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I. OVERVIEW

Due Date: The first day of your IB English course (either September 4 or 5, 2016)
Do NOT wait until the end of summer to begin this project. You will not produce
quality work if you procrastinate and we are fully aware of what your work will look
like if you wait until the last minute.

Text Types:
* Speeches
e Letters
* Nonfiction essays
¢ Comics
* Advertisements
* Poetry
To Do List:

* Study the terms provided.
* Read and annotate the texts provided. Do not assume that because a text is
shorter, it is then easier to work with.
* Based on your reading, annotations, and understanding, choose which texts to
which you will respond in your dialectical journal.
o Standard Level: Choose three different texts (from three different text
types)
o Higher Level: Choose five different texts (from five different text
types)
* Complete a dialectical journal for each chosen text.
o Should be typed and in MLA format; use the chart from each template
format.

Overview: A dialectical journal is a way to closely read passages from a text, while
discovering what individual words and sentences reveal about purpose, theme, etc.
You must create a dialectical journal for each text you have chosen, including the
appropriate question template provided.
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Each Dialectical Journal Entry should include:
1. Title and Author
2. Inyour words, a paragraph overview of author’s background.
3. In your words, a paragraph overview of the historical context of the text.
4. Complete the appropriate template.

II. TEMPLATES to use for your entries (ensure you are using the
appropriate template for each text type!):

ACTSS: The Big 5

Questions to ask of almost any written text when completing analysis.

Audience/Purpose | Whom does the text target? What does the author
wish to achieve through the text?

Content/Theme What is literally ‘happening’ in the text? What is it
about? What are the main ideas of the text?

Tone/Mood How does the text make you and/or the target
audience feel? Describe the atmosphere of the text.

Stylistic Devices How does the author use language to convey a
sentiment or message? What kinds of linguistic
tools does he/she employ?

Structure How is the text organized, literally
(layout/formatting)? What kinds of structural
elements of a particular text type do you see?

| ni-A|

Using OPTTIC

For Analysis of Visuals

Overview | What is happening in the picture? Summarize the “action” of
the visual without analyzing its meaning yet. This is equivalent
to a detailed paraphrasing.

Parts Break the picture down into sections. Describe the placement of
objects on the canvas. Name everything that you see. Describe
color, lighting, and movement in the picture.

Title What does the title tell you about the picture? How much does
it add to what you understand or do not understand about the
picture? Explain.

Techniques | What devices or appeals to you see being used in the picture?

Inferences | Analyze the relationships in the picture. How do objects or
people or colors relate to each other in the picture? What clues
to the message or argument are these relationships giving you?
What seems to be the most important “relationship” in the
picture?

— | O

Conclusion | Draw a conclusion to the meaning or message of the picture
based on what you have viewed and discussed as a group.
Essentially, what is the argument the artist is trying to convey?

@
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Using TPCASTT
for Analysis of Poetry

Title

Paraphrase

Connotation

Attitude

Shifts

Title

Theme

What do the words of the title suggest to you? What
denotations are presented in the title? What connotations or
associations do the words posses?

Translate the poem in your own words. What is the poem
about?

What meaning does the poem have beyond the literal meaning?
Fill in the chart below.

Form Diction Imagery
Point of View Details Allusions
Symbolism Figurative Other Devices
Language (antithesis,

apostrophe, sound
devices, irony,
oxymoron, paradox,
pun, sarcasm,
understatement)
What is the speaker’s attitude? How does the speaker feel
about himself, about others, and about the subject? What is the
author’s attitude? How does the author feel about the speaker,
about other characters, about the subject, and the reader?

Where do the shifts in tone, setting, voice, etc. occur? Look
for time and place, keywords, punctuation, stanza divisions,
changes in length or rhyme, and sentence structure. What is
the purpose of each shift? How do they contribute to effect
and meaning?

Reanalyze the title on an interpretive level. What part does the
title play in the overall interpretation of the poem?

List the subjects and the abstract ideas in the poem. Then
determine the overall theme. What message is the author trying
to convey? What lesson is being taught? The theme must be
written in a complete sentence.
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III. REFERENCE GUIDE - both lists of terms have devices applicable to
multiple text types

Rhetorical Devices

Abstract: Opposite to concrete; not quantifiable

Aesthetic: the study or philosophy of beauty in art, literature, and nature

Allusion: an indirect reference, often to another text or an historic event

Ambiguity: more than one meaning, used in verbal/written/nonverbal communication
Anachronism: out of time, placing something in a time where it does not belong
Analogy: the comparison of two things alike in some respects

Analysis: to separate into parts for inspection and evaluation

Anaphora: the repetition of words at the beginning of successive clauses

Anecdote: a short narrative detailing the particulars of an event

Annotation: explanatory or critical notes added to a text

Antagonist: the force against the protagonist, a person, nature, or the person’s psyche
Antecedent: the noun to which the pronoun refers

Antimetabole: the repetition of words in an inverted order to sharpen a contrast
Antihero: a protagonist who is particularly graceless, inept, stupid, or dishonest
Antithesis: figure of speech, using strongly contrasting words, clauses, sentences or ideas
Aphorism: a short, witty statement

Archetype: a type of struggle or character to which different cultures relate to without prior
knowledge

Asyndeton: leaving out conjunctions between words, phrases, and clauses

Catharsis: a moral and spiritual cleansing received

Colloquial: informal conversation which differs in grammar, vocab, syntax, imagery, or
connotation

Concession: a reluctant acknowledgement or yielding

Digression: insertion of material not closely related to the work or subject

Elegiac: mournful over what has passed or been lost; often used to describe tone
Epigram: a brief, witty statement

Epiphany: a sudden understanding or realization

Hyperbole: aka overstatement; an exaggeration

Invective: a violent verbal attack

Inversion: a sentence in which the very precedes the subject

Irony: a recognition of reality different from the appearance; often, the actual intent is the
opposite of what is said

Juxtaposition: placing things, normally not under the same category, side by side, for
emphasis

Motif: a simple device that serves as a basis for expanded narrative; a recurring feature in a
work

Paradox: a statement that seems to be contradictory or absurd, but contains a ring of truth
Parallelism: the coordination of syntax; words/phrases are similar in structure for emphasis
Parody: a writing which imitates another serious piece and pokes fun at the original
Pedantic: bookish and scholarly in tone; often boring and dull

Persona: the speaker, voice, or character assumed by the author of a piece of writing
Personification: human-like qualities given to inanimate objects

Polysyndeton: the deliberate use of a series of conjunctions

Propaganda: a negative term for writing designed to sway opinion rather than present
information

Protagonist: the main character of a work

Rhetorical Question: a question used to achieve an awareness in the audience; no reply to
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the question is expected.

Rhetorical Shift: changing from one tone, attitude, or distance to another

Satire: a way of writing or speaking which censures things, activities, persons, or ideas,
sometimes accomplished with humor and wit

Theme: the central idea of a story that the author expects the reader to infer
Understatement: opposite of hyperbole or overstatement

Poetic Devices

Alliteration: Repeated consonant sounds at the beginning of words placed near each other,
usually on the same or adjacent lines. A somewhat looser definition is that it is the use of the
same consonant in any part of adjacent words.

Example: Peter and Andrew patted the pony at Ascot

Assonance: Repeated vowel sounds in words placed near each other, usually on the same or
adjacent lines. These should be in sounds that are accented, or stressed, rather than in vowel
sounds that are unac- cented.

Example: He’s a bruisin’ loser

Consonance: Repeated consonant sounds within words placed near each other, usually on the
same or adjacent lines. These should be in sounds that are accented, or stressed, rather than in
vowel sounds that are unaccented. This produces a pleasing kind of near-rhyme. Example:
boats into the past

Example: cool soul

Cacophony: A discordant series of harsh, unpleasant sounds helps to convey disorder. This is
often furthered by the combined effect of the meaning and the difficulty of pronunciation.
Example: My stick fingers click with a snicker And, chuckling, they knuckle the keys;
Light-footed, my steel feelers flicker And pluck from these keys melodies. —“Player Piano,’
John Updike

Euphony: A series of musically pleasant sounds, conveying a sense of harmony and beauty
to the language. Example: Than Oars divide the Ocean,

Too silver for a seam—

Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon

Onomatopoeia: Words that sound like their meanings. In Hear the steady tick of the old hall
clock, the word tick sounds like the action of the clock, If assonance or alliteration can be
onomatopoeic, as the sound ‘ck’ is repeated in tick and clock, so much the better. At least
sounds should suit the tone — heavy sounds for weightiness, light for the delicate. Tick is a
light word, but transpose the light T to its heavier counterpart, D; and transpose the light CK
to its heavier counterpart G, and tick becomes the much more solid and down to earth dig.
Example: boom, buzz, crackle, gurgle, hiss, pop, sizzle, snap, swoosh, whir, zip

Repetition: The purposeful re-use of words and phrases for an effect. Sometimes, especially
with longer phrases that contain a different key word each time, this is called parallelism. It
has been a central part of poetry in many cultures. Many of the Psalms use this device as one
of their unifying elements.

Example: I was glad; so very, very glad. Example: Half a league, half a league,

Half a league onward... ...

Rhyme: This is the one device most commonly associated with poetry by the general public.
Words that have different beginning sounds but whose endings sound alike, including the
final vowel sound and everything following it, are said to rhyme.

Example: time, slime, mime

Double rhymes include the final two syllables. Example: revival, arrival, survival Triple
rhymes include the final three syllables. Example: greenery, machinery, scenery

Example: soul, oil, foul; taut, sat, knit

Rhythm: Although the general public is seldom directly conscious of it, nearly everyone
responds on some level to the organization of speech rhythms (verbal stresses) into a regular
pattern of accented syllables separated by unaccented syllables. Rhythm helps to distinguish
poetry from prose.

’
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Stressed syllables are labeled with an accent mark: / Unstressed syllables are labeled with a
dash: — Metrical feet may be two or three syllables in length, and are divided by slashes: |
There are five basic rhythms:

Pattern Name

—/ lamb/lambic

/—Trochee/Trochaic

—/ Anapest/Anapestic

/— Dactyl/Dactylic

// Spondee/Spondaic

Allegory: A representation of an abstract or spiritual meaning. Sometimes it can be a single
word or phrase, such as the name of a character or place. Often, it is a symbolic narrative that
has not only a literal meaning, but a larger one understood only after reading the entire story
or poem

Allusion: A brief reference to some person, historical event, work of art, or Biblical or
mythological situation or character.

Ambiguity: A word or phrase that can mean more than one thing, even in its context. Poets
often search out such words to add richness to their work. Often, one meaning seems quite
readily apparent, but

other, deeper and darker meanings, await those who contemplate the poem.

Example: Robert Frost’s ‘The Subverted Flower’

Analogy: A comparison, usually something unfamiliar with something familiar. Example:
The plumbing took a maze of turns where even water got lost.

Apostrophe: Speaking directly to a real or imagined listener or inanimate object; addressing
that person or thing by name.

Example: O Captain! My Captain! our fearful trip is done...

Cliché: Any figure of speech that was once clever and original but through overuse has
become outdated. If you’ve heard more than two or three other people say it more than two or
three times, chances are the phrase is too timeworn to be useful in your writing.

Example: busy as a bee

Connotation: The emotional, psychological or social overtones of a word; its implications
and associations apart from its literal meaning. Often, this is what distinguishes the precisely
correct word from one that is merely acceptable.

Contrast: Closely arranged things with strikingly different characteristics. Example: He was
dark, sinister, and cruel; she was radiant, pleasant, and kind.

Denotation: The dictionary definition of a word; its literal meaning apart from any
associations or connota- tions. Students must exercise caution when beginning to use a
thesaurus, since often the words that are clustered together may share a denotative meaning,
but not a connotative one, and the substitution of a word can sometimes destroy the mood,
and even the meaning, of a poem.

Euphemism: An understatement, used to lessen the effect of a statement; substituting
something innocuous for something that might be offensive or hurtful.

Example: She is at rest. (meaning, she’s dead)

Hyperbole: An outrageous exaggeration used for effect. Example: He weighs a ton.

Irony: A contradictory statement or situation to reveal a reality different from what appears
to be true. Example: Wow, thanks for expensive gift...let’s see: did it come with a Fun Meal
or the Burger King equivalent?

Metaphor: A direct comparison between two unlike things, stating that one is the other or
does the action of the other.

Example: He’s a zero. Example: Her fingers danced across the keyboard.

Metonymy: A figure of speech in which a person, place, or thing is referred to by something
closely associated with it.

Example: The White House stated today that... Example: The Crown reported today that...
Oxymoron: A combination of two words that appear to contradict each other.

Example: bittersweet
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Paradox: A statement in which a seeming contradiction may reveal an unexpected truth.
Example: The hurrier I go the behinder I get.

Personification: Attributing human characteristics to an inanimate object, animal, or abstract
idea. Example: The days crept by slowly, sorrowfully.

Pun: Word play in which words with totally different meanings have similar or identical
sounds. Example: Like a firefly in the rain, I’'m de-lighted.

Simile: A direct comparison of two unlike things using “like” or “as.” Example: He’s as
dumb as an ox.

Example: Her eyes are like comets.

Symbol: An ordinary object, event, animal, or person to which we have attached
extraordinary meaning and significance — a flag to represent a country, a lion to represent
courage, a wall to symbolize separation. Example: A small cross by the dangerous curve on
the road reminded all of Johnny’s death.

