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Pre-Reading 2

Read this opening paragraph:

1. It goes a long way back, some twenty years. All my life | had been looking for something, and
everywhere | turned someone tried to tell me what it was. | accepted their answers too, though they
were often in contradiction and even self-contradictory. | was naive. | was looking for myself and
asking everyone except myself questions which |, and only I, could answer. It took me a long time and
much painful boomeranging of my expectations to achieve a realization everyone else appears to have
been born with: That | am nobody but myself. But first | had to discover that | am an invisible man!

So, what do you think of this man? WHY?

Make a prediction. What do you think this will be about? Why do you think that?




Junior English

frrom THe Invisible Man (by Ralph Ellison) 3

> It goes a long way back, some twenty years. All my life | had been looking for
something, and everywhere | turned someone tried to tell me what it was. | accepted their
answers too, though they were often in contradiction and even self-contradictory. | was
naive. | was looking for myself and asking everyone except myself questions which I, and only
I, could answer. It took me a long time and much painful boomeranging of my expectations to
achieve a realization everyone else appears to have been born with: That | am nobody but
myself. But first | had to discover that | am an invisible man!

s And yet | am no freak of nature, nor of history. | was in the cards, other things having
been equal (or unequal) eighty-five years ago. | am not ashamed of my grandparents for
having been slaves. | am only ashamed of myself for having at one time been ashamed. About
eighty-five years ago they were told that they were free, united with others of our country in
everything pertaining to the common good, and in everything social, separate like the fingers
of the hand. And they believed it. They exulted in it. They stayed in their place, worked hard,
and brought up my father to do the same. But my grandfather is the one. He was an odd old
guy, my grandfather, and | am told | take after him. It was he who caused the trouble. On his
deathbed he called my father to him and said, “Son, after I’'m gone | want you to keep up the
good fight. | never told you, but our life is a war and | have been a traitor all my born days, a
spy in the enemy’s country ever since | give up my gun back in the Reconstruction. Live with
your head in the lion’s mouth. | want you to overcome’em with yeses, undermine’em with
grins, agree’em to death and destruction, let’em swoller you till they vomit or bust wide
open.” They thought the old man had gone out of his mind. He had been the meekest of men.
The younger children were rushed from the room, the shades drawn and the flame of the
lamp turned so low that it sputtered on the wick like the old man’s breathing. “Learn it to the
younguns,” he whispered fiercely; then he died.

2 But my folks were more alarmed over his last words that over his dying. It was as
though he had not died at all, his words caused so much anxiety. | was warned emphatically to
forget what he had said and, indeed, this is the first time it has been mentioned outside the
family circle. It had a tremendous effect upon me, however. | could never be sure of what he
meant. Grandfather had been a quiet old man who never made any trouble, yet on his
deathbed he had called himself a traitor and a spy, and he had spoken of his meekness as
dangerous activity. It had become a constant puzzle which lay unanswered in the back of my
mind. And whenever things went well for me | remembered my grandfather and felt guilty
and uncomfortable. It was as though | was carrying out his advice in spite of myself. And to
make it worse, everyone loved me for it. | was praised by the most lily-white men of the town.
| was considered an example of desirable conduct — just as my grandfather had been. And
what puzzled me was that the old man had defined it as treachery. When | was praised for my
conduct | felt a guilt that in some way | was doing something that was really against the
wishes of the white folks, that if they had understood they would have desired me to act just
the opposite, that | should have been sulky and mean, and that really would have been what
they wanted, even though they were fooled and thought they wanted me to act as | did. It
made me afraid that some day they would look upon me as a traitor and | would be lost. Still |
was more afraid to act any other way because they didn’t like it at all. The old man’s words
were like a curse. On my graduation day | delivered an oration in which | showed that humility
was the secret, indeed, the very essence of progress. (Not that | believed this — how could I,
remembering my grandfather? — | only believed that it worked.) It was a great success.
Everyone praised me and | was invited to give the speech at a gathering of the town’s leading
white citizens. It was a triumph for our whole community.
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5. It was in the main ballroom of the leading hotel. When | got there | discovered that it
was on the occasion of a smoker, and | was told that since | was to be there anyway | might as 4
well take part in the battle royal to be fought by some of my schoolmates as part of the
entertainment. The battle royale came first.

s All of the town’s big shots were there in their tuxedoes, wolfing down the buffet foods,
drinking beer and whiskey and smoking black cigars. It was a large room with a high ceiling.
Chairs were arranged in neat rows around three sides of a portable boxing ring. The fourth
side was clear, revealing a gleaming space of polished floor. | had some misgivings over the
battle royal, by the way. Not from a distaste for fighting, but because | didn’t care too much
for the other fellows who were to take part. They were tough guys who seemed to have no
grandfather’s curse worrying their minds. No one could mistake their toughness. And besides,
| suspected that fighting a battle royal might detract from the dignity of my speech. In those
pre-invisible days | visualized myself as a potential Booker T. Washington. But the other
fellows didn’t care too much for me either, and there were nine of them. | felt superior to
them in my way, and | didn’t like the manner in which we were all crowded together into the
servants’ elevator. Nor did they like me being there. In fact, as the warmly lighted floors
flashed past the elevator we had words over the fact that |, by taking part in the fight, had
knocked one of their friends out of a nights work.

