SOUTH CAROLINA STUDIES


Unit 2; Day 3
THEME = FOLKLORE & FOLK ART IN THE UPSTATE           ENGLISH AND LANGUAGE ARTS

LESSON TITLE: Urban Legends Through Time
OBJECTIVES: Students will be able to recognize urban legends in different times and places and formats.
PRIMARY STANDARDS ADDRESSED: Language Arts 8th – R2.7;  R2.9 
PRIOR SKILLS REQUIRED: ability to recognize common themes in similar texts with different details
TEACHER BACKGROUND INFO: SC MAPS Teaching Manual, pages 2-6 & 5-14;  
LOGISTICS: 1 @ 50-minute class – reading, writing, seatwork – students work individually
MATERIALS:  photocopies of stories from SC MAPS Manual (“Bonnie Barbara Allen” – pg. 2-6; “The Vanishing Girl” – pg. 5-14); copies of stories printed in “Additional Background Resources” section 
PROCEDURES:

   1. Ask students to give examples of ‘urban legends’ they have heard about or read on the internet or otherwise.  Note that there are many different versions of the same story circulating at different times or perhaps in different areas of the country.  Point out that these stories represent a modern kind of folklore and are simply the latest example of a style of folk story that dates back hundreds if not thousands of years.  Ask students if they can think of older examples of folk legends.
   2. Have students read several versions of the Scots-Irish tale, “Barbara Allen.”  Instruct students to list similarities and differences between the versions.  Discuss how the differences might have arisen.  Note that many of these versions have been set to music.  Have students identify the major theme in all.
   3. Have students read a second example, the “Vanishing Girl” theme. Instruct students to list similarities and differences between the versions.  Discuss how the differences might have arisen.  Note that many of these versions have been set to music.  Have students identify the major theme in all. 

   4. Ask students to pick their favorite modern ‘urban legend’ and re-write it so it applies to your own school.
SAMPLE CULMINATING ASSESSMENT:   
Provide students with a prompt (for example, give them 3 or 4 simple plot details to outline Robin Hood being taken to prison by the Sheriff’s men, or being broken out of prison by his own Merry Men) and ask them to write two short poems/songs/ballads about this event.  Each version should recount the main plot points and have the same theme, but each should differ in details such as names, weather, time, locations, etc.
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TEACHER  ANSWER  KEY
LESSON TITLE: Urban Legends Through Time
1. Ask students to give examples of ‘urban legends’ they have heard about or read on the internet or otherwise.  Note that there are many different versions of the same story circulating at different times or perhaps in different areas of the country.  Point out that these stories represent a modern kind of folklore and are simply the latest example of a style of folk story that dates back hundreds if not thousands of years.  
   The examples the students come up with will vary; many may be of a “sensational” nature, e.g. alligators in New York City’s sewer, without much plot.  Others may be a bit more of a story, allowing a discussion of how they differ in detail.  Ask students if they can think of older examples of folk legends.  Students may think of tall-tales, about Paul Bunion, for example, or perhaps they will recall stories about UFO sightings.  Any event remembered by most will be interesting to look at to see how the details vary.
2. Have students read several versions of the Scots-Irish tale, “Barbara Allen.”  Instruct students to list similarities and differences between the versions.  Discuss how the differences might have arisen.  Note that many of these versions have been set to music.  
   There are many details that differ in the three versions of “Barbara Allen,” and certainly many similarities.  Big differences are that, in general, the longer versions (which are probably later versions of this ballad) have a somewhat less ”hard-hearted” Barbara Allen and recount events after she leaves William in greater detail, recounting her regret, death, burial, and the growth of the rose and briar from the lovers’ graves.  Have students identify the major theme in all.  The major theme will probably be something like this:  love does not always lead to happiness.
3. Have students read a second example, the “Vanishing Girl” theme. Same discussion as in #2.  
   Discussion will be of the same nature, focusing on how the stories are different in detail but similar in general.     
4. Ask students to pick their favorite modern ‘urban legend’ and re-write it so it applies to your own school.  
   Students can either re-write different “urban legends,” in which case the stories will vary in detail and in general theme.  Or, they can all write different versions of the same legend (or of one of a few), in which case there should be many shared themes.  Some students may want to try putting their story to music and perform it for the class. 
SAMPLE CULMINATING ASSESSMENT:   

