1. For each underlined word, indicate its part of speech  and explain the distributional criteria (how you make the determination).    

"Beware the Jabberwock, my  son! 

 The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 

 Beware the Jujub bird, and shun 

 The frumious bandersnatch.

 He took his vorpal sword in hand: 

 Long time the manxone foe he sought- 

 So rested he by the tumtum tree 

 And  stood a while in thought.
2. Some syntactically pleasing headlines:
Miners Refuse To Work After Death 

Enraged Cow Injured Farmer With Axe 

Squad Helps Dog Bite Victim 

Two Sisters Reunited After 18 Years In Checkout Counter 

British Left Waffles On Falkland Islands 

Lansing Residents Can Drop Off Trees 

Ban On Soliciting Dead In Trotwood 

Kids Make Nutritious Snacks
3. Sally and Charley

Sally Salter, she was a young teacher who taught,
And her friend, Charley Church, was a preacher who praught;
Though his enemies called him a screecher who scraught. 

His heart, when he saw her, kept sinking, and sunk;
And his eye, meeting hers, began winking, and wunk;
While she in her turn, fell to thinking, and thunk. 

In secret he wanted to speak, and he spoke,
To seek with his lips what his heart long had soke,
So he managed to let the truth leak, and it loke. 

The kiss he was dying to steal, then he stole;
At the feet where he wanted to kneel, then he knole;
And he said, "I feel better than ever I fole”

  4. 

Take my advice—I'm not using it. 

Choose your words with taste. You may have to eat them. 
Talk is cheap. Until you hire a lawyer. 

I'd like to take you out—and leave you there. 
I hate to spread rumors, but what else can one do with them? (Amanda Lear) 

I'm so laid back I fell off. 
You can't judge a book by its movie. 
George, you're too old to get married again. Not only can't you cut the mustard, honey, you're too old to open the jar. (La Wanda Page to George Burns) 

A politician is a fellow who will lay down your life for his country. (Texas Guinan)
Bureaucrats cut red tape—lengthwise. 
My reality check just bounced. 
I feel like a million tonight—but one at a time. (Mae West)

The problem with trouble shooting is that trouble shoots back.  
anyone lived in a pretty how town 
by e.e cummings
anyone lived in a pretty how town

(with up so floating many bells down)

spring summer autumn winter

he sang his didn't he danced his did

Women and men(both little and small)

cared for anyone not at all

they sowed their isn't they reaped their same

sun moon stars rain

children guessed(but only a few

and down they forgot as up they grew

autumn winter spring summer)

that noone loved him more by more

when by now and tree by leaf

she laughed his joy she cried his grief

bird by snow and stir by still

anyone's any was all to her

someones married their everyones

laughed their cryings and did their dance

(sleep wake hope and then)they

said their nevers they slept their dream

stars rain sun moon

(and only the snow can begin to explain

how children are apt to forget to remember

with up so floating many bells down)

one day anyone died i guess

(and noone stooped to kiss his face)

busy folk buried them side by side

little by little and was by was

all by all and deep by deep

and more by more they dream their sleep

noone and anyone earth by april

wish by spirit and if by yes.

Women and men(both dong and ding)

summer autumn winter spring

reaped their sowing and went their came

sun moon stars rain
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