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Is the moon tired? she looks so pale
Within her misty veil: 
She scales the sky from east to west,
And takes no rest. 

Before the coming of the night
The moon shows papery white;
Before the dawning of the day
She fades away. 

Is the Moon Tired?

 i’m nobody! who are you? / is the moon tired? 

 

 

Detail of The Masterpiece on the Mysteries (1955), 
René Magritte. Oil on canvas. © 2008 C. Herscivici, 

Brusssels/Artists Rights Society (ARS), New York. 
Photo © Christie’s Images/SuperStock. 
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gradually got weaker and weaker as the ship’s power faded out. Out 
on the decks, most passengers now began to move toward the stern17 area, 
which was slowly lifting out of the water.

By 2:05 there were still over 1,500 people left on the sinking ship. All 
the lifeboats were now away, and a strange stillness took hold. People stood 
quietly on the upper decks, bunching together for warmth, trying to keep 
away from the side of the tilting ship.

Captain Smith now made his way to the radio room and told Harold 
Bride and Jack Phillips to save themselves. “Men, you have done your full 
duty,” he told them. “You can do no more. Abandon your cabin. Now it’s 
every man for himself.” Phillips kept working the radio, hanging on until 
the very last moment. Suddenly Bride heard water gurgling up the deck 
outside the radio room. Phillips heard it, too, and cried, “Come on, let’s 
clear out.”

Near the stern, Father Thomas Byles had heard confession and given 
absolution18 to over one hundred passengers. Playing to the very end, the 
members of the ship’s brave band finally had to put down their instruments 
and try to save themselves. In desperation, some of the passengers and crew 
began to jump overboard as the water crept up the slant of the deck. 
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Illustration by Steve Noon © Dorling Kindersley.
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Annemarie outdistanced her friend quickly, even though one of her 
shoes came untied as she sped along the street called Østerbrogade, 
past the small shops and cafés of her neighborhood here in northeast 
Copenhagen. Laughing, she skirted an elderly lady in black who carried 
a shopping bag made of string. A young woman pushing a baby in a 
carriage moved aside to make way. The corner was just ahead.

Annemarie looked up, panting, just as she reached the corner. Her 
laughter stopped. Her heart seemed to skip a beat.

“Halte!” the soldier ordered in a stern voice. 
The German word was as familiar as it was frightening. Annemarie 

had heard it often enough before, but it had never been directed at her 
until now.



 the power of ideas  

pane
rattles

rain

Our family
is a quilt

of odd remnants1

patched together

in a strange 
pattern,

threads fraying,
fabric wearing thin—

but made to keep 
its warmth 

even in bitter
cold.

Quilt
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Becky. I just wanted to ask you, miss—you’ve been such a rich young 
lady and been waited on hand and foot. What’ll you do now, miss, 
without any maid? Please, would you let me wait on you after I’m done 
with my pots and kettles?
Sara (with a sob). Oh, Becky! Do you remember when I told you that 
we were just the same? Not a rich girl and a poor girl, but just two girls.
Becky. Yes, miss. You said it was an accident that I was not you and you 
were not me.
Sara. Well, you see how true it is, Becky. There’s no difference now. I’m 
not a princess any more. (becky presses sara’s hand to her cheek.)
Becky. Yes, miss, you are! Whatever happens to you, you’ll be a princess 
just the same—and nothing could make it any different.

The ittle rincess
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This meteorite was 
found at the edge of 
the Kalahari Desert.

5

10

When Steven Spielberg was ten, his father woke him up and took him 
out to the desert near where they lived in Phoenix, Arizona. They spread 
out a blanket and lay on their backs looking up at the sky. Steven’s 
father, Arnold Spielberg, liked astronomy and hoped to see a comet 
that was supposed to appear. Instead, they saw a meteor shower. “The 
stars were just tremendous,” recalled Arnold. “They were so intense it 
was frightening.” He gave Steven a scientific explanation of what was 
happening.

“But I didn’t want to hear that,” said Steven. “I wanted to think of 
them as falling stars.” That memory of falling stars stayed with him and 
inspired his first full-length movie, Firelight.  

Steven Spielberg:

Crazy for Movies

Meteors are small particles of stone and iron 
that enter the Earth’s atmosphere at great 
speeds. Friction with the atmosphere causes 
intense heat, triggering the meteor to give off a 
brilliant light. This flying bright light creates the 
appearance of a shooting or falling star. 

Meteorites
Most meteors burn up before they reach the 
Earth’s surface. Occasionally, though, very 
large meteors—called meteorites—make 
impact with the Earth’s surface. 

Meteors
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he small Texas school that I went to had a tradition carried out 
every year during the eighth-grade graduation: a beautiful gold and 

green jacket (the school colors) was awarded to the class valedictorian, 
the student who had maintained the highest grades for eight years. 
The scholarship jacket had a big gold S on the left front side and 
your name written in gold letters on the pocket.

