[bookmark: _GoBack]After reading Tim O'Brien's classic war story "The Things They Carried," please respond at least four of the following questions and the total word limit of these four questions is 350. （the pictures of “The Things They Carried” is below this page, read all of them first）  

1.Why do most students say that they like this story?

2.What is the importance of the title? Does the title work for you as a reader? Does the title have a different meaning after you have read the story?

3.How does the story move from the physical things the men carry to the more intangible? Does this movement or back and forth analysis of "the things they carry" work for you as a reader? How? Why?

4.Which of the two types of things they carry is the heavier burden? Why?

5.Which of the men carries the most? Why is this so?

6.Does Lt. Cross's name have any significance? Explain.

7.Does Lt. Cross think he will go back home and marry Martha?

8.How are the letters like the pebble? What do both mean to Lt. Cross?

9.Is there a common denominator for what the men collectively think about? What would that be?

10.Lt. Cross is about 25 years old. When he is 50 will he still remember any of these experiences, in other words, carry them? Why? How does this relate to the poem by Thomas Hardy that we write about this week?

11.What is it that frustrates the soldier about the letter he mailed to his dead friend's family? How can this be related to adjusting to a "normal" life after a combat tour?
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layered upon all the other days

e was realistic about it. There was that new hardness in his stom
ach., I le loved her but he hated her.
No more fantasies, he told himself.

Henceforth, when he thought about Martha, it would be only t
think that she belonged elsewhere. He would shut down the daydreams
This was not Mount Sebastian, it was another world, where there wert
no pretty poems or midterm exams, a place where men died because of
carelessness and gross stupidity. Kiowa was right. Boom-down, and you
were dead, never partly dead.

Briefly, in the rain, Lieutenant Cross saw Martha's gray eyes gazing
back at him.

He understood.

It was very sad, he thought. The things men carried inside. The
things men did or felt they had to do.

He almost nodded at her, but didn’t.

Instead he went back to his maps. He was now determined to per-
form his duties firmly and without negligence. It wouldn’t help Laven-
der, he knew that, but from this point on he would comport himself
as an officer. He would dispose of his good-luck pebble. Swallow it,
maybe, or use Lee Strunk’s slinj.:sholl, or just drop it along the trail. On
the march he would impose strict field discipline. He would be care-
ful to send out flank security, to prevent straggling or bunching up, to
keep his troops moving at the proper pace and at the proper interval,

ad never mentioned the war, excepts
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He would confiscate the remainde)
Ll\crlnps, he would call the meg
vHu would accept the blame fof

He would be a man about it, Hg
his chin level, and he would iSsugs

He would insist on clean \\'v:lry]::).:l.“y
of Lavender’s dope. Later in il
together and speak to [ht‘l;ll I,L:mh.r.
\\'h‘.ll had happened to Ted Lav

i 4

\m in the eyes, keeping o ; a

would look them in the ey Jersonal tone of voice, a lieutenant’s voices
person

| ol m ) y
the new SOPs in a calm, i sion. Commencing unnu-\ir‘:lcly,

vdiscus
{ - argument or disc ‘
NI i longer abandon equipment along the
he'd tell them, they would no longer
¢ < y

f march. They would police up their acts. They would get theig
"i“”‘ o :h‘ g llnd keep it together, and maintain it neatly and in good|
shit together, ¢ &

m“[\)j|l:\g\:[,:h(li‘ not tolerate laxity. He would show strength, iy ncing
himself. i

Among the men there would be grumbling, of course I mayhe
worse, because their days would seem longer and their loads oo ier, bug
Lieutenant Jimmy Cross reminded himself that his obligation
be loved but to lead. He would dispense with love; it was not 1

Vas not ol
W a factor
n his lipsh
He might give

And if anyone quarreled or complained, he would simply tighi
and arrange his shoulders in the correct command posture
acurt little nod. Or he might not. He might just shrug and
then they would saddle up and form into
the villages west of Than Khe.