Provide students with a prompt (for example, give them 3 or 4 simple plot details to outline Robin Hood being taken to prison by the Sheriff’s men, or being broken out of prison by his own Merry Men) and ask them to write two short poems/songs/ballads about this event.  Each version should recount the main plot points and have the same theme, but each should differ in details such as names, weather, time, locations, etc.
    This task will allow students to show that they understand the difference between the main points of plot and theme, which should be shared in both of their versions, and the more minor details, which, though minor, do change the tone and  connotation of the story.
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ADDITIONAL BACKGROUND RESOURCES
LESSON TITLE: Urban Legends Through Time
TWO ADDITIONAL VERSIONS OF “BARBARA ALLEN” (slightly abridged)
 In Scarlet Town where I was born
There was a fair maid dwelling
Made many a youth cry well a day
Her name was Barbara Allen

It was in the merry month of May
When green buds they were swelling
Sweet William came from the west country
And he courted Barbara Allen

He sent his servant unto her
To the place where she was dwelling
Said my master's sick, bids me call for you
If your name be Barbara Allen

Well, slowly, slowly got she up
And slowly went she nigh him
But all she said as she passed his bed
Young man I think you're dying

Then lightly tripped she down the stairs
She heard those church bells tolling
And each bell seemed to say as it tolled
Hard hearted Barbara Allen

O, mother, mother go make my bed
And make it long and narrow
Sweet William died for me today
I'll die for him tomorrow

They buried Barbara in the old church yard
They buried Sweet William beside her
Out of his grave grew a red, red rose
And out of hers a briar

They grew and grew up the old church wall
Till they could grow no higher
And at the top twined a lover's knot
The red rose and the briar

Was in the merry month of May

When flowers were a bloomin',
Sweet William on his death-bed lay
For the love of Barbara Allen.

Slowly, slowly she got up,

And slowly she went nigh him,
And all she said when she got there,
"Young man, I think you're dying."

"O yes, I'm sick and very low,
And death is on me dwellin',  No better shall I ever be

If I don't get Barbara Allen."

"O yes, I remember the other day
When we were in the Tavern,

I toasted all the ladies there,

Gave my love to Barbara Allen."

He turned his pale face to the wall,
And death was on him dwellin'.
"Adieu, Adieu, my kind friends all,
Be kind to Barbara Allen."

As she was walkin' through the fields,
She heard the death bells knelling,
And every toll they seemed to say,
"Hard-hearted Barbara Allen."

 "O mother, mother make my bed,
O make it long and narrow,
Sweet William died for me today,
I'll die for him tomorrow."

Sweet William died on a Saturday night,
And Barbara died on Sunday,
Her mother died for the love of both,
And was buried Easter Monday

They buried Willie in the old church yard,
And Barbara there anigh him,
And out of his grave grew a red, red rose,
And out of hers, a briar.

They grew and grew in the old churchyard,
Till they couldn't grow no higher,
They lapped and tied in a true love's knot.
The rose ran around the briar.
TWO ADDITIONAL VERSIONS OF “VANISHING” STORIES (slightly abridged)
“The Ghost of Hank Williams” by David Allen Coe   “Bringing Mary Home”recorded by Country Gentlemen
I was thumbin' back from Montgomery with a guitar on my back
When a stranger pulled up beside me in an antique Cadillac.
Well, he was dressed like 1950, half drunk and hallow eyed
Its a long walk to Nashville, would you like a ride, son.
He sat down in the front seat, and turned on the radio
and them sad old songs comin' outta them speakers was solid

country gold.
Then I noticed the stranger was ghost white pale when he asked

me for a light.
And knew there was somethin' strange about this ride.

