
 

 

AP	and	GT	English	IV	Literature	and	Composition	
Summer	Reading	Assignment	
Email:	jenna.kline@dsisdtx.us	

Email:	sara-jane.shepperd@dsisdtx.us	
	

Welcome	to	your	AP/GT	English	IV	Summer	Reading	Guide!	We	are	looking	forward	to	working	with	you	in	the	coming	
year	and	am	happy	 to	answer	any	questions	you	might	have	about	our	 summer	reading.	 	The	 readings	below	are	all	
readings	 we	 will	 focus	 on	 throughout	 the	 academic	 year,	 and	 we	 will	 be	 jumping	 into	 assignments,	 readings	 and	
assessments	over	these	materials	the	first	few	weeks	of	the	year.		

	
Reading	Materials		
	
I. Read How	to	Read	Literature	Like	a	Professor	by	Thomas	C.	Foster	

● Consider	this	work	to	be	our	course	“textbook.”		Each	chapter	explores	a	different	way	to	read	and	analyze	
fiction.	 My	 suggestion	 would	 be	 to	 skim	 each	 chapter,	 annotating	 key	 points	 or	 takeaways,	 or	 even	
creating	chapter	summaries	as	you	read.		Each	individual	piece	of	fiction	we	read	throughout	the	entire	
year	 from	 short	 stories,	 poems,	 and	 novels	will	 come	 back	 to	 Foster’s	How	 to	 Read	 Literature	 Like	 a	
Professor.	 	 If	 you	 choose	 to	 enrich	 your	 learning	by	 reading	 through	 this	 text	 ahead	of	 time,	 you	will	
certainly	gain	a	deeper	insight	into	the	works	we	read	early	on.		

● *Note,	there	are	several	editions	to	this	textbook;	aim	to	purchase		the	newest	edition	from	(Amazon)	or	
utilize	this	PDF	to	a	slightly	older	PDF	version.	Additionally,	I	have	several	extra	free	copies	(first	come	
first	serve)	of	How	to	Read	Literature	Like	a	Professor.		If	you	are	interested	in	grabbing	a	copy,	reach	out	
and	we	can	figure	out	a	pick	up	date	at	school.		

II.		 Read	Introduction	to	Literary	Analysis	Selections	(variety	of	authors)		
III.		 Tips	for	Optional	Annotating		

To	help	with	class	discussions	and	assignments	the	first	few	weeks,	consider	coming	up	with	an	annotation	style	
for	both	the	literary	analysis	selections	as	well	as	within	How	to	Read	Literature	Like	a	Professor.	If	you	would	like	
to	take	this	even	a	step	further,	consider	marking,	making	notes,	and	responding	in	the	margins	to	our	core	“Big	
6”	skills	for	AP	Literature	and	Composition:	
BIG	6	

1. Character	[CHR]:	characters	 in	 literature	allow	readers	to	study	and	explore	a	range	of	values,	beliefs,	
assumptions,	biases	and	cultural	norms	represented	by	those	characters.		

2. Setting	[SET]:	Setting	and	details	associated	with	it	not	only	depict	a	time	and	place,	but	also	convey	values	
associated	with	that	setting.		

3. Structure	 [STR]:	 A	 text’s	 structure	 presents	 ideas	 to	 readers	 and	 affects	 their	 experiences	 with	 and	
interpretations	of	a	text.		

4. Perspective	[PER]:	A	narrator’s,	character’s	or	speaker’s	perspective	controls	the	details,	emphases,	and	
strutures	that	affect	how	readers	experience	and	interpret	a	text.		

5. Figurative	Language	[FIG]:	Comparisons,	representations,	and	associations	shift	meaning	from	the	literal	
to	the	figurative	and	invite	readers	to	interpret	a	text.		