7. We were led out of the elevator through a rococo hall into an anteroom and told to get
into our fighting togs. Each of us was issued a pair of boxing gloves and ushered out into the
big mirrored hall, which we entered looking cautiously about us and whispering, lest we might
accidentally be heard above the noise of the room. It was foggy with cigar smoke. And already
the whiskey was taking effect. | was shocked to see some of the most important men of the
town quite tipsy. They were all there — bankers, lawyers, judges, doctors, fire chiefs, teachers,
merchants. Even one of the more fashionable pastors. Something we could not see was going
on up front. A clarinet was vibrating sensuously and the men were standing up and moving
eagerly forward. We were a small tight group, clustered together, our bare upper bodies
touching and shining with anticipatory swear; while up front the big shots were becoming
increasingly excited over something we still could not see. Suddenly | heard the school
superintendent, who had told me to come, yell, “Bring up the shines, gentlemen! Bring up the
little shines!”

s, We were rushed up to the front of the ballroom, where it smelled even more strongly
of tobacco and whiskey. Then we were pushed into a place. | almost wet my pants. A sea of
faces, some hostile, some amused, ringed around us, and in the center, facing us, stood a
maghnificent blonde — stark naked. There was dead silence. | felt a blast of cold air chill me. |
tried to back away, but they were behind me and around me. Some of the boys stood with
lowered heads, trembling. | felt a wave of irrational guilt and fear. My teeth chattered, my
skin turned to goose flesh, my knees knocked. Yet | was strongly attracted and looked in spite
of myself. Had the price of looking been blindness, | would have looked. The hair was yellow
like that of a circus kewpie doll, the face heavily powdered and rouged, as though to form an
abstract mask, the eyes hollow and smeared a cool blue, the color of a baboons butt. | felt a
desire to spit upon her as my eyes brushed slowly over her body.

s, And then she began to dance, a slow sensuous movement; the smoke of a hundred
cigars clinging to her like the thinnest of veils. She seemed like a fair bird-girl girdled in veils
calling to me from the angry surface of some gray and threatening sea. | was transported.
Then | became aware of the clarinet playing and the big shots yelling at us. Some threatened
us if we looked and others if we did not. On my right | saw one boy faint. And now a man
grabbed a silver pitcher from a table and stepped close as he dashed ice water upon him and
stood him up and forced two of us to support him as his head hung and moans issued from his



thick bluish lips. Another boy began to plead to go home. He was the largest of the group,
wearing dark red fighting trunks much too small to conceal the erection which projected from
him as though in answer to the insinuating low-registered moaning of the clarinet. He tried to
hide himself with his boxing gloves.

0. And all the while the blonde continued dancing, smiling faintly at the big shots who
watched her with fascination, and faintly smiling at our fear. | noticed a certain merchant who
followed her hungrily, his lips loose and drooling. He was a large man who wore diamond
studs in a shirtfront which swelled with the ample paunch underneath, and each time the
blonde swayed her undulating hips he ran his hand through the thin hair of his bald head and,
with his arms upheld, his posture clumsy like that of an intoxicated panda, wound his belly in a
slow and obscene grind. This creature was completely hypnotized. The music had quickened.
As the dancer flung herself about with a detached expression on her face, the men began
reaching out to touch her. | could see their beefy fingers sink into the soft flesh. Some of the
others tried to stop them and she began to move around the floor in graceful circles, as they
gave chase, slipping and sliding over the polished floor. It was mad. Chairs went crashing,
drinks were spilt, as they ran laughing and howling after her. They caught her just as she
reached the door, raised her from the floor, and tossed her as college boys are tossed at a
hazing, and above her red fixed-smiling lips | saw the terror and disgust in her eyes like my
own terror and that which | saw in some of the other boys. As | watched, they tossed her
twice and her soft breast seemed to flatten against the air and her legs flung wildly as she
spun. Some of the more sober ones helped her escape. And | started off the floor, heading for
the anteroom with the rest of the boys.

1. Some were still crying and in hysteria. But as we tried to leave we were stopped and
ordered to get into the ring. There was nothing to do but as what we were told. All ten of us
climbed under the ropes and allowed ourselves to be blindfolded with broad bands of white
cloth. One of the men seemed to feel a bit sympathetic and tried to cheer us as we stood with
our backs against the ropes. Some of us tried to grin. “See that boy over there?” one of the
men said. “I want you to run across the bell and give it to him right in the belly. If you don’t
get him, I'm going to get you. | don’t like his looks.” Each of us was told the same. The
blindfolds were put on. Yet even then | had been going over my speech. In my mind each word
was as bright as flame. | felt the cloth pressed into place, and frowned so that it would be
loosened when | relaxed.

1. But now I felt a sudden fit of blind terror. | was unused to darkness. It was as though |
had suddenly found myself in a dark room filled with poisonous cottonmouths. | could hear
the bleary voices yelling insistently for the battle royal to begin.

1. “Get going in there!”
1. “Let me at that big nigger!”

1. | strained to pick up the school superintendent’s voice as though to squeeze some
security out of that slightly more familiar sound.

1. “Let me at those black sonsabitches!” someone yelled.
7. “No, Jackson, no!” another voice yelled. “Here somebody, help me hold Jack.”

1. “I want to get at that ginger-colored nigger. Tear him limb from limb,” the first voice
yelled.
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1. | stood against the ropes trembling. For in those days | was what they called ginger-
colored, and he sounded as though he might crunch me between his teeth like a crisp ginger 6
cookie.

0. Quite a struggle was going on. Chairs were being kicked about and | could hear voices
grunting as with a terrific effort. | wanted to see, to see more desperately than before. But the
blindfold was tight as a thick skin-puckering scab and when | raised my gloved hands to push
the layers of white aside a voice yelled, “Oh, no, you don’t black bastard! Leave that alone!”