My oldest sister, Rosie, had won the jacket a few years back, and 
I fully expected to also. I was fourteen and in the eighth grade. I had been 
a straight A student since the first grade and this last year had looked 
forward very much to owning that jacket. My father was a farm laborer 
who couldn’t earn enough money to feed eight children, so when I was six 
I was given to my grandparents to raise. We couldn’t participate in sports 
at school because there were registration fees, uniform costs, and trips out 
of town; so, even though our family was quite agile and athletic there 
would never be a school sports jacket for us. This one, the scholarship 
jacket, was our only chance. 

In May, close to graduation, spring fever had struck as usual with a 
vengeance.1 No one paid any attention in class; instead we stared out the 
windows and at each other, wanting to speed up the last few weeks of 

T
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Bernadita (1922), Robert Henri. Oil on canvas, 
24 1/8˝ × 20 1/8˝. Gift of the San Diego Wednesday 

Club. © San Diego Museum of Art (1926:138). unit 2: analyzing character and point of view 





school. I despaired every time I looked in the mirror. Pencil thin, not 
a curve anywhere. I was called “beanpole” and “string bean,” and I knew 
that’s what I looked like. A flat chest, no hips, and a brain; that’s what 
I had. That really wasn’t much for a fourteen-year-old to work with, 
I thought, as I absent-mindedly wandered from my history class to the 
gym. Another hour of sweating in basketball and displaying my toothpick 
legs was coming up. Then I remembered my P.E. shorts were still in a bag 
under my desk where I’d forgotten them. I had to walk all the way back 
and get them. Coach Thompson was a real bear if someone wasn’t dressed 
for P.E. She had said I was a good forward and even tried to talk Grandma 
into letting me join the team once. Of course Grandma said no.

I was almost back at my classroom door when I heard voices raised 
in anger as if in some sort of argument. I stopped. I didn’t mean 

to eavesdrop, I just hesitated, not knowing what to do. I needed those 
shorts and I was going to be late, but I didn’t want to interrupt an 
argument between my teachers. I recognized the voices: Mr. Schmidt, 
my history teacher, and Mr. Boone, my math teacher. They seemed to 
be arguing about me. I couldn’t believe it. I still remember the feeling 
of shock that rooted me flat against the wall as if I were trying to blend 
in with the graffiti written there.

“I refuse to do it! I don’t care who her father is, her grades don’t even 
begin to compare to Martha’s. I won’t lie or falsify records. Martha has 
a straight A-plus average and you know it.” That was Mr. Schmidt and 
he sounded very angry. Mr. Boone’s voice sounded calm and quiet. 

“Look. Joann’s father is not only on the Board, he owns the only store 
in town: we could say it was a close tie and—”

The pounding in my ears drowned out the rest of the words, only a 
word here and there filtered through. “. . . Martha is Mexican . . . resign 
. . . won’t do it . . . . ” Mr. Schmidt came rushing out and luckily for me
went down the opposite way toward the auditorium, so he didn’t see me. 
Shaking, I waited a few minutes and then went in and grabbed my bag and
fled from the room. Mr. Boone looked up when I came in but didn’t say 
anything. To this day I don’t remember if I got in trouble in P.E. for being 
late or how I made it through the rest of the afternoon. I went home very 
sad and cried into my pillow that night so Grandmother wouldn’t hear me. 
It seemed a cruel coincidence that I had overheard that conversation. 

The next day when the principal called me into his office I knew what 
it would be about. He looked uncomfortable and unhappy. I decided I 
wasn’t going to make it any easier for him, so I looked him straight in the 
eyes. He looked away and fidgeted with the papers on his desk. 

“Martha,” he said, “there’s been a change in policy this year regarding 
the scholarship jacket. As you know, it has always been free.” He cleared 
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his throat and continued. “This year the Board has decided to charge 
fifteen dollars, which still won’t cover the complete cost of the jacket.”

I stared at him in shock, and a small sound of dismay escaped my 
throat. I hadn’t expected this. He still avoided looking in my eyes.

“So if you are unable to pay the fifteen dollars for the jacket it will 
be given to the next one in line.” I didn’t need to ask who that was.

Standing with all the dignity I could muster, I said, “I’ll speak to my 
grandfather about it, sir, and let you know tomorrow.” I cried on the 
walk home from the bus stop. The dirt road was a quarter mile from 
the highway, so by the time I got home, my eyes were red and puffy.

“Where’s Grandpa?” I asked Grandma, looking down at the floor so 
she wouldn’t ask me why I’d been crying. She was sewing on a quilt as 
usual and didn’t look up.

“I think he’s out back working in the bean field.”

