
Excerpt from Jack London's "To Build a Fire" 

The creek he knew was frozen clear to the bottom- no creek could contain 
water in that arctic winter-but he knew also that there were springs that bubbled 
out from the hillsides and ran along under the snow and on top of the ice of the 
creek. He knew that the coldest snaps never froze these springs, and he knew 
likewise their danger. They were traps. They hid pools of water under the snow 
that might be three inches deep, or three feet. Sometime a skin of ice half an inch 
thick covered them, and in turn was covered by the snow. Sometimes there were 
alternate layers of water and ice skin, so that when one broke through he kept on 
breaking through for a while, sometimes wetting himself to the waist. 

This was why he had shied in such panic. He had felt the give under his feet 
and heard the crackle of a snow-hidden ice skin. And to get his feet wet in such a 
temperature meant trouble and danger. 



The Cloud 
BY PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 

I bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 

From the seas and the streams; 

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 

In their noonday dreams. 

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken 

The sweet buds every one, 

When rocked to rest on their mother's breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 
I wield the flail of the lashing hail, 

And whiten the green plains under, 

And then again I dissolve it in rain, 
And laugh as I pass in thunder. 

I sift the snow on the mountains below, 

And their great pines groan aghast; 

And all the night 'tis my pillow white, 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 

Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers, 
Lightning my pilot sits; 

In a cavern under is fettered the thunder, 

It struggles and howls at fits; 

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion, 

This pilot is guiding me, 

Lured by the love of the genii that move 
In the depths of the purple sea; 

Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills, 

Over the lakes and the plains, 

Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream, 

The Spirit he loves remains; 

And I all the while bask in Heaven's blue smile, 

Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 


