts framed themselves into the verses that follow. He put them away in his portfolio, where they were found after his death."

The Tide Rises, the Tide Falls

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

The tide rises, the tide falls,
The twilight darkens, the curlew calls;
Along the sea-sands damp and brown
The traveler hastens toward the town,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.
Darkness settles on roofs and walls,
But the sea, the sea in the darkness calls;
The little waves, with their soft, white hands,
Efface the footprints in the sands,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.
The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls;
The day returns, but nevermore
Returns the traveler to the shore,
And the tide rises, the tide falls.
The Evening Star

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

Lo! in the painted oriel of the West,
Whose panes the sunken sun incarnadines,
Like a fair lady at her casement, shines
The evening star, the star of love and rest!
And then anon she doth herself divest
Of all her radiant garments, and reclines
Behind the sombre screen of yonder pines,
With slumber and soft dreams of love oppressed.
O my beloved, my sweet Hesperus!
My morning and my evening star of love!
My best and gentlest lady! even thus,
As that fair planet in the sky above,
Dost thou retire unto thy rest at night,
And from thy darkened window fades the light.
Notes
oriel: a great bay window.

Hesperus: Venus, the evening star.

Nature

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

As a fond mother, when the day is o'er,
Leads by the hand her little child to bed,
Half willing, half reluctant to be led,
And leave his broken playthings on the floor,
Still gazing at them through the open door,
Nor wholly reassured and comforted
By promises of others in their stead,
Which, though more splendid, may not please him more;
So Nature deals with us, and takes away
Our playthings one by one, and by the hand
Leads us to rest so gently, that we go
Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay,
Being too full of sleep to understand
How far the unknown transcends the what we know.
“Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening”
Robert Frost
Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;
He will not see me stopping here
To watch his woods fill up with snow.
My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.
He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound's the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.
The woods are lovely, dark and deep.
But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before I sleep.

“The Road Not Taken”
Robert Frost
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;
Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,
And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.
I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I-
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference

“OUT, OUT—“
Robert Frost

The buzz-saw snarled and rattled in the yard
And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,
Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.
And from there those that lifted eyes could count
Five mountain ranges one behind the other
Under the sunset far into Vermont.
And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,
As it ran light, or had to bear a load.
And nothing happened: day was all but done.
Call it a day, I wish they might have said
To please the boy by giving him the half hour
That a boy counts so much when saved from work.
His sister stood beside them in her apron
To tell them 'Supper'. At the word, the saw,
As if to prove saws knew what supper meant,
Leaped out at the boy's hand, or seemed to leap--
He must have given the hand. However it was,
Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!
The boy's first outcry was a rueful laugh.
As he swung toward them holding up the hand
Half in appeal, but half as if to keep
The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all--
Since he was old enough to know, big boy
Doing a man's work, though a child at heart--
He saw all spoiled. 'Don't let him cut my hand off
The doctor, when he comes. Don't let him, sister!'
So. But the hand was gone already.
The doctor put him in the dark of ether.
He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.
And then -- the watcher at his pulse took fright.
No one believed. They listened at his heart.
Little -- less -- nothing! -- and that ended it.
No more to build on there. And they, since they
Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.

“Once by the Pacific”
Robert Frost

The shattered water made a misty din.
Great waves looked over others coming in,
And thought of doing something to the shore
That water never did to land before.
The clouds were low and hairy in the skies,
Like locks blown forward in the gleam of eyes.
You could not tell, and yet it looked as if
The shore was lucky in being backed by cliff,
The cliff in being backed by continent;
It looked as if a night of dark intent
Was coming, and not only a night, an age.
Someone had better be prepared for rage.
There would be more than ocean-water broken
Before God's last Put out the Light was spoke

“The Love-Song of J. Alfred Prufrock”

T.S. Eliot
	S’io credessi che mia riposta fosse

A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,

Questa fiamma startia senza più scosse.

Ma per cìo che giammai di questo fondo

Not tornò viva alcus, s’I’ldo il vero,

Senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo.*

*"If I thought my reply were to one who could ever return to the world, this flame would shake no more; but since, if what I hear is true, none ever did return alive from this depth, I answer you without fear of infamy."
              — Dante, Inferno

Let us go then, you and I, 
When the evening is spread out against the sky 
Like a patient etherized upon a table; 
Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets, 
The muttering retreats 
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels 
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells: 
Streets that follow like a tedious argument 
Of insidious intent 
To lead you to an overwhelming question. . .                               10 
Oh, do not ask, "What is it?" 
Let us go and make our visit. 

  In the room the women come and go 
Talking of Michelangelo. 

  The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes 
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes 
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening 
Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains, 
Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys, 
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,                               20 
And seeing that it was a soft October night 
Curled once about the house, and fell asleep. 

  And indeed there will be time 
For the yellow smoke that slides along the street, 
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes; 
There will be time, there will be time 
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet; 
There will be time to murder and create, 
And time for all the works and days of hands 
That lift and drop a question on your plate;                                30 
Time for you and time for me, 
And time yet for a hundred indecisions 
And for a hundred visions and revisions 
Before the taking of a toast and tea. 

  In the room the women come and go 
Talking of Michelangelo. 

  And indeed there will be time 
To wonder, "Do I dare?" and, "Do I dare?" 
Time to turn back and descend the stair, 
With a bald spot in the middle of my hair—                               40 
[They will say: "How his hair is growing thin!"] 
My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin, 
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin— 
[They will say: "But how his arms and legs are thin!"] 
Do I dare 
Disturb the universe? 
In a minute there is time 
For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse. 

  For I have known them all already, known them all; 
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,                       50 
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons; 
I know the voices dying with a dying fall 
Beneath the music from a farther room. 
  So how should I presume? 

  And I have known the eyes already, known them all— 
The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase, 
And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin, 
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall, 
Then how should I begin 
To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?                    60 
  And how should I presume? 

  And I have known the arms already, known them all— 
Arms that are braceleted and white and bare 
[But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!] 
Is it perfume from a dress 
That makes me so digress? 
Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl. 
  And should I then presume? 
  And how should I begin?
        .     .     .     .     .

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets              70 
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes 
Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows? . . . 

I should have been a pair of ragged claws 
Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.
        .     .     .     .     .

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully! 
Smoothed by long fingers, 
Asleep . . . tired . . . or it malingers, 
Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me. 
Should I, after tea and cakes and ices, 
Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?                  80 
But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed, 
Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought in upon a platter, 
I am no prophet–and here's no great matter; 
I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker, 
And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker, 
And in short, I was afraid. 

  And would it have been worth it, after all, 
After the cups, the marmalade, the tea, 
Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me, 
Would it have been worth while,                                             90 
To have bitten off the matter with a smile, 
To have squeezed the universe into a ball 
To roll it toward some overwhelming question, 
To say: "I am Lazarus, come from the dead, 
Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all" 
If one, settling a pillow by her head, 
  Should say, "That is not what I meant at all. 
  That is not it, at all." 

  And would it have been worth it, after all, 
Would it have been worth while,                                           100 
After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets, 
After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor— 
And this, and so much more?— 
It is impossible to say just what I mean! 
But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen: 
Would it have been worth while 
If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl, 
And turning toward the window, should say: 
  "That is not it at all, 
  That is not what I meant, at all."                                          110
        .     .     .     .     .

No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be; 
Am an attendant lord, one that will do 
To swell a progress, start a scene or two 
Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool, 
Deferential, glad to be of use, 
Politic, cautious, and meticulous; 
Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse; 
At times, indeed, almost ridiculous— 
Almost, at times, the Fool. 

  I grow old . . . I grow old . . .                                              120 
I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled. 

  Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach? 
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach. 
I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each. 

  I do not think they will sing to me. 

  I have seen them riding seaward on the waves 
Combing the white hair of the waves blown back 
When the wind blows the water white and black. 

  We have lingered in the chambers of the sea 
By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown               130 
Till human voices wake us, and we drown.