I went outside and looked out at the fields. There he was. I could see 
him walking between the rows, his body bent over the little plants, 

hoe in hand. I walked slowly out to him, trying to think how I could 
best ask him for the money. There was a cool breeze blowing and a sweet 
smell of mesquite2 fruit in the air, but I didn’t appreciate it. I kicked at 
a dirt clod. I wanted that jacket so much. It was more than just being 
a valedictorian and giving a little thank you speech for the jacket on 
graduation night. It represented eight years of hard work and expectation. 
I knew I had to be honest with Grandpa; it was my only chance. He saw 
my shadow and looked up.

He waited for me to speak. I cleared my throat nervously and clasped 
my hands behind my back so he wouldn’t see them shaking. “Grandpa, I 
have a big favor to ask you,” I said in Spanish, the only language he knew. 
He still waited silently. I tried again. “Grandpa, this year the principal 
said the scholarship jacket is not going to be free. It’s going to cost fifteen 
dollars, and I have to take the money in tomorrow, otherwise it’ll be given 
to someone else.” The last words came out in an eager rush. Grandpa 
straightened up tiredly and leaned his chin on the hoe handle. He looked 
out over the field that was filled with the tiny green bean plants. I waited, 
desperately hoping he’d say I could have the money. 

He turned to me and asked quietly, “What does a scholarship 
jacket mean?”

I answered quickly; maybe there was a chance. “It means you’ve 
earned it by having the highest grades for eight years and that’s why 
they’re giving it to you.” Too late I realized the significance of my words. 

 

 the scholarship jacket 



Grandpa knew that I understood it was not a matter of money. It wasn’t 
that. He went back to hoeing the weeds that sprang up between the 
delicate little bean plants. It was a time-consuming job; sometimes the 
small shoots were right next to each other. Finally he spoke again as  
I turned to leave, crying. 

“Then if you pay for it, Marta, it’s not a scholarship jacket, is it? Tell your 
principal I will not pay the fifteen dollars.” 

I walked back to the house and locked myself in the bathroom for 
a long time. I was angry with Grandfather even though I knew he was 
right, and I was angry with the Board, whoever they were. Why did they 
have to change the rules just when it was my turn to win the jacket? 
Those were the days of belief and innocence.

I t was a very sad and withdrawn girl who dragged into the principal’s 
office the next day. This time he did look me in the eyes.

“What did your grandfather say?”
I sat very straight in my chair.
“He said to tell you he won’t pay the fifteen dollars.”
The principal muttered something I couldn’t understand under  

his breath and walked over to the window. He stood looking out  
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Portrait of Patience Escalier (1888), Vincent van Gogh. Oil on canvas.  
Private collection. © Lefevre Fine Art Ltd., London/Bridgeman Art Library.

 unit 2: analyzing character and point of view
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at something outside. He looked bigger than usual when he stood up; 
he was a tall, gaunt man with gray hair, and I watched the back of his 
head while I waited for him to speak. 

“Why?” he finally asked. “Your grandfather has the money. He owns 
a two-hundred acre ranch.”

I looked at him, forcing my eyes to stay dry. “I know, sir, but he said if 
I had to pay for it, then it wouldn’t be a scholarship jacket.” I stood up to 
leave. “I guess you’ll just have to give it to Joann.” I hadn’t meant to say 
that, it had just slipped out. I was almost to the door when he stopped me.

“Martha—wait.”
I turned and looked at him, waiting. What did he want now? I could 

feel my heart pounding loudly in my chest and see my blouse fluttering 
where my breasts should have been. Something bitter and vile tasting was 
coming up in my mouth; I was afraid I was going to be sick. I didn’t need 
any sympathy speeches. He sighed loudly and went back to his big desk. 
He watched me, biting his lip.

“Okay. We’ll make an exception in your case. I’ll tell the Board, you’ll 
get your jacket.” 

I could hardly believe my ears. I spoke in a trembling rush. “Oh, thank 
you, sir!” Suddenly I felt great. I didn’t know about adrenalin3 in those 
days, but I knew something was pumping through me, making me feel 
as tall as the sky. I wanted to yell, jump, run the mile, do something. 
I ran out so I could cry in the hall where there was no one to see me.

At the end of the day, Mr. Schmidt winked at me and said, “I hear 
you’re getting the scholarship jacket this year.”

His face looked as happy and innocent as a baby’s, but I knew better. 
Without answering I gave him a quick hug and ran to the bus. I cried 
on the walk home again, but this time because I was so happy. I couldn’t 
wait to tell Grandpa and ran straight to the field. I joined him in the row 
where he was working, and without saying anything I crouched down and 
started pulling up the weeds with my hands. Grandpa worked alongside 
me for a few minutes, and he didn’t ask what had happened. After I had 
a little pile of weeds between the rows, I stood up and faced him.

“The principal said he’s making an exception for me, Grandpa, and 
I’m getting the jacket after all. That’s after I told him what you said.”

