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[image: 2]PREFACE

The book is a brief highlight of the main American trends in literature from the early blossom till the new vivid times. It is decided that the texts and authors should become alive in the readers` fingertips with the help of creative and innovative tasks. It is of great value as the author made the accent on the interdisciplinary approach of foreign literature and English language in the class where pupils not only read, analyze, translate the texts but also improve their language skills with the help of imprinting technique. The purpose of the book is to stimulate pupils, to ascend their motivation level, to improve their listening and comprehension skills and to make them fall in love with American literature by living and correlating their own life. School reader will delight in knowing that they might give their own point of view, resentment or satisfaction with the story, poem or autobiography. The author selects the following methods and techniques: drawing so called “vignette”, working with creative projects, translation, writing essays based on individual approach. This book is a vocabulary building experience, a right way to criticism and self-improvement, clarifying the great values in life and settling the right position to achieve the final target. By encountering new words pupils increase their thesaurus which is the “emerald” way to read new unabridged texts of the American authors. And in doing so teachers and readers-pupils will profit from their attempt to dive into the outrageous world where the carpet is sprinkled with green grass.
The book is valuable as it contains digital accomplishment.
So, 
[image: 2]HITCH YOUR WAGON TO THE STARS!




CONTENTS

BACKGROUND KNOWLEDGE ……………………………………... 6
NATIONAL BEGINNINGS…………………………………………….. 9
BENJAMIN FRANKLIN……………………………………………… 18
JAMES FENIMORE COOPER………………………………………. 27
HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW………………………….. 38
WALT WHITMAN…………………………………………………….. 43
JOHN STEINBECK……………………………………………………. 48
THEODORE DREISER……………………………………………….. 57
ERNEST HEMINGWAY ……………………………………………... 66
O.HENRY …………………………………...………………….……… 72
EDGAR ALLAN POE……………………………………………......... 80
TEACHER’S MESSAGES…………………………………..…………... 90
LIST LITERATURE…………………………………………………….92
APPENDIX……………………………………………………………… 95
RHYMING DICTIONARY……………………………………………105








[image: k]



BACKGROUND KNOWLEDGE
[image: k]Literary Movements

 
ROMANTICISM
The Romantic movement, which originated in Germany but quickly spread, reached America around the year 1820. Romantic ideas centered around the spiritual and aesthetic dimension of nature, and the importance of the individual mind and spirit. The Romantics underscored the importance of self-expressive art for the individual and society.
The development of the self became a major theme; self-awareness a primary method. If, according to Romantic theory, self and nature were one, self-awareness was not a selfish dead-end but a mode of knowledge opening up the universe. If one's self were one with all humanity, then the individual had a moral duty to reform social inequalities and relieve human suffering. The idea of "self," which suggested selfishness to earlier generations, was redefined. New compound words with positive meanings emerged: "self-realization," "self-expression," "self-reliance."
As the unique, subjective self became important, so did the realm of psychology. Exceptional artistic effects and techniques were developed to evoke heightened psychological states. The "sublime"—an effect of beauty in grandeur (for example, a view from a mountaintop)—produced feelings of awe, reverence, vastness, and a power beyond human comprehension.
Romanticism was affirmative and appropriate for most American poets and creative essayists. America's vast mountains, deserts, and tropics embodied the sublime. The Romantic spirit seemed particularly suited to American democracy. It stressed individualism, affirmed the value of the common person, and looked to the inspired imagination for its aesthetic and ethical values.
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TRANSCENDENTALISM
The Transcendentalist movement, embodied by essayists 
Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry David Thoreau, was a reaction
against 18th century Rationalism, and closely linked to the Romantic movement. It is closely associated with Concord, Massachusetts, a town near Boston, where Emerson, Thoreau, and a group of other writers lived.
In general, Transcendentalism was a liberal philosophy favoring nature over formal religious structure, individual insight over dogma, and humane instinct over social convention. American Transcendental Romantics pushed radical individualism to the extreme. American writers—then or later —often saw themselves as lonely explorers outside society and convention. The American hero—like Herman Melville's Captain Ahab, or Mark Twain's HuckFinn—typically faced risk, or even certain destruction, in the pursuit of metaphysical self-discovery. For the Romantic American writer nothing was a given. Literary and social conventions, far from being helpful, were dangerous. There was tremendous pressure to discover an authentic literary form, content, and voice.
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The U.S. Civil War (1861-1865) between the industrial North and the agricultural, slave-owning South was a watershed in American history. Before the war, idealists championed human rights, especially the abolition of slavery; after the war, Americans increasingly idealized progress and the "self-made man." This was the era of the millionaire manufacturer and the speculator, when the Darwinian theory of biological evolution and the "survival of the fittest" species was applied to society and seemed to sanction the sometimes unethical methods of the successful business tycoon.
[image: k]Business boomed after the war. The new intercontinental rail system, inaugurated in 1869, and the transcontinental telegraph, which began operating in 1861, gave industry access to materials, markets, and communications. The constant influx of immigrants provided a seemingly endless supply of inexpensive labor as well. Over 23 million foreigners—German, Scandinavian, and Irish in the early years, and increasingly Central and Southern Europeans thereafter—flowed into the United States between 1860 and 1910. In 1860, most Americans had lived on farms or in small villages, but by 1919 half of the population was concentrated in about 12 cities.
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MODERNISM AND EXPERIMENTATION
Many historians have characterized the period between the two world wars as the United States' traumatic "coming of age," despite the fact that U.S. direct involvement was relatively brief (1917-1918) and its casualties many fewer than those of its European allies and foes. Shocked and permanently changed, American soldiers returned to their homeland, but could never regain their innocence. Nor could soldiers from rural America easily return to their roots. After experiencing the world, many now yearned for a modern, urban life.
In the postwar "big boom," business flourished, and the successful prospered beyond their wildest dreams. For the first time, many Americans enrolled in higher education—in the 1920s college enrollment doubled. The middle class prospered; Americans began to enjoy the world's highest national average income in this era.
Americans of the "Roaring Twenties" fell in love with modern entertainments. Most people went to the movies once a week. Although Prohibition—a nationwide ban on the sale of alcohol instituted through the 18th Amendment to the U.S. Constitution—began in 1919, illegal "speakeasies" (bars) and nightclubs proliferated, featuring jazz music, cocktails, and daring modes of dress and dance. Dancing, moviegoing, automobile touring, and radio were national crazes. American women, in particular, felt liberated. They cut their hair short ("bobbed"), wore short "flapper" dresses, and gloried in the right to vote assured by the 19th Amendment to the Constitution, passed in 1920. They boldly spoke their mind and took public roles in society.
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NATIONAL BEGINNINGS


[image: may]The first American literature was neither American nor really literature. It was not American because it was the work mainly of immigrants from England. It was not literature as we know it—in the form of poetry, essays, or fiction—but rather an interesting mixture of travel accounts and religious writings. 
 The earliest colonial travel accounts are records of the perils and frustrations that challenged the courage of America's first settlers. William Bradford's History of Plimmoth Plantation describes the cold greeting which the passengers on the ship Mayflower received when they landed on the coast of America in 1620.                  
Being thus arrived in a good harbor, and brought safe to land, they fell upon their knees and blessed the God of Heaven who had brought them over the vast and furious ocean, and delivered them from the perils and miseries thereof, again to set their feet on the firm and stable earth, their proper element...
But here I cannot stand half amazed at this poor people's present condition; and so I think will the reader, too, when he well considers the same. Being thus passed the vast ocean, they had no friends to welcome them nor inns to entertain or refresh their weatherbeaten bodies; nor houses or much less towns to repair to, to seek for succor.
 If the American wilderness did not provide a hearty welcome for the colonists, it nevertheless offered a wealth of natural resources. "He is a bad fisher who cannot kill on one day with his hooke and line, one, two, or three hundred Cods" is a claim made by Captain John Smith in A Description of New England (1616).       
 "A sup of New England's air is better than a whole draft of old England's ale" is a testimonial given by Francis Higginson in his New-England's Plantation (1630). Higginson adds:
Besides, I have one of my children that was formerly most lamentably handled with sore breaking out of both his hands and feet of the king's evil, but since he came hither he is very well over [what] he was, and there is hope of perfect recovery shortly, even by the very wholesomeness of the air.
Poor Higginson did not fare as well as his son; he died the same year the New-England's Plantation was published.
Other writers echoed the descriptions and exaggerations of Smith and Higginson. Their purpose was to attract dissatisfied inhabitants of the Old World across the ocean to the New. As a result, their travel accounts became a kind of literature to which many groups responded by making the hazardous crossing to America. The earliest settlers included Dutch, Swedes, Germans, French, Spaniards, Italians, and Portuguese. Of the immigrants who came to America in the first three quarters of the seventeenth century, however, the overwhelming majority was English.
The English immigrants who settled on America's northern seacoast, appropriately called New England, came in order to practice their religion freely. They were either Englishmen who wanted to reform the Church of England or people who wanted to have an entirely new church. These two groups combined, especially in what became Massachusetts, came to be known as "Puritans," so named after those who wished to "purify" the Church of England.
The Puritans followed many of the ideas of the Swiss reformer John Calvin. Through the Calvinist influence the Puritans emphasized the then common belief that human beings were basically evil and could do nothing about it; and that many of them, though not all, wculd surely be condemned to hell.
Over the years the Puritans built a way of life that was in harmony with their somber religion, one that stressed hard work, thrift, piety, and sobriety. These were the Puritan values that dominated much of the earliest American writing, including the sermons, books, and letters of such noted Puritan clergymen as John Cotton and Cotton Mather. During his life Cotton Mather wrote more than 450 works, an impressive output of religious writings that demonstrates that he was an example, as well as an advocate, of the Puritan ideal of hard work.
During the last half of the seventeenth century the Atlantic coast was settled both north and south. Colonies—still largely English—were established. Among the colonists could be found poets and essayists, but no novelists. The absence of novelists is quite understandable: the novel form had not even developed fully in England; the Puritan members of the colonies believed that fiction ought not to be read because it was, by definition, not true. The American poets who emerged in the seventeenth century adapted the style of established European poets to the  subject matter confronted in a strange, new environment. Anne Bradstreet was one such poet.
[image: anne_bradstreet]Born and educated in England, Anne Bradstreet both admired and imitated several English poets. The influence of these English poets did not diminish when Mrs. Bradstreet, at age eighteen, came to America in 1630. The environment in which she wrote, however, did not remain constant; a developed nation was exchanged for a relative wilderness. That this exchange brought its hardships is evident in these lines from Bradstreet's "Some Verses on the Burning of Our House":
When by the ruins oft I past
My sorrowing eyes aside did cast,
And here and there the places spy
Where oft I and long did lie:
Here stood that trunk, and there that chest,
There lay that store I counted best.
My pleasant things in ashes lie,
And them behold no more shall I.
Mrs. Bradstreet lessens this despair by asserting that earthly possessions are no more than "dunghill mists" when compared to the "richly furnished" house of Heaven. In her rejection of wordly riches, Anne Bradstreet shared a common outlook with her New England neighbors. Her ability to capture the colonial experience in poetry established her place as one of America's most notable early writers.
Michael Wigglesworth, another important colonial poet, achieved wide popularity among his contemporaries with his gloomy poem entitled "The Day of Doom." First published in 1662, "The Day of Doom" is a description of the Day of Judgment. It tells of the day when God will decide the fate of man. Most people will be sent to Hell; a few lucky ones will be chosen to go to Heaven. According to Wigglesworth, the start of this final day will be signaled by a bright light at midnight which will wake all the sinners:
They rush from beds with giddy heads, and to their windows run, Viewing this light which shone more bright than doth the noonday sun.
Many people will try in vain to escape their final judgment:
Some hide themselves in caves and delves, in places underground: Some rashly leap into the deep, to escape by being drowned: Some to the rocks (O senseless blocks!) and woody mountains run. That there they might this fearful sight, and dreaded presence shun.
Wigglesworth concludes that escape will be impossible. Inevitably, man must and will accept his fate on "The Day of Doom."
In the colonies south of Wigglesworth's New England, less gloomy poets and essayists wrote. But the southern colonies did not have the printing facilities found in New England, and no poet elsewhere achieved the popularity of Michael Wigglesworth.
Twentieth century literary scholars have discovered the manuscripts of a contemporary of Wigglesworth named Edward Taylor who produced what is perhaps the finest seventeenth century American verse. Writing much of his poetry as a mental exercise—or "Meditation"—to prepare him for his duties as a minister, Taylor filled his works with vivid imagery. Here, for example, are Taylor's descriptions of the unworthy heart of man:
A sty of filth, a trough of washing swill, 
A dunghill pit, a puddle of mere slime. 
A nest of vipers, hive of hornet's stings, 
A bag of poison, civet box of sins.
Taylor never published any of his poetry. In fact, the first of Edward Taylor's colonial poetry did not reach print until the third decade of the twentieth century.
Taylor, like many of the early colonial writers, was an immigrant whose writing was influenced by his early experiencies in England. As the decades passed new generations of American-born writers became important. Boston, Massachusetts, was the birthplace of one such American-born writer. His name was Benjamin Franklin.
Benjamin Franklin was a brilliant, industrious, and versatile man. Starting as a poor boy in a family of seventeen children, he became famous on both sides of the Atlantic as a statesman, scientist, and author. Despite his fame, however, he always remained a man of industry and simple tastes.
Franklin's writings range from informal sermons on thrift to urbane essays. He wrote gracefully as well as clearly, with a wit which often gave an edge to his words. Though the style he formed came from imitating two noted English essayists, Addison and Steele, he made it into his own. His most famous work is his Autobiography.
Franklin's Autobiography is many things. First of all it is an inspiring account of a poor boy's rise to a high position. Franklin tells his story modestly, omitting some of the honors he received and including mention of some of his misdeeds, his errors as he called them. He is not afraid to show himself as being much less than perfect, and he is resigned to the fact that his misdeeds will often receive a punishment of one sort or another. Viewing himself with objectivity, Franklin offers his life story as a lesson to others. It is a positive lesson that teaches the reader to live a useful life. In fact, the Autobiography is a how-to-do-it book, a book on the art of self-improvement.
The practical world of Benjamin Franklin stands in sharp contrast to the fantasy world created by Washington Irving. Named after George Washington, the first president of the United States, Irving provided a young nation with humorous, fictional accounts of the colonial past. Many of Irving's other writings take the reader to foreign lands, especially to Spain at the time of the Moors. But his tales of colonial America remain his most enduring contributions to American and world literature.
The Dutch culture in colonial New York was of particular interest to Washington Irving. He published a mockserious history of the New York of colonial times which shows his sly humor and general good nature. This same geographic area provides the background for Irving's best known work, the short story "Rip Van Winkle."
"Rip Van Winkle" is a humorous tale of a lazy villager in the mountains of upstate New York. While hunting, Rip meets some mischievous Dutch gnomes. He drinks with them and through the power of the drink falls asleep for twenty years. On awakening he makes his unsteady way back to his village. Rip finds the village greatly changed. When he went to sleep it was still under British rule. Now it is a part of the United States, the new nation formed as a result of the Revolutionary War. Though he is confused by the changes that have come with democracy, he gets used to them. By the end of the story he is back at the village tavern, drinking and ready to tell any stranger about his remarkable slumber.
Through "Rip Van Winkle" and several other stories Irving helped to create what might be called an American mythology. This mythology is made up of stories of the American past so widely read and told that nearly every American recognizes them.
Another writer, James Fenimore Cooper, contributed two of the great stock figures of American mythology: the daring frontiersman and the bold Indian. Cooper's exciting stories of the American frontier have won a large audience for his books in many parts of the world. Some students of literature may find fault with the artificial speech and actions of Cooper's heroines. Yet the figures in his novels helped create that part of American mythology most popular today: the story of the cowboy and the winning of the American West.
While prose was contributing to the development of an American mythology, the first poetry in the United States was also being written. Philip Freneau, one of the first poets of the new nation, wrote in a style which owed something to English models. This debt can be seen in the elaborate language and the savoring of emotion which characterizes much of Freneau's verse. His subject matter, however, makes him a truly American poet. In collaboration with Hugh Brackenridge, another early national writer, Freneau wrote a college commencement poem in 1772 entitled "The Rising Glory of America." The future of his country was always a subject of interest for poet and citizen Freneau.
During the Revolutionary War Freneau became an ardent supporter of the American cause. While on sea duty he was captured by the British and placed aboard a prison ship, an experience which inspired a long poem entitled "The British Prison Ship," He wrote a number of other long poems, but he was at his best in his short lyrics, such as "The Wild Honey Suckle." Many of these short works, including "On the Emigration to America," "The Indian Burying Ground." and "To the Memory of the Brave Americans," deal with American subjects, and it is for these poems that Freneau is best remembered today.
 If Freneau can be considered one of America's first great nationalist poets, William Cullen Bryant merits a claim to being one of America's first naturalist poets. Born after the Revolutionary War, Bryant turned to nature as a source for poetic inspiration. "Thanatopsis," the name of his most famous nature poem, is a Greek word meaning "view of death." The opening lines assert:
“To him who in the love of nature holds 
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks a various language...”
From this idea of nature Bryant develops a view of death which represents a sharp break from the Puritan attitude toward man's final destiny. To the Puritans, death was seen as a preliminary to an afterlife, Bryant, however, treats death as part of nature, the destiny of us all, and the great equalizer. He takes comfort, not from the expectation of an after-life, but from the large and important company of human beings who have gone before and who will follow to "the great tomb of man." Bryant adds that man should live in such a way that he will not be afraid to die:
“So live, that when thy summons comes... Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night, scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed by an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave like one who wraps the drapery of his couch about him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.
After "Thanatopsis" Bryant wrote many lyrics which were lighter in tone. Through these poems, too, he tried to teach a lesson to the reader. In some of Bryant's poems his love of nature was modified to include the belief in a God who guides man's destiny both in life and in death. "To a Waterfowl," one of Bryant's best known poems, ends with the lines:
He who, from zone to zone, 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,
In the long way that I must tread alone, 
Will lead my steps aright.
Many of Bryant's poems have themes which are typical of nineteenth century American verse. He writes about the spiritual sustenance to be found in nature and of the beauty of brooks, trees, and flowers. He idealizes the advantages of life in the country over life in the city. He composes love lyrics. He looks around him for his subjects, and as a result both they and their settings are American. Moreover, he has a number of poems based on famous events in American history. One, for example, is the "Song of Marion's Men," which celebrates the daring exploits of a Revolutionary War cavalryman named Francis Marion.
The next notable American poet, Edgar Allan Poe, was also a master of the prose tale. A gifted, tormented man, Poe thought about the proper function of literature far more than any of his predecessors, with the result that he became the first great American literary critic. He developed a theory of poetry which was in disagreement with what most poets of the mid-nineteenth century believed. Unlike many poets, Poe was not an advocate of long poems. According to him, only a short poem could sustain the level of emotion in the reader that was generated by all good poetry.      In literature and the arts there are certain great trends and movements that appear and reappear. One is called Romanticism, and Poe was a major Romantic writer. The individual instead of the group, the wild instead of the tame, the irregular instead of the regular are features stressed by Romantic writers, Poe was particularly interested in the decadent aspects of these features of Romanticism. Both in his poetry and in his short stories he wrote about dying ladies, about sickness, about abnormal rather than normal love. Besides the Romantic writing that he did so effectively, Poe also pioneered in
The development of the detective story. He prided himself on his ability to reason, and several of his best short stories are justly noted for their deductive skill. The strange world depicted in many of Poe's writings was the product of his fertile mind and was never intended to reflect the real world, in America, or elsewhere.
The next great American Romanticist, however, drew on America for both characters and settings, and his work, though theoretical and philosophical, does mirror the attitudes and mores of the time. He was a shy New Englander named Nathaniel Hawthorne. Although he wrote no poetry, his short stories and novels still rank among the best that America has produced.
Though Hawthorne wrote about various subjects and various times, his favorite theme was Puritan New England. The Puritan punishment of sexual sin becomes the vehicle for his best novel, The Scarlet Letter, a treatment of the effects of sin on the human spirit. The Letter is an "A" and stands for adultery. After her sin is discovered, the heroine of the novel is required to wear the letter on the bosom of her dress the rest of her life. This public penance eventually brings about the expiation of her sin. Her partner in sin, whose involvement is not discovered, lives secretly with his guilt and is eventually destroyed. In much of his fiction, Hawthorne examines the development and results of evil. The dark side of the human character attracted him profoundly.
One of the most skillful ways in which Hawthorne developed his type of Romanticism was through the use of symbols, through making one thing stand for another. A black veil represents the wickedness of mankind; a marble heart represents an individual's unpardonable sin; a garden of poisonous flowers represents hell.
Even when Hawthorne's touch is light, his observation is somber. For example, in the story "Dr. Heidegger's Experiment," Hawthorne provides a whimsical variation on the "Fountain of Youth" idea. The doctor himself seems more of a magician than a physician. One afternoon he offers four wrinkled, venerable friends a mysterious drink that will renew their youth. They accept it, certain that they will avoid the mistakes they made the first time they were young. But during the brief afternoon when their youth returns, they show that they have learned nothing through experience. Hawthorne pictures them as they re-enact their youthful mistakes. At the end of the story the reader realizes that a "Fountain of Youth" does not exist. But the doctor's four old friends, unconvinced, resolve to go out to find it.
"Dr. Heidegger's Experiment" illustrates another side of Hawthorne's art; his concern for the supernatural. He never quite says, anywhere in his fiction, that something is supernatural, but often suggests it. The reader is not certain that the drink in "Dr. Heidegger's Experiment" is a magical one: it may be that the old friends simply delude themselves into thinking so. Here as elsewhere, Hawthorne presents material on the borderline between fact and fancy.
With Hawthorne we have come full circle. We have returned to the Puritans of early New England with whom we began. We have seen an American literature gradually develop. We have seen the emergence of several gifted writers, and by the middle of the nineteenth century, we have encountered two writers of world stature: Poe and Hawthorne. With them American literature is well on its way. It will take new directions, and it will vary in quality, but from now on it will have a contribution to make not only to English-speaking peoples but to the world at large.