Synecdoche: Indicating a person, object, etc. by letting only a certain part represent the
whole. Example: All hands on deck.

IV. TEXT TYPE ONE: SPEECHES

A. Declaration of Sentiments — Elizabeth Cady Stanton

When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one portion of the
family of man to assume among the people of the earth a position different from that
which they have hitherto occupied, but one to which the laws of nature and of nature's
God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they
should declare the causes that impel them to such a course.

We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men and women are created equal;
that they are endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights; that among
these are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness; that to secure these rights
governments are instituted, deriving their just powers from the consent of the
governed. Whenever any form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is
the right of those who suffer from it to refuse allegiance to it, and to insist upon the
institution of a new government, laying its foundation on such principles, and
organizing its powers in such form as to them shall seem most likely to effect their
safety and happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that governments long established
should not be changed for light and transient causes; and accordingly, all experience
hath shown that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while evils are sufferable, than
to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a
long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same object, evinces a
design to reduce them under absolute despotism, it is their duty to throw off such
government, and to provide new guards for their future security. Such has been the
patient sufferance of the women under this government, and such is now the necessity
which constrains them to demand the equal station to which they are entitled.

The history of mankind is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations on the part of
man toward woman, having in direct object the establishment of an absolute tyranny
over her. To prove this, let facts be submitted to a candid world.

He has never permitted her to exercise her inalienable right to the elective franchise.
He has compelled her to submit to laws, in the formation of which she had no voice.
He has withheld from her rights which are given to the most ignorant and degraded
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men—both natives and foreigners.

Having deprived her of this first right of a citizen, the elective franchise, thereby
leaving her without representation in the halls of legislation, he has oppressed her on
all sides.

He has made her, if married, in the eye of the law, civilly dead.*

He has taken from her all right in property, even to the wages she earns.’

He has made her, morally, an irresponsible being, as she can commit many crimes
with impunity, provided they be done in the presence of her husband. In the covenant
of marriage, she is compelled to promise obedience to her husband, he becoming, to
all intents and purposes, her master—the law giving him power to deprive her of her
liberty, and to administer chastisement.

He has so framed the laws of divorce, as to what shall be the proper causes of divorce;
in case of separation, to whom the guardianship of the children shall be given; as to be
wholly regardless of the happiness of women—the law, in all cases, going upon the
false supposition of the supremacy of man, and giving all power into his hands.

After depriving her of all rights as a married woman, if single and the owner of
property, he has taxed her to support a government which recognizes her only when
her property can be made profitable to it.

He has monopolized nearly all the profitable employments, and from those she is
permitted to follow, she receives but a scanty remuneration.

He closes against her all the avenues to wealth and distinction, which he considers
most honorable to himself. As a teacher of theology, medicine, or law, she is not
known.

He has denied her the facilities for obtaining a thorough education—all colleges being
closed against her.’

He allows her in Church as well as State, but a subordinate position, claiming
Apostolic authority for her exclusion from the ministry, and, with some exceptions,
from any public participation in the affairs of the Church.

He has created a false public sentiment, by giving to the world a different code of
morals for men and women, by which moral delinquencies which exclude women
from society, are not only tolerated but deemed of little account in man.

He has usurped the prerogative of Jehovah himself, claiming it as his right to assign
for her a sphere of action, when that belongs to her conscience and her God.

He has endeavored, in every way that he could to destroy her confidence in her own
powers, to lessen her self-respect, and to make her willing to lead a dependent and
abject life.

Now, in view of this entire disfranchisement of one-half the people of this country,
their social and religious degradation,—in view of the unjust laws above mentioned,
and because women do feel themselves aggrieved, oppressed, and fraudulently
deprived of their most sacred rights, we insist that they have immediate admission to
all the rights and privileges which belong to them as citizens of these United States.
In entering upon the great work before us, we anticipate no small amount of
misconception, misrepresentation, and ridicule; but we shall use every instrumentality
within our power to effect our object. We shall employ agents, circulate tracts,
petition the State and national Legislatures, and endeavor to enlist the pulpit and the
press in our behalf. We hope this Convention will be followed by a series of
Conventions, embracing every part of the country.
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Firmly relying upon the final triumph of the Right and the True, we do this day affix
our signatures to this declaration.

B. Surrender — Chief Joseph

Tell General Howard I know his heart. What he told me before, I have it in my heart. I
am tired of fighting. Our Chiefs are killed; Looking Glass is dead, Ta Hool Hool
Shute is dead. The old men are all dead. It is the young men who say yes or no. He
who led on the young men is dead. It is cold, and we have no blankets; the little
children are freezing to death. My people, some of them, have run away to the hills,
and have no blankets, no food. No one knows where they are - perhaps freezing to
death. I want to have time to look for my children, and see how many of them I can
find. Maybe I shall find them among the dead. Hear me, my Chiefs! I am tired; my
heart is sick and sad. From where the sun now stands I will fight no more forever.

C. Depart — Alexander the Great

The speech which I am about to deliver will not be for the purpose of checking your
start homeward, for, so far as [ am concerned, you may depart wherever you wish.
But for the purpose of making you understand when you take yourselves off, what
kind of men you have been to us who have conferred such benefits upon you. In the
first place, as is reasonable, I shall begin my speech from my father Philip. For he
found you vagabonds and destitute of means, most of you clad in hides, feeding a few
sheep up the mountain sides, for the protection of which you had to fight with small
success against Illyrians, Triballians, and the border Thracians.

Instead of the hides he gave you cloaks to wear, and from the mountains he led you
down into the plains, and made you capable of fighting the neighboring barbarians, so
that you were no longer compelled to preserve yourselves by trusting rather to the
inaccessible strongholds than to your own valor. He made you colonists of cities,
which he adorned with useful laws and customs; and from being slaves and subjects,
he made you rulers over those very barbarians by whom you yourselves, as well as
your property, were previously liable to be carried off or ravaged.

He also added the greater part of Thrace to Macedonia, and by seizing the most
conveniently situated places on the sea-coast, he spread abundance over the land from
commerce, and made the working of the mines a secure employment. He made you
rulers over the Thessalians, of whom you had formerly been in mortal fear; and by
humbling the nation of the Phocians, he rendered the avenue into Greece broad and
easy for you, instead of being narrow and difficult.

The Athenians and Thebans, who were always lying in wait to attack Macedonia, he
humbled to such a degree, I also then rendering him my personal aid in the campaign,
that instead of paying tribute to the former and being vassals to the latter, those states
in their turn procure security to themselves by our assistance. He penetrated into the
Peloponnese, and after regulating its affairs, was publicly declared commander-in-
chief of all the rest of Greece in the expedition against the Persian, adding this glory
not more to himself than to the commonwealth of the Macedonians.
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These were the advantages which accrued to you from my father Philip; great indeed
if looked at by themselves, but small if compared with those you have obtained from
me. For though I inherited from my father only a few gold and silver goblets, and
there were not even sixty talents in the treasury, and though I found myself charged
with a debt of 500 talents owing by Philip, and I was obliged myself to borrow 800
talents in addition to these, I started from the country which could not decently
support you, and forthwith laid open to you the passage of the Hellespont, though at
that time the Persians held the sovereignty of the sea.

Having overpowered the satraps of Darius with my cavalry, I added to your empire
the whole of Ionia, the whole of Aeolis, both Phrygias and Lydia, and I took Miletus
by siege. All the other places I gained by voluntary surrender, and I granted you the
privilege of appropriating the wealth found in them. The riches of Egypt and Cyrene,
which I acquired without fighting a battle, have come to you. Coele-Syria, Palestine,
and Mesopotamia are your property. Babylon, Bactra, and Susa are yours.

The wealth of the Lydians, the treasures of the Persians, and the riches of the Indians
are yours; and so is the External Sea. You are viceroys, you are generals, you are
captains. What then have I reserved to myself after all these labors, except this purple
robe and this diadem? I have appropriated nothing myself, nor can any one point out
my treasures, except these possessions of yours or the things which I am guarding on
your behalf. Individually, however, I have no motive to guard them, since I feed on
the same fare as you do, and I take only the same amount of sleep.

Nay, I do not think that my fare is as good as that of those among you who live
luxuriously; and I know that I often sit up at night to watch for you, that you may be
able to sleep.

But some one may say, that while you endured toil and fatigue, I have acquired these
things as your leader without myself sharing the toil and fatigue. But who is there of
you who knows that he has endured greater toil for me than I have for him? Come
now, whoever of you has wounds, let him strip and show them, and I will show mine
in turn; for there is no part of my body, in front at any rate, remaining free from
wounds; nor is there any kind of weapon used either for close combat or for hurling at
the enemy, the traces of which I do not bear on my person.

For I have been wounded with the sword in close fight, I have been shot with arrows,
and I have been struck with missiles projected from engines of war; and though
oftentimes I have been hit with stones and bolts of wood for the sake of your lives,
your glory, and your wealth, I am still leading you as conquerors over all the land and
sea, all rivers, mountains, and plains. I have celebrated your weddings with my own,
and the children of many of you will be akin to my children.

Moreover I have liquidated of all those who had incurred them, without inquiring too
closely for what purpose they were contracted, though you received such high pay,
and carry off so much booty whenever there is booty to be got after a siege. Most of
you have golden crowns, the eternal memorials of your valor and of the honor you
receive from me. Whoever has been killed has met with a glorious end and has been
honored with a splendid burial.

10
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Brazen statues of most of the slain have been erected at home, and their parents are
held in honor) being released from all public service and from taxation. But no one of
you has ever been killed in flight under my leadership. And now I was intending to
send back those of you who are unfit for service, objects of envy to those at home; but
since you all wish to depart, depart all of you!

Go back and report at home that your king Alexander, the conqueror of the Persians,
Medes, Bactrians, and Sacians; the man who has subjugated the Uxians, Arachotians,
and Drangians; who has also acquired the rule of the Parthians, Chorasmians, and
Hyrcanians, as far as the Caspian Sea; who has marched over the Caucasus, through
the Caspian Gates; who has crossed the rivers Oxus and Tanais, and the Indus
besides, which has never been crossed by any one else except Dionysus; who has also
crossed the Hydaspes, Acesines, and Hydraotes, and who would have crossed the
Hyphasis, if you had not shrunk back with alarm; who has penetrated into the Great
Sea by both the mouths of the Indus; who has marched through the desert of
Gadrosia, where no one ever before marched with an army; who on his route acquired
possession of Carmania and the land of the Oritians, in addition to his other
conquests, his fleet having in the meantime already sailed round the coast of the sea
which extends from India to Persia - report that when you returned to Susa you
deserted him and went away, handing him over to the protection of conquered
foreigners.

Perhaps this report of yours will be both glorious to you in the eyes of men and
devout in the eyes of the gods. Depart!

D. A Woman’s Place in Science — Amelia Earhart

This modern world of science and invention is of particular interest to women, for the
lives of women have been more affected by its new horizons than those of any other
group. Profound and stirring as have been accomplishments in the remoter fields of
pure research, it is in the home that the applications of scientific achievement have
perhaps been most far-reaching, and it is through changing conditions there that
women have become the greatest beneficiaries in the modern scheme.

Science has released them from much of the age-old drudgery connected with the
process of living. Candle dipping, weaving and crude methods of manufacturing
necessities are things of the past for an increasing majority. Today, light, heat and
power may be obtained by pushing buttons and cunningly manufactured and
appealing products of all the world are available at the housewife's door. Indeed,
beyond that door she need not go, thanks to the miracles of modern communication
and transportation.

Not only has applied science decreased the toil in the home, but it has provided
undreamed of economic opportunities for women. Today, millions of them are
earning their living under conditions made possible only through a basically altered
industrial system. Probably no scientific development is more startling than the effect
of this new and growing economic independence upon women themselves. When the
history of our times is written, it must record as supremely significant the physical,
psychic and social changes women have undergone in these exciting decades.

11
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The impetus of the sociological evolution of the last half century should be largely
credited to those who have toiled in laboratories, and those who have translated into
practical use the fruits of such labors. One hears a lament that a mechanized world
would not be a pleasant one in which to live. Quite the contrary should be true. And it
can be true if the fine minds who have accomplished so much in the realms of applied
science will unite with the same enthusiasm to control their creations against social
misuse.

Obviously, research regarding technological unemployment is as vital today as further
refinement or production of labor saving and comfort giving devices. Among all the
marvels of modern invention, that with which I am most concerned, is of course, air
transportation. Flying is perhaps the most dramatic of recent scientific attainment. In
the brief span of thirty-odd years, the world has seen an inventor's dream, first
materialized by the Wright Brothers at Kitty Hawk, become an everyday actuality.
Perhaps I'm prejudiced, but to me it seems that no other phase of modern progress
contrives to maintain such a brimming measure of romance and beauty, coupled with
utility as does aviation.

Within itself, this industry embraces many of those scientific accomplishments which
yesterday seemed fantastic impossibilities. The pilot when he is way above the earth
at 200 miles an hour talks by radio telephone to ground stations or to other planes in
the air. In thick weather he is guided by radio beam and receives detailed reports of
conditions ahead gleaned through special instruments and new methods of
meteorological calculations. He sits behind engines, the reliability of which measured
by yardsticks of the past is all but unbelievable.

