Characterization Practice Quiz

"The Camping Trip"
Brian and Kyle were exhausted. They had been paddling their canoe through the creek in the state park for the last five hours, looking for the campsite where they were to meet their friends. They had passed plenty of campsites along the way, all with fire pits and level ground on which to pitch their tent, but each campsite had been empty. The pink sun was quickly dropping below the tree line when they decided that perhaps their friends Carlos and Ahmad had decided to stay home. Brian and Kyle pulled their canoe onshore when they came to the next campsite.

“It would have been nice to find Carlos and Ahmad, but we’ll be fine without them,” said Brian. 

“We should be,” replied Kyle. “We’ve got plenty of food and water, and it won’t be cold tonight.” 

“No, but let’s build a fire anyway,” suggested Brian. “We can roast marshmallows and hot dogs!” 

“But we don’t have any matches,” realized Kyle. “That was something that Carlos and Ahmad were to bring.” 

Brian filled the fire pit with kindling, and sat down by its edge. He began rubbing two sticks furiously together in the hopes of starting a fire. He knew they didn’t need one, but the woods were spooky in the dark.  He rubbed and rubbed, but saw not even a spark. Kyle sighed. “Looks like we’ll be eating cold food,” he said. 

Little did Brian and Kyle know that if they’d traveled just to the next campsite, a few hundred yards up the creek, they would have found Carlos and Ahmad with their tent set up. And, indeed, Carlos had remembered to bring matches. However, he didn’t have any fun foods to cook over the fire, since Brian and Kyle were to bring those. Carlos and Ahmad sat next to their blazing fire, drinking water and eating granola and fruit. 

“I guess Brian and Kyle couldn’t make it,” said Ahmad. 

“Guess not,” answered Carlos. “We’ll have to call them when we get home tomorrow. Do you hear that sound in the distance? Sounds like a beaver is trying to chew through some wood. Let’s take our flashlights and go exploring!” 

“Okay!” said Ahmad, not wanting Carlos to see that he was scared. What if it was a bear, or worse? 

They crept as quietly as possible along the trail that led from one campsite to the next, their flashlights trained at the ground. Ahmad stayed behind Carlos, since Ahmad jumped each time he heard an unfamiliar sound, and he didn’t want Carlos to see. He heard the sound Carlos was talking about, but it didn’t sound like a beaver to him. It sounded like…an old man sharpening his teeth against a tree! Or perhaps a tiger! He wasn’t sure if there were tigers around, but perhaps. Ahmad thought they should just go back and get into the tent, but Carlos sped up the closer they got to the noise, finally bursting into a clearing to the sound of a startled yell. Ahmad’s heart jumped into his throat and his face went white, but then the yell turned into a laugh, and Ahmed slowly peeked into the clearing. 

The color was slowly returning to Brian’s face. He stood holding two sticks. “Hey, Ahmad, you look like you’ve just seen a ghost!” he said. 

“So do you,” replied Ahmad, laughing. Brian knew that Ahmad got nervous in the woods at night, and Ahmad knew that Brian got nervous in the woods at night. But that was their secret. The two of them walked back to the campsite where Ahmad and Carlos had pitched their tent. They disassembled the camp and moved everything back to the campsite where Brian and Kyle were. 

Now they had matches and marshmallows and hot dogs to grill over the fire, and the woods seemed a good deal less spooky since there were four of them. Somehow, their camping trips always turned out well in the end.

	1. from "The Camping Trip" 

Based on his words and actions, which best describes Brian? 


A. Sleepy

B. Bored

C. Angry

D. Nervous

2. from "The Camping Trip" 

Based on his actions and thoughts, which best describes Ahmad?

a. Adventurous 

b. Shy

c. Argumentative

d. cautious
“The King and His Hawk” 
from Fifty Famous Stories Retold 
by James Baldwin 
(a Mongolian folktale)
Genghis Khan was a great king and warrior. 

He led his army into China and Persia, and he conquered many lands. In every country, men told about his daring deeds; and they said that since Alexander the Great there had been no king like him. 

One morning when he was home from the wars, he rode out into the woods to have a day's sport. Many of his friends were with him. They rode out gayly, carrying their bows and arrows. Behind them came the servants with the hounds. 

It was a merry hunting party. The woods rang with their shouts and laughter. They expected to carry much game home in the evening. 

On the king's wrist sat his favorite hawk; for in those days hawks were trained to hunt. At a word from their masters they would fly high up into the air, and look around for prey. If they chanced to see a deer or a rabbit, they would swoop down upon it swift as any arrow. 

All day long Genghis Khan and his huntsmen rode through the woods, but they did not find as much game as they expected. 

Toward evening they started for home. The king had often ridden through the woods, and he knew all the paths. So while the rest of the party took the nearest way, he went by a longer road through a valley between two mountains.

The day had been warm, and the king was very thirsty. His pet hawk had left his wrist and flown away. It would be sure to find its way home. 

