Summer Assignment 2020
AP English Literature and Composition

Welcome to AP English Literature and Composition class of 2021! We commend you for
choosing an advanced English program, and we are thrilled that you have decided to enroll in
our course. This will be a busy year, but it will be an interesting and rewarding one as well. We
promise to work hard to prepare you for the challenge. Let’s get started!
After a focus on rhetoric during your junior year, AP English IV returns to the familiar territory
of literary analysis. We will begin this journey with an examination of some prose passages
which will prepare you for the Q2 Essays specifically, while also providing an introduction to
literary analysis that you can use on the Q1 (Poetry Essay) and the Q3 (Novel Essay). The
details for the summer reading assignment are listed below.
Every student who will be enrolled in AP English IV during the 2020-2021 school year should
read the short stories listed below.
1. Access these short stories at the end of this letter:
•
•
•
•
•
•

The Aged Mother, Matsuo Basho
Pilon, Sandra Cisneros
The Death of a Government Clerk, Anton Chekhov
The Pedestrian, Ray Bradbury
The Use of Force, William Carlos Williams
The Dinner Party, Mona Gardner

a) Read the texts carefully, paying special attention to and taking notes on how
the author uses specific literary devices (characterization, symbols, metaphors,
figurative language, imagery, allusion, point of view, etc.) to:
• develop meaning
• make a commentary on society
• highlight conflicts relevant to the human condition
• use the graphic on the next page to help you with your annotations. You can
print this packet of stories (they are short), compile C-notes, or complete
online annotations.
b) Video explanation of the graphic can be found here. If the link is not working, go to
bit.ly/EMSAPLitSR
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2. Then be prepared to answer this prompt for one of the texts when you return to school:
Read the passage carefully. Then, in a well-written essay, analyze how the author uses literary
elements and techniques to portray the complex experience of the characters.
In your response you should do the following:
• Respond to the prompt with a thesis that presents a defensible interpretation.
• Select and use evidence to support your line of reasoning.
• Explain how the evidence supports your line of reasoning.
• Use appropriate grammar and punctuation in communicating your argument

Any additional questions? Please contact any of the teachers listed below. We look forward to working
with you next year!
Mrs. Kylene Nash

Ms. Naomi Yates

Mrs. D. Bing Parks

Boswell High School

Chisholm Trail High School

Saginaw High School

knash@ems-isd.net

nyates@ems-isd.net

dparks@ems-isd.net
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The Aged Mother
by Matsuo Basho

Also known as The Story of the Aged Mother, this Japanese folktale tells the story of an unkind ruler who issues cruel orders,
including one demand that all old folks are to be abandoned and left to die. Basho tells a poignant story about a mother and
her son and their love for one another.

Yoshitoshi, The moon and the abandoned old woman, 1892

Long, long ago there lived at the foot of the mountain a poor farmer and his aged, widowed mother. They
owned a bit of land which supplied them with food, and they were humble, peaceful, and happy.
Shining was governed by a despotic leader who though a warrior, had a great and cowardly shrinking from
anything suggestive of failing health and strength. This caused him to send out a cruel proclamation. The entire
province was given strict orders to immediately put to death all aged people. Those were barbarous days, and the
custom of abandoning old people to die was not uncommon. The poor farmer loved his aged mother with tender
reverence, and the order filled his heart with sorrow. But no one ever thought twice about obeying the mandate
of the governor, so with many deep and hopeless sighs, the youth prepared for what at that time was considered
the kindest mode of death.
Just at sundown, when his day’s work was ended, he took a quantity of unwhitened rice which was the
principal food for the poor, and he cooked, dried it, and tied it in a square cloth, which he swung in a bundle
around his neck along with a gourd filled with cool, sweet water. Then he lifted his helpless old mother to his back
and started on his painful journey up the mountain. The road was long and steep; the narrow road was crossed
and re-crossed by many paths made by the hunters and woodcutters. In some place, they lost and confused, but he
gave no heed. One path or another, it mattered not. On he went, climbing blindly upward -- ever upward towards
the high bare summit of what is known as Obatsuyama, the mountain of the “abandoning of the aged.”
3|Page

