Tuesdays with Morrie 32-45 review – Barringer
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1. What’s the effect of this contrast between Morrie and Mitch?
2. Relate this passage to the idea that youth is wasted on the young.
3. Discuss round/flat characters.  Are Morrie and Mitch round or flat?
4. Discuss static/dynamic characters.  Are Morrie and Mitch static or dynamic?
5. Discuss protagonists/antagonists.  What are Morrie and Mitch?  Who or what are our antagonists?
6. What are the types of conflict?  Which do we see present in this story so far?
7. What test did Morrie’s doctor give him to see how much breath he still has in his lungs?
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8. Discuss this passage.  Do you agree with Morrie?  He says, “The culture we have doesn’t make people feel good about themselves.  And you have to be strong enough to say if the culture doesn’t work, don’t buy it.
[bookmark: _GoBack]9. What happened to Mitch’s job and what was he able to do with his extra time?
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Morrie beamed. "That's me. I'm still your coach." He laughed and
resumed his eating, a meal he had started forty minutes earlier. |
watched him now, his hands working gingerly, as if he were
learning to use them for the very first time. He could not press
down hard with a knife. His fingers shook. Each bite was a struggle;
he chewed the food finely before swallowing, and sometimes it slid
out the sides of his lips, so that he had to put down what he was
holding to dab his face with a napkin. The skin from his wrist to his
knuckles was dotted with age spots, and it was loose, like skin
hanging from a chicken soup bone.

For a while, we just ate like that, a sick old man, a healthy, younger
man, both absorbing the quiet of the room. I would say it was an
embarrassed silence, but I seemed to be the only one embarrassed.
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People scooped up these tabloids, devoured their gossip, and on
previous trips to England, I had always done the same. But now, for
some reason, | found myself thinking about Morrie whenever I read
anything silly or mindless. I kept picturing him there, in the house
with the Japanese maple and the hardwood floors, counting his
breath, squeezing out every moment with his loved ones, while |
spent so many hours on things that meant absolutely nothing to me
personally: movie stars, supermodels, the latest noise out of
Princess Di or Madonna or John F. Kennedy, Jr. In a strange way, |
envied the quality of Morrie's time even as | lamented its
diminishing supply. Why did we, bother with all the distractions we
did? Back home, the 0. J. Simpson trial was in full swing, and there
were people who surrendered their entire lunch hours watching it,
then taped the rest so they could watch more at night. They didn't
know O. J. Simpson. They didn't know anyone involved in the case.
Yet they gave up days and weeks of their lives, addicted to someone
else's drama.