6. Literary	Analysis	[LAN]:	Literature	is	an	art	form	that	invites	readers	to	make	multiple	interpretations.	
Analysis	of	literature	invites	readers	to	make	interpretations	by	identifying,	describing,	and	explaining	
patterns	in	and	relationships	across	a	text

*NOTE:	For	most	major	works,	study	guides	such	as	SparkNotes	are	readily	available,	and	we	are	very	familiar	with	them.		Study	
guides,	 however,	 are	 not	 always	 reliable	 sources	 for	 information	 about	works	 or	 interpretation	 of	 them.	 Study	 guides	 are	
appropriate	only	for	review	or,	occasionally,	clarification.	Tests,	essays,	and	class	discussions	are	based	on	primary	texts,	so	the	
only	way	to	really	understand	a	work	and	do	well	on	assessments	is	to	read	it	yourself.	 	There	is	no	substitute	or	easy	way	
around	it—and	this	goes	for	your	summer	reading	AND	all	the	reading	you’ll	do	in	class	next	school	year.	
	
Please	do	not	hesitate	to	be	in	touch	if	you	have	questions	over	the	summer!	
	
Ms.	Jenna	Kline	 Ms.	Sara-Jane	Shepperd	
	
	
	



 

 

“Heritage”	
Countee	Cullen	
What	is	Africa	to	me:	
Copper	sun	or	scarlet	sea,	
Jungle	star	or	jungle	track,	
Strong	bronzed	men,	or	regal	black	
Women	from	whose	loins	I	sprang	
When	the	birds	of	Eden	sang?	
One	three	centuries	removed	
From	the	scenes	his	fathers	loved,	
Spicy	grove,	cinnamon	tree,	
What	is	Africa	to	me?	
	
So	I	lie,	who	all	day	long	
Want	no	sound	except	the	song	
Sung	by	wild	barbaric	birds	
Goading	massive	jungle	herds,	
Juggernauts	of	flesh	that	pass	
Trampling	tall	defiant	grass	
Where	young	forest	lovers	lie,	
Plighting	troth	beneath	the	sky.	
So	I	lie,	who	always	hear,	
Though	I	cram	against	my	ear	
Both	my	thumbs,	and	keep	them	there,	
Great	drums	throbbing	through	the	air.	
So	I	lie,	whose	fount	of	pride,	
Dear	distress,	and	joy	allied,	
Is	my	somber	flesh	and	skin,	
With	the	dark	blood	dammed	within	
Like	great	pulsing	tides	of	wine	
That,	I	fear,	must	burst	the	fine	
Channels	of	the	chafing	net	
Where	they	surge	and	foam	and	fret.	
	
Africa?	A	book	one	thumbs	
Listlessly,	till	slumber	comes.	
Unremembered	are	her	bats	
Circling	through	the	night,	her	cats	
Crouching	in	the	river	reeds,	
Stalking	gentle	flesh	that	feeds	
By	the	river	brink;	no	more	
Does	the	bugle-throated	roar	
Cry	that	monarch	claws	have	leapt	
From	the	scabbards	where	they	slept.	
Silver	snakes	that	once	a	year	
Doff	the	lovely	coats	you	wear,	
Seek	no	covert	in	your	fear	

Lest	a	mortal	eye	should	see;	
What's	your	nakedness	to	me?	
Here	no	leprous	flowers	rear	
Fierce	corollas	in	the	air;	
Here	no	bodies	sleek	and	wet,	
Dripping	mingled	rain	and	sweat,	
Tread	the	savage	measures	of	
Jungle	boys	and	girls	in	love.	
What	is	last	year's	snow	to	me,	
Last	year's	anything?	The	tree	
Budding	yearly	must	forget	
How	its	past	arose	or	set	
Bough	and	blossom,	flower,	fruit,	
Even	what	shy	bird	with	mute	
Wonder	at	her	travail	there,	
Meekly	labored	in	its	hair.	
One	three	centuries	removed	
From	the	scenes	his	fathers	loved,	
Spicy	grove,	cinnamon	tree,	
What	is	Africa	to	me?	
	
