Due Monday, September 9, 2019
English 10 Honors Summer Project

Your English 10 Honors Summer Project is in addition to the Secaucus High School Summer
Assignment.
There are four steps to your assignment:
1. You must read and completely annotate “The World on the Turtle’s Back” Iroquois Myth
and the two Coyote Tales.
2. You must be ready to take a quiz on the “The World on the Turtle’s Back” Iroquois
Myth, the Coyote Tales, the Native American Literary Movement qualities, and the
differences between Myth, Folklore, and Legend when you return to school in
September.
3. Write an essay answering the attached AP Literature and Composition Free-Response
Question.
Therefore, you will receive three separate grades, one for each of the aforementioned steps of the
summer assignment.
If you have any questions you may email me at: tleite@sboe.org
Enjoy your summer,
Mr. Leite

Defining Terms: Myth, folklore, legend, etc.
What's the difference?
Fairy tales, myths, legends, and folklore are terms which may seem to mean the same thing:
fanciful tales. This conception is seemingly validated by the fact that the terms are often used
interchangeably. While it's true that the terms may refer to bodies of writing that are related at
their most basic level as stories, they each present a unique reader experience. Here's what they
mean...
Myth
A myth is a traditional story, which may describe the origins of the world and/or of a people. A
myth is an attempt to explain mysteries, supernatural events, and cultural traditions. Sometimes
sacred in nature, a myth can involve gods or other creatures. A myth represents reality in
dramatic ways.
Many cultures have their own versions of common myths, which contain archetypal images and
themes. (creation myth)
Folklore/Folktale
Whereas a myth has at its core the origins of a people, and is often sacred, folklore is a collection
of fictional tales about people and/or animals. Folktales describe how the main character copes
with the events of everyday life, and the tale may involve crisis or conflict. Superstitions and
unfounded beliefs are important elements in the folklore tradition.
Legend
A legend is a story purported to be historical in nature, but without substantiation. Prominent
examples include: King Arthur and Robin Hood. Where evidence of the existence of actual
historical figures exists, figures like King Richard are legends due in large part to the many
stories that have been created about them.
Legend also refers to anything that inspires a body of stories, or anything of lasting importance
or fame. The story is handed down from earlier times, but will continue to evolve with time.

Native American Literary Movement 1490-1700’s
¢ This movement is based mostly on oral tradition – which can give us a
hint as to why there is very little written material.
¢ Those stories, fables, tales, myths and chants were written down later
for preservation, not because that was typical for Native Americans of
the time.
¢ Nature and elements of nature are the most common aspect of Native
American writings.

“The World on the Turtle’s Back”
Iroquois Myth
In the beginning there was no world, no land, no creatures of the kind
that are around us now, and there were no men. But there was a great ocean
which occupied space as far as anyone could see. Above the ocean was a great
void of air. And in the air there lived the birds of the sea; in the ocean
lived the fish and the creatures of the deep. Far above this unpeopled world,
there was a Sky World. Here lived gods who were like people—like Iroquois.
In the Sky World there was a man who had a wife, and the wife was
expecting a child. The woman became hungry for all kinds of strange
delicacies, as women do when they are with child. She kept her husband busy
almost to distraction finding delicious things for her to eat. In the middle
of the Sky World there grew a Great Tree which was not like any of the trees
that we know. It was tremendous; it had grown there forever. It had enormous
roots that spread out from the floor of the Sky World. And on its branches
there were many different kinds of leaves and different kinds of fruits and
flowers. The tree was not supposed to be marked or mutilated by any of the
beings who dwelt in the Sky World. It was a sacred tree that stood at the
center of the universe.
The woman decided that she wanted some bark from one of the roots of
the Great
Tree—perhaps as a food or as a medicine, we don’t know. She told her husband
this. He didn’t like the idea. He knew it was wrong. But she insisted, and he
gave in. So he dug a hole among the roots of this great sky tree, and he
bared some of its roots. But the floor of the Sky World wasn’t very thick,
and he broke a hole through it. He was terrified, for he had never expected
to find empty space underneath the world.
But his wife was filled with curiosity. He wouldn’t get any of the
roots for her, so she set out to do it herself. She bent over and she looked
down, and she saw the ocean far below. She leaned down and stuck her head
through the hole and looked all around. No one knows just what happened next.