Summer Assignment 2020
AP English Literature and Composition
The eyes of the old mother were not so dim but that they noted the reckless hastening from one path to
another, and her loving heart grew anxious. Her son did not know the mountain’s many paths and his return might
be one of danger, so she stretched forth her hand and snapping the twigs from brushes as they passed, she quietly
dropped a handful every few steps of the way so that as they climbed, the narrow path behind them was dotted at
frequent intervals with tiny piles of twigs. At last the summit was reached. Weary and heart sick, the youth gently
released his burden and silently prepared a place of comfort as his last duty to the loved one. Gathering fallen pine
needles, he made a soft cushion and tenderly lifted his old mother onto it. Hew rapped her padded coat more
closely about the stooping shoulders and with tearful eyes and an aching heart he said farewell.
The trembling mother’s voice was full of unselfish love as she gave her last injunction. “Let not thine eyes
be blinded, my son.” She said. “The mountain road is full of dangers. LOOK carefully and follow the path which
holds the piles of twigs. They will guide you to the familiar path farther down.” The son’s surprised eyes looked
back over the path, then at the poor old, shriveled hands all scratched and soiled by their work of love. His heart
broke within and bowing to the ground, he cried aloud: “oh, Honorable mother, your kindness breaks my heart! I
will not leave you. Together we will follow the path of twigs, and together we will die!”
Once more he shouldered his burden (how light it seemed now) and hastened down the path, through
the shadows and the moonlight, to the little hut in the valley. Beneath the kitchen floor was a walled closet for
food, which was covered and hidden from view. There the son hid his mother, supplying her with everything she
needed, continually watching and fearing she would be discovered. Time passed, and he was beginning to feel safe
when again the governor sent forth heralds bearing an unreasonable order, seemingly as a boast of his power. His
demand was that his subjects should present him with a rope of ashes.
The entire province trembled with dread. The order must be obeyed yet who in all Shining could make a
rope of ashes? One night, in great distress, the son whispered the news to his hidden mother. “Wait!” she said. “I
will think. I will think” On the second day she told him what to do. “Make rope of twisted straw,” she said. “Then
stretch it upon a row of flat stones and burn it on a windless night.” He called the people together and did as she
said and when the blaze died down, there upon the stones, with every twist and fiber showing perfectly, lay a rope
of ashes.
The governor was pleased at the wit of the youth and praised greatly, but he demanded to know where
he had obtained his wisdom. “Alas! Alas!” cried the farmer, “the truth must be told!” and with deep bows he
related his story. The governor listened and then meditated in silence. Finally he lifted his head. “Shining needs
more than strength of youth,” he said gravely. “Ah, that I should have forgotten the well-known saying, “with the
crown of snow, there cometh wisdom!” That very hour the cruel law was abolished, and custom drifted into as far
a past that only legends remain.
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The Death of a Government Clerk (1883)
by Anton Chekhov, translated by Constance Garnett
ONE fine evening, a no less fine government clerk called Ivan Dmitritch Tchervyakov was sitting
in the second row of the stalls, gazing through an opera glass at the Cloches de Corneville. He
gazed and felt at the acme of bliss. But suddenly. . . . In stories one so often meets with this
"But suddenly." The authors are right: life is so full of surprises! But suddenly his face puckered
up, his eyes disappeared, his breathing was arrested . . . he took the opera glass from his eyes,
bent over and . . . "Aptchee!!" he sneezed as you perceive. It is not reprehensible for anyone to
sneeze anywhere. Peasants sneeze and so do police superintendents, and sometimes even privy
councillors. All men sneeze. Tchervyakov was not in the least confused, he wiped his face with
his handkerchief, and like a polite man, looked round to see whether he had disturbed any one
by his sneezing. But then he was overcome with confusion. He saw that an old gentleman sitting
in front of him in the first row of the stalls was carefully wiping his bald head and his neck with
his glove and muttering something to himself. In the old gentleman, Tchervyakov recognised
Brizzhalov, a civilian general serving in the Department of Transport.
"I have spattered him," thought Tchervyakov, "he is not the head of my department, but still it is
awkward. I must apologise."
Tchervyakov gave a cough, bent his whole person forward, and whispered in the general's ear.
"Pardon, your Excellency, I spattered you accidentally. . . ."
"Never mind, never mind."
"For goodness sake excuse me, I . . . I did not mean to."
