
 

AP LANG: Summer Reading Project 2018 
  
Directions:   In addition to the Wootton Summer Reading Assignment and before entering into 
AP Lang, each student will complete the following assignment--Part I  and  Part II--in preparation 
for several lessons in the fall semester.  This assignment will be your first grade for AP Lang and 
will contribute to your first in-class writing assignment. 
 
Part I:  Flashcards-  For each word on the list, do the following: 
 Front :  Write the word, part of speech, and definition. 
Back :  Record 1  accurate  example  of the term, from a  legitimate  source (books you’ve read, 

speeches, advertisements, newspaper articles, etc.).  You also have the option of making 
your own example but be sure that you COMPLETELY understand the term.  

Ex. For alliteration, do NOT write: “The author uses alliteration in his paragraph!” Instead, write, 
“The burly butler buttles down to the dark, dusty dungeon.”  

Note:  The bolded words DO NOT need a back (do not need an example). 
This should be done on 3x5 index cards and should be bound together in some way. 
 

1. Allusion (Historical, 
Biblical, Literary):  

2. Analogy:  
3. Anecdote:  
4. Antecedent: 
5. Antithesis:  
6. Aphorism: 
7. Apostrophe: 
8. Colloquial / 

Colloquialism: 
9. Connotation: 
10. Denotation: 
11. Euphemism: 
12. Figurative Language: 

13. Hyperbole: 
14. Image/Imagery: 
15. Inference/Infer: 
16. Invective: 
17. Irony/Ironic (verbal, 

situational, dramatic): 
18. Juxtaposition: 
19. Mood (Atmosphere) 

(Ambiance): 
20. Motif: 
21. Paradox: 
22. Parallelism: 
23. Parody : 

24. Point of View 
(Perspective): 1st, 
2nd, 3rd, limited, 
omniscient 

25. Rhetoric: 
26. Rhetorical Modes : 
27. Sarcasm: 
28. Satire: 
29. Style: 
30. Syllogism: 
31. Syntax: 
32. Thesis: 
33. Tone: 
34. Understatement: 
35. Voice : 

  
 

NOTE: You will be quizzed on your understanding of these terms on the first day of class.  



Part II: Reading and Annotation 
a. Print  each of the five passages listed below. The passages themselves begin on the next 

page of this document. 
Henrietta Lacks passage 
Rattler passage 
Alfred Green passage 
Wal-Mart passage 
Abigail Adams passage 

b. Read  each  excerpt carefully.  
c. Annotate each excerpt. Underline. Comment. Write questions. You must have both in-text 

marks and margin comments. See below for model annotations.  
d. Be prepared to write/reflect on these excerpts during the first week of the course.  
NOTE: You will be turning these printed annotations in on the first day of class.  
 
Models of Annotation: 

● http://orchard130.qwriting.qc.cuny.edu/files/2014/09/DiggingAnnotated0001.jpg 
● https://s-media-cache-ak0.pinimg.com/736x/45/cd/5d/45cd5ddd500d48b8026a5fff3d3e6658.jpg 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Passages begin on next page. 
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The Immortal Life of Henrietta Lacks , by Rebecca Skloot 

“The Storm” 

 

The way Day remembers it, someone from Hopkins called to tell him Henrie�a had died, and to 

ask permission for an autopsy, and Day said no. A few hours later, when Day went to Hopkins with a 

cousin to see Henrie�a’s body and sign some papers, the doctors asked again about the autopsy. They 

said they wanted to run tests that might help his children someday. Day’s cousin said it wouldn’t hurt, so 

eventually Day agreed and signed an autopsy permission form. 

Soon Henrie�a’s body lay on a stainless-steel table in the cavernous basement morgue, and 

Gey’s assistant, Mary, stood in the doorway breathing fast, feeling like she might faint. She’d never seen a 

dead body. Now there she was with a corpse, a stack of petri dishes, and the pathologist, Dr. Wilbur, who 

stood hunched over the autopsy table. Henrie�a’s arms were extended, as if she were reaching above 

her head. Mary walked towards the table, whispering to herself,  You’re not going to make a fool of 

yourself and pass out. 

She stepped around one of Henrie�a’s arms and took her place besides Wilbur, her hip in 

Henrie�a’s armpit. He said Hello, Mary said hello back. Then they were silent. Day wanted Henrie�a to 

be presentable for the funeral, so he’d only given permission for a par�al autopsy, which meant no 

incision into her chest and no removal of her limbs or head. Mary opened the dishes one by one, holding 

them out to collect samples as Wilbur cut them from Henrie�a’s body:  bladder, bowel, uterus, kidney, 

vagina, ovary, appendix, liver, heart, lungs. A�er dropping each sample into a petri dish, Wilber put bits 

of Henrie�a’s tumor-covered cervix into containers fill with formaldehyde to save them for future use. 