Some say she slipped. Some say that her husband, fed up with all the demands
she had made on him, pushed her.
So she fell through the hole. As she fell, she frantically grabbed at
its edges, but her hands slipped. However, between her fingers there clung
bits of things that were growing on the floor of the Sky World and bits of
the root tips of the Great Tree. And so she began to fall toward the great
ocean far below.
The birds of the sea saw the woman falling, and they immediately
consulted with each other as to what they could do to help her. Flying
wingtip to wingtip they made a great feathery raft in the sky to support her,
and thus they broke her fall. But of course it was not possible for them to
carry the woman very long. Some of the other birds of the sky flew down to
the surface of the ocean and called up the ocean creatures to see what they
could do to help. The great sea turtle came and agreed to receive her on his
back. The birds placed her gently on the shell of the turtle, and now the
turtle floated about on the huge ocean with the woman safely on his back.
The beings up in the Sky World paid no attention to this. They knew
what was happening, but they chose to ignore it.
When the woman recovered from her shock and terror, she looked around
her.
All that she could see were the birds and the sea creatures and the sky and
the ocean.
And the woman said to herself that she would die. But the creatures of
the sea came to her and said that they would try to help her and asked her
what they could do.
She told them that if they could find some soil, she could plant the roots
stuck between her fingers, and from them plants would grow. The sea animals
said perhaps there was dirt at the bottom of the ocean, but no one had ever
been down there so they could not be sure.
If there was dirt at the bottom of the ocean, it was far, far, below
the surface in the cold deeps. But the animals said they would try to get
some. One by one the diving birds and animals tried and failed. They went to
the limits of their endurance, but they could not get to the bottom of the
ocean. Finally, the muskrat said he would try. He dived and disappeared. All
the creatures waited, holding their breath, but he did not return. After a
long time, his little body floated up to the surface of the ocean, a tiny
crumb of earth clutched in his paw. He seemed to be dead. They pulled him up
on the turtle’s back and they sang and prayed over him and breathed air into
his mouth, and finally, he stirred. Thus it was the muskrat, the Earth-Diver,
who brought from the bottom of the ocean the soil from which the earth was to
grow.

The woman took the tiny clod of dirt and placed it on the middle of the
great sea turtle’s back. Then the woman began to walk in a circle around it,
moving in the direction that the sun goes. The earth began to grow. When the
earth was big enough, she planted the roots she had clutched between her
fingers when she fell from the Sky World. Thus the plants grew on the earth.
To keep the earth growing, the woman walked as the sun goes, moving in
the direction that the people still move in the dance rituals. She gathered
roots and plants to eat and built herself a little hut. After a while, the
woman’s time came, and she was delivered of a daughter. The woman and her
daughter kept walking in a circle around the earth, so that the earth and
plants would continue to grow. They lived on the plants and roots they
gathered. The girl grew up with her mother, cut off forever from the Sky
World above, knowing only the birds and the creatures of the sea, seeing no
other beings like herself. One day, when the girl had grown to womanhood, a
man appeared. No one knows for sure who this man was. He had something to do
with the gods above. Perhaps he was the West Wind. As the girl looked at him,
she was filled with terror, and amazement, and warmth, and she fainted dead
away. As she lay on the ground, the man reached into his quiver, and he took
out two arrows, one sharp and one blunt, and he laid them across the body of
the girl, and quietly went away.
When the girl awoke from her faint, she and her mother continued to
walk around the earth. After a while, they knew that the girl was to bear a
child. They did not know it, but the girl was to bear twins.
Within the girl’s body, the twins began to argue and quarrel with one
another.
There could be no peace between them. As the time approached for them to be
born, the twins fought about their birth. The right-handed twin wanted to be
born in the normal way, as all children are born. But the left-handed twin
said no. He said he saw light in another direction, and said he would be born
that way. The right-handed twin beseeched him not to, saying that he would
kill their mother. But the left-handed twin was stubborn. He went in the
direction where he saw light. But he could not be born through his mother’s
mouth or her nose. He was born through her left armpit, and killed her. And
meanwhile, the right-handed twin was born in the normal way, as all children
are born.
The twins met in the world outside, and the right-handed twin accused
his brother of murdering their mother. But the grandmother told them to stop
their quarreling. They buried their mother. And from her grave grew the
plants which the people still use.
From her head grew the corn, the beans, and the squash—“our supporters, the
three sisters.” And from her heart grew the sacred tobacco, which the people
still use in the ceremonies and by whose upward floating smoke they send
thanks. The women call her “our mother,” and they dance and sing in the