“The Raven”
Edgar Allan Poe
	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.
`'Tis 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 named 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
`'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door -
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; -
This it is, and nothing more,'

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 darkness 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 above 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 further 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 all my sad soul 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,
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 has 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 named Lenore -
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden, whom the angels named 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!
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abhorrent—disgusting, loathsome

adulation—excessive flattery or admiration

amicable—friendly

anachronism—an error in order of time

apprehensive—anxious or fearful about the future

auspicious—attended by favorable circumstances

boorish—rude or clumsy in behavior

cartography—the art of making maps or charts

cathartic—cleansing

censure—an expression of strong disapproval

collusion—a secret agreement for illegal purposes

consummate—complete in every respect

cursory—performed with haste

decorous—proper

deride—to speak of or treat with contempt

destitution—complete poverty

diffidence—the quality or state of being shy

disparage—to reduce in esteem or rank

dogmatic—arrogant assertion of unproved principles

eclectic—combining elements from a variety of sources

eloquent—vividly or movingly expressive

elucidate—to make clear or plain

embody—to give bodily form to

equanimity—the quality of being calm

equitable—just or impartial

equivocal—of uncertain significance

eulogy—a written tribute

evanescent—vanishing like vapor

exemplary—worthy of imitation

felicitous—admirably suited

florid—flowery

frugal—economical

hedonist—one devoted to pleasure

holistic—emphasizing the whole

ideologue—a theorist

idiosyncratic—of peculiar behavioral characteristics

impetuous—marked by violent force

impregnable—impossible to attack or challenge

incisive—clear and sharp

ineffable—incapable of being expressed

intrepid—fearless

laggard—straggler

lamentation—expression of sorrow

laud—to glorify

lucid—easily understood

malleable—capable of being molded

mundane—ordinary

nefarious—infamous by way of being wicked

obstinate—stubborn

obstreperous—noisily defiant

polarization—interests about two conflicting positions

precocious—characterized by early development

prosaic—commonplace

quell—to put down forcefully

rancor—resentment

rebuke—to criticize sharply

refute—to prove to be false

rhetoric—the study of using language

sanguine—of a reddish color

staid—fixed or permanent

superfluous—being beyond what is needed or required

swagger—to brag or boast

venerate—to regard with respect

vindicated—to clear of accusation

vindictive—revengeful

zealous—marked with enthusiasm

A VOCABULARY FOR DESCRIBING LANGUAGE

TONE (POSITIVE)

Happiness

amiable*

cheery


contented*

ecstatic



elevated*

enthusiastic

exuberant*

joyful



jubilant*

sprightly*

Pleasure
cheerful

enraptured*

peaceful

playful



pleasant

satisfied

amused

appreciative


whimsical*

Friendliness, Courtesy

accommodating*
approving

caressing

comforting


compassionate

confiding

cordial*

courteous


forgiving

gracious*

helpful


indulgent*


kindly


obliging*

pitying


polite



sociable

solicitous*

soothing

sympathetic

tender


tolerant

trusting


Animation

ardent*


breathless

brisk


crisp



eager


excited


earnest*

ecstatic



energetic

exalted*

feverish*

hasty



hearty 


hopeful

inspired

lively

passionate

rapturous*

vigorous*

impassioned*


Romance

affectionate

amorous*

erotic*


fanciful*


ideal*


lustful


sensual*

tender


Tranquility

calm


hopeful

meditative*

optimistic


serene


relaxed


soothing

spiritual


dreamy

TONE (NEUTRAL)

General

authoritative*

baffled*

ceremonial

clinical*


detached*

disbelieving

factual


formal



informative

learned


matter-of-fact

nostalgic*


objective*

questioning

reminiscent*

restrained*
sentimental*

shocked

urgent

Rational/Logical

admonitory*

argumentative

candid*

coaxing


critical


curious


deliberate

didactic*


doubting

explanatory

frank*


incredulous*


indignant*

innocent

insinuating*

instructive


oracular*

pensive*

persuasive

pleading

preoccupied*

puzzled

sincere


studied*


thoughtful

uncertain

unequivocal*

probing*



Self-Control

solemn*

serious


serene


simple



mild


gentle


temperate*

imperturbable*

nonchalant*

cool


wary*


cautious


prudent*

Apathy

blasé*


bored


colorless

defeated


dispassionate*

dry*


dull


feeble*



helpless

hopeless

indifferent*

inert*



languid*

monotonous*

resigned*

sluggish*
stoical*

sophisticated*

vacant*

TONE (HUMOR/IRONY/SARCASM)

amused

bantering*

bitter


caustic*


comical

condescending*
contemptuous*
cynical*


disdainful*

droll*


facetious*

flippant*


giddy*


humorous

insolent*

ironic*



irreverent*

joking


malicious*

mock-heroic*

mocking

mock-serious*

patronizing*

pompous*


quizzical*

ribald*


ridiculing

sarcastic


sardonic*

satiric*


scornful*

sharp



silly


taunting

teasing


whimsical*


wry*


belittling

haughty*

insulting


playful


hilarious

uproarious
TONE (NEGATIVE)

General

accusing

aggravated*

agitated*

angry



arrogant

artificial

audacious*

belligerent*


bitter


brash*


childish

choleric*


coarse*

cold


condemnatory

condescending

contradictory

critical


desperate

disappointed

disgruntled*

disgusted

disinterested

passive



furious


harsh


hateful


hurtful

indignant*

inflammatory*

insulting

irritated
manipulative*

obnoxious*

quarrelsome shameful

superficial


surly*


testy*


threatening

uninterested



Sadness

despairing

despondent*

foreboding*

gloomy


bleak


melancholy*

maudlin*

regretful


tragic

Pain

annoyed

bitter


bored


crushed


disappointed

disgusted

dismal*

fretful*



irritable

miserable

mournful

pathetic


plaintive*

querulous*

sore


sorrowful


sour


sulky


sullen”


troubled
uneasy*

vexed*


worried

Unfriendliness

accusing

belittling

boorish*

cutting



derisive*

disparaging*

impudent*

pitiless



reproving*

scolding

severe


spiteful



suspicious

unsociable

reproachful*

Anger

belligerent*

furious


livid*


wrathful*


savage


indignant*

enraged




Passion

fierce


frantic*

greedy


voracious*


hysterical

insane


impetuous*

impulsive*


jealous


nervous

reckless

wild

Arrogance/Self-Importance

boastful

bold


condescending

contemptuous


pretentious*

pompous*

supercilious*

pedantic*


didactic*

bombastic*

self-righteous*

assured

confident

defiant


dignified

domineering


egotistical

imperious*

impressive

smug*

knowing

lofty


peremptory*

profound*


proud


resolute*

sententious*

stiff



saucy*

Sorrow/Fear/Worry

aggravated

anxious

apologetic*

apprehensive*


concerned

confused

depressed

disturbed


embarrassing

fearful


grave*


hollow*


morose*

nervous

numb


ominous*


paranoid*

pessimistic

poignant*

remorseful*

serious


staid*


enigmatic*

Submission/Timidity

aghast*

alarmed

ashamed

astonished


astounded

awed


contrite*

self-deprecatory*

docile*


fawning*

groveling*

ingratiating*


meek*


modest*

obedient

obsequious*


resigned

respectful

reverent*

servile*

shy


submissive*

surprised

sycophantic*


terrified

timid


tremulous*

unpretentious*


willing






VERBS 

These verbs will be especially effective when the subject is the author or a character.  They are excellent replacements for “be” verbs and instrumental in the formulation of thesis and theme statements.  Careful use of these verbs can result in precise identification of an author’s purpose.  Follow your teacher’s directions to categorize the verbs as transitive, intransitive, positive, negative, or neutral.

