
Mary Hoge Middle School  

  

Congratulations on enrolling in an English I Advanced class. This course poses a greater demand than a traditional eighth 
grade course and will give you greater knowledge as well as the opportunity to earn high school credit in middle school. With 
this opportunity comes responsibility; this course allows for high school credit but also requires the successful completion of 
the English I EOC Exam. It is necessary for students to prepare for the rigors of the course. One of the methods of preparing 
and acquiring said knowledge is through reading. Students who have enrolled in an advanced class must read and complete all 
portions of the summer assignment. When reading please take notes; your assignments have been attached. During the first 
week of school, you will receive a Pre-AP English I contract for you and your parents to read and sign. The contract will 
explain the rigor and expectations of the advanced course and the repercussions if you do not comply. 

  

Note: Assignments must be submitted the first day of class. Any student who fails to submit his/her work will receive zeros for 
all assigned portions of the summer reading. Keep in mind that not turning in your first assignment may lead to the removal 
from the course. 

  

Academic Dishonesty As a student in this course (and any academic setting), you will receive a ZERO for the given assignment 
if you commit or assist someone else in committing plagiarism. Plagiarism is the theft of words, phrases, sentence structures, 
ideas, or opinions. Plagiarism occurs when any such information is taken from any source or person and—intentionally or 
unintentionally—presented or “borrowed” without mention of the source. Plagiarism also occurs when materials from cited 
sources are reproduced exactly or nearly exactly but are not put in quotation marks. Copied work of any kind or cheating in 
any other fashion will NOT be tolerated. Students may not collaborate with other students, former students, parents, or 
anyone else to complete these assignments.  You may have someone proofread your work. 

  

Note from English I teachers: DO NOT WAIT UNTIL THE LAST MINUTE TO START ON THIS ASSIGNMENT! 
REMEMBER THAT THIS ASSIGNMENT IS YOUR FIRST ACADEMIC IMPRESSION! 

HAPPY READING AND WE LOOK FORWARD TO MEETING YOU. 

  

 

 

ASSIGNMENT 

You will read and analyze the short stories below.  You will analyze for character and plot development as well as theme and 
other literary elements.  The stories are included in this packet.  You will complete part I titled Journal Entry Instructions for 
both stories.  

“Story of an Hour,” Kate Chopin 
“The Sniper,” Liam O'Flaherty 
Part I: Journal Entry Instructions 

Students are required to choose eight  journal prompts/questions to answer from the following list for each of the short stories. 
Answers must be hand-written on notebook paper, must be at least six sentences in length, and must be titled with the following 
organizational format: 



Name/Date:  

Title/Author:   

Journal Prompt/Questions:  

Response (Six Sentence Minimum) 

Journal Entry Choices  

1. Describe a conflict (external or internal) in the story. The conflict could be between characters, between characters and nature, or 
between a character and him/herself. How would you respond if this happened to you? Who would you go to for advice? Explain your 
response.  

2. What does the story teach you about human behavior, or what life lessons are expressed in the story? What lesson did you learn 
from this ? How can you apply this lesson to your own life? Provide text examples/specific details to support your responses. Be sure 
to explain. 

3. If you could become one character in the story, who would it be and why? What personality traits and/or physical features attract 
you to this character? What does this character have that you admire? If you could select one actor to play one of the characters in the 
story, who would it be and why? Consider physical characteristics and personality traits in your response. Be sure to explain. 

4. Choose one section from the story that you liked. Explain why this section appealed to you. Illustrate a scene from this section. 
Your illustration may be a realistic sketch or symbolic. Explain how your illustration represents what you liked about this section.  

5. Summarize and explain the ending of the story. Create a new ending.  

6. Compare and contrast this story to another story/book you have read. How are the plots similar and different? How are the main 
characters alike or different (both physically and emotionally)? How are the endings alike and different?Be sure to explain.  

7. Write a letter to one of the characters that you liked in the story. What would you say to this character? Include several questions for 
the character to answer. If you could give advice to one character in the book, who would it be and why? Be sure to reference a 
particular conflict.  

8. Choose a character, event, or conflict, and write a poem, song, or other creative piece that symbolically represents your choice. Be 
sure to explain how your choice symbolically represents your character, event, or conflict. 

9. Select one socially relevant topic discussed in the story. State and defend your position on the topic. Provide facts to support the 
way you feel. What values and ethics support your position? Be sure to explain. 