So	I	lie,	who	find	no	peace	
Night	or	day,	no	slight	release	
From	the	unremittent	beat	
Made	by	cruel	padded	feet	
Walking	through	my	body's	street.	
Up	and	down	they	go,	and	back,	
Treading	out	a	jungle	track.	
So	I	lie,	who	never	quite	
Safely	sleep	from	rain	at	night--	
I	can	never	rest	at	all	
When	the	rain	begins	to	fall;	
Like	a	soul	gone	mad	with	pain	
I	must	match	its	weird	refrain;	
Ever	must	I	twist	and	squirm,	
Writhing	like	a	baited	worm,	
While	its	primal	measures	drip	
Through	my	body,	crying,	"Strip!	
Doff	this	new	exuberance.	
Come	and	dance	the	Lover's	Dance!"	
In	an	old	remembered	way	
Rain	works	on	me	night	and	day.	
	
Quaint,	outlandish	heathen	gods	
Black	men	fashion	out	of	rods,	



 

 

Clay,	and	brittle	bits	of	stone,	
In	a	likeness	like	their	own,	
My	conversion	came	high-priced;	
I	belong	to	Jesus	Christ,	
Preacher	of	humility;	
Heathen	gods	are	naught	to	me.	
	
Father,	Son,	and	Holy	Ghost,	
So	I	make	an	idle	boast;	
Jesus	of	the	twice-turned	cheek,	
Lamb	of	God,	although	I	speak	
With	my	mouth	thus,	in	my	heart	
Do	I	play	a	double	part.	
Ever	at	Thy	glowing	altar	
Must	my	heart	grow	sick	and	falter,	
Wishing	He	I	served	were	black,	
Thinking	then	it	would	not	lack	
Precedent	of	pain	to	guide	it,	
Let	who	would	or	might	deride	it;	
Surely	then	this	flesh	would	know	
Yours	had	borne	a	kindred	woe.	
Lord,	I	fashion	dark	gods,	too,	

Daring	even	to	give	You	
Dark	despairing	features	where,	
Crowned	with	dark	rebellious	hair,	
Patience	wavers	just	so	much	as	
Mortal	grief	compels,	while	touches	
Quick	and	hot,	of	anger,	rise	
To	smitten	cheek	and	weary	eyes.	
Lord,	forgive	me	if	my	need	
Sometimes	shapes	a	human	creed.	
All	day	long	and	all	night	through,	
One	thing	only	must	I	do:	
Quench	my	pride	and	cool	my	blood,	
Lest	I	perish	in	the	flood.	
Lest	a	hidden	ember	set	
Timber	that	I	thought	was	wet	
Burning	like	the	dryest	flax,	
Melting	like	the	merest	wax,	
Lest	the	grave	restore	its	dead.	
Not	yet	has	my	heart	or	head	
In	the	least	way	realized	
They	and	I	are	civilized.

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



 

 

“One	of	These	Days”	
Gabriel	Garcia	Marquez	
Monday	dawned	warm	and	rainless.	Aurelio	Escovar,	
a	dentist	without	a	degree,	and	a	very	early	riser,	
opened	his	office	at	six.	He	took	some	false	teeth,	still	
mounted	in	their	plaster	mold,	
out	of	the	glass	case	and	put	on	the	table	a	fistful	of	
instruments	which	he	arranged	in	size	order,	as	if	
they	were	on	display.	He	wore	a	collarless	striped	
shirt,	closed	at	the	neck	with	a	golden	stud,	and	pants	
held	up	by	suspenders	He	was	erect	and	skinny,	with	
a	look	that	rarely	corresponded	to	the	situation,	the	
way	deaf	people	have	of	looking.	
	
When	he	had	things	arranged	on	the	table,	he	pulled	
the	drill	toward	the	dental	chair	and	sat	down	to	
polish	the	false	teeth.	He	seemed	not	to	be	thinking	
about	what	he	was	doing,	but	worked	steadily,	
pumping	the	drill	with	his	feet,	even	when	he	didn’t	
need	it.	
	
