III. Making Connections –pick one question to answer from each column. Write at least two paragraphs.  Catcher in the Rye, The Scarlet Letter, The Crucible, Julius Caesar, The Great Gatsby, A Raisin in the Sun
	Column A
	Column B

	1. How do Gatsby and Walter represent the American dream? What does the novel have to say about the condition of the American dream in the 1920s? In what ways do the themes of dreams, wealth, and time relate to each other in the novel’s exploration of the idea of America?

2. Discuss the function of physical setting in The Scarlet Letter & The Crucible. What is the relationship between the book’s events and the locations in which these events take place? Do things happen in the forest that could not happen in the town? What about time of day? Does night bring with it a set of rules that differs from those of the daytime?

3. Holden often behaves like a prophet or a saint, pointing out the phoniness and wickedness in the world around him; While Hester is considered wicked by the “saintly” town leaders.  Is Holden as perfect as he wants to be?  Is Hester as wicked as the town portrays her?  What do these novels reveal about hypocrisy and human nature?
4. What do the relations between men and women in A Raisin in the Sun and The Great Gatsby reveal about how women were valued in the 1920s.
	1. Pick two novels and explain how the theme of betrayal is present in each of the novels? Explain how this theme affected each novel.

2. Pick two novels and explain how identity, race and/or class are present in each of the novels? Explain how this topic affects the plot.

3. As human beings, we feel a sense of responsibility for the people around us.  We can demonstrate this responsibility with different types of support:  emotional, financial, legal, etc.  We cannot support everyone all of the time, so the question is: Based on the works we have read, to what extent are we, as individuals and/or as a community responsible for other groups of people?  Where does that responsibility start and where does it end?  How much is too little?  How much is too much?  

4. Stereotyping, We experience it almost everyday, on a personal and group level.  Oftentimes, stereotyping reaches beyond the individual. Based on the works we have read, how/why is stereotyping dangerous?  What might we do to eliminate it?  Choose examples from three of the works we have read to support your thesis.


IV. Literary analysis:  Pick one section (1-3) Write one or two paragraphs interpreting your section. Be sure to use academic vocabulary and go in depth in your answers, don’t just tell me it is about life tell me why and what it says about life.
Section 1

	WALTER WILL SOMEBODY PLEASE LISTEN TO ME TODAY! 

MAMA (Quietly) I don't 'low no yellin' in this house,  Walter Lee, and you know it (WALTER stares at them  in frustration and starts to speak several times) And  there ain't going to be no investing in no liquor stores. 

WALTER But, Mama, you ain't even looked at it. 

MAMA I don't aim to have to speak on that again. 
(A long pause) 

WALTER You ain't looked at it and you don't aim to have 
to speak on that again? You ain't even looked at it and  you have decided (Crumpling his papers) Well, you  tell that to my boy tonight when you put him to sleep  on the living-room couch . . . (Turning to MAMA and speaking directly to her) Yeah and tell it to my wife,  Mama, tomorrow when she has to go out of here to  look after somebody else's kids. And tell it to me,  Mama, every time we need a new pair of curtains and I  have to watch you go out and work in somebody's  kitchen. Yeah, you tell me then! 
(WALTER starts out) 

RUTH Where you going? 

WALTER I'm going out! 

MAMA It's dangerous, son. 
WALTER What's dangerous? 

MAMA When a man goes outside his home to look for peace. 

WALTER (Beseechingly) Then why can't there never be no peace in this house then? 

MAMA You done found it in some other house? 

WALTER No there ain't no woman! Why do women always think there's a woman somewhere when a man gets restless. (Picks up the check) Do you know what this money means to me? Do you know what this money can do for us? (Puts it back) Mama Mama I want so many things 

MAMA Yes, son 

WALTER I want so many things that they are driving me kind of crazy . . . Mama look at me. 

MAMA I'm looking at you. You 1 a good-looking boy. You got a job, a nice wife, a fine boy and 
WALTER A job. (Looks at her) Mama, a job? I open and close car doors all day long. I drive a man around in his limousine and I say, "Yes, sir; no, sir; very good, sir; shall I take the Drive, sir?" Mama, that ain't no kind of job . . . that ain't nothing at all. (Very 
quietly) Mama, I don't know if I can make you under- 
stand. 
MAMA Understand what, baby? 