TASK:  INDIVIDUAL  PROJECT WORK
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Thankgiving day
Based on the information above describe the picture and highlight the main historical  aspects of American literature in your project.
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	BENJAMIN FRANKLIN
(1706-1790)




 In reality, there is perhaps, no one of our natural passions so hard to subdue as pride. Disguise it, struggle with it, beat it down, stifle it, mortify it as much as one pleases, it is still alive, and will every now and then peep out and show itself; you will see it, perhaps, often in this history; for, even if I could conceive that I had completely overcome it. I should probably be proud of my humility.
· from his Autobiography
Franklin (1706-1790) was a universal genius who did not realize that his Autobiography would eventually become a classic of its kind. The part of it given here shows the beginnings of his personal, civic, and political success, yet the account is unco lored by vanity. Franklin shows us that he is a human being as well as a successful man.
Though his style of writing was clear and even plain in his time, we now find it a bit hard to read. It has many long words, often from the Latin language, and long sentences. But we must remember that he was writing two centuries ago.
It is true that Franklin's style is formal. The organization of much of what he says — if not how he says it—is informal, however. In his famous Autobiography, in particular, he talks first about one thing and then another with little attempt at connecting them. In the part of the Autobiography reprinted below he talks first of all about how he studied language—something you are doing now—then about family matters, and finally about the club he founded called the Junto. Even in these few pages we can see a man of versatile energy and new ideas [33, c. 12].
Of course, not all of his ideas were new. In some cases he simply became the most prominent advocate of old ones, especially the beliefs that we should work hard and that we should save our money. These principles had been current since Puritan times but Franklin spread them widely by putting them into a popular almanac, or calendar, called Poor Richard's Almanac, which he himself printed. It contained many popular sayings such as "God helps them that help themselves," "Laziness travels so slowly that poverty soon over takes him," and "Beware of little expenses; a small leak will sink a great ship."



SELECTION I
Franklin began writing his autobiography when he was 65 years old. Vacationing with his friend, Jonathan Shipley, in Hampshire, he determined to use his unwanted leisure to give an account of his ancestry and early life to his son, William, and then governor of New Jersey. After setting down a list of events and topics to be discussed, he composed 68 pages of manuscript, carrying the story of his life down to 1730. He may have sent this manuscript to his son, although there is no real proof that he did so. At any rate, busy with political affairs, he forgot about his memoirs for eleven years. In 1782, living at Passy, a suburb of Paris, he received a letter from an American friend in which was enclosed a copy of the first portion of the autobiography (how obtained, no one knows), with the urgent suggestion that it be continued. After consultation with his French friends, who agreed that the project should be completed, Franklin wrote fourteen more pages in 1784. In this portion he described his effort to learn virtue by a chart system; he was over 78 years old when he composed it. Four years later, back in Philadelphia, he added a third section of 117 pages, and in 1790, a few weeks before his death, he wrote still a fourth part of seven and one-half pages. Although his memoirs were eagerly awaited, it was, through circumstances too complicated to describe here, many years before there was an edition based on the original manuscript. John Bigelow's transcription, first published in 1868, is now known to be far from accurate, so far as Franklin's capitalization, punctuation, and sentence structure are concerned. A definitive edition based upon the original manuscript in the Henry E. Huntington Library and prepared by the late Max Farrand, embodies careful study of the innumerable interlinear changes.

FROM THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY
I had begun in 1733 to study languages; I soon made myself so much a master of the French as to be able to read the books with ease. I then undertook the Italian. An acquaintance, who was also learning it, used often to tempt me to play chess with him. Finding this took up too much of the time I had to spare for study, I at length refused to play any more, unless on this condition, that the victor in every game should have a right to impose a task, either in parts of the grammar to be got by heart, or in translations, etc., which tasks the vanquished was to perform upon honor, before our next meeting. As we played pretty equally, we thus beat one another into that language. I afterwards with a little pains-taking, acquired as much of the Spanish as to read their books also.
I have already mentioned that I had only one year's instruction in a Latin school, and that when very young, after which I neglected that language entirely. But, when I had attained an acquaintance with the French, Italian, and Spanish, I was surprised to find, on looking over a Latin Testament, that I understood so much more of that language than I had imagined, which encouraged me to apply myself again to the study of it, and I met with more success, as those preceding languages had greatly smoothed my way.
From these circumstances, I have thought that there is some inconsistency in our common mode of teaching languages. We are told that it is proper to begin first with the Latin, and, having acquired that, it will be more easy to attain those modern languages which are derived from it; and yet we do not begin with the Greek, in order more easily to acquire the Latin. It is true that, if you can clamber and get to the top of a staircase without using the steps, you will more easily gain them in descending; but certainly, if you begin with the lowest you will with more ease ascend to the top; and I would therefore offer it to the consideration of those who superintend the education of our youth, whether, since many of those who begin with the Latin quit the same after spending some years without having made any great proficiency, and what they have learned be-comes almost useless, so that their time has been lost, it would not have been better to have begun with the French, proceeding to the Italian, etc.; for, though after spending the same time they should quit the study of languages and never arrive at the Latin, they would, however, have acquired another tongue or two that, being in modern use, might be serviceable to them in common life.
After ten years' absence from Boston, and having become easy in my circumstances, I made a journey thither to visit my relations, which I could not sooner well afford. In returning, I called at Newport to see my brother, then settled there with his printinghouse. Our former differences were forgotten, and our meeting was very cordial and affectionate. He was fast declining in his health, and requested of me that, in case of his death which he apprehended not far distant, I would take home his son, then but ten years of age, and bring him up to the printing business. This I accordingly performed, sending him a few years to school before I took him into the office. His mother carried on the business till he was grown up, when I assisted him with an assortment of new types, those of his father being in a manner worn out. Thus it was that I made my brother ample amends for the service I had deprived him of by leaving him so early.
In 1736 I lost one of my sons, a fine boy of four years old, by the smallpox, taken in the common way. I long regretted bitterly, and still regret that I had not given it to him by inoculation. This I mention for the sake of parents who omit that operation, on the supposition that they should never forgive themselves if a child died under it; my example showing that the regret may be the same either way, and that, therefore, the safer should be chosen.
Our club, the Junto, was found so useful, and afforded such satisfaction to the members, that several were desirous of introducing their friends, which could not well be done without exceeding what we had settled as a convenient number, viz., and twelve. We had from the beginning made it a rule to keep our institution a secret, which was pretty well observed; the intention was to avoid applications of improper persons for admittance, some of whom, perhaps, we might find it difficult to refuse. I was one of those who were against any addition to our number, but, instead of it, made in writing a proposal, that every member separately should endeavor to form a subordinate club, with the same rules respecting queries, etc., and without informing them of the connection with the Junto. The advantages proposed were, the improvement of so many more young citizens by the use of our institutions; our better acquaintance with the general sentiments of the inhabitants, on any occasion, as the Junto member might propose what queries we should desire, and was to report to the Junto what passed in his separate club; the promotion of our particular interests in business by  more extensive recommendation, and the increase of our influence in public affairs, and our power of doing good by spreading through the several   clubs   the   sentiments   of   the Junto. . .

SELECTION I
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1.	a) What role did the game of chess play in Franklin's study of foreign languages? b) What languages did Franklin learn? c) How did learning these languages help him?
2.	What is-Franklin's idea regarding how languages should be taught?
3.	In what way did Franklin repay his brother for the problem he caused him in earlier years?
4.	a) What was Franklin's reaction to inoculation against smallpox? b) Why did he feel the way he did?
5.	According to Franklin, what were the advantages of forming additional clubs subordinate to the Junto?
SELECTION II
Franklin was a leading American citizen of his day. He was civic-minded, believing that he .should do what he could to make his city the best possible place to live in. In the second selection from the Autobiography he explains to us how his interest in public affairs began. He started by trying hard to be a good citizen in Philadelphia. He went on to be a good citizen of the new United States. And he ended by becoming, because of his wisdom and enterprise, a citizen of the world. In this excerpt from his Autobiography he describes the way he went about improving Philadelphia's police and fire protection.
FROM THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY (CONTINUED)
I began now to turn my thoughts a little to public affairs, beginning, however, with small matters. The city watch was one of the first things that I conceived to want regulation. It was managed by the constables of the respective wards in turn; the constable warned a number of housekeepers to attend him for the night. Those who chose never to attend, paid him six shillings a year to be excused which was supposed to be for hiring substitutes, but was, in reality, much more than was necessary for that purpose, and made the constableship a place of profit; and the constable, for a little drink, often got such ragamuffins about him as a watch that respectable housekeepers did not choose to mix with. Walking the rounds, too, was often neglected, and most of the nights spent in tippling. I thereupon wrote a paper to be read in Junto, representing these irregularities, but insisting more particularly on the inequality of this six-shilling tax of the constables, respecting the circumstances of those who paid it, since a poor widow housekeeper, all whose property to be guarded by the watch did not perhaps exceed the value of fifty pounds, paid as much as the wealthiest merchant, who had thousands of pounds' worth of goods in his stores.
On the whole, I proposed as a more effectual watch, the hiring of proper men to serve constantly in that business; and as a more equitable way of supporting the charge, the levying a tax that should be proportioned to the property. This idea, being approved by the Junto, was communicated to the other clubs, but as arising in each of them; and though the plan was not immediately carried into execution, yet by preparing the minds of people for the change, it paved the way for the law obtained a few years after, when the members of our clubs were grown into more influence.
About this time I wrote a paper (first to be read in Junto, but it was afterward published) on the different accidents and carelessness by which houses were set on fire, with cautions against them, and means proposed of avoiding them. This was much spoken of as a useful piece, and gave rise to a project, which soon followed it, of forming a company for the more ready extinguishing of fires, and mutual assistance in removing and securing of goods when in danger. Associates in this scheme were presently found, amounting to thirty. Our articles of agreement obliged every member to keep always in good order, and fit for use, a certain number of leather buckets, with strong bags and baskets (for packing and transporting of goods), which were to be brought to every fire; and we agreed to meet once a month to spend a social evening together, in discoursing and communicating such ideas as occurred to us upon the subject of fires, as might be useful in our conduct on such occasions.
The utility of this institution soon appeared, and many more desiring to be admired than we thought convenient for one company, they were advised to form another, which was accordingly done; and this went on, one new company being formed after another, till they became so numerous as to include most of the inhabitants who were men of property; and now, at the time of my writing this, though upward of fifty years since its establishment, that which I first formed, called the Union Fire Company, still subsists and flourishes, though the first members are all deceased but myself and one, who is older by a year than I am. The small fines that have been paid by members for absence at the monthly meetings have been applied to the purchase of fire-engines, ladders, fire-hooks, and other useful implements for each company, so that I question whether there is a city in the world better provided with the means of putting a stop to beginning conflagrations; and, in fact, since these institutions, the city-has never lost by fire more than one or two houses at a time, and the flames have often been extinguished before the house in which they began has been half consumed.
SELECTION II
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
A. 1. What method did Franklin offer to improve the police system of the city?
2. a) How did Franklin propose to control fires? b) What was the result?
B. 1.  In the history of your country, what person do you think manifested the same degree of interest in public affairs that Franklin did?
How did fire insurance originate in your country?...in the police system?
2. Do you agree with Franklin's observations about learning a language? Why or why not?
3. Do you think the formation of the Junto was a good idea? Explain your reasons.
4. If you could spend an evening with Franklin, what would you talk about?
5. What kind of person do you think Franklin was? Do you admire him? Why or why not? 

True or False Exercises—Place a T before the statement if it is true and an F if it is false. Correct the statement if it is false.
******
1. The six shilling tax was a fair tax, regardless of a person's income.
2. Franklin's plans for improving the work of the constable were put to use immediately.
3. The members of the Union Fire Company held meetings once a month.
4. The fines paid by members of the Union Fire Company who were absent from meetings were used to buy books for the library.
5. During Franklin's lifetime, the Union Fire Company was the only fire company in Philadelphia.
OPTIONAL PROJECTS
FOR INTERPRETATION
1. Over 200 years ago, Benjamin Franklin wrote: "The rapid progress true science now makes occasions my regretting sometimes that I was born too soon. It is impossible to imagine the heights to which may be carried, in a thousand years, the power of man over matter.
Oh, those moral sciences were in as fair a way of improvement, that men would   cease to be wolves to one another, and that human beings would at length learn what they now improperly call humanity!" In your own words explain what Franklin meant by this statement and then in a short written essay, agree or disagree wih his point of view as it applies to your life.
2. Choose any of the sayings of Poor Richard and develop the thought of the saying in a short essay or in a short poem or verse.
Sayings from Poor Richard:
"Since thou art not sure of a minute, throw not away an hour."
"Constant dropping wears away stones."
"If a man empties his purse into his head, no man can take it away from him. An investment in knowledge always pays the best interest."
"There will be sleeping enough in the grave."
"Laziness travels so slowly, that Poverty soon overtakes him."
"He that lives upon hope will die fasting."
3. Discuss the epigrams of Poor Richard from the points of view that (1) they are universal truths, or (2) that with few exceptions, they are merely guides for Franklin's time and, therefore, not applicable to present-day life. You may like to organize the discussion in the form of a round table debate. Other examples of sayings of Poor Richard can be found in Franklin's The Way to Wealth.
FOR INVESTIGATION
In England the 18th century was the age of satire and in America Franklin shared, to some extent, the satirical view of life popular in England. As has been pointed out, his early literary tastes were partially formed by his reading the essays of Addison and Steele, two leading English satirists of the times. By making use of available library resources, prepare a short research paper in which you demonstrate the influence of Addison and Steele's writings on Franklin's thought and literary style. As a beginning, you should examine Franklin's Dogood Papers which were modeled upon the Addison and Steele essays found in the Spectator. In the selection from his writings included in this chapter, you have seen something of Franklin as a public-spirited citizen. Yet, civic affairs were only one of his many interests. He was also a scientist, patriot, businessman, statesman, and man of the world. Choose one of these facts of Franklin's life which interests you, and write a report, based on your reading of Franklin's own works or books written about him, illustrating Franklin, the Scientist, Franklin, the Patriot, Franklin, the Businessman, Franklin, the Statesman or Franklin, the Man of the World [33, c. 16].
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   In a democracy, men are just as free to aim at the highest attainable places in society as to obtain the largest fortunes; and it would be clearly unworthy of all noble sentiment to say that the grovelling competition for money shall alone be free, while that which enlists all the liberal acquirements and elevated sentiments of the race, is denied the democrat.