VERBS FOR LITERARY ANALYSIS

accentuates

accepts


achieves

adopts



advocates*

affects


alleviates

allows



alludes*

alters*


analyzes

approaches


argues


ascertains*

assesses*

assumes


attacks


attempts

attributes*

avoids

bases


believes

challenges

changes


characterizes

chooses

chronicles

claims



comments

compares

compels*

completes


concerns

concludes

condescends

conducts
conforms

confronts*

considers

contends*

contests*

contrasts

contributes

conveys


convinces

defines


defies


demonstrates


depicts*

describes

delineates*

despises


details


determines

develops

deviates*
differentiates*

differs


directs


disappoints
discovers

discusses

displays

disputes


disrupts*

distinguishes

distorts*

downplays


dramatizes

elevates

elicits*


emphasizes


encounters

enhances

enriches

enumerates*


envisions

evokes


excludes

expands

experiences

explains

expresses

extends


extrapolates*

fantasizes

focuses


forces



foreshadows

functions

generalizes*

guides



heightens

highlights

hints


holds



honors


identifies

illustrates

illuminates

imagines

impels*

implies*

includes


indicates

infers*


inspires

intends



interprets

interrupts

inundates*

justifies


juxtaposes*

lambasts*

laments*

lampoons*


lists


maintains

makes


manages
manipulates

minimizes

moralizes*

muses*


notes


observes

opposes

organizes


overstates

outlines

patronizes*

performs


permits


personifies*

persuades

ponders*
portrays

postulates*

prepares

presents
presumes

produces

projects

promotes


proposes

provides

qualifies*

questions


rationalizes

reasons


recalls


recites



recollects

records


recounts

reflects



refers


regards


regrets


rejects
represents

results


reveals


ridicules


satirizes*

seems


sees


selects


specifies

speculates*

states


strives*


suggests

summarizes

supplies

supports


suppresses*

symbolizes

sympathizes

traces
understands

vacillates*

values


verifies*


VERBS TO USE INSTEAD OF EXEMPLIFIES

appears

asserts


attests to

certifies


confirms

connotes*

corroborates*

defines



demonstrates

denotes*

depicts


discloses*


elucidates*

endorses*

establishes

evinces*

exhibits

expounds*

exposes

intimates*
manifests*

points to

proves


ratifies*


relates


shows


substantiates*

suggests
typifies*

upholds

validates*

ADJECTIVES FOR USE IN LITERARY/RHETORICAL DISCUSSION

DESCRIBING THE AUTHOR

cultured

intellectual

erudite*

well-read


sagacious*

sensible

rational

philosophic*


analytical

imaginative

perceptive

visionary*


prophetic*

optimistic

broad-minded*
idealistic*


spiritual

orthodox*

unorthodox*

sympathetic

sophisticated*

original

whimsical*

humorous


conservative*

liberal*

progressive*

radical*


reactionary*

unprejudiced

realistic*

romantic*


shallow

superficial

bigoted


opinionated*


intolerant

hypocritical*

fanatical*

provincial*

narrow-minded*
sentimental

skeptical*

cynical*

DESCRIBING STYLE/CONTENT

lucid* 


graphic*

intelligible*

explicit*



precise


exact


concise*

succinct*


condensed*

pithy*


piquant*

aphoristic*


syllogistic*

allusive*

metaphorical

poetic



prosaic*

plain


simple


homespun*

pure


vigorous*

forceful

eloquent*


sonorous*

fluent


glib*


natural



restrained*

smooth


polished*

classical


artistic


bombastic*

extravagant

rhetorical*


turgid*


pompous*

grandiose*

obscure*



vague


diffuse*

verbose*

pedantic*


ponderous*

ungraceful

harsh


abrupt*


labored*

awkward

unpolished

crude*



vulgar*

formal


artificial

utilitarian*


humanistic*

pragmatic*

naturalistic*

impressionistic*

subjective*

melodramatic*

fanciful*

authentic*


plausible*

credible*

recondite*

controversial


mystical*

improbable*

absurd


trivial



commonplace

heretical*



DESCRIBING DICTION

high or formal

low or informal
neutral  

precise



exact


concrete

abstract*

plain



simple


homespun

esoteric*

learned



cultured

literal*


figurative*

connotative*


symbolic

picturesque*

sensuous*

literary

provincial*

colloquial*

slang*


idiomatic*


neologistic* 

pedantic* 

emotional 

insipid*
inexact


euphemistic*

trite*


obscure*



bombastic*

grotesque

vulgar*

jargon*



obtuse*

moralistic*

ordinary

scholarly



proper


pretentious*

old-fashioned



DESCRIBING SYNTAX

loose*


periodic*

balanced*

interrupted


simple* 

interrogative* 

inverted* 

incoherent
compound*

complex*

compound-complex*
declarative*



imperative*

exclamatory*

telegraphic*

antithetic*



euphonic*

rhythmical

epigrammatic*

emphatic
rambling

tortuous

jerky


cacophonic*


spare


austere*

unadorned*

jumbled


chaotic


obfuscating*

journalistic*

terse*



laconic*

mellifluous*

musical

lilting*



lyrical*

elegant


solid


flowery
thudding

dry


ornate*


elaborate
erudite*

grating*

staccato*

abrupt*


sprawling

monotonous
DESCRIBING ORGANIZATION/STRUCTURE/POINT OF VIEW

spatial*

chronological

flashback

flash forward*


in media res*

step-by-step

objective*

subjective*


nostalgic*

reminiscent

contemplative*
reflective*
clinical*

impersonal*

dramatic*

omniscient*


limited*

DESCRIBING IMAGERY 

(Substitute these precise adjectives for less precise ones such as vivid, colorful, and powerful)

bucolic*

pastoral*

gustatory*

olfactory*


tactile*


kinetic*

kinesthetic*

sensual*


sacred


sexual


auditory*

religious


animal


war/military

chaotic

DESCRIBING CHARACTERS 

Physical Qualities

manly


virile*


robust*

hardy*



sturdy 


lovely 


delicate 

winsome*

strapping*

stalwart*

muscular

brawny*


fair


comely*

handsome

dainty


graceful

elegant


shapely

attractive
ravishing*

dapper*

immaculate

adroit*



dexterous*

active 


feeble* 

cadaverous*
adept*


skillful


agile*


nimble*
lively


spirited*

vivacious*

weak

sickly


frail


decrepit*

emaciated*
effeminate*

unwomanly

hideous

homely*
course* 

ungainly* 

ghastly 

invidious*
unkempt*

slovenly*

awkward

clumsy

graceless

bizarre*

grotesque

incongruous*



repellent*

repugnant*

repulsive

odious*
loathsome*

Mental Qualities  
(Great substitutions for smart and stupid!  Which comments would you like to see on your papers?)
educated

erudite*

scholarly

wise



astute*


intellectual

precocious*

capable


competent

gifted


apt*


rational


reasonable

sensible

shrewd* 

inventive
prudent*

observant

clever


ingenious*
subtle*


cunning*

crafty*


wily*



unintelligent 

vacuous* 

witless* 

inane*
unschooled*

unlettered*

ignorant

illiterate*



irrational

puerile*

foolish


fatuous*
simple


thick-skulled*

idiotic


imbecilic*

deranged*

demented*

articulate*

eloquent*

Moral Qualities  

(Great substitutions for good and bad!)

idealistic*

innocent

virtuous*

faultless


righteous*

guileless*

upright*

exemplary


chaste*


pure


undefiled*

temperate*
abstentious*

austere*

ascetic*

puritanical*


truthful


honorable

trustworthy

decent straightforward*

respectable

wicked


corrupt*

degenerate*

notorious*

vicious


incorrigible*

dissembling*


infamous*

immoral*

unprincipled*

reprobate*


depraved*

indecent*

ribald*


vulgar*


intemperate*

sensual*

dissolute* 

base*
deceitful

dishonest

unscrupulous*

dishonorable*



vile*


foul*


recalcitrant*

philandering*


opportunistic*

Spiritual Qualities  

(More great substitutions for good and bad!)

religious

reverent

pious*


devout*


faithful 

skeptical* 

irreverent* 

godless
regenerate*

holy


saintly


angelic

agnostic*

atheistic*

irreligious*

impious*
profane*

sacrilegious*

materialistic

carnal*

diabolic*

fiendlike*

blasphemous*

unregenerate*


altruistic*

charitable

Social Qualities 

(Terrific substitutions for nice and mean!)

civil*


amicable*

contentious*

unpolished*


sullen* 

affable* 

congenial*

suave*
tactful*

courteous

cooperative

genial*

hospitable*

gracious*

amiable*

cordial*
convivial*

jovial*


jolly


urbane*
anti-social*

acrimonious*

quarrelsome

antagonistic*





misanthropic* 

boorish*

ill-bred 

sniveling*
discourteous

impudent*

impolite

insolent*
ill-mannered

unrefined

rustic*


provincial*
brusque*

churlish*

fawning*

obsequious*
grumpy

fractious*

crusty*


peevish*


petulant*

waspish*

taciturn*

reticent*


gregarious*

garrulous*

NOUNS FOR USE IN LITERARY/RHETORICAL DISCUSSION

ANALYZING CHARACTERS

foil*


nemesis*

adversary*

protagonist*


antagonist*

confidante*

doppelganger*


narrator (unknown, reliable, naïve)





