Hello English IV! Please choose two assignments for this week from the 6 choices listed below. Please email me your completed assignments no later than

Week of April 6-10, 2020
Sabrina Kile

Monday 4/13 at 12 pm. Please feel froe to email me at any time with guestions you may have. | will have office hours, where | am available to reply 1o
emails immediately, on Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday weekly from 1-3 pm. | will email your comments on your assighments as | receive them. You
should not need any materials, other than paper and a pencil. Any worksheets that you choose to do can be done on notebook paper or emailed to me.

Everyone also has the option to pick up
school website). | would encourage you

and turn in assignments in the foyer at the front of Lake Crest (see Mr. Landeck's message on Facebook o the

to continue to work on your research papers! | wantyou to be experts on this before you start college in the fall!

Hang in there and stay home and stay safe! 1 will be emailing you all very soon with details about a future Google Meet! Miss you alll ---Mrs. Kile
Class Choice 1 Choice 2 Choice 3 Choice 4 Choice 5 Choice 6
(Enrichment)
English 1V Submit page 1 | Submit your Submit your Read these _ Z- | Readthe 5 Have a better
of your works cited page | outline for your works and answer | essays from “This | idea? Email me
research for your research research paper. the questions that | | Believe” and for approval.
paper. paper. go with them. write a 1
1. “A Rose for paragraph
Emily reflection on each
2. “The Lady of one and answer
the Tiger” the following
questions:
1.Did you enjoy
the essay?
2.Why do you
think the author
wrote this essay?
3.What can you
learn from this
essay?

4. How can you
relate to this
essay?
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A Rose for Emily

By William Faulkner
1930

When Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town
went to her funeral: the men through a sort of
respectful affection for a fallen monument, the
women mostly out of curiosity to see the inside of
her house, which no one save an old man-servant
— a combined gardener and cock — had seen in
at least ten years.

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once
been white, decorated with cupolas and spires
and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome
style of the seventies, set on what had once been
our most select street. But garages and cotton
gins had encroached and obliterated even the
august names of that neighborhoad; only Miss :
Emily’s house was left, lifting Its stubborn and "Exterfor” by Alysan Rurt s licensed under €€ BY-NC 2.0,
coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and

the gasoline pumps — an eyesore among eyesores. And now Miss Emily had gone to join the
Jepresentatives of those august names where they lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the
ranked and anonymous graves of Union and Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson.

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary obligation upon the town
dating from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor — he who fathered the edict that no
Negro woman should appear on the streets without an apron — remitted her taxes, the dispensation
dating from the death of her father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted
charity. Colonei Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily’s father had loaned
money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, preferred this way of repaying. Only a
man of Colonel Sartoris’ generation and thought could have invented it, and only a woman could have
believed it.
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When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and aldermen,’ this
arrangement created some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax notice.
February came, and there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking her to call at the sheriff's
office at her convenience. A week later the mayor wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car
for her, and received in reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, tn a thin, flowing calligraphy in faded
ink, to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax notice was also enclosed, without comment,

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen, A deputation waited upon her, knocked at the
door through which no visitor had passed since she ceased giving china-painting lessons eight or ten
years earlier, They were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from which a stairway mounted into
still more shadow, It smelled of dust and disuse — a close, dank smell. The Negro led them into the
parlor, It was furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened the blinds of one
window, they could see that the leather was cracked; and when they sat down, a faint dust rose
sluggishly about their thighs, spinning with slow motes in the single sun-ray. On a tarnished gilt easel

before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss Emily’s father,

They rose when she entered — a small, fat woman in black, with a thin gold chain descending to her

Wais_t and vanishing into her belt, leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her skeleton
was small and spare; perhaps that was why what would have been merely plumpness in another was
obesity in her, She looked bloated, like a body long submerged in motionless water, and of that pallid
'hue_; Her eyes, [ost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked like two small pieces of coal pressed into a

lump of dough as they moved from one face to another while the visitors stated their errand.

She did not éék them to sit. She just _stood in the door and listened quietly until the spokesman came
to a stumbling halt. Then they could hear the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold chain.

Her voice was dry and cold. “l have no téié_es in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris explained it to me. Perhaps
one of you can gain access to the city records and satisfy yourselves.”

‘;Bu_t We have, We are the city’authorities,' Miss Emily. Didn't you get a notice from the sheriff, signed by

“| received a paper, yes,” Miss Emily said. "Perhaps he considers himself the sheriff... | have no taxes in
Jefferson.”

“But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see we must go by the —
“See Colonel Sartoris, | have no taxes in Jefferson.”
"But, Miss Emily —*

“See Colonel Sartoris.” (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.) “I have no taxes in Jefferson.
Tobe!” The Negro appeared. “Show these gentlemen out.”

1. An alderman is a member of a city legislative body; a magistrate.
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So she vanguished them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished their fathers thirty years before
about the smeil. That was two years after her father's death and a short time after her sweetheart —
the one we believed would marry her — had deserted her. After her father's death she went out very
little; after her sweetheart went away, people hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity
to call, but were not received, and the only sign of life about the place was the Negro man — a young
man then — going in and out with a market basket.

“Just as if a man — any man — could keep a kitchen properly, “the ladies said; so they were not
surprised when the smell developed. It was another link between the gross, teeming world and the
high and mighty Griersons.

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty years old.
“But what will you have me do about it, madam?” he said.
"Why, send her word to stop It,” the woman said. “Isn't there a law?"

“I'm sure that won't be necessary,” Judge Stevens said. “It's probably just a snake or a rat that nigger® of
hers killed in the yard. Il speak to him about it.”

The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who came in diffident deprecation.
“We really must do something about it, Judge. I'd be the last one in the world to bother Miss Emily, but
we've got to do something.” That night the Board of Aldermen met — three graybeards and one
younger man, a member of the rising generation.