10. What is the setting of the story? List examples from the story that reveal or support the setting, such as music, language, clothing, 
food, recreation, and geographical features. Be sure to explain. 
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"The Story of An Hour"

Kate Chopin (1894)

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to
her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in
half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had
been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with
Brently Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He had only taken the time to assure
himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less
tender friend in bearing the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to
accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's
arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would
have no one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank,
pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her
soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with
the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler
was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her
faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and
piled one above the other in the west facing her window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except
when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep
continues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain
strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder
on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a
suspension of intelligent thought.

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She did
not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky,
reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that
was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will--as
powerless as her two white slender hands would have been. When she abandoned herself a
little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under hte
breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went
from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood
warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and
exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial. She knew that she would
weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never
looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter
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moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she
opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.

There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself. There
would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women
believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a
cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment
of illumination.

And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could
love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the face of this possession of self-assertion which she
suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!

"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhold, imploring for
admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door--you will make yourself ill. What are
you doing, Louise? For heaven's sake open the door."

"Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through
that open window.

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days,
and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be
long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long.

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a feverish
triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped
her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at
the bottom.

Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a
little travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from
the scene of the accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at
Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease--of the joy that kills. 

 

 

Reading response: 
Pick out at least five phrases which you think are especially important to the story (what you
might mark on a printed text.) Briefly describe why you chose each.
What questions about character or motivation or plot does this story leave in your mind?

Now go to the study text

 

http://www.vcu.edu/engweb/webtexts/hour/storyofhour.html
http://www.vcu.edu/engweb
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The Sniper
by Liam O'Flaherty (1897-1984)
Approximate Word Count: 1619

he long June twilight faded into night. Dublin lay enveloped in darkness but for the dim
light of the moon that shone through fleecy clouds, casting a pale light as of approaching
dawn over the streets and the dark waters of the Liffey. Around the beleaguered Four

Courts the heavy guns roared. Here and there through the city, machine guns and rifles broke
the silence of the night, spasmodically, like dogs barking on lone farms. Republicans and Free
Staters were waging civil war.

On a rooftop near O'Connell Bridge, a Republican sniper lay watching. Beside him lay his rifle
and over his shoulders was slung a pair of field glasses. His face was the face of a student, thin
and ascetic, but his eyes had the cold gleam of the fanatic. They were deep and thoughtful, the
eyes of a man who is used to looking at death.

He was eating a sandwich hungrily. He had eaten nothing since morning. He had been too
excited to eat. He finished the sandwich, and, taking a flask of whiskey from his pocket, he took
a short drought. Then he returned the flask to his pocket. He paused for a moment, considering
whether he should risk a smoke. It was dangerous. The flash might be seen in the darkness, and
there were enemies watching. He decided to take the risk.

Placing a cigarette between his lips, he struck a match, inhaled the smoke hurriedly and put out
the light. Almost immediately, a bullet flattened itself against the parapet of the roof. The
sniper took another whiff and put out the cigarette. Then he swore softly and crawled away to
the left.

Cautiously he raised himself and peered over the parapet. There was a flash and a bullet
whizzed over his head. He dropped immediately. He had seen the flash. It came from the
opposite side of the street.

He rolled over the roof to a chimney stack in the rear, and slowly drew himself up behind it,
until his eyes were level with the top of the parapet. There was nothing to be seen--just the dim
outline of the opposite housetop against the blue sky. His enemy was under cover.

Just then an armored car came across the bridge and advanced slowly up the street. It stopped
on the opposite side of the street, fifty yards ahead. The sniper could hear the dull panting of
the motor. His heart beat faster. It was an enemy car. He wanted to fire, but he knew it was
useless. His bullets would never pierce the steel that covered the gray monster.

Then round the corner of a side street came an old woman, her head covered by a tattered
shawl. She began to talk to the man in the turret of the car. She was pointing to the roof where
the sniper lay. An informer.

The turret opened. A man's head and shoulders appeared, looking toward the sniper. The
sniper raised his rifle and fired. The head fell heavily on the turret wall. The woman darted
toward the side street. The sniper fired again. The woman whirled round and fell with a shriek
into the gutter.

Suddenly from the opposite roof a shot rang out and the sniper dropped his rifle with a curse.
The rifle clattered to the roof. The sniper thought the noise would wake the dead. He stooped to
pick the rifle up. He couldn't lift it. His forearm was dead. "I'm hit," he muttered.