Grandpa didn’t say anything; he just gave me a pat on the shoulder 
and a smile. He pulled out the crumpled red handkerchief that he always 
carried in his back pocket and wiped the sweat off his forehead.

“Better go see if your grandmother needs any help with supper.”
I gave him a big grin. He didn’t fool me. I skipped and ran back 

to the house whistling some silly tune. 
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P rometheus was a young Titan, no great admirer of Zeus. Although 
he knew the great lord of the sky hated explicit questions, he did  

not hesitate to beard1 him when there was something he wanted to know.
One morning he came to Zeus and said, “O Thunderer, I do not 

understand your design. You have caused the race of man2 to appear  
on earth, but you keep him in ignorance and darkness.”

“Perhaps you had better leave the race of man to me,” said Zeus. 
“What you call ignorance is innocence. What you call darkness is the 
shadow of my decree. Man is happy now. And he is so framed that he 
will remain happy unless someone persuades him that he is unhappy.  
Let us not speak of this again.”

But Prometheus said, “Look at him. Look below. He crouches in caves. 
He is at the mercy of beast and weather. He eats his meat raw. If you 
mean something by this, enlighten me with your wisdom. Tell me why 
you refuse to give man the gift of fire.” 

10
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Retold by Bernard Evslin

Detail from Prometheus Carrying Fire, Jan 
Cossiers. Prado, Madrid. © Art Resource, 

New York.
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Zeus answered, “Do you not know, Prometheus, that every gift brings 
a penalty? This is the way the Fates3 weave destiny—by which gods 
also must abide. Man does not have fire, true, nor the crafts which fire 
teaches. On the other hand, he does not know disease, warfare, old age, 
or that inward pest called worry. He is happy, I say, happy without fire. 
And so he shall remain.”

“Happy as beasts are happy,” said Prometheus. “Of what use to make  
a separate race called man and endow4 him with little fur, some wit, 
and a curious charm of unpredictability? If he must live like this, why 
separate him from the beasts at all?”

“He has another quality,” said Zeus, “the capacity for worship.  
An aptitude for admiring our power, being puzzled by our riddles  
and amazed by our caprice.5 That is why he was made.”

“Would not fire, and the graces he can put on with fire, make him 
more interesting?”

“More interesting, perhaps, but infinitely more dangerous. For there 
is this in man too: a vaunting pride that needs little sustenance6 to make 
it swell to giant size. Improve his lot, and he will forget that which makes 
him pleasing—his sense of worship, his humility. He will grow big and 
poisoned with pride and fancy himself a god, and before we know it, 
we shall see him storming Olympus. Enough, Prometheus! I have been 
patient with you, but do not try me too far. Go now and trouble me no 
more with your speculations.”

Prometheus was not satisfied. All that night he lay awake making 
plans. Then he left his couch at dawn and, standing tiptoe on Olympus, 
stretched his arm to the eastern horizon where the first faint flames of the 
sun were flickering. In his hand he held a reed filled with a dry fiber; he 
thrust it into the sunrise until a spark smoldered. Then he put the reed  
in his tunic and came down from the mountain. 

At first men were frightened by the gift. It was so hot, so quick; it bit 
sharply when you touched it and for pure spite made the shadows dance. 
They thanked Prometheus and asked him to take it away. But he took 
the haunch of a newly killed deer and held it over the fire. And when  
the meat began to sear and sputter, filling the cave with its rich smells, 
the people felt themselves melting with hunger and flung themselves  
on the meat and devoured it greedily, burning their tongues.

“This that I have brought you is called ‘fire,’” Prometheus said.  
“It is an ill-natured spirit, a little brother of the sun, but if you handle  
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it carefully, it can change your whole life. It is very greedy; you must feed 
it twigs, but only until it becomes a proper size. Then you must stop, or 
it will eat everything in sight—and you too. If it escapes, use this magic: 
water. It fears the water spirit, and if you touch it with water, it will fly 
away until you need it again.”

He left the fire burning in the first cave, with children staring at it 
wide-eyed, and then went to every cave in the land.

T hen one day Zeus looked down from the mountain and was amazed. 
Everything had changed. Man had come out of his cave. Zeus saw 

woodmen’s huts, farmhouses, villages, walled towns, even a castle or two. 
He saw men cooking their food, carrying torches to light their way at 
night. He saw forges7 blazing, men beating out ploughs, keels, swords, 
spears. They were making ships and raising white wings of sails and 
daring to use the fury of the winds for their journeys. They were wearing 
helmets, riding out in chariots to do battle, like the gods themselves. 

Zeus was full of rage. He seized his largest thunderbolt. “So they want 
fire,” he said to himself. “I’ll give them fire—more than they can use.  
I’ll turn their miserable little ball of earth into a cinder.” But then 
another thought came to him, and he lowered his arm. “No,” he said 
to himself, “I shall have vengeance—and entertainment too. Let them 
destroy themselves with their new skills. This will make a long, twisted 
game, interesting to watch. I’ll attend to them later. My first business  
is with Prometheus.”