21 “Ring the bell before Jackson kills him a coon!” someone boomed in the sudden
silence. And | hear the bell clang and the sound of the feet scuffing forward.

2. A glove smacked against my head. | pivoted, striking out stiffly as someone went past,
and felt the jar ripple along the length of my arm to my shoulder. Then it seemed as though all
nine of the boys had turned on me at once. Blows pounded me from all sides while | struck
out as best | could. So many blows landed upon me that | wondered if | were not the only
blindfolded fighter in the ring, or if the man called Jackson hadn’t succeeded in getting me
after all.

5. Blindfolded, | could no longer control my motions. | had no dignity. | stumbled about
like a baby or drunken man. The smoke had become thicker and with each new blow it
seemed to sear and further restrict my lungs. My saliva became like hot bitter glue. A glove
connected with my head, filling my mouth with warm blood. It was everywhere. | could not
tell if the moisture | felt upon my body was sweat or blood. A blow landed hard against the
nape of my neck. | felt myself going over, my head hitting the floor. Streaks of blue light filled
the black world behind the blindfold. | lay prone, pretending that | was knocked out, but felt
myself seized by hands and yanked to my feet. “Get going, black boy! Mix it up! My arms were
like lead, my head smarting from blows. | managed to feel my way to the ropes and held on,
trying to catch my breath. A glove landed in my mid-section and | went over again, feeling as
though the smoke had become a knife jabbed into my guts. | finally pulled erect and
discovered that | could see the black, sweat-washed forms weaving in the smoky-blue
atmosphere like drunken dancers weaving to the rapid drum-like thuds of blows.

2. Everyone fought hysterically. It was complete anarchy. Everybody fought everybody
else. No group fought together for long. Two, three, four, fought one, then turned to fight
each other, were themselves attacked. Blows landed below the belt and in the kidney, with
gloves open as well as closed, and with my eye partly opened now there was not so much
terror. | moved carefully, avoiding blows, although not too many to attract attention, fighting
from group to group. The boys groped about like blind, cautious crab crouching to protect
their mid-sections, their heads pulled in short against their shoulders, their arms stretched
nervously before them, with their fist testing the smoked filled air like knobbed feelers of
hypersensitive snails. In one corner | glimpsed a boy violently punching the air and heard him
scream in pain as he smashed his hand against a ring post. For | second | saw him bent over
holding his hand, then going down as a blow caught his unprotected head. | played one group
against the other, slipping in and throwing a punch then stepping out of range while pushing
others into the melee to take the blows blindly aimed at me. The smoke was agonizing and
there were no rounds, no bells at three-minute intervals to relieve our exhaustions. The room
spun round me, a swirl of lights, smoke, sweating bodies surrounded by tense white faces. |
bled from both nose and mouth, the blood spattering upon my chest.

5. The man kept yelling, “Slug him, black boy! Knock his guts out!”

. “Uppercut him! Kill him! Kill that big boy!”
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27, Taking a fake fall, | saw a boy going down heavily beside me as though we were felled
by a single blow, saw a sneaker-clad foot shoot into his groin as the two who had knocked him 7
down stumbled upon him. | rolled out of range, feeling a twinge of nausea.

5. The harder we fought the more threatening the men became. And yet | begun to worry
about my speech again. How would it go? Would they recognize my ability? What would they
give me?

. | was fighting automatically when suddenly | noticed that one after another of the boys
was leaving the ring. | was surprised, filled with panic, as though | had been left alone with an
unknown danger. Then | understood. The boys had arranged it among themselves. It was
custom for the two men left in the ring to slug it out for the winner’s prize. | discovered this
too late. When the bell sounded two men in tuxedoes leaped into the ring and removed the
blindfold. | found myself facing Tatlock, the biggest of the gang. | felt sick at my stomach.
Hardly had the bell stopped ringing in my ears than it clanged again and | saw him moving
swiftly toward me. Thinking of nothing else to do | hit him smash on the nose. He kept coming,
bringing the rank sharp violence of stale sweat. His face was a black blank of a face, only his
eyes — alive with hate of me and aglow with a feverish terror from what had happened to us
all.  became anxious | wanted to deliver my speech and he came at me as though he meant to
beat it out of me. | smashed him again and again, taking his blows as they came. Then on a
sudden impulse | struck him lightly and as we clinched, | whispered, “Fake like | knocked you
out, you can have the prize.”

0. “I'll break your behind,” he whispered hoarsely.
3. “For them?”
5. “For me, sonofabitch!”

13 They were yelling for us to break it up and Tatlock spun me half around with a blow,
and as a joggled camera sweeps in a reeling scene, | saw the howling red faces crouching
tense beneath the cloud of blue-gray smoke. For a moment the world wavered, unraveled,
flowed, then my head cleared and Tatlock bounced before me. That fluttering shadow before
my eyes was his jabbing left hand. Then falling forward, my head against his damp shoulder, |
whispered,

s “I'll make it five dollars more.”

5. “Go to helll”

:6. - But his muscles relaxed a trifle beneath my pressure and | breathed. “Seven?”
;7. “Give it to your ma,” he said, ripping me beneath the heart.

;s And while | still held him | butted him and moved away. | felt myself bombarded with
punches. | fought back with hopeless desperation. | wanted to deliver my speech more than
anything else in the world, because | felt that only these men could judge truly my ability, and
now this stupid clown was ruining my chances. | began fighting carefully now, moving in to
punch him and out again with my greater speed. A lucky blow to his chin and | had him going
too —until | heard a loud voice yell, “I got my money on the big boy.”