After	eight	he	stopped	for	a	while	to	look	at	the	sky	
through	the	window,	and	he	saw	two	pensive	
buzzards	who	were	drying	themselves	in	the	sun	on	
the	ridgepole	of	the	house	next	door.	He	went	on	
working	with	the	idea	that	before	lunch	it	would	rain	
again.	The	shrill	voice	of	his	eleven-year-old	son	
interrupted	his	concentration.	
	
“Papa.”	
	
“What?”	
	
“The	Mayor	wants	to	know	if	you’ll	pull	his	tooth.”	
	
“Tell	him	I’m	not	here.”	
	
He	was	polishing	a	gold	tooth.	He	held	it	at	arm’s	
length,	and	examined	it	with	his	eyes	half	closed.	His	
son	shouted	again	from	the	little	waiting	room.	
	
“He	says	you	are,	too,	because	he	can	hear	you.”	
	
The	dentist	kept	examining	the	tooth.	Only	when	he	
had	put	it	on	the	table	with	the	finished	work	did	he	
say:	
“So	much	the	better.”	

	
He	operated	the	drill	again.	He	took	several	pieces	of	
a	bridge	out	of	a	cardboard	box	where	he	kept	the	
things	he	still	had	to	do	and	began	to	polish	the	gold.	
	
“Papa.”	
	
“What?”	
He	still	hadn’t	changed	his	expression.	
	
“He	says	if	you	don’t	take	out	his	tooth,	he’ll	shoot	
you.”	
	
Without	hurrying,	with	an	extremely	tranquil	
movement,	he	stopped	pedaling	the	drill,	pushed	it	
away	from	the	chair,	and	pulled	the	lower	drawer	of	
the	table	all	the	way	out.	There	was	a	revolver.	“O.K.,”	
he	said.	
	
“Tell	him	to	come	and	shoot	me.”	
	
He	rolled	the	chair	over	opposite	the	door,	his	hand	
resting	on	the	edge	of	the	drawer.	The	Mayor	
appeared	at	the	door.	He	had	shaved	the	left	side	of	
his	face,	but	the	other	side,	swollen	and	in	pain,	had	a	
five-day-old	beard.	
The	dentist	saw	many	nights	of	desperation	in	his	
dull	eyes.	He	closed	the	drawer	with	his	fingertips	
and	said	softly:	
	
“Sit	down.”	
	
“Good	morning,”	said	the	Mayor.	
	
“Morning,”	said	the	dentist.	
	
While	the	instruments	were	boiling,	the	Mayor	
leaned	his	skull	on	the	headrest	of	the	chair	and	felt	
better.	His	breath	was	icy.	It	was	a	poor	office:	an	old	
wooden	chair,	the	pedal	drill,	a	glass	case	with	
ceramic	bottles.	Opposite	the	chair	was	a	window	
with	a	shoulder-high	cloth	curtain.	When	he	felt	the	
dentist	approach,	the	Mayor	braced	his	heels	and	
opened	his	mouth.	
	



 

 

Aurelio	Escovar	turned	his	head	toward	the	light.	
After	inspecting	the	infected	tooth,	he	closed	the	
Mayor’s	jaw	with	a	cautious	pressure	of	his	fingers.	
	
“It	has	to	be	without	anesthesia,”	he	said.	
	
“Why?”	
	
“Because	you	have	an	abscess.”	
	
The	Mayor	looked	him	in	the	eye.	“All	right,”	he	said,	
and	tried	to	smile.	The	dentist	did	not	return	the	
smile.	He	brought	the	basin	of	sterilized	instruments	
to	the	worktable	and	took	them	out	of	the	water	with	
a	pair	of	cold	tweezers,	still	without	hurrying.	Then	
he	pushed	the	spittoon	with	the	tip	of	his	shoe,	and	
went	to	wash	his	hands	in	the	washbasin.	He	did	all	
this	without	looking	at	the	Mayor.	But	the	Mayor	
didn’t	take	his	eyes	off	him.	
	