rituals so that the corn, the beans, and the squash may grow to feed the
people.
But the conflict of the twins did not end at the grave of their mother.
And, strangely enough, the grandmother favored the left-handed twin.
The right-handed twin was angry, and he grew more angry as he thought
how his brother had killed their mother. The right-handed twin was the one
who did everything just as he should. He said what he meant, and he meant
what he said. He always told the truth, and he always tried to accomplish
what seemed to be right and reasonable. The left-handed twin never said what
he meant or meant what he said. He always lied, and he always did things
backward. You could never tell what he was trying to do because he always
made it look as if he were doing the opposite. He was the devious one.
These two brothers, as they grew up, represented two ways of the world
which are in all people. The Indians did not call these the right and the
wrong. They called them the straight mind and the crooked mind, the upright
man and the devious man, the right and the left.
The twins had creative powers. They took clay and modeled it into
animals, and they gave these animals life. And in this they contended with
one another. The righthanded twin made the deer and the left-handed twin made
the mountain lion which kills the deer. But the right-handed twin knew there
would always be more deer than mountain lions. And he made another animal. He
made the ground squirrel. The lefthanded twin saw that the mountain lion
could not get to the ground squirrel, who digs a hold, so he made the weasel.
And although the weasel can go into the ground squirrel’s hole and kill him,
there are lots of ground squirrels and not so many weasels. Next the righthanded twin decided he would make an animal that the weasel could not kill,
so he made the porcupine. But the left-handed twin made the bear, who flips
the porcupine over on his back and tears out his belly.
And the right-handed twin made berries and fruits of other kinds for
his creatures to live on. The left-handed twin made briars and poison ivy,
and the poisonous plants like the baneberry and the dogberry, and the suicide
root with which people kill themselves when they go out of their minds. And
the left-handed twin made medicines, for good and for evil, for doctoring and
for witchcraft.
And finally, the right-handed twin made man. The people do not know
just how much the left-handed twin had to do with making man. Man was made of
clay, like pottery, and baked in the fire….
The world the twins made was a balanced and orderly world, and this was
good. The plant-eating animals created by the right-handed twin would eat up
all the vegetation if their number was not kept down by the meat-eating
animals which the left-handed twin created. But if these carnivorous animals
ate too many other animals, then they would starve, for they would run out of
meat. So the right and the left-handed twins built balance into the world.