say, Carry ony
a column and move out toward
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remission, sho 1 <N When her iliness geonal l‘;;Z].Lv al

health dcc'line d"‘" < 115 to lecture and read her stories to co “"_ 1 com
i Y “fwTSuTgeTy early in 1964 for an unrelatec
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i um under her feet; it was cool, She brushed he
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Qandl® 20 [ eyes Arnold Friend let go of the pos
\er eyes:
Jack out of :
i rms for her, h
p to show that il

't want to make her self-conscious

1 Il'llllill\/(.|y an
hair | is elbows pointing in towar
Ul‘l'l\\\l l”‘ ol
hhis wrists lim
mockingy he didr
She put out her i ‘W
owly open as if she W ks il : |
this body and this head of long hair moving out into the un

cach other and
vis was an embarrassed embrace and a liggle

r hand against the screen. She watched herself push the
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were safe back somewhere in the other doorw
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y this
\\‘I[\hlllf., th Al
shere Arnold Friend waited. v
light where / itl,? he said, in a half-sung sigh that had
v M ot little Nuc'vycd girl," he said, in a half-sung sigh tha yac
“My swee
| ‘\ \ln do with her brown eyes but was taken up just the same |
X ! : 1 i ¢ 4 1
I;“l : st sunlie reaches of the land behind him and on all sides of him,
the vas! « gy
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except to know that she was going to it.

Tim O'Brien
The Things They Carried 9

Tim O'Brien was born in 1946 in Austin, Minnesota.
Immediately after graduating summa cum laude from
Macalester College in' 1968, he 1was drafted into the
U.S. Army. Serving as an infantryman in Vietnam,
O'Brien attained the yank of sergeant and was awanrd-
u! a Purple Heart after being wounded by shrapnel.
{ I;““ his discharge n 1970, he began graduate work
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in Love (1
iey-San M

letters from agiel named Mgy,
fed I
i arsey. They were not [,

Fir Licutenant Jimuny Crost €T 0L
1t Mount Sebastian ¢ y.! B i s0 ho kept them folelaen B3
LR 1\‘ ~I | ||.‘~ afternoon, after adays m h, Iy
g i,‘\hl‘hl.l‘\:i-v.nmh| weanteen, unweap the leg,
his fingers, and spend the Tasehour of [l it

ymantie camping tips into the Whige Moun
ron i

| junior
letters, but Licurenan \
wt the bottom of his rcksaek
would dig his foxhale, was
hold them with the tips of
cerelog "I“ i ‘”; II‘Ifh.l Jo would sometimes taste the envelope (| n

tains in New H.m‘-!‘f\".“l‘lvw” there. More than anyching, he waned \ fi
s h‘.ll “‘m.v\“ll\c }\\v\n her, but the lotters were mostly chaty, ol
."ly‘\‘ll ;\‘«‘» f::.\x:.n»‘\li‘n‘l }n\.- She was o virgin, he was almost sure. She wis i fiyy,
lish major at Mount Sebasti
sors and roommates and mic

her great affection for Virgin

i, and she wrote beautifully about Ly Prof
term exams, about her respect for Clhuee il
in Woolf. She often quoted lnes of poetry

never mentioned the war, except to say, Jimmy, take care of yoursel( I
letters weighed 10 ounces: They were signed Love, Martha, but | e nant
Cross understood that Love was only a way of signing and did 1o mein
what he sometimes pretended it meant. At dusk, he would fully rerum
the letters to his rucksack. Slowly, a bit distracted, he wounld pot up and
move among his men, checking the perimeter; then full diare he would
return to his hole and wacch the night and wonder if Martha was o virgin
The things they carried were I.ng:wl\'JrlcunmmlJv\ necessity, Among
the necessities or near-nec essities were P38 can openers, pocket knives,
heat tabs, wristwatc hes, dog tags, mosquito repellent, chewing un, candy,
clgaretees, salt tablets, packets of Kool Ald, lighters, matches, sewing kit )