I myself still fly a WASP motor which has carried me over the North Atlantic, part of
the Pacific, to and from Mexico City and many times across this continent. Aviation,
this young modern giant, exemplified the possible relationship of women and the
creations of science. Although women as yet have not taken full advantage of its use
and benefits, air travel is available to them as to men. As so often happens in
introducing the new or changing the old, public acceptance depends peculiarly upon
women's friendly attitude.

In aviation, they are arbiters of whether or not their families shall fly, and as such , are
a potent influence. And lastly, there is a place within the industry itself, for women
who work. While still greatly outnumbered, they are finding more and more
opportunities for employment in the ranks of this latest transportation medium. May I
hope this movement will spread throughout all branches of applied science and
industry and that women may come to share with men the joy of doing. Those can
appreciate rewards most who have helped create.

V. TEXT TYPE TWO: LETTERS

A. Letter from a Birmingham Jail — Martin Luther King

WHILE confined here in the Birmingham city jail, I came across your recent statement
calling our present activities "unwise and untimely." Seldom, if ever, do I pause to answer
criticism of my work and ideas. If [ sought to answer all of the criticisms that cross my desk,
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my secretaries would be engaged in little else in the course of the day, and I would have no
time for constructive work. But since I feel that you are men of genuine good will and your
criticisms are sincerely set forth, I would like to answer your statement in what I hope will be
patient and reasonable terms.

I think I should give the reason for my being in Birmingham, since you have been influenced
by the argument of "outsiders coming in." I have the honor of serving as president of the
Southern Christian Leadership Conference, an organization operating in every Southern state,
with headquarters in Atlanta, Georgia. We have some eighty-five affiliate organizations all
across the South, one being the Alabama Christian Movement for Human Rights. Whenever
necessary and possible, we share staff, educational and financial resources with our affiliates.
Several months ago our local affiliate here in Birmingham invited us to be on call to engage
in a nonviolent direct-action program if such were deemed necessary. We readily consented,
and when the hour came we lived up to our promises. So I am here, along with several
members of my staff, because we were invited here. I am here because I have basic
organizational ties here.

Beyond this, I am in Birmingham because injustice is here. Just as the eighth-century
prophets left their little villages and carried their "thus saith the Lord" far beyond the
boundaries of their hometowns; and just as the Apostle Paul left his little village of Tarsus
and carried the gospel of Jesus Christ to practically every hamlet and city of the Greco-
Roman world, I too am compelled to carry the gospel of freedom beyond my particular
hometown. Like Paul, I must constantly respond to the Macedonian call for aid.

Moreover, I am cognizant of the interrelatedness of all communities and states. I cannot sit
idly by in Atlanta and not be concerned about what happens in Birmingham. Injustice
anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere. We are caught in an inescapable network of
mutuality, tied in a single garment of destiny. Whatever affects one directly affects all
indirectly. Never again can we afford to live with the narrow, provincial "outside agitator"
idea. Anyone who lives inside the United States can never be considered an outsider.

You deplore the demonstrations that are presently taking place in Birmingham. But I am sorry
that your statement did not express a similar concern for the conditions that brought the
demonstrations into being. I am sure that each of you would want to go beyond the superficial
social analyst who looks merely at effects and does not grapple with underlying causes. I
would not hesitate to say that it is unfortunate that so-called demonstrations are taking place
in Birmingham at this time, but I would say in more emphatic terms that it is even more
unfortunate that the white power structure of this city left the Negro community with no other
alternative.

IN ANY nonviolent campaign there are four basic steps: collection of the facts to determine
whether injustices are alive, negotiation, self-purification, and direct action. We have gone
through all of these steps in Birmingham. There can be no gainsaying of the fact that racial
injustice engulfs this community. Birmingham is probably the most thoroughly segregated
city in the United States. Its ugly record of police brutality is known in every section of this
country. Its unjust treatment of Negroes in the courts is a notorious reality. There have been
more unsolved bombings of Negro homes and churches in Birmingham than in any other city
in this nation. These are the hard, brutal, and unbelievable facts. On the basis of them, Negro
leaders sought to negotiate with the city fathers. But the political leaders consistently refused
to engage in good-faith negotiation.

Then came the opportunity last September to talk with some of the leaders of the economic
community. In these negotiating sessions certain promises were made by the merchants, such
as the promise to remove the humiliating racial signs from the stores. On the basis of these

13



American International School of Egypt - West: IB English Summer Assignment

promises, Reverend Shuttlesworth and the leaders of the Alabama Christian Movement for
Human Rights agreed to call a moratorium on any type of demonstration. As the weeks and
months unfolded, we realized that we were the victims of a broken promise. The signs
remained. As in so many experiences of the past, we were confronted with blasted hopes, and
the dark shadow of a deep disappointment settled upon us. So we had no alternative except
that of preparing for direct action, whereby we would present our very bodies as a means of
laying our case before the conscience of the local and national community. We were not
unmindful of the difficulties involved. So we decided to go through a process of self-
purification. We started having workshops on nonviolence and repeatedly asked ourselves the
questions, "Are you able to accept blows without retaliating?" and "Are you able to endure
the ordeals of jail?" We decided to set our direct-action program around the Easter season,
realizing that, with exception of Christmas, this was the largest shopping period of the year.
Knowing that a strong economic withdrawal program would be the by-product of direct
action, we felt that this was the best time to bring pressure on the merchants for the needed
changes. Then it occurred to us that the March election was ahead, and so we speedily
decided to postpone action until after election day. When we discovered that Mr. Conner was
in the runoff, we decided again to postpone action so that the demonstration could not be used
to cloud the issues. At this time we agreed to begin our nonviolent witness the day after the
runoff.

This reveals that we did not move irresponsibly into direct action. We, too, wanted to see Mr.
Conner defeated, so we went through postponement after postponement to aid in this
community need. After this we felt that direct action could be delayed no longer.

You may well ask, "Why direct action, why sit-ins, marches, and so forth? Isn't negotiation a
better path?" You are exactly right in your call for negotiation. Indeed, this is the purpose of
direct action. Nonviolent direct action seeks to create such a crisis and establish such creative
tension that a community that has consistently refused to negotiate is forced to confront the
issue. It seeks so to dramatize the issue that it can no longer be ignored. I just referred to the
creation of tension as a part of the work of the nonviolent resister. This may sound rather
shocking. But I must confess that I am not afraid of the word "tension." I have earnestly
worked and preached against violent tension, but there is a type of constructive nonviolent
tension that is necessary for growth. Just as Socrates felt that it was necessary to create a
tension in the mind so that individuals could rise from the bondage of myths and half-truths to
the unfettered realm of creative analysis and objective appraisal, we must see the need of
having nonviolent gadflies to create the kind of tension in society that will help men to rise
from the dark depths of prejudice and racism to the majestic heights of understanding and
brotherhood. So, the purpose of direct action is to create a situation so crisis-packed that it
will inevitably open the door to negotiation. We therefore concur with you in your call for
negotiation. Too long has our beloved Southland been bogged down in the tragic attempt to
live in monologue rather than dialogue.

One of the basic points in your statement is that our acts are untimely. Some have asked,
"Why didn't you give the new administration time to act?" The only answer that I can give to
this inquiry is that the new administration must be prodded about as much as the outgoing one
before it acts. We will be sadly mistaken if we feel that the election of Mr. Boutwell will
bring the millennium to Birmingham. While Mr. Boutwell is much more articulate and gentle
than Mr. Conner, they are both segregationists, dedicated to the task of maintaining the status
quo. The hope I see in Mr. Boutwell is that he will be reasonable enough to see the futility of
massive resistance to desegregation. But he will not see this without pressure from the
devotees of civil rights. My friends, I must say to you that we have not made a single gain in
civil rights without determined legal and nonviolent pressure. History is the long and tragic
story of the fact that privileged groups seldom give up their privileges voluntarily. Individuals

14



American International School of Egypt - West: IB English Summer Assignment

may see the moral light and voluntarily give up their unjust posture; but, as Reinhold Niebuhr
has reminded us, groups are more immoral than individuals.

We know through painful experience that freedom is never voluntarily given by the
oppressor; it must be demanded by the oppressed. Frankly, I have never yet engaged in a
direct-action movement that was "well timed" according to the timetable of those who have
not suffered unduly from the disease of segregation. For years now I have heard the word
"wait." It rings in the ear of every Negro with a piercing familiarity. This "wait" has almost
always meant "never." It has been a tranquilizing thalidomide, relieving the emotional stress
for a moment, only to give birth to an ill-formed infant of frustration. We must come to see
with the distinguished jurist of yesterday that "justice too long delayed is justice denied." We
have waited for more than three hundred and forty years for our God-given and constitutional
rights. The nations of Asia and Africa are moving with jetlike speed toward the goal of
political independence, and we still creep at horse-and-buggy pace toward the gaining of a
cup of coffee at a lunch counter. I guess it is easy for those who have never felt the stinging
darts of segregation to say "wait." But when you have seen vicious mobs lynch your mothers
and fathers at will and drown your sisters and brothers at whim; when you have seen hate-
filled policemen curse, kick, brutalize, and even kill your black brothers and sisters with
impunity; when you see the vast majority of your twenty million Negro brothers smothering
in an airtight cage of poverty in the midst of an affluent society; when you suddenly find your
tongue twisted and your speech stammering as you seek to explain to your six-year-old
daughter why she cannot go to the public amusement park that has just been advertised on
television, and see tears welling up in her little eyes when she is told that Funtown is closed to
colored children, and see the depressing clouds of inferiority begin to form in her little mental
sky, and see her begin to distort her little personality by unconsciously developing a bitterness
toward white people; when you have to concoct an answer for a five-year-old son asking in
agonizing pathos, "Daddy, why do white people treat colored people so mean?"; when you
take a cross-country drive and find it necessary to sleep night after night in the uncomfortable
corners of your automobile because no motel will accept you; when you are humiliated day in
and day out by nagging signs reading "white" and "colored"; when your first name becomes
"nigger" and your middle name becomes "boy" (however old you are) and your last name
becomes "John," and when your wife and mother are never given the respected title "Mrs.";
when you are harried by day and haunted by night by the fact that you are a Negro, living
constantly at tiptoe stance, never knowing what to expect next, and plagued with inner fears
and outer resentments; when you are forever fighting a degenerating sense of "nobodyness" --
then you will understand why we find it difficult to wait. There comes a time when the cup of
endurance runs over and men are no longer willing to be plunged into an abyss of injustice
where they experience the bleakness of corroding despair. I hope, sirs, you can understand
our legitimate and unavoidable impatience.

YOU express a great deal of anxiety over our willingness to break laws. This is certainly a
legitimate concern. Since we so diligently urge people to obey the Supreme Court's decision
of 1954 outlawing segregation in the public schools, it is rather strange and paradoxical to
find us consciously breaking laws. One may well ask, "How can you advocate breaking some
laws and obeying others?" The answer is found in the fact that there are two types of laws:
there are just laws, and there are unjust laws. I would agree with St. Augustine that "An
unjust law is no law at all."

Now, what is the difference between the two? How does one determine when a law is just or
unjust? A just law is a man-made code that squares with the moral law, or the law of God. An
unjust law is a code that is out of harmony with the moral law. To put it in the terms of St.
Thomas Aquinas, an unjust law is a human law that is not rooted in eternal and natural law.
Any law that uplifts human personality is just. Any law that degrades human personality is
unjust. All segregation statutes are unjust because segregation distorts the soul and damages
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the personality. It gives the segregator a false sense of superiority and the segregated a false
sense of inferiority. To use the words of Martin Buber, the great Jewish philosopher,
segregation substitutes an "I - it" relationship for the "I - thou" relationship and ends up
relegating persons to the status of things. So segregation is not only politically, economically,
and sociologically unsound, but it is morally wrong and sinful. Paul Tillich has said that sin is
separation. Isn't segregation an existential expression of man's tragic separation, an expression
of his awful estrangement, his terrible sinfulness? So I can urge men to obey the 1954
decision of the Supreme Court because it is morally right, and I can urge them to disobey
segregation ordinances because they are morally wrong.

Let us turn to a more concrete example of just and unjust laws. An unjust law is a code that a
majority inflicts on a minority that is not binding on itself. This is difference made legal. On
the other hand, a just law is a code that a majority compels a minority to follow, and that it is
willing to follow itself. This is sameness made legal.

Let me give another explanation. An unjust law is a code inflicted upon a minority which that
minority had no part in enacting or creating because it did not have the unhampered right to
vote. Who can say that the legislature of Alabama which set up the segregation laws was
democratically elected? Throughout the state of Alabama all types of conniving methods are
used to prevent Negroes from becoming registered voters, and there are some counties
without a single Negro registered to vote, despite the fact that the Negroes constitute a
majority of the population. Can any law set up in such a state be considered democratically
structured?

These are just a few examples of unjust and just laws. There are some instances when a law is
just on its face and unjust in its application. For instance, I was arrested Friday on a charge of
parading without a permit. Now, there is nothing wrong with an ordinance which requires a
permit for a parade, but when the ordinance is used to preserve segregation and to deny
citizens the First Amendment privilege of peaceful assembly and peaceful protest, then it
becomes unjust.

Of course, there is nothing new about this kind of civil disobedience. It was seen sublimely in
the refusal of Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego to obey the laws of Nebuchadnezzar
because a higher moral law was involved. It was practiced superbly by the early Christians,
who were willing to face hungry lions and the excruciating pain of chopping blocks before
submitting to certain unjust laws of the Roman Empire. To a degree, academic freedom is a
reality today because Socrates practiced civil disobedience.