	WALTER (Quietly) Sometimes it's like I can see the future stretched out in front of me just plain as day.  The future, Mama. Hanging over there at the edge of my days. Just waiting for me a big, looming blank space full of nothing. Just waiting for me. But it don’t have to be. (Pause. Kneeling beside her chair) Mama 
sometimes when I'm downtown and I pass them cool,  quiet-looking restaurants where them white boys are  sitting back and talking 'bout things . . . sitting there  turning deals worth millions of dollars . . . sometimes I see guys don't look much older than me 
MAMA Son how come you talk so much *bout money? 
WALTER (With immense passion) Because it is life, 
Mama! 
MAMA (Quietly) Oh (Very quietly) So now it's life. Money is life. Once upon a time freedom used to be life now it's money. I guess the world really do change . . . 
WALTER No it was always money, Mama. We just 
didn't know about it. 
MAMA No ... something has changed. (She looks at him) You something new, boy. In my time we was worried about not being lynched and getting to the North if we could and how to stay alive and still have a pinch of dignity too . . . Now here come you and  Beneatha talking 'bout things we ain't never even  thought about hardly, me and your daddy. You ain’t satisfied or proud of nothing we done. I mean that you  had a home; that we kept you out of trouble till you  was grown; that you don't have to ride to work on the  back of nobody's streetcar You my children but 
how different we done become. 
WALTER (A long beat. He pats her hand and gets up)  You just don't understand, Mama, you just don't under-stand. 
MAMA Son do you know your wife is expecting another baby? (WALTER stands, stunned, and absorbs  what his mother has said) That's what she wanted to talk to you about. (WALTER sinks down into a chair)  This ain't for me to be telling but you ought to know.  (She waits) I think Ruth is thinking 'bout getting rid of that child. 
WALTER (Slowly understanding) No no Ruth wouldn't do that. 
MAMA When the world gets ugly enough a woman will do anything for her family. The part that's already living. 
WALTER You don't know Ruth, Mama, if you think she would do that, 
(RUTH opens the bedroom door and stands there a little limp) 
RUTH (Beaten) Yes I would too, Walter. (Pause) I gave her a five-dollar down payment. 
(There is total silence as the man stares at his wife and the mother stares at her son) 
MAMA (Presently) Well (Tightly) Well son, I'm waiting to hear you say something . . . (She waits) I'm waiting to hear how you be your father's son. Be the man he was . . . (Pause. The silence shouts) Your wife say she going to destroy your child. And I'm waiting to hear you talk like him and say we a people who give 
children life, not who destroys them (She rises) I'm waiting to see you stand up and look like your daddy and say we done give up one baby to poverty and that we ain't going to give up nary another one . . . I'm waiting. 
WALTER Ruth (He can say nothing) 
MAMA If you a son of mine, tell her! (WALTER picks up his keys and his coat and walks out. She continues, bitterly) You . . . you are a disgrace to your father's memory. Somebody get me my hat!


