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Each of the summer literacy tasks address an element of the type of reading and
writing that will be required of students as they navigate a path through
Advanced English Eight. The readings include an exercise in narration, analysis,
and argument. The final task is a book review of a self-selected novel.

Each component of the summer literacy task will be submitted in separate
documents during the first week of school. That necessitates four separate
documents. One in response to "The Sentry," another for "The Weapon,” a third
for "The Dinner Party,” and the last for the self-selected novel. Access to all
readings is included on the last pages of this summer literacy assignment. None of
the responses should be more than one type-written page but must include an
MLA heading with the student’s name, Advanced English 8, the date, and the
teacher's name (you will learn that when you return).



Task One

NARRATION: The first selection is "The Sentry” by Frederic Brown. Students
are required to read the story and then continue the narrative in a way that is
compatible with the original text. Basically, the reader/writer is being asked to
logically and articulately continue the story in a paragraph or two that reflects an
understanding of the theme and the author's style.

Task Two

ANALYSIS: The second selection, "The Weapon,” requires that the reader again
write a paragraph or two that identifies the story's theme and contains an analysis
of how the identified theme manifests itself in the text.

Task Three

ARGUMENT: The final required selection is "The Dinner Party” by Mona Gardner.
It addresses the idea of pre-conceived notions about groups in society-in this
case women-and how they inform expectations about that group. In a brief
paragraph, students are asked to argue whether or not a story like this where
women are somewhat marginalized has relevance today and why.



Task Four
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SELF-SELECTED FICTION: The last assignment is open-ended and is based on a
student-selected novel (not a short story). Students are asked to evaluate a book
by offering a brief description of the text's key points and a short appraisal of
the strengths and weaknesses of the work. Please note, this novel will be used for
a major assignment in the Fall of 2018 when you return to school. Be sure to
choose wisely as you want to ensure that the novel will pique your interest.

The final product must be type-written and include a short summary of the work.
The summary should be followed by the points necessary to positively or
negatively review the book in a way that would encourage or discourage a reader
from reading the work?

As a reviewer you may consider including the following in your evaluation:

What worked well or didn't in the novel?

How does the work compare to others by the same author or of the same genre?
What theme(s)/message(s) does the author wish to communicate to the reader?
What is the logical or emotional appeal of this novel and who might it appeal t0?
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SENTRY

Fredrick Brown
http://ebusenglish12.weebly.com/uploads/4/6/7/8/4678761/5. sentry by frederick_brown.pdf

He was wet and muddy and hungry and cold and he was fifty thousand lightyears from
home.

A strange blue sun gave light, and gravity, twice what he was used to, made every
movement difficult.

But in tens of thousands of years this part of war hadn't changed. The flyboys were fine
with their sleek spaceships and their fancy weapons. When the chips are down, though, it was
still the foot soldier, the infantry, that had to take the ground and hold it, foot by bloody foot.
Like this damned planet of a star he's never heard of until they'd landed him there. And now it
was sacred ground because the aliens were there too. The aliens, the only other intelligent race
in the Galaxy...cruel, hideous and repulsive monsters.

Contact had been made with them near the centre of the Galaxy, after the slow, difficult
colonization of a dozen thousand planets; and it had been war at sight; they'd shot without even
trying to negotiate, or to make peace.

Now, planet by bitter planet, it was being fought ouft.

He was wet and muddy and hungry and cold, and the day was raw with a high wind that
hurt his eyes. But the aliens were trying to infiltrate and every sentry post was vital.

He stayed alert, gun ready. Fifty thousand light-years from home, fighting on a strange
world and wondering if he'd ever live to see home again.

And then he saw one of them crawling foward him. He drew a bead and fired. The alien
made that strange horrible sound they all make, then lay still.

He shuddered at the sound and sight of the alien lying there. One ought to be able to get
used to them after a while, but he'd never been able to. Such repulsive creatures they were,
with only two arms and two legs, ghastly white skins and no scales.


http://ebusenglish12.weebly.com/uploads/4/6/7/8/4678761/5._sentry_by_frederick_brown.pdf

"The Weapon"

Fredric Brown

http://teachers.sd43.bc.ca/RMcmahon/English%2010%20Document%20Library/Brown%20-%20
The%20Weapon.pdf

The room was quiet in the dimness of early evening. Dr. James Graham, key scientist of a very
important project, sat in his favorite chair, thinking. It was so still that he could hear the
turning of pages in the next room as his son leafed through a picture book.