3. Hearing this , | almost dropped my guard. | was confused: Should | try to win against
the voice out there? Would not this go against my speech, and was not this the moment for
humility, for nonresistance? A blow to my head as | danced about sent my right eye popping



like a jack-in-the-box and settled my dilemma. The room went red as | fell. It was a dream fall,
my body languid and fastidious as to where to land, until the floor became impatient and
smashed up to meet me. As moment later | came to. A voice said FIVE emphatically. And | lay
there, hazily watching a dark spot of my blood shaping itself into a butterfly, glistening and
soaking into the soiled gray world of the canvas.

2. When the voice drawled TEN | was lifted up and dragged to a chair. | sat dazed. My eye
pained and swelled with each throb of my pounding heart and | wondered if now | would be
allowed to speak. | was wringing wet, my mouth still bleeding. We were grouped along the
wall now. The other boys ignored me as the congratulated Tatlock and speculated as to how
much they would be paid. One boy whimpered over his smashed hand. Looking up front, | saw
attendants in white jackets rolling the portable ring away and placing a small square rug in the
vacant space surrounded by chairs. Perhaps, | thought, | will stand on the rug to deliver my
speech.

2. Then the M.C. called to us, “Come on up here boys and get your money.”

2. We ran forward to where the men laughed and talked in their chairs, waiting. Everyone
seemed friendly now.

2. “There it is on the rug,” the man said. | saw the rug covered with coins of all
dimensions and a few crumpled bills. But what excited me, scattered here and there, were the
gold pieces.

“Boys, it’s all yours,” the man said. “You get all you grab.”

2 “That’s right, Sambo,” a blond man said, winking at me confidentially.

s | trembled with excitement, forgetting my pain. | would get the gold and the bills, |
thought. | would use both hands. | would throw my body against the boys nearest to me to
block them from the gold.

s “Get down around the rug now,” the man commanded, “and don’t let anyone touch it
until | give the signal.”

27 “This ought to be good,” | heard.

2. As told, we got around the square rug on our knees. Slowly the man raised his freckled
hand as we followed it upward with our eyes.

2. | 'heard, “Theses niggers look like they’re about to pray!”
so. Then, “Ready,” the man said. “Go!”

s | lunged for yellow coin lying on the blue design of the carpet, touching it and sending a
surprised shriek to join those rising around me. | tried frantically to remove my hand but could
not let go. A hot, violent force tore through my body, shaking me like a wet rat. The rug was
electrified. The hair bristled upon my head as | shook myself free. My muscles jumped, my
nerves jangled, writhed. But | saw that this was not stopping the other boys. Laughing in fear
and embarrassment, some were holding back and scooping up the coins knocked off by the
painful contortions of the others. The men roared above us as we struggled.

s> “Pick it up, goddamnit, pick it up!” someone called like a bass-voiced parrot. “Go on,
get it!”
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3. | crawled rapidly around the floor, picking up the coins, trying to avoid the coppers and
to get greenbacks and the gold. Ignoring the shock by laughing, as | brushed the coins off
quickly, | discovered that | could contain the electricity — a contradiction, but it works. Then
the men began to push us onto the rug. Laughing embarrassedly, we struggled out of their
hands and kept after the coins. We were all wet and slippery and hard to hold. Suddenly | saw
a boy lifted into the air, glistening with sweat like a circus seal, and dropped, his wet back
landing flush upon his back, his elbows beating a frenzied tattoo upon the floor, his muscles
twitching like the flesh of a horse stung by many flies. When he finally rolled off, his face was
gray and no one stopped him when he ran from the floor amid booming laughter.

so.  “Get the money,” the M.C. called. “That’s good hard American cash!”

ss. - And we snatched and grabbed, snatched and grabbed. | was careful not to come too
close to the rug now, and when | felt the hot whiskey breath descend upon me like a cloud of

foul air | reached out and grabbed the leg of a chair. It was occupied and | held on desperately.

ss.  “Leggo, nigger! Leggo!”

s7. The huge face wavered down to mine as he tried to push me free. But my body was
slippery and he was too drunk. It was Mr. Colcord, who owned a chain of movie house and
“entertainment palaces.” Each time he grabbed me | slipped out of his hands. It became a real
struggle. | feared the rug more than | did the drunk, so | held on, surprising myself for a
moment by trying to topple him upon the rug. It was such an enormous idea that | found
myself actually carrying it out. | tried not to be obvious, yet when | grabbed his leg, trying to
tumble him out of the chair, he raised up roaring with laughter, and, looking at me with
soberness dead in the eye, kicked me viciously in the chest. The chair flew out of my hand and
| felt myself going and rolled. It was as though | had rolled through a bed of hot coals. It
seemed a whole century in which | was seared through the deepest levels of my body to the
fearful breath within me and the breath seared and heated to the point of explosion. It’ll all
be over in a flash, | thought as | rolled clear. It’ll all be over in a flash.

ss. But not yet, the men on the other side were waiting, red faces swollen as though from
apoplexy as they bent forward in their chairs. Seeing their fingers coming toward me | rolled
away as a fumbled football rolls off the receiver’s fingertips, back into the coals. That time |
luckily sent the rug sliding out of the place and heard the coins ringing against the floor and
the boys scuffling to pick them up and the M.C. calling, “All right, boys, that’s all. Go get
dressed and get your money.”

so. | was limp as a dish rag. My back felt as though it was been beaten with wires.