Such an avowal would be at once a declaration of the inferiority of the system, since nothing but ignorance and vulgarity could be its fruits. The democratic gentleman must differ in many essential particulars from the aristocratical gentleman, though in their ordinary habits and tastes they are virtually identical. Their principles vary; and, to a slight degree, their deportment accordingly. The democrat, recognizing the right of all to participate in power, will be more liberal in his general sentiments, a quality of superiority in itself; but, in conceding this much to his fellow man, he will proudly maintain his own independence of vulgar domination, as indispensable to his personal habits. The same principles and manliness that would induce him to depose a royal despot would induce him to resist a vulgar tyrant.
From "The American Democrat" in Harry R. Warfel, Ralph Gabriel, Stanley T. Williams, The American Cooper (1789-1851) wrote both novels and social criticism. It is his fiction which has become famous, but it is worth remembering that he also wrote books criticizing the shortcomings of democracy in his own country. He is the first important writer to be critical of the United States but he will by no means be the last. His fiction is much more memorable, however, and here below is part of his most noted | novel.
The Last of the Mohicans, written in 1826, is the second novel in Cooper's Leathers-stocking Series. Consisting of five novels, the series gets its title from one of the names applied to its frontiersman hero, Natty Bumppo, who is also called Deerslayer, Hawkeye, Pathfinder, and Leathers-stocking. The five novels tell the story of Bumppo from youth to old age. The other books in the series are: The Pioneers (1823); The Prairie (1827); The Pathfinder (1840); and The Deerslayer (1841).
The creation of the character of Natty Bumppo is probably the most significant thing that happened in American literature during the first 50 years of its history. Like Sir Walter Scott and other romantic writers who dealt with historical or legendary characters, Cooper, in his tales about Bumppo, unfolded an epic account. Bumppo, a frontiersman whose actions were shaped by the forest in which he lived, seems to be related in some way to the deepest meaning of the American experience itself.
All but one of the Leatherstocking Tales, The Pioneers, is concerned with bloody conflict. Yet the fighting is always intermingled with passages describing the quiet beauty of nature. Perhaps Cooper's interest in painting developed in his mind, New York: American Book Company 1947.
Excellent pictorial imagination which he applies effectively, counterpointing descriptions of conflict and violence with scenes of forest beauty.
A further word about Bumppo. His greatest gift is a reverence for life, a deep understanding of the genius of man. His friendship with Chingachgook is symbolic of Hawkeye's understanding of the differences that exist between peoples. (Chingachgook symbolizes the aboriginal life and culture of America.) The friendship between the two men, which runs through all five Leatherstocking Tales, is one of the great friendships of literature, and it exists because of, not in spite of, their contrasting differences.
SELECTION I
The passage that follows opens when Bumppo (here called Hawkeye) has just saved an English officer from death at the hands of hostile Indians, the Hurons. Their leader is wicked Magua. The good Indians are the Mohicans, led by Chingachgook and his son Uncas. The English officer, named Heyward, is escorting two white girls, Cora and Alice, through the wilderness of upstate New York before the Revolutionary War, when Hawkeye comes to their aid.
FROM THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS
CHAPTER 12
The Hurons stood aghast at this sudden visitation of death on one of their band. But, as they regarded the fatal accuracy of an aim which had dared to immolate an enemy at so much hazard to a friend, the name of "La Longue Carabine" burst simultaneously from every lip, and was succeeded by a wild and a sort of plaintive howl. The cry was answered by a loud shout from a little thicket, where the incautious party had piled their arms; and at the next moment Hawkeye, too eager to load the rifle he had regained, was seen advancing upon them, brandishing the clubbed weapon, and cutting the air with wide and powerful sweeps. Bold and rapid 
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as the progress of the scout, it was exceeded by that of a light and vigorous form which, bounding past him, leaped, with in-credible activity and daring, into the very centre of the Hurons, where it stood, whirling a tomahawk, and flourishing a glittering knife, with fearful menaces, in front of Cora. Quicker than the thoughts could follow these unexpected and audacious movements, an image, armed in the emblematic panoply of death, glided before their eyes, and assumed a threatening attitude at the other's side. The savage tormentors recoiled before these warlike intruders, and uttered as they appeared in such quick succession, the often repeated and peculiar exclamation of surprise, followed by the well known and dreaded appellations of – "Le Cerf Agile!" Le Gros Serpent! But the wary and vigilant leader of the Hurons was not so easily disconcerted. Casting his keen eyes around the little plain, he comprehended the nature of the assault at a glance, and encouraging his followers by his voice as well as by his example, he unsheathed his long and dangerous knife, and rushed with a loud whoop upon expecting Chingachgook. It was the signal for a general combat. Neither party had fire-arms, nor the contest was to be decided in the deadliest manner; hand to hand, with weapons of offence, and none of defence.
Uncas answered the whoop, and leaping on an enemy, with a single, well-directed blow of his tomahawk, cleft him to the brain. Heyward tore the weapon of Magua from the sapling, and rushed eagerly towards the fray. As the combatants were now equal in number, each singled an opponent from the adverse band. The rush and blows passed with the fury of a whirlwind, and the swiftness of lightning. Haw-keye soon got another enemy within reach of his arm, and with one sweep of his for-midable weapon he beat down the slight and inartificial defences of his antagonist, crushing him to the earth with the blow. Heyward ventured to hurl the tomahawk he had seized, too ardent to await the moment of closing. It struck the Indian he had selected on the forehead, and checked for an instant his onward rush. Encouraged by this slight advantage, the impetuous young man continued his onset, and sprang upon his enemy with naked hands. A single instant was enough to assure him of the rashness of the measure, for he immediately found himself fully engaged, with his activity and courage, in endeavoring to ward the desperate thrusts made with the knife of the Huron. Unable longer to foil an enemy so alert and vigilant, he threw his arms about him, and succeeded in pinning the limbs of the other to his side, with an iron grasp, but one that was far too exhausting to himself to continue long. In this extremity he heard a voice near him, shouting—
"Exterminate the varlets! No quarter to an accursed Mingo!" 
At the next moment, the breech of Hawkeye's rifle fell on the naked head of his adversary, whose muscles appeared to wither under the shock, as he sank from the arms of Duncan, flexible and motionless.
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When Uncas had brained his first antagonist, he turned, like a hungry lion, to seek another. The fifth and only Huron disengaged at the first onset had paused a moment, and then seeing that all around him were employed in the deadly strife, he sought, with hellish vengeance, to complete the baffled work of revenge. Raising a shout of triumph, he sprang towards the defenceless Cora, sending his keen axe, as the dreadful precursor of his approach. The tomahawk grazed her shoulder, and cutting the withes which bound her to the tree, left the maiden at liberty to fly. She eluded the grasp of the savage, and reckless of her own safety, threw herself on the bosom of Alice, striving with convulsed and ill-directed fingers, to tear asunder the twigs which confined the person of her sister. Any other than a monster would have relented at such an act of generous devotion to the best and purest affection; but the breast of the Huron was a stranger to sympathy. Seizing Cora by the rich tresses which fell in confusion about her form, he tore her from her frantic hold, and bowed her down with brutal violence to her knees. The savage drew the flowing curls through his hand, and raising them on high with an outstretched arm, he passed the knife around the exquisitely moulded head of his victim, with a taunting and exulting laugh. But he purchased this moment of fierce gratification with the loss of the fatal opportunity. It was just then the sight caught the eye of Uncas. Bounding from his footsteps he appeared for an instant darting through the air, and descending in a ball he fell on the chest of his enemy, driving him many yards from the spot, headlong and prostrate. The violence of the exertion cast the young Mohican at his side. They arose together, fought, and bled, each in his turn. But the conflict was soon decided; the tomahawk of Hey ward and the rifle of Hawkeye descended to the skull of the Huron, at the same moment that the knife of Uncas reached his heart.
SELECTION I
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1.	How does Uncas demonstrate his courage?
2.	Do you think that the Hurons were afraid of Uncas and Chingachgook? Explain your answer.
3.	How was Hawkeye's weapon different from those used by the other combatants?
4.	How many Hurons were there?
5.	Describe how Cora was saved from being scalped.
6.	In your own words, describe the fight.
SELECTION II
In this second excerpt from The Last of the Mohicans a general hand-to-hand combat has taken place, now ended except for one duel. The Hurons have been bested by-Hawkeye and his allies; Cora and Alice have been saved. The duel in question is between Uncas, the last of the Mohican tribe, and his Huron opponent, Magua. Magua is beaten but escapes. The scene ends in thanksgiving by the good people who have been able to triumph over the bad. The struggle and victory are described in Cooper's stately, old-fashioned prose.
FROM THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS
The battle was now entirely terminated, with the exception of the protracted struggle between Le Renard Subtil and Le Gros Serpent. Well did these barbarous warriors prove that they deserved those significant names which had been bestowed for deeds in former wars. When they engaged, some little time was lost in eluding the quick and vigorous thrusts which had been aimed at their lives. Suddenly darting on each other, they closed, and came to the earth, twisted together like twinning serpents, in pliant and subtle folds. At the moment when the victors found themselves unoccupied, the spot where these experienced and desperate combatants lay could only be distinguished by a cloud of dust and leaves which moved from the centre of the little plain towards its boundary, as if raised by the passage of a whirlwind. Urged by the different motives of filial affection, friendship, and gratitude, Heyward and his companions rushed with one accord to the place, encircling the little canopy of dust which hung above the warriors. In vain did Uncas dart around the cloud, with a wish to strike his knife into the heart of his father's foe; the threatening rifle of Hawkeye was raised and suspended in vain, while Duncan endeavored to seize the limbs of the Huron with hands that appeared to have lost their power. Covered, as they were, with dust and blood, the swift evolutions of the combatants seemed to incorporate their bodies into one. The death-like looking figure of the Mohican, and the dark form of the Huron, gleamed before their eyes in such quick and confused succession, that the friends of the former knew not where nor when to plant the succoring blow. It is true there were short and fleeting moments, when the fiery eyes of Magua were seen glittering, like the fabled organs of the basilisk, through the dusty wreath by which he was enveloped, and he read by those short and deadly glances the fate of the combat in the presence of his enemies; ere, however, any hostile hand could descend on his devoted head, its place was filled by the scowling visage of Chingach-gook. In this manner the scene of the combat was removed from the centre of the little [image: http://www.foliosociety.com/images/editorials/LastoftheMohecans_1288893723.jpg]plain to its verge. The Mohican now found an opportunity to make a powerful thrust with his knife; Magua suddenly relinquished his grasp, and fell backward without motion, and seemingly without life. His adversary leaped on his feet, making the arches of the forest ring with the sounds of triumph.
"Well done for the Delawares victory to the Mohican!" cried Hawkeye, once more elevating the butt of the long and fatal rifle; "a finishing blow from a man without a cross will never tell against his honor, nor rob him of his right to the scalp."
But, at the very moment when the dangerous weapon was in the act of descending, the subtle Huron rolled swiftly from beneath the danger, over the edge of the precipice, and falling on his feet, was seen leaping, with a single bound, into the centre of a thicket of low bushes, which clung along its sides. The Delawares, who had believed their enemy dead, uttered their exclamation of surprise, and were following with speed and clamor, like hounds in open view of the deer, when a shrill and peculiar cry from the scout instantly changed their purpose, and recalled them to the summit of the hill.
"Thou was like himself," cried the inveterate forester, whose prejudices contributed so largely to veil his natural sense of justice in all matters which concerned the Mingos; І "alying and deceitful varlet as he is. An honest Delaware now, being fairly vanquished, would have lain still, and been I knocked on the head, but these knavish Maquas cling to life like so many -of-the-mountain. Let him go—let him go; 'tis but one man, and he without rifle or bow, many a long mile from his French I commerades; and like a rattler that has lost I his fangs, he can do no further mischief, until such time as he, and we too, may leave the prints of our moccasins over a long reach of sandy plain." "See, Uncas," he added, in Delaware, "your father is flaying the scalps already. It may be well to go round and feel the vagabonds that are left, or we may have another of them loping through the woods, and screeching like a jay that has been winged."
So saying, the honest, but implacable j scout, made the circuit of the dead, into whose senseless bosoms he thrust his long knife, with as much coolness as though they had been so many brute carcasses. He had, however, been anticipated by the elder Mohican, who had already torn the emblems of victory from the unresisting heads of the slain.
But Uncas, denying his habits, we had almost said his nature, flew with instinctive delicacy, accompanied by Heyward, to the assistance of the females, and quickly releasing Alice, placed her in the arms of Cora. We shall not attempt to describe the gratitude to the Almighty Disposer of events which glowed in the bosoms of the sisters, who were thus unexpectedly restored to life and to each other. Their thanksgivings were deep and silent; the offerings of their gentle spirits, burning brightest and purest on the secret altars of their hearts; and their renovated and more earthly feelings exhibiting themselves in long and fervent, though speechless caresses. As Alice rose from her kness, where she had sunk by the side of Cora, she threw herself on the bosom of the latter, and sobbed aloud the name of their aged father, while her soft, dove like eyes sparkled with the rays of hope.
"We are saved! We are saved!" she murmured; "to return to the arms of our dear father, and his heart will not be broken with grief. And you too, Cora, my sister; my more than sister, my mother; you too are spared. And Duncan," she added, looking round upon the youth with a smile of ineffable innocence, "even our own brave and noble Duncan has escaped without a hurt."
To these ardent and nearly incoherent words Cora made no other answer than by straining the youthful speaker to her heart, as she bent over her, in melting tenderness. The manhood of Heyward felt no shame in dropping tears over this spectacle of affectionate rapture; and Uncas stood, fresh and blood-stained from the combat, a calm, and, apparently, an unmoved looker-on, it is true, but with a I sympathy that elevated him far above the intelligence, and advanced him probably centuries before the practices of his nation.
During this display of emotions so natural in their situation. Hawkeye, whose vigilant distrust had satisfied itself that the Hurons, who disfigured the heavenly scene, no longer possessed the power to interrupt its harmony, approached David, and liberated him from the bonds he had, until that moment, endured with the most exemplary patience.
"There," exclaimed the scout, casting the last withe behind him, "you are once more master of your own limbs, though you seem not to use them with greater judgment than that in which they were first fashioned. If advice from one who is not older than yourself, but who having lived most of his time in the wilderness, may be said to have experience beyond his years, will give no offence, you are welcome to my thoughts; and these are, to part with the little tooting instrument in your jacket to the first fool you meet with, and buy some useful we'pon with the money, if it be only the barrel of a horseman's pistol. By industry and care, you might thus come to some preferment; for by this time, I should think, your eyes would plainly tell you that a carrion crow is a better bird than a mocking thresher. The one will, at least, remove foul sights from before the face of man, while the other is only good to brew disturbances in the woods, by cheating the ears of all that hear them."
"Arms and the clarion for the battle, but the song of thanksgiving to the victory!" answered the liberated David. "Friend," he added, thrusting forth his lean, delicate hand towards Hawkeye, in kindness, while his eyes twinkled and grew moist, "I thank thee the hairs of my head still grow where they were first rooted by Providence for, though those of other men may be more glossy and curling, I have ever found mine own well suited to the brain they shelter. That I did not join myself to the battle, was less owing to disinclination, than to the bonds of the heathen. Valiant and skilful hast thou proved thyself in the conflict, and I hereby thank thee, before proceeding to discharge other and more important duties, because thou hast proved thyself well worthy of a Christian's praise." [33, c. 22].
SELECTION II
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
A. 1. How does Magua escape from Chingachgook?
2.	What observation does Hawkeye make on the difference in defeat in battle between a Huron and a Mohican?
3.	What advice does Hawkeye give to David?
4.	How do you know that the Hurons did not use rope to tie their captives?
5.	Do you think that it was unmanly for Heyward to cry? Explain your answer.
B. 1. What do you think of Cooper's style of writing?
2.	In your opinion are the events of the rescue believable? Explain your answer.
3.	Is Hawkeye your ideal of a hero? Explain.
4.	In your opinion, who was the most courageous person during the rescue? Why do you think so?
5.	What novels from your national literature are similar in theme to the Leatherstocking Tales?

OPTIONAL PROJECTS
FOR INTERPRETATION
1.	The Romantic Movement in the United States emphasized emotion in literature and interest in the past and in the national scene. Cooper's romanticism is quite pronounced and in many ways is equivalent to that of the English writer, Sir Walter Scott. Can Chingachgook, Hawkeye and Uncas. Magua, Heyward be regarded as romantic figures? Explain your answers.
2.	Compare the Romantic Movement in literature in your country with that of the United States. How were they similar? How different?
3.	In narrating adventure, Cooper uses several techniques to develop suspense and to hold the reader's interest. What are these techniques? Give examples from the selection taken from The Last of the Mohicans. In your opinion which plays the largest part in Cooper's plots: mystery, romance, or adventure? Explain.
4.	Cooper's major theme is that of the American frontier and his stories are based on history, are of danger, narrow escapes, and brave deeds.  What author in the literature of your country is similar to Cooper in theme? Write a short essay in which you compare the two authors in this respect. You may also want to compare them with regard to writing style, storytelling ability, characterization, ability to create suspense, and so forth.
FOR INVESTIGATION
"  Read two or three  novels of the Deer-slayer series. (You will find them listed in the introduction to the chapter.) Based on this reading, prepare a composition in which you characterize Deerslayer, keeping in mind that Cooper has stated that in Deerslayer he wished  to portray "the highest principles of civilization  as they are exhibited in the uneducated" and "all of savage life that  is not incompatible I with great rules of conduct." (You might like to expand the scope of your paper by comparing Deerslayer with a similar literary character in your own national literature.) Present your composition orally in class and then discuss your findings with your classmates.