We can never forget that everything Hitler did in Germany was "legal" and everything the
Hungarian freedom fighters did in Hungary was "illegal." It was "illegal" to aid and comfort a
Jew in Hitler's Germany. But I am sure that if [ had lived in Germany during that time, I
would have aided and comforted my Jewish brothers even though it was illegal. If I lived in a
Communist country today where certain principles dear to the Christian faith are suppressed, I
believe I would openly advocate disobeying these anti-religious laws.

I MUST make two honest confessions to you, my Christian and Jewish brothers. First, I must
confess that over the last few years I have been gravely disappointed with the white moderate.
I have almost reached the regrettable conclusion that the Negro's great stumbling block in the
stride toward freedom is not the White Citizens Councillor or the Ku Klux Klanner but the
white moderate who is more devoted to order than to justice; who prefers a negative peace
which is the absence of tension to a positive peace which is the presence of justice; who
constantly says, "I agree with you in the goal you seek, but I can't agree with your methods of
direct action"; who paternalistically feels that he can set the timetable for another man's
freedom; who lives by the myth of time; and who constantly advises the Negro to wait until a
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"more convenient season." Shallow understanding from people of good will is more
frustrating than absolute misunderstanding from people of ill will. Lukewarm acceptance is
much more bewildering than outright rejection.

In your statement you asserted that our actions, even though peaceful, must be condemned
because they precipitate violence. But can this assertion be logically made? Isn't this like
condemning the robbed man because his possession of money precipitated the evil act of
robbery? Isn't this like condemning Socrates because his unswerving commitment to truth and
his philosophical delvings precipitated the misguided popular mind to make him drink the
hemlock? Isn't this like condemning Jesus because His unique God-consciousness and never-
ceasing devotion to His will precipitated the evil act of crucifixion? We must come to see, as
federal courts have consistently affirmed, that it is immoral to urge an individual to withdraw
his efforts to gain his basic constitutional rights because the quest precipitates violence.
Society must protect the robbed and punish the robber.

I had also hoped that the white moderate would reject the myth of time. I received a letter this
morning from a white brother in Texas which said, "All Christians know that the colored
people will receive equal rights eventually, but is it possible that you are in too great of a
religious hurry? It has taken Christianity almost 2000 years to accomplish what it has. The
teachings of Christ take time to come to earth." All that is said here grows out of a tragic
misconception of time. It is the strangely irrational notion that there is something in the very
flow of time that will inevitably cure all ills. Actually, time is neutral. It can be used either
destructively or constructively. I am coming to feel that the people of ill will have used time
much more effectively than the people of good will. We will have to repent in this generation
not merely for the vitriolic words and actions of the bad people but for the appalling silence
of the good people. We must come to see that human progress never rolls in on wheels of
inevitability. It comes through the tireless efforts and persistent work of men willing to be
coworkers with God, and without this hard work time itself becomes an ally of the forces of
social stagnation.

YOU spoke of our activity in Birmingham as extreme. At first I was rather disappointed that
fellow clergymen would see my nonviolent efforts as those of an extremist. I started thinking
about the fact that I stand in the middle of two opposing forces in the Negro community. One
is a force of complacency made up of Negroes who, as a result of long years of oppression,
have been so completely drained of self-respect and a sense of "somebodyness" that they have
adjusted to segregation, and, on the other hand, of a few Negroes in the middle class who,
because of a degree of academic and economic security and because at points they profit by
segregation, have unconsciously become insensitive to the problems of the masses. The other
force is one of bitterness and hatred and comes perilously close to advocating violence. It is
expressed in the various black nationalist groups that are springing up over the nation, the
largest and best known being Elijah Muhammad's Muslim movement. This movement is
nourished by the contemporary frustration over the continued existence of racial
discrimination. It is made up of people who have lost faith in America, who have absolutely
repudiated Christianity, and who have concluded that the white man is an incurable devil. I
have tried to stand between these two forces, saying that we need not follow the do-
nothingism of the complacent or the hatred and despair of the black nationalist. There is a
more excellent way, of love and nonviolent protest. I'm grateful to God that, through the
Negro church, the dimension of nonviolence entered our struggle. If this philosophy had not
emerged, | am convinced that by now many streets of the South would be flowing with floods
of blood. And I am further convinced that if our white brothers dismiss as "rabble-rousers"
and "outside agitators" those of us who are working through the channels of nonviolent direct
action and refuse to support our nonviolent efforts, millions of Negroes, out of frustration and
despair, will seek solace and security in black nationalist ideologies, a development that will
lead inevitably to a frightening racial nightmare.
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Oppressed people cannot remain oppressed forever. The urge for freedom will eventually
come. This is what has happened to the American Negro. Something within has reminded him
of his birthright of freedom; something without has reminded him that he can gain it.
Consciously and unconsciously, he has been swept in by what the Germans call the Zeitgeist,
and with his black brothers of Africa and his brown and yellow brothers of Asia, South
America, and the Caribbean, he is moving with a sense of cosmic urgency toward the
promised land of racial justice. Recognizing this vital urge that has engulfed the Negro
community, one should readily understand public demonstrations. The Negro has many pent-
up resentments and latent frustrations. He has to get them out. So let him march sometime; let
him have his prayer pilgrimages to the city hall; understand why he must have sit- ins and
freedom rides. If his repressed emotions do not come out in these nonviolent ways, they will
come out in ominous expressions of violence. This is not a threat; it is a fact of history. So I
have not said to my people, "Get rid of your discontent." But I have tried to say that this
normal and healthy discontent can be channeled through the creative outlet of nonviolent
direct action. Now this approach is being dismissed as extremist. I must admit that I was
initially disappointed in being so categorized.

But as I continued to think about the matter, I gradually gained a bit of satisfaction from being
considered an extremist. Was not Jesus an extremist in love? -- "Love your enemies, bless
them that curse you, pray for them that despitefully use you." Was not Amos an extremist for
justice? -- "Let justice roll down like waters and righteousness like a mighty stream." Was not
Paul an extremist for the gospel of Jesus Christ? -- "I bear in my body the marks of the Lord
Jesus." Was not Martin Luther an extremist? -- "Here I stand; I can do no other so help me
God." Was not John Bunyan an extremist? -- "I will stay in jail to the end of my days before I
make a mockery of my conscience." Was not Abraham Lincoln an extremist? -- "This nation
cannot survive half slave and half free." Was not Thomas Jefferson an extremist? -- "We hold
these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal." So the question is not whether
we will be extremist, but what kind of extremists we will be. Will we be extremists for hate,
or will we be extremists for love? Will we be extremists for the preservation of injustice, or
will we be extremists for the cause of justice?

I had hoped that the white moderate would see this. Maybe I was too optimistic. Maybe |
expected too much. I guess I should have realized that few members of a race that has
oppressed another race can understand or appreciate the deep groans and passionate yearnings
of those that have been oppressed, and still fewer have the vision to see that injustice must be
rooted out by strong, persistent, and determined action. I am thankful, however, that some of
our white brothers have grasped the meaning of this social revolution and committed
themselves to it. They are still all too small in quantity, but they are big in quality. Some, like
Ralph McGill, Lillian Smith, Harry Golden, and James Dabbs, have written about our
struggle in eloquent, prophetic, and understanding terms. Others have marched with us down
nameless streets of the South. They sat in with us at lunch counters and rode in with us on the
freedom rides. They have languished in filthy roach-infested jails, suffering the abuse and
brutality of angry policemen who see them as "dirty nigger lovers." They, unlike many of
their moderate brothers, have recognized the urgency of the moment and sensed the need for
powerful "action" antidotes to combat the disease of segregation.

LET me rush on to mention my other disappointment. I have been disappointed with the
white church and its leadership. Of course, there are some notable exceptions. I am not
unmindful of the fact that each of you has taken some significant stands on this issue. I
commend you, Reverend Stallings, for your Christian stand this past Sunday in welcoming
Negroes to your Baptist Church worship service on a nonsegregated basis. I commend the
Catholic leaders of this state for integrating Springhill College several years ago.
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But despite these notable exceptions, I must honestly reiterate that I have been disappointed
with the church. I do not say that as one of those negative critics who can always find
something wrong with the church. I say it as a minister of the gospel who loves the church,
who was nurtured in its bosom, who has been sustained by its Spiritual blessings, and who
will remain true to it as long as the cord of life shall lengthen.

I had the strange feeling when I was suddenly catapulted into the leadership of the bus protest
in Montgomery several years ago that we would have the support of the white church. I felt
that the white ministers, priests, and rabbis of the South would be some of our strongest allies.
Instead, some few have been outright opponents, refusing to understand the freedom
movement and misrepresenting its leaders; all too many others have been more cautious than
courageous and have remained silent behind the anesthetizing security of stained-glass
windows.

In spite of my shattered dreams of the past, I came to Birmingham with the hope that the
white religious leadership of this community would see the justice of our cause and with deep
moral concern serve as the channel through which our just grievances could get to the power
structure. I had hoped that each of you would understand. But again I have been disappointed.

I have heard numerous religious leaders of the South call upon their worshipers to comply
with a desegregation decision because it is the law, but I have longed to hear white ministers
say, follow this decree because integration is morally right and the Negro is your brother. In
the midst of blatant injustices inflicted upon the Negro, I have watched white churches stand
on the sidelines and merely mouth pious irrelevancies and sanctimonious trivialities. In the
midst of a mighty struggle to rid our nation of racial and economic injustice, I have heard so
many ministers say, "Those are social issues which the gospel has nothing to do with," and I
have watched so many churches commit themselves to a completely otherworldly religion
which made a strange distinction between bodies and souls, the sacred and the secular.

There was a time when the church was very powerful. It was during that period that the early
Christians rejoiced when they were deemed worthy to suffer for what they believed. In those
days the church was not merely a thermometer that recorded the ideas and principles of
popular opinion; it was the thermostat that transformed the mores of society. Wherever the
early Christians entered a town the power structure got disturbed and immediately sought to
convict them for being "disturbers of the peace" and "outside agitators." But they went on
with the conviction that they were "a colony of heaven" and had to obey God rather than man.
They were small in number but big in commitment. They were too God-intoxicated to be
"astronomically intimidated." They brought an end to such ancient evils as infanticide and
gladiatorial contest.

Things are different now. The contemporary church is so often a weak, ineffectual voice with
an uncertain sound. It is so often the arch supporter of the status quo. Far from being
disturbed by the presence of the church, the power structure of the average community is
consoled by the church's often vocal sanction of things as they are.

But the judgment of God is upon the church as never before. If the church of today does not
recapture the sacrificial spirit of the early church, it will lose its authentic ring, forfeit the
loyalty of millions, and be dismissed as an irrelevant social club with no meaning for the
twentieth century. I meet young people every day whose disappointment with the church has
risen to outright disgust.

I hope the church as a whole will meet the challenge of this decisive hour. But even if the

church does not come to the aid of justice, I have no despair about the future. I have no fear
about the outcome of our struggle in Birmingham, even if our motives are presently
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misunderstood. We will reach the goal of freedom in Birmingham and all over the nation,
because the goal of America is freedom. Abused and scorned though we may be, our destiny
is tied up with the destiny of America. Before the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth, we were here.
Before the pen of Jefferson scratched across the pages of history the majestic word of the
Declaration of Independence, we were here. For more than two centuries our foreparents
labored here without wages; they made cotton king; and they built the homes of their masters
in the midst of brutal injustice and shameful humiliation -- and yet out of a bottomless vitality
our people continue to thrive and develop. If the inexpressible cruelties of slavery could not
stop us, the opposition we now face will surely fail. We will win our freedom because the
sacred heritage of our nation and the eternal will of God are embodied in our echoing
demands.

I must close now. But before closing I am impelled to mention one other point in your
statement that troubled me profoundly. You warmly commended the Birmingham police
force for keeping "order" and "preventing violence." I don't believe you would have so
warmly commended the police force if you had seen its angry violent dogs literally biting six
unarmed, nonviolent Negroes. I don't believe you would so quickly commend the policemen
if you would observe their ugly and inhuman treatment of Negroes here in the city jail; if you
would watch them push and curse old Negro women and young Negro girls; if you would see
them slap and kick old Negro men and young boys, if you would observe them, as they did on
two occasions, refusing to give us food because we wanted to sing our grace together. I'm
sorry that I can't join you in your praise for the police department.

It is true that they have been rather disciplined in their public handling of the demonstrators.
In this sense they have been publicly "nonviolent." But for what purpose? To preserve the evil
system of segregation. Over the last few years I have consistently preached that nonviolence
demands that the means we use must be as pure as the ends we seek. So I have tried to make
it clear that it is wrong to use immoral means to attain moral ends. But now I must affirm that
it is just as wrong, or even more, to use moral means to preserve immoral ends.