 The official cause of Henrie�a’s death was terminal uremia: blood poisoning from the buildup of toxins 

normally flushed out of the body in urine. The tumors had completely blocked her urethra, leaving her 

doctors unable to pass a catheter into her bladder to empty it. Tumors the size of a baseballs had nearly 

 



replaced her kidneys, bladder, ovaries, and uterus. And her other organs were so covered in small white 

tumors it looked as if someone had filled her with pearls. 

Mary stood beside Wilbur, wai�ng as he sewed Henrie�a’s abdomen closed. She wanted to run 

out of the morgue and back to the lab, but instead, she stared at Henrie�a’s arms and legs ––anything to 

avoid looking into her lifeless eyes. Then Mary’s gaze fell on Henrie�a’s feet, and she gasped: Henrie�a’s 

toenails were covered in chipped bright red polish. 

“When I saw those toenails,” Mary told me years later, “I nearly fainted. I thought,  Oh jeez, she’s 

a real person.  I started imagining her si�ng in her bathroom pain�ng those toenails, and it hit me for the 

first �me that those cells we’d been working with all this �me and sending all over the world, they came 

from a live woman. I never thought of  it that way.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Prompt:  Read the following passage carefully. Then, in a well-organized essay, analyze how the 

speaker’s language conveys his complex attitude towards his environment. 

  

    A�er sunset...l walked out into the desert...Light was thinning; the scrub's dry savory odors 

were sweet on the cooler air. In this, the first pleasant moment for a walk a�er long blazing hours, I 

thought I was the only thing abroad. Abruptly I stopped short. 

The other lay rigid, as suddenly arrested, his body undulant; the head was not drawn back to 

strike, but was merely turned a li�le to watch what I would do. It was a ra�lesnake--and knew it. I mean 

that where a six-foot blacksnake thick as my wrist, capable of long-range a�ack and armed with powerful 

fangs, will flee at sight of a man, the ra�ler felt no necessity of ge�ng out of anybody's path. He held his 

ground in calm watchfulness; he was not even ra�ling yet, much less was he coiled; he was wai�ng for 

me to show my inten�ons. 

    My first ins�nct was to lee him go his way and I would go mine, and with this he would have 

been well content. I have never killed an animal I was not obliged to kill; the sport in taking life is a 

sa�sfac�on I can't feel. But I reflected that there were children, dogs, horses at the ranch, as well as men 

and women lightly shod; my duty, plainly, was to kill the snake. I went back to the ranch house, got a 

hoe, and returned. 

    The ra�ler had not moved; he lay there like a live wire. But he saw the hoe. Now indeed his tail 

twitched, the li�le tocsin sounded; he drew back his head and I raised my weapon. Quicker than I could 

strike, he shot into a dense bush and set up his ra�ling. He shook and shook his fair but furious signal, 

quite spor�ngly warning me that I had made an unprovoked a�ack, a�empted to cake his life, and that if 

I persisted he would have no choice but to take mine if he could. I listened for a minute to this li�le song 

of death. It was not ugly, though it was ominous. It said that life was dear, and would be dearly sold. And 

 



I reached into the paper-bag bush with my hoe and, hacking about, soon dragged him out of it with his 

back broken. 

 He struck passionately once more at the hoe; but a moment later his neck was   broken and he 

was soon dead. Technically, that is; he was s�ll twitching, and when I picked him up by the tail, some 

consequent jar, some mechanical reflex made his jaws gape and snap once more— proving that a dead 

snake may s�ll bite. There was blood in his mouth and poison dripping from his fangs; it was all a nasty 

sight, pi�ful now that it was done. 

 I did not cut off the ra�les for a trophy; I let him drop into the close green guardian-ship of the 

paper-bag bush. Then for a moment I could see him as I might have let him go, sinuous and 

self-respec�ng in departure over the twilit sands. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Alfred M. Green delivered the following speech in Philadelphia in April 1861, the first month of the Civil 

War. African Americans were not yet permitted to join the Union army, but Green felt that they should 

strive to be admitted to the ranks and prepare to enlist. Read the speech carefully. Then write an essay in 

which you analyze the methods that Green uses to persuade his fellow African Americans to join the 

Union forces. 

 

The �me has arrived in the history of the great Republic when we may again give evidence to the 

world of the bravery and patrio�sm of a race in whose hearts burns the love of country, of freedom, and 

of civil and religious tolera�on.  

It is these grand principles that enable man, however proscribed, when possessed of true 

patrio�sm, to say, My country, right or wrong. I love thee s�ll.” 