“It's simple enough,” he said. "Send her word to have her place cleaned up. Give her a certain time to
do itin, and if she don't...”

"Dammit, sit,” Judge Stevens said, “will you accuse a lady to her face of smelling bad?”

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily's lawn and slunk about the house like
burglars, sniffing along the base of the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one of them
performed a regular sowing motion with his hand out of a sack slung from his shoulder. They broke
open the cellar door and sprinkled lime there, and in all the outbuildings. As they recrossed the lawn, a
window that had been dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind her, and her upright
torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept quietly acrgss the lawn and into the shadow of the
locusts that lined the street. After a week or two the smell went away.

2. aracial slur and offensive term towards African Americans
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[25] That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her, People in our town, remembering how

[30]

old lady Wyatt, her great-aunt, had gone completely crazy at last, believed that the Griersons held
themselves a little too high for what they really were. None of the young men were quite good enough
for Miss Emily and such. We had long thought of them as a tableau, Miss Emily a slender figure in white
in the background, her father a spraddled silhouette in the foreground, his back to her and clutching a
horsewhip, the two of them framed by the back-flung front door. So when she got to be thirty and was
still single, we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated; even with insanity in the family she wouldn't
have turned down all of her chances if they had really materialized.

4
When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was left to her; and in a way, people were
glad. At last they could pity Miss Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had become humanized.
Now she too would know the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more or less.

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and offer condolence and aid, as is
our custom Miss Emily met them at the door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on her face.
She told them that her father was not dead. She did that for three days, with the ministers calling on
her, and the doctors, trying to persuade her to let them dispose of the body, Just as they were about to
resort to law and force, she broke down, and they buried her father quickly,

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. We remembered all the young men
her father had driven away, and we knew that with nothing left, she would have to cling to that which

‘had robbed her, as peaple will.

She was sick for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short, making her look like a girl,
with a vague resemblance to those angels in colored church windows — sort of tragic and serene.

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in the summer after her father's
death they began the work. The construction company came with niggers and mules and machinery,
and a foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee — a big, dark, ready man, with a big voice and eyes
lighter than his face. The little boys would follow in groups to hear him cuss the niggers, and the
niggers singing in time to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in town. Whenever
you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the square, Homer Barron would be in the center of the
group. Presently we began to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday afternoons driving in the yellow-
wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the livery stable,

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the ladies all said, “Of course a
Grierson would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer.” But there were still others, older
people, who said that even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse oblige® — without
calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, “Paor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come to her.” She had some
kin In Alabama; but years ago her father had fallen out with them over the estate of old lady Wyatt, the
crazy woman, and there was no communication between the two families. They had not even been
represented at the funeral.

3. "Noblesse oblige" refers to the assumed okligation of honorable, generous, and responsible behavior for those of
high rank or birth.
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And as soon as the old people said, “Poor Emily,” the whispering began, “Do you suppose it's really so?"
they said to one another. “Of course it is. What else could...” This behind their hands; rustling of craned

silk and satin behind jalousies4 closed upon the sun of Sunday afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-
clop of the matched team passed: “Poor Emily.”

She carried her head high enough — even when we believed that she was fallen. It was as if she
demanded more than ever the recognition of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had wanted that
touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness. Like when she bought the rat poison, the arsenic.
That was over a year after they had begun to say “Poor Emily,” and while the two female cousins were
visiting her.

"I want some poison,” she said to the druggist. She was over thirty then, still a slight woman, though
thinner than usual, with cold, haughty biack eyes in a face the flesh of which was strained across the
temples and about the eyesockets as you imagine a lighthouse-keeper's face ought to lock. "l want
some poison,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I'd recom — "

“I want the best you have. | don't care what kind.”

The druggist named several. “They'll kill anything up to an elephant. But what you want is — "
“Arsenic,” Miss Emily said. “Is that a good one?”

“Is... arsenic? Yes, ma'am. But what you want — "

“l want arsenic.”

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face like a strained flag. “Why, of
course,” the druggist said. “If that's what you want. But the faw requires you to tell what you are going
to use it for.”

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look him eye for eye, until he looked
away and went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought her the
package; the druggist didn't come back. When she opened the package at home there was written on
the box, under the skull and bones: “For rats.”

IV

So the next day we all said, “She will kill herself”; and we said it would be the best thing. When she had
first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, “She will marry him.” Then we said, “She will
persuade him yet,” because Homer himself had remarked — he liked men, and it was known that he
drank with the younger men in the Elks' Club — that he was not a marrying man, Later we said, “Poor
Emily” behind the jalousies as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the glittering buggy, Miss Emily with
her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked and a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow
glove.

4, "Jalou5|es" refers to blinds with adjustable horlzontal slats for admlttlng ||ght and air.
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Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a bad example to the
young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist ministar —
Miss Emily’s people were Episcopal — to call upon her. He would never divulge what happened during
that interview, but he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they again drove about the streets,
and the following day the minister's wife wrote to Miss Emily’s relations in Alabama.

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch developments. At first nothing
happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss Emily had been to
the jeweler's and ordered a man'’s toilet set in silver, with the letters H. B. on each piece. Two days later
we learned that she had bought a complete outfit of men’s clothing, including a nightshirt, and we said,
"They are married.” We were really glad. We were glad because the two female cousins were even
more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been.

50 we were not surprised when Homer Barron — the streets had been finished some time since — was
gone, We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we believed that he
had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily's coming, or to give her a chance to get rid of the cousins, {By
that time it was a cabal,5 and we were all Miss Emily’s allies to help circumvent the cousins.) Sure
enough, after another week they departed. And, as we had expected all along, within three days
Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk
one evening.