I wish you had commended the Negro demonstrators of Birmingham for their sublime
courage, their willingness to suffer, and their amazing discipline in the midst of the most
inhuman provocation. One day the South will recognize its real heroes. They will be the
James Merediths, courageously and with a majestic sense of purpose facing jeering and
hostile mobs and the agonizing loneliness that characterizes the life of the pioneer. They will
be old, oppressed, battered Negro women, symbolized in a seventy-two-year-old woman of
Montgomery, Alabama, who rose up with a sense of dignity and with her people decided not
to ride the segregated buses, and responded to one who inquired about her tiredness with
ungrammatical profundity, "My feets is tired, but my soul is rested." They will be young high
school and college students, young ministers of the gospel and a host of their elders
courageously and nonviolently sitting in at lunch counters and willingly going to jail for
conscience's sake. One day the South will know that when these disinherited children of God
sat down at lunch counters they were in reality standing up for the best in the American
dream and the most sacred values in our Judeo-Christian heritage.

Never before have I written a letter this long -- or should I say a book? I'm afraid that it is
much too long to take your precious time. I can assure you that it would have been much
shorter if I had been writing from a comfortable desk, but what else is there to do when you
are alone for days in the dull monotony of a narrow jail cell other than write long letters, think
strange thoughts, and pray long prayers?

If I have said anything in this letter that is an understatement of the truth and is indicative of
an unreasonable impatience, I beg you to forgive me. If I have said anything in this letter that
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is an overstatement of the truth and is indicative of my having a patience that makes me
patient with anything less than brotherhood, I beg God to forgive me.

Yours for the cause of Peace and Brotherhood,
MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR.
B. A Soldier’s Declaration — Siegfried Sassoon

I am making this statement as an act of wilful defiance of military authority because I
believe that the war is being deliberately prolonged by those who have the power to
end it. I am a soldier, convinced that I am acting on behalf of soldiers. I believe that
the war upon which I entered as a war of defence and liberation has now become a
war of agression and conquest. I believe that the purposes for which I and my fellow
soldiers entered upon this war should have been so clearly stated as to have made it
impossible to change them and that had this been done the objects which actuated us
would now be attainable by negotiation.

I have seen and endured the sufferings of the troops and I can no longer be a party to
prolonging these sufferings for ends which I believe to be evil and unjust. I am not
protesting against the conduct of the war, but against the political errors and
insincerities for which the fighting men are being sacrificed.

On behalf of those who are suffering now, I make this protest against the deception
which is being practised upon them; also I believe it may help to destroy the callous
complacency with which the majority of those at home regard the continuance of
agonies which they do not share and which they have not enough imagination to
realise.

C. Open Letter to Kansas School Board — Bobby Henderson

I am writing you with much concern after having read of your hearing to decide
whether the alternative theory of Intelligent Design should be taught along with the
theory of Evolution. I think we can all agree that it is important for students to hear
multiple viewpoints so they can choose for themselves the theory that makes the most
sense to them. I am concerned, however, that students will only hear one theory of
Intelligent Design.

Let us remember that there are multiple theories of Intelligent Design. I and many
others around the world are of the strong belief that the universe was created by a
Flying Spaghetti Monster. It was He who created all that we see and all that we feel.
We feel strongly that the overwhelming scientific evidence pointing towards
evolutionary processes is nothing but a coincidence, put in place by Him.

It is for this reason that I’'m writing you today, to formally request that this alternative
theory be taught in your schools, along with the other two theories. In fact, I will go
so far as to say, if you do not agree to do this, we will be forced to proceed with legal
action. I’'m sure you see where we are coming from. If the Intelligent Design theory is
not based on faith, but instead another scientific theory, as is claimed, then you must
also allow our theory to be taught, as it is also based on science, not on faith.
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Some find that hard to believe, so it may be helpful to tell you a little more about our
beliefs. We have evidence that a Flying Spaghetti Monster created the universe. None
of us, of course, were around to see it, but we have written accounts of it. We have
several lengthy volumes explaining all details of His power. Also, you may be
surprised to hear that there are over 10 million of us, and growing. We tend to be very
secretive, as many people claim our beliefs are not substantiated by observable
evidence.

What these people don’t understand is that He built the world to make us think the
earth is older than it really is. For example, a scientist may perform a carbon-dating
process on an artifact. He finds that approximately 75% of the Carbon-14 has decayed
by electron emission to Nitrogen-14, and infers that this artifact is approximately
10,000 years old, as the half-life of Carbon-14 appears to be 5,730 years. But what
our scientist does not realize is that every time he makes a measurement, the Flying
Spaghetti Monster is there changing the results with His Noodly Appendage. We have
numerous texts that describe in detail how this can be possible and the reasons why
He does this. He is of course invisible and can pass through normal matter with ease.
I’'m sure you now realize how important it is that your students are taught this
alternate theory. It is absolutely imperative that they realize that observable evidence
is at the discretion of a Flying Spaghetti Monster. Furthermore, it is disrespectful to
teach our beliefs without wearing His chosen outfit, which of course is full pirate
regalia. I cannot stress the importance of this enough, and unfortunately cannot
describe in detail why this must be done as I fear this letter is already becoming too
long. The concise explanation is that He becomes angry if we don’t.

You may be interested to know that global warming, earthquakes, hurricanes, and
other natural disasters are a direct effect of the shrinking numbers of Pirates since the
1800s. For your interest, I have included a graph of the approximate number of pirates
versus the average global temperature over the last 200 years. As you can see, there is
a statistically significant inverse relationship between pirates and global temperature.

Global Average Temperature Vs. Number of Pirates
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In conclusion, thank you for taking the time to hear our views and beliefs. I hope I
was able to convey the importance of teaching this theory to your students. We will of
course be able to train the teachers in this alternate theory. I am eagerly awaiting your
response, and hope dearly that no legal action will need to be taken. I think we can all
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look forward to the time when these three theories are given equal time in our science
classrooms across the country, and eventually the world; One third time for Intelligent
Design, one third time for Flying Spaghetti Monsterism (Pastafarianism), and one
third time for logical conjecture based on overwhelming observable evidence.

Sincerely Yours,
Bobby Henderson, concerned citizen.

D. An Open Letter to Hobbyists — Bill Gates

To me, the most critical thing in the hobby market right now is the lack of good
software courses, books, and software itself. Without good software and an owner
who understands programming, a hobby computer is wasted. Will quality software be
written for the hobby market?

Almost a year ago, Paul Allen and myself, expecting the hobby market to expand,
hired Monte Davidoff and developed Altair BASIC. Though the initial work took
only two months, the three of us have spent most of the last year documenting,
improving, and adding features to BASIC. Now we have 4K, 8K, EXTENDED,
ROM and DISK BASIC. The value of the computer time we have used exceeds
$40,000.

The feedback we have gotten from the hundreds of people who say they are using
BASIC has all been positive. Two surprising things are apparent, however: 1) Most
of these “users” never bought BASIC (less than 10% of all Altair owners have bought
BASIC), and 2) The amount of royalties we have received from sales to hobbyists
makes the time spent on Altair BASIC worth less that $2 an hour.

Why is this? As the majority of hobbyists must be aware, most of you steal your
software. Hardware must be paid for, but software is something to share. Who cares
if the people who worked on it get paid?

Is this fair? One thing you don’t do by stealing software is get back at MITS for some
problem you may have had. MITS doesn’t make money selling software. The
royalty paid to us, the manual, the tape, and the overhead make it a break-even
operation. One thing you do do is prevent good software from being written. Who
can afford to do professional work for nothing? What hobbyist can put 3-man years
into programming, finding all bugs, documenting his product and distribute for free?
The fact is, no one besides us has invested a lot of money in hobby software. We
have written 6800 BASIC, and are writing 8080 APL and 6800 APL, but there is very
little incentive to make this software available to hobbyists. Most directly, the thing
you do is theft.

What about the guys who resell Altair BASIC, aren’t they making money on hobby
software? Yes, but those who have been reported to us may lose in the end. They are
the ones who give hobbyists a bad name, and should be kicked out of any club
meetings they show up at.

23



American International School of Egypt - West: IB English Summer Assignment

I would appreciate letters from any who wants to pay up, or has a suggestion or
comment. Nothing would please me more than being able to hire ten programmers
and deluge the hobby market with good software.

Bill Gates

VI. TEXT TYPE THREE: ESSAYS
A. How You Became You — Bill Bryson

Welcome. And congratulations. I am delighted that you could make it. Getting here
wasn 't easy, I know. In fact, I suspect it was a little tougher than you realize.

To begin with, for you to be here now trillions of drifting atoms had somehow to
assemble in an intricate and intriguingly obliging manner to create you. It's an
arrangement so specialized and particular that it has never been tried before and will
only exist this once. For the next many years (we hope) these tiny particles will
uncomplainingly engage in all the billions of deft, cooperative efforts necessary to
keep you intact and let you experience the supremely agreeable but generally
underappreciated state known as existence.

Why atoms take this trouble is a bit of a puzzle. Being you is not a gratifying
experience at the atomic level. For all their devoted attention, your atoms don't
actually care about you-indeed, don't even know that you are there. They don't even
know that they are there. They are mindless particles, after all, and not even
themselves alive. (It is a slightly arresting notion that if you were to pick yourself
apart with tweezers, one atom at a time, you would produce a

mound of fine atomic dust, none of which had ever been alive but all of which had
once been you.) Yet somehow for the period of your existence they will answer to a
single overarching impulse: to keep you you.

The bad news is that atoms are fickle and their time of devotion is fleeting-fleeting
indeed. Even a long human life adds up to only about 650,000 hours. And when that
modest milestone flashes past, or at some other point thereabouts, for reasons
unknown your atoms will shut you down, silently disassemble, and go off to be other
things. And that's it for you.

Still, you may rejoice that it happens at all. Generally speaking in the universe it
doesn't, so far as we can tell. This is decidedly odd because the atoms that so liberally
and congenially flock together to form living things on Earth are exactly the same
atoms that decline to do it elsewhere. Whatever else it may be, at the level of
chemistry life is curiously mundane: carbon, hydrogen, oxygen, and nitrogen, a little
calcium, a dash of sulfur, a light dusting of

other very ordinary elements-nothing you wouldn't find in any ordinary drugstore-and
that's all you need. The only thing special about the atoms that make you is that they
make you. That is of course the miracle of life.
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Whether or not atoms make life in other corners of the universe, they make plenty
else; indeed, they make everything else. Without them there would be no water or air
or rocks, no stars and planets, no distant gassy clouds or swirling nebulae or any of
the other things that make the universe so usefully material. Atoms are so numerous
and necessary that we easily overlook that they needn't actually exist at all. There is
no law that requires the universe to fill itself with small particles of matter or to
produce light and gravity and the other physical properties on which our existence
hinges. There needn't actually be a universe at all. For the longest time there wasn't.
There were no atoms and no universe for them to float about in. There was nothing-
nothing at all anywhere.

So thank goodness for atoms. But the fact that you have atoms and that they assemble
in such a willing manner is only part of what got you here. To be here now, alive in
the twenty-first century and smart enough to know it, you also had to be the
beneficiary of an extraordinary string of biological good fortune. Survival on Earth is
a surprisingly tricky business. Of the billions and billions of species of living thing
that have existed since the dawn of time, most-99.99 percent-are no longer around.
Life on Earth, you see, is not only brief but dismayingly tenuous. It is a curious
feature of our existence that we come from a planet that is very good at promoting life
but even better at extinguishing it.

The average species on Earth lasts for only about four million years, so if you wish to
be around for billions of years, you must be as fickle as the atoms that made you. You
must be prepared to change everything about yourself-shape, size, color, species
affiliation, everything and to do so repeatedly. That's much easier said than done,
because the process of change is random. To get from "protoplasmal primordial
atomic globule" (as the Gilbert and Sullivan song put it) to sentient upright modern
human has required you to mutate new traits over and over in a precisely timely
manner for an exceedingly long while. So at various periods over the last 3.8 billion
years you have abhorred oxygen and then doted on it, grown fins and limbs and
jaunty sails, laid eggs, flicked the air with a forked tongue, been sleek, been furry,
lived underground, lived in trees, been as big as a deer and as small as a mouse, and a
million things more. The tiniest deviation from any of these evolutionary shifts, and
you might now be licking algae from cave walls or lolling walrus-like on some stony
shore or disgorging air through a blowhole in the top of your head before diving sixty
feet for a mouthful of delicious sandworms.

Not only have you been lucky enough to be attached since time immemorial to a
favored evolutionary line, but you have also been extremely-make that miraculously-
fortunate in your personal ancestry. Consider the fact that for 3.8 billion years, a
period of time older than the Earth's mountains and rivers and oceans, every one of
your forebears on both sides has been attractive enough to find a mate, healthy
enough to reproduce, and sufficiently blessed by fate and circumstances to live long
enough to do so. Not one of your pertinent ancestors was squashed, devoured,
drowned, starved, stranded, stuck fast, untimely wounded, or otherwise deflected
from its life's quest of delivering a tiny charge of genetic material to the right partner
at the right moment in order to perpetuate the only possible sequence of hereditary
combinations that could result-eventually, astoundingly, and all too briefly-in you.
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B. The Myth of the Latin Woman — Judith Ortiz Cofer

On a bus trip to London from Oxford University where I was earning some graduate credits
one summer, a young man, obviously fresh from a pub, spotted me and as if struck by
inspiration went down on his knees in the aisle. With both hands over his heart he broke into
an Irish tenor's rendition of "Maria" from West Side Story. My politely amused fellow
passengers gave his lovely voice the round of gentle applause it deserved. Though I was not
quite as amused, I managed my version of an English smile: no show of teeth, no extreme
contortions of the facial muscles—I was at this time of my life practicing reserve and cool.
Oh, that British control, how I coveted it. But Maria had followed me to London, reminding
me of a prime fact of my life: you can leave the Island, master the English language, and
travel as far as you can, but if you are a Latina, especially one like me who so obviously
belongs to Rita Moreno's gene pool, the Island travels with you.