"Oh, please, sit down! let me listen!"
Tchervyakov was embarrassed, he smiled stupidly and fell to gazing at the stage. He gazed at it
but was no longer feeling bliss. He began to be troubled by uneasiness. In the interval, he went
up to Brizzhalov, walked beside him, and overcoming his shyness, muttered:
"I spattered you, your Excellency, forgive me . . . you see . . . I didn't do it to . . . ."
"Oh, that's enough . . . I'd forgotten it, and you keep on about it!" said the general, moving his
lower lip impatiently.
"He has forgotten, but there is a fiendish light in his eye," thought Tchervyakov, looking
suspiciously at the general. "And he doesn't want to talk. I ought to explain to him . . . that I
really didn't intend . . . that it is the law of nature or else he will think I meant to spit on him.
He doesn't think so now, but he will think so later!"
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On getting home, Tchervyakov told his wife of his breach of good manners. It struck him that
his wife took too frivolous a view of the incident; she was a little frightened, but when she
learned that Brizzhalov was in a different department, she was reassured.
"Still, you had better go and apologise," she said, "or he will think you don't know how to
behave in public."
"That's just it! I did apologise, but he took it somehow queerly . . . he didn't say a word of
sense. There wasn't time to talk properly."
Next day Tchervyakov put on a new uniform, had his hair cut and went to Brizzhalov's to
explain; going into the general's reception room he saw there a number of petitioners and
among them the general himself, who was beginning to interview them. After questioning
several petitioners the general raised his eyes and looked at Tchervyakov.
"Yesterday at the Arcadia, if you recollect, your Excellency," the latter began, "I sneezed and . . .
accidentally spattered . . . Exc. . . ."
"What nonsense. . . . It's beyond anything! What can I do for you," said the general addressing
the next petitioner.
"He won't speak," thought Tchervyakov, turning pale; "that means that he is angry. . . . No, it
can't be left like this. . . . I will explain to him."
When the general had finished his conversation with the last of the petitioners and was turning
towards his inner apartments, Tchervyakov took a step towards him and muttered:
"Your Excellency! If I venture to trouble your Excellency, it is simply from a feeling I may say of
regret! . . . It was not intentional if you will graciously believe me."
The general made a lachrymose face, and waved his hand.
"Why, you are simply making fun of me, sir," he said as he closed the door behind him.
"Where's the making fun in it?" thought Tchervyakov, "there is nothing of the sort! He is a
general, but he can't understand. If that is how it is I am not going to apologise to that fanfaron
any more! The devil take him. I'll write a letter to him, but I won't go. By Jove, I won't."
So thought Tchervyakov as he walked home; he did not write a letter to the general, he
pondered and pondered and could not make up that letter. He had to go next day to explain in
person.
"I ventured to disturb your Excellency yesterday," he muttered, when the general lifted
enquiring eyes upon him, "not to make fun as you were pleased to say. I was apologising for
having spattered you in sneezing. . . . And I did not dream of making fun of you. Should I dare to
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make fun of you, if we should take to making fun, then there would be no respect for persons,
there would be. . . ."
"Be off!" yelled the general, turning suddenly purple, and shaking all over.
"What?" asked Tchervyakov, in a whisper turning numb with horror.
"Be off!" repeated the general, stamping.
Something seemed to give way in Tchervyakov's stomach. Seeing nothing and hearing nothing
he reeled to the door, went out into the street, and went staggering along. . . . Reaching home
mechanically, without taking off his uniform, he lay down on the sofa and died.
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The Pedestrian by Ray Bradbury
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The Use of Force
by William Carlos Williams (1883-1963)
They were new patients to me, all I had was the name, Olson. Please come down as soon as
you can, my daughter is very sick.
When I arrived I was met by the mother, a big startled looking woman, very clean and
apologetic who merely said, Is this the doctor? and let me in. In the back, she added. You must
excuse us, doctor, we have her in the kitchen where it is warm. It is very damp here
sometimes.
The child was fully dressed and sitting on her father's lap near the kitchen table. He tried to get
up, but I motioned for him not to bother, took off my overcoat and started to look things over.
I could see that they were all very nervous, eyeing me up and down distrustfully. As often, in
such cases, they weren't telling me more than they had to, it was up to me to tell them; that's
why they were spending three dollars on me.
