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The Giver by Lowis Lowry 
Chapter 15 

 
 Jonas entered the Annex room and realized immediately that it was a day when he would be sent 
away. The Giver was rigid in his chair, his face in his hands. 
 
 “I’ll come back tomorrow, sir,” he said quickly. Then he hesitated. “Unless maybe there’s 
something I can do to help.” 
 
 The Giver looked up at him, his face contorted with suffering. “Please,” he gasped, “take some of 
the pain.” 
 
 Jonas helped him to his chair at the side of the bed. Then he quickly removed his tunic and lay 
face down. “Put your hands on me,” he directed, aware that in such anguish The Giver might need 
reminding.  
 
 The hands came, and the pain came with them and through them. Jonas braced himself and 
entered the memory which was torturing The Giver. 
 
 He was in a confused, noisy, foul-smelling place. It was daylight, early morning, and the air was 
thick with smoke that hung, yellow and brown, above the ground. Around him, everywhere, far across the 
expanse of what seemed to be a field, lay groaning men. A wild-eyed horse, its bridle torn and dangling, 
trotted frantically through the mounds of men, tossing its head, whinnying in panic. It stumbled, finally, 
then fell, and did not rise. 
 
 Jonas heard a voice next to him. “Water,” the voice said in a parched, croaking whisper. 
 
 He turned his head toward the voice and looked into the half-closed eyes of a boy who seemed not 
much older than himself. Dirt streaked the boy’s face and his matted blond hair. He lay sprawled, his 
gray uniform glistening with wet, fresh blood. 
 
 The colors of the carnage were grotesquely bright: the crimson wetness on the rough and dusty 
fabric, the ripped shreds of grass, startlingly green, in the boy’s yellow hair. 
 
 The boy stared at him. “Water,” he begged again. When he spoke, a new spurt of blood drenched 
the coarse cloth across his chest and sleeve. 
 
 One of Jonas’s arms was immobilized with pain, and he could see through his own torn sleeve 
something that looked like ragged flesh and splintery bone. He tried his remaining arm and felt it move. 
Slowly he reached to his side, felt the metal container there, and removed its cap, stopping the small 
motion of his hand now and then to wait for the surging pain to ease. Finally, when the container was 
open, he extended his arm slowly across the blood-soaked earth, inch by inch, and held it to the lips of 
the boy. Water trickled into the imploring mouth and down the grimy chin. 
 
 The boy sighed. His head fell back, his lower jaw dropping as if he had been surprised by 
something. A dull blankness slid slowly across his eyes. He was silent. 
 
 But the noise continued all around: the cries of the wounded men, the cries begging for water and 
for Mother and for death. Horses lying on the ground shrieked, raised their heads, and stabbed randomly 
toward the sky with their hooves. 
 
 From the distance, Jonas could hear the thud of cannons. Overwhelmed by pain, he lay there in 
the fearsome stench for hours, listened to the men and animals die, and learned what warfare meant. 
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Killer of Enemies by Joseph Bruchac 
Excerpt from Chapter 27 

  
 I close my eyes just then in my dream because a wind has whipped across my face. When 
I open them again, I am still not awake. I’m sitting on my bunk here inside my cell, but I must be 
asleep because Lobo is here with me, not using his last strength to try to crawl back to me. 
  
 Lobo. He is sitting in front of me, alive and whole. The wounds burned in his chest and 
side are gone. His German Shepherd and wolf forebears show in his massive body and the quick 
intelligence that gleams from his eyes. He raises his right front paw and places it on my knee. 
  
 I stare at him in disbelief. 
 
 “Lozen,” he says. “Don’t you know me?” He’s speaking like a human person, something he 
never did when he was alive. But it seems natural to me. 
 
 “Of course I know you,” I say. My voice is thick in my throat. “I haven’t forgotten you. I’ll 
always remember you.” 
 
 “Lozen,” he says. “Sometimes you are so stupid. You don’t have to remember me. Don’t 
you know that I am always with you?” 
 
 Dogs are forbidden here in Haven. Not that it makes that much sense, but apparently at 
least one of the Ones has an unreasonable dislike for dogs. 
 
 It’s the oldest partnership in the world, that one between canines and humans. When the 
first dogs decided that they would join with us, hunt with us, help care for us, stop living apart 
from people as the coyotes and wolves would continue to live, everything changed. 
 
 “Our dogs made us more human,” my mother would say when she told me some of our 
old stories about our four-legged allies. 
 