                                      CHORUS:
He said: Mister can you make folks cry when you play and sang.
Can you pay your dues, can you moan the blues 
Can you bend them guitar strangs.
He said: Boy, can you make folks feel what you feel inside,
Cause if you’re big star bound let me warn you its a long hard

ride.
Well, he cried just south of Nashville, and he turned that car 

around.
he said: this is where you get off, boy , cause I'm going back to

Alabam'.
I stepped out of that ole Cadillac and I said Mister, many thanks.
he said you don't have to call me mister, Mister.
The whole world calls me Hank


I was driving down a lonely road, on a dark and stormy night

When a little girl by the roadside, showed up in my headlight

I stopped and she got in there, and in a shaky tone

She said my name is Mary, please won’t you take me home

She must have been so frightened, on that lonely windy night

There was something strange about her, her face was deathly

white

She sat so pale and quiet, in the back seat of my car

I never will forget that night, I took Mary home

I pulled into the driveway, where she told me to go

Got out to help her from the car, and opened up the door

But I just could not believe my eyes, ‘cause the back seat was

bare

I looked all around the car, but Mary wasn’t there

A light shone from the porch, and I opened up the door

I asked about the little girl, that I was looking for

Then the lady gently smiled, and brushed her tears away

She said it sure was nice of you, to go out of your way

But thirteen years ago today, there was a wreck just down the

road

My darling Mary lost her life, and we miss her so

But thank you for your trouble, and the kindness you have

shown

You’re the thirteenth one who’s been here, bringing Mary home 

PHANTOM 309 (Words and music by Tommy Faile)

I was out on the West Coast, tryin' to make a buck

And things didn't work out, I was down on my luck

Got tired a-roamin' and bummin' around

So I started thumbin' back East, toward my home town.

Made a lot of miles, the first two days

And I figured I'd be home in week,if my luck held out this way
But, the third night I got stranded, way out of town

At a cold, lonely crossroads, rain was pourin' down.

I was hungry and freezin', done caught a chill

When the lights of a big semi topped the hill

Lord, I sure was glad to hear them air brakes come on

And I climbed in that cab, where I knew it'd be warm.

At the wheel sit a big man, he weighed about two-ten

He stuck out his hand and said with a grin

"Big Joe's the name", I told him mine

And he said: "The name of my rig is Phantom 309."

I asked him why he called his rig such a name

He said: "Son, this old Mack can put 'em all to shame

There ain't a driver, or a rig, a-runnin' any line

Ain't seen nothin' but taillights from Phantom 309."

Well, we rode and talked the better part of the night

When the lights of a truck stop came in sight

He said: "I'm sorry son, this is as far as you go

'Cause, I gotta make a turn, just on up the road."

Well, he tossed me a dime as he pulled her in low

And said: "Have yourself a cup on old Big Joe."

When Joe and his rig roared out in the night

In nothin' flat, he was clean out of sight.

Well, I went inside and ordered me a cup

Told the waiter Big Joe was settin' me up

Aw!, you coulda heard a pin drop, it got deathly quiet

And the waiter's face turned kinda white.

Well, did I say something wrong? I said with a halfway grin

He said: "Naw, this happens every now and then

Ever' driver in here knows Big Joe; But son, 
let me tell you what happened about ten years ago.

At the crossroads tonight, where you flagged him down

There was a bus load of kids, comin' from town

And they were right in the middle, when Big Joe topped the hill

It could have been slaughter, but he turned his wheel.

Well, Joe lost control, went into a skid

And gave his life to save that bunch-a kids

And there at that crossroads, was the end of the line

For Big Joe and phantom 309

But, every now and then, some hiker'll come by

And like you, Big Joe'll give 'em a ride

Here, have another cup and forget about the dime

Keep it as a souvenir, from Big Joe and Phantom 309!"
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