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As you look at each image or read each excerpt, 

record your thoughts and feelings.

Consider what each means and says about American history.



US Customs House, 1836



Thomas Jefferson‘s home, Monticello (below)

and building from the campus of University of Virginia (right)



Dixie, written in 1859 

became Battle Hymn for the Confederacy. 

War version replaced ―Look Away‖ with ―To Arms‖ 

I wish I was in de land ob cotton,

Old times dar am not forgotten; 

Look away! Look away! Look away!

Dixie Land.

In Dixie Land whar I was born in,

Early on one frosty mornin, 

Look away! Look away! Look away! 

Dixie Land. …

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:1900sc_SM_Dixie.jpg


My Old Kentucky Home

Words and Music by: Stephen Foster, 1853

The sun shines bright in the old Kentucky home

'Tis summer, the people are gay;

The corn top's ripe and the meadow's in the bloom,

While the birds make music all the day;

The young folks roll on the little cabin floor,

All merry, all happy, and bright,

By'n by hard times comes a-knocking at the door,

Then my old Kentucky home, good night!



Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord: 

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are 

stored; 

He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword: 

His truth is marching on. 

Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

His truth is marching on.

Song written in 1858 by William Steffe, lyrics in 1861 by Julia Ward Howe



The great error in Rip‘s composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of 

profitable labour. It could not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance; for 

he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as a Tartar‘s lance, 

and fish all day without a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by 

a single nibble. He would carry a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours 

together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill and down dale, to 

shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a 

neighbour, even in the roughest toil, and was foremost a man at all country 

frolics for husking Indian corn or building stone fences. The women of the 

village, too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do such little odd 

jobs as their less obliging husbands would not do for them – in a word, Rip was 

ready to attend to anybody‘s business but his own; but as to doing family duty, 

and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.

From Rip Van Winkle, a story in the Leatherstocking Tales 

by Washington Irving



I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the 

essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, 

when I came to die, discover that I had not lived. I did not wish to live what was 

not life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to practice resignation, unless it was 

quite necessary. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life, to live 

so sturdily and Spartanlike as to put to rout all that was not life, to cut a broad 

swath and shave close, to drive life into a corner, and reduce it to its lowest 

terms, and, if it proved to be mean, why then get the whole and genuine 

meanness of it, and publish its meanness to the world; or if it were sublime, to 

know it by experience, and be able to give a true account of it in my next 

excursion. For most men, it appears to me, are in a strange uncertainty about it, 

whether it is of the devil or of God, and have somewhat hastily concluded that it 

is the chief end of man here to 'glorify God and enjoy him forever.'

From Walden: Or Life in the Woods by Henry David Thoreau



Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore,

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

‖ ‗Tis some visitor,‖ I muttered, ―tapping at my chamber door;

Only this, and nothing more.‖

From The Raven by Edgar Allen Poe



And never had Hester Prynne appeared more lady-like, in the antique interpretation of 

the term, than as she issued from the prison. Those who had before known her, and had 

expected to behold her dimmed and obscured by a disastrous cloud, were astonished, 

and even startled, to perceive how her beauty shone out, and made a halo of the 

misfortune and ignominy in which she was enveloped. It may be true, that, to a sensitive 

observer, there was something exquisitely painful in it. Her attire, which, indeed, she had 

wrought for the occasion, in prison, and had modelled much after her own fancy, 

seemed to express the attitude of her spirit, the desperate recklessness of her mood, by 

its wild and picturesque peculiarity. But the point which drew all eyes, and, as it were, 

transfigured the wearer,--so that both men and women, who had been familiarly 

acquainted with Hester Prynne, were now impressed as if they beheld her for the first 

time,--was that SCARLET LETTER, so fantastically embroidered and illuminated upon 

her bosom. It had the effect of a spell, taking her out of the ordinary relations with 

humanity, and inclosing her in a sphere by herself.

From The Scarlet Letter by Nathaniel Hawthorne



THERE is a word 

Which bears a sword 

Can pierce an armed man. 

It hurls its barbed syllables,—

At once is mute again. 

But where it fell 

The saved will tell 

On patriotic day, 

Some epauletted brother 

Gave his breath away. 

Wherever runs the breathless sun, 

Wherever roams the day, 

There is its noiseless onset, 

There is its victory! 

Behold the keenest marksman! 

The most accomplished shot! 

Time‘s sublimest target 

Is a soul ―forgot‖! 

From The Poems of Emily Dickenson



On the fifth day after the capitulation, Rogers departed with two hundred rangers to carry 

English banners to the upper posts. In the chilly days of November, they embarked upon 

Lake Erie, being the first considerable party of men whose tongue was the English that 

ever spread sails on its waters. The Indians on the lakes were at peace, united under 

Pontiac, the great chief of the Ottawas, happy in a country fruitful of corn and abounding 

in game. The Americans were met at the month of a river by a deputation of Ottawas. 

"Pontiac," said they, "is the chief and lord of the country you are in; wait till he can see 

you.―

When Pontiac and Rogers met, the savage chieftain asked: "How have you dared to 

enter my country without my leave?" "I come," replied the English agent, "with no design 

against the Indians, but to remove the French;" and he gave the wampum of peace. But 

Pontiac returned a belt, which arrested the march of the party till his leave should be 

granted.

From George Bancroft’s History of the United States, vol 1
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