He called his giant guards and had them seize Prometheus, drag him 
off to the Caucasus,8 and there bind him to a mountain peak with great 
chains specially forged by Hephaestus9—chains which even a Titan in 
agony could not break. And when the friend of man was bound to the 
mountain, Zeus sent two vultures to hover about him forever, tearing  
at his belly and eating his liver. 

Men knew a terrible thing was happening on the mountain, but they 
did not know what. But the wind shrieked like a giant in torment and 
sometimes like fierce birds.

Many centuries he lay there—until another hero was born brave 
enough to defy the gods. He climbed to the peak in the Caucasus and 
struck the shackles from Prometheus and killed the vultures. His name 
was Heracles.10 
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I n the legend of Orpheus the Greek love of music found its fullest 
expression. Orpheus, it is said, could make such heavenly songs that 

when he sat down to sing, the trees would crowd around to shade him. 
The ivy and vine stretched out their tendrils. Great oaks would bend their 
spreading branches over his head. The very rocks would edge down the 
mountainsides. Wild beasts crouched harmless by him, and nymphs1  
and woodland gods would listen to him enchanted. 

Orpheus himself, however, had eyes for no one but the nymph, 
Eurydice.2 His love for her was his inspiration, and his power sprang from 
the passionate longing that he knew in his own heart. All nature rejoiced 
with him on his bridal day, but on that very morning, as Eurydice went 
down to the riverside with her maidens to gather flowers for a bridal 
garland, she was bitten in the foot by a snake, and she died in spite of  
all attempts to save her.
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Orpheus was inconsolable. All day long he mourned his bride, while 
birds, beasts, and the earth itself sorrowed with him. When at last the 
shadows of the sun grew long, Orpheus took his lyre and made his way  
to the yawning cave which leads down into the underworld, where the 
soul of dead Eurydice had gone.

Even grey Charon, the ferryman of the Styx,3 forgot to ask his 
passenger for the price of crossing. The dog, Cerberus, the three-headed 
monster who guards Hades’ gate, stopped full in his tracks and listened 
motionless until Orpheus had passed. As he entered the land of Hades, 
the pale ghosts came after him like great, uncounted flocks of silent birds. 
All the land lay hushed as that marvelous voice resounded across the mud 
and marshes of its dreadful rivers. In the daffodil fields of Elysium4 the 
happy dead sat silent among their flowers. In the farthest corners of the 
place of punishment, the hissing flames stood still. Accursed Sisyphus,5 
who toils eternally to push a mighty rock uphill, sat down and knew not 
he was resting. Tantalus,6 who strains forever after visions of cool water, 
forgot his thirst and ceased to clutch at the empty air.

The pillared hall of Hades opened before the hero’s song. The ranks  
of long-dead heroes who sit at Hades’ board looked up and turned their 
eyes away from the pitiless form of Hades and his pale, unhappy queen. 
Grim and unmoving sat the dark king of the dead on his ebony throne, 
yet the tears shone on his rigid cheeks in the light of his ghastly torches. 
Even his hard heart, which knew all misery and cared nothing for it,  
was touched by the love and longing of the music. 

A t last the minstrel came to an end, and a long sigh like wind in pine 
trees was heard from the assembled ghosts. Then the king spoke, 

and his deep voice echoed through his silent land. “Go back to the light 
of day,” he said. “Go quickly while my monsters are stilled by your song. 
Climb up the steep road to daylight, and never once turn back. The spirit 
of Eurydice shall follow, but if you look around at her, she will return  
to me.”

Orpheus turned and strode from the hall of Hades, and the flocks  
of following ghosts made way for him to pass. In vain he searched their 
ranks for a sight of his lost Eurydice. In vain he listened for the faintest 
sound behind. The barge of Charon sank to the very gunwales7 beneath 
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his weight, but no following passenger pressed it lower down. The way 
from the land of Hades to the upper world is long and hard, far easier 
to descend than climb. It was dark and misty, full of strange shapes and 
noises, yet in many places merely black and silent as the tomb. Here 
Orpheus would stop and listen, but nothing moved behind him. For all 
he could hear, he was utterly alone. Then he would wonder if the pitiless 
Hades were deceiving him. Suppose he came up to the light again and 
Eurydice was not there! Once he had charmed the ferryman and the 
dreadful monsters, but now they had heard his song. The second time his 
spell would be less powerful; he could never go again. Perhaps he had lost 
Eurydice by his readiness to believe. 

Every step he took, some instinct told him that he was going farther 
from his bride. He toiled up the path in reluctance and despair, stopping, 
listening, sighing, taking a few slow steps, until the dark thinned out 
into greyness. Up ahead a speck of light showed clearly the entrance 
to the cavern.