The child was fairly eating me up with her cold, steady eyes, and no expression to her face
whatever. She did not move and seemed, inwardly, quiet; an unusually attractive little thing, and
as strong as a heifer in appearance. But her face was flushed, she was breathing rapidly, and I
realized that she had a high fever. She had magnificent blonde hair, in profusion. One of those
picture children often reproduced in advertising leaflets and the photogravure sections of the
Sunday papers.
She's had a fever for three days, began the father and we don't know what it comes from. My
wife has given her things, you know, like people do, but it don't do no good. And there's been a
lot of sickness around. So we tho't you'd better look her over and tell us what is the matter.
As doctors often do I took a trial shot at it as a point of departure. Has she had a sore throat?
Both parents answered me together, No . . . No, she says her throat don't hurt her.
Does your throat hurt you? added the mother to the child. But the little girl's expression didn't
change nor did she move her eyes from my face.
Have you looked?
I tried to, said the mother, but I couldn't see.
As it happens we had been having a number of cases of diphtheria in the school to which this
child went during that month and we were all, quite apparently, thinking of that, though no one
had as yet spoken of the thing.
Well, I said, suppose we take a look at the throat first. I smiled in my best professional manner
and asking for the child's first name I said, come on, Mathilda, open your mouth and let's take a
look at your throat.
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Nothing doing.
Aw, come on, I coaxed, just open your mouth wide and let me take a look. Look, I said opening
both hands wide, I haven't anything in my hands. Just open up and let me see.
Such a nice man, put in the mother. Look how kind he is to you. Come on, do what he tells you
to. He won't hurt you.
At that I ground my teeth in disgust. If only they wouldn't use the word "hurt" I might be able
to get somewhere. But I did not allow myself to be hurried or disturbed but speaking quietly
and slowly I approached the child again.
As I moved my chair a little nearer suddenly with one catlike movement both her hands clawed
instinctively for my eyes and she almost reached them too. In fact she knocked my glasses flying
and they fell, though unbroken, several feet away from me on the kitchen floor.
Both the mother and father almost turned themselves inside out in embarrassment and
apology. You bad girl, said the mother, taking her and shaking her by one arm. Look what
you've done. The nice man . . .
For heaven's sake, I broke in. Don't call me a nice man to her. I'm here to look at her throat on
the chance that she might have diphtheria and possibly die of it. But that's nothing to her. Look
here, I said to the child, we're going to look at your throat. You're old enough to understand
what I'm saying. Will you open it now by yourself or shall we have to open it for you?
Not a move. Even her expression hadn't changed. Her breaths however were coming faster and
faster. Then the battle began. I had to do it. I had to have a throat culture for her own
protection. But first I told the parents that it was entirely up to them. I explained the danger
but said that I would not insist on a throat examination so long as they would take the
responsibility.
If you don't do what the doctor says you'll have to go to the hospital, the mother admonished
her severely.
Oh yeah? I had to smile to myself. After all, I had already fallen in love with the savage brat, the
parents were contemptible to me. In the ensuing struggle they grew more and more abject,
crushed, exhausted while she surely rose to magnificent heights of insane fury of effort bred of
her terror of me.
The father tried his best, and he was a big man but the fact that she was his daughter, his shame
at her behavior and his dread of hurting her made him release her just at the critical times
when I had almost achieved success, till I wanted to kill him. But his dread also that she might
have diphtheria made him tell me to go on, go on though he himself was almost fainting, while
the mother moved back and forth behind us raising and lowering her hands in an agony of
apprehension.
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Put her in front of you on your lap, I ordered, and hold both her wrists.
But as soon as he did the child let out a scream. Don't, you're hurting me. Let go of my hands.
Let them go I tell you. Then she shrieked terrifyingly, hysterically. Stop it! Stop it! You're killing
me!
Do you think she can stand it, doctor! said the mother.
You get out, said the husband to his wife. Do you want her to die of diphtheria?
Come on now, hold her, I said.
Then I grasped the child's head with my left hand and tried to get the wooden tongue
depressor between her teeth. She fought, with clenched teeth, desperately! But now I also had
grown furious--at a child. I tried to hold myself down but I couldn't. I know how to expose a