It is true, the brave deeds of our fathers, sworn and subscribed to by the immortal Washington 

of the Revolu�on of 1776, and by Jackson and others in the War of 1812, have failed to bring us into 

recogni�on as ci�zens, enjoying those rights so dearly brought by those noble and patrio�c sires. 

It is true that our injuries in many respects are great; fugi�ve-slave laws, Dred Sco� decisions, 

indictments for treason, and long dreary months of imprisonment. The result of the most unfair rules of 

judicial inves�ga�on has been the pay we have received for our solicitude, sympathy and aid in the 

dangers and difficul�es of those “days that tried men’s souls.” 

Our duty, brethren, is not to cavil over past grievances. Let us not be derelict to duty in the �me 

of need. While we remember the past and regret that our present posi�on in the country is not such as 

to create within us that burning zeal and enthusiasm for the field of ba�le which inspires other men in 

the full enjoyment of every civil and religious emolument, yet let us endeavor to hope for the future and 

improve the present auspicious moment for crea�ng anew our claims upon the jus�ce and honor of the 

Republic; and, above all, let not the honor and glory achieved by our fathers be blasted or sullied by a 

 



want of heroism among their sons.  

Let us then, take up the sword, trus�ng in God, who will defend the right, remembering that 

theses are other days than those of yore; that the world to- day is on the side of freedom and universal 

poli�cal equality; that the war cry of the howling leaders of Secession and treason is: “Let us drive back 

the advance guard of civil and religious freedom; let us have more slave territory; let us build stronger 

the tyrant system of slavery in the great American Republic.”  

Remember, too, that your very presence among the troops of the North would inspire your 

oppressed brethren of the South with zeal for the overthrow of the tyrant system, and confidence in the 

armies of the living God – God of truth, jus�ce and equality to all men. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Nickled and Dimed , by Barbara Ehrenreich 

“Selling in Minnesota” 

  

For sheer grandeur, and in�mida�on value, I doubt if any corpora�on orienta�on exceeds that of 

Wal-Mart. I have been told that the process will take eight hours, which will include two fi�een-minute 

breaks and one half-hour break for a meal, and will be paid for like a regular shi�. When I arrive, dressed 

neatly in khakis and clean T-shirt, as befits a poten�al Wal-Mart “associate,” I found there are ten new 

hires besides myself, mostly young and Caucasian, and a team of three, headed by Roberta, to do the 

“orien�ng.” We sit around a long table in the same windowless room where I was interviewed, each with 

a thick folder of paper work in front of us, and hear Roberta tell once again about raising six children, 

being a “person person,” discovering that the three principles of Wal-Mart philosophy were the same as 

her own, and so on. We began with a video, about fi�een minutes long, on the history and philosophy of 

Wal-Mart, or, as an anthropological observer might call it, the Cult of Sam. First young Sam Walton, in 

uniform, comes back from war. He starts a store, a sort of five-and-dime; he marries and fathers four 

a�rac�ve children; he receives a Medal of Freedom from President Bush, a�er which he promptly dies, 

making way for the eulogies. But the company goes on, yes indeed. Here the arc of the story soars 

upward unstoppably, pausing only to mark some fresh milestone of corporate expansion. 1992: 

Wal-Mart becomes the largest retailer in the world. 1997: Sales top $100 Billion. 1998: The Number of 

Wal-Mart associates hits 815,000, making Wal-Mart the largest private employer in the na�on. Each 

landmark date is accompanied by a clip showing throngs of shoppers, swarms of associates, or scenes of 

handsome new stores and their adjoining parking lots. Over and over we hear in voiceover or see in 

graphic display the “three principles,” which are maddeningly, even defiantly, nonparallel: “respect for 

the individual, exceeding customers’ expecta�ons, strive for excellence.” 

 



“Respect for the individual” is where we, the associates, come in, because vast as Wal-Mart is, 

and �ny as we may be as individuals, everything depends on us. Sam always said, and is shown saying, 

that “the best ideas come from the associates” –for example, the idea of having a “people greeter” an 

elder employee (excuse me, associate) who welcomes each customer as he or she enters the store. 

Three �mes during the orienta�on, which began at three and stretched to nearly eleven, we are 

reminded that this brainstorming originated in a mere associate, and who knows what revolu�ons in 

retailing each one of us may propose? Because our ideas are welcome, more than welcome, we are to 

think of our managers not as bosses but as “servant leaders,” serving us as well as the customers. Of 

course, all is not total harmony, in every instance, between associates and their servant-leaders. A video 

on “associate honesty” shows a cashier  being caught on videotape as he pockets some bills from the 

cash register. Drums beat ominously as he is led away in handcuffs and sentenced to four years. 