At that final moment Orpheus could bear no more. To go out into 
the light of day without his love seemed to him impossible. Before he 
had quite ascended, there was still a moment in which he could go back. 
Quick in the greyness he turned and saw a dim shade at his heels, as 
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Orpheus Leading Eurydice from the Underworld (1861), Jean Baptiste Camille Corot. Oil on canvas, 
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indistinct as the grey mist behind her. But still he could see the look  
of sadness on her face as he sprung forward saying, “Eurydice!” and  
threw his arms about her. The shade dissolved in the circle of his arms 
like smoke. A little whisper seemed to say, “Farewell,” as she scattered 
into mist and was gone. 

The unfortunate lover hastened back again down the steep, dark 
path. But all was in vain. This time the ghostly ferryman was deaf to his 
prayers. The very wildness of his mood made it impossible for him to 
attain the beauty of his former music. At last, his despair was so great 
that he could not even sing at all. For seven days he sat huddled together 
on the grey mud banks, listening to the wailing of the terrible river. The 
flitting ghosts shrank back in a wide circle from the living man, but he 
paid them no attention. Only he sat with his eyes on Charon, his ears 
ringing with the dreadful noise of Styx.

Orpheus arose at last and stumbled back along the steep road he knew 
so well by now. When he came up to earth again, his song was pitiful but 
more beautiful than ever. Even the nightingale who mourned all night 
long would hush her voice to listen as Orpheus sat in some hidden place 
singing of his lost Eurydice. Men and women he could bear no longer, 
and when they came to hear him, he drove them away. At last the women 
of Thrace, maddened by Dionysus8 and infuriated by Orpheus’ contempt, 
fell upon him and killed him. It is said that as the body was swept down 
the river Hebrus, the dead lips still moved faintly and the rocks echoed 
for the last time, “Eurydice.” But the poet’s eager spirit was already far 
down the familiar path.

In the daffodil meadows he met the shade of Eurydice, and there they 
walk together, or where the path is narrow, the shade of Orpheus goes 
ahead and looks back at his love. 
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Orpheus with his lute1 made trees,
And the mountain tops that freeze,
 Bow themselves when he did sing:
To his music plants and flowers
Ever sprung; as sun and showers
 There had made a lasting spring.

Every thing that heard him play,
Even the billows2 of the sea,
 Hung their heads, and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,
Killing care and grief of heart
 Fall asleep, or hearing, die. 
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Orpheus (1618), Marcello Provenzale. © Massimo Listri/Corbis.
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After his cancer diagnosis, Lance Armstrong launched a relentless attack against his 
disease with the help of the doctors and nurses at Indiana University Medical Center in 
Indianapolis. The photo on the right shows Armstrong after chemotherapy treatment.

      here are angels on this earth and they come in subtle forms, and 
      I decided LaTrice Haney was one of them. Outwardly, she looked 
like just another efficient, clipboard-and-syringe-wielding1 nurse in 
a starched outfit. She worked extremely long days and nights, and on 
her off hours she went home to her husband, Randy, a truck driver, 
and their two children, Taylor, aged seven, and Morgan, four. But if 
she was tired, she never seemed it. She struck me as a woman utterly 
lacking in ordinary resentments, sure of her responsibilities and blessings 
and unwavering in her administering of care, and if that wasn’t angelic 
behavior, I didn’t know what was. 

Often I’d be alone in the late afternoons and evenings except for 
LaTrice, and if I had the strength, we’d talk seriously. With most people 
I was shy and terse, but I found myself talking to LaTrice, maybe because 
she was so gentle-spoken and expressive herself. LaTrice was only in her 
late 20s, a pretty young woman with a coffee-and-cream complexion, 
but she had self-possession and perception beyond her years. While other 
people our age were out nightclubbing, she was already the head nurse 
for the oncology research unit.2 I wondered why she did it. “My satis-
faction is to make it a little easier for people,” she said.

She asked me about cycling, and I found myself telling her about the 
bike with a sense of pleasure I hadn’t realized I possessed. “How did you 
start riding?” she asked me. I told her about my first bikes, and the early 
sense of liberation, and that cycling was all I had done since I was 16. 
I talked about my various teammates over the years, about their humor and 
selflessness, and I talked about my mother, and what she had meant to me.

I told her what cycling had given me, the tours of Europe and the 
extraordinary education, and the wealth. I showed her a picture of 
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my house, with pride, and invited her to come visit, and I showed her 
snapshots of my cycling career. She leafed through images of me racing 
across the backdrops of France, Italy, and Spain, and she’d point to a 
picture and ask, “Where are you here?” 

I confided that I was worried about my sponsor, Cofidis,3 and explained 
the difficulty I was having with them. I told her I felt pressured. “I need 
to stay in shape, I need to stay in shape,” I said over and over again.