throat for inspection. And I did my best. When finally I got the wooden spatula behind the last
teeth and just the point of it into the mouth cavity, she opened up for an instant but before I
could see anything she came down again and gripping the wooden blade between her molars
she reduced it to splinters before I could get it out again.
Aren't you ashamed, the mother yelled at her. Aren't you ashamed to act like that in front of
the doctor?
Get me a smooth-handled spoon of some sort, I told the mother. We're going through with
this. The child's mouth was already bleeding. Her tongue was cut and she was screaming in wild
hysterical shrieks. Perhaps I should have desisted and come back in an hour or more. No doubt
it would have been better. But I have seen at least two children lying dead in bed of neglect in
such cases, and feeling that I must get a diagnosis now or never I went at it again. But the worst
of it was that I too had got beyond reason. I could have torn the child apart in my own fury and
enjoyed it. It was a pleasure to attack her. My face was burning with it.
The damned little brat must be protected against her own idiocy, one says to one's self at such
times. Others must be protected against her. It is a social necessity. And all these things are
true. But a blind fury, a feeling of adult shame, bred of a longing for muscular release are the
operatives. One goes on to the end.
In a final unreasoning assault I overpowered the child's neck and jaws. I forced the heavy silver
spoon back of her teeth and down her throat till she gagged. And there it was--both tonsils
covered with membrane. She had fought valiantly to keep me from knowing her secret. She had
been hiding that sore throat for three days at least and lying to her parents in order to escape
just such an outcome as this.
Now truly she was furious. She had been on the defensive before but now she attacked. Tried
to get off her father's lap and fly at me while tears of defeat blinded her eyes.
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The Dinner Party
by Mona Gardner
The country is India. A large dinner party is being given in an up-country station by a colonial official and his
wife. The guests are army officers and government attaches and their wives, and an American naturalist.
At one side of the long table a spirited discussion springs up between a young girl and a colonel. The girl insists
women have long outgrown the jumping-on-a-chair-at-the-sight-of-a-mouse era, that they are not as fluttery as
their grandmothers. The colonel says they are, explaining women haven't the actual nerve control of men. The
other men at the table agree with him.
"A woman's unfailing reaction in any crisis, " the colonel says, "is to scream. And while a man may feel like it,
yet he has that ounce more of control than a woman has. And that last ounce is what counts. "
The American scientist does not join in the argument but sits and watches the faces of the other guests. As he
looks, he sees a strange expression come over the face of the hostess. She is staring straight ahead, the
muscles of her face contracting slightly. With a small gesture she summons the native boy standing behind her
chair. She whispers to him. The boy's eyes widen: he turns quickly and leaves the room. No one else sees
this, nor the boy when he puts a bowl of milk on the verandah outside the glass doors.
The American comes to with a start. In India, milk in a bowl means only one thing. It is bait for
a snake. He realizes there is a cobra in the room.
He looks up at the rafters-the likeliest place - and sees they are bare. Three corners of the room, which
he can see by shifting only slightly, are empty. In the fourth corner a group of servants stand, waiting until the next
course can be served. The American realizes there is only one place left - under the table.
His first impulse is to jump back and warn the others. But he knows the commotion will frighten the cobra and it
will strike. He speaks quickly, the quality of his voice so arresting that it sobers everyone.
"I want to know just what control everyone at this table has. I will count three hundred - that's five minutes - and
not one of you is to move a single muscle. The persons who move will forfeit 50 rupees. Now! Ready!"
The 20 people sit like stone images while he counts. He is saying ". . . two hundred and eighty . . ." when, out of
the corner of his eye, he sees the cobra emerge and make for the bowl of milk. Four or five screams ring out as
he jumps to slam shut the verandah doors.
"You certainly were right, Colonel!" the host says. "A man has just shown us an example of real control."
"Just a minute," the American says, turning to his hostess, "there's one thing I'd like to know. Mrs. Wynnes, how
did you know that cobra was in the room?"
A faint smile lights up the woman's face as she replies. "Because it was lying across my foot."

"The Dinner Party" by Mona Gardner, 1942, 1970, Saturday Review
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