ANALYZING STRUCTURE/ORGANIZATION/POINT OF VIEW

foreshadowing

epiphany*

analogy*

extended metaphor*

shifts 


definition 

classification 

person (first, second, third)*

parallel structure
comparison/contrast
transition

sequence
juxtaposition*

anecdote*

frame story*

arrangement



categorization

placement


perspective (chronological, geographic, emotional, political)*

ANALYZING SYNTAX

repetition

parallelism

anaphora*

asyndeton*


polysyndeton* 
indirect object* 
gerund* 

preposition*
subject*

predicate*

object*


direct object*

phrase*

clause*


infinitive*

participle*
modifier*

dependent clause*
independent clause*
subordinate clause*

conjunction*

interjection*

deliberate fragment*
appositive*
noun*


semicolon*

colon*


rhetorical question*

emphatic appositive*
pronoun* 

chiasmus*
 
tense
comma


proper noun*

common noun*
collective noun* 
abstract noun*

concrete noun*
dialogue*

apostrophe*




footnote

inversion*

antecedent* 

parenthetical expression
hyphen*

dash*


active voice*

passive voice*

catalogue*

compound nouns/adjectives capitalization for effect

IDENTIFYING GENRE/PURPOSE

novel


novella*

autobiography*
memoir*
biography 

abstract* 

journey 

commentary*
letter


sermon


speech


treatise*
précis*


synopsis

critique*

personal narrative
travelogue

essay*


diatribe*

polemic*
farce*


conceit*

editorial*

tirade*

review 


allegory* 

archetype* 

verse
assessment

eulogy*

elegy*


parody*
apology

soliloquy*

monologue*

portrayal
fable*


argument



IDENTIFYING SOUND DEVICES

alliteration*

assonance*

consonance*

repetition*

rhyme* 

slant 


rhyme* 

incremental rhyme*
end rhyme*

feminine rhyme*
masculine rhyme*
meter*




THE LANGUAGE OF ARGUMENT

VERBS

attack


charge


claim


propose


defend


challenge

qualify


counter



repudiate*

allege*


validate

confirm


affirm*


argue


assume 

grant*
answer


agree/disagree

verify


resolve




concede*

generalize

specify


debate



dispute


assert

NOUNS

warrant

validity

plausibility*

practicality


proposal 

accountability 

ethos* 


deduction*

solution

resolution

bias


credibility


vested interest

conflict of interests
enthymeme*

pathos*
logos*


counterargument
premise*

syllogism*

induction*

fallacy*

ad hominem

exigence*


speaker 

testimonial* 

bandwagon* 

rhetoric*
audience

purpose

message

precedent*

rebuttal*

antithesis*

non sequitur*

circular reasoning*

refutation

slippery slope*
anecdote*

advocacy*

invective*

proponent*

assertion

adherent*


red herring*

qualifier*

justification

cause/effect 


begging the question*

THEME VOCABULARY
Brendan Kenny’s List of Abstract Ideas for Forming Theme Statements:

alienation

ambition

appearance v. reality
betrayal

bureaucracy

chance/fate/luck
cruelty/violence
loyalty/disloyalty

journey (literal or psychological)

heaven/paradise/Utopia*
despair/discontent*/disillusionment*

domination/suppression

instinct


home


illusion*

innocence


initiation*

identity

courage/cowardice 
women/feminism
loneliness/solitude*
defeat/failure

memory/the past
music/dance

social status (class*)
the supernatural
time/eternity

war
children

law/justice

custom/tradition
materialism

mob psychology
dreams/fantasies
duty


exile*

education

guilt


persistence*/perseverance*



faith/loss of faith
heart vs. reason
family/parenthood
patriotism
game/contests/sports
escape


prejudice

ritual/ceremony

poverty

free will/will power
prophecy

falsity/pretence

repentance*

greed


revenge/retribution*
scapegoat/victim


How to Connect Rhetorical Choices to Meaning

Diction

Identify the grammatical unit (phrase, noun, verb, adjective, adverb, etc.) and provide the context in which it appears in the text.
Connect the diction to the meaning of this text.  Avoid generic commentary.  Provide an original insight.  Pay attention to your own diction.  It enhances your analysis.
Model:

The phrase (or the noun, verb, adjective, adverb)__________________________________

 used to describe/identify ______________________________ conveys _______________

_________________________________________________________________________.

* 

Example: 

The phrase, “a thin beard of ivy,” used to describe Gatsby’s mansion conveys a sense of 

_________________________________________________________________________ .
Syntax

Identify the syntactical choice the author has made and provide the context in which it appears in the text.
Connect the syntax to the meaning of this text.  Avoid generic commentary.  Provide an original insight.  Pay attention to your own diction.  It enhances your analysis.
Model:

The ________________________________ functions to ____________________________
__________________________________________________________________________ .
Example: 

Gatsby’s interrupted sentences dramatize his nervousness and hesitation as he discusses his upcoming meeting with Daisy at Nick’s bungalow.  Gatsby says “Why, I thought – why, look here, old sport, you don’t make very much money, do you?”

Imagery

Identify the image and provide the context in which it appears in the text.

Connect the image to the meaning of this text.  Avoid generic commentary.  Provide an original insight.  Pay attention to your own diction.  It enhances your analysis.

Model:

The image of   ______________________________ depicts a (picture, sense, state, etc.) of 
________________________________ because the reader (sees, envisions, realizes) that

_________________________________________________________________________ .
Example:

The image (40) of an “argument . . . pull[ing]”  Nick back to the party “as if with ropes” conveys his helpless struggle to get away from the gathering in Tom and Myrtle’s apartment at the same time that it dramatizes his fascination with the events that are occurring.

Metaphor

Identify the metaphor and provide the context in which it appears in the text. 

Connect the metaphor to the meaning of this text.  Avoid generic commentary.  Provide an original insight.  Pay attention to your own diction.  It enhances your analysis.

Model:

The subject of ___________________________ is compared to _________________________.

                                               x






y

This is fitting  because ___________________________ and  ___________________________






x





y

share these characteristics: (a) _____________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________

and (b) _______________________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________.

Example: 

In his “I Have A Dream” speech, Martin Luther King, Jr. compares the condition of poverty to a “lonely island.”  This is a fitting comparison because poverty and a lonely island share these characteristics: (a) isolation and alienation from the “vast ocean of material prosperity” which surrounds them and (b) both are small, singled out, vulnerable, and surrounded by something they don’t possess.

Symbol

Identify both the concrete and abstract meanings of the symbol and provide the context in which it appears in the text. 

Connect the symbol to specific characters in this text.  Avoid generic commentary.  Provide an original insight.  Pay attention to your own diction.  It enhances your analysis.

Model:

The ________________________________ symbolizes ________________________________ 



concrete





abstract

for _______________________________ because it represents __________________________

_____________________________________________________________________________ .
Example: 

The pearls Daisy  Buchanan rescues from the trash and subsequently wears “around her neck”  symbolize her ultimate choice of money over love because they represent Tom’s vast wealth (they were “valued at three hundred and fifty thousand dollars”) in contrast to Gatsby’s avowal of love, symbolized by the letter she “wouldn’t let go of.”  

Detail

Identify the detail and provide the context in which it appears in the text.
Describe the function of the inclusion of that detail in this text.  Avoid generic commentary.  Provide an original insight.  Pay attention to your own diction.  It enhances your analysis.
Model:

The detail of _____________________________________________________________

conveys ___________________________________________________________________.  
The author wants the reader to see _________________________________________________.

Example:

The detail of the string of polo ponies Tom Buchanan brought east with him from Chicago conveys his vast wealth and hedonism.  Fitzgerald wants the reader to see Tom as spoiled and self-indulgent.

Advice on the Etiquette of Requesting 

Recommendation Letters from Your Teachers

Letters of recommendation are a critical part of the college admissions process. Every year, faculty and staff churn out hundreds of letters that claim our students to be truly outstanding and deserving of admission to some of the best universities and colleges. 

Recently, however, many faculty and staff have noticed a breakdown in “asking for a recommendation” etiquette, and this will no doubt affect both the amount and quality of letters we write for our students. 

1.  Students are not entitled to letters of recommendation

Students are not entitled to letters of recommendation. Writing a recommendation falls outside the realm of our professional responsibilities. Many of us enjoy writing letters for our students, but it is important that students understand that writing one letter often can take over an hour—taking time away from our professional and personal activities.  