.  When we had dressed the M.C. came in and gave us each five dollars, except Tatlock,
who got ten for being last in the ring. Then he told us to leave, | was not to get a chance to
deliver my speech, | thought. | was going out into the dim alley in despair when | was stopped
and told to go back. | returned to the ballroom, where the men were pushing back their chairs
and gathering in groups to talk.

s..  The M.C. knocked on a table for quiet. “Gentlemen,” he said, “we almost forgot an
important part of the program. A most serious part, gentlemen. This boy was brought here to
deliver a speech which he made at his graduation yesterday...”

6. “Bravol”

&2 “I'm told that he is the smartest boy we’ve got out there in Greenwood. I’'m told that
he knows more big words than a pocket-sized dictionary.”
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& Much applause and laughter.
& “So now, gentlemen, | want you to give him your attention.”

e There was still laughter as | faced them, my mouth dry, my eye throbbing. | began
slowly, but evidently my throat was tense, because they began shouting, “Louder! Louder!”

&7 “We of the younger generation extol the wisdom of that great leader and educator,” |
shouted, “who first spoke these flaming words of wisdom: ‘A ship lost at sea for many days
suddenly sighted a friendly vessel. From the mast of the unfortunate vessel was seen a signal :
“Water, water; we die of thirst!” The answer from the friendly vessel came back : “Cast
thirst!” The answer from the friendly vessel came back: “Cast down your bucket where you
are.” The captain of the distressed vessel, at last heeding the injunction, cast down his bucket,
and it came up full of fresh sparkling water from the mouth of the Amazon River.” And like him
| say, and in his words, ‘To those of my race who depend upon bettering their condition in a
foreign land, or who underestimate the importance of cultivating friendly relations with the
southern white man, who is his next-door neighbor, | would say : “Cast down your bucket
where you are” — cast it down in making friends in every manly way of the people of all races
by whom we are surrounded...”

es. | spoke automatically and with such fervor that | did not realize that the men were still
talking and laughing until my dry mouth, filling up with the blood from the cut, almost
strangled me. | coughed, wanting to stop and go to one of the tall brass, sand-filled spittoons
to relieve myself, but a few men, especially the superintendent, were listening and | was
afraid. So | gulped it down, blood, saliva and all, and continued. (What powers of endurance |
had during those days! What enthusiasm! What a belief in the rightness of things!) | spoke
even louder in spite of the pain. But still they talked and still they laughed, as though deaf
with cotton in dirty ears. So | spoke with greater emotional emphasis. | closed my ears and
swallowed blood until | was nauseated. The speech seemed a hundred times as long as
before, but | could not leave out a single word. All had to be said, each memorized nuance
considered, rendered. Nor was that all. Whenever | uttered a word of three or more syllables
a group of voices would yell for me to repeat it. | used the phrase “social responsibility.” and
they yelled:

e “What’s that word you say, boy?”
0. “Social responsibility,” | said.

71 “What?”

7. “Social...”

75 “Louder.”

7. “...responsibility.”

7. “Morel”

6. “Respon-"

7. “Repeat!”

7. “—sibility.”
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75, The room filled with uproar of laughter until, no doubt distracted by having to gulp
down my blood, | made a mistake and yelled a phrase | hade often seen denounced in 11
newspaper editorials, heard debated in private.

2. “Social...”

s “What?” they yelled.

2 “..equality-”

s3. The laughter hung smokelike in the sudden stillness. | opened my eyes, puzzled.
Sounds of displeasure filled the room. The M.C. rushed forward. They shouted hostile phrases
at me. But | did not understand.

sa. A small dry mustached man in the front row blared out, “Say that slowly, son!”

s, “What, sir?”

s “What you said!”

s7. “Social responsibility, sir,” | said.

s “You weren’t being smart, were you, boy?” he said, not unkindly.

so.  “No, sir!”

o0 “You sure that about ‘equality’ was a mistake?”

9. “Oh, yes, sir,” | said. “l was swallowing blood.”

2. “Well, you had better speak more slowly so we can understand. We mean to do right
by you, but you’ve got to know your place at all times. All right, now, go on with your speech.”

93 | was afraid. | wanted to leave but | wanted also to speak and | was afraid they’d snatch
me down.

s “Thank you, sir,” | said, beginning where | had left off, and having them ignore me as
before.

ss. Yet when | finished there was a thunderous applause. | was surprised to see the
superintendent come forth with a package wrapped in white tissue paper, and, gesturing for
quiet, address the men.

s “Gentlemen, you see that | did not overpraise this boy. He makes a good speech and
some day he’ll lead his people in the proper paths. And | don’t have to tell you that that is
important in these days and times. This is a good, smart boy, and so to encourage him in the
right direction, in the name of the Board of Education | wish to present him a prize in the form
of this...”

97.  He paused, removing the tissue paper and revealing a gleaming calfskin brief case.

9s.  “...in the form of this first-class article from Shad Whitmore’s shop.”



9. “Boy,” he said, addressing me, “take this prize and keep it well. Consider it a badge of
office. Prize it. Keep developing as you are and some day it will be filled with important papers
that will help shape the destiny of your people.”

0. | was so moved that | could hardly express my thanks. A rope of bloody saliva forming a
shape like an undiscovered continent drooled upon the leather and | wiped it quickly away. |
felt an importance that | had never dreamed.

101 “Open it and see what’s inside,” | was told.

102, My fingers a-tremble, | complied, smelling the fresh leather and finding an official-
looking document inside. It was a scholarship to the state college for Negroes. My eyes filled
with tears and | ran awkwardly off the floor.