HENRY WADSWORTH 
LONGFELLOW
(1807-1882)




[image: ]"True poets embody and give form to the fine thoughts which are passing through their own minds; but these men, like mere painters, only animate those forms, which have long existed in every one's fancy."
– from his "Poets and Common Sense Men"
True greatness is the greatness of the mind:—the true glory of a nation is a moral and intellectual preeminence."
– from his Works
Longfellow (1807-1882) was born in Maine, but lived most of his adult life in Cambridge, the village outside Boston where many writers lived. One of Longfellow's grandfathers was a state Senator and the other grandfather had been a Revolutionary War general and a Congressman. Longfellow's family also expected him to choose a career of public service, as well as to support himself in some profession. Following his graduation in 1826 from Bowdoin College, where he was a classmate of Nathaniel Hawthorne, Longfellow went to Europe to study. When he returned to the United States three years later, he taught European languages, first at Bowdoin and then at Harvard. For a number of years, though his poetry was quite popular, Longfellow continued to earn his living by teaching, but after 18 years of teaching at Harvard, he resigned his position because he felt it interfered with his writing.
During the last years of his life, Longfellow received many honors, including honorary degrees from Cambridge and Oxford Universities in England. After his death, a bust of Longfellow was placed in the Poet's Corner of Westminster Abbey —the first American to be so honored.
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow brought European culture to the attention of Americans, and in turn spread American folklore in Europe, where his work was popular. American readers liked Longfellow's lyrical style, which was influenced by the German Romantic poets, and they were pleased by his emphasis on such subjects as home, family, nature, and religion. His style and subjects were conventional, especially in comparison with Whitman or more modern writers, and over the years Longfellow's position as a major American poet has declined. Nevertheless, in the late 19th century, Longfellow was without a doubt the most popular American poet.
Of the three poems given here, "Hymn to the Night" has a dignity proper for its mood and message. "The Secret of the Sea" uses flowing rhythm to express a longing many have felt. "Oft Have I Seen at Some Cathedral Door" is a sonnet which introduced a section of his translation of Dante's Divine Comedy. This sonnet is among Longfellow's most enduring works [33, c. 77]..
[image: ніч]
SELECTION I
HYMN TO THE NIGHT
I heard the trailing garments of the Night
Sweep through her marble halls! 
I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light
From the celestial walls!

I felt her presence, by its spell of might,
Stoop o'er men from above; 
The calm, majestic presence of the Night,
As of the one I love.

I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,
The manifold, soft chimes,
That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,
Like some old poet's rhymes.

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air
My spirit drank repose; 
The fountain of perpetual peace flows there,—
From those deep cisterns flows.

О holy Night! from thee I learn to bear
What man has borne before! 
Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care,
And they complain no more.

Peace! Peace! OrestesMike I breathe this prayer!
Descend with broad-winged flight, 
The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,
The best-beloved Night!

SELECTION II
THE SECRET OF THE SEA
Ah! What pleasant visions haunt me
As I gaze upon the sea!
All the old romantic legends,
All my dreams come back to me.

Sails of silk and ropes of sendal,
Such as gleam in ancient lore;
And the singing of the sailors,
And the answer from the shore!

Most of all, the Spanish ballad
Haunts me oft, and tarries long,
Of the noble Count Arnaldos
And the sailor's mystic song.

Like the long waves on a sea-beach,
Where the sand as silver shines,
With a soft, monotonous cadence,
Flow its unrhymed lyric lines;—

Telling how the Count Arnaldos,
With his hawk upon his hand,
Saw a fair and stately galley,
Steering onward to the land;—

How he heard the ancient helmsman
Chant a song so wild and clear,
That the sailing sea-bird slowly
Poised upon the mast to hear,

Till his soul was full of longing,
And he cried, with impulse strong,—
"Helmsman! for the love of heaven,
Teach me, too, that wondrous song!"

"Wouldst thou,"—so the helmsman answered,
"Learn the secret of the sea?
Only those who brave its dangers
Comprehend its mystery!"

In each sail that skims the horizon,
In each landward-blowing breeze,
I behold that stately galley,
Hear those mournful melodies;

Till my soul is full of longing
For the secret of the sea,
And the heart of the great ocean
Sends a thrilling pulse through me.

SELECTION III
FROM DIVINA COMMEDIA
I
Oft have I seen at some cathedral door
A laborer, pausing in the dust and heat,
Lay down his burden, and with reverent feet Enter,
and cross himself, and on the floor
Kneel to repeat his paternoster1 o'er;
Far off the noises of the world retreat;
The loud vociferations of the street
Become an undistinguishable roar.
So, as I enter here from day to day,
And leave my burden at this minster gate,
Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to pray,
The tumult of the time disconsolate
To inarticulate murmurs dies away,
While the eternal ages watch and wait.

SELECTIONS I, II and III
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS 
Hymn To The Night
1. How does the poet personify the Night? Why does he welcome her? What does he learn from her?
The Secret Of The Sea
1.	What kind of thoughts and associations does the sea bring to the poet?
2.	According to the helmsman, how can one learn the secret of the sea? Do you have any ideas what the secret might be?
Divina Commedia
1.	What ambience does the poet strive to convey in the first eight lines?
2.	In the last six lines, the poet draws a comparison  between  himself and the other worshiper. Why is he also a laborer? What burden does the poet leave?
3.	What is the meaning of the last line? What attitude toward life does it reveal?
Creative Task: Analyzing the poems try to write a personal verses using Rhyming Dictionary. 
WALT WHITMAN
(1819-1892)





[image: ]Without yielding an inch the working-man and working-woman were to be in my pages from first to last. The ranges of heroism and loftiness with which Greek and feudal poets endow'd their godlike or lordly born characters—indeed prouder and better based and with fuller ranges than those—I was to endow the democratic averages of America. I was to show that we, here and today, are eligible to the grandest and the best—more eligible now than any times of old were. I will also want my utterances (I said to myself before beginning) to be in spirit the poems of the morning. (They have been founded and mainly written in the sunny forenoon and early midday of my life.) I will want them to be the poems of women entirely as much as men. I have wished to put the complete Union of the States in my songs without any preference or partiality whatever. Henceforth, if they live and are read, it must be just as much South as North—just as much along the Pacific as Atlantic—in the valley of the Mississippi, in Canada, up in Maine, dowr in Texas, and on the shores of Puget Sound.
—from the Preface to the 1855 editior of Leaves of Grass Whitman (1819-1892) was one of the great innovators in American literature. In the cluster of poems he called Leaves of Grass he gave America its first genuine epic poem. The poetic style he devised is now called free verse—that is, poetry without a fixed beat or regular rhyme scheme. Whitman thought that the voice of democracy should not be haltered by traditional forms of verse. His influence on the poetic technique of other writers was small during the time he was writing Leaves of Grass but today elements of his style are apparent in the work of many poets. During the 20th century, poets as different as Carl Sandburg and the "Beat" bard, Allen Ginsberg, have owed something to him.
Whitman grew up in Brooklyn, New York, and worked there as a school-teacher, as an apprentice to a printer, and as the editor of various newspapers. He had very little schooling but read a great deal on his own. He was especially intrigued by the works of Shakespeare and Milton. Strangely enough, his only contact writh the Eastern religions or with German Transcendentalists, whose ideas he frequently used in his poetry, was what he had read of them in the writings of Emerson.
In the 1840s Whitman supported! Jackson's Democratic Party; he also fa-vored the exclusion of slavery from new states in his newspaper writing and because of this, in 1848, he was dismissed from his job. He then worked sporadically at carpentry and odd jobs, and had some of his writing—which was conventional and undistinguished—printed in newspapers [4, c. 102].
[image: http://ih1.redbubble.net/image.8158827.3114/flat,550x550,075,f.jpg]In 1848 he visited New Orleans, Chicago, and the Western frontier; the lat ter impressed him greatly. There is specu-lation that some of his experiences on this trip marked a turning point in his career, though it is more likely that he was gradu-ally developing as an artist. At any rate, soon after this period he began to write in a new style—the "free verse" for which he became famous. He published the first edition of Leaves of Grass in 1855, setting the type for the book himself, and writing favorable reviews of it in the papers, anonymously. He continued to add new poems to the collection, and to rearrange and revise them, until his death in 1892. His best work is usually considered to have been done before 1871.
Most of the poems in Leaves of Grass are about man and nature. However, a small number of very good poems deal with New York, the city that fascinated Whitman, and with the Civil War, in which he served as a volunteer male nurse. In his poetry, Whitman combined the ideal of the demo-cratic common man and that of the rugged individual. He envisioned the poet as a hero, a savior and a prophet, one who leads the community by his expressions of the truth.
With the publication of Leaves of Grass Whitman was praised by Ralph Waldo Emerson and a few other literati but was attacked by the majority of critics because of his unconventional style. He wanted his poetry to be for the common people but, ironically it was ignored by the general public [13, c. 38].
*******
At specialized schools the significant importance is given to the text understanding, its correct perception. On this stage we suggest to involve the role game “The Confession of the Writer” where one of the pupils pretend to be the author and reads his sincere confession:

	
W.WHITMAN
	
В.ВІТМЕН

	I look upon “Leaves of Grass”, now finish’d to the end of its opportunities and powers, as my definitive carte visit to the coming generations of the New World, if I may assume to say so. 
Candidly and dispassionately reviewing all my intentions, I feel that they were creditable – and I accept the result, whatever it may be.
This was a feeling or ambition to articulate and faithfully express in literary or poetic form, and uncompromisingly, my own physical, emotional, moral, intellectual, and aesthetic Personality. 
For grounds for “Leaves of Grass”, as a poem, I abandon’d the conventional themes, which do not appear in it: none of the stock ornamentation, or choice plots of love or war, or high, exceptional personages of Old-World song; nothing, as I may say, for beauty’s sake – no legend, or myth, or romance, nor euphemism, nor rhyme. But the broadest average of humanity and its identities in the now ripening Nineteenth Century.
One main genesis-motive of the “Leaves” was my conviction (just as strong today as ever) that the crowning growth of the United States is to be spiritual and heroic. To help start and favor that growth – or even to call attention to it, or the need of it – is the beginning, middle, and final purpose of the poems.
“Leaves of Grass” indeed (I cannot too often reliterate) has mainly been the outcropping of my own emotional and other personal nature – an attempt, from first to last, to put a Person, a human being (myself) freely, fully and truly on record.
	Моя збірка є зверненням до майбутніх нащадків Нового Світу. Я чекаю на велику перемогу й успіх, який пов'язаний з будівництвом нової нації. Пам’ятаючи свої наміри, відчуваю, що вони достойні честі.
 Свої прагнення й амбіції я виражаю через поетичну форму, через власний фізичний, емоцій-ний, моральний, естетичний, інтелектуальний стан.
Я буду жити, і надалі залишаючи в серці Америку й сьогодення, зосереджуючи увагу на людстві, його місці в ХІХ столітті. Адже пульсом Всесвіту є людське існу-вання, крізь яке духовна поетична еволюція прямо чи опосередковано прямує до Старого чи Нового Світу. 
Крізь мою поезію проходить відголос американської індиві-дуальності й прагнення до неї, гармонія в стосунках людини й природи. Мотив майже всього вірша – велика гордість людини за себе. “Листя трави” – це вираження моїх власних емоцій від початку й до кінця, вшанування людини, людського існування  вільно, цілком й справді навічно.

	
SONG OF  MYSELF
I celebrate myself, and sing myself,
And what I assume you shall assume,
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.
I loaf and invite my soul,
I lean and loaf at my case observing a spear of summer grass.
My tongue, every atom of my blood, form’d from this soil, this air,
Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their parents the same,
I, now thirty-seven years-old in perfect health begin, 
Hoping to cease not till death.
Creeds and schools in abeyance,
Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten,
I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard, 
Nature without check with original energy.

	
Підрядник (Ю.Рибінська)
Я славлю себе і співаю собі,
І що я приймаю, ти повинен приймати,
Оскільки кожен атом, що належить мені,
Так само належить тобі.
Я марную час і тішу свою душу,
Я блукаю й байдикую, оглядаючи стебло літньої трави.
Мій язик, кожен атом моєї крові
Створено з цього ґрунту, цього повітря,
Народжений тут від батьків, які також народились тут від своїх батьків, їхні також від своїх,
Я, тридцятисемирічний, у добрім здоров’ї починаю, сподіваючись не скінчити до смерті.
Вірування й школи всіма облишені, відійшовши назад, залишаються на своєму місці, і їх не забуто,
Я захищаю добро й зло, Я дозволяю говорити будь-які речі,
Природа не має перешкод, промовляючи до первісної сили.


	
Переклад С.Хміль
Славлю себе!
І те, що приймаю я, приймаєш ти,
Бо кожен атом, належний мені, так само тобі належить.
Я байдикую і тішу душу свою,
Блукаю і байдикую собі на вдоволення... оглядаючи списи травинок літніх.
Мій язик, кожен атом моєї крові створено з цього ґрунту, з цього повітря.
Народжений тут від батьків, які народилися тут від своїх батьків, а їхні також від своїх,
Я, тридцятисемирічний, починаю у добрім здоров’ї
І сподіваюсь не скінчити до самої смерті.
Віри та школи в занепаді,
 Хоч їх не забули,
Вони йдуть назад, бо їм досить того, що мають. 
Я припускаю добро і зло, я дозволяю говорити навмання, 
Природа не знає цензури, вона повна первісних сил.
	 
Переклад Л.Герасимчука
Себе я прославляю, себе я оспівую, І те, що приймаю я, приймете й ви, Бо кожен атом, котрий належить мені, так само належить вам.
Я тиняюся, шукаючи свою душу, на дозвіллі тиняюся влітку, нахиляюся й розглядаю стебло травинки.
Мій язик, кожен атом моєї крові складається з цього ґрунту, з цього повітря;
Народжений тут від батьків, народжених тут батьками, котрі так
само тут народилися,	
Я, тридцятисемирічний,
без жодної хворості, розпочинаю.
І сподіваюся не урватися аж до смерті.
Вірування та вчення, всіма облишені,
Ви відступили убік – але й ви добрі на місці своєму, і вас не забуто, – 
Я прихищаю всі – правильні й хибні, я дозволяю стверджувати речі щонайризикованіші.
Хай промовляє природа без перешкод з первісною силою.



Task: compare two different translations.	
Vocabulary work:
Choose antonyms, synonyms to the following words
: to loaf – байдикувати, марнувати час. 
Antonym: to work hard.
: They spend all day loafing around on street corners.
to lean – блукати, нахилятися (to move or bend your body in a particular direction).
Synonyms : incl  ine, list, turn tip, repose, angle. 
They were leaning over her, trying to wake her up;
 a spear – дротик, стебло (a thin pointed stem of a plant, shaped like a spear).
 to cease – припинити (to stop doing something).
Synonyms: break off, culminate, fail, end, drop, finish.
Antonym: to begin.
a creed – упередження, вірування (a set of beliefs or principles).
in abeyance – у занепаді, усіма облишені (something such as a custom. Rule, or system that is in abeyance is not being used at the present time, no longer be used).
a hazard – шанс, ризик (something that may be dangerous, a risk that cannot be avoided).
Synonyms: chance, guess, suppose, venture.
: Polluted water sources are a hazard to wildlife.
1. Which translation do you like best and why?
2. How translations are different in stylistic, content meaning and the emotional influence?
3. Which translation is done earlier? [4, c. 62]. 
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JOHN STEINBECK
(1902-1968)