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time. The Negro man went
in and out with the market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and then we would see
her at a window for a moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled the lime, but for almost
six months she did not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this was to be expected too; as if that
quality of her father which had thwarted her woman's life so many times had been too virulent and too
furious to die.

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was turning gray. During the next few
years it grew grayer and grayer until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it ceased
turning. Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an
active man.

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or seven years, when she
was about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio in one of the
downstairs rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris’ contemporaries were
sent to her with the same regularity and in the same spirit that they were sent to church on Sundays
with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collection plate. Meanwhile her taxes had been remitted.

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the painting pupils
grew up and fell away and did not send thelir children to her with boxes of color and tedious brushes
and pictures cut from the ladies’ magazines. The front door closed upon the last one and remained
closed for good. When the town got free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone refused to let them fasten
the metal numbers above her door and attach a mailbox to it. She would not listen to them.

5. Cabal {noun} a club or group; a group secretly united by a plot
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Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped, going in and out with the
market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would be returned by the post office a
week later, unclaimed. Now and then we would see her in one of the downstairs windows — she had
evidently shut up the top floor of the house — like the carven torso of an Idol in a niche, looking or not
looking at us, we could never tell which. Thus she passed from generation to generation — dear,
inescapable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse.

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering Negro man to
wait on her. We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given up trying to get any
information from the Negro. He talked to no one, probably not even to her, for his voice had grown
harsh and rusty, as if from disuse.

She died In one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain, her gray head propped
on a pillow yellow and moldy with age and lack of sunlight.

Vv

The Negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed, sibilant®
voices and their quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He walked right through the house
and out the back and was not seen again.

[55] The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with the town coming
to look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing
profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre;” and the very old men — some in their
brushed Confederate uniforms — on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a
contemporary of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing
time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a diminishing road
but, instead, a huge meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now by the
narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years.

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had seen in forty
years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground
before they opened it.

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall
as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon
the valance curtains of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon
the delicate array of crystal and the man'’s toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished
that the monogram was obscured. Amaong them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been removed,
which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully
folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks.

The man himself lay in the bed.

6. Sibilant (adjective): characterized by hissing; (of a speech sound) sounded with a hissing effect, for example s, sh.
7. Macabre (adjective); having death as a subject; morbid, dwelling on the gruesome
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For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin. The body had
apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, that
conquers even the grimace of love, had cuckolded® him. What was left of him, rotted beneath what was
left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon
the pillow beside him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust.

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us lifted something
from it, and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long

strand of iron-gray hair.

“A Rose for Emily”, © 1930, The Literary Estute of William Foulkner, Lee Capfin, Executor. Reprinted with permission, off rights reserved.

8. Cuckold (verb): to make a cuckold: the husband of an unfaithful wife/adulteress
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Directions: For the following questions, choose the best answer or respond in complete sentences.

1. Which of the following best identifies two major themes of the text? [RL.2]
A.  Tradition and loyalty
B. Betrayal and revenge
o Heartbreak and mourning
D Loss and isolation

2. PART A: What does the term "august” most closely mean as it is used in paragraph 27 [RL.4]
A Figuratively referring to the end of summer {i.e. declining, end of an era)
B Low class or status
C.  Respected or higher status
D Figuratively referring to Augustus, the first Roman emperor

3. PART B: Which of the following quotes best supports the answer to Part A? [RL.1]
A, "most select street”
B.  “garages and cotton gins had encroached”
C.  "aneyesore among eyesoras”
D.  ‘“ranked and anonymous graves of Union and Confederate soldiers”

4, PART A: Citing evidence, summarize the relationship between Emily and the town. [RL.3]
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PART B: How does the change or gap between generations complicate this [RL.3]
relationship?

How does the structural timeline of the passage help create suspense? [RL.5]

A,

The timeline of the story continues working backwards to trace the sources of
Emily’s eccentricity.

B.  The timeline begins and ends with Emily’s death, recalling memories of Emily
and her strange shuttered life, thus building suspense towards the big reveal of
Emily's home.

€. The timeline recalls various instances of tragedy in Emily’s life in no particular
order, evoking pity when the ultimate tragedy is discovered in the conclusion.

D.  The timeline jumps around, noting Instances of Emily's eccentricity in order of
least to most ominous and therefore building towards the grotesque conclusion.

Which of the following images best serves as foreshadowing in the passage? [RL.3]

A, The strand of hair

B The smell coming from Emily’s home

C.  Thedustin Emily's home

D the rat poison |

How does the author's cultural background (i.e. Southern, early twentieth century) [RL.6]
inform the narrator's point of view and the overall text?

10
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The Lady or the Tiger

By Frank R. Stockton

In the very olden time there lived a semi-barbaric
king, whose ideas, though somewhat polished
and sharpened by the progressiveness of distant
Latin' neighbors, were still large, florid,” and
untrammeled,® as became the half of him which
was barbaric. He was a man of exuberant? fancy,
and, withal, of an authority so irresistible that, at
his will, he turned his varied fancles into facts, He
was greatly given to self-communing, and, when
he and himself agreed upon anything, the thing
was done. When every member of his domestic
and political systems moved smoothly in its = =
appointed course, his nature was bland and “Martyr in the Circus Areng” by Fyodor Bronnikov is in the public
., R R domain,
genial; but, whenever there was a little hitch, and
some of his orbs got out of their orbits, he was blander and more genial still, for nothing pleased him
so much as to make the crocked straight and crush down uneven places.

Among the borrowed notions by which his barbarism had become semified was that of the public
arena, in which, by exhibitions of manly and beastly valor, the minds of his subjects were refined and
cultured.