The king rode slowly along. He had once seen a spring of clear water near this pathway. If he could only find it now! But the hot days of summer had dried up all the mountain brooks.

At last, to his joy, he saw some water trickling down over the edge of a rock. He knew that there was a spring farther up. In the wet season, a swift stream of water always poured down here; but now it came only one drop at a time. 

The king leaped from his horse. He took a little silver cup from his hunting bag. He held it so as to catch the slowly falling drops. 

It took a long time to fill the cup; and the king was so thirsty that he could hardly wait. At last it was nearly full. He put the cup to his lips, and was about to drink. 

All at once there was a whirring sound in the air, and the cup was knocked from his hands. The water was all spilled upon the ground. 

The king looked up to see who had done this thing. It was his pet hawk. 

The hawk flew back and forth a few times, and then alighted among the rocks by the spring. 

The king picked up the cup, and again held it to catch the trickling drops. 

This time he did not wait so long. When the cup was half full, he lifted it toward his mouth. Before it had touched his lips, the hawk swooped down again, and knocked it from his hands. 

And now the king began to grow angry. He tried again; and for the third time the hawk kept him from drinking. 

The king was now very angry indeed. 

"How do you dare to act so?" he cried. "If I had you in my hands, I would wring your neck!" 

Then he filled the cup again. But before he tried to drink, he drew his sword. 

"Now, Sir Hawk," he said, "this is the last time." 

He had hardly spoken, before the hawk swooped down and knocked the cup from his hand. But the king was looking for this. With a quick sweep of the sword he struck the bird as it passed. 

The next moment the poor hawk lay bleeding and dying at its master's feet. 

"That is what you get for your pains," said Genghis Khan. 

But when he looked for his cup, he found that it had fallen between two rocks, where he could not reach it. 

"At any rate, I will have a drink from that spring," he said to himself. 

With that he began to climb the steep bank to the place from which the water trickled. It was hard work, and the higher he climbed, the thirstier he became. 

At last he reached the place. There indeed was a pool of water; but what was that lying in the pool, and almost filling it? It was a huge, dead snake of the most poisonous kind. 

The king stopped. He forgot his thirst. He thought only of the poor dead bird lying on the ground below him. 

"The hawk saved my life!" he cried; "and how did I repay him? He was my best friend, and I have killed him." 

He clambered down the bank. He took the bird up gently, and laid it in his hunting bag. Then he mounted his horse and rode swiftly home. He said to himself,— 

"I have learned a sad lesson today; and that is, never to do anything in anger." 
Baldwin, James.  Fifty Famous Stories Retold. New York: American Book Company, 1896. 

3. from "The King and His Hawk"
Based on his thoughts, which best describes the character of the king?

a. Foolish
b. Regretful
c. Angry
d. Selfish
In this well-known comedy, Jack Worthing leads a double life: at home in the country, he is the moral, mature guardian of a small child. In London, however, he becomes "Ernest," a fun-loving, irresponsible man-about-town. Jack's worlds are set on a collision course, though, when he falls in love with Gwendolen. The following excerpt reveals one of the many tangles in Jack's web of deceit. 
"What's in a Name?" 
excerpted from The Importance of Being Earnest 
by Oscar Wilde
JACK. Charming day it has been, Miss Fairfax. 
GWENDOLEN. Pray don’t talk to me about the weather, Mr. Worthing. Whenever people talk to me about the weather, I always feel quite certain that they mean something else. And that makes me so nervous. 
JACK. I do mean something else. 
GWENDOLEN. I thought so. In fact, I am never wrong. 
JACK. And I would like to be allowed to take advantage of Lady Bracknell’s temporary absence... 
GWENDOLEN. I would certainly advise you to do so. Mamma has a way of coming back suddenly into a room that I have often had to speak to her about. 
JACK. [Nervously.] Miss Fairfax, ever since I met you I have admired you more than any girl... I have ever met since... I met you. 
GWENDOLEN. Yes, I am quite well aware of the fact. And I often wish that in public, at any rate, you had been more demonstrative. For me you have always had an irresistible fascination. Even before I met you I was far from indifferent to you. [Jack looks at her in amazement.] We live, as I hope you know, Mr Worthing, in an age of ideals. The fact is constantly mentioned in the more expensive monthly magazines, and has reached the provincial pulpits, I am told; and my ideal has always been to love some one of the name of Ernest. There is something in that name that inspires absolute confidence. The moment Algernon first mentioned to me that he had a friend called Ernest, I knew I was destined to love you. 
JACK. You really love me, Gwendolen? 
GWENDOLEN. Passionately! 
JACK. Darling! You don’t know how happy you’ve made me. 
GWENDOLEN. My own Ernest! 
JACK. But you don’t really mean to say that you couldn’t love me if my name wasn’t Ernest? 
GWENDOLEN. But your name is Ernest.
JACK. Yes, I know it is. But supposing it was something else? Do you mean to say you couldn’t love me then?
GWENDOLEN. [Glibly.] Ah! that is clearly a metaphysical speculation, and like most metaphysical speculations has very little reference at all to the actual facts of real life, as we know them. 
JACK. Personally, darling, to speak quite candidly, I don’t much care about the name of Ernest... I don’t think the name suits me at all. 
GWENDOLEN. It suits you perfectly. It is a divine name. It has a music of its own. It produces vibrations. 
JACK. Well, really, Gwendolen, I must say that I think there are lots of other much nicer names. I think Jack, for instance, a charming name. 
GWENDOLEN. Jack?... No, there is very little music in the name Jack, if any at all, indeed. It does not thrill. It produces absolutely no vibrations... I have known several Jacks, and they all, without exception, were more than usually plain. Besides, Jack is a notorious domesticity [nickname] for John! And I pity any woman who is married to a man called John. She would probably never be allowed to know the entrancing pleasure of a single moment’s solitude. The only really safe name is Ernest.
Wilde, Oscar. The Importance of Being Earnest. London: Leonard Smithers and Co., 1899.