 Not all of them were ancient stories. She told me about how the day all the people of our 
Chiricahua nation, men, women, and children, even those who had not fought, but had helped 
the Army, were loaded into trains and sent off as prisoners of war to Florida at the end of the 
nineteenth century. On that day, none of us were allowed to take our dogs with us. Those dogs 
ran after the train for miles and miles. Even after the train was out of sight, they ran. They ran 
until their feet were bloody and even then they kept running. But we were sent so far away, 
across wide plains and rivers too wide for them to swim, that they never caught up with us. 
Others who saw our train pass saw those dogs following, sometimes days later. They never gave 
up until their loyal hearts gave out. 
 
 That is what my mother told me. 
 
 But the spirits of those dogs who perished pursuing us didn’t give up. They entered the 
bodies of puppies born in those distant lands where we were held as captives for three 
generations. In Florida, in Alabama, in Oklahoma, our dogs returned to us, born again. 
 
 And my family and I were never without dogs until we were forced to come here. 
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“Spirits of the Dead” 
BY EDGAR ALLAN POE 
 
I 
 
Thy soul shall find itself alone 
’Mid dark thoughts of the gray tombstone— 
Not one, of all the crowd, to pry 
Into thine hour of secrecy. 
 
       II 
 
Be silent in that solitude, 
   Which is not loneliness—for then 
The spirits of the dead who stood 
   In life before thee are again 
In death around thee—and their will 
Shall overshadow thee: be still. 
 
       III 
 
The night, tho’ clear, shall frown— 
And the stars shall look not down 
From their high thrones in the heaven, 
With light like Hope to mortals given— 
But their red orbs, without beam, 
To thy weariness shall seem 
As a burning and a fever 
Which would cling to thee for ever. 
 
       IV 
 
Now are thoughts thou shalt not banish, 
Now are visions ne’er to vanish; 
From thy spirit shall they pass 
No more—like dew-drop from the grass. 
 
       V 
 
The breeze—the breath of God—is still— 
And the mist upon the hill, 
Shadowy—shadowy—yet unbroken, 
Is a symbol and a token— 
How it hangs upon the trees, 
A mystery of mysteries! 
 
 



from “The Premature Burial” by Edgar Allan Poe 
 
 
This adventure occurred near Richmond, in Virginia. Accompanied by a friend, I 
had proceeded, upon a gunning expedition, some miles down the banks of the 
James River. Night approached, and we were overtaken by a storm. The cabin of 
a small sloop lying at anchor in the stream, and laden with garden mould, 
afforded us the only available shelter. We made the best of it, and passed the 
night on board. I slept in one of the only two berths in the vessel -- and the berths 
of a sloop of sixty or twenty tons need scarcely be described. That which I 
occupied had no bedding of any kind. Its extreme width was eighteen inches. The 
distance of its bottom from the deck overhead was precisely the same. I found it a 
matter of exceeding difficulty to squeeze myself in. Nevertheless, I slept soundly, 
and the whole of my vision -- for it was no dream, and no nightmare -- arose 
naturally from the circumstances of my position -- from my ordinary bias of 
thought -- and from the difficulty, to which I have alluded, of collecting my 
senses, and especially of regaining my memory, for a long time after awaking 
from slumber. The men who shook me were the crew of the sloop, and some 
laborers engaged to unload it. From the load itself came the earthly smell. The 
bandage about the jaws was a silk handkerchief in which I had bound up my 
head, in default of my customary nightcap. 
 
The tortures endured, however, were indubitably quite equal for the time, to 
those of actual sepulture. They were fearfully -- they were inconceivably hideous; 
but out of Evil proceeded Good; for their very excess wrought in my spirit an 
inevitable revulsion. My soul acquired tone -- acquired temper. I went abroad. I 
took vigorous exercise. I breathed the free air of Heaven. I thought upon other 
subjects than Death. I discarded my medical books. "Buchan" I burned. I read no 
"Night Thoughts" -- no fustian about churchyards -- no bugaboo tales -- such as 
this. In short, I became a new man, and lived a man's life. From that memorable 
night, I dismissed forever my charnel apprehensions, and with them vanished the 
cataleptic disorder, of which, perhaps, they had been less the consequence than 
the cause. 
 
There are moments when, even to the sober eye of Reason, the world of our sad 
Humanity may assume the semblance of a Hell -- but the imagination of man is 
no Carathis, to explore with impunity its every cavern. Alas! the grim legion of 
sepulchral terrors cannot be regarded as altogether fanciful -- but, like the 
Demons in whose company Afrasiab made his voyage down the Oxus, they must 
sleep, or they will devour us -- they must be suffered to slumber, or we perish. 
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