This is sometimes a very good thing—it may win you that extra minute of someone's
attention. But with some people, the same things can make you an island—not so much a
tropical paradise as an Alcatraz, a place nobody wants to visit. As a Puerto Rican girl growing
up in the United States and wanting like most children to "belong," I resented the stereotype
that my Hispanic appearance called forth from many people I met.

Our family lived in a large urban center in New Jersey during the sixties, where life was
designed as a microcosm of my parents' casas on the island. We spoke in Spanish, we ate
Puerto Rican food bought at the bodega, and we practiced strict Catholicism complete with
Saturday confession and Sunday mass at a church where our parents were accommodated into
a one-hour Spanish mass slot, performed by a Chinese priest trained as a missionary for Latin
America.

As a girl I was kept under strict surveillance, since virtue and modesty were, by cultural
equation, the same as family honor. As a teenager I was instructed on how to behave as a
proper senorita. But it was a conflicting message girls got, since the Puerto Rican mothers
also encouraged their daughters to look and act like women and to dress in clothes our Anglo
friends and their mothers found too "mature" for our age. It was, and is, cultural, yet I often
felt humiliated when I appeared at an American friend's party wearing a dress more suitable
to a semiformal than to a playroom birthday celebration. At Puerto Rican festivities, neither
the music nor the colors we wore could be too loud. I still experience a vague sense of
letdown when I'm invited to a "party" and it turns out to be a marathon conversation in
hushed tones rather than a fiesta with salsa, laughter, and dancing—the kind of celebration I
remember from my childhood.

I remember Career Day in our high school, when teachers told us to come dressed as if for a
job interview. It quickly became obvious that to the barrio girls, "dressing up" sometimes
meant wearing ornate jewelry and clothing that would be more appropriate (by mainstream
standards) for the company Christmas party than as daily office attire. That morning I had
agonized in front of my closet, trying to figure out what a "career girl" would wear because,
essentially, except for Mario Thomas on TV, I had no models on which to base my decision. I
knew how to dress for school: at the Catholic school I attended we all wore uniforms; I knew
how to dress for Sunday mass, and I knew what dresses to wear for parties at my relatives'
homes. Though I do not recall the precise details of my Career Day outfit, it must have been a
composite of the above choices. But I remember a comment my friend (an Italian-American)
made in later years that coalesced my impressions of that day. She said that at the business
school she was attending the Puerto Rican girls always stood out for wearing "everything at
once." She meant, of course, too much jewelry, too many accessories. On that day at school,
we were simply made the negative models by the nuns who were themselves not credible
fashion experts to any of us. But it was painfully obvious to me that to the others, in their
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tailored skirts and silk blouses, we must have seemed "hopeless" and "vulgar." Though I now
know that most adolescents feel out of step much of the time, I also know that for the Puerto
Rican girls of my generation that sense was intensified. The way our teachers and classmates
looked at us that day in school was just a taste of the culture clash that awaited us in the real
world, where prospective employers and men on the street would often misinterpret our tight
skirts and jingling bracelets as a come-on.

Mixed cultural signals have perpetuated certain stereotypes—for example, that of the
Hispanic woman as the "Hot Tamale" or sexual firebrand. It is a one- dimensional view that
the media have found easy to promote. In their special vocabulary, advertisers have
designated "sizzling" and "smoldering" as the adjectives of choice for describing not only the
foods but also the women of Latin America. From conversations in my house I recall hearing
about the harassment that Puerto Rican women endured in factories where the "boss men"
talked to them as if sexual innuendo was all they understood and, worse, often gave them the
choice of submitting to advances or being fired.

It is custom, however, not chromosomes, that leads us to choose scarlet over pale pink. As
young girls, we were influenced in our decisions about clothes and colors by the women —
older sisters and mothers who had grown up on a tropical island where the natural
environment was a riot of primary colors, where showing your skin was one way to keep cool
as well as to look sexy. Most important of all, on the island, women perhaps felt freer to dress
and move more provocatively, since, in most cases, they were protected by the traditions,
mores, and laws of a Spanish/ Catholic system of morality and machismo whose main rule
was: You may look at my sister, but if you touch her I will kill you. The extended family and
church structure could provide a young woman with a circle of safety in her small pueblo on
the island; if a man "wronged" a girl, everyone would close in to save her family honor.

This is what I have gleaned from my discussions as an adult with older Puerto Rican women.
They have told me about dressing in their best party clothes on Saturday nights and going to
the town's plaza to promenade with their girlfriends in front of the boys they liked. The males
were thus given an opportunity to admire the women and to express their admiration in the
form of piropos: erotically charged street poems they composed on the spot. I have been
subjected to a few piropos while visiting the Island, and they can be outrageous, although
custom dictates that they must never cross into obscenity. This ritual, as I understand it, also
entails a show of studied indifference on the woman's part; if she is "decent," she must not
acknowledge the man's impassioned words. So I do understand how things can be lost in
translation. When a Puerto Rican girl dressed in her idea of what is attractive meets a man
from the mainstream culture who has been trained to react to certain types of clothing as a
sexual signal, a clash is likely to take place. The line I first heard based on this aspect of the
myth happened when the boy who took me to my first formal dance leaned over to plant a
sloppy overeager kiss painfully on my mouth, and when I didn't respond with sufficient
passion said in a resentful tone: "I thought you Latin girls were supposed to mature early" —
my first instance of being thought of as a fruit or vegetable—I was supposed to ripen, not just
grow into Womanhood like other girls.

It is surprising to some of my professional friends that some people, including those who
should know better, still put others "in their place." Though rarer, these incidents are still
commonplace in my life. It happened to me most recently during a stay at a very classy
metropolitan hotel favored by young professional couples for their weddings. Late one
evening after the theater, as I walked toward my room with my new colleague (a woman with
whom I was coordinating an arts program), a middle-aged man in a tuxedo, a young girl in
satin and lace on his arm, stepped directly into our path. With his champagne glass extended
toward me, he ex- claimed, "Evita!"
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Our way blocked, my companion and I listened as the man half-recited, half-bellowed “Don’t
Cry for me, Argentina.” When he finished, the young girl said: “How about a round of
applause for my daddy?” We complied, hoping this would bring the silly spectacle to a close.
I was becoming aware that our little group I was attracting the attention of the other guests.
"Daddy" must have perceived this too, and he once more barred the way as we tried to walk
past him. He began to shout-sing a ditty to the tune of "La Bamba"—except the lyrics were
about a girl named Maria whose exploits all rhymed with her name and gonorrhea. The girl
kept saying "Oh, Daddy" and looking at me with pleading eyes. She wanted me to laugh
along with the others. My companion and I stood silently waiting for the man to end his
offensive song. When he finished, I looked not at him but at his daughter. I advised her
calmly never to ask her father what he had done in the army. Then I walked between them
and to my room. My friend complimented me on my cool handling ofthe situation. I
confessed to her that I really had wanted to push the jerk into the swimming pool. I knew that
this same man—probably a corporate execu- tive, well educated, even worldly by most
standards —would not have been likely to regale a white woman with a dirty song in public.
He would perhaps have checked his impulse by assuming that she could be somebody's wife
or mother, or at least somebody who might take offense. But to him, I was just an Evita or a
Maria: merely a character in his cartoon-populated universe.

Because of my education and my proficiency with the English language, I have acquired
many mechanisms for dealing with the anger I experience. This was not true for my parents,
nor is it true for the many Latin women working at menial jobs who must put up with
stereotypes about our ethnic group such as: "They make good domestics." This is another
facet of the myth of the Latin woman in the United States. Its origin is simple to deduce.
Work as domestics, waitressing, and factory jobs are all that's available to women with little
English and few skills. The myth of the Hispanic menial has been sustained by the same
media phenomenon that made "Mammy" from Gone with the Wind America's idea of the
black woman for generations; Maria, the housemaid or counter girl, is now indelibly etched
into the national psyche. The big and the little screens have presented us with the picture
ofthe funny Hispanic maid, mispronouncing words and cooking up a spicy storm in a shiny
California kitchen.

This media-engendered image of the Latina in the United States has been doc- umented by
feminist Hispanic scholars, who claim that such portrayals are partially responsible for the
denial of opportunities for upward mobility among Latinas in the professions. I have a
Chicana friend working on a Ph.D. in philosophy at a major university. She says her doctor still
shakes his head in puzzled amazement at all the "big words" she uses. Since I do not wear my diplomas
around my neck for all to see, I too have on occasion been sent to that "kitchen," where some think I
obviously belong.

One such incident that has stayed with me, though I recognize it as a minor offense, happened on the
day of my first public poetry reading. It took place in Miami in a boat-restaurant where we were having
lunch before the event. I was nervous and excited as I walked in with my notebook in my hand. An
older woman motioned me to her table. Thinking (foolish me) that she wanted me to autograph a copy
of my brand new slender volume of verse, I went over. She ordered a cup of coffee from me, assuming
that I was the waitress. Easy enough to mistake my poems for menus, I suppose. I know that it
wasn't an intentional act of cruelty, yet of all the good things that happened that day, I
remember that scene most clearly, because it reminded me of what I had to overcome before
anyone would take me seriously. In retrospect I understand that my anger gave my reading
fire, that I have almost always taken doubts in my abilities as a challenge—and that the result
is, most times, a feeling of satisfaction at having won a covert when I see the cold, ap-
praising eyes warm to my words, the body language change, the smile that indicates that I
have opened some avenue for communication. That day I read to that woman and her lowered
eyes told me that she was embarrassed at her little faux pas, and when I willed her to look up
at me, it was my victory, and she graciously allowed me to punish her with my full attention.
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We shook hands at the end of the reading, and I never saw her again. She has probably
forgotten the whole thing but maybe not.

Yet I am one of the lucky ones. My parents made it possible for me to acquire a stronger
footing in the mainstream culture by giving me the chance at an education. And books and art
have saved me from the harsher forms of ethnic and racial prejudice that many of my
Hispanic companeras have had to endure. I travel a lot around the United States, reading from
my books of poetry and my novel, and the reception I most often receive is one of positive
interest by people who want to know more about my culture. There are, however, thousands
of Latinas without the privilege of an education or the entree into society that I have. For
them life is a struggle against the misconceptions perpetuated by the myth of the Latina as
whore, domestic, or criminal. We cannot change this by legislating the way people look at us.
The transformation, as I see it, has to occur at a much more individual level. My personal goal
in my public life is to try to replace the old pervasive stereotypes and myths about Latinas
with a much more interesting set of realities. Every time I give a reading, I hope the stories I
tell, the dreams and fears I examine in my work, can achieve some universal truth which will
get my audience past the particulars of my skin color, my accent, or my clothes.

I once wrote a poem in which I called us Latinas "God's brown daughters." This poem is
really a prayer of sorts, offered upward, but also, through the human-to- human channel of
art, outward. It is a prayer for communication, and for respect. In it, Latin women pray "in
Spanish to an Anglo God/with a Jewish heritage," and they are "fervently hoping/that if not
omnipotent/at least He be bilingual."

C. Excerpt from Childhood — Evelyn Shakir

It’s my experience that Arabs and psychiatrists are natural enemies. One says,
“Family first.” The other says, “Only neurotics call home every day.” Another
difference is that Arabs don’t want to hear a word about psychiatry. It hurts their ears.
“Ooft,” they say. “What’s this craziness!” But psychiatrists are eager to pry into Arab
psyches—expecting to find a house of horrors. Each group calls the other bonkers.

My mother and father were immigrants from Lebanon. I was born in the United
States. In the eighties, when American were being kidnapped in Beirut, a therapist
explained to me the source of my unhappiness: “Your family is holding you hostage,”
she said. She was being clever. She was pleased with herself.

My Uncle Yusuf, a gentle man, loved America, but hated Catholics, Democrats, and
Jews. Mention the pope to him, he’d come close to spitting. Jews, of course, were the
usurpers, planting themselves on Arab land. Which also explained his venom toward
Democrats and Harry Truman in particular, who’d waited all of 11 minutes before
saying yes when Jews in Palestine declared themselves a state.

My Uncle Yusuf loved his suburban garden. He grew vegetables for his wife, and
flowers for the joy of it. Flashy blooms—dahlias, giant chrysanthemums, and ruffled
peonies. He cradled their heads in his huge hands. He cooed to them like a lover.
Their enemies were his enemies. He picked off Japanese beetles with his bare fingers
and drowned them in a can of kerosene. He called them “Trumans.”

My Uncle Yusuf loved me. One day, when it was just the two of us in his car, he
asked the standard question. “What do you want to be when you grow up?” To be

29



American International School of Egypt - West: IB English Summer Assignment

funny, I said, “President.” He said, “Why not?” A window in my mind flew open. I
began to think things I’d never thought before.

D. Mother Tongue — Amy Tan

I am not a scholar of English or literature. I cannot give you much more than personal
opinions on the English language and its variations in this country or others.