But even here the exuberant and barbaric fancy asserted itself. The arena of the king was built, not to
give the people an opportunity of hearing the rhapsodies of dying gladiators, nor to enable them to
view the inevitable conclusion of a conflict between religious opinions and humgryjaws,5 but for
purposes far better adapted to widen and develop the mental energies of the people. This vast
amphitheater, with its encircling galleries, its mysterious vaults, and its unseen passages, was an agent
of poetic justice, in which crime was punished, or virtue rewarded, by the decrees of an impartial and
incorruptible chance.

"Latin" in this context mastly likely refers to Roman citizens and thelr empire
Florid (adjective): showy or excessively ornate
unrestricted
Exuberant {adjective): existing int large amounts
This is a reference to the execution of religious minorities in colosseums in the Roman Empire; the persecuted were
trapped in the arena and fed to lions.

Vs N =
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When a subject was accused of a crime of sufficient Importance to interest the king, public notice was
given that on an appointed day the fate of the accused person would be decided in the king’s arena, a
structure which well-deserved its name, for, although its form and plan were borrowed from afar, its
purpose emanated solely from the brain of this man, who, every barleycorn a king, knew no tradition
to which he owed more allegiance than pleased his fancy, and who ingrafted on every adopted form of
human thought and action the rich growth of his barbaric idealism.®

When all the peopie had assembled in the galleries, and the king, surrounded by his court, sat high up
on his throne of royal state on one side of the arena, he gave a signal, a door beneath him opened, and
the accused subject stepped out into the amphitheater. Directly oppasite him, on the other side of the
enclosed space, were two doors, exactly alike and side by side. It was the duty and the privilege of the
person on trial to walk directly to these doors and open one of them. He could open either door he
pleased; he was subject to no guidance or influence but that of the aforementioned impartial and
incarruptible chance. if he opened the one, there came out of it a hungry tiger, the fiercest and most

. Cruel that could be procured which |mmed1ately sprang upon him and tore him to pieces as a
punlshment for his guilt. The moment that the case of the criminal was thus decided, doleful iron bells

were clanged, great wails went up from the hired mourners posted on the outer rim of the arena, and
the vast audience, withbowed heads and downcast hearts, wended slowly their homeward way,
mournmg greatly that one so young and fair, or so old and respected, should have merited so dire a
fate.-. :

But, if the accused person opened the other door, there came forth from it a lady, the most suitable to
his years and station that his majesty could select among his fair subjects, and to this lady he was
immediately married, as a reward of his innocence. It mattered not that he might already possess a
wife and family, or that his affections might be engaged upon an object of his own selection; the king
allowed no such subordinate arrangements to interfere with his great scheme of retribution and
reward. The exercises, as in the other instance, took place immediately, and in the arena. Another door
opened beneath the king, and a priest, followed by a band of choristers, and dancing maidens blowing
joyous airs on golden horns and treadmg an epithalamic’ measure, advanced to where the pair stood,
side by side, and the wedding was promptly and cheerily solemnized. Then the gay brass bells rang
forth their merry peals, the people shouted glad hurrahs, and the innocent man, preceded by children
strewing flowers on his path, led his bride to his home.

This was the king's semi-barbaric method of administering justice. Its perfect falrness is obvious. The
criminal could not know out of which door would come the lady; he opened either he pleased, without
having the slightest idea whether, In the next instant, he was to be devoured or married. On some
occasions the tiger came out of one door, and on some out of the other. The decisions of this tribunal
were not only fair, they were positively determinate: the accused person was instantly punished if he
found himself guilty, and, if iInnocent, he was rewarded on the spot, whether he liked it or not. There
was no escape from the judgments of the king's arena.

The institution was a very popular one, When the people gathered together on one of the great trial
days, they never knew whether they were to witness a bloody slaughter or a hilarious wedding, This
element of uncertainty lent an interest to the occasion which it could not otherwise have attained.
Thus, the masses were entertained and pleased, and the thinking part of the community could bring
no charge of unfairness against this plan, for did not the accused person have the whole matter in his
own hands?

6. the practice of forming or pursuing ideals, especially unrealistically
7. describing a poem ar song written to celebrate a marriage
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This semi-barbaric king had a daughter as blooming as his most florid fancies, and with a soul as
fervent and imperious8 as his own. As is usual in such cases, she was the apple of his eye, and was
loved by him above all humanity. Among his courtiers was a young man of that fineness of blood and
lowness of station common to the conventional heroes of romance who love royal maidens. This royal
maiden was well satisfied with her lover, for he was handsome and brave to a degree unsurpassed In
all this kingdom, and she loved him with an ardor that had enough of barbarism in it to make it
exceedingly warm and strong. This love affair moved on happily for many months, until one day the
king happened to discover its existence. He did not hesitate nor waver in regard to his duty in the
premises. The youth was immediately cast into prison, and a day was appointed for his trial in the
king's arena. This, of course, was an especially important occasion, and his majesty, as well as all the
people, was greatly interested in the workings and development of this trial. Never before had such a
case occurred; never before had a subject dared to love the daughter of the king. In after years such
things became commonplace enough, but then they were in no slight degree novel and startling,

The tiger-cages of the kingdom were searched for the most savage and relentless beasts, from which
the fiercest monster might be selected for the arena; and the ranks of maiden youth and beauty
throughout the land were carefully surveyed by competent judges in order that the young man might
have a fitting bride In case fate did not determine for him a different destiny. Of course, everybody
knew that the deed with which the accused was charged had been done. He had loved the princess, -
and neither he, she, nor any one else, thought of denying the fact; but the king would not think of
allowing any fact of this kind to interfere with the workings of the tribunal, in which he took such great
delight and satisfaction. No matter how the affair turned out, the youth would be disposed of, and the
king would take an aesthetic’ pleasure in watching the course of events, which would determine
whether or not the young man had dene wrong in allowing himself to love the princess.