4. from "What's in a Name?"

What is Jack afraid of?

a. Algernon telling Gwendolen that his name is Ernest, and Gwendolen falling for Algernon.

b. Gwendolen's mother coming back into the room, and Gwendolen not truly loving him.

c. Gwendolen wanting to marry him, and Lady Bracknell supporting her choice.

d. Ernest finding out that Jack is using his name, and Gwendolen breaking up with Jack.

Jack and Jill
by Louisa May Alcott 
(excerpted and adapted)
Jack and Jill never cared to say much about the night which followed the first coasting [sledding] party of the season, for it was the saddest and the hardest their short lives had ever known. Jack suffered most in body; for the setting of the broken leg was such a painful job, that it wrung several sharp cries from him, and made Frank, who helped, quite weak and white with sympathy, when it was over. The wounded head ached dreadfully, and the poor boy felt as if bruised all over, for he had the worst of the fall. Dr. Whiting spoke cheerfully of the case, and made so light of broken legs, that Jack innocently asked if he should not be up in a week or so. 

"Well, no; it usually takes twenty-one days for bones to knit, and young ones make quick work of it," answered the doctor, with a last scientific tuck to the various bandages, which made Jack feel like an unlucky chicken tied for the spit. 

"Twenty-one days! Three whole weeks in bed! I shouldn't call that quick work," groaned the dismayed patient, whose experience of illness had been limited. 

"It is a forty days' job, young man, and you must make up your mind to bear it like a hero. We will do our best; but next time, look before you leap, and save your bones. Good-night; you'll feel better in the morning. No jigs, remember;" and off went the busy doctor for another look at Jill, who had been ordered to bed and left to rest till the other case was attended to. 

Any one would have thought Jack's plight much the worse, but the doctor looked more sober over Jill's hurt back than the boy's compound fractures; and the poor little girl had a very bad quarter of an hour while he was trying to discover the extent of the injury. 

"Keep her quiet, and time will show how much damage is done," was all he said in her hearing; but if she had known that he told Mrs. Pecq he feared serious consequences, she would not have wondered why her mother cried as she rubbed the numb limbs and placed the pillows so tenderly. 

Jill suffered most in her mind; for only a sharp stab of pain now and then reminded her of her body; but her remorseful little soul gave her no peace for thinking of Jack, whose bruises and breakages her lively fancy painted in the darkest colors. 

"Oh, don't be good to me, Mammy; I made him go, and now he's hurt dreadfully, and may die; and it is all my fault, and everybody ought to hate me," sobbed poor Jill, as a neighbor left the room after reporting in a minute manner how Jack screamed when his leg was set, and how Frank was found white as a sheet, with his head under the pump, while Gus restored the tone of his friend's nerves, by pumping as if the house was on fire. 

"Whist, my lass, and go to sleep. Take a sup of the good tea Mrs. Minot sent, for you are as cold as a clod, and it breaks my heart to see my Janey so." 

"I can't go to sleep; I don't see how Jack's mother could send me anything when I've half killed him. I want to be cold and ache and have horrid things done to me. Oh, if I ever get out of this bed I'll be the best girl in the world, to pay for this. See if I ain't!" and Jill gave such a decided nod that her tears flew all about the pillow like a shower. 

"You'd better begin at once, for you won't get out of that bed for a long while, I'm afraid, my lamb," sighed her mother, unable to conceal the anxiety that lay so heavy on her heart. 

"Am I hurt badly, Mammy?" 

"I fear it, lass." 

"I'm glad of it; I ought to be worse than Jack, and I hope I am. I'll bear it well, and be good right away. Sing, Mammy, and I'll try to go to sleep to please you." 

Jill shut her eyes with sudden and unusual meekness, and before her mother had crooned half a dozen verses of an old ballad, the little black head lay still upon the pillow, and repentant Jill was fast asleep with a red mitten in her hand. 

5. from Jack and Jill
Based on her actions, which best describes the character of Jill? 
a. Regretful

b. Brave

c. Impatient

d. patient