It	was	a	lower	wisdom	tooth.	The	dentist	spread	his	
feet	and	grasped	the	tooth	with	the	hot	forceps.	The	
Mayor	seized	the	arms	of	the	chair,	braced	his	feet	
with	all	his	strength,	and	felt	an	icy	void	in	his	
kidneys,	but	didn’t	make	a	sound.	The	dentist	moved	
only	his	wrist.	Without	rancor,	rather	with	a	bitter	
tenderness,	he	said:	
	
“Now	you’ll	pay	for	our	twenty	dead	men.”	
	

The	Mayor	felt	the	crunch	of	bones	in	his	jaw,	and	his	
eyes	filled	with	tears.	But	he	didn’t	breathe	until	he	
felt	the	tooth	come	out.	Then	he	saw	it	through	his	
tears.	It	seemed	so	foreign	to	his	pain	that	he	failed	to	
understand	his	torture	of	the	five	previous	nights.	
	
Bent	over	the	spittoon,	sweating,	panting,	he	
unbuttoned	his	tunic	and	reached	for	the	
handkerchief	in	his	pants	pocket.	The	dentist	gave	
him	a	clean	cloth.	
	
“Dry	your	tears,”	he	said.	
	
The	Mayor	did.	He	was	trembling.	While	the	dentist	
washed	his	hands,	he	saw	the	crumbling	ceiling	and	a	
dusty	spider	web	with	spider’s	eggs	and	dead	insects.	
The	dentist	returned,	drying	his	hands.	“Go	to	bed,”	
he	said,	“and	gargle	with	salt	water.”	The	Mayor	
stood	up,	said	goodbye	with	a	casual	military	salute,	
and	walked	toward	the	door,	stretching	his	legs,	
without	
buttoning	up	his	tunic.	
	
“Send	the	bill,”	he	said.	
	
“To	you	or	the	town?”	
	
The	Mayor	didn’t	look	at	him.	He	closed	the	door	and	
said	through	the	screen:	
	
“It’s	the	same	damn	thing.”

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



 

 

Pride	and	Prejudice	
Jane	Austen	
Mr.	Bingley	was	good-looking	and	gentlemanlike;	he	
had	a	pleasant	countenance,	and	easy,	unaffected	
manners.	His	sisters	were	fine	women,	with	an	air	of	
decided	fashion.	His	brother-in-law,	Mr.	Hurst,	
merely	looked	the	gentleman;	but	his	friend	Mr.	
Darcy	soon	drew	the	attention	of	the	room	by	his	
fine,	tall	person,	handsome	features,	noble	mien,	and	
the	report	which	was	in	general	circulation	within	
five	minutes	after	his	entrance,	of	his	having	ten	
thousand	a	year.	The	gentlemen	pronounced	him	to	
be	a	fine	figure	of	a	man,	the	ladies	declared	he	was	
much	handsomer	than	Mr.	Bingley,	and	he	was	
looked	at	with	great	admiration	for	about	half	the	
evening,	till	his	manners	gave	a	disgust	which	turned	
the	tide	of	his	popularity;	for	he	was	discovered	to	be	
proud;	to	be	above	his	company,	and	above	being	
pleased;	and	not	all	his	large	estate	in	Derbyshire	
could	then	save	him	from	having	a	most	forbidding,	
disagreeable	countenance,	and	being	unworthy	to	be	
compared	with	his	friend.	
	
Mr.	Bingley	had	soon	made	himself	acquainted	with	
all	the	principal	people	in	the	room;	he	was	lively	and	
unreserved,	danced	every	dance,	was	angry	that	the	
ball	closed	so	early,	and	talked	of	giving	one	himself	
at	Netherfield.	Such	amiable	qualities	must	speak	for	
themselves.	What	a	contrast	between	him	and	his	
friend!	Mr.	Darcy	danced	only	once	with	Mrs.	Hurst	
and	once	with	Miss	Bingley,	declined	being	
introduced	to	any	other	lady,	and	spent	the	rest	of	the	
evening	in	walking	about	the	room,	speaking	
occasionally	to	one	of	his	own	party.	His	character	
was	decided.	He	was	the	proudest,	most	disagreeable	
man	in	the	world,	and	everybody	hoped	that	he	
would	never	come	there	again.	Amongst	the	most	
violent	against	him	was	Mrs.	Bennet,	whose	dislike	of	
his	general	behaviour	was	sharpened	into	particular	
resentment	by	his	having	slighted	one	of	her	
daughters.	
	