The appointed day arrived. From far and near the people gathered, and thronged the great galleries of
the arena, and crowds, unable to gain admittance, massed themselves against its outside walls. The
king and his court were in their places, opposite the twin doors, those fateful portals, so terrible in their
similarity.

All was ready. The signal was given. A door beneath the royal party opened, and the tover of the
princess walked into the arena. Tall, beautiful, fair, his appearance was greeted with a low hum of
admiration and anxiety. Half the audience had not known so grand a youth had lived among them. No
wonder the princess loved him! What a terrible thing for him to be there!

8. Imperious (adjective): befitting or characteristic of one of rank, rule, or command
9. Aesthetic {adjective): related to beauty or the appreciation of beauty
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As the youth advanced into the arena he turned, as the custom was, to bow to the king, but he did not
think at all of that royal personage. His eyes were fixed upon the princess, who sat to the right of her
father, Had it not been for the moiety10 of barbarism in her nature it is probable that lady would not
have been there, but her intense and fervid'' soul would not allow her to be absent on an occasion in
which she was so terribly interested, From the moment that the decree had gone forth that her lover
should decide his fate in the king's arena, she had thought of nothing, night or day, but this great event
and the various subjects connected with it. Possessed of more power, influence, and force of character
than any one who had ever before been interested in such a case, she had done what no other person
had done — she had possessed herself of the secret of the doors, She knew in which of the two rooms,
that lay behind those doors, stood the cage of the tiger, with its open front, and in which waited the
lady. Through these thick doors, heavily curtained with skins on the inside, it was impossible that any
noise or suggestion should come from within to the person who should approach to raise the latch of
one of them. But gold, and the power of a woman's will, had brought the secret to the princess,

And not only did she know in which room stood the lady ready to emerge, all blushing and radiant,
should her door be opened, but she knew who the lady was. It was one of the fairest and loveliest of
the damsels of the court who had been selected as the reward of the accused youth, should he be
proved innocent of the crime of aspiring to one so far above him; and the princess hated her. Often
had she seen, or imagined that she had seen, this fair creature throwing glances of admiration upon
the person of her lover, and sometimes she thought these glances were percelved, and even returned.
Now and then she had seen them talking together; it was but for a moment or two, but much can be
said in a brief space; it may have been on most unimportant topics, but how could she know that? The
girl was lovely, but she had dared to raise her eyes to the loved one of the princess; and, with all the
intensity of the savage blood transmitted to her through long lines of wholly barbaric ancestors, she
hated the woman who blushed and trembled behind that silent door.

When her lover turned and looked at her, and his eye met hers as she sat there, paler and whiter than
any one in the vast ocean of anxious faces about her, he saw, by that power of quick perception which
is given to those whose souls are one, that she knew behind which door crouched the tiger, and
behind which stood the lady. He had expected her to know it. He understood her nature, and his soul
was assured that she would never rest until she had made plain to herself this thing, hidden to all
other lookers-on, even to the king. The only hope for the youth in which there was any element of
certainty was based upon the success of the princess in discovering this mystery; and the moment he
looked upon her, he saw she had succeeded, as in his soul he knew she would succeed.

Then it was that his quick and anxious glance asked the question: “Which?” It was as plain to her as if
he shouted it from where he stood. There was not an instant to be lost. The question was asked in a
flash; it must be answered in ancther.

Her right arm lay on the cushioned parape’c"2 before her. She raised her hand, and made a slight, quick
movement toward the right. No one but her lover saw her. Every eye but his was fixed on the man in
the arena.

He turned, and with a firm and rapid step he walked across the empty space. Every heart stopped
beating, every breath was held, every eye was fixed immovably upon that man. Without the slightest
hesitation, he went to the door on the right, and opened it.

10.  a part or half of something
11.  Fervid (adjective): marked by intensity of feeling or passion
12. A parapetis a low protective wall along the edge of a roof, bridge, or balcony.
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Now, the point of the story is this: Did the tiger come out of that door, or did the lady?

The more we reflect upon this guestion, the harder it is to answer. It involves a study of the human
heart which leads us through devious mazes of passion, out of which it is difficult to find our way.
Think of it, fair reader, not as if the decision of the question depended upon yourself, but upon that
hot-blooded, semi-barbaric princess, her soul at a white heat beneath the combined fires of despair
and jealousy. She had lost him, but who should have him?

How often, in her waking hours and in her dreams, had she started in wild horror, and covered her
face with her hands as she thought of her lover opening the door on the other side of which waited the
cruel fangs of the tiger!

But how much oftener had she seen him at the other door! How in her grievous reveries had she
gnashed her teeth, and torn her hair, when she saw his start of ra|o1:urou513 delight as he opened the
door of the lady! How her soul had burned in agony when she had seen him rush to meet that woman,
with her flushing cheek and sparkling eye of triumph; when she had seen him lead her forth, his whole
frame kindled with the joy of recovered life; when she had heard the glad shouts from the multitude,
and the wild ringing of the happy bells; when she had seen the priest, with his joyous followers,
advance to the couple, and make them man and wife before her very eyes; and when she had seen
them walk away together upon their path of flowers, followed by the tremendous shouts of the
hilarious multitude, in which her one despairing shriek was lost and drowned!

Would it not be better for him to die at once, and go to wait for her in the blessed regions of semi-
barbaric futurity?

And yet, that awful tiger, those shrieks, that blood!

Her decision had been indicated in an instant, but it had been made after days and nights of anguished
deliberation. She had known she would be asked, she had decided what she would answer, and,
without the slightest hesitation, she had moved her hand to the right,

The question of her decision is one not to be lightly considered, and it is not for me to presume to set

myself up as the one person able to answer it. And so | leave it with all of you: Which came out of the
opened door — the lady, or the tiger?