2. Always ask for a letter of recommendation in person

Why bother with etiquette? Put yourself in the shoes of the referee.  Try to anticipate that she or he will likely receive requests for the same deadline from other students.  A well-written letter is like a well crafted essay:  both take a substantial amount of time, varying amounts of research or preparation, and extensive editing and rewriting.  The best letters are composed with the student in mind, but are also mindful of the particulars of specific graduate programs, grants, or fellowships

Always ask for a letter of recommendation in person. Leaving forms or notes in mailboxes is bad manners and most likely will not get you a letter. Having your parents ask for a letter on your behalf is not a good idea. How can we possibly emphasize your preparedness for the independence and responsibility of college when your parents are doing your work for you? 

Do not send email. You might approach the recommender with: "I am in need of a recommendation for (fill in the blank) and I wanted to ask if you would feel comfortable giving me a recommendation?" Remember is that you are asking for something which you hope will say something good about you. So the first thing is to ask for the letter in such a way that you will leave room for the person to say no if he or she does not feel comfortable giving you a heartfelt positive recommendation. This is to your benefit because you do not want to be "damned with faint praise."  If the answer is no, then be grateful for the honesty, say thank you, and move on. 

3. Provide all of the necessary information in an organized manner

Provide all of the necessary information in an organized manner. Faculty and staff are not responsible for gathering materials or completing parts of forms that are to be filled out by you. Carefully read all materials before distributing them. 

Organize all materials so that your referee has all the necessary information and forms together for each program at the same time. Always include an SASE (self-addressed stamped envelope) for each letter.  The return address should be the teacher’s at school, and all envelopes should be typed and stamped. Include any official forms -- be certain to fill out all necessary blanks. If you are using a common application, fill one out neatly and indicate how many copies will be needed once the teacher has filled it out.

4. Ask Sooner Rather Than Later

If you are considering asking for a letter, do so as soon as possible. Some faculty and staff have no time to write letters during the school year and prefer to write them during the summer before your senior year. Some put a limit on the number of recommendations they will write. Some may ask you to prepare specific information that will be included in your letter. It is not reasonable to expect a letter a week after asking for it, and those who ask early usually have their recommendations completed first. 

5. Say Thank You! 

Most likely, you will be asking for recommendations throughout your life. Get in the habit now of thanking the person who writes your recommendation. A written note of appreciation is best. Also, once you begin hearing back from schools, return to the teachers who wrote your recommendations and let them know!  

6. Assess Your Behavior Now and in the Past

Think before you act. High school is where your choices begin to catch up with you. Your grades and behavior in middle school did not keep you from coming to Elkins, but your lack of effort in a sophomore course or neglecting your club or team responsibilities may keep you from getting into the college of your dreams. 

“I am not an A student: Am I Doomed?”

 No, of course not. As long you have been a good citizen and put in effort, you can still score a super letter! 

7. Ask Someone Who Knows You

A referee is more likely to write a strong letter if she or he knows your work well, has worked closely with you over an extended period, and has been given time and material with which to produce an honest, well-documented, supportive letter. 

Select your recommenders carefully--will they remember you?  Will they have positive and interesting things to say about you?  (Don't expect them to write a letter if you made few contributions to class or if you attended infrequently, and so forth).  

Which faculty should you ask to be your referees? 
Remember the audience who will read your letters; generally, they will be most interested in the remarks of a professional like themselves, though you may also want a boss to write one for you, or a counselor at the place you volunteer. Request letters from the teachers, coaches, bosses who know your work best and will write the best letters. 

9. The Letter of Recommendation is Not For Your Eyes

Sign the waiver. Do not ask if you can see the letter. It is up to the writer to make that choice. Letters of recommendation are generally confidential, and you can not expect to pick up the letter or see it. The recommender will mail it directly. Do not expect to be notified.

10. Refresh the Memory of the Writer

In a short cover letter, remind the teacher what your unique outstanding traits are, how you did in his/her classes, what you enjoyed most about the class, any memorable moments, what your long-term goals are, and other things that might help to jog memories. 

If the teacher has given you a form, be sure to give details that were asked for. Enclose a transcript (an informal one is adequate) that you have highlighted to draw attention to all classes you have had with your referee.  Also highlight your grade point average (GPA) in your major field of study and your cumulative GPA. If you want a letter that says more than, "She was a good student, who earned an A," you should be ready to supply your recommenders with 

· a copy of your resume, 

· transcript (or list of courses taken and grades earned), 

· a description of recent and relevant independent work, 

· and a description of your career plan (at least through the job or school experience for which you are being recommended). 

Include a detailed CV (curriculum vitae, an academic resumé) including your GPA, SAT scores, AP scores, language skills, any online portfolio URLs, and ANY awards won, papers given, writing published (even if in the school newspaper, etc), or academic honors you have earned.  Provide your letter writer with concrete examples of things to "brag about!" 

11. Gentle Reminders

The next thing you need to do, once your recommender agrees to write your letter, is to offer reminders and current updates on yourself: i.e. bring in old papers or projects that he or she graded, offer information on your activities (especially if you haven't been in contact for a few months or more). Many teachers will ask you to fill out a form; others will ask you to provide a CV. Be specific about what you would like the writer to address--reliability, punctuality, particular skills, personality traits, creativity, etc. Remember that your recommender has a lot of other things on his or her plate and that yours may be the 25th letter in a list of 40 or 50. Trust me, that happens. For an original and memorable letter, making this effort is important.

Of course you have given your writer ample time to write the letter--a minimum of three weeks. [Some teachers need more time, especially teachers who get burdened with college essay help.] Again, your recommender will have a very busy schedule and sometimes slotting the time to write a letter takes several weeks. 

You may check in with the writer a week before the due date and offer a friendly reminder. This is a touchy time. You do not want to appear pushy or demanding. But you do want to make sure that the letter gets out on time. Perhaps couch it as an advance thank-you for the service rendered. Perhaps offer a further update of your activities.

12. Uh-Oh. The Letter’s Not Done

So the date rolls around and the letter is not ready. What do you do? Politely remind your writer of your due dates and your need. Though your recommender has already agreed to write the letter, courtesy says that you may not make demands of your writer.

Schools often lose letters and claim not to have received them. Do not assume your teacher has not written the letter.

Remember:

1. Do not make demands, even if the writer has agreed to write the letter. 

2. Be friendly, polite and offer reminders of yourself and your work 

3. Do the extra legwork yourself--go to the office of the writer, make arrangements in person 

4. Provide postage for letters which need to be sent 

5. Do not rely on email 

6. Say thank you 

Writing recommendation letters is hard work, and can take several hours for each letter. Everything you do to make the process easier and quicker will result in a better letter. Give your referees correct contact information (telephone, e-mail, and address) where they may contact you with questions as they write.  

[image: image7.png]



Terms for the English Language and Literature AP Exams

· allegory

The device of using character and/or story elements symbolically to represent an abstraction in addition to the literal meaning.  In some allegories, for example, an author may intend the characters to personify an abstraction like hope or freedom.  The allegorical meaning usually deals with moral truth or a generalization about human existence.

· alliteration

The repetition of sounds, especially initial consonant sounds in two or more neighboring words (as in “she sells seashells”).  Although the term is not used in the multiple-choice section, you can look for alliteration in any essay passage.  The repetition can reinforce meaning, unify ideas, and/or supply a musical sound.

· allusion

A direct or indirect reference to something which is presumably commonly known, such as an event, book, myth, place, or work of art.  Allusions can be historical, (like referring to Hitler), literary (like referring to Kurtz in Heart of Darkness), religious (like referring to Noah and the flood), or mythical (like referring to Atlas).  There are, of course, many more possibilities, and a work may simultaneously use multiple layers of allusion.

· ambiguity

The multiple meanings, either intentional or unintentional, of a word, phrase, sentence, or passage.

· analogy

A similarity or comparison between two different things or the relationship between them.  An analogy can explain something unfamiliar by associating it with or pointing out its similarity to something more familiar.  Analogies can also make writing more vivid, imaginative, or intellectually engaging.
· antecedent

The word, phrase, or clause referred to by a pronoun.  The AP language exam occasionally asks for the antecedent of a given pronoun in a long, complex sentence or in a group of sentences.