Elizabeth	Bennet	had	been	obliged,	by	the	scarcity	of	
gentlemen,	to	sit	down	for	two	dances;	and	during	

part	of	that	time,	Mr.	Darcy	had	been	standing	near	
enough	for	her	to	hear	a	conversation	between	him	
and	Mr.	Bingley,	who	came	from	the	dance	for	a	few	
minutes,	to	press	his	friend	to	join	it.	
	
“Come,	Darcy,”	said	he,	“I	must	have	you	dance.	I	hate	
to	see	you	standing	about	by	yourself	in	this	stupid	
manner.	You	had	much	better	dance.”	
	
“I	certainly	shall	not.	You	know	how	I	detest	it,	unless	
I	am	particularly	acquainted	with	my	partner.	At	such	
an	assembly	as	this	it	would	be	insupportable.	Your	
sisters	are	engaged,	and	there	is	not	another	woman	
in	the	room	whom	it	would	not	be	a	punishment	to	
me	to	stand	up	with.”	
	
“I	would	not	be	so	fastidious	as	you	are,”	cried	Mr.	
Bingley,	“for	a	kingdom!	Upon	my	honour,	I	never	
met	with	so	many	pleasant	girls	in	my	life	as	I	have	
this	evening;	and	there	are	several	of	them	you	see	
uncommonly	pretty.”	
	
“You	are	dancing	with	the	only	handsome	girl	in	the	
room,”	said	Mr.	Darcy,	looking	at	the	eldest	Miss	
Bennet.	
	
“Oh!	She	is	the	most	beautiful	creature	I	ever	beheld!	
But	there	is	one	of	her	sisters	sitting	down	just	
behind	you,	who	is	very	pretty,	and	I	dare	say	very	
agreeable.	Do	let	me	ask	my	partner	to	introduce	
you.”	
	
“Which	do	you	mean?”	and	turning	round	he	looked	
for	a	moment	at	Elizabeth,	till	catching	her	eye,	he	
withdrew	his	own	and	coldly	said:	“She	is	tolerable,	
but	not	handsome	enough	to	tempt	;	I	am	in	no	
humour	at	present	to	give	consequence	to	young	
ladies	who	are	slighted	by	other	men.	You	had	better	
return	to	your	partner	and	enjoy	her	smiles,	for	you	
are	wasting	your	time	with	me.”

	
	
	



 

 