I am a writer. And by that definition, I am someone who has always loved language. I am
fascinated by language in daily life. I spend a great deal of my time thinking about the power
of language -- the way it can evoke an emotion, a visual image, a complex idea, or a simple
truth. Language is the tool of my trade. And I use them all -- all the Englishes I grew up with.
Recently, I was made keenly aware of the different Englishes I do use. I was giving a talk to a
large group of people, the same talk I had already given to half a dozen other groups. The
nature of the talk was about my writing, my life, and my book, The Joy Luck Club. The talk
was going along well enough, until I remembered one major difference that made the whole
talk sound wrong. My mother was in the room. And it was perhaps the first time she had
heard me give a lengthy speech, using the kind of English I have never used with her. I was
saying things like, "The intersection of memory upon imagination" and "There is an aspect of
my fiction that relates to thus-and-thus'--a speech filled with carefully wrought grammatical
phrases, burdened, it suddenly seemed to me, with nominalized forms, past perfect tenses,
conditional phrases, all the forms of standard English that I had learned in school and through
books, the forms of English I did not use at home with my mother.

Just last week, I was walking down the street with my mother, and I again found myself
conscious of the English I was using, the English I do use with her. We were talking about the
price of new and used furniture and I heard myself saying this: "Not waste money that way."
My husband was with us as well, and he didn't notice any switch in my English. And then I
realized why. It's because over the twenty years we've been together I've often used that same
kind of English with him, and sometimes he even uses it with me. It has become our language
of intimacy, a different sort of English that relates to family talk, the language I grew up with.
So you'll have some idea of what this family talk I heard sounds like, I'l 1 quote what my
mother said during a recent conversation which I videotaped and then transcribed. During this
conversation, my mother was talking about a political gangster in Shanghai who had the same
last name as her family's, Du, and how the gangster in his early years wanted to be adopted by
her family, which was rich by comparison. Later, the gangster became more powerful, far
richer than my mother's family, and one day showed up at my mother's wedding to pay his
respects. Here's what she said in part: "Du Yusong having business like fruit stand. Like off
the street kind. He is Du like Du Zong -- but not Tsung-ming Island people. The local people
call putong, the river east side, he belong to that side local people. That man want to ask Du
Zong father take him in like become own family. Du Zong father wasn't look down on him,
but didn't take seriously, until that man big like become a mafia. Now important person, very
hard to inviting him. Chinese way, came only to show respect, don't stay for dinner. Respect
for making big celebration, he shows up. Mean gives lots of respect. Chinese custom. Chinese
social life that way. If too important won't have to stay too long. He come to my wedding. I
didn't see, I heard it. I gone to boy's side, they have YMCA dinner. Chinese age I was
nineteen."

You should know that my mother's expressive command of English belies how much she
actually understands. She reads the Forbes report, listens to Wall Street Week, converses
daily with her stockbroker, reads all of Shirley MacLaine's books with ease--all kinds of
things I can't begin to understand. Yet some of my friends tell me they understand 50 percent
of what my mother says. Some say they understand 80 to 90 percent. Some say they
understand none of it, as if she were speaking pure Chinese. But to me, my mother's English
is perfectly clear, perfectly natural. It's my mother tongue. Her language, as I hear it, is vivid,
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direct, full of observation and imagery. That was the language that helped shape the way I
saw things, expressed things, made sense of the world.

Lately, I've been giving more thought to the kind of English my mother speaks. Like others, I
have described it to people as 'broken" or "fractured" English. But I wince when I say that. It
has always bothered me that I can think of no way to describe it other than "broken," as if it
were damaged and needed to be fixed, as if it lacked a certain wholeness and soundness. I've
heard other terms used, "limited English," for example. But they seem just as bad, as if
everything is limited, including people's perceptions of the limited English speaker.

I know this for a fact, because when I was growing up, my mother's "limited" English limited
my perception of her. I was ashamed of her English. I believed that her English reflected the
quality of what she had to say That is, because she expressed them imperfectly her thoughts
were imperfect. And I had plenty of empirical evidence to support me: the fact that people in
department stores, at banks, and at restaurants did not take her seriously, did not give her
good service, pretended not to understand her, or even acted as if they did not hear her.

My mother has long realized the limitations of her English as well. When I was fifteen, she
used to have me call people on the phone to pretend I was she. In this guise, I was forced to
ask for information or even to complain and yell at people who had been rude to her. One
time it was a call to her stockbroker in New York. She had cashed out her small portfolio and
it just so happened we were going to go to New York the next week, our very first trip outside
California. I had to get on the phone and say in an adolescent voice that was not very
convincing, "This is Mrs. Tan."

And my mother was standing in the back whispering loudly, "Why he don't send me check,
already two weeks late. So mad he lie to me, losing me money.

And then I said in perfect English, "Yes, I'm getting rather concerned. You had agreed to send
the check two weeks ago, but it hasn't arrived."

Then she began to talk more loudly. "What he want, I come to New York tell him front of his
boss, you cheating me?" And I was trying to calm her down, make her be quiet, while telling
the stockbroker, "I can't tolerate any more excuses. If I don't receive the check immediately, I
am going to have to speak to your manager when I'm in New York next week." And sure
enough, the following week there we were in front of this astonished stockbroker, and I was
sitting there red-faced and quiet, and my mother, the real Mrs. Tan, was shouting at his boss
in her impeccable broken English.

We used a similar routine just five days ago, for a situation that was far less humorous. My
mother had gone to the hospital for an appointment, to find out about a benign brain tumor a
CAT scan had revealed a month ago. She said she had spoken very good English, her best
English, no mistakes. Still, she said, the hospital did not apologize when they said they had
lost the CAT scan and she had come for nothing. She said they did not seem to have any
sympathy when she told them she was anxious to know the exact diagnosis, since her husband
and son had both died of brain tumors. She said they would not give her any more
information until the next time and she would have to make another appointment for that. So
she said she would not leave until the doctor called her daughter. She wouldn't budge. And
when the doctor finally called her daughter, me, who spoke in perfect English -- lo and behold
-- we had assurances the CAT scan would be found, promises that a conference call on
Monday would be held, and apologies for any suffering my mother had gone through for a
most regrettable mistake.

I think my mother's English almost had an effect on limiting my possibilities in life as well.
Sociologists and linguists probably will tell you that a person's developing language skills are
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more influenced by peers. But I do think that the language spoken in the family, especially in
immigrant families which are more insular, plays a large role in shaping the language of the
child. And I believe that it affected my results on achievement tests, [.Q. tests, and the SAT.
While my English skills were never judged as poor, compared to math, English could not be
considered my strong suit. In grade school I did moderately well, getting perhaps B's,
sometimes B-pluses, in English and scoring perhaps in the sixtieth or seventieth percentile on
achievement tests. But those scores were not good enough to override the opinion that my
true abilities lay in math and science, because in those areas I achieved A's and scored in the
ninetieth percentile or higher.

This was understandable. Math is precise; there is only one correct answer. Whereas, for me
at least, the answers on English tests were always a judgment call, a matter of opinion and
personal experience. Those tests were constructed around items like fill-in-the-blank sentence
completion, such as, "Even though Tom was, Mary thought he was --." And the correct
answer always seemed to be the most bland combinations of thoughts, for example, "Even
though Tom was shy, Mary thought he was charming:' with the grammatical structure "even
though" limiting the correct answer to some sort of semantic opposites, so you wouldn't get
answers like, "Even though Tom was foolish, Mary thought he was ridiculous:' Well,
according to my mother, there were very few limitations as to what Tom could have been and
what Mary might have thought of him. So I never did well on tests like that.

The same was true with word analogies, pairs of words in which you were supposed to find
some sort of logical, semantic relationship -- for example, "Sunset is to nightfall as is to ."
And here you would be presented with a list of four possible pairs, one of which showed the
same kind of relationship: red is to stoplight, bus is to arrival, chills is to fever, yawn is to
boring: Well, I could never think that way. I knew what the tests were asking, but I could not
block out of my mind the images already created by the first pair, "sunset is to nightfall"--and
I would see a burst of colors against a darkening sky, the moon rising, the lowering of a
curtain of stars. And all the other pairs of words --red, bus, stoplight, boring--just threw up a
mass of confusing images, making it impossible for me to sort out something as logical as
saying: "A sunset precedes nightfall" is the same as "a chill precedes a fever." The only way I
would have gotten that answer right would have been to imagine an associative situation, for
example, my being disobedient and staying out past sunset, catching a chill at night, which
turns into feverish pneumonia as punishment, which indeed did happen to me.

I have been thinking about all this lately, about my mother's English, about achievement tests.
Because lately I've been asked, as a writer, why there are not more Asian Americans
represented in American literature. Why are there few Asian Americans enrolled in creative
writing programs? Why do so many Chinese students go into engineering! Well, these are
broad sociological questions I can't begin to answer. But I have noticed in surveys -- in fact,
just last week -- that Asian students, as a whole, always do significantly better on math
achievement tests than in English. And this makes me think that there are other Asian-
American students whose English spoken in the home might also be described as "broken" or
"limited." And perhaps they also have teachers who are steering them away from writing and
into math and science, which is what happened to me.

Fortunately, I happen to be rebellious in nature and enjoy the challenge of disproving
assumptions made about me. I became an English major my first year in college, after being
enrolled as pre-med. I started writing nonfiction as a freelancer the week after I was told by
my former boss that writing was my worst skill and I should hone my talents toward account
management.

But it wasn't until 1985 that I finally began to write fiction. And at first I wrote using what I
thought to be wittily crafted sentences, sentences that would finally prove I had mastery over
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the English language. Here's an example from the first draft of a story that later made its way
into The Joy Luck Club, but without this line: "That was my mental quandary in its nascent
state." A terrible line, which I can barely pronounce.

Fortunately, for reasons I won't get into today, I later decided I should envision a reader for
the stories I would write. And the reader I decided upon was my mother, because these were
stories about mothers. So with this reader in mind -- and in fact she did read my early drafts--I
began to write stories using all the Englishes I grew up with: the English I spoke to my
mother, which for lack of a better term might be described as "simple"; the English she used
with me, which for lack of a better term might be described as "broken"; my translation of her
Chinese, which could certainly be described as "watered down"; and what I imagined to be
her translation of her Chinese if she could speak in perfect English, her internal language, and
for that I sought to preserve the essence, but neither an English nor a Chinese structure. I
wanted to capture what language ability tests can never reveal: her intent, her passion, her
imagery, the rthythms of her speech and the nature of her thoughts.

Apart from what any critic had to say about my writing, I knew I had succeeded where it

counted when my mother finished reading my book and gave me her verdict: "So easy to
read."

VII. TEXT TYPE FOUR: COMICS
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C. Comic Three
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VIII. TEXT TYPE FIVE: ADVERTISEMENTS

A. Advertisement One
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B. Advertisement Two
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C. Advertisement Three
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D. Advertisement Four
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IX: TEXT TYPE SIX: POETRY

A. For Andrew — Fleur Adcock
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‘Will I die?” you ask. And so I enter on

The dutiful exposition of that which you

Would rather not know, and I rather not tell you.

To soften my ‘Yes’ I offer compensations —

Age and fulfillment (‘It’s so far away;

You will have children and grandchildren by then”)
And indifference (‘By then you will not care’).

No need: you cannot believe me, convinced

That if you always eat plenty of vegetables,

And are careful crossing the street, you will live for ever.
And so we close the subject, with much unsaid —
This, for instance: Though you and I may die
Tomorrow or next year, and nothing remain

Of our stock, of the unique, preciously-hoarded
Inimitable genes we carry in us,

It is possible that for many generations

There will exist, sprung from whatever seeds,
Children straight-limbed, with clear inquiring voices,
Bright-eyed as you. Or so I like to think:

Sharing in this your childish optimism.

B. For De Beers: A Diamond is Forever — Dennis Brutus

A diamond is forever
It is forever

a diamond is forever

it is so final

death is so final

it is forever

a diamond is forever
DeBeers says

“To us, there’s nothing
more precious than the
health of a nation”

We do not talk, do we
of Blood Diamonds?
We do not talk do we
of displaced peoples?
of stolen land?

of sweated labour?

of bloodied labour?
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bloodied diamonds?
for blood diamonds, too,
are forever

C. Arabel — Edward Lee Masters

TWISTS of smoke rise from the limpness of jeweled fingers;
The softness of Persian rugs hushes the room.

Under a dragon lamp with a shade the color of coral

Sit the readers of poems one by one.

And all the room is in shadow except for the blur 5
Of mahogany surface, and tapers against the wall.

And a youth reads a poem of love—forever and ever
Is his soul the soul of the loved one; a woman sings
Of the nine months which go to the birth of a soul.
And after a time under the lamp a man 10
Begins to read a letter, having no poem to read.
And the words of the letter flash and die like a fuse
Dampened by rain—it’s a dying mind that writes
What Byron did for the Greeks against the Turks.
And a sickness enters our hearts: the jeweled hands 15
Clutch at the arms of the chairs; about the room
One hears the parting of lips, and a nervous shifting
Of feet and arms.
And I look up and over
The reader’s shoulder and see the name of the writer.
What is it | see?—the name of a man I knew! 20
You are an ironical trickster, Time, to bring,
After so many years and into a place like this,
This face before me: hair slicked down and parted
In the middle, and cheeks stuck out with fatness,
Plump from Camembert and Clicquot, eyelids 25
Thin as skins of onions, cut like dough ’round the eyes.
Such was your look in a photograph I saw
In a silver frame on a woman’s dresser—and such
Your look in life, you thing of flesh alone!
And then,
As a soul looks down on the body it leaves— 30
A body by fever slain—I look on myself
As I was a decade ago, while the letter is read:
I enter a box
Of a theatre with Jim, my friend of fifty,
I being twenty-two. Two women are in the box,
One of an age for Jim and one of an age for me. 35
And mine is dressed in a dainty gown of dimity,
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And she fans herself with a fan of silver spangles,

Till a subtle odor of delicate powder or of herself
Enters my blood, and I stare at her snowy neck,

And the glossy brownness of her hair until 40
She feels my stare and turns half-view, and I see

How like a Greek’s is her nose, with just a little
Aquiline touch; and I catch the flash of an eye,

And the glint of a smile on the richness of her lips.