Military Payment Certificates, C rations, and two ot three canteens of
water. Together, these items weighed between 15 and 20 pounds, depend
(B upona man's habits or rate of metabolism, lenry Dobbing, who was i
big man, cartied EXtrarations; he was espec tally fond of canned padhusl
l»)u.n')' Spover pound cake, Dave Jensen, who practiced field hygiene,
:“Ij]r‘l:;'“'.lll({)ﬁll){l::::l: tllt'nl.ll floss, .||‘n| \\?\'\-|‘|| hotel-sized bars of soap he'd
[ \ Sydney, Australia, led |
ried tranquiljzers until
Xhe in mid-April, By r
steel helmers that weig
cover, They eapyg

avender, who was scared, car
he was shot in the head outside the village of Than
1ecessity, and because it was S D0 they all carried

shed 5 pounds including the liner and camouflage
tied the stan,

lard fatigue jackets and trousers. Very few

the military ablyey
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tion foy

FeSt and relaxarion," a brief vacation from
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carried underwe; r. On thejr f
ce a

and Dave Jensen carried gy,
Ce

cartied jungle hoots 2.1 pounds

s0cks and » can of Dr. Scholl’s foot
ender carried six o seve h foor, Until he was shot, Ted Lay
necessity. Mitchel] Sanders il \_v?,”' pre
carried a diary, Ry Kiley k.‘vl AR
carried an illlmr;uul New In“
his father, who taught Syp
a hedge against b times, |y
distrust of the white man,

Mium dope, which for him was a
ied l\m”\ -llnw\l “'[‘*l"lll\. Norman Bowker
: ¢ books. Kiowa, a devout Baptist,
rl;‘I‘\I:ll‘:‘l::n that hag been presented to him by

. 10 Oklahoma City, Oklahoma. As
st lls Kiowa also carried his grandmother’s
1 Brandfachery old hunting hatchet. Neces
nd was mi, g

ited. Because the 8
for each man to carry

sity dic
1ed and hooby trapped, it was SOP

y ylon-covered flak jacket, which
lays scemed much heavier. Because

a stee

¢ ent
ered
weighed 6.7 pounds, by, whi

) \hnnlmn
you could die so quic kly, eac

dage, usually in the helmet
cold, and because the

' an carried at least one large compress ban

)
and fo Casy access. Because the nights were
monsoons were

“ho that co > \ g
I“’_”th HAC uld be used as faincoat or groundsheet or makeshift tent.
With its quilted liner, the P
worth ey C’\: ounce, In April, for Instance, when Ted Lavender was shot,
they used his poncho to wran him up
then to lift him into the ¢

wet, each carried a green plastic

ncho weighed almost two pounds, but it was

then to carry him across the paddy,
opper that took him away.

Thuy were L';x“cd Ik‘u\ Or grunts.

To carry something was to hump it, as when Lieutenant Jimmy Cros
humped his love for Martha up the hills and through the swamps. In its
intransitive form, to hump meant to walk, or to march, but it implied
burdens far beyond the intransitive.

Almost everyone humped photogr iphs. In his wallet, Licutenant
lacolor

Cross carried two photographs of Martha. The first was a K

snapshot signed Love, though he knew better, She stood against a brick
wall. Her eyes were gray and neutral, her lips slightly open as she stared
strzlight—on at the camera. At night, sometimes, l,icnlcn.n\l Cross won-
dered who had taken the picture, because he knew she had boyfriends,

because he loved her so much, and because he could see the shadow of
< wall. The second photo-

the picture-taker spreading out against the bric
graph had been clipped from the 1968 Mount Sebastian yearbook. It was
an action shot—women’s volleyball—and Martha was bent horizontal to
the floor, reaching, the palms of her hands in sharp focus, l.hc tongue taut,
the expression frank and competitive. There was no visible sweat. She
wore white gym shorts. Her legs, lu‘- lhuuuht‘, were almost certainly l.lm
legs of a virgin, dry and without hair, the left knee cocked ;Il\\l carrying
her entire weight, which was just over one hundred pounds. Lieutenant

RTO: radio and telephone operator.
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Cross remembered touching that left knee. A dark the
bered, and the movie was Bonnie and Clyde, and l\/]:ll‘ll‘lf’l “,,
skirt, and during the final scene, when he touched her an‘c,,
and looked at him in a sad, sober way that made him pull hisi
but he would always remember the feel of the tweed skirt and
beneath it and the sound of the gunfire that killed Bonnie and !;
embarrassing it was, how slow and oppressive. He remembered €
good night at the dorm door. Right then, he thought, he shou
something brave. He should've carried her up the stairs to her§
tied her to the bed and touched that left knee all night long. He
risked it. Whenever he looked at the photographs, he thougl
things he should've done.