105 1 was overjoyed; | did not even mind when | discovered that the gold pieces | had
scrambled for were brass pocket tokens advertising a certain make of automobile.

102. When | reached home everyone was excited. Next day the neighbors came to
congratulate me. | even felt safe from grandfather, whose deathbed curse usually spoiled my
triumphs. | stood beneath his photograph with my brief case in hand and smiled triumphantly
into his stolid black peasant’s face. It was a face that fascinated me. The eyes seemed to
follow everywhere | went.

10s. That night | dreamed | was at a circus with him and that he refused to laugh at the
clowns no matter what they did. Then later he told me to open my brief case and read what
was inside and | did, finding an official envelope stamped with the state seal; and inside the
envelope | found another and another, endlessly, and | thought | would fall of weariness.
“Them’s years” he said. “Now open that one.” And | did and in it | found an engraved
document containing a sort message of gold. “Read it,” my grandfather said. “Out loud!”

6. “To Whom It May Concern,” | intoned. “Keep This Nigger-Boy Running.”
107. | awoke with the old man’s laughter ringing in my ears.

s, (It was a dream | was to remember and dream again for many years after. But at that
time | had no insight into its meaning. First | had to attend college.)
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Reactions are always done individually... no sharing answer s with your neighbor

First gut reaction... What do you think?

Why?

Who in the story do you like?

Didike?

Feel sorry for?

Respect?

What do you think the author wanted you to learn about life, living or human nature?
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Answer the following questions:

1. What is the meaning of “oration” in paragraph 4?
A. an elaborate speech
B. a prayer
C. a cultural chant
D. a pleading

2. “The blindfold was tight as a thick skin-puckering scab” is an example of what literary element?
A. hyperbole
B. metaphor
C. simile
D. personification

3. Why do you believe the boys continued scrambling for the coins even after they found out the
rug was electrified (3-4 sentences minimum)?

4. What is your interpretation of the final dream? List a line from the story to support your claim.

5. How is this boy invisible? Use a quote from the story to support your claim.
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Imagery is an author’s use of descriptive and figurative language to create a picture in the reader’s
mind. Good authors will create complex images that lead the reader to a new understanding of the
world. You have here imagery for one subject in the story: the event (the fight). Try to find the
patterns in the imagery and explain what Ellison wanted you to see.

The Event (the fight):

the blindfold was tight as a thick skin-puckering scab

my saliva became like hot bitter glue

feeling as though the smoke had become a knife jabbed into my guts

| could see black, sweat-washed forms weaving in the smokey-blue atmospheres drunken
dancers weaving to the rapid drum-like thuds of blows

| was limp as a dish rag

boys groped about like blind, cautious crab crouching to protect their mid-sections
saw a sneaker-clad foot into his groin

rolled out of range, feeling a twinge of nausea

his muscles twitching like the flesh of a house stung by many flies

PwnNe

LN W

Which quotes would you group together? How would you “label” each of those groups?

Quote numbers... are all about

What is Ellison trying to show you about the event?
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Now it isyour turn to find seven more vivid images (excluding the ones from the previous page) that
create pictures about the place in which the events were held or the people in attendance.
Remember that images should touch on one or more of the five senses.

Quote... Paragraph #

What is Ellison trying to show you with these details?
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Read the following stage directions:

(CHARLOTTE WHEELER enters in a wheelchair, which she stops at Stage Center. She
positions herself carefully, then takes a wrench of some type out of a book bag, leans over the side
of the chair and does some manipulation. There is a crunching sound and CHARLOTTE drops the
wrench. She tries to move the chair with no effect. She gives it the strongest push but it will not
move. With a determined but resigned smile, she settles back, takes a book from her book bag and
begins reading. After a beat, BARNEY LUFTER enters. He opens the door of the auditorium to make
sure they are functioning properly; the sound of the concert washes over the stage. He closes the
doors and approaches CHARLOTTE.)

So, what do you think of Charlotte? WHY?

Make a prediction. What do you think this will be about? Why do you think that?
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1 The action takes place in an open space in front of an auditorium. CHARACTERS:

CHARLOTTE WHEELER — a student in a wheelchair.

BARNEY LUFTER- a student who works for the auditorium. He wears a security guard
uniform.

SETTING: An open space backed by the doors to the auditorium.

2. (CHARLOTTE WHEELER enters in a wheelchair, which she stops at Stage Center.
She positions herself carefully, then takes a wrench of some type out of a book bag, leans
over the side of the chair and does some manipulation. There is a crunching sound and
CHARLOTTE drops the wrench. She tries to move the chair with no effect. She gives it the
strongest push but it will not move. With a determined but resigned smile, she settles
back, takes a book from her book bag and begins reading. After a beat, BARNEY LUFTER
enters. He opens the door of the auditorium to make sure they are functioning properly;
the sound of the concert washes over the stage. He closes the doors and approaches
CHARLOTTE.)

3. BARNEY: Uh, you’re not planning to sit here much longer are you?
4 CHARLOTTE: How was the concert?
5 BARNEY: Because that probably won’t be a very good place to be in about ...

(Checks his watch) ten minutes.

6 CHARLOTTE: |didn’t go to the concert because there is a flight of fourteen steps
just inside those doors.

7 BARNEY: The concert will end then and this place is going to be virtually flooded
with thousands of wild-eyed teenagers headed for their cars.