“The Lady or the Tiger” by Frank R, Stockton (1884} is in the public domain,

13. Rapturous (adjective}: characterized by, feeling, or expressing great pleasure or enthusiasm
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Text-Dependent Questions

Directions: For the following questions, choose the best answer or respond in complete sentences.

1. PART A: Which TWO of the following best describe the major themes of the short story?

mmUnNnm >

The human heart is difficult to predict.

Tough decisions bring out the worst in people.

Chance can play a big part in people's fates,

Civilized justice does not mix well with barbarism.

A good relationship requires putting faith in the those we love.
Everyone is innocent until proven guilty.

. 2, PART B: Which TWO of the following quotes best supports the answer to Part A?

A,

B.

C.

“Among the borrowed notions by which his barbarism had become semified
was that of the public arena” (Paragraph 2)

“This vast ampbhitheater... in which crime was punished, or virtue rewarded, by
the decrees of an impartial and incorruptible chance.” (Paragraph 4)

“the accused person was instantly punished if he found himself guilty, and, if
innocent, he was rewarded on the spot” (Paragraph 7)

“Me turned, and with a firm and rapid step he walked across the empty space...
Without the slightest hesitation, he went to the door on the right, and opened
it.” (Paragraph 18) :

“The more we reflect upon this question, the harder it'is to answer. It involves a
study of the human heart which leads us through devious mazes of passion”
(Paragraph 20)

"Would it not be better for him to die at once, and go to wait for her in the
blessed regions of semi-barbaric futurity?” (Paragraph 23)

3. PART A: What does the phrase “grievous reveries” mean as used in paragraph 227

>

B
C.
D

painful and imagined situations
optimistic daydreams and outcomes
passionate prayers for guidance
moments of guilt and regret

4, PART B: Which of the following quotes from paragraph 22 best support the answer to Part

A?

Cnw>

“she gnashed her teeth, and torn her hair”

“his start of rapturous delight as he opened the door of the lady”
“his whole frame kindled with the joy of recovered life”

“when she had seen the priest, with his joyous followers”
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5. How does the author’s choice of conclusion impact the meaning of the overall story?
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%mﬁmﬁ?ﬁ:% All the Boys ,

Ervia BavuTista

I BELIEVE THAT EVERYONE DESERVES moﬁwnm on ﬁrﬂn mamﬂw.

dﬁﬂmﬂ I go to the cemetery to visit my brother, i it makes
me sad \8 see graves—ijust the cold stones—and no mo&ﬁm
on &55

meuw look lonely, like novo&q loves them. I believe this
is the worst thing in the world—that loneliness. No one to |
visit you and brush off the dust: from your name and cover
you with color. A wmm%m without any flowers looks like the
person has been forgotten. And then ﬁ&pﬁ was.the Huoubn of
éven living—to be monownwwu

Almost every day my brother’s grave ?mm mospw&.nbm new

16

Ervia BauTtisTa

on it: flowers from me, or candles from the Dollar Store, or
an image of the Virgin Maria, or mroﬁ glasses. There’s even
some little Homies, these liecle toys that look like gangsters.
Once my brother’s homies even put a bunch of mari-
juana on there for him—1 think my mother took it away. I
think she also took away nra blue rag someone mcﬂ &Eﬁ for .
him one day. _ . .
Sometimes, when I bring flowets, I fix the mo%mnm on the

. - graves around my brothers grave. Some of the headstones

have birthdates near my brother’s; they are young, too. But
many of them, if they have any little ﬁo.ﬁ or things on them,
those are red.

All around my vﬂoﬁrmu are boys who grew aw to like red,
making them the enemies of my brother. My brother was
sixteen when he was shot by someone who liked red, who
killed him because he liked blue. And when I go to the
nﬁﬁmﬂm&w I put flowets on the graves of the muo%m who En&
red, too,

Sometimes I go to the ntmm,mQ, with one of ‘Q.%.Hummﬁ

friends, who had & crush on a boy who liked red who was

killed at eighteen by someone who. liked blue. And we will
go together and bring a big bunch of flowers, enough for
both of these boys whose families are mnnnm.ﬁ% even from the
same state in Mezxico. | .

There is no one but me and a few of myy friends who go

N
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to both graves. Some people think it’s a bad idea. Some peo-

ple think it’s heroic.

1 think theyte both being silly. I don't go to try to disre-
spect some special rules or stop any kind of war. I go
because 1 believe that no matter where you came from or
what you believed in, when you die, you want flowers on %ocw
grave and people who visit you and remember you that way.

T'm not any kind of traitor or any kind of hero. I am the
sister of Rogelio Bautista, and I say his name so you will hear
it and be one more person who remembers him. I want every-
one to remember all the boys, red and blue, in my nmﬂ_bmnmaw

When we remember, we put flowers on their graves.

Eivia BaUTIST, twenty-two, lives in Santa Rosa, California, where
she works as a caregiver for the elderly and mensally handicapped. Bautista
stayed after ber brother’s murder even though the rest of ber family maved
away. A ?wﬂu. school dropout, Bantista now speaks to young people about
the dangers of gang life.
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Leaving Identity H&.@&, to Other Folks

Payriis ALLEN

STANDING IN THE RAIN WATTING HO_ Go up the steps to the
balcony of the Grand ,H.rnmﬁmﬁ.H gripped Mama’s hand and

watched the little blond kids enter the lobby downstairs. It

was the fifties, I was “colored,” and this is what I believed:
My place was.in, the balcony of the downtown theater, the
back of the bus, and the back steps of ﬁr.m White Dove
Barbectie Emporitm. When I asked Mama why this was so,
she smiled and said, “Baby, people do what they do. What
you got to do is be the best that you can be.”