What they carried was partly a function of r:
specialty.

1k, ]LII'I[

As a fisse lieutenant and platoon leader, Jimmy Cross
compass, maps, code books, binoculars, and a .45-caliber pi
weighed 2.9 pounds fully loaded: He carried a strobe light and the
sibility for the lives of his men.

As an RTO, Mitchell Sanders carried the PRC
26 pounds with its battery.

As a medic, Rat Kiley carried a canvas satchel filled with
and plasma and malaria tablets and surgic

5 radioy

i]l HIPC ;l”\' comic hog
all the things a medic must carry, including M&M's for especi
wounds, for a total weight of nearly 20 pounds. |

As a big man, therefore a machine gunner, Henry Dobbing
the M-60, which weighed 23 pounds unloaded, but which wag
always loaded. In addition, Dobbins carried between 10 and 15 pol
ammunition draped in belts across his chest and shoulders.

As PFCs or Spec4s; most of them were common grunts andy
the standard M-16 gas-operated assault rifle. The weapon weigl
pounds unloaded, 8.2 pounds with its full 20-round m,

agazine. Dej
on numerous factors, such as topography and ps

ychology, the riflemt
ried anywhere from 12 to 20 magazines, usually in cloth bandoliers

ing on another 8.4 pounds at minimum, 14 pounds at maximum,
it was available, they also carried M-16 maintenance gear—rods a
brushes and swabs and tubes of LSA oil—al| of which weighed a
pound. Among the grunts, some carried the M-79 grenade launchi
pounds unloaded, a reasonably light w apon except for the ammun
which was heavy. A single round weighed 10 ounces, The typical lo&
25 rounds. But Ted Lavender, who was scared, carried 34 rounds wh
was shotand killed outside Than Khe, and he went down under an €
tional burden, more than 20 pounds of ammunition, plus the flak J
and helmet and rations and water and toilet paper and tranquilizen
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all the rest, plyg the unyyej,
Y . £
twitching or ﬂ.vppimv, }\'m\\'y

a rock fall, or big

hed fogy, Fe wag dead weight. There was no
& Who saw ¢ happen, said it was like watching
.\.nnH\:u: Ot somethinyg just boom, then down -l‘N'l
Sr¢ the deqg guy rolls around and does fancy spins
teakegyle not like that, Kiowa said, the poor bastard
Down Nothing else, It was a bright III(?I’I-IiI]],,’
Cross fe]y the pain. He blamed himself. They
teens an ammo, all the heavy things, and Rat
* Buy’s dead, ang Mitchell Sanders used his radio
and o request a chopper, Then they wrapped
% ho. 7T hey carried him out to a dry paddy, established
security, and sat smoking ¢}y dead man’s dope until the chopper came.
Lieutenant Crosg kept 1o him elf. He pictured Martha's smooth young

¢ than anything, more than his men, and

ike the movies
and goes ass oyer
ust flill-flu‘l\ l\‘”,

Bo .,
in mid-April,

],i\‘ulrn.nn
stripped off Laven oy

Gley said the obvioys, the
to reportione U.S, K[A®
.avender in hig POnc

ace, thinking he loved her m
now Ted Lavender wis dead heeause he loved her so much and could not
stop thinking about he, Wi, the dustoff arrived, they carried Lavender

aboard. Afterward hoy I, ned Than Khe, They marched until dusk, then

dug their holes, and tha o0 it | vkept explaining how you had to be
there; how fast it was. ho hepoor guy just dropped like so much con-
crete. Boom-down, he sosd Like ment