As the twins became men full grown, they still contested with one
another. No one had won, and no one had lost. And they knew that the conflict
was becoming sharper and sharper and one of them would have to vanquish the
other.
And so they came to the duel. They started with gambling. They took a
wooden bowl, and in it they put wild plum pits. One side of the pits was
burned black, and by tossing the pits in the bowl, and betting on how these
would fall, they gambled against one another, as the people still do in the
New Year’s rites. All through the morning they gambled at this game, and all
through the afternoon, and the sun went down. And when the sun went down, the
game was done, and neither one had won.
So they went on to battle one another at the lacrosse game. And they
contested all day, and the sun went down, and the game was done. And neither
had won.
And now the battled with clubs, and they fought all day, and the sun
went down, and the fight was done. But neither had won.
And they went from one duel to another to see which one would succumb.
Each one knew in his deepest mind that there was something, somewhere, that
would vanquish the other. But what was it? Where to find it?
Each knew somewhere in his mind what it was that was his own weak
point. They talked about this as they contested in these duels, day after
day, and somehow the deep mind of each entered into the other. And the deep
mind of the right-handed twin lied to his brother, and the deep mind of the
left-handed twin told the truth.
On the last day of the duel, as they stood, they at last knew how the
right-handed twin was to kill his brother. Each selected his weapon. The
left-handed twin chose a mere stick that would do him no good. But the righthanded twin picked out the deer antler, and with one touch he destroyed his
brother. And the left-handed twin died, but he died and he didn’t die. The
right-handed twin picked up the body and cast it off the edge of the earth.
And some place below the world, the left-handed twin still lives and reigns.
When the sun rises from the east and travels in a huge arc along the
sky dome, which rests like a great upside-down cup on the saucer of the
earth, the people are in the daylight realm of the right-handed twin. But
when the sun slips down in the west at nightfall and the dome lifts to let it
escape at the western rim, the people are again in the domain of the lefthanded twin—the fearful realm of night.
Having killed his brother, the right-handed twin returned home to his
grandmother. And she met him in anger. She threw the food out of the cabin
onto the ground, and said that he was a murderer, for he had killed his
brother. He grew angry and told her she had always helped his brother, who
had killed their mother. In his anger, he grabbed her by the throat and cut
her head off. Her body he threw into the ocean, and her head, into the sky.

There “Our Grandmother, the Moon,” still keeps watch at night over the realm
of her favorite grandson.
The right-handed twin has many names. One of them is Sapling. It means
smooth, young, green and fresh and innocent, straightforward, straightgrowing, soft and pliable, teachable and trainable. These are the old ways of
describing him. But since he has gone away, he has other names. He is called
“He Holds Up the Skies,” “Master of Life,” and “Great Creator.”
The left-handed twin also has many names. One of them is Flint. He is
called the devious one, the one covered with boils. Old Warty. He is
stubborn. He is thought of as being dark in color.
These two being rule the world and keep an eye on the affairs of men.
The righthanded twin, the Master of Life, lives in the Sky World. He is
content with the world he helped to create and with his favorite creatures,
the humans. The scent of sacred tobacco rising from the earth comes
gloriously to his nostrils.
In the world below lives the left-handed twin. He knows the world of
men, and he finds contentment in it. He hears the sounds of warfare and
torture, and he finds them good.
In the daytime, the people have rituals which honor the right-handed
twin. Through the daytime rituals they thank the Master of Life. In the
nighttime, the people dance and sing for the left-handed twin.