Dropping flat onto the roof, he crawled back to the parapet. With his left hand he felt the
injured right forearm. The blood was oozing through the sleeve of his coat. There was no pain--
just a deadened sensation, as if the arm had been cut off.
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Quickly he drew his knife from his pocket, opened it on the breastwork of the parapet, and
ripped open the sleeve. There was a small hole where the bullet had entered. On the other side
there was no hole. The bullet had lodged in the bone. It must have fractured it. He bent the arm
below the wound. the arm bent back easily. He ground his teeth to overcome the pain.

Then taking out his field dressing, he ripped open the packet with his knife. He broke the neck
of the iodine bottle and let the bitter fluid drip into the wound. A paroxysm of pain swept
through him. He placed the cotton wadding over the wound and wrapped the dressing over it.
He tied the ends with his teeth.

Then he lay still against the parapet, and, closing his eyes, he made an effort of will to overcome
the pain.

In the street beneath all was still. The armored car had retired speedily over the bridge, with
the machine gunner's head hanging lifeless over the turret. The woman's corpse lay still in the
gutter.

The sniper lay still for a long time nursing his wounded arm and planning escape. Morning
must not find him wounded on the roof. The enemy on the opposite roof coverd his escape. He
must kill that enemy and he could not use his rifle. He had only a revolver to do it. Then he
thought of a plan.

Taking off his cap, he placed it over the muzzle of his rifle. Then he pushed the rifle slowly
upward over the parapet, until the cap was visible from the opposite side of the street. Almost
immediately there was a report, and a bullet pierced the center of the cap. The sniper slanted
the rifle forward. The cap clipped down into the street. Then catching the rifle in the middle,
the sniper dropped his left hand over the roof and let it hang, lifelessly. After a few moments he
let the rifle drop to the street. Then he sank to the roof, dragging his hand with him.

Crawling quickly to his feet, he peered up at the corner of the roof. His ruse had succeeded. The
other sniper, seeing the cap and rifle fall, thought that he had killed his man. He was now
standing before a row of chimney pots, looking across, with his head clearly silhouetted against
the western sky.

The Republican sniper smiled and lifted his revolver above the edge of the parapet. The
distance was about fifty yards--a hard shot in the dim light, and his right arm was paining him
like a thousand devils. He took a steady aim. His hand trembled with eagerness. Pressing his
lips together, he took a deep breath through his nostrils and fired. He was almost deafened with
the report and his arm shook with the recoil.

Then when the smoke cleared, he peered across and uttered a cry of joy. His enemy had been
hit. He was reeling over the parapet in his death agony. He struggled to keep his feet, but he
was slowly falling forward as if in a dream. The rifle fell from his grasp, hit the parapet, fell
over, bounded off the pole of a barber's shop beneath and then clattered on the pavement.

Then the dying man on the roof crumpled up and fell forward. The body turned over and over
in space and hit the ground with a dull thud. Then it lay still.

The sniper looked at his enemy falling and he shuddered. The lust of battle died in him. He
became bitten by remorse. The sweat stood out in beads on his forehead. Weakened by his
wound and the long summer day of fasting and watching on the roof, he revolted from the sight
of the shattered mass of his dead enemy. His teeth chattered, he began to gibber to himself,
cursing the war, cursing himself, cursing everybody.

He looked at the smoking revolver in his hand, and with an oath he hurled it to the roof at his
feet. The revolver went off with a concussion and the bullet whizzed past the sniper's head. He
was frightened back to his senses by the shock. His nerves steadied. The cloud of fear scattered
from his mind and he laughed.

Taking the whiskey flask from his pocket, he emptied it a drought. He felt reckless under the
influence of the spirit. He decided to leave the roof now and look for his company commander,
to report. Everywhere around was quiet. There was not much danger in going through the
streets. He picked up his revolver and put it in his pocket. Then he crawled down through the
skylight to the house underneath.

When the sniper reached the laneway on the street level, he felt a sudden curiosity as to the
identity of the enemy sniper whom he had killed. He decided that he was a good shot, whoever
he was. He wondered did he know him. Perhaps he had been in his own company before the
split in the army. He decided to risk going over to have a look at him. He peered around the
corner into O'Connell Street. In the upper part of the street there was heavy firing, but around
here all was quiet.
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The sniper darted across the street. A machine gun tore up the ground around him with a hail
of bullets, but he escaped. He threw himself face downward beside the corpse. The machine
gun stopped.

Then the sniper turned over the dead body and looked into his brother's face.
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