Often Graham did his best work, his most creative thinking, under these circumstances, sitting
alone in an unlighted room in his own apartment after the day's regular work. But fonight his
mind would not work constructively.

Mostly he thought about his mentally arrested son—his only son—in the next room. The
thoughts were loving thoughts, not the bitter anguish he had felt years ago when he had first
learned of the boy's condition. The boy was happy: wasn't that the main thing? And to how many
men is given a child who will always be a child, who will not grow up to leave him? Certainly that
was rationalization, but what is wrong with rationalization when— The doorbell rang.

Graham rose and turned on lights in the almost-dark room before he went through the hallway
to the door. He was not annoyed; tonight, at this moment, almost any interruption to his

thoughts was welcome.

He opened the door. A stranger stood there; he said, "Dr. Graham? My name is Niemand; I'd like
to talk to you. May I come in a moment?”

Graham looked at him. He was a small man, nondescript, obviously harmless—possibly a reporter
or an insurance agent.

But it didn't matter what he was. 6raham found himself saying, "Of course. Come in, Mr.
Niemand.” A few minutes of conversation, he justified himself by thinking,

might divert his thoughts and clear his mind.

"Sit down," he said, in the living room. "Care for a drink?"

Niemand said, "No, thank you.” He sat in the chair; 6raham sat on the sofa.

The small man interlocked his fingers; he leaned forward.

He said, "Dr. Graham, you are the man whose scientific work is more likely than that of any
other man to end the human race’'s chance for survival.”


http://teachers.sd43.bc.ca/RMcmahon/English%2010%20Document%20Library/Brown%20-%20The%20Weapon.pdf
http://teachers.sd43.bc.ca/RMcmahon/English%2010%20Document%20Library/Brown%20-%20The%20Weapon.pdf

A crackpot, Graham thought. Too late now he realized that he should have asked the man's
business before admitting him. It would be an embarrassing interview—he disliked being rude,
yet only rudeness was effective. "Dr. Graham, the weapon on which you are working—"

The visitor stopped and turned his head as the door that led to a bedroom opened and a boy of
fifteen came in. The boy didn't notice Niemand; he ran to Graham.

"Daddy, will you read to me now?" The boy of fifteen laughed the sweet laughter of a child of
four.

Graham put an arm around the boy. He looked at his visitor, wondering whether he had known
about the boy. From the lack of surprise on Niemand's face, Graham felt sure he had known.

"Harry“—Graham's voice was warm with affection—" Daddy's busy. Just for a little while. Go
back to your room; I'll come and read to you soon.”

"Chicken Little? You'll read me Chicken Little?”
"If you wish. Now run along. Wait. Harry, this is Mr. Niemand."

The boy smiled bashfully at the visitor. Niemand said, "Hi, Harry,"” and smiled back at him,
holding out his hand. Graham, watching, was sure now that Niemand had known: the smile and
the gesture were for the boy's mental age, not his physical one.

The boy took Niemand's hand. For a moment it seemed that he was going to climb into Niemand's
lap, and Graham pulled him back gently. He said, "Go to your room now, Harry."

The boy skipped back into his bedroom, not closing the door.

Niemand's eyes met Graham's and he said, "I like him,"” with obvious sincerity. He added, "I hope
that what you're going o read to him will always be true.”

Graham didn't understand. Niemand said, "Chicken Little, I mean. It's a fine story—but may
Chicken Little always be wrong about the sky falling down.”

Graham suddenly had liked Niemand when Niemand had shown liking for the boy. Now he
remembered that he must close the interview quickly. He rose, in dismissal.