A writer must declare and praise man's proven capacity for greatness of heart and spirit – for bravery in defeat, for courage, forgiveness, and love. I believe that a writer who does not passionately believe in man's ability to improve himself has no devotion for, nor any membership in, literature.
– from his Grapes of Wrath
Man, unlike any other thing organic or inorganic in the universe, grows beyond his work, walks up the stairs of his concepts, emerges ahead of his accomplishments.
– from his Grapes of Wrath
Steinbeck (1902-1968) did not start his literary career until Lewis and Fitzgerald had reached their peak. He seemed to be from a different world – the world of the Great Depression, the world of mass poverty. It was a world as far removed from that of Lewis as from that of Fitzgerald.
A Californian, Steinbeck was an athlete and president of his high school class, who went to Stanford University in between various jobs. He learned to know the poor, in particular the migrant farm workers, American and Mexican, and he wrote from their point of view. By the middle 1930s, when Lewis and Fitzgerald were past their writing prime, Steinbeck had authored some very popular novels. Tortilla Flat was a humorous story about a Mexican-American colony in Monterey, while In Dubious Battle was a serious work about a strike by migrant farmworkers. Of Mice and Men is a touching and perennially popular tale of two migrants and their mutual dependence and shared dreams. Steinbeck portrayed their odd friendship with great sympathy and understanding, and the work has been made into an equally successful play and movie.
His greatest success came in 1939 with The Grapes of Wrath. This is the saga of a family of Oklahoma farmers named Joad, who are driven by drought to migrate to California. There they are scornfully called "Okies" and suffer mistreatment and exploitation. Yet somehow Ma Joad always manages to hold the family together. The book leaves the reader with the feeling which Steinbeck wanted to instill—that the poor can endure by helping one another, and perhaps also that they can expect no help from anyone else.
The Grapes of Wrath makes a potent appeal to the emotions. Highly charged emotional scenes, dramatic or pathetic, follow one another in rapid succession. Rarely does the drama turn to melodrama or the pathos to sentimentality, though the subject matter invites both kinds of treatment. One such scene is reprinted below. The central incident is simple. A migrant worker, desperately poor, stops with his two boys at a roadside lunch wagon to buy a loaf of bread. The waitress does not want to be bothered; she is waiting on a pair of truck drivers who are bound to be better customers. But she gives in, and ends by letting each boy have a bit of nickel candy for a penny. The scene is understated. Each person in it is realized as an individual human being – proud or humble, mean or generous, outgoing or introverted – though the scene is so brief. Because of Steinbeck's great talent and real admiration for dignity and human pride in adversity, we share his emotions for his characters.
Steinbeck arranges his effects around a central incident. He tells us that the action takes place beside a transcontinental high-way, and fills out the scene with groups of staccato phrases which paint a picture for us like the brush strokes on an impressionistic canvas.
I. Using Internet find the information about life and literary activity of the writer.
II. Prepare an interview with the writer.
SELECTION I 
The Grapes of Wrath
Chapter 15
. . .The transport truck, a driver and relief. How 'bout stoppin' for a cup a Java?1 I know this dump. How's the schedule? Oh, we're ahead! Pull up, then. They's a ol' war horse3 in here that's a kick.4 Good Java, too.
The truck pulls up. Two men in khaki riding trousers, boots, short jackets, and shiny-visored    military    caps.    Screen door – slam. H'ya, Mae!
[image: grapes-of-wrath-196-LST0662]
Well, if it ain't Big Bill the Rat! When'd you get back on this run? Week ago.
The other man puts a nickel in the phonograph, watches the disk slip free and the turntable rise up under it. Bing Crosby's voice – golden. "Thanks for the memory, of sunburn at the shore – You might have been a headache, but you never were a bore –‘ And the truck driver sings for Mae's ears, you might have been a I haddock but you never was a whore –
Mae laughs. Who's ya frien', Bill? New on this run, ain't he?
The  other  puts a nickel in the slot machine, wins four slugs, and puts them back. Walks to the counter. Well, what's it gonna be? Oh, cup a Java. Kinda pie ya got? Banana cream, pineapple cream, chocolate cream—an' apple.
Make it apple. Wait— Kind is that bigH thick one? Mae lifts it out and sniffs it. Banana cream.
Cut off a hunk; make it a big hunk. Man at the slot machine says, Two all around.
Two it is. Seen any new etchin's lately, Bill?
Well, here's one.
Now, you be careful front of a lady.
Oh, this ain't bad. Little kid comes in late to school. Teacher says, "Why ya late?" Kid says, "Had a take a heifer down –get'er bred." Teacher says, "Couldn't your ol' man do it?" Kid says, "Sure he could, but not as good as the bull."
Mae squeaks with laughter, harsh screeching laughter. Al, slicing onions carefully on a board, looks up and smiles, and then looks down again. Truck drivers, that's the stuff. Gonna leave a quarter each for Mae. Fifteen cents for pie an' coffee an' a dime for Mae. An' they ain't tryin' to make her, neither.
[image: http://i43.tower.com/images/mm100571336/grapes-wrath-john-steinbeck-paperback-cover-art.jpg]Sitting together on the stools, spoons sticking up out of the coffee mugs. Passing the time of day. And Al, rubbing down his griddle, listening but makine no comment.
Bing Crosby's voice stops. The turntable drops down and the record swings into its place in the pile. The purple light goes off. The nickel, which has caused all this mechanism to work, has caused Crosby to sing and an orchestra to play—this nickel drops from between the contact points into the box where the profits go. This nickel, unlike most money, has actually done a job of work, has been physically responsible for a reaction.

Steam spurts from the valve of the coffee urn. The compressor of the ice machine chugs softly for a time and then stops. The electric fan in the corner waves its head slowly back and forth, sweeping the room with a warm breeze. On the highway, on 66'2, the cars whiz by.
"They was a Massachusetts car stopped a while ago," said Mae.
Big Bill grasped his cup around the top so that the spoon stuck up between his first and second fingers. He drew in a snort of air with the coffee, to cool it. "You ought to be out on 66. Cars from all over the country. All headin' west. Never seen so many before. Sure some honeys on the road."
"We seen a wreck this mornin','' his companion said. "Big car. Big Cad, a special job and a honey, low, cream color, special job. Hit a truck. Folded the radiator right back into the driver. Must a been doin' ninety. Steerin' wheel went right on through the guy an' lef him a-wigglin' like a frog on a hook, Peach of a car. A honey. You can have her for peanuts now. Drivin' alone, the guy was."
Al looked up from his work. "Hurt the truck?"
"Oh, Jesus Christ! Wasn't a truck. One of them cut-down cars full a stoves an' pans an' mattresses an' kids an' chickens. Coin' west, you know. This guy come by us doin' ninety – r'ared up on two wheels just to pass us, an' a car's comin' so he cuts in an whangs this here truck. Drove like he's blin' drunk. Jesus, the air was full a bed clothes an' chickens an' kids. Killed one kid. Never seen such a mess. We pulled up. The man that's drivin' the truck, he jus' Stan's there lookin' at that dead kid. Can't get a word out of 'im. Jus' rum-dumb.19 God Almighty; the road is full a them families goin' west. Never seen so many. Gets worse all a time. Wonder where the hell they all come from?"
"Wonder where they all go to,"  said Mae. "Come here for gas sometimes, but they don't hardly never buy nothin' else. People says they steal. We ain't got nothin' lay in' around. They never stole nothing from us."
Big Bill, munching his pie, looked up the road through the screened window. "Better tie your stuff down. I think you got some of 'em comin' now." [33, c. 181].


SELECTION I
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1.	Why does Steinbeck leave out some explanatory material? Why does he make use of incomplete sentences?
2.	What kind of person is Mae? Al? What device does Steinbeck use to portray these characters?
3.	Is this wayside restaurant (diner) similar to any place where you have eaten?
4.	What is the author's purpose in describing the automobile wreck?
5.	What feeling does Steinbeck want the reader I to have toward the truck drivers?
6.	How does the author create an atmosphere of camaraderie in the restaurant scene?
7.	What is the attitude of the truck drivers and Mae toward the families traveling west?
8.	There are a number of examples of substandard English in the speech of the different characters. Make a list of 8-10 samples and then give the correct grammatical form.
SELECTION II 
THE GRAPES OF WRATH
Chapter 15 (continued)
[image: http://listings8f.skiddlecdn.co.uk/e/6/b/149091_400.jpg]A 1926 Nash sedan pulled wearily off the highway. The back seat was piled nearly to the ceiling with sacks, with pots and pans, and on the very top, right up against the ceiling, two boys rode. On the top of the car, a mattress and a folded tent; tent poles tied along the running board.
The car pulled up to the gas pumps. A dark-haired, hatchet-faced man got slowly 1 out. And the two boys slid down from the road and hit the ground.
Mae walked around the counter and stood in the door. The man was dressed in gray wool trousers and a blue shirt, dark I blue with sweat on the back and under the arms. The boys in overalls and nothing else, ragged patched overalls. Their hair was light, and it stood up evenly all over their heads, for it had been reached.Their faces were streaked with dust. They went directly to the mud puddle under the hose and dug their toes into the mud.
The man asked, "Can we git some water, ma'am?"
A look of annoyance crossed Mae's face. "Sure, go ahead." She said softly over her shoulder, "I'll keep my eye on the hose." She watched while the man slowly unscrewed the radiator cap and ran the hose in.
A woman in the car, a flaxen-haired woman, said, "See if you can't git it here."
The man turned off the hose and screwed on the cap again. The little boys took the hose from him and they upended it and drank thirstily. The man took off his dark, stained hat and stood with a curious humility in front of the screen. "Could you see your way to sell us a loaf of bread, ma'am?"
Mae said, "This ain't a grocery store. We got bread to make san'widges."
"I know, ma'am." His humility was in-sistent. "We need bread and there ain't nothin' for quite a piece, they say."
“We sell bread we gonna run out." Mae's tone was faltering.
"We're hungry," the man said.
"Whyn't you buy a san'widge? We got nice san'widges, hamburgs."
"We'd sure admire4 to do that, ma'am. But we can't. We got to make a dime do all of us." And he said embarrassedly, "We ain't got but a little."
Mae said, "You can't get no loaf a bread for a dime. We only got fifteen-cent loafs."
From behind her Al growled, "God Al-mighty, Mae, give 'em bread."
"We'll run out 'fore the bread truck comes."
"Run out, then, goddamn it," said Al. And he looked sullenly clown at the potato salad he was mixing.
Mae shrugged her plump shoulders and looked to the truck drivers to show them what she was up against.
She held the screen door open and the man came in, bringing a smell of sweat with him. The boys edged in behind him and they went immediately to the candy-case and stared in—not with craving or with hope or even with desire, but with a kind of wonder that such things could be. They were alike in size and their faces were alike. One scratched his dust) ankle with the toe nails of his other foot. The other whispered some soft message and then they straightened their arms so that their clenched fists in the overall pockets showed through the thin blue cloth.
Mae opened a drawer and took out a long waxpaperwrappered loaf. "This here is a fifteen-cent loaf."
The man put his hat back on his head. He answered with inflexible humility, "Won't you—can't you see your way to cut off ten cents' worth?"
Al said snarlingly, "Goddamn it, Mae. Give 'em the loaf."
The man turned toward Al. "No, we want ta buy ten cents' worth of it. We got it figgered awful close, mister, to get to California."
Mae said resignedly, "You can have this for ten cents."
"That's be robbin' you, ma'am."
"Go ahead—Al says to take it." She pushed the waxpapered loaf across the counter. The man took a deep leather pouch from his rear pocket, untied the strings, and spread it open. It was heavy with silver and with greasy bills.
"May soun' funny to be so tight," he apologized. "We got a thousan' miles to go, an' we don' know if we'll make it." He dug in the pouch with a forefinger, located a dime, and pinched in for it. When he put it down on the counter he had a penny with it. He was about to drop the penny back into the pouch when his eye fell on the boys frozen before the candy counter. He moved slowly down to them. He pointed in the case at big long sticks of striped pep-permint. "Is them penny candy, ma'am?"
Mae moved down and looked in. "Which ones?"
"There, them stripy ones."
The little boys raised their eyes to her face and they stopped breathing; their mouths were partly opened, their half-naked bodies were rigid.
"Oh—them. Well, no—them's two for a penny."
"Well, gimme two then, ma'am." He placed the copper cent carefully on the counter. The boys expelled their held breath softly. Mae held the big sticks out.
"Take 'em," said the man.
They reached timidly, each took a stick, and they held them down at their sides and did not look at them. But they looked at each other, and their mouth corners smiled rigidly with embarrassment.
"Thank you, ma'am." The man picked up the bread and went out the door, and the little boys marched stiffly behind him, the red-striped sticks held tightly against their legs. They leaped like chipmunks over the front seat and onto the top of the load, and they burrowed back out of sight like chipmunks. The man got in and started his car, and with a roaring motor and a cloud of blue oily smoke the ancient Nash climbed up on the highway and went on its way to the west.
From inside the restaurant the truck drivers and Mae and Al stared after them. Big Bill wheeled back. "Them wasn't two-for-a-cent candy," he said.
"What's that to you?" Mae said fiercely. "Them was nickel apiece candy," said Bill.
"We got to get goin'," said the other man.   "We're   dropping   time."   They reached in their pockets. Bill put a coin on the counter and the other man looked at it and reached again and put down a coin. ! They swung around and walked to the door.
"So long," said Bill. Mae called, "Hey! Wait a minute. You got change."
"You go to hell," said Bill, and the screen I door slammed.
Mae watched them get into the great truck, watched it lumber off in low gear, I and heard the shift up the whining gears to cruising ratio. "Al—" she said softly.
He looked up from the hamburger he j was patting thin and stacking between I waxed papers. "What ya want?"
"Look there." She pointed at the coins I beside  the  cups—two  half-dollars. Al walked near and looked, and then he went back to his work.
"Truck drivers," Mae said reverently... [33, c. 119].
SELECTION II
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1. Describe the man who wants to buy bread.
2. How would you characterize the two boys?
What is the significance of the candy scene?
3. What is Mae's attitude toward the man? In what way does it change? Why?
4. With what feelings does the end of this episode leave you? Do you think better or worse of human nature? Explain your answer.
5. Is your reaction to the family predominantly lone of pity or of admiration? What is the cause for each? How would Sandburg have looked at this family?
6. Can you relate instances of stereotyped attitudes being changed by actual contact between individuals?
7. How does Steinbeck's style add to the drama of the restaurant scene?
8. Does this story remind you of other migrations in history—of episodes in your own national   history, for example?  How would you compare them to the situation described in Grapes of Wrath?
THEODORE DREISER
(1871-1945)




[image: ]Of one's ideals, struggles, deprivations, sorrows and joys, it could only be said that they were chemic compulsions, something which for some inexplicable but unimportant reason responded to and resulted from the hope of pleasure and the fear of pain. Man was a mechanism, undevised and uncreated, and a badly and carelessly driven one at that.– from his A Book about Myself
Dreiser (1871-1945) is still considered one of the great American realists, or naturalists. His novels deal with everyday life, often with its sordid side. The characters who people his novels, unable to assert their will against natural and economic forces, are mixtures of good and bad, but he seldom passes judgment on them. He describes them and their actions in massive detail. As Dreiser sees them, human beings are not tragic but pathetic in their inability to escape their petty fates. In the end the sheer weight and power of the author's conviction compel the reader to share his compassionate vision.
Born in small town Indiana, Dreiser rebelled as a youth against the poverty and narrowness of the life around him. One of his high school teachers recognized his talent and paid his tuition at Indiana University. But Dreiser left college after a year because he felt it "did not concern ordinary life at all." He had various jobs in Chicago: washing dishes, shoveling coal, working in a factory, and collecting bills—experiences which he later used in his writing. He taught himself to be a newspaper reporter and supported him-self as a journalist and editor for many years while he was struggling to become recognized as a novelist.
In what was almost a convention of naturalism, Dreiser's first novel was about a prostitute, but unlike Stephen Crane's Maggie, Dreiser's heroine prospers and flourishes. The end furnished a worse shock to Dreiser's readers than his choice of subject: Carrie is not only a rather improbable success on the musical comedy stage but one of her prosperous lovers, I whom she has found useful in advancing her career, has suffered a reversal of for tune as startling as Carrie's. Readers in 1900 found the "punishment of the lover peculiarly distasteful to their notions of justice; according to the prevailing double standard of sexual morality, the woman was supposed to be punished, not the man.
SELECTION I
Chicago is the scene of Sister Came, in which Carrie is a pretty young girl whom Dreiser uses to express his own longings for wealth and affection, for the glitter and sexual excitement of the city. The opening chapter, divided into two parts, is largely reprinted here. It shows Carrie leaving home and taking the train to the city. The passage is typical of Dreiser; he gives us his thoughts about Carrie and the salesman she meets and describes them minutely. When Carrie arrives, her sister greets her in a noncom-mittal fashion. She promises nothing of the excitement and warmth that the salesman holds out to Carrie at the end of the chapter.
FROM SISTER CARRIE