The theme of covert tension, overcome by right thinking and posi�ve a�tude, con�nues in the 

twelve-minute video en�tled  You’ve Picked a Great Place to Work . Here various associates tes�fy to the 

“essen�al feeling of family for which Wal-Mart is so well-known,” leading up to the conclusion that we 

don’t need a union. Once, long ago, unions had a place in American society, but they “no longer have 

much to offer workers,” which is why people are leaving them “by the droves.” Wal-Mart is booming; 

unions are declining: judge for yourself. But we are warned that “unions have been targe�ng Wal-Mart 

for years.” Why? For the dues money of course. Which is what you would lose with a union: first, your 

dues money, which would be $20 a month “and some�mes much more.” Second, you would lose “your 

voice” because the union would insist on doing your talking for you. Finally, you might lose even your 

wages and benefits because they would be “at risk on the bargaining table.” You have to wonder ––and I 

imagine some of my teenage fellow orientees may be doing so ––why such fiends as these union 

organizers, such outright extor�onists, are allowed to roam free in the land. 

 

 



Abigail Adams to John Quincy Adams 

Janry. 19 1780 

My dear Son 

I hope you have had no occasion either from Enemies or the Dangers of the Sea to repent your 

second voyage to France. If I had thought your reluctance arose from proper delibera�on, or that you 

was capable of judgeing what was most for your own benifit, I should not have urged you to have 

accompanied your Father and Brother when you appeared so averse to the voyage. 

You however readily submi�ed to my advice, and I hope will never have occasion yourself, nor give me 

reason to Lament it. Your knowledge of the Language must give you greater advantages now, than you 

could possibly have reaped whilst Ignorant of it, and as you increase in years you will find your 

understanding opening and daily improveing. 

Some Author that I have met with compares a judicious traveller, to a river that increases its 

stream the farther it flows from its source, or to certain springs which running through rich veins of 

minerals improve their quali�es as they pass along. It will be expected of you my son that as you are 

favourd with superiour advantages under the instruc�ve Eye of a tender parent, that your improvements 

should bear some propor�on to your advantages. Nothing is wan�ng with you, but a�en�on, dilligence 

and steady applica�on, Nature has not been deficient. 

These are �mes in which a Genious would wish to live. It is not in the s�ll calm of life, or the 

repose of a pacific sta�on, that great characters are formed. Would Cicero have shone so dis�nguished 

an orater, if he had not been roused, kindled and enflamed by the Tyranny of Ca�line, Millo,* Verres and 

Mark Anthony. The Habits of a vigorous mind are formed in contending with difficul�es. All History will 

convince you of this, and that wisdom and penetra�on are the fruits of experience, not the Lessons of 

re�rement and leisure. 

Great necessi�es call out great virtues. When a mind is raised, and animated by scenes that 

 



engage the Heart, then those quali�es which would otherways lay dormant, wake into Life, and form the 

Character of the Hero and the Statesman. 

War, Tyrrany and Desola�on are the Scourges of the Almighty, and ought no doubt to be 

deprecated. Yet it is your Lot my Son to be an Eye witness of these Calimi�es in your own Na�ve land, 

and at the same �me to owe your existance among a people who have made a glorious defence of their 

invaded Liber�es, and who, aided by a generous and powerfull Ally, with the blessing of heaven will 

transmit this inheritance to ages yet unborn. 

Nor ought it to be one of the least of your excitements towards exer�ng every power and faculty 

of your mind, that you have a parent who has taken so large and ac�ve a share in this contest, and 

discharged the trust reposed in him with so much sa�sfac�on as to be honourd with the important 

Embassy, which at present calls him abroad. 

I cannot fulfill the whole of my duty towards you, if I close this Le�er, without reminding you of a 

failing which calls for a strict a�en�on and watchfull care to correct. You must do it for yourself. You must 

curb that impetuosity of temper, for which I have frequently chid you, but which properly directed may 

be produc�ve of great good. I know you capable of these exer�ons, with pleasure I observed my advice 

was not lost upon you. If you indulge yourself in the prac�se of any foible or vice in youth, it will gain 

strength with your years and become your conquerer. 

The strict and invoilable regard you have ever paid to truth, gives me pleasing hopes that you will 

not swerve from her dictates, but add jus�ce, for�tude, and every Manly Virtue which can adorn a good 

ci�zen, do Honour to your Country, and render your parents supreemly happy, par�culiarly your ever 

affec�onate Mother, 

AA 

 

* Editor’s note:  AA's superficial knowledge of Roman history here betrayed her. Cicero was an ardent champion, not 
an adversary, of Milo. 

 

 