In addition to the threc tandard weapons—the M-60, M-16, and
M-79—they carried whatever presented itself, or whatever seemed appro-
priate as a means of killing or staying alive. They carried catch-as-catch-
can. At various times, in various situations, they carried M-14s and CAR-
15s and Swedish Ks and grease guns and ¢ aptured AK-47s and Chi.( “oms
and RPGs and Simonov carbines and black market Uzis and .38-caliber
Smith & Wesson handguns and (!{\ mm I,A\Vs .'lnd.hhnlguns.nnd silencers
and blackjacks and bayonets and C-4 P'l‘.*‘l’lL ‘I'-\’vl’l*;[‘_""“”‘ LCL“MTUDI\' cartied
a slingshot; a weapon of last resort, he Ll:} <I'< .I.('( .”]dw“ Sanders carried
brass knuckles. Kiowa carried his grandfat Rl wmvi hnrcl“_‘l. Every
ied a Claymore antipersonnel mine-—3.5 poyn,

Lot aie ds
;1/1]1(1]‘:] i(:(j‘r)il,:lIZILI.I\:IiT"&ThCY all carried lr;l]_:mcl?l:llriun L{?AL.,,:l(]L_S_]4 oy
vinc all carried at least one M-18 gf:(?runl Mn“k,c grenade—4
L TIILY d ied CS or tear gas grenades. Some carried white phes.
()ll:nccs. bOmcl Cur’?lﬁ;y (::lﬂ'it'(l all they could bear, and then some, inclu,
phorus grenades. ‘

| for the terrible power of the things they carried.
i et ¢ - > r
Ing a silent awe 10!

. sfore Lavender died, Lieute g 3
che first week of April, before Martha. It was a i e
In the firs .0od-luck charm from Martha. it a5 a simple pebble,
Cross received a ‘"‘qmunfh to the lt’llt‘hvl” "in"“ a “".I\_Y white colop with
an ounce at most. < |l violet, oval-shaped, like a miniature  egg, In the
> and
flecks of orange an

KIA: killed in action.
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wccompanying letter, Martha wrote that she |y found ) Db
fc i 3

the Jersey shoreline, precisely where the land rouc e water at gl ol
where things came together hut also separated, It way (), CPitrint e

together quality, she wrote, that had inspired hey o pich up the peb

to carry it in her breast pocket for several days, where it Cerme

less, and then to send it through the mail, by ait, a5 toke 1«
feelings for him. Licutenant Cross found thi
what her truest feclings were, exactly, and what she me ant by
but-together. He wondered how the tides and hael come
on that afternoon along the Jersey shoreline wher, Marthi sy
and bent down to rescue it from geology. He imagping d barg
1 poet, with the poet’s sensibilitics, an her feet would 1, | oWl

¢, the toenails unpainted, the eyes ¢ hilly and somber Jike (/.
March, and though it was painful, he wondered whe hid by
that afternoon. He imagined a pair of shadows moving alor
of sand where things came together but also separated. |y
jealousy, he knew, but he couldn’t help himself He oy
On the march, through the hot days of early April, he carric
in his mouth, turning:it with his tongue, tasting seu sile
mind wandered. He had diffic ulty keeping his attent
oceasion he would yell at his men ( spread out the coly
eyes open, but then he would slip away into daydrean 1
walking barefoor along the Jersey shore, with Marth
He would feel himself rising. Sun and waves and gentl
and lightness,

romantic, Pur |y

What they carried varied by mission,

When a mission took them to the mountains, they carried mosql
netting, machetes canvas tarps, and extra bug juice,

Ifamission seemed especially hazardous, or if it involved a place
knew to e bad, they carried everything they could. In certain he
mined AQs,* where the land was dense with Toe Poppers and Bouw
ing Betties, they took turns humping a 28-pound mine derector. Wil
its headphones and big sensing plate, the equipment was a stress on
lower back and shoulders, awkward to handle, often useless because ofl
shrapnel in the ¢ rth, but they carried it anyway, partly for safety, patt
for the illusion of safety.

On ambush, or other night missions, they carried peculiar little o
and ends, Kiows always took along his New Testament and a pair of mo
casins for silence, Dave Jensen carried night-sight vitamins high in @
tene. Lee Strunk carrie his slingshot; ammo, he claimed, would neverd
a problem, Ra¢ Kiley carried brandy and M&M’s andy. Until he was sh@

AOs: areas of operation,