CHAPTER I
When Caroline Meeber boarded the afternoon train for Chicago, her total outfit consisted of a small trunk, a cheap imitation alligator-skin satchel, a small lunch in a paper box, and a yellow leather snap purse, containing her ticket, a scrap of paper with her sister's address on Van Buren Street, and four dollars in money. It was in August, 1889. She was eighteen years of age, bright, timid, and full of the illusions of ignorance and youth. Whatever touch of regret at parting characterised her thoughts, it was certainly not for advantages now being given up. A gush of tears at her mother's farewell kiss, a touch in her throat when the cars clacked by the flour mill where her father worked by the day, a pathetic sigh as the familiar green environs of the village passed in review, and the threads which bound her so lightly to girlhood and home were irretrievably broken.
[image: http://24.media.tumblr.com/tumblr_m0akdcKI2B1r6xvfko1_400.jpg]To be sure there was always the next station, where one might descend and return. There was the great city, bound more closely by these very trains which came up daily. Columbia City was not so very far away, even once she was in Chicago. What, pray, is a few hours—a few hundred miles? She looked at the little slip bearing her sister's address and wondered. She gazed at the green landscape, now passing in swift review, until her swifter thoughts replaced its impression with vague conjectures of what Chicago might be.
When a girl leaves her home at eighteen, she does one of two things. Either she falls into saving hands and becomes better, or she rapidly assumes the cosmopolitan standard of virtue and becomes worse. Of an intermediate balance, under the circumstances, there is no possibility. The city has its cunning wiles, no less than the infinitely smaller and more human tempter. There are large forces which allure with all the soulfulness of expression possible in the most cultured human. The gleam of a thousand lights is often as effective as the persuasive light in a wooing and fascinating eye. Half the undoing of the unsophisticated and natural mind is accomplished by forces wholly superhuman. A blare of sound, a roar of life, a vast array of human hives, appeal to the astonished senses in equivocal terms. Without a counsellor at hand to whisper cautious interpretations, what falsehoods may not these things breathe into the unguarded ear! Unrecognised for what they are, their beauty, like music, too often relaxes, then weakens, then perverts the simpler human perceptions.
Caroline, or Sister Carrie, as she had been half affectionately termed by the family, was possessed of a mind rudimen tary in its power of observation and analysis. Self-interest with her was high, but not strong. It was, nevertheless, her guiding characteristic. Warm with the fancies of youth, pretty with the insipid prettiness of the formative period, possessed of a figure promising eventual shapeliness and an eye alight with certain native intelligence, she was a fair example of the middle American class—two generations removed from the emigrant. Books were beyond her interest—knowledge a sealed book. In the intuitive graces she was still crude. She could scarcely toss her head gracefully. Her hands were almost ineffectual. The feet, though small, were set flatly. And yet she was interested in her charms, quick to understand the keener pleasures of life, ambitious to gain in material things. A half-equipped little knight she was, venturing to reconnoitre the mysterious city and dreaming wild dreams of some vague, far-off supremacy, which should make it prey and subject—the proper penitent, grovelling at a woman's slipper.
[image: heraldsquarepostcard]
"That," said a voice in her ear, "is one of the prettiest little resorts in Wisconsin." "It is?" she answered nervously. The train was just pulling out of Waukesha. For some time she had been conscious of a man behind. She felt him observing her mass of hair. He had been fidgeting, and with natural intuition she felt a certain interest growing in that quarter. Her maidenly reserve, and a certain sense of what was conventional under the circumstances, called her to forestall and deny this familiarity, but the daring and magnetism of the individual, born of past experiences and triumphs, prevailed. She answered.
He leaned forward to put his elbows upon the back of her seat and proceeded to make himself volubly agreeable. "Yes, that is a great resort for Chicago people. The hotels are swell. You are not familiar with this part of the country, are you?"
[image: http://25.media.tumblr.com/tumblr_lrl3xlFvv31qfquklo1_500.jpg]"Oh, yes, I am," answered Carrie. "That is, I live at Columbia City. I have never been through here, though."
"And so this is your first visit to Chicago," he observed.
All the time she was conscious of certain features out of the side of her eye. Flush, colourful cheeks, a light moustache, a grey fedora1 hat. She now turned and looked upon him in full, the instincts of self-protection and coquetry mingling confusedly in her brain.
"I didn't say that," she said.
"Oh," he answered, in a very pleasing way and with an assumed air of mistake, "I thought you did."
Here was a type of the travelling canvasser for a manufacturing house—a class which at that time was first being dubbed by the slang of the day "drum-mers." He came within the meaning of a still newer term, which had sprung into general use among Americans in 1880, and which concisely expressed the thought of one whose dress or manners are calculated to elicit the admiration of susceptible young women—a "masher." His suit was of a striped and crossed pattern of brown wool, new at that time, but since become familiar as a business suit. The low crotch of the vest revealed a stiff shirt bosom of white and pink stripes. From his coat sleeves protruded a pair of linen cuffs of the same pattern, fastened with large, gold plate buttons, set with the common yellow agates known as "cat's-eyes." His fingers bore several rings – one, the everendurmg heavy seal—and from his vest dangled a neat gold watch chain, from which was suspended the secret insignia of the Order of Elks. The whole suit was rather tight-fitting, and was-finished off with heavy-soled tan shoes, highly polished, and the grey fedora hat. He was, for the order of intellect represented, attractive, and whatever he had to recommend him, you may be sure was not lost upon Carrie, in this, her first glance.
SELECTION I
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1. In what way is Caroline Meeber representative of thousands of young people who leave a small town for life in the big city? Does this tendency exist in your country?
2. Does Caroline appear to be the type of person you could like or admire? Explain. What emotion do you feel toward her?
3. Describe  the  "masher."  Did  your  country have his equivalent in the late 19th century or at some   other   period?    If   so,   describe   their similarities or dissimilarities.
4. In one paragraph Dreiser gives us a very clear idea of Carrie. What does this paragraph tell us about her?
SELECTION II 
From Sister Carrie
Chapter I (continued)
Lest this order of individual should permanently pass, let me put down some of the most striking characteristics of his most successful manner and method. Good clothes, of course, were the first essential, the things without which he was nothing. A strong physical nature, actuated by a keen desire for the feminine, was the next. A mind free of any consideration of the problems or forces of the world and actuated not by greed, but an insatiable love of variable pleasure. His method was always simple. Its principal element was daring, backed, of course, by an intense desire and admiration for the sex. Let him meet with a young woman once and he would approach her with an air of kindly familiarity, not unmixed with pleading, which would result in most cases in a tolerant acceptance. If she showed any tendency to coquetry he would be apt to straighten her tie, or if she "took up" with him at all, to call her by her first name. If he visited a department store it was to lounge familiarly over the counter and ask some leading questions. In more exclusive circles, on the train or in waiting stations, he went slower. If some seemingly vulnerable object appeared he was all attention—to pass the compliments of the day, to lead the way to the parlor car, carrying her grip, or, failing that, to take a seat next to her with the hope of being able to court her to her destination. Pillows, books, a footstool, the shade lowered; all these figured in the things which he could do. If, when she reached her destination he did not alight and attend her baggage for her, it was because, in his own estimation, he had signally failed.
A woman should some day write the complete philosophy of clothes. No matter how young, it is one of the things she wholly comprehends. There is an indescribably faint line in the matter of man's apparel which somehow divides for her those who are worth glancing at and those who are not. Once an individual has passed this faint line on the way downward he will get no glance from her. There is another line at which the dress of a man will cause her to study her own. This line the individual at her elbow now marked for Carrie. She became conscious of an inequality. Her own plain blue dress, with its black cotton tape trimmings, now seemed to her shabby. She felt the worn state of her shoes.
"Let's see," he went on, "I know quite a number of people in your town. Morgenroth the clothier and Gibson the dry goods man."
"Oh, do you?" she interrupted; aroused by memories of longings their show windows had cost her.
At last he had a clew to her interest, and followed it deftly. In a few minutes he had come about into her seat. He talked of sales of clothing, his travels, Chicago, and the amusements of that city.
"If you are going there, you will enjoy it immensely. Have you relatives?"
"I am going to visit my sister," she ex-plained.
"You want to see Lincoln Park," he said, "and Michigan Boulevard. They are putting up great buildings there. It's a second New York—great. So much to see— theatres, crowds, fine houses—oh, you'll like that."
There was a little ache in her fancy of all he described. Her insignificance in the presence of so much magnificence faintly affected her. She realised that hers was not to be a round of pleasure, and yet there was something promising in all the material prospect he set forth. There was something satisfactory in the attention of this individual with his good clothes. She could not help smiling as he told her of some popular actress of whom she reminded him. She was not silly, and yet attention of this sort had its weight.
"You will be in Chicago some little time, won't you?" he observed at one turn of the now easy conversation.
"I don't know," said Carrie vaguely—a flash vision of the possibility of her not securing employment rising in her mind.
"Several weeks, anyhow," he said, looking steadily into her eyes.
There was much more passing now than the mere words indicated. He recognised the indescribable thing that made up for fascination and beauty in her. She realised that she was of interest to him from the one standpoint which a woman both delights in and fears. Her manner was simple, though for the very reason that she had not yet learned the many little affectations with which women conceal their true feelings. Some things she did appeared bold. A clever companion—had she ever had one—would have warned her never to look a man in the eyes so steadily.
"Why do you ask?" she said.
"Well, I'm going to be there several weeks. I'm going to study stock at our place and get new samples. I might shou you 'round."
"I don't know whether you can or not. I mean I don't know whether I can. I shall be living with my sister, and—"
"Well, if she minds, we'll fix that." He took out his pencil and a little pocket note-book as if it were all settled. "What is your address there?"
She fumbled in her purse which con-tained the address slip.
He reached down in his hip pocket and took out a fat purse. It was filled with slips of paper, some mileage books, a roll of greenbacks. It impressed her deeply. Such a purse had never been carried by any one attentive to her. Indeed, an experienced traveller, a brisk man of the world, had never come within such close range before. The purse, the shiny tan shoes, the smart new suit, and the air with which he did things, built up for her a dim world of fortune, of which he was the centre. It disposed her pleasantly toward all he might do.
He took out a neat business card, on which was engraved Bartlett, Caryoe & Company, and down in the left-hand corner, Chas. H. Drouet. "That's me," he said, putting the card in her hand and touching his name. "It's pronounced Dreweh. Our family was French, on my father's side."
She looked at it while he put up his purse. Then he got out a letter from a bunch in his coat pocket. "This is the house I travel for," he went on, pointing to a picture on it, "corner of State and Lake." There was pride on his voice. He felt that it was something to be connected with such a place, and he made her feel that way.
"What is your address?" he began again, fixing his pencil to write.
She looked at his hand.
"Carrie Meeber," she said slowly. "Three hundred and fifty-four West Van Buren Street, care S. C. Hanson."
He wrote it carefully down and got out the purse again. "You'll be at home if I come around Monday night?" he said.
"I think so," she answered. . .
SELECTION II
 DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1. Describe the manner and methods of the "masher." Have these characteristics changed in contemporary society? If no, how?
2. "Clothes make the man" is an epigram often used in English. How does the author express this idea? In what way is it important to the development of the final part of the chapter?
3. In this first chapter, does the author capture your interest so that you want to read the rest of the novel? Explain your answer.
4. Do you like Dreiser's style of writing? Cite reasons to support your answer.
5. Do you admire the "drummer?" Why or why not?
6. Are Dreiser's sympathies with the drummer or with Carrie? Give reasons for your answer. With whom do your sympathies lie? Why?
WRITING PRACTICE
1. Write a comparison of Dreiser and a writer of your own country who uses similar subject matter and writing style.
2. In Sister Carrie, as well as in three other novels, Jennie Gerhardt, The 'Genius,' and An American Tragedy, Dreiser develops the view that the chaotic nature of life precludes spiritual satisfaction; consequently, it is normal and right for one to get the most he can from a society's economic system. Read two of the three other novels cited above and write a composition in which you demonstrate the way Dreiser presents this theme in each novel. [23, c. 62].



ERNEST HEMINGWAY 
(1898-1961)



[image: ]
"A writer's, problem does not change. He himself changes and the world he lives in changes but his problem remains the same. It is always how to write truly and, having found what is true, to project it in such a way that it becomes a part of the experience of the person who reads it."
 – From his Problems of Writer in War Time
Hemingway (1898-1961) was born in Illinois. His family took him, as a boy, on frequent hunting and fishing trips and so acquainted him early with the kinds of virtues, such as courage and endurance, which were later reflected in his fiction. After high school, he worked as a newspaper reporter and then went overseas to take part in World War I. After the war he lived for several years in Paris, where he became part of a group of Americans who felt alienated from their country. They considered themselves a lost generation. It was not long before he began publishing remarkable and completely individual short stories. The year he left Paris he published the powerful novel, The Sun Also Rises. His subjects were often war and its effects on people, or contests, such as hunting or bullfighting, which demand stamina and courage.
Hemingway's style of writing is striking. His sentences are short, his words simple, yet they are often filled with emotion. A careful reading can show us, furthermore, that he is a master of the pause. That is, if we look closely, we see how the action of his stories continues during the silences, during the times his characters say nothing. This action is often full of meaning. There are times when the most powerful effect comes from restraint. Such times occur often in Hemingway's fiction.  He perfected the art of conveying emotion with few words.
In contrast to the Romantic writer, who often emphasizes abundance and even excess, Hemingway is a Classicist in his restraint and understatement. He believes, with many other Classicists that the strongest effect comes with an economy of means.
	This is not to say that his work is either emotionless or dull. "In Another Country," the short story reprinted in the next pages, is filled with emotional overtones. Its dominant feeling is one of pity for misfortunes that can never be remedied. A hand crippled is, and will always be, a hand crippled. A beloved wife lost through death is lost indeed. Perhaps we should be resigned to such misfortunes, but the Italian major in this story laments that he cannot be resigned. The tragedies of life cannot really be remedied.

THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA OVERVIEW: 
Santiago is an old man, and many are starting to think that he can no longer fish. He has gone for many months without landing any kind of fish to speak of; and his apprentice, a young man named Manolin, has gone to work [image: Опис : C:\Users\саша\Pictures\АЛ для посібнка\the old man and the sea.jpg]for a more prosperous boat. The fisherman sets out into the open sea and goes a little further out than he normally would in his desperation to catch a fish. At noon, a big Marlin takes hold of one of the lines, but the fish is far too big for him to handle.
[image: http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-lgw_wH8MEgY/T66q9w4C7XI/AAAAAAAAAYk/kgMqmOqsjLk/s1600/Oldmanandthesea.jpg]	Hemingway pays great attention to the skill and dexterity that Santiago uses in coping with the fish. Santiago lets the fish have enough line, so that it won't break his pole; but he and his boat are dragged out to sea for three days. Finally, the fish--an enormous and worthy opponent--grows tired; and Santiago kills it. Even this final victory does not end the Santiago's journey; he is a still far, far out to sea. To make matters worse, Santiago drags the Marlin behind the boat (and the blood from the dead fish attracts sharks). 
Santiago does his best to beat the sharks away, but his efforts are not enough. The sharks eat the flesh off the Marlin, and Santiago is left with only the bones. Santiago gets back to shore--weary and tired--with nothing to show for his pains but the skeletal remains of a large Marlin. Even with just the bare remains of the fish, the experience has changed him, and altered the perception others have of him. Manolin wakes him the morning after his return and suggests that they once more fish together. 
Write the essay on the topic: “The Mystery of the Sea” (“Таємниці моря”) using new words from the text.
NEW WORDS:
to haul – тягнути; 
gear – механізм, приладдя;
mast – щогла;
coil – мотузка, яка складена спірально;
bait – наживка, приманка;
stern (of the skiff) – корма (задня частина якогось предмета);
hook – гачок; 
oar – весло. 
EXAMPLES OF THE ESSAYS:
She was born in the deepest depth of the sea. She gave life to the world and made the sun warm. She called the water to exist and the air to float. She hid herself in the deepest caves of the secret sea. You never knew her but it could be a marvel knowing her well. Only one fact, that she gave them light could honour her again. She gave the birth to everything and encrusted the sea mystery with the tiny bits of shells.
Now she lives in the pure white sand, between the turquoise water. She has the secret key. She never flies to the sandy shallow of the dark-blue water. None can catch her on the hook or have on the stern of their ship.
Nоone can pull her in the coil, except the perfect friendship. You can’t gaff her. You can’t explore her, because the key to her hidden inner soul is “I Love You”.
You can’t buy her, because she is the heart of the great sea. She is hidden in the eyes of dove, because her mystery is love. 
(Микита Р., 11 клас)

It was a foggy morning, when a little boat appeared in the middle of a bay. There stood a man who was hauling coils of a net. That boat seemed so crumble, so it had no mast and strim but only one small oar. The man was dicky and slowly.
As he hadn’t lots of bait or good clothes, everybody could say that he was a popper but he was the best in his job. He rowed and the boat floated quickly along over the blue bay.
That man had a dream: to become rich and to build a big beautiful ship by himself and then to travel around the world.
He was peacefully fishing and the seagulls were gossiping with each other. The marvelous view came from a boat. A man was sitting without any food for hours, but he dreamt… and in the evening that man came home without any money or fish. 
Afterwords he went away from the town where he lived and his dreams came true.
Now we know that man who became rich in his times and who was the founder of the first big ship. He was the popper mystery man. 
(Маша П., 11 е. клас)

Ocean, sea, sky, breath, song… Why are they similar? Because they are a part of nature and they are eternal. Noone in the world can find out their mystery. A person can see only it’s beauty, feel it’s warmth and take care of it. Humanity is too developed to perceive its pureness.
Look at the sea or sky. It’s beautiful… isn’t it? And that’s only the shadow of what we can see. Its treasure is hidden inside, because the most important things are not usually told to us, we must feel them by our imagination. let’s sit into the small boat, full of dreams and reality, rowing with our oar to the land of the high expectations and discover that bait is life itself which catches us into its nets of happiness and success. 
(Інна О., 11 клас)

To understand the ice-berg technique and show the significance of the context we suggest the chain story task  for the improvisational class activity .
A marlin (a large sea fish with a long sharp nose, which people hunt for sport, represents great desire, person’s targets).
The old man (experience, knowledge, education).
The boy (a hope and inspiration, spring power, new generation).
A shark (danger, life’s obstacles, difficulties).
To fish (to catch something on a hook, to gain something, to follow the aim).
A bait (something we use for achieving the goal).
A cast net (boarders in our life, limited space).
Budshields (the cover under which our secret things are hired or something new and fulfilled with courage and youth).
A baseball (represents famous national American game, in this sense it is a part of life there it’s important to stay a winner).
To dream (unconscious mind, unrealized desires and hopes, the other side of reality).
A lion (becoming a winner, a king of the day kingdom).
An ocean (abundant stream of life, water is enigma and life’s source).
Yellow and dark blue colours (a warm and a cold mixture of colourfull tints, yellow represents the sun and working day and water itself, which connotes with life).
The bird (flying up to the goal, the approval that dreams come true, that a person may get higher than he’s expected to be) [4, c. 34]..
A CHAIN STORY
Once upon a time lived a wise fish named Marlin in a dark blue ocean. He was stalked by many dangerous sharks, because they wanted to know the recipe of the longevity elixir from him. The only way to find it out was to come surreptitiously at night and observe how he would pass his knacks to the young. The invisible wand was the only bait they’ve got. So, this stick made them invisible and gave the opportunity to discover the fish’s secret.
The Marlin’s show began at midnight, when the sharks were sitting under the algaes’ and waiting for the performance to start. The wise fish began his seminar from calling a sea-horse. When he came, the fish said that we must believe in ourselves and then our dreams would come true. At this moment the sea-horse spread his wings and flew, everybody was amazed. Marlin replied “We are what we do and our eternity depends on our actions. There is no magic in it”. The sharks appeared before everybody and asked for forgiveness, telling that these words were the prodigy for them, the essence of the existence.