COYOTE AND THE BUFFALO
-=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=No buffalo ever lived in the Swah-netk�-qhu country. That was Coyote's fault. If he had not been so foolish
and greedy, the people beside the Swah-netk�-qhu would not have had to cross the Rockies to hunt the quaspeet-za (curled-hairs). [1]
This is the way it happened: Coyote was traveling over the plains beyond the big mountains. He came to a flat.
There he found an old buffalo skull. It was the skull of Buffalo Bull. Coyote always had been afraid of Buffalo
Bull. He remembered the many times Bull Buffalo had scared him, and he laughed upon seeing the old skull
there on the flat.
"Now I Will have some fun," Coyote remarked. "I will have revenge for the times Buffalo made me run."
He picked up the skull and threw it into the air; he kicked it and spat on it; he threw dust in the eye-sockets. He
did these things many times, until he grew tired. Then he went his way. Soon he heard a rumbling behind him.
He thought it was thunder, and he looked at the sky. The sky was clear. Thinking he must have imagined the
sound, he walked on, singing. He heard the rumbling again, only much closer and louder. Turning around, he
saw Buffalo Bull pounding along after him, chasing him. His old enemy had come to life!
Coyote ran, faster than he thought he could run, but Buffalo gained steadily. Soon Buffalo was right at his heels.
Coyote felt his hot breath.
"Oh, Squas-tenk', help me!" Coyote begged, and his power answered by putting three trees in front of him. They
were there in the wink of an eye. Coyote jumped and caught a branch of the first tree and swung out of Buffalo's
way. Buffalo rammed the tree hard, and it shook as if in a strong wind. Then Buffalo chopped at the trunk with
his horns, first with one horn and then the other. He chopped fast, and in a little while over went the tree, and
with it went Coyote. But he was up and into the second tree before Buffalo Bull could reach him. Buffalo soon
laid that tree low, but he was not quick enough to catch Coyote, who scrambled into the third and last tree.
"Buffalo, my friend, let me talk with you," said Coyote, as his enemy hacked away at the tree's trunk. "Let me
smoke my pipe. I like the kinnikinnick. [2] Let me smoke. Then I can die more content."
"You may have time for one smoke," grunted Bull Buffalo, resting from his chopping.
Coyote spoke to his medicine-power, and a pipe, loaded and lighted, was given to him. He puffed on it once and
held out the pipe to Buffalo Bull.
"No, I will not smoke with you," said that one. "You made fun of my bones. I have enough enemies without
you. Young Buffalo is one of them. He killed me and stole all my fine herd."
"My uncle,� [3] said Coyote, "you need new horns. Let me make new horns for you. Then you can kill Young
Buffalo. Those old horns are dull and worn."
Bull Buffalo was pleased with that talk. He decided he did not want to kill Coyote. He told Coyote to get down
out of the tree and make the new horns. Coyote jumped down and called to his power. It scolded him for getting
into trouble, but it gave him a flint knife and a stump of pitchwood. From this stump Coyote carved a pair of
fine heavy horns with sharp points. He gave them to Buffalo Bull. All buffalo bulls have worn the same kind of
horns since.

Buffalo Bull was very proud of his new horns. He liked their sharpness and weight and their pitch-black color.
He tried them out on what was left of the pitchwood stump. He made one toss and the stump flew high in the
air, and he forgave Coyote for his mischief. They became good friends right there. Coyote said he would go
along with Buffalo Bull to find Young Buffalo.
They soon came upon Young Buffalo and the big herd he had won from Buffalo Bull. Young Buffalo laughed
when he saw his old enemy, and he walked out to meet him. He did not know, of course, about the new horns. It
was not much of a fight, that fight between Young Buffalo and Buffalo Bull. With the fine new horns, Buffalo
Bull killed the other easily, and then he took back his herd, all his former wives and their children. He gave
Coyote a young cow, the youngest cow, and he said: "Never kill her, Sin-ka-lip'! Take good care of her and she
will supply you with meat forever. When you get hungry, just slice off some choice fat with a flint knife. Then
rub ashes on the wound and the cut will heal at once."
Coyote promised to remember that, and they parted. Coyote started back to his own country, and the cow
followed. For a few suns he ate only the fat when he was hungry. But after awhile he became tired of eating fat,
and he began to long for the sweet marrow-bones and the other good parts of the buffalo. He smacked his lips at
the thought of having some warm liver.
"Buffalo Bull will never know," Coyote told himself, and he took his young cow down beside a creek and killed
her. As he peeled off the hide, crows and magpies came from all directions. They settled on the carcass and
picked at the meat. Coyote tried to chase them away, but there were too many of them. While he was chasing
some, others returned and ate the meat. It was not long until they had devoured every bit of the meat.
"Well, I can get some good from the bones and marrow-fat," Coyote remarked, and he built a fire to cook the
bones. Then he saw an old woman walking toward him. She came up to the fire.
"Sin-ka-lip'," she said, "you are a brave warrior, a great chief. Why should you do woman's work! Let me cook
the bones while you rest."
Vain Coyote! He was flattered. He believed she spoke her true mind. He stretched out to rest and he fell asleep.
In his sleep he had a bad dream. It awoke him, and he saw the old woman running away with the marrow-fat
and the boiled grease. He looked into the cooking-basket. There was not a drop of soup left in it. He chased the
old woman. He would punish her! But she could run, too, and she easily kept ahead of him. Every once in
awhile she stopped and held up the marrow-fat and shouted: "Sin-ka-lip', do you want this!"
Finally Coyote gave up trying to catch her. He went back to get the bones. He thought he would boil them
again. He found the bones scattered all around, so he gathered them up and put them into the cooking-basket.
Needing some more water to boil them in, he went to the creek for it, and when he got back, there were no
bones in the basket! In place of the bones was a little pile of tree limbs!
Coyote thought he might be able to get another cow from Buffalo Bull, so he set out to find him. When he came
to the herd, he was astonished to see the cow he had killed. She was there with the others! She refused to go
with Coyote again, and Buffalo Bull would not give him another cow. Coyote had to return to his own country
without a buffalo.
That is why there never have been any buffalo along the Swah-netk�-qhu.
http://www.mesacc.edu/~thoqh49081/mourningdove/coyote05.html