Section 2
	MAMA What you been doing for these three days, son? 
WALTER Mama you don't know all the things a man what got leisure can find to do in this city . . . What's this Friday night? Well Wednesday I borrowed Willy Harris* car and I went for a drive . . . just me and myself and I drove and drove . . . Way out . . . way past South Chicago, and I parked the car and I sat and 
looked at the steel mills all day long. I just sat in the car and looked at them big black chimneys for hours. Then I drove back and I went to the Green Hat. (Pause) And Thursday Thursday I borrowed the car again and I got in it and I pointed it the other way and I drove the other way for hours way, way up to Wisconsin, and I looked at the farms. I just drove and looked at the farms. Then I drove back and I went to the Green Hat. (Pause) And today today I didn't get the car. Today I just walked. All over the South- side. And I looked at the Negroes and they looked at 
me and finally I just sat down on the curb at Thirty-ninth and South Parkway and I just sat there and watched the Negroes go by. And then I went to the Green Hat. You all sad? You all depressed? And you know where I am going right now (RUTH goes out quietly) 
MAMA Oh, Big Walter, is this the harvest of our days? 
WALTER You know what I like about the Green Hat? I like this little cat they got there who blows a sax . . . He blows. He talks to me. He ain't but 'bout five feet tall and he's got a conked head and his eyes is always closed and he's all music 
MAMA (Rising and getting some papers out of her hand-bag) Walter 
WALTER And there's this other guy who plays the piano . . . and they got a sound. I mean they can work on some music . . . They got the best little combo in the world in the Green Hat . . . You can just sit there and drink and listen to them three men play and you realize that don't nothing matter worth a damn, but just 
being there 
MAMA I've helped do it to you, haven't I, son? Walter I been wrong. 
WALTER Naw you ain't never been wrong about nothing, mama. 
MAMA Listen to me, now. I say I been wrong, son. That I been doing to you what the rest of the world been doing to you. (She turns off the radio) Walter (She stops and he looks up slowly at her and she meets his eyes pleadingly) What you ain't never understood is that I ain't got nothing, don't own nothing, ain't never really wanted nothing that wasn't for you. There ain't nothing was precious to me . . . There ain't nothing worth holding on to, money, dreams, nothing else if it means if it means it's going to destroy my boy. (She takes an envelope out of her handbag and puts it in front of him and he watches her without speaking or moving) I paid the man thirty-five hundred dollars down on the house. That leaves sixty-five hundred dollars. Monday morning I want you to take this money and take three thousand dollars and put it in a savings account for Beneatha's medical schooling. The rest you put in a checking account with your name on it. And from now on any penny that come out of it or that go in it is for you to look after. For you to decide. (She drops her hands a little helplessly) It ain't much, but it's all I got in the world and I'm putting it in your hands. I'm telling you to be the head of this family from now on like you supposed to be.
WALTER (Stares at the money) You trust me like that. Mama? 
MAMA I ain't never stop trusting you. Like I ain't never stop loving you.
	(She goes out, and WALTER sits looking at the money on the table. Finally, in a decisive gesture, he gets up, and, in mingled joy and desperation, picks up the money. At the same moment, TRAVIS enters for bed) 
TRAVIS What's the matter, Daddy? You drunk? 
WALTER (Sweetly, more sweetly than we have ever known 
him) No, Daddy ain't drunk. Daddy ain't going to never be drunk again 
TRAVIS Well, good night, Daddy. 
(The FATHER has come from behind the couch and leans over, embracing his son) 
WALTER Son, I feel like talking to you tonight. 
TRAVIS About what? 
WALTER Oh, about a lot of things. About you and what kind of man you going to be when you grow up. ... Son son, what do you want to be when you grow up? 
TRAVIS A bus driver. 
WALTER (Laughing a little) A what? Man, that ain't nothing to want to be! 
TRAVIS Why not? 
WALTER 'Cause, man it ain't big enough you know what I mean. 
TRAVIS I don't know then. I can't make up my mind. Sometimes Mama asks me that too. And sometimes when I tell her I just want to be like you she says she don't want me to be like that and sometimes she says she does. . . . 
WALTER (Gathering him up in his arms) You know what,  Travis? In seven years you going to be seventeen years old. And things is going to be very different with us in seven years, Travis. . . . One day when you are seventeen I'll come home home from my office down-town somewhere 
TRAVIS You don't work in no office, Daddy. 
WALTER No but after tonight. After what your daddy gonna do tonight, there's going to be offices a whole lot of offices. . . . 
TRAVIS What you gonna do tonight, Daddy? 
WALTER You wouldn't understand yet, son, but your daddy's gonna make a transaction ... a business transaction that's going to change our lives. . . . That's how come one day when you 'bout seventeen years old I'll come home and I'll be pretty tired, you know what I mean, after a day of conferences and secretaries get- 
ting things wrong the way they do ... 'cause an executive's life is hell, man (The more he talks the farther away he gets) And I'll pull the car up on the driveway . . . just a plain black Chrysler, I think, with white walls no black tires. More elegant. Rich people 
don't have to be flashy . . . though I'll have to get something a little sportier for Ruth maybe a Cadillac convertible to do her shopping in. ... And I'll come tip the steps to the house and the gardener will be clipping away at the hedges and he'll say, "Good evening, Mr. Younger." And I'll say, "Hello, Jefferson, how are 
you this evening?" And I'll go inside and Ruth will come downstairs and meet me at the door and we'll kiss each other and she'll take my arm and we'll go up to your room to see you sitting on the floor with the catalogues of all the great schools in America around you. . . . All the great schools in the world! And and I'll say, all right son it's your seventeenth birthday, what is it you've decided? . . . Just tell me where you want to go to school and you'll go. Just tell me, what it is you want to be and you'll be it. , - . Whatever you want to be Yessir! (He holds his arms open for TRAVIS) You just name it, son . . . (TRAVIS leaps into them) and I hand you the world!