· aphorism

A terse statement of known authorship which expresses a general truth or a moral principle.  (If the authorship is unknown, the statement is generally considered to be a folk proverb.)  An aphorism can be a memorable summation of the author’s point.

· apostrophe

A figure of speech that directly addresses an absent or imaginary person or a personified abstraction, such as liberty or love.  The effect may add familiarity or emotional intensity.  William Wordsworth addresses John Milton as he writes, “Milton, thou shouldst be living at this hour: England hath need of thee.”

· atmosphere

The emotional mood created by the entirety of a literary work, established partly by the setting and partly by the author’s choice of objects that are described.  Even such elements such as a description of the weather can contribute to the atmosphere.  Frequently, atmosphere foreshadows events.  See mood.

· clause

A grammatical unit that contains both a subject and a verb.  An independent, or main, clause expresses a complete thought and can stand alone as a sentence.  A dependent, or subordinate, clause cannot stand alone as a sentence and must be accompanied by an independent clause.  Examine this sample sentence:  Because I practiced hard, my AP scores were high.”   In this sentence, the independent clause is “my AP scores were high,” and the dependent clause is “Because I practiced hard.”

· colloquial / colloquialism

The use of slang or informalities in speech or writing.  Not generally acceptable for formal writing, colloquialisms give a work a conversational, familiar tone.  Colloquial expressions in writing include local or regional dialects.

· conceit

A fanciful expression, usually in the form of an extended metaphor or surprising analogy between seemingly dissimilar objects.  A conceit displays intellectual cleverness due to the unusual comparison being made.

· connotation

The non-literal, associative meaning of a word; the implied, suggested meaning.  Connotations may involve ideas, emotions, or attitudes.  See denotation.
· denotation

The strict, literal, dictionary definition of a word, devoid of any emotion, attitude, or color.  See connotation.

· diction

Related to style, diction refers to the writer’s word choices, especially with regard to their correctness, clearness, or effectiveness.  For the AP exam, you should be able to describe an author’s diction (for example, formal or informal, ornate or plain) and understand the ways in which diction can complement the author’s purpose.  Diction, combined with syntax, figurative language, literary devices, etc., creates an author’s style.  See syntax.

· didactic

From the Greek, didactic literally means “teaching.”  Didactic works have the primary aim of teaching or instructing, especially the teaching of moral or ethical principles.
· euphemism

From the Greek for “good speech,” euphemisms are a more agreeable or less offensive substitute for a generally unpleasant word or concept.  The euphemism may be used to adhere to standards of social or political correctness or to add humor or ironic understatement.  Saying “earthly remains: rather than “corpse” is an example of euphemism.

· extended metaphor

A metaphor developed at great length, occurring frequently in or throughout a work.  See metaphor.

· figurative language

Writing or speech that is not intended to carry literal meaning and is usually meant to be imaginative and vivid.  See figure of speech.

· figure of speech

A device used to produce figurative language.  Many compare dissimilar things.  Figures of speech include, for example, apostrophe, hyperbole, irony, metaphor, metonymy, oxymoron, paradox, personification, simile, synecdoche, and understatement.

· generic conventions

This term describes traditions for each genre.  These conventions help to define each genre; for example, they differentiate between an essay and journalistic writing or an autobiography and political writing.  On the AP language exam, try to distinguish the unique features of a writer’s work from those dictated by convention.
· genre

The major category into which a literary work fits.  The basic divisions of literature are prose, poetry, and drama.  However, genre is a flexible term; within these broad boundaries exist many subdivisions that are often called genres themselves.  For example, prose can be divided into fiction (novels and short stories) or nonfiction (essays, biographies, autobiographies, etc.).  Poetry can be divided into lyric, dramatic, narrative, epic, etc.   Drama can be divided into tragedy, comedy, melodrama, farce, etc.  On the AP language exam, expect the majority of the passages to be from the following genres:  autobiography, biography, diaries, criticism, essays, and journalistic, political, scientific, and nature writing.

· homily

This term literally means “sermon,” but more informally, it can include any serious talk, speech, or lecture involving moral or spiritual advice.

· hyperbole

A figure of speech using deliberate exaggeration or overstatement.  Hyperboles often have a comic effect; however, a serious effect is also possible.  Often, hyperbole produces irony at the same time.
· imagery

The sensory details or figurative language used to describe, arouse emotion or represent abstractions.  On a physical level, imagery uses terms related to the five senses: we refer to visual, auditory, tactile, gustatory, or olfactory imagery.  On a broader and deeper level, however, one image can represent more than one thing.  For example, a rose may present visual imagery while also representing the color in a woman’s cheeks.  An author, therefore, may use complex imagery while simultaneously employing other figures of speech, especially metaphor and simile.  In addition, this term can apply to the total of all the images in a work on the AP exam; pay attention to how an author creates imagery and also to the effect of that imagery.

· inference / infer

To draw a reasonable conclusion from the information presented when a multiple-choice question asks for an inference to be drawn from a passage, the most direct, most reasonable inference is the safest answer choice.  If an inference is implausible, it is unlikely to be the correct answer.  Note that if the answer choice is directly stated, it is not inferred and is wrong.

· invective

An emotionally violent, verbal denunciation or attack using strong, abusive language.

· irony / ironic

It is contrast between what is stated explicitly and what is really meant. It is the difference between what appears to be and what actually is true.  In general, there are three major types of irony used in language:  (1) In verbal irony, the words literally state the opposite of the writer’s (or speaker’s) true meaning.  (2) In situational irony, events turn out the opposite of what was expected.  What the characters and readers think ought to happen is not what does happen.  (3) In dramatic irony, facts or events are unknown to a character in a play or piece of fiction but known to the reader, audience, or other characters in the work.  irony is used for many reasons, but frequently, it’s used to create poignancy or humor.
· loose sentence

A loose sentence is a type of sentence in which the main idea (independent clause) comes first, followed by dependent grammatical units such as phrase and clauses.  If a period were placed at the end of the independent clause, the clause would be a complete sentence.  A work containing many loose sentences often seems informal, relaxed, and conversational.  See periodic sentence.

· metaphor

A figure of speech using implied comparison of seemingly unlike things or the substitution of one for the other, suggesting some similarity.  Metaphorical language makes writing more vivid, imaginative, thought provoking, and meaningful.  See simile.
· metonymy

A term from the Greek meaning “changed label” or “substitute name,” metonymy is a figure of speech in which the name of one object is substituted for that of another closely associated with it.  A news release that claims “the White House declared” rather than “the President declared” is using metonymy.  This term is unlikely to be used in the multiple-choice section, but you might see examples of metonymy in an essay passage.

· mood

This term has two distinct technical meanings in English writing.  The first meaning is grammatical and deals with verbal unity and a speaker’s attitude.  The indicative mood is used only for factual sentences.  For example, “Joe eats too quickly.”  The subjunctive mood is used for doubtful or conditional attitude.  For example, “If I were you, I’d get another job.”  The imperative mood is used for commands.  For example, “Shut the door!”  The second meaning of mood is literary meaning the prevailing atmosphere or emotional aura of a work.  Setting, tone, and events can affect the mood.  In this usage, mood is similar to tone and atmosphere.

· narrative

The telling of a story or an account of an event or series of events is called narrative writing.

· onomatopoeia

Onomatopoeia is a figure of speech in which natural sounds are imitated in the sounds of words.  Simple examples include such words as buzz, hiss, hum, crack, whinny, and murmur.  This term is not used in the multiple-choice section.  If you identify examples of onomatopoeia in an essay passage, note the effect.
· oxymoron

From the Greek for “pointedly foolish,” an oxymoron is a figure of speech wherein the author groups apparently contradictory terms to suggest a paradox.  Simple examples include “jumbo shrimp” and “cruel kindness.”  This term does not appear in the multiple-choice questions, but there is a slight chance you will see it used by an author in an essay passage or find it useful in your own essay writing.

· paradox

A statement that appears to be self-contradictory or opposed to common sense but upon closer inspection contains some degree of truth or validity.  The first scene of Macbeth, for example, closes with the witches’ cryptic remark “Fair is foul, and foul is fair...”