The company now discourses upon the letter 45

But my dream goes on:
I re-live a rapture

Which may be madness, and no man understands
Until he feels it no more. The youth that was I
From the theatre under the city’s lights follows the girl,
Desperate lest in the city’s curious chances 50
He never sees her again. And boldly he speaks.
And she and the older woman, her sister,
Smile and speak in turn; and Jim, who stands
While I break the ice, comes up—and so
Arm in arm we go to the restaurant, 55
I in heaven walking with Arabel,
And Jim with her older sister.
We drive them home under a summer moon,
And while I explain to Arabel my boldness,
And crave her pardon for it, Jim, the devil, 60
Laughs apart with her sister while I wonder
What Jim, the devil, is laughing at. No matter—
To-morrow I walk in the park with Arabel.

Just now the reader of the letter
Tells of the writer’s swift descent 65
From wealth to want.

We are in the park next afternoon by the water.
I look at her white throat—full, as it were, of song;
And her rounded virginal bosom—beautiful!
And I study her eyes, I search to the depths her eyes 70
In the light of the sun. They are full of little rays,
Like the edge of a fleur-de-lys, and she smiles
At first when I fling my soul at her feet.

But when I repeat I love her, love her only,
A cloud of wonder passes over her face— 75
She veils her eyes. The color comes to her cheeks.
And when she picks some clover blossoms and tears them
Her hand is trembling. And when I tell her again
I love her, love her only, she blots her eyes
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With a handkerchief to hide a tear that starts. 80
And she says to me: “You do not know me at all—
How can you love me? You never saw me before
Last night.” “Well, tell me about yourself.”
And after a time she tells me the story:
About her father who ran away from her mother; 85
And how she hated her father, and how she grieved
When her mother died; and how a good grandmother
Helped her and helps her now; and how her sister
Divorced her husband. And then she paused a moment:
“I am not strong, you’d have to guard me gently, 90
And that takes money, dear, as well as love.
Two years ago | was very ill, and since then
I am not strong.”

“Well, I can work,” I said.
“And what would you think of a little cottage,
Not too far out, with a yard and hosts of roses, 95
And a vine on the porch, and a little garden,
And a dining-room where the sun comes in
When a morning breeze blows over your brow;
And you sit across the table and serve me,
And neither of us can speak for happiness 100
Without our voices breaking, or lips trembling?”

She is looking down with little frowns on her brow:
“But if ever I had to work, I could not do it—
I am not really strong.”

“But I can work,” I said.

I rise and lift her up, holding her hand. 105
She slips her arm through mine and presses it.
“What a good man you are!” she said, “just like a brother!
I almost love you; I believe I love you.”

The reader of the letter, being a doctor,
Is talking learnedly of the writer’s case, 110
Which has the classical marks of paresis.

Next day I look up Jim and rhapsodize
About a cottage with roses and a garden,
And a dining-room where the sun comes in,
And Arabel across the table. Jim is smoking 115
And flicking the ashes, but never says a word
Till I have finished. Then in a quiet voice:
“Arabel’s sister says that Arabel’s straight,
But she isn’t, my boy—she’s just like Arabel’s sister.
She knew you had the madness for Arabel— 120
That’s why we laughed and stood apart as we talked.
And I’ll tell you now I didn’t go home that night;
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I shook you at the corner and went back

And stayed that night. Now be a man, my boy;

Go have your fling with Arabel, but drop 125
The cottage and the roses.”

They are still discussing the madman’s letter.

And memory permeates me like a subtle drug:
The memory of my love for Arabel—

The torture, the doubt, the fear, the restless longing, 130

The sleepless nights, the pity for all her sorrows,

The speculation about her and her sister,

And what her illness was;

And whether the man I saw one time was leaving

Her door or the next door to it, and if her door 135
Whether he saw my Arabel or her sister....

The reader of the letter is telling how the writer
Left his wife chasing the lure of women.

And it all comes back to me as clear as a vision:

The night I sat with Arabel strong but conquered. 140

Whatever I did, I loved her, whatever she was.
Madness or love, the terrible struggle must end.

She took my hand and said, “You must see my room.”
We stood in the door-way together, and on her dresser

Was a silver frame with the photograph of a man. 145

I had seen him in life: hair slicked down and parted
In the middle, and cheeks stuck out with fatness,
Plump from Camembert and Clicquot, eye-lids
Thin as skins of onions, cut like dough ’round the eyes.
“There is his picture,” she said; “ask me whatever you will.
Take me as mistress or wife—it is yours to decide.
But take me as mistress and grow like the picture before you;
Take me as wife and be the good man you can be.
Choose me as mistress—how can I do less for you, dearest?
Or make me your wife—fate makes me your mistress or wife.”
“I can leave you,” I said. “You can leave me,” she echoed;
“But how about hate in your heart?”

“You are right,” I replied.

The company is now discussing the subject of love—
They seem to know little about it.

But my wife, who is sitting beside me, exclaims: 160

“Well, what is this jangle of madness and weakness?
What has it to do with poetry, tell me?”
“Well, it’s life, Arabel....
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There’s the story of Hamlet, for instance,” I added;
Then fell into silence.

D. Lament at the Death of Mandela — Antjie Krog
I.
underground a reef has shifted
the earth stumbles
unsettled the sky gasps
it plunges backwards
leaving us colder poorer lonelier
when his breath left him in the night
the stars reeled as if asphyxiating
because everything was entangled now
wrestling with death
death and his death alone
time has turned to grief
we’re standing in a big shadow
glass breaks through us; stones splinter
our thoughts flee in desperate churning groups
pegging the ground like assegais quivering
in Qunu the cattle refuse to leave the kraal
at Lusikisiki the fish lie close to the surface
in Mveso the bustards make no sound

2.

the thought of Mandela wrenches our insides
(we never wanted to see his dying body)

we cannot even open our mouths

(we never wanted to see his dying body)

to begin talking about his death is to talk about his deeds
(we never wanted to see his dying body)
about his blood arrowing like a jaguar

(we never wanted to see his dying body)
about his work, his pliant power

(we never wanted to see his dying body)

the forgiving cartilage of his flowering skull
(we never wanted to see his dying body)

the battering ram of his tongue

moulding interlocking futures to a core

we can not do justice to Our Big One

we do not want to see his vulnerable body
we do not want to see it

we do not want him to be dead

3.

in the footpaths, on the pavements, in buses along the roads
we bundle together, we the ordinary ones

we sprinkle our tears over him
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words and songs stream from our eyes
we sprinkle it over the dead body
of the Fearless Warrior who once ruled us
we sprinkle tears over the opened blood of Mandela
we ordinary ones do not wash him with water, but with songs
with grief we take his body in our thoughts
we wash it, we bathe it
with hands that tremble, we touch his legacy
we pass him on, from hand to hand
high above our heads
the man who saved us from ourselves
who gave us back to one another
oh singing blood of the son of uNosekeni
oh handpalms of Mveso full of stars and rain
oh arms of Qunu embracing a country’s deepest wound

4.

on the day we bury Mandela, the brooks stop flowing
on the day we bury Mandela, the trees stop swaying in the wind
on the day we bury Mandela, the sun looses its power
on the day we bury the One-Who-Can-Never-Die

the earth becomes full of dust

the sky thunders in a different way

the sun groans green

yes, when we bury Mandela

we bury our Big-Binder-Together

he whose hands ladled peace in the world

5.
are you talking now about the Big-Strong-Fiery-One?
are you saying that Mandela is dead?
are you saying that our Big One has left us?
this nation that he instructed since that day
when black and white assegais shimmered against each other
awu no, I refuse!
he will not die and we keep on living
why do we live if he has died?
no, we only bury the bones; our Big One lives
the Binder-Together is not dead, he sleeps
the one who broke the revengeful assegais
and bound them together, is just sleeping
- the Big One has moved in among the ancestors
nobody’s larynx can sing Mandela’s song until its ending
nobody will ever de-gloss our Great-Binder-Together for us
nobody exceeds him in courage
no leader has ever been so loved by his people
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At the grave of Mandela
here he rests now
the one who bound us together

may he find himself always in the fullness of peace
he from the soil of our land
the singing blood of us all
he sleeps now
he who gave to everybody
with a hand that was used to give
he who never failed to share his lion heart
“If he was remarkable, so are we!”
we ordinary ones say
“Let us now care for one another!”
we whisper at the grave of the Sharer, the Open-handed-One
“let us celebrate our connectedness!”
we plead to those in the special seats

7.

the rivers stop rushing, when we lower the coffin
the bushes against the mountains stop trembling,
when we lower the coffin

the dry grass stop rustling, when we lower the coffin
the vegetation stop growing, when we lower the coffin
the birds stop singing, when we lower the coffin

the land opens and takes him to her in utter silence
everything is entangled now

accepting death

death and his death alone

beloved Mandela, bless us, your children

let your life leave its fingerprint on all of us

you are the embodiment of the world’s yearning for goodness
you were our bestest face

it will be a long time before we ordinary ones

will again hold in our mortal arms a person so noble
someone so healing and stubbornly beautiful

so tough of disposition

so sternly inclusive of principle

so elegant and sweeping of heart

Tsamaya Hantle Barque of our Dreams

Ntate Moholo

Khotso! Pula! Nala!
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Dialectical Journals Rubric
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Criterion A:
Understanding of the
Text

Criterion B:
Understanding of the
Use and Effects of
Stylistic Features

Criterion C:
Organization and
Development

Criterion D:
Language

* To what extent does the
analysis show an
understanding of the text, its
type and purpose, as well as
its possible contexts (for
example, cultural, temporal,
relation to audience)?

* Are the comments
supported by references to
the text?

* To what extent does the
analysis show awareness of
how the stylistic features of
the text, such as language,
structure, tone, technique
and style, are used to
construct meaning?

* To what extent does the
analysis show understanding
of the effects of stylistic
features (including the
features of visual texts) on
the reader?

» How well organized and
coherent is the analysis?

* How well is the argument
of the response developed?

* How clear, varied and
accurate is the language?
» How appropriate is the
choice of register, style
and terminology?
(“Register” refers, in this
context, to the student’s
use of elements such as
vocabulary, tone, sentence
structure and terminology
appropriate to the task.)

The work does not reach a
standard described by the
descriptors below.

The work does not reach a
standard described by the
descriptors below.

The work does not reach a
standard described by the
descriptors below.

The work does not reach a
standard described by the
descriptors below.

There is little understanding
of the text and context.

Comments are not supported
by references to the text.

There is little awareness of
the use of stylistic features.

There is little understanding
of the use of stylistic
features.

Little organization is
apparent.

Reliance on paraphrase and
summary rather than
analysis.

-Language is rarely clear
and appropriate.

-There are many errors in
grammar, vocabulary and
sentence construction.
-Little sense of register and
style.

There is some understanding
of the text and context.

Comments are sometimes
supported by references to
the text.

There is some awareness of
the use of stylistic features.

There is some understanding
of the use of stylistic
features.

Some organization is
apparent.

The analysis has some
coherence but may contain
elements of paraphrase,
summary and simple
explanation

There is little development
of the argument.

-Language is sometimes
clear and carefully chosen.
-Grammar, vocabulary and
sentence construction are
fairly accurate, although
errors and inconsistencies
are apparent.

-The register and style are
to some extent appropriate
to the task.

There is adequate
understanding of the text and
context.

Comments are mostly
supported by references to
the text.

There is adequate awareness
of the use of stylistic
features.

There is some understanding
of the effects of these
stylistic features.

The analysis is adequately
organized.

The analysis is generally
coherent.

There is some development
of the argument.

-Language is clear and
carefully chosen.
-Adequate degree of
accuracy in grammar,
vocabulary and sentence
construction despite some
lapses.

-Register and style are
mostly appropriate to the
task.

There is good understanding
of the text and context.

Comments are consistently
supported by references to
the text.

There is good awareness of
the use of stylistic features.

There is adequate
understanding of the effects
of these stylistic features.

The analysis is well
organized.

The analysis is mostly
coherent.

The argument is adequately
developed.

-Language is clear and
carefully chosen.

-Good degree of accuracy
in grammar, vocabulary
and sentence construction.
-Register and style are
consistently appropriate to
the task.

There is very good
understanding of the text and
context.

Perceptive comments are
supported by consistently
well-chosen references to the
text.

There is very good
awareness of the use of
stylistic features.

There is good understanding
of the effects of these
stylistic features.

The analysis is effectively
organized.

The analysis is coherent.

The argument is well
developed.

-Language is very clear,
effective, carefully chosen
and precise.

-High degree of accuracy
in grammar, vocabulary
and sentence construction.
-Register and style are
effective and appropriate
to the task.
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