He said, "I fear you're wasting your time and mine, Mr. Niemand. I know all the arguments,
everything you can say I've heard a thousand times. Possibly there is truth in what you believe,
but it does not concern me. I'm a scientist, and only a scientist. Yes, it is public knowledge that
T am working on a weapon, a rather ultimate one. But, for me personally, that is only a
by-product of the fact that I am advancing science. I have thought it through, and I have found
that that is my only concern.”



"But, Dr. Graham, is humanity ready for an ultimate weapon?”

Graham frowned. "I have told you my point of view, Mr. Niemand.”

Niemand rose slowly from the chair. He said, "Very well, if you do not choose to discuss it, T'll
say no more.” He passed a hand across his forehead. "T'll leave, Dr. Graham. I wonder, though . . .
may I change my mind about the drink you offered me?"

Graham's irritation faded. He said, "Certainly. Will whisky and water do?”

"Admirably."

Graham excused himself and went into the kitchen. He got the decanter of whisky, another of
water, ice cubes, glasses.

When he returned to the living room, Niemand was just leaving the boy's bedroom. He heard
Niemand's "Good night, Harry,” and Harry's happy " ‘Night, Mr. Niemand.”
Graham made drinks. A little later, Niemand declined a second one and started to leave.

Niemand said, "T took the liberty of bringing a small gift to your son, doctor. I gave it to him
while you were getting the drinks for us. I hope you'll forgive me."

"Of course. Thank you. Good night."

Graham closed the door; he walked through the living room into Harry's room. He said, “All
right, Harry. Now T'll read to—"

There was sudden sweat on his forehead, but he forced his face and his voice to be calm as he
stepped to the side of the bed. "May I see that, Harry?" When he had it safely, his hands shook
as he examined it.

He thought, only a madman would give a loaded revolver to an idiot.*

*At the time of publication, the word idiot meant developmentally delayed.



The Dinner Party
by Mona Gardner

The country is India. A colonial official and his wife are giving a large dinner party. They are seated with
their guests—army officers and government attachés and their wives, and a visiting American naturalist—in
their spacious dining room, which has a bare marble floor, open rafters and wide glass doors opening onto a
veranda.*

A spirited discussion springs up between a young girl who insists that women have outgrown the
jumping-on-a-chair-at-the-sight-of-a-mouse era and a colonel who says that they haven't.

“A woman’s unfailing reaction in any crisis,” the colonel says, “is to scream. And while a man may feel
like it, he has that ounce more of nerve control than a woman has. And that last ounce is what counts.”

The American does not join in the argument but watches the other guests. As he looks, he sees a
strange expression come over the face of the hostess. She is staring straight ahead, her muscles contracting
slightly. With a slight gesture she summons the native boy standing behind her chair and whispers to him. The
boy’s eyes widen: he quickly leaves the room.

Of the guests, none except the American notices this or sees the boy place a bowl of milk on the
veranda just outside the open doors.

The American comes to with a start. In India, milk in a bowl means only one thing—bait for a snake. He
realizes there must be a cobra in the room. He looks up at the rafters—the likeliest place—but they are bare.
Three corners of the room are empty, and in the fourth the servants are waiting to serve the next course. There
is only one place left—under the table.

His first impulse is to jump back and warn the others, but he knows the commotion would frighten the
cobra into striking. He speaks quickly, the tone of his voice so arresting that it sobers everyone.

“I want to know just what control everyone at this table has. | will count to three hundred—that’s five
minutes—and not one of you is to move a muscle. Those who move will forfeit fifty rupees. Ready!”

The twenty people sit like stone images while he counts. He is saying . . . two hundred and eighty. . .”
when, out of the corner of his eye, he sees the cobra emerge and make for the bowl of milk. Screams ring out
as he jumps to slam the veranda doors safely shut.

“You were right, Colonel!” the host exclaims. “A man has just shown us an example of perfect control.”

“Just a minute,” the American says, turning to his hostess. “Mrs. Wynnes, how did you know that cobra
was in the room?”

A faint smile lights up the woman'’s face as she replies: “Because it was crawling across my foot.”
* During the time this story takes place, India was a British colony. The colonial official works for the British

government in India. The government attachés work for another country’s embassy in India. Finally, a naturalist
is someone who studies animals and plants.