· parallelism

Also referred to as parallel construction or parallel structure, this term comes from Greek roots meaning “beside one another.”  It refers to the grammatical or rhetorical framing of words, phrases, sentences, or paragraphs to give structural similarity.  This can involve, but is not limited to, repetition of a grammatical element such as a preposition or verbal phrase.  A famous example of parallelism begins Charles Dickens’ novel A Tale of Two Cities:  “It was the best of times, it was the words of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity . . .”  The effects of parallelism are numerous, but frequently they act as an organizing force to attract the reader’s attention, add emphasis and organization, or simply provide a musical rhythm.

· parody

A parody is a work that closely imitates the style or content of another with the specific aim of comic effect and/or ridicule.  As comedy, parody distorts or exaggerates distinctive features of the original.  As ridicule, it mimics the work by repeating and borrowing words, phrases, or characteristics in order to illuminate weaknesses in the original.  Well-written parody offers enlightenment about the original but poorly written parody offers only ineffectual imitation.   Usually an audience must grasp literary allusion and understand the work being parodied in order to fully appreciate the nuances of the newer work.  Occasionally, however, parodies take on a life of their own and don’t require knowledge of the original.

· pedantic

This is an adjective that describes words, phrases, or general tone that is overly scholarly, academic, or bookish.

· periodic sentence

This is a sentence that presents its central meaning in a main clause at the end.  This independent clause is preceded by a phrase or clause that cannot stand alone.  For example:  “Ecstatic with my AP scores, I let out a loud shout of joy!”  The effect of a periodic sentence is to add emphasis and structural variety.  See loose sentence.

· personification

A figure of speech in which the author presents or describes concepts, animals, or inanimate objects by endowing them with human attributes or emotions.  Personification is used to make these abstractions, animals, or objects appear more vivid to the reader.
· point of view

In literature, point of view is the perspective from which a story is told.  There are two general divisions of point of view and many subdivisions within those.  (1) The first person narrator tells the story with the first person pronoun, “I,” and is a character in the story.  This narrator can be the protagonist (the hero or heroine), a participant (a character in a secondary role), or an observer (a character who merely watches the action).  (2) The third person character narrator relates the events with the third person pronouns, “he,” “she,” and “it.”  There are two main subdivisions to be aware of:  omniscient and limited omniscient.  In the “third person omniscient” point of view, the narrator, with godlike knowledge, presents the thoughts and actions of any or all characters.  This all-knowing narrator can reveal what each character feels and thinks at any given moment.  The “third person limited omniscient” point of view, as the name implies, presents the feelings and thoughts of only one character, presenting only the actions of all remaining characters.  This definition applies in questions in the multiple choice section.  However, on the essay portion of the exam, the term “point of view” carries a different meaning.  When you are asked to analyze an author’s point of view, the appropriate point for you to address is the author’s attitude.

· predicate adjective

One type of subject complement -- an adjective, group of adjectives, or adjective clause that follows a linking verb.  It is in the predicate of the sentence, and modifies, or describes, the subject.  For example, in the sentence “My boyfriend is tall, dark, and handsome,” the group of predicate adjectives (“tall, dark, and handsome”) describes “boyfriend.”

· predicate nominative

A second type of subject complement -- a noun, group of nouns, or noun clause that renames the subject.  It, like the predicate adjective, follows a linking verb and is located in the predicate of the sentence.  For example, in the sentence “Abe Lincoln was a man of integrity,” the predicate nominative is “man of integrity,” as it renames Abe Lincoln.  Occasionally, this term or the term predicate adjective appears in a multiple-choice question.
· prose
One of the major divisions of genre, prose refers to fiction and nonfiction, including all its forms, because they are written in ordinary language and most closely resemble everyday speech.  Technically, anything that is not poetry or drama is prose.  Therefore, all passages in the AP language exam are prose.  Of course, prose writers often borrow poetic and dramatic elements.

· repetition
The duplication, either exact or approximate, of any element of language, such as a sound, word, phrase, clause, sentence, or grammatical pattern.  When repetition is poorly done, it bores, but when it is well done, it links and emphasizes ideas while allowing the reader the comfort of recognizing something familiar.

· rhetoric
From the Greek for “orator,” this term describes the principles governing the art of writing effectively, eloquently, and persuasively.

· rhetorical modes
This flexible term describes the variety, the conventions, and the purposes of the major kinds of writing.  The four most common rhetorical modes and their purposes are as follows:  (1) The purpose of exposition (or expository writing) is to explain and analyze information by presenting an idea, relevant evidence, and appropriate discussion.  The AP language exam essay questions are frequently set up as expository topics.  (2) The purpose of argumentation is to prove the validity of an idea, or point of view, by presenting sound reasoning, discussion, and argument that thoroughly convince the reader.  Persuasive writing is a type of argumentation having an additional aim of urging some form of action.  (3) The purpose of description is to re-create, invent, or visually present a person, place, event, or action so that the reader can picture that which is being described.  Sometimes an author engages all five senses in description; good descriptive writing can be sensuous and picturesque.  Descriptive writing may be straightforward and objective or highly emotional and subjective.  (4) The purpose of narration is to tell a story or narrate an event or series of events.  This writing mode frequently uses the tools of descriptive writing.  These four writing modes are sometimes referred to as modes of discourse.

· sarcasm
From the Greek meaning “to tear flesh,” sarcasm involves bitter, caustic language that is meant to hurt or ridicule someone or something.  it may use irony as a device, but not all ironic statements are sarcastic, that is, intending to ridicule.  When well done, sarcasm can be witty and insightful; when poorly done, it’s simply cruel.

· satire
A satire is a work that targets human vices and follies or social institutions and conventions for reform or ridicule.  Regardless of whether or not the work aims to reform humans or their society, satire is best seen as a style of writing rather than a purpose for writing.  It can be recognized by the many devices used effectively by the satirist such as irony, wit, parody, caricature, hyperbole, understatement, and sarcasm.  The effects of satire are varied, depending on the writer’s goal, but good satire, often humorous, is thought provoking and insightful about the human condition.

· semantics
Semantics is the branch of linguistics that studies the meanings of words, their historical and psychological development, their connotations, and their relation to one another.

· style
The consideration of style has two purposes.  (1) An evaluation of the sum of the choices an author makes in blending diction, syntax, figurative language, and other literary devices.  Some authors’ styles are so idiosyncratic that we can quickly recognize works by the same author (or a writer emulating that style).  Compare, for example, Jonathan Swift to George Orwell or William Faulkner to Ernest Hemingway.  We can analyze and describe an author’s personal style and make judgments on how appropriate it is to the author’s purpose.  Styles can be called flowery, explicit, succinct, rambling, bombastic, commonplace, incisive, or laconic, to name only a few examples.  (2)  Classification of authors to a group and comparison of an author to similar authors.  By means of such classification and comparison, one can see how a author’s style reflects and helps to define a historical period, such as the Renaissance or the Victorian period, or a literary movement, such as the romantic, transcendental, or realist movement.

· subject complement
The word (with any accompanying phrases) or clause that follows a linking verb and complements, or completes, the subject of the sentence by either (1) renaming it or (2) describing it.  The former is technically called a predicate nominative; the latter is called a predicate adjective.  

· subordinate clause
Like all clauses, this word group contains both a subject and a verb (plus any accompanying phrases or modifiers), but unlike the independent clause, the subordinate clause cannot stand alone; it does not express a complete thought.  Also called a dependent clause, the subordinate clause depends on a main clause, sometimes called an independent clause, to complete its meaning.  Easily recognized key words and phrases usually begin these clauses -- for example: although, because, unless, if, even though, since, as soon as, while, who, when, where, how, and that.

· syllogism
From the Greek for “reckoning together,” a syllogism (or syllogistic reasoning) is a deductive system of formal logic that presents two premises (the first one called “major” and the second “minor”) that inevitably lead to a sound conclusion.  A frequently cited example proceeds as follows:

major premise:  All men are mortal.  minor premise:  Socrates is a man.  Conclusion:  Therefore, Socrates is mortal.

A syllogism’s conclusion is valid only if each of the two premises is valid.  Syllogisms may also present the specific idea first (“Socrates”) and the general second (“All men”).