“The	Masque	of	the	Red	Death”	
Edgar	Allan	Poe	
It	was	a	voluptuous	scene,	that	masquerade.	But	first	
let	me	tell	of	the	rooms	in	which	it	was	held.	There	
were	seven	--	an	imperial	suite,	In	many	palaces,	
however,	such	suites	form	a	long	and	straight	vista,	
while	the	folding	doors	slide	back	nearly	to	the	walls	
on	either	hand,	so	that	the	view	of	the	whole	extant	is	
scarcely	impeded.	Here	the	case	was	very	different;	
as	might	have	been	expected	from	the	duke's	love	of	
the	"bizarre."	The	apartments	were	so	irregularly	
disposed	that	the	vision	embraced	but	little	more	
than	one	at	a	time.	There	was	a	sharp	turn	at	the	right	
and	left,	in	the	middle	of	each	wall,	a	tall	and	narrow	
Gothic	window	looked	out	upon	a	closed	corridor	of	
which	pursued	the	windings	of	the	suite.	These	
windows	were	of	stained	glass	whose	color	varied	in	
accordance	with	the	prevailing	hue	of	the	decorations	
of	the	chamber	into	which	it	opened.	That	at	the	
eastern	extremity	was	hung,	for	example,	in	blue	--	
and	vividly	blue	were	its	windows.	The	second	
chamber	was	purple	in	its	ornaments	and	tapestries,	
and	here	the	panes	were	purple.	The	third	was	green	
throughout,	and	so	were	the	casements.	The	fourth	
was	furnished	and	lighted	with	orange	--	the	fifth	
with	white	--	the	sixth	with	violet.	The	seventh	
apartment	was	closely	shrouded	in	black	velvet	
tapestries	that	hung	all	over	the	ceiling	and	down	the	
walls,	falling	in	heavy	folds	upon	a	carpet	of	the	same	
material	and	hue.	But	in	this	chamber	only,	the	color	
of	the	windows	failed	to	correspond	with	the	
decorations.	The	panes	were	scarlet	--	a	deep	blood	
color.	Now	in	no	one	of	any	of	the	seven	apartments	
was	there	any	lamp	or	candelabrum,	amid	the	
profusion	of	golden	ornaments	that	lay	scattered	to	
and	fro	and	depended	from	the	roof.	There	was	no	
light	of	any	kind	emanating	from	lamp	or	candle	
within	the	suite	of	chambers.	But	in	the	corridors	that	
followed	the	suite,	there	stood,	opposite	each	
window,	a	heavy	tripod,	bearing	a	brazier	of	fire,	that	
projected	its	rays	through	the	tinted	glass	and	so	

glaringly	lit	the	room.	And	thus	were	produced	a	
multitude	of	gaudy	and	fantastic	appearances.	But	in	
the	western	or	back	chamber	the	effect	of	the	fire-
light	that	streamed	upon	the	dark	hangings	through	
the	blood-tinted	panes	was	ghastly	in	the	extreme,	
and	produced	so	wild	a	look	upon	the	countenances	
of	those	who	entered,	that	there	were	few	of	the	
company	bold	enough	to	set	foot	within	its	precincts	
at	all.	
	
It	was	within	this	apartment,	also,	that	there	stood	
against	the	western	wall,	a	gigantic	clock	of	ebony.	It	
pendulum	swung	to	and	fro	with	a	dull,	heavy,	
monotonous	clang;	and	when	the	minute-hand	made	
the	circuit	of	the	face,	and	the	hour	was	to	be	
stricken,	there	came	from	the	brazen	lungs	of	the	
clock	a	sound	which	was	clear	and	loud	and	deep	and	
exceedingly	musical,	but	of	so	peculiar	a	note	and	
emphasis	that,	at	each	lapse	of	an	hour,	the	musicians	
of	the	orchestra	were	constrained	to	pause,	
momentarily,	in	their	performance,	to	hearken	to	the	
sound;	and	thus	the	waltzers	perforce	ceased	their	
evolutions;	and	there	was	a	brief	disconcert	of	the	
whole	gay	company;	and	while	the	chimes	of	the	
clock	yet	rang.	it	was	observed	that	the	giddiest	grew	
pale,	and	the	more	aged	and	sedate	passed	their	
hands	over	their	brows	as	if	in	confused	revery	or	
meditation.	But	when	the	echoes	had	fully	ceased,	a	
light	laughter	at	once	pervaded	the	assembly;	the	
musicians	looked	at	each	other	and	smiled	as	if	at	
their	own	nervousness	and	folly,	and	made	
whispering	vows,	each	to	the	other,	that	the	next	
chiming	of	the	clock	should	produce	in	them	no	
similar	emotion;	and	then,	after	the	lapse	of	sixty	
minutes	(which	embrace	three	thousand	and	six	
hundred	seconds	of	Time	that	flies),	there	came	yet	
another	chiming	of	the	clock,	and	then	were	the	same	
disconcert	and	tremulousness	and	meditation	as	
before.

	
	