“Lance, listen to your body,” she said gently. “I know your mind wants 
to run away. I know it’s saying to you, ‘Hey, let’s go ride.’ But listen 
to your body. Let it rest.”

I described my bike, the elegant high performance of the ultralight 
tubing and aerodynamic wheels. I told her how much each piece cost, and 
weighed, and what its purpose was. I explained how a bike could be broken 
down so I could practically carry it in my pocket, and that I knew every 
part and bit of it so intimately that I could adjust it in a matter of moments.

I explained that a bike has to fit your body, and that at times I felt 
melded to it. The lighter the frame, the more responsive it is, and my racing 
bike weighed just 18 pounds. Wheels exert centrifugal force4 on the bike 
itself, I told her. The more centrifugal force, the more momentum. It was 
the essential building block of speed. “There are 32 spokes in a wheel,” 
I said. Quick-release levers allow you to pop the wheel out and change 
it quickly, and my crew could fix a flat tire in less than 10 seconds.

“Don’t you get tired of leaning over like that?” she asked.
Yes, I said, until my back ached like it was broken, but that was the 

price of speed. The handlebars are only as wide as the rider’s shoulders, 
I explained, and they curve downward in half-moons so you can assume 
an aerodynamic stance on the bike.

“Why do you ride on those little seats?” she asked.
The seat is narrow, contoured to the anatomy, and the reason is that 

when you are on it for six hours at a time, you don’t want anything 
to chafe your legs. Better a hard seat than the torture of saddle sores. 
Even the clothes have a purpose. They are flimsy for a reason: to mold 
to the body because you have to wear them in weather that ranges from 
hot to hail. Basically, they’re a second skin. The shorts have a chamois 
padded5 seat, and the stitches are recessed to avoid rash. 

When I had nothing left to tell LaTrice about the bike, I told her 
about the wind. I described how it felt in my face and in my hair. I told 
her about being in the open air, with the views of soaring Alps, and the 
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glimmer of valley lakes in the distance. Sometimes the wind blew as 
if it were my personal friend, sometimes as if it were my bitter enemy, 
sometimes as if it were the hand of God pushing me along. I described the 
full sail of a mountain descent, gliding on two wheels only an inch wide. 

“You’re just out there, free,” I said.
“You love it,” she said.
“Yeah?” I said.
“Oh, I see it in your eyes,” she said.

   understood that LaTrice was an angel one evening late in my last cycle
   of chemo.6 I lay on my side, dozing on and off, watching the steady, 
clear drip-drip of the chemo as it slid into my veins. LaTrice sat with me, 
keeping me company, even though I was barely able to talk. 

“What do you think, LaTrice?” I asked, whispering. “Am I going to 
pull through this?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Yeah, you are.”
“I hope you’re right,” I said, and closed my eyes again.
LaTrice leaned over to me.
“Lance,” she said softly, “I hope someday to be just a figment of your 

imagination.7 I’m not here to be in your life for the rest of your life. 
After you leave here, I hope I never see you ever again. When you’re 
cured, hey, let me see you in the papers, on TV, but not back here. I hope 
to help you at the time you need me, and then I hope I’ll be gone. You’ll 
say, ‘Who was that nurse back in Indiana? Did I dream her?’” 

It is one of the single loveliest things anyone has ever said to me. 
And I will always remember every blessed word. 
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Although Armstrong went on to win a seventh Tour de France in 2005, the 2004 
race was especially meaningful since no other cyclist had ever won a sixth Tour.  

       aris is looking magnificent. Her golden domes and eagles  
       and gilded gates are all glowing in the late-afternoon sunshine. 
The dark-green plane trees along the Champs-Élysées have been newly 
trimmed. Rainbows shimmer in the spray from the crystal fountains of  
the Place de la Concorde.1 And across the Seine River, the thousand- 
foot-high Eiffel Tower stands starkly regal against an opaque blue sky.

Another Tour de France has just ended, this one culminating in a 
historical sixth consecutive victory for a long-jawed young man from  
the lone star state of Texas. He stands now on the top step of the podium,  
at the finish line on the Champs-Élysées. Dressed in a golden tunic, 
Lance Armstrong holds a yellow LiveStrong2 cap over his heart as a full-
blooded rendition of the “Star Spangled Banner” rings out, resounding 
proudly over the russet-brown cobblestones of these Elysian Fields. . . .3

At the foot of the yellow steps of the canopied, most prestigious 
viewing stand, Armstrong’s coach Chris Carmichael reminds me:  
“I told you back in March, it wasn’t even going to be close. You gotta  
know the intensity of this guy. Nobody has got his intensity. Nobody.  
It’s just phenomenal.” 
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Armstrong said on the eve of this day, “Winning in ’99 was a complete 
shock and surprise for me. Not that I’ve gotten used to winning the Tour 
de France, but I do know what it means and I know what it feels like to 
ride into the Champs-Élysées. . . . This one is very, very special for me. 
They’re all special, but this one is something that in ’99 I never believed 
possible. I never thought I’d win a second one, or a third, or however 
many. This one is incredibly special. I’m humbled by it. A lot of people 
just one month ago thought it wouldn’t be possible for me to do it. We 
tried to stay calm, the team tried to stay calm . . . and we were confident 
that we had a good chance.” 