· symbol / symbolism
Generally, a symbol is anything that represents or stands for something else.  Usually, a symbol is something concrete -- such as an object, action, character or scene -- that represents something more abstract.  However, symbols and symbolism can be much more complex.  One system classifies symbols in three categories:  (1) Natural symbols use objects and occurrences from nature to represent ideas commonly associated with them (dawn symbolizing hope or a new beginning, a rose symbolizing love, a tree symbolizing knowledge). (2) Conventional symbols are those that have been invested with meaning by a group (religious symbols, such as a cross or Star of David; national symbols, such as a flag or an eagle; or group symbols, such as a skull and crossbones for pirates or the scales of justice for lawyers). (3) Literary symbols are sometimes also conventional in the sense that they are found in a variety of works and are generally recognized.  However, a work’s symbols may be more complicated as is the whale in Moby Dick and the jungle in Heart of Darkness.  On the AP exam, try to determine what abstraction or object is a symbol for and to what it is successful in representing that abstraction. 

· syntax
The way an author chooses to join words into phrases, clauses, and sentences is called syntax.  Syntax is similar to diction, but you can differentiate them by thinking of syntax as the groups of words, while diction refers to the individual words.  In the multiple-choice section of the AP language exam, expect to be asked some questions about how an author manipulates syntax.  In the essay section, you will need to analyze how syntax produces effects.
· theme
The theme is the central idea or message of a work, the insight it offers into life.  Usually, theme is unstated in fictional works, but in nonfiction, the theme may be directly stated, especially in expository or argumentative writing.

· thesis
In expository writing, the thesis statement is the sentence or group of sentences that directly expresses the author’s opinion, purpose, meaning, or proposition.  Expository writing is usually judged by analyzing how accurately, effectively, and thoroughly a writer has proven the thesis.

· tone
Similar to mood, tone describes the author’s attitude toward his or her material, the audience, or both.  Tone is easier o determine in spoken language than in written language.  Considering how a work would sound if it were read aloud can help in identifying an author’s tone.  Some words describing tone are playful, serious, businesslike, sarcastic, humorous, formal, ornate, and somber.

· transition
Transition is defined as a word or phrase that links different ideas.  Used especially, although not exclusively, in expository and argumentative writing, transitions effectively signal a shift from one idea to another.  A few commonly used transitional words or phrases are furthermore, consequently, nevertheless, for example, in addition, likewise, similarly, and on the contrary.

· understatement
The ironic minimizing of fact, understatement presents something as less significant than it is.  The effect can frequently be humorous and emphatic.  Understatement is the opposite of hyperbole.

· wit
In modern usage, intellectually amusing language that surprises and delights is called wit.  A witty statement is humorous, while suggesting the speaker’s verbal power in creating ingenious and perceptive remarks.  Wit usually uses terse language that makes a pointed statement.  Historically, wit originally meant basic understanding.  Its meaning evolved to include speed of understanding, and finally (in the early seventeenth century), it grew to mean quick perception including creative fancy.

Generic AP Scoring Rubric
	9
High Score
97
	Demonstrates significant understanding of passage, style, and essay questions.
Full in analysis; strong evidence
Impressive control of language; articulate diction
Occasional flaw

	8
High Score
93
	Effectively analyzes topic
Makes reference to text
Demonstrates ability to control wide range of elements of effective language
Minor Flaws

	7
Medium-High Score
89
	Provides analogies
Demonstrates mature prose style
Minor lapses in diction and use of sophisticated language.

	6
Medium High Score
85
	Demonstrates understanding of the topic and control of ideas and writing.
Discussion is limited
Less convincing explanation of evidence from text
Lapses in diction and syntax

	5
Medium Score
81
	Analyzes but discussion is inconsistent and uneven; no special insights
Demonstrates unsophisticated ideas; states the obvious
Does not demonstrate through understanding of rhetorical devices
Lapses in diction or syntax; lack of sentence variety.

	4
Medium-Low Score
77
	Inadequate response to prompt
Fails to provide relevant discussion.
Makes assertions without supporting evidence
Immature control of writing

	3
Medium-Low Score
73
	Paraphrases
Less perceptive than a 4
Less consistent than a 4 in controlling elements of writing

	2
Low Score
68
	Minimal understanding of the topic
Little success in analyzing 
Offers vague generalizations
Lacks development and organization
Summarizes passages and lists techniques
Consistent weakness in writing
Consistent grammatical problems

	1
Low Score
50
	Simplistic in discussion
Incorrect assertions
Little or no evidence
No analysis; Little discussion
Weak in control of language; Consistent grammatical problems
Sentence structure in unimaginative

	0
No Score
	Repeats the prompt
Completely off topic


How to Write Good

My several years in the word game have learnt me several rules:

1. Avoid alliteration. Always. 

2. Prepositions are not words to end sentences with. 

3. Avoid clichés like the plague. (They're old hat.) 

4. Employ the vernacular. 

5. Eschew ampersands & abbreviations, etc. 

6. Parenthetical remarks (however relevant) are unnecessary. 

7. It is wrong to ever split an infinitive. 

8. Contractions aren't necessary. 

9. Foreign words and phrases are not apropos. 

10. One should never generalize. 

11. Eliminate quotations. As Ralph Waldo Emerson once said, "I hate quotations. Tell me what you know." 

12. Comparisons are as bad as clichés. 

13. Don't be redundant; don't use more words than necessary; it's highly superfluous. 

14. Profanity sucks. 

15. Be more or less specific. 

16. Understatement is always best. 

17. Exaggeration is a billion times worse than understatement. 

18. One-word sentences? Eliminate. 

19. Analogies in writing are like feathers on a snake. 

20. The passive voice is to be avoided. 

21. Go around the barn at high noon to avoid colloquialisms. 

22. Even if a mixed metaphor sings, it should be derailed. 

23. Who needs rhetorical questions? 

Frank L. Visco is a vice-president and senior copywriter at US Advertising.

AP Language Exam Reminders/Tips

· Strong diction choices = higher scores; use sophisticated vocabulary and sentence structure

· Review your work before turning it in; do NOT stop early—if there is time left, use it!!!

· Your essay score goal is an average of 6

· Omit “the reader” or “the audience”       

· Always use examples for support and clearly connect them back to the thesis

· “The author uses diction....” duh.  A better option:  “The author’s diction conveys his/her…”

· Do not use only ONE example for support

· Do not keep using the same example over and over (Obama or teenage angst)

· No “I think” or “I feel”—be specific and positive!  

· On synthesis essay, do NOT merely summarize the sources.  Use the sources to support YOUR ideas.  Remember to use a MINIMUM of THREE (3) sources.  Don’t plagiarize (even accidentally)

· Save a few minutes to PROOFREAD and make corrections!

· On MC, annotate while reading!!!

· ALWAYS connect strategies to the writer’s purpose.

· Learn how to write a strong qualifying thesis.   Practice!  “Although_________, _______________.

· Time issues—wear a watch and pay attention to the time

· Sophisticated support – history, literature, current events

· Don’t write off topic

· “The article talks about...” or “The author uses…” are WEAK WEAK WEAK

· Write with passion!!  Show sophistication and intelligence.

· Read beyond the surface—if the purpose/point/meaning, etc. seems obvious, you are probably missing the point!!!

· Remember that the first two or three examples that you think of are most likely the same two or three examples that EVERYONE thinks of; be creative and go beyond the obvious/easy route

· Read the multiple choice answer choices from E to A instead of A to E.  You are much more likely to read ALL the answer choices rather than stop when one answer seems reasonable.

· Avoid second person!!!

· Give the readers the What, the How and the WHY!  You must explain WHY the examples work, WHY the strategies have the intended effect, WHY the position you have taken is appropriate, etc.  WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY!!!!!

· For rhetorical strategies essays, no matter how the prompt is worded, you must identify the purpose/characterization/significance, etc. and relate all strategies/examples back to that purpose.  Otherwise, you are merely identifying terms in isolation for no apparent reason.

· For argumentation essays, be sure your position is clear even if it is not directly stated

· Get a good night’s sleep the night before the test but do not go to bed considerably earlier than you normally do—otherwise, you will just stay awake in bed worrying about the test

· Eat a good breakfast before the test, even if you do not normally eat breakfast.  Your brain needs energy in order to work at its best.  Be sure your breakfast has plenty of protein rather than a lot of carbohydrates; for example, eggs and toast or a breakfast taco are better choices than cereal or donuts.  

· Bring plenty of pencils and blue or black ink pens.  The last thing you want to worry about is scrambling to find writing utensils in the middle of the test.

· Bring some gum and water to the test room.   Staying hydrated will keep your brain functioning properly and chewing gum will actually help you stay focused.
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