We got our first television in the stxties, and it _unocmwﬁ

into my living room the German shepherds, snapping at a

o/t

Puvyriris Arrenw

young gitl’s heels. It showed children just like me going to
school passing mﬁo:mr throngs of screaming, angry folks,
chanting words I wasn't allowed to say. I could no Jonger be
“colored” We were Negroes now, marching in the streets
for our freedom—at least, that’s what the preacher said. I
believed that even though I was scared, I had to be brave and
stand up for my rights.

In the seventies: Beat-up jeans, hair like a nappy halo,

- and my clenched fist raised, I stood on the downtown street

shouting. Angry young black men in sleek black leather
jackets and berets had sent out a call from the distant shores
of Qakland, California. No more nonviolence or standing
on the front ines quietly while we were being beaten. Sumple
courtesies like “please” and “thank you” were over. It was

official; Huey, H, Rap, and Eldridge said so. I believed in

 being black and angry.

By the eighdies, fertlity gods lined the. walls and
crammed the display cases of all my friends” houses. People
who'd never been closer to Africa than a Tarzan movie were

speaking broken Swahili. The. eighties made us hyphenated:

“African-American”” Swaddled in mHmvonﬁ&% woven cos-

tumes of flowing design, _uim,rn colors, and rich gold, I was

. a pseudo-African, who'd never seen Africa. “It’s your her-

Hﬁmmm. is what everybody said. Zosw I believed in the elusive

“promise of the Motherland.

1I
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In the nineties, T was 2 woman whose skin happened;
be brown, chasing the American dream. Everybody said thy
the dream culminated in stuff, I believed in spending d:

. shopping. Debr? I didn't care about no stinkir’ debr. Ttiw

the nineties. My 401(k) was in the mid-six mmﬁm% ang
believed in American Express. Then came the crash,
American Express didn't believe in me neatly as much-a
believed in it

Zoﬁ it’s a brand-new tmillennium, and the vmwm-vmu
video generation ain't about me. Everything changed whe
turned fifty. Along with the wrinkles, softened muscles
weak eyesight came the confidence that allows me to sti
a very small list of beliefs. I'll leave those identity iss
to other folks. I believe that I'm free to.be whoever I <h

| to be. I believe in being a good m.uwbm lover, and pare

that T can have moo& friends, lovers, and children. T belie

vmﬁm a woman-—ithe best that I can be, like my mama

wum.mEm ALLEN bas sold mmoé Hua.m& advertising %2. fifieen years

%ma& about bal if | ber Sos_cse bours in her car covering territory aroun
' Dallas and Fort S\oﬁp Texcas. She composed ber essay in her car and pr
" ticed reading it aloud in the phone company’s wiility closet. When

retires, she hopes to pursue ber first passion, writing.
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How Is It Nuoaﬁ.zm to Believe in God?

Wirriam E. BuckLEy, JR.

I'VE ALWAYS LIKED THE EXCHANGE FEATURING the .sﬂ&m&
young Darwinian at the end of the nineteenth century. He
said grandly to the elderdy scholar, “How is it possible to
believe in God?” The imperishable answer was, “I find it
easier to believe in God than to believe that Hamlet was
deduced from the molecular structure of a mutton chop.”
That thetorical bullet has everything—wit and profun-
dity. It has more than once reminded me that skepticism about
life and nature is most often expressed by those who take it
for granted that belief is an indulgence of the superstitious—

3
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Wictiiam F. Bucxirey, Jw.

indeed their opiate, to quote a historical cosmologist most
profoundly dead. Granted, thar to ook up at the stars comes
close to compelling disbeliefF—how can such a chance arrange-
ment be other than an elaboration—near infinite—of nat-
ural impulses? Yes, on the other hand, who is to say that

the arrangement of the stars is more easily traceable to

- nature, than to nature’s molder? What is the greater miracle:

the raising of the dead man in Lazarus, or the mere exis-
tence of the man who died and the witnesses who swore to
his revival?

_The skeptics get away with fixing the odds against the
believer, mostly by pointing to phenomena which are only
explainable—you see’—by the belief that there was a cause
for them, always deducible. But how can one deduce the
cause of Hamlet? Or of St. Matthew’s Passion? What is the cause
of inspiration?

This T believe: that it is intellectually easier to credit a
divine intelligence than to submit dumbly to felicitous con-
geries about nature. As a child, I was struck by the short
story. It told of a man at a bar who boasted of his rootless-
ness, derisively dismissing the jingoistic patrons to his left
and to his right. But later in the evening, one man speaks an
animadversion on a little principality in the Balkans and is

“met with the clenched fist of the man without a country,

23
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who would not endure this insult to the place where he was

born.

So I believe that it is as likely that there should be a man

without a country, as a world without a creatot.

Wiriam F. BuckLEY, TR., founded National Review Eﬁnﬁ% 5
1955 and was its editor .‘mow ANy Jears. As a conservative commenialos,
be was the bost of the long~running public television program Firing

Line. Buckley is also the author of the acelaimed series of Blackford Oakes ;

spy novels.

24
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A Shared Moment of H\xn

N

WarreEN CHRISTOPHER

OZm Z.Hmw.n RECENTLY, | WAS DRIVING DOWN a two-lane high-
way at about sixty miles an hour. A car wwwmom&mA,WOB ﬁ,rm
. owwawwﬁm direction, at-about the ,.mm_gm.. speed. As we passed
each.other, I caught the other driver’s eye for only a second.