Section 3
	BOBO That's what I'm trying to tell you ... I don't 
know ... I waited six hours ... I called his house 
. . . and I waited ... six hours ... I waited in 
that train station six hours . . . (Breaking into tears) 
That was all the extra money I had in the world . . . 
(Looking up at WALTER with the tears running down his 
face) Man, Willy is gone. 

WALTER Gone, what you mean Willy is gone? Gone 
where? You mean he went by himself. You mean he 
went off to Springfield by himself to take care of get- 
ting the license (Turns and looks anxiously at RUTH) 
You mean maybe he didn't want too many people in 
on the business down there? (Looks to RUTH again, as 
before) You know Willy got his own ways. (Looks 
back to BOBO) Maybe you was late yesterday and he 
just went on down there without you. Maybe maybe 
he's been callin' you at home tryin' to tell you what 
happened or something. Maybe maybe he just got 
sick. He's somewhere he's got to be somewhere. We 
just got to find him me and you got to find him. 
(Grabs BOBO senselessly by the collar and starts to 
shake him) We got to! 

BOBO (In sudden angry, frightened agony) What's the 
matter with you, Walter! When a cat take off with your 
money he don't leave you no road maps! 

WALTER (Turning madly, as though he is looking for 
WILLY in the very room) Willy! . . . Willy . . . don't 
do it . . . Please don't do it ... Man, not with that 
money * . . Man, please, not with that money . . . 
Oh, God . . , Don't let it be true . . . (He is wan- 
dering around, crying out for WILLY and looking for him 
or perhaps for help from God) Man ... I trusted you 
. . . Man, I put my life in your hands . . * (He starts 
to crumple down on the floor as RUTH just covers her 
face in horror. MAMA opens the door and comes into 
the room, with BENEATHA behind her) Man . . . (He 
starts to pound the floor with his fists, sobbing wildly) 
THAT MONEY IS MADE OUT OF MY FATHER'S 
FLESH 

BOBO (Standing over him helplessly) I'm sorry, Walter 
. . . (Only WALTER'S sobs reply. BOBO puts on his hat) 
I had my life staked on this deal, too ... 
(He exits) 
	MAMA (To WALTER) Son (She goes to him, bends 
down to him, talks to his bent head) Son ... Is it 
gone? Son, I gave you sixty-live hundred dollars. Is it 
gone? All of it? Beneatha's money too?

WALTER (Lifting his head slowly) Mama , . , I never 
. . . went to the bank at all ... 

MAMA (Not wanting to believe him) You mean . . . 
your sister's school money . . . you used that too ... 
Walter? . . .

WALTER Yessss! All of it ... It's all gone . . . 

(There is total silence. RUTH stands with her face 
covered with her hands; BENEATHA leans forlornly 
against a wall, fingering a piece of red ribbon from 
the mother's gift. MAMA stops and looks at her son 
without recognition and then, quite without think- 
ing about it, starts to beat him senselessly in the 
face. BENEATHA goes to them and stops it) 

BENEATHA Mama! 

(MAMA stops and looks at both of her children 
and rises slowly and wanders vaguely, aimlessly 
away from them) 

MAMA I seen . . . him . . . night after night . . . come 
in ... and look at that rug ... and then look at me 
. . . the red showing in his eyes . . . the veins moving in 
his head ... I seen him grow thin and old before he 
was forty . . . working and working and working like 
somebody's old horse . . . killing himself . . . and you 
you give it all away in a day (She raises her arms to 
strike him again) 

BENEATHA Mama 

MAMA Oh, God . . . (She looks up to Him) Look down 
here and show me the strength. 

BENEATHA Mama 
MAMA (Folding over) Strength . . . 
BENEATHA (Plaintively) Mama . . . 
MAMA Strength! 

Curtain