FOX AND COYOTE AND WHALE
-=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=Fox had a beautiful wife. He was very much in love with her, but she had stopped caring for him. Fox was a
great hunter, and every day he brought home food and fine skins for his wife to make into robes and clothing.
He did not know that, while he was away hunting, his wife would sit beside the Swah-netk'-qhu [1] and sing
love songs to the water. Painting her face with bright colors, she would pour out her love thoughts in song.
Coyote came to visit his twin brother, and he soon noticed the strange actions of his sister-in-law. He spoke to
Fox. Why-ay'-looh," he said, "I think your wife is in love with somebody else." But Fox could not believe she
loved anyone but him. He was blinded by his love for her. Then, one sun, he and Coyote returned from a hunt
and she was not in the lodge. So Fox started to look for her. He walked down toward the river and there he saw
his wife. She was sitting on the river bank, singing a love song. She did not see Fox. He watched her.
As Fox watched, the water began to rise. Slowly it rose, higher and higher, and soon, out in the middle of the
river, appeared a big monster of the fish-kind. The monster was En-hah-et'-qhu, the Spirit of the Water--Whale.
It swam to the shore. As it touched dry land, it changed into a tall handsome man with long braided hair. This
monster-man made love to the wife of Fox.
Sad at heart, Fox turned away. He went to his lodge. He said nothing, but he wondered how he could win back
his wife's love. He worried about her as the suns passed. She grew pale and thin. Nothing that Fox could do
pleased her.
Her thoughts always were with the man who was not a man but a monster. One day when Fox and Coyote came
home from hunting, she was gone, and the fire in the lodge was cold. Fox called and called. He got no answer.
His heart was heavy.
A few suns later Fox looked up the river and saw an odd-shaped canoe coming. It was only half of a canoe. Two
Water Maidens were standing in it, rocking it from side to side. They were singing:
We come for food,
Food for the Chief's stolen wife.
The water-food does not suit her.
That is why we come! We come!
As the Water Maidens approached, Fox and Coyote hid in the tepee. The maidens beached the half-canoe and
entered the lodge. They began to pick up dried meat to take to the stolen wife. Coyote and Fox sprang from
their hiding places and caught the maidens, and Fox asked about his wife--where she was and how to get to her.
The maidens were silent. Then the brothers threatened to kill them unless they answered, and the maidens said:
"To find the person who stole her, you must go over the Big Falls and under the water. His lodge is under the
falls, under the water--a dangerous trip for Land People. Every trail is watched. Even if you get there, the
mighty Whale chief will kill you. He is bad."
The Water Maidens had told all they knew, so Fox broke their necks. He and Coyote dressed in the maidens'
robes and started down the river in the half-canoe. Standing on the sides of the strange craft, they rocked it as
they had seen the maidens do, and rode it down the river and over the roaring falls. "Let me do all the talking,"
Fox warned Coyote. "I know better what to say." Down through the pouring, flashing waters they shot with the
half-canoe. The thunder of the falls hurt their ears. And then, suddenly, they were landing at a great
encampment of Mater People, a strange kind of people to them. All of the people were strange except Gou-