8 CHARLOTTE: They are very pretty stairs. Made out of New Hampshire granite. Did
you know that?

9 BARNEY: (Nodding his head toward the side of the stage) You want to come over
there with me, we can watch it together. From a safe place.

10. CHARLOTTE: Fourteen granite steps. (Pause) You sure of the ending time?

1. BARNEY: Hm?

12. CHARLOTTE: You know for sure when it’s gonna end?

13. BARNEY: To the minute. This whole concert is planned to the split-second. Gotta

be. You ever seen the lighting effects they use? They gotta know exactly where
someone’s gonna be every second. Now let’s get you out of here.

1. CHARLOTTE: | haven’t seen the special effects. I'm not allowed to see them.

1. BARNEY: That’s too bad. Really neat stuff. The concert started three minutes late,
so the final encore will end in exactly ... (Consults his watch again) nine minutes and
thirty-five seconds.



16. CHARLOTTE: That long?

17. BARNEY: (Moving behind chair to push it) It’s a big finish, too. The kids get real
hyped up and come crashing out of there like a heard of buffalo. So like | said, you better
come out of the way or they’ll run right over you. (The chair doesn’t move.) You got the
brakes on or what?

18. CHARLOTTE: It’s broken.

19. BARNEY: ‘Cause this thing ain’t moving.

20. CHARLOTTE: | said, it’s broken. | broke it.

21, BARNEY: Yeah? Where’s it broken? Maybe | can put it back together.

2. CHARLOTTE: | don’t think so. It’s in the axle itself.

23, BARNEY: Bad news. (Trying to make it a joke.) Now why’d you go and break your

chair in a dangerous place like this? You trying to get yourself killed?
2, CHARLOTTE: (Quietly) Yes.

25 BARNEY: (Nervous) Yes? What d’ya mean, yes? You didn’t break the chair
intentionally, did you?

2. CHARLOTTE: Yes. | did.
27. BARNEY: Why the hell did you do a thing like that?
28, CHARLOTTE: (Her anger welling out of her) Because | want someone to say, “Gee,

| wonder what she was doing there, because you know she couldn’t get into the concert
because there is no way to get a wheelchair into that damned auditorium!”

2. BARNEY: (Examining the chair) Maybe | can fix this.

30. CHARLOTTE: (Recovering slightly) Did you hear what | said?

31 BARNEY: Huh? Sure. How’d this get broken?

2. CHARLOTTE: It’s easy. You just take a wrench and grab that little tab, then turn it

with all your might and the axle gets jammed and there’s no way to fix it and there’s no
way to move it.

33, BARNEY: Jeeze, lady! This is serious!

3. CHARLOTTE: (Slowly and with emphasis) | intentionally disabled my wheelchair.
(Lighter to herself) Hey! How about that! Now it’'s my wheelchair that’s handicapped!

35, BARNEY: | gotta get some help to take care of this. (The noise of the concert is
heard again as BARNEY reaches for his walkie-talkie. CHARLOTTE makes a lunge for it and
gets it out of his hand. The effort of this pulls her from her chair and
she ends up on the ground. She sits and places the walkie-talkie beneath her.)

36. CHARLOTTE: | don’t want it taken care of, damn you!
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37. BARNEY: (Lunging) Hey, give me that radio!

38, CHARLOTTE: (Pulling a can of mace from her book bag) Don’t touch me!

3. BARNEY: OK! OK...

10, CHARLOTTE: This stuff smells terrible and it hurts even worse.

a1 BARNEY: | said, OK!

n. CHARLOTTE: I'll use it if | have to!

a3, BARNEY: I'm not going to touch you, OK?

a, CHARLOTTE: Stand over there!

as. BARNEY: Just take it easy. The last thing we need right now is for me to be blind!
a6. CHARLOTTE: Yeah. One handicap is enough, right?

a7. BARNEY: Huh?

as. CHARLOTTE: Skip it. Will you please go away!

a9. BARNEY: (At the end of his patience) Look lady! | don’t know what your problem

is, but you are sitting in the path of several thousand people who are going to start
coming through those doors in six minutes and fifteen seconds, and they aren’t going to
see you sitting there, and even if they did, | very much doubt that they will give a care
and you could get hurt real bad. Now will you just calm down and let me take you to a
more convenient place.

50. CHARLOTTE: | don’t want to be taken to a more convenient place! That’s the
point! Please go away!

51. BARNEY: No, | will not go away. | have a job to do.

52. CHARLOTTE: Then do it!

53. BARNEY: That’s what I'm trying to do. What are you, some kind of protesting
nut?

54. CHARLOTTE: | am not a protestor. | am not a nut. | am not a “handicapped

person.” | am Charlotte Wheeler. And | want to be seen. And | want to be
recognized as an individual. And if | can’t be seen, then | want to do something to make
people aware of me, even if | have to trip them up to do it.

55, BARNEY: OK! OK. | see you! Now let’s move it. | have other things to do, other
doors to check.

56. CHARLOTTE: No you don'’t.
57, BARNEY: | don’t what?

58. CHARLOTTE: You don’t see me.
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59. BARNEY: Lady, believe me, | see you.
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60. CHARLOTTE: Can you see me riding a merry-go-round? I’'m sick of places | can’t
go and cars | can’t drive and pay phones | can’t reach and toilets | can’t get into and
classes | can’t take, for God’s sake, because | can’t get up the stairs to the classroom!

61. BARNEY: Look, you have to get out of the way. In...( Looks at his watch) four
minutes and thirty seconds, those doors are gonna open and you’re gonna get trashed!