I wondered Smmmpmm he might be ﬁrwnwmnmu as ] was, how

dependent we were on mwnr other-at'that moment. I was

relying on him not to mmb asleep, not to be distracted by a
cell phone conversation, net to cross oyer into my lane and
bring my life mn&mmd@ to an end. And Hroﬂpm? we rmm. never
mwowmb a word to. one another, he Hmrm& on me in Hﬁmﬁ. the

i

same way.

.Q&EJN mﬂﬁ as - mpm yeats have passed, I've also come to

WirreN CHRISTOPHER

H/\H:Hﬂmvrm& a HEFOE times over, I believe that is the way
the wotld works. At some level, we all meﬁ.& upon one
another. Sometimes that &wﬁmﬁ&mﬂnm HmmEHmm us simply to
refrain from doing something, [ike crossing over the double

yellow liné. And sometimes it requires us to act coopera-

tively, with allies or even with mﬁmbmmHm.

Back in 1980, I was negotiating for the release of the
fifty-two Americans held hostage in Iran. The Iranians

refused to meet with me mmnmlnoummn@ Imsisting’ Emﬁwm& HTmn

"we send messages back and muwnr through the moqmmgmnﬁ

of Emmnm. Although I had never before worked. with the
E%pr foreign minister, I had to rely on H.EH to receive
and transmit, with absolute accuracy, both the words and
nuances of my messages. With his indispensable help, all |
fifty-two Americans came home. safely. _

.

o As ﬂmnw.b&om% shrinks our wozld, the need increases for

cooperative action among nations. In 2003, doctors in five
nations were quickly mobilized to identify the SARS virus;
an action that saved thousands of lives. The threat of inter-
national terrorism has shown itself to be a similar problem,
one requiring coordinated action by police and intelligence
forces across the EOHE We must Hmnomp.:Nm ﬂrmﬁ our anmmm are

not ours alone, to control, S

In my own rmm» Ve put great stock in Hua..mon.& ﬂnmmo? )
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believe that there are moments when one must rely ﬁm.on".
good faith and judgment of others. So, while each of
faces—at one time or another—the prospect of drivi
alone down a dark road; what we must learn with experien
is that the wwwnmmnr_h.bm light may not @m a threat, bu
shared moment of trust.

WaRREN CHRISTOPHER was US. secretary of state from 1993 b

1997. As President Carter’s deputy secretary of state, he belped normalize
" relations with China, win ratification of the Panama Canal ﬁa&ﬁ and
gain release of the American bostages in Iran. A native of North Dakots
ﬂ.‘mﬂﬁ%mﬁ siow ves near Los Angeles,
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sympathy, and consideration, And the reward for exercising
them is to feel good about having done so. When a motorist
at an itersection signals to another who's waiting to join
the flow of traffic, “Go ahead, it’s okay, move in,” and the
recipient of the favor _mb.&mm and makes a gesture of mﬁw.nma
ciation, the giver enjoys a mmo&w of pleasure. It's 2 very lictle
thing, but it represents something quite big. CEE,B”&% it's

ﬂ&mﬂn&ﬁo nogmmm&.opm n?wm_uwﬁ aﬁ%mroﬁ mﬁww@ Hmﬁm@l
and getting scarcer, , _ .

" Good Can Be as Communicable as Fvil

NorMaN CorwIN

But look, let’s not kid ourselves. It would vmﬁoommw to
hope that kindness, consideration, and compassion will
right wrongs, and heal wounds, and keep the peace, and set
the new centuty om a course to recover from inherited ills,
That would be asking a lot from even a heaven-sent meth-
odology, and heaven is nor i that business.

It comes down to the value of examples, which can be
mwﬁr@n positive or negative, and it works like this: Because of
the principle that a calm sea and prosperous voyage do not

- make news bur a mﬁwﬁm&ﬂ does, most circulated news is
bad news. The badness of it 1s publicized, and the negative

WSEH.Q.&\ attracts more of the same through repetition and
imnitation.

YEARS AGO, WHILE WATCHING A BASEBALL GAME on television,
I saw Orel Hershiser, pitching for the Dodgers, throw a
fastball that hit a batter. The camera was on a close-up of
Hershiser, and T could read his lips as he mouthed, :H“ww
sorry.” 13.5 batter, taking first base, nodded to the pitcher in
a friendly way and the game went on.

Just two words, and I felt good about Hershiser and the

batter and the game all at once. It was only a common cout-

tesy, but it made an impression striking enough for me to But good can be as communicable as evil, and that js

where kindness and compassion come into play. So long as

conscionable and caring people ate around, so HOBm as mﬁw

remember after many summers.

The blood relatives of common courtesy are kindness,

40 41
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- are not muted or mHmmm: so long as &um% rernain alert n-

- thought and action, nr.,w...n is a chance for nosﬂwwo.mm of the

right mdcmm whereby democracy becomes no ,HOmeH a choice

+ of lesser evils, é__pmmmv% the right to vote is not _uwﬂm%mm by

staying away from the wu.oﬁmh ﬁrmﬂov% the freedoms of
speech, mmmmu.__u.@w religion, and dissent are never forsaken.

| But why linger? Why wait to mmmmu wrbmbm seeds, how-

ever HOH_.m they take to germinate? It took us two hundred-

-plus years to get into the straits we now occupy, and it may

take us as long again to get out, but there must be a beginning,

Zog OOESZM 1945 _nam:aa: Ou a Note of HHEHEUF
about the end e_.. World War I1 in Europe, is considersd a radio master-

SOMETRM

mumhw ZO.{C m @n.w 3N3NMANM 00§n2 contirnies to Hh&hwu Eﬂﬂ.ﬁnuﬁ%.ai‘_&&cgﬂi
nalism at the University of Southern Cal ifornia. His living room bolds | . - forty-five

. ~broadeast memorabilia alongside bis w&&am SOUVEILES.