kouh-whay'-na--Mouse. She was there. She knew them and they knew her. Fox jumped ashore. Coyote,
following, tripped and touched the water, and Mouse, the Sly One, laughed.
"Ha-ha!" said Mouse, "Coyote nearly fell into the water."
"Do not speak," Fox whispered to Mouse. "Say nothing. I will pay you well."
But some of the Water People had heard. "What, Gou-kouh-whay'-na, did you say?" they inquired.
"Nothing," Mouse answered. "Nothing of importance. I was just joking."
"Yes, you did say something," said a Water Person. "You said that Coyote nearly fell into the water. You cannot
fool me."
Mouse insisted that she had not said that, and the other Water People believed her. They knew she was a fickle
person and giddy, and they did not think much of her because she went everywhere to steal. She went
everywhere, and that s why she understood all the different languages.
Carrying packs of dried meat and berries they had brought with them, Coyote and Fox made their way to the
lodge of Whale, the chief. He and the stolen wife sat side by side in the lodge. The wife was glad to get the meat
and berries, her kind of food.
Fox and Coyote kept their robes over their faces until everyone else was asleep. Then, when everything was
quiet, Fox slipped up to Whale and cut off the monster's head with a flint knife. At the same time Coyote picked
up the stolen wife and ran for the broken canoe. The noise they made awoke the camp, and the people rushed
out of their lodges to see Coyote carrying off Fox's wife and Fox close behind, carrying the head of their chief.
The people chased them, but the three got into the broken canoe, and Fox quickly put Coyote and the woman
into his shoo'-mesh pipe. Then Fox pushed the half-canoe into the water and it shot up to the river's surface
below the falls. There Fox landed. He took Coyote and his twice-stolen wife out of the medicine-pipe, and the
head of the Whale Monster he threw toward the setting sun.
"In the Big Salt Water (ocean) shall Whale Monster stay," said Fox. "No longer shall he live in the smaller
waters, in the rivers, where he can make love to the wives of men, where he can lure wives from their
husbands."
As Fox and his wife and brother walked up the bank to their tepee, the headless body of Whale Monster turned
over and over in the depths of the river, making the Big Falls of the Swah-netk'-qhu more fearful and
thunderous, the way they are today, spilling with such force over the great rocks.
The wife of Fox became contented and happy again, glad to be back in her husband's lodge. But since that day
Whale Monster was vanquished the Land People and the Water People have not loved each other. Fox made it
so.

-=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=+=http://www.mesacc.edu/~thoqh49081/mourningdove/coyote02.html

AP® ENGLISH LITERATURE AND COMPOSITION FREE-RESPONSE QUESTION
Question 3
(Suggested time — 40 minutes. This question counts as one-third of the total essay section score.)

A symbol is an object, action, or event that represents something or that creates a range of
associations beyond itself. In literary works a symbol can express an idea, clarify meaning, or
enlarge literal meaning. Select a novel or play and, focusing on one symbol, write an essay
analyzing how that symbol functions in the work and what it reveals about the characters or
themes of the work as a whole. Do not merely summarize the plot.
You may choose a work from the list below or another novel or play of comparable literary
merit.
As I Lay Dying
The Awakening
Beloved
Bleak House
Cat’s Eye
The Cherry Orchard
The Color Purple
Crime and Punishment
The Crossing
The Crucible
A Doll House
Equus
A Farewell to Arms
Fences
The Glass Menagerie
The Golden Bowl
The Grapes of Wrath
The Hairy Ape
Heart of Darkness
Invisible Man
Jude the Obscure
The Kite Runner
Lady Windermere’s Fan
Macbeth

Madame Bovary
The Memory Keeper’s Daughter
Moby-Dick
The Namesake
Nineteen Eighty-four
Our Town
The Plague
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man
A Prayer for Owen Meany
A Raisin in the Sun
Reservation Blues
Snow
A Streetcar Named Desire
Things Fall Apart
Waiting for Godot
Wise Blood
The Women of Brewster Place