Crossword:
Questions on horizontal: 
1. What did Hemingway do for the living during World War II? (a correspondent)
2. In what magazine were the writer’s unfinished works published? (Life)
3. How is the magic Hemingway’s Style defined? (realistic)
4. What kinds of words make the reader participate in the events of the story? (plain)

Questions on vertical:
1. Where did Hemingway publish his first book? (in Paris)
2. Hemingway is the inventor of the so-called theory of an…  (an iceberg)
3. Who translated Hemingway’s “The Old Man and the Sea”? (Mytrophanov)
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[image: http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/c/c6/William_Sydney_Porter_by_doubleday.jpg]

                                 O.HENRY
(1862 – 1910)



    



TASK: Search individualy the autobiography of O.Henry in internet resource http://wikipedia.org

	THE GIFT OF THE MAGI 
ONE DOLLAR and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one's cheeks burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times Delia counted it. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.
[image: 2603]There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl. So Delia did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles predominating.
While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.
In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name "Mr. James Dillingham Young."
The "Dillingham" had been flung to the breeze during a former period of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of "Dillingham" looked blurred, as though they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above he was called "Jim" and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as Delia. Which is all very good.
Delia finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she , had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn't go far. Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Something fine and rare and sterling—something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honour of being owned by Jim. There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. Delia, being slender, had mastered the art. Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full length.
Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim's gold watch that had been his father's and his grandfather's. The other was Delia's hair. Had the Queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Delia would have let her hair hang out the window some day to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty's jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy.
So now Delia's beautiful hair fell about her, rippling and shining like a cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and made itself almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear or two splashed on the worn red carpet.
On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street. Where she stopped the sign read: "Mme. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds." One flight up Delia ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the "Sofronie,"
"Will you buy my hair?" asked Delia.
"I buy hair," said Madame. "Take your hat off and let's have a sight at the looks of it."
Down rippled the brown cascade.
"Twenty dollars," said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand-
"Give it to rne quick," said Delia.
Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim's present.
[image: http://njnj.ru/pix/shop.jpg]She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation—as all good things should do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she валу it she knew that it must be Jim's. It was like him- Quietness and value—the description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a chain-When Delia reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity added to love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends—a mammoth task.
Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and critically.
"If Jim doesn't kill me," she said to herself, "before he takes a second look at me, he'll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do—oh! What could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents?"
At 7 o'clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops.
[image: http://www.wiredforbooks.org/images/magi2.jpg]Jim was never late. Delia doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit of saying little silent prayers about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: "Please God, make him think I am still pretty."
The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two —and to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without gloves.
Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes wore fixed upon Delia, and there was an expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.
Delia wriggled off the table and went for him.
"Jim, darling," she cried, "don't look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold it because I couldn't have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It'll grow out again—you won't mind, will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say 'Merry Christmas!' Jim, and let's be happy. You don't know what a nice—what a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you."
"You've cut off your hair?" asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labour.
"Cut it off and sold it," said Delia. "Don't you like me just as well, anyhow? I'm me without my hair, ain't I?"
Jim   looked   about   the   room   curiously.
"You say your hair is gone?" he said, with an air almost of idiocy.
"You needn't look for it," said Delia. "It's sold, I tell you—sold and gone, too. It's Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered," she went on with a sudden serious sweetness, "but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?"
Out of the trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Delia. For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a million a year—what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.
Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.
"Don't make any mistake, Dell," he said, "about me. I don't think there's anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make где like my girl any less. But if you'll unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a while at first."
White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.
For there lay The Combs—the set of combs, side and back, that Delia had worshipped for long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jewelled rims—just the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornment were gone.
But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: "My hair grows so fast, Jim!"
And then Delia leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, "Oh, oh!"
Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit. "Isn't it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You'll have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it."
Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and smiled.
"Dell," said he, "let's put our Christmas presents away and keep 'em a while. They're too nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops on."
The magi, as you know, were wise men—wonderfully wise men—who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi [31, c. 107]..

Task I. After reading the story try to think about the most memorable Christmas present in your life
Task II. Read the poem and try to give ideas for the versatile Christmas present , explain your choice. 
GIFTS
WHAT TO PRESENT AT CHRISTMAS?
By Julia Rybinska
What to present at Christmas?
A candy cane,
A tangerine or golden chain.
An aroma candle 
Or a pair of fashionable sandal,
A handmade soap or everlasting New Year hope 
A leather bag
Or tell me I am perfect tag,
A hair bend
Or Egypt souvenir sand,
A wallet or key holder,
Perhaps a Christmas book in the folder ,
A silver frame
Where you can settle all your family fame.
What to present at Christmas?
Perfume or lipstick from all your heart
Poinsettia or Christmas card
Still will never leave your friend apart! [4, c. 52].
DRAWING DICTATION
Task Choose 10 – 20 – 30 words from the list, read one out and let 3 minutes for students to draw each word.
Words: chimney, reindeer, shimmering garland, Christmas cracker, Snow-Maiden, snow-flake, snowman, Bengal sparklers, sleigh, stocking, wreaths, candy cane, poinsettias, mistletoe, Christmas tree, fire place, gingerbread man, icicle, a twig of tree, Santa Clause, a sheaf of grain, tinsel, Christmas balls, pudding, ivy, sweetly chime, ribbons and bows, holly, hearth, Yule (" infant") log.
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 EDGAR ALLAN POE
(1809 – 1849)





THE AMERICAN WRITER EDGAR ALLAN POE is probably better known outside the United States today than any other American writer. There was something about his poems and especially his short stories which interested people all over the world. Some of them were people whose whole way of living was completely different from his own.
[image: zpoeimgi]
Perhaps it was the certain knowledge we all have that we must die which joins us together; perhaps that is what we feel we have in common with Edgar Poe. For his short stories, at least the ones people read today, are filled with death, with fear, with more than fear — with terror; they deal with murders without reason, with murders for revenge; they deal with beautiful women who softly and slowly pass from life into death, so quietly that no one knows just when they died - or even whether they died at all! Poe's stories deal with the strange and the wonderful, with unreal happenings which seem real.
Indeed, they seem so real that it appears Poe could not have written them at all if he had not himself had the experiences he describes. And so, as the years went by, people began to picture in their minds a man named Poe who was like the men in Poe's stories; a man who did not have complete control of his mind, a man who was mad, perhaps, or half-mad; a man who was in some strange manner being destroyed.
There is no doubt that Poe used his own experiences in writing his own stories. This does not, however, mean that Poe was the men in his stories. Who was he, then? What was he?
[image: ]
Edgar and Virginia Poe's Home in Richmond, Virginia
Edgar Poe was born in Boston, Massachusetts, in January of 1809. His mother and father were actors. They moved around in the eastern part of the United States, travelling from city to city, acting in plays which no one remembers today. They had no real home; only hotel rooms.
One day, when Poe was only nine months old, his father went away and was never seen again. No one knows why. Poor Mrs. Poe was left with two small children and a third one still unborn. And Poe was only two years old when his mother died and he and his brother and baby sister were left alone in the world.
This happened in Richmond, in the state of Virginia. A man named John Allan took Poe into his home in Richmond. But Mr. Allan never adopted Poe; that is to say, he never made Poe his son by law. And Mr. Allan never took Poe into his heart, either. This was the cause of many of Poe's troubles as he grew older. However, Mrs. Allan didn't have any children of her own, and she wanted a child very much. So she loved Poe more than was good for him. This, too, probably caused him trouble as the years passed.
Mr. Allan did1, however, provide young Poe with a good education. Poe went to good schools from the time he was four years old until he was seventeen. When Poe was seventeen he began to do special studies to prepare himself to go to a university. In those days not many young people were able to go to a university. But by that time Mr. Allan had become quite rich. For this reason it is difficult to understand what happened when Poe arrived at the University of Virginia in Charlottesville. Before Mr. Allan went back to Richmond he gave Poe some money; but he didn't give him nearly enough. Poe couldn't pay for even the most necessary things. The result was that at the end of his first day at the university he owed money to at least two people. He wrote to Allan, asking for more money; Allan sent him some, but again it was a small amount. By this time, however, Poe had discovered that the businessmen of Charlottesville would let him take things without paying. They did this because they knew that Mr. Allan was rich. They thought that Allan would pay.
But this is only part of the story. Poe was a young man; and he was living and studying in the company of other young men. He did the things they did. One of the things they did was gamble; they played games with cards and the winner took money from the loser. That is, from all losers except Poe, for Poe had no money. And he often lost. The result was that Poe owed still more money.
Another one of the things these young unversity students did was drink. In English, when we use the word drink we usually tell what the person is drinking: water, milk, Coca Cola. But when we say, "He drinks," without telling what the person drinks, we mean that he drinks things like wine and gin and whiskey, things that have alcohol in them. These are the drinks which make a person feel good for a little time — unless he drinks so much that he can't remain standing, or so much that he gets  sick.
Well, Poe began to drink. I was about to say that he learned how to drink; the trouble is that he didn't. In those early days of the young United States life was rougher than it is today. Most men did not think badly of another man just because he drank; but if the man didn't know how to drink — if he drank too much or at the wrong time of day or in the wrong place — then men felt that drinking was wrong. Poe was one who didn't know how. Oh, we mustn't think that Poe drank all the time. If that had been true he could not have written anything. No, there were long periodswhen Poe didn't drink at all; but there were other periods when he felt he couldn't continue to exist without drinking. Thus, Poe created trouble for himself. This is not the only example of how Poe did the wrong thing, knowing that it was the wrong thing. Apparently it was a part of his character to do so. Poe recognized this problem in himself. In his story The Black Cat, he wrote:
Who has not, a hundred times, found himself doing wrong, doing some evil thing for no other reason than because he knows he should not? Are not we humans at all times pushed, ever driven  in some unknown way to break the law just because we understand it to be the law?
At the end of the school year Mr. Allan came to the university to get Poe. Poe's life had been a pleasant enough life until then. But his troubles were about to begin. For Allan learned what Poe had been doing. Now, Mr. Allan was a businessman. I can see him, in my mind's eye, his face red with anger, declaring that young Poe "didn't know the value of a dollar." Allan did pay some of the money Poe owed, but not the money Poe lost playing cards. And so when Poe left the university he still owed a lot of money; and there was hardly a day for the rest of his life that he didn't owe money to someone.
Allan took Poe back to Richmond. He told Poe that he would give him no further money to continue his studies at the university. Allan wanted Poe to work for him, in his business. Poe, of course, was the kind of person who would be very unhappy as a businessman. One day in March of 1827, after more angry words, Poe ran away from home. He was just eighteen years old.
Eighteen years old — and facing the world alone. Once or twice in the following years he did enter Mr. Allan's home again — once when Mrs. Allan died, Mrs. Allan, who had loved Poe so much — and whom Poe had loved so much. However, most of the time he was, as we say, "on his own." And he felt that he had been thrown out of his home.
Facing the world alone, Poe's chief purpose in life was to prove to Allan and to the world his value as a person. Poe wanted to be famous more than anything else. He wanted everybody to know him and talk about him. He felt, it seems that it was better if people said bad or untrue things about him than if they did not notice him at all.
We know little about what happened to Poe in the next few years. But it's not important for us to know day by day, month by month, exactly what Poe was doing. We do know that he was writing; and that he was poor. He had been writing poems since he was fourteen years old. When he was only eighteen a friend had made a few of the young man's poems into a very small, thin book. Few people bought it; almost no one even noticed it. But it was a book, even so. And two years later these poems and some new ones appeared in another book, still a very small one. Few people liked the poems; but even people who wrote that the poems were bad noticed them. Poe was already a poet.
He was also about to become the first American professional man of letters; that is to say, he became the first American writer who tried to get enough money to live just by writing. This is an important fact in his life. Today good writers are paid enough so that they can make a living by writing. But in Poe's time this was quite impossible. A writer needed a job which he could do with just a few hours of work each day, but which paid him enough for him to live, and left him time to write.
Poe wanted such a job, and he thought, once, that he had found one. But he drank too much the day he had planned to talk to some important people about the job. Again he had let himself do what he knew was exactly the wrong thing to do. Who knows why? He probably would not have been able to explain it himself. So Poe was really forced to try to earn a living by writing. But no one ever paid him for his writings what they were worth. As a result he almost never had enough money, and most of his remaining life he was poor, very poor.
NOTES
1. Did: This is a special, but rather common use of did; it provides contrast with something which has already been said. In this case, the speaker has just made a negative statement about Mr. Allan: Mr. Allan did not take Poe into his heart. The word did functions to tell us that a positive statement about Mr. Allan is about to be made. Similarly, in the next column did serves to introduce a positive statement after the speaker has suggested that Mr. Allan was not going to pay Poe's debts. There are two more examples of this on this page.
2. Gets sick = becomes sick:  The word get has about 70 different meanings. The original meaning was "seize, take hold of." Today the word has the broader meaning of "gain possession of, obtain, acquire, achieve," and the idea of obtaining can be seen in most meanings. Here, the person is not sick, and when he becomes sick he "gets" something he did not have before. This basic meaning is more easily seen in the  sentence below:  "Mr. Allan came to the University to get Poe." It is possible to use the word get too much. But it is one of the most important words in the language. The student must begin early to learn its many meanings.
3. He didn't = he didn't learn how to drink:. Here did has what is called a surrogate function, that is, it replaces or substitutes for an entire idea which was earlier expressed.
4. To do so = it was part of his character to do the wrong thing, knowing that it was the wrong thing. Here, it is the word so which replaces an entire idea earlier expressed. This use is not uncommon.
5. Driven: See The Black Cat, note 5.
6. Pleasant enough = rather pleasant.
7. Further = more, additional: He would give Poe no money in addition to the money he had already given him. Farther cannot have this meaning; and although in other meanings either farther or further may be used, further is much more
common in the United States. Some Americans use farther when the meaning is "more far away in space," and further for other meanings.
8. Even so: See note 4. "It was nevertheless a book, even though few bought it and almost no one noticed it." [33, c. 105].
EXERCISES
A. In this exercise you have three choices: a, b, and c. Choose the one which most nearly means the same as the words with a line under them.
1. Poe wanted to remain in the University of Virginia.
a. study	b. go back to       c. stay in
2. Poe felt that he couldn't exist without drinking.
a. be a critic   b. continue living c. work on magazines
3. Poe and his family never had a lot of money,
a. much	b. enough	c. too much
4. There was hardly a day in his life that Poe was not in trouble.
a. many	b. almost not      c. not
5. Few people bought his books. 
a. several        b. some	c. not many
6. Poe was about to become a writer.
a. soon	b. going	c. trying
7. Poe began to do special studies to prepare himself to go to a university.
a. teach himself   b. earn money     c. get ready
8. Poe would not have been able to explain why he drank so much.
a. give the reasons    b. understand   c. make plain
9. Poe discovered that he did not need money to get the things he needed in Charlottesville.
a. learned	b. thought	c. explained
10. Poe was living and working in the company of other young men.
a. business	b. presence	c. rooms
11. Poe recognized that it was part of his character always to do the wrong thing.
a. believed	b. learned	c. understood 
12. Poe never knew just when Allan stopped loving him.
a. certainly	b. properly	c. exactly
13. Poe failed to find a job that paid him enough to live.
a. did not try      b. was not able    c. tried

B. Answer the following questions.
1. What were Poe's father and mother like?
2. Why did Poe go to live with Mr. and Mrs. John Allan?
3. How much education did Poe receive?
4. What did Poe do at the University of Virginia that made Mr. Allan angry?
5. Why did Poe run away from home?
6. What was Poe's chief purpose in life after he left his home with Mr. and Mrs. Allan?
7. About how old was Poe when he began writing poems?
8. How many books of poetry had Poe written by the time he was twenty years old?
9. How successful were these books of poetry?
10. Why did Poe fail in his efforts to find a job which would pay him enough to live and still leave him enough time to write?
C. Which group of words (a, b, or c) best completes each unfinished sentence?
1. People thought that Poe could not have written his stories...
a. if he had not had complete control of his mind.
b. if he had not had the experiences he wrote about.
c. if   he   had   not  been   in  some  strange  manner destroyed.
2. Mr. Allan never adopted Poe; that is to say ...
a. he caused Poe much trouble as he grew older.
b. he never took Poe into his heart.
c. he never made Poe his son by law.
3. Mrs. Allan loved Poe ...
a. as much as her own children.
b. more than was good for him.
c. but never made Poe her son by law.
4. Before Mr. Allan went back to Richmond he gave Poe some money ...
a. but only enough to pay for the most necessary thing
b. but Poe lost it playing cards with other students.
c. but he didn't give him enough.
5. In those early days of the young United States ...
a. most men thought it was wrong to drink.
b. most men did not think badly of a man because he drank.
c. most men did not know how to drink.
6. After Poe ran away ...
a. he was thrown out of his home.
b. he never entered his home again.
c. he was on his own.
7. Poe's first two books of poetry ...
a. were bought by very few people.
b. were noticed by almost no one.
c. made him famous as a poet.
8. Poe wanted a job ...
a. so that he would not have to write to earn money.
b. as a professional man of letters.
c. which paid enough to live and left him time to write.
D. Some of the following sentences are true, some are not true. On a piece of paper write the numbers of the sentences and by the numbers put a cross (+) if the sentence is true and a circle (0) if it is not true. If the sentence is not true, write it again so that it becomes true.
I. Poe   wrote   his   stories   in   such   a   way   that   real happenings seem strange and wonderful.
2. Poe could not have written his stories if he had not himself had the experiences he describes.
3. Poe was the only child Mrs. Allan had.
4. Mr. Allan gave Poe enough money for the necessary things, but not enough to pay the money he owed because of playing cards.
5. Mr. Allan wanted Poe to leave the university and work with him in his business.
6. Poe often drank too much or at the wrong time of day or in the wrong place.
7. Poe understood that it was part of his character often to do the wrong thing, even though he knew it was wrong.
8. Poe wanted to be famous more than anything else.
9. Poe wrote two books of poetry which many people liked.
10. Poe was the first American who found it possible to make enough to live just by writing.

E. Change the sentence to a negative sentence, using not with the underlined verb. Say the entire sentence.
EXAMPLE: Poe had enough money to buy food.
Poe did not have enough money to buy food.
1. Poe's stories dealt with murders without reason.
2. People began to think that Poe was like the men in his stories.
3. Mr. Allan wants Poe to work with him in his business.
4. They thought that Mr. Allan would pay.
5. Poe did the things his friends did.
6. Poe often lost.
7. Allan provided Poe with a good education.
8. Allan paid the money Poe owed.
9. Poe felt that he had been thrown out of his home.
10. People bought many copies of Poe's books.
11. Poe tried to find a job which would pay him enough to live.
12. Poe Jet himself do what he knew was the wrong thing to do.



