think back to December, and remember something Armstrong told  
    me in Austin: “I’m doing three or four hours of exercise every day right 
now. Yesterday I was in DC, so I got up early—I’d just come back from 
Europe and had jetlag4—and I went down to the gym for an hour and  
a half . . . yes, lifting weights. It was pouring with freezing rain outside,  
so I went back to the room, and rode my bike for an hour on the rollers. 
It’s not easy to ride rollers. I hate that.”

But he doesn’t hate this: homage from a half-million people lining  
the most glorious boulevard in the world. When he and his U.S. Postal 
team are introduced by race announcer Daniel Mangeas, as the last team 
to start their lap of honor around the Champs-Élysées, the modern 
“anthem” of the British rock group Queen thumps into the balmy Paris air: 

20

30

40

 

 unit 7: biography and autobiography  



“We are the champions, my friend. . . . We are the champions. We are the 
champions. We are the champions . . . of the world.” 

Girlfriends perch on boyfriends’ shoulders to get a better view. Banners 
unfurl, one saying, “The eyes of Texas are upon you.” Thousands of fans 
from all over the United States line the barriers, most dressed in yellow. 
Two guys from Texas in the crowd say, “We did it. And next year we’ll 
come again!” . . . 

Now they’re playing another song over the loudspeakers. Its words float 
down the boulevard backed by the thumping guitar chords of the champion’s 
gal: “All I want to do . . . is have some fun . . .” And Lance is having fun.  
The celebrations will continue all night, maybe for the rest of his life. A life 
that almost ended in 1996. Six Tour de France wins have come along since 
then, since his chemo nurse LaTrice gave him that silver cross.

“I really love this event,” Armstrong says. “I think it’s an epic sport.  
It’s something I will sit around the TV and watch in ten years, and in 
twenty years.” He will always be a fan of the Tour, but right now he’s  
the champion. Le patron.5

   t’s after 7 p.m. and the crowds are starting to leave. One of the last  
   to go is a friendly, middle-aged American. He rolls up his Texas flag, 
grabs his wife’s hand, and, before he walks down the stone steps into  
the Metro,6 proclaims to the world, “He’s the man!” 
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Kids Should Be Paid for Chores
by T. J. Wilson, Atlantic Middle School

 According to the Joint Council on Economic Education, teenagers 
between the ages of 13 and 17 will spend $89 billion in this country. 
Where will that staggering amount of money come from? Many teens are 
not allowed to work outside of the home; therefore, I strongly believe that 
kids should be paid for doing chores around the house. Kids all across the 
country constantly nag their parents for money to go to the movies, buy 
music, and purchase trendy clothes. Consequently, many parents complain 
about their kids always asking them for money.
 Constant friction results. Parents complain that kids don’t help out 
around the house enough. Lots of times, kids get nagged until they clean 
up their rooms, put out the trash, cut the lawn, shovel the snow, and do 
many other chores. But conflicts result at home. Why can’t kids and parents 
reach a compromise about money and chores? This would end the feuding 
and make everyone in the household happy. Parents would pay kids a small 
fee for doing chores without being reminded. Kids would no longer ask for 
money.

This would end the feuding and make everyone in the household happy. 
Parents would pay kids a small fee for doing chores without being 
reminded. Kids would no longer ask for money.

 writing workshop 



 This compromise teaches kids responsibility. John Covey, a father of ten 
and co-author of The Seven Habits of Effective Families, says there are two 
reasons to get children to do chores: “to get the job done and to help them 
grow.” Teens learn to be responsible and develop a work ethic. When their 
chores are completed with no nagging, they’d be paid whatever their parents 
had agreed to pay them. Kids could spend the money on things they like or 
save money for expensive items.
 In an ideal world, kids would happily do chores, never ask for money, 
and parents would have the resources to pay for outside help or have the 
time to do all the work themselves. But for most families this is a fantasy. 
The real world demands a compromise on chores and money.
 Kids would stop begging for money. Parents would stop nagging kids to 
clean up their rooms or the kitchen. Both parents and kids would be getting 
what they want.

 Kids would stop begging for money. Parents would stop nagging kids to

clean up their rooms or the kitchen. Both parents and kids would be getting 
what they want.
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Your school is considering adding a 15-minute period each morning for students  
to relax, talk, listen to music, and get a snack. The school day would be  
lengthened to accommodate this break. Write an essay for your school paper  
convincing readers to support this proposal. Use logical reasons and relevant evidence.

 writing workshop 
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