TEACHER’S MESSAGES
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"There is reason in an Indian, though nature has made him with a red-skin!"
- James Fenimore Cooper, The Last of the Mohicans, Ch. 3
	[image: 29_Wyeth]
"When men struggle for the single life God has given them ... even their own kind seem no more than the beasts of the wood."
- James Fenimore Cooper, The Last of the Mohicans, Ch. 5
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“Do anything, but let it produce joy.” 
“Peace is always beautiful.” 
― Walt Whitman, Leaves of Grass
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“And the little screaming fact that sounds through all history: repression works only to strengthen and knit the repressed.” 
“If you're in trouble, or hurt or need - go to the poor people. They're the only ones that'll help - the only ones.” 
― John Steinbeck, The Grapes of Wrath
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“When a man, however passively, becomes an obstacle to the fulfillment of a woman's desires, he becomes an odious thing in her eyes, - or will, given time enough.” 
“When a girl leaves her home at eighteen, she does one of two things. Either she falls into saving hands and becomes better, or she rapidly assumes the cosmopolitan standard of virtue and becomes worse” 
― Theodore Dreiser, Sister Carrie
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"Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles predominating."
"Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within twenty seconds."
- O. Henry, "The Gift of the Magi"
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“Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore.” 
“Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore...” 
― Edgar Allan Poe, The Raven
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“But man is not made for defeat," he said. "
A man can be destroyed but not defeated. ” 
“Let him think that I am more man than I am and I will be so.” 
― Ernest Hemingway, The Old Man and the Sea
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APPENDIX
Зразок країнознавчого коментарю вчителя англійської мови на тему 
“Батьківщина В.Вітмена”

Знайомство зі збіркою “Листя трави” В.Вітмена доречно розпочати з країнознавчого коментарю вчителя англійської мови, який розповість про Америку, Нью-Йорк, Лонг Айленд, демонструючи слайди краєвидів країни. 
1. Країнознавчий коментар учителя англійської мови. 
New York is a state in the northeastern United States. It is sometimes called New York State when there is need to distinguish it from New York City, the most populous city in both the state and the nation. Due to the preponderance of the population concentrated in the southern portion around New York City, the state is often regionalized into Upstate and Downstate. New York’s postal abbreviation is NY.
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	Flag of New York
	Seal of New York

	Nickname(s): The Empire State

	[image: Map of the United States with New York highlighted]

	Official language(s)
	None, English de facto

	Capital
	Albany

	Largest city
	New York City

	Area
 - Total
 - Width
 - Length
 - % water
 - Latitude
 - Longitude
	Ranked 27th
141,205 km²
455 km
530 km
13.3
40°29'40"N to 45°0'42"N
71°47'25"W to 79°45'54"W

	Population
 - Total (2000)
 - Density
	Ranked 3rd
18,976,457
155.18/km² (6th)

	Elevation
 - Highest point
 - Mean
 - Lowest point
	
1,629 m
305 m
0 m
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Long Island is an island in New York, at 1,377 square miles (3567 km²) the largest island in the continental United States, and with 7.4 million residents, the 17th most populous island in the world. True to its name, the island is much longer, jutting out some 118 miles (190 km) from New York Harbor, than it is wide, with only from 12 to 20 miles (32 km) between the southern Atlantic coast and Long Island Sound. The Native American name for Long Island is Paumonauk, meaning “fish-shaped island”. On the western part of Long Island are the New York City boroughs of Brooklyn (Kings County) and Queens (Queens County); east of these are Nassau and Suffolk counties. However, common usage of the term “Long Island” or “the Island” usually refers to Nassau and Suffolk counties only (Brooklyn and Queens are considered already part of New York City, or just “The City”). Long Island is sometimes the object of humor by residents of the boroughs as being somewhat enigmatic and rustically suburban. 
[image: http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/en/5/5b/Long_Island_Counties.gif]

LONG ISLAND COUNTIES
HISTORY
Long Island was shaped by Ice Age glaciers. Early colonial figures include Wyandanch, Smith, Captain William Kidd, Lionel Gardner, and John Underhill. The West of Long Island was settled by the Dutch, and the East settled by Puritans from Massachusetts. Long Island was the scene of several witch hunts, including one involving Lionel Gardner in Easthampton. 
During the American Revolutionary War, it was captured by the British early on in the Battle of Long Island, and always had a notable loyalist influence. It was a British stronghold until the end of the war. Close ties with England (since colonization and even after independence) may account for the similarities between English accents and the New York Accent, most notably the non-rhotic pronunciation.
Prior to the 20th century, the whole of Long Island remained outside the boundaries of New York City as the counties of Queens, Kings and Suffolk. Long Island itself formerly possessed two incorporated cities; the City of Brooklyn and the City of Long Island (in Queens County, now a neighborhood in the Borough of Queens. The name Long Island City harks back to its former status). Both, along with Kings and Queens counties, were consolidated into “Greater New York” in 1898 (Kings and Queens counties survive as names of court districts). Portions of Queens County which rejected consolidation into New York City formed a separate county thereafter. “Nassau”, one of several names by which the island was once known, was revived to represent the newly-established county. The “separation” of Brooklyn and Queens from Long Island in popular usage must have begun around this time, since the Battle of Long Island, the Long Island Rail Road and Long Island City (all nowadays in “The City”) all allude to their geographical location on the island.
Long Island was the home of several prominent Roosevelts such as author Robert Roosevelt, and the summer home of his nephew President Theodore Roosevelt, who made his home at Sagamore Hill in Nassau County. Long Island was also the home of the Vanderbilt family.
Immigrants spilling over from New York City have made comfortable lives on Long Island. The immigration waves of Southern and Eastern Europe have been pivotal in creating the diversity on Long Island that most other American regions lack. These immigrations are reflected in the large Italian American and Jewish-American populations.
In 1996, tragedy struck Long Island, as TWA Flight 800 exploded over water off the coast of the small town of East Moriches. 230 people were killed in the disaster. A monument to those lost now stands at Smith Point County Park on Fire Island in Suffolk County.
Long Island was also hit especially hard by the 9/11 attack on the World Trade Center. Many people who live on Long Island commute to Manhattan for work on a daily basis. Also, many of the firefighters called in to assist in evacuation efforts or quelling the underground fires that occured after the Twin Towers fell were from Long Island
Long Island scenes
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Best of Long Island
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Bridgehampton inlet
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Rose garden at the Old Westbury Gardens
	[image: Bridgehampton inlet]Suffolk County Long Island

	[image: Old Westbury Garden 2]
Old Westbury Garden 2
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Зразки учнівських творчих робіт під враженнями від прочитаних творів

ПОЕЗІЯ, НАПИСАНА ПІД ВРАЖЕННЯМ ВІД ПРОЧИТАНОГО УРИВКУ 
“ПІСНІ ПРО СЕБЕ” ЗІ ЗБІРКИ “ЛИСТЯ ТРАВИ” В.ВІТМЕНА
[bookmark: _Toc160907171][bookmark: _Toc160817578]
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Surprise
I want to make you big surprise,
It’s made of grass, of light sunrise,
It keeps no diamonds or golden rings,
It has the joy of little things,
It has a sound,
It has a smell,
It brings you taste,
Which’s brimming well.
It’s not a joke,
I’m not playing pranks, 
I want to give you a huge thanks.
For all you’ve done, 
For all you’ve had 
It’s great decision not the end.
I want to tell you 
You’re a nice “femme”,
You’re very “glucklich”,
Can not harm
To any crumble little bug
Which sits on tree 
And has its luck.
You show us courage,
How to be strong,
Be satisfied,
Not turning off.
So my surprise for you 
To have unhuman wonder
In you hands,
The biggest greeting from your friends.
(Ангела К., 10 експер. клас)
[bookmark: _Toc160907172][bookmark: _Toc160817579]Forget Your Keys
If you forget your keys,
Then dumbstuck twice your knees.
It will not help, believe,
It will your pain retrieve
Don’t feel the usual sorrow!
It will be shameful horrow.
Just smile instead of cry.
And buy banana pie.
Be patient, sing the song
And be forever strong.
Forget that things are teasy
Relax and take it easy.
(Олена Д., 10 експер. клас)
[bookmark: _Toc160907175]Dreams of My Mind
In every colour there is a light,
In every stone sleeps a crystal,
The star of hope hides in the night,
I see it from my window.
The secret shadows in the dreams,
They beautifully whisper,
About pleasant things,
I hear it from star-singer.
I want to dive in it so deep,
I want to gather its presents,
I want it weeks after weeks,
My dreams, my native travels!
(Тоня Л., 10 експер. клас)
[bookmark: _Toc160907182][bookmark: _Toc160817590][bookmark: _Toc160907173][bookmark: _Toc160817580]My Secret Wish
If the rain cries 
And the storm comes,
You’ll be every time with me.
If the dog barks
And it’s very dark,
You will light for me
And it’ll make me free.
(Алла М., 10 експер. клас)
White Flowers
It’s drum silence, cold core,
No senses, just white colour, not more.
I hold paper flowers,
They don’t smell,
I can’t hear their rustle,
They’re indifferent for feelings.
Artificial leaves, and fainted soul –
It’s the destiny of paper flowers
As nothing at all.
They don’t feel the touch
And can’t do the breath,
Their infinite life costs no treasures.
They stay on my table,
Being only decoration,
So cold and unconscious,
Without imagination.
(Тоня Л., 10 експер. клас)
[bookmark: _Toc160907183][bookmark: _Toc160817591]Farewell
Somebody killed my spring in the heart:
Birds don’t sing, they lost their shout.
The shape of my world became the dark page,
It lost the hope and has the dead strength.
Is it better to die?
Or live with this evil?
Have I fought? 
Is my fate a zero?
Life lost a sense,
My brain is crazy,
Bright colours died,
They are not amazing.
I don’t want to live,
I can’t wait the death,
I leave this world,
Doing my mess.
I correct mistakes,
But don’t ask forgiving,
I go to another world,
For a new beginning.
(Юля Н., 10 експер. клас)


ПЕРЕКЛАДИ УЧНІВ ПОЕЗІЇ В.ВІТМЕНА “ПІСНІ ПРО СЕБЕ” 
ІЗ ЗБІРКИ “ЛИСТЯ ТРАВИ”
Славлю себе та оспівую себе.
Те, що сприймаю я, сприймай і ти
Як кожний атом, що належить мені,
так само він належить тобі.
Байдикую і запрошую душу свою,
Байдикую і блукаю, спостерігаючи
	за літньою травою.
Мій язик, кожний атом
	крові моєї, сформований
	з ґрунту та повітря,
Народжений батьками батьків,
	тепер я, тридцятисемирічний,
	починаю в чудовому здоров’ї,
Сподіваючись не сконати до самої смерті.
У занепаді переконання і школи,
Повертаючись назад у час відродження,
	де вони є і ніколи не забуті,
Я припускаю добро чи зло,
Маю наміри говорити
	при будь-якій нагоді.
Сили природи – безмежні.
	(Алла К., 10 експер. клас)

Я вітаю себе й оспівую себе
І що приймаю я, то приймаєш і ти,
Як кожна частинка належить мені,
Настільки ж вона належить тобі.
Я засинаю і поринаю вглиб своєї душі,
Я гублюся і байдужію, оглядаючи
Листок трави літньої.
Мій язик, кожна краплина крові моєї
Створена з цього ґрунту й повітря.
Народжений тут своїми батьками,
Народженими батьками їхніх батьків
Зараз 37-річний у цілковитому спокої я починаю,
Сподіваючись не спочити до смерті.
Істини і знання занепадають,
Молодшаючи, знову зникають
Та не забуваються.
Я відрізняю добро і зло,
Я буду говорити за кожної можливості:
“Всесильна природа з її істинною енергією”.
	(Інна О., 10 експер. клас)
Аудіозапис Е.Хемінгуея “Старий і море” (англійською мовою). Читає Ч.Белтон.






















A RHYMING DICTIONARY 
(словник рим) для написання студентами власних віршованих рядків



A
Abandon – random
Abasement – placement 
Abbey – crabby 
Abbreviation – nation 
Abdomen – men
Abduct – conduct 
Abed – bet 
Aberrant – understand 
Abeyance – balance 
Abhor – horn
Abnormal – informal 
Abolish – polish
Air – stair
Attend – send
Above – love 
Above – now 
Abrupt – interrupt
Abseil – tail 
Absolutely – fluently 
Absentminded – lighted 
Away – stay
Awesome – wholesome 
Awry – cry 
Azure – cure 
About – no doubt
Achieve – exclusive 
Ache – sake 
Acquaint – point
Accusation – reputation 
Acid rain – vain 
Antifreeze – cease 

B
Best – breast 
Boy – joy
Brain – pain
Being – foreseeing
Brisk – frisk
Breath – death
Born – morn
Bare – there
Bound – ground 
Bear – lair
Back – track
Beat – sweet
Breaks – forsakes 
Buy – die 
Brown – go down
Bubble – trouble
Baby boom – bridegroom 
Bachelor party – hearty
Reply – die
Background – sound
Backlash – flash
Backlog – fog
Back wood – dude 
Backspace – grace 
Balloon – moon
Backstage – rage 
Bait – hate 
Bake – cake
Banish – Spanish
Bankrupt – interrupt 
Bark – spark 
Basic training – explaining 
Bay – day
Bas – relief – brief 
Bear – stare 
Beast – east
Beauty contest – take a rest 
Bell – cell
Below – slow
Bench – change 
Bustle – muscle 
  
C
Close – flows
Cried – hide
Cheek – seek
Charm – harm 
Clay – say
Crawl – fall
Care – heir
Carouses – houses
Crown – down 
Cash – slash
Charge – large

D
Dove – shove
Dove – love
Day – say
Dismissed – unkissed
Dead – bed 
Day – away
Divine – wine
Dispense – sense 
Dress – everlastingness 
Dolly – melancholy
Decay – away
Dreams – streams 
Divine – sign 
Day – gay
Dandy – randy
Deem – esteem 

E
Ear of corn – horn
Eggs – legs 
Elf – itself
Excess – bitterness
Earth – mirth 
Eyes – wise 
East – priest
Eye – by
Employ – joy
Expire – desire


F
Forgetting – setting
Fast – last
Flame – came
Float – boat
Folly – jolly
Fly – sly
Flower – hour
First –best
Flying – dying
Forlorn – horn
Fears – tears
Flee – me
Friend – end
Forward – nor ward 
Falling – calling 
Flow – woe 
Foregone – moan 

G
Gazed – amazed
Glen – men
Gazes – daisies
Gleams – streams
Glory – story 
 
H
Honey – sunny
Hope – rope
Heart – art
High – sky 
Home – foam
Hill – still
High – dry
Hate – gate
Hours – flowers 

I
Icebreaker – maker
Ice cream – team
Idiosyncrasy – meritocracy
Idyllic – lyric
Ignore – score
Illustration – sensation
Immense – tense
Immortal – portal
Impact – tact
Impress – stress
Improve – groove
Impure – cure
 
J
Japanese – cease
Jasmine – mine
Joy – cloy
Juliet – regret
Just – crust

K
Kiss – bliss
Knee – thee
Know – snow
King Lear – queer
King – ring
Keen – sin
Keep – trip 
Kidney – Sydney
Kiss of life – dive

L
Loud – cloud
Link – ink
Life – knife 
Love – above
Less – childishness
Lake – awake
Laughter – after
Lay – grey
Lea – sea
Land – sand

M
Man – plan
Moan – own
May – today
Marry – tarry
Mine – wine
Moon – tune
Makers – breakers
Much – touch 
Mash – slash
Miss – kiss

N
Nest – best
Nice – ice
Now – brow
Nights – lights
Nash – slash
Niagara Falls – balls
Nick Cotton – rotten

O
Orange and pear – swear
Oak – folk
Obey – stay
Object – inject 
Observe – reserve 
Obtain – contain 
Ocean – emotion
O’clock – flock
Ointment – treatment 
Octopus – juice
Offspring – ring
 
P
Pretty – pity
Part – heart
Pale – tail
Plain – rain
Place – race
Passion – fashion
Powers – ours
Pence – hence 
Pleasure – measure
Pity – city
Pain – again 

Q
Quake – sake 
Queen – lean 
Quick – sick
Quintessential – substantial 
Quiver – fever
Quotation – sensation 

R
Rank – bank 
Rose – nose
Reach – beach
Road – load
Rock – shock
Roses – closes
Rejoice – voice
Rood – wood 
Red – dead, head
Rock – cock
Rosemary –scary 

S
Sight – light
Smile – while
See – me
Stint – flint
Sound – rebound
Sprite – light 
Sin – pin
Sire – afire
Stick – sick 
South – mouth 
Star – bar, afar 
Set – yet
Swing – wing
Sits – wits
Scrambles – brambles 
String – thing 
Stake – undertake
Still – hill
Swift – lift
Share – air
Sell – farewell
Space – face
Stay – way
Sun – run 
Soon – boon
Stone – frown
Sighing – prophesying
See – agree
Strings – murmurings
Strange – range 
Suffering – sting
Shade – made
Snow – go 
Stick of rock – cock
Sue Ellen’s – melons
Strife – life

T
True – do
Tear – ear
Thistledown – gown
Together – feather 
This – bliss
Tell – well
Thought – aught 
Train – plain
Time – prime
True – too
Town – gown 

U
Understood – good
Urn – return
Unjust – dust 

V
View – you 
Vacation – sensation 
Vigilant – ant
Vague – fake 
Vain – pain 
Vanilla – tequila
Vamp – tramp 
 
W

Wept – leapt
Woe – so
White – light
Witches – ditches
Wander – pander
Will – fill
Wound – sound
Warmer – former
Wine – thine
Wit – it 
Way – gay
World – curled 
Were – fair

X
X – ray – pray 

Y
Yet – wet
Yesterday – lay
Yawn – John 

Z
Zany – penny
Zap – rap
Zeal – heal 
Zero – hero 
Zest – rest
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