62. CHARLOTTE: Nothing new. It happens every day.

63. BARNEY: (Pause) So you’re upset because you can’t ride a merry-go-round?

6. CHARLOTTE: That was just an example.

65. BARNEY: You’'re really feeling sorry for yourself, aren’t you?

66. CHARLOTTE: Damned right. No one else will do it for me, so | gotta do it myself.

(Pause) Look, | was out at the Crossroads Mall this afternoon, and | ...

67. BARNEY: You what?

68. CHARLOTTE: Nothing, This is stupid, Will you please leave?

69. BARNEY: You want to get trampled by a herd of rock fans?

70. CHARLOTTE: Smart boy! You finally figured that out, did you?

7. BARNEY: Why?

7. CHARLOTTE: Because | can only be overlooked for so long. (Turning on BARNEY)

Look. (He averts his eyes.) No, | mean look at me!
7. BARNEY: If you don't...

7. CHARLOTTE: Do you know what happens when | roll down the street? People get
out of my way, sometimes they open doors for me, but they’re always looking three feet
over my head! That’s where my face would be if | were standing up. When they bother to
notice me at all, they talk to me like I'm an idiot!

The world is full of schmucks and | am an invisible person! You don’t see me, no one sees
me! Tonight, when these people come out of the concert, they are going to trample me.
And maybe I'll be hurt. Real bad hurt. (Pause) What’s the worst thing that could happen

to me?

7. BARNEY: (Quietly) You could get killed.

76. CHARLOTTE: That’s not necessarily bad.

77, BARNEY: You could get maimed! You could end up...

78. CHARLOTTE: In a wheelchair? (Barney has nothing to say. He looks at his watch.)

79. BARNEY: Two and a half minutes (Pause) You're going to just sit there?



80. CHARLOTTE: (Quietly) Yes. (Pause) | can't play hackey-sack! | can't play Frisbee!
81. BARNEY: "l can't, | can't, | can't!" All you do is whine "l can't!"
82, CHARLOTTE: | went by the pet store. At the mall. (Pause) There was a real cute

little Scotty in the window. (Pause) | had a dog. She died.
8. BARNEY: Look...

84, CHARLOTTE: Pets are great y'know? | mean, they don't care if you're sitting down
or standing up. All they want is love, and all they give is love. (Pause, then going on with
increasing intensity) An all you have to do is take them for a walk and keep them on a
leash so they won't run off into traffic, but if the leash slips and she runs off anyway,
there's no way you can stop her if you can't run... (she rushes on with the same
intensity.) Have you ever seen me before?

8s. BARNEY: We don't have time for this...

86. CHARLOTTE: You're Barney Lufter. You're a junior in college. You are a member
of Theta Chi. You work weekends as a security guard and you're studying pre-law. You
drive a little red Chevrolet and you park it in the library parking lot. (Barney is taken by
surprise, and for the first time, he looks directly at Charlotte.)

87. BARNEY: How'd you know all that?

8. CHARLOTTE: | see you every day. We pass each other all the time between
classes. We even had a class together. Intro to Business Law.

89, BARNEY: Was that you? | didn't recognize you.

90. CHARLOTTE: Of course you didn't! Until | sat here | was invisible to you. You
ignored me.

91, BARNEY: | wouldn't exactly say | ignored you.

92. CHARLOTTE: That's exactly what you did! Three weeks agao... you probably don't

even remember, do you?
93, BARNEY: Remember what?

9, CHARLOTTE: Nothing. Nothing! I'm just so... (Collects herself) | made an extra
special effort to get your attention three weeks ago. It was a Thursday afternoon. |
usually leave campus on a special bus at one o'clock in the afternoon on Thursdays, but |
made arrangements to stay late because you were going to present a report in Dr. Lee's
symposium.

95 BARNEY: (Remembering the event) That's right...

96. CHARLOTTE: | went to the seminar room. | waited outside for you. | knew just
what | was going to say. | had it all set out, starting from the first word. | wore my best...

97. When you came up | said, "Hi..." You just kept walking by. You didn't even
acknowledge my existence!
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98, | gave it my best shot, | put all | had into that one word! If you had just picked it
up. If you had just responded! All of me would have come along with it. That was the
opening gambit!

99, Of course you don't remember! Of course you didn't hear! | wasn't there! You
just walked past me because | didn't exist! You never saw me.

100, That was the first time | ever tried, | mean really tried, to get someone to deal
with me on a grown-up, real-person basis. | wanted you to look me in the eyes and treat
me like | was something other than a poor idiot child!

101. You could have done so much.

102, But | thought, he's probably thinking about his report. I'll wait until afterwards
and try again. So | sat at the back of the room. | hung on every word you said. | gave
you all my attention. When you finished, I'm the one who started the applause! You
came off the podium and everyone was telling you what a great job you did.

103, When you came past me, you looked right at me. | know you did. | waited until |
could see your eyes, and | said it again, "Hi..."

104, And you ignored me again. You looked right at me, but you never saw me!
105, BARNEY: | don't even remember that.

106. CHARLOTTE: That's the point. (Charlotte stops, bites her lip and stiffens. She cries
in spite of herself and tries to keep Barney from seeing it. Barney considers, then
reaches a decision. He sits down beside her.)

107. BARNEY: Move over.

108. CHARLOTTE: Will you please go away! It's too late now!
100. BARNEY: Nope. You're gonna sit here, I'm gonna sit here.
110, CHARLOTTE: | don't want you here.

111, BARNEY: | don't want you here!

112, CHARLOTTE: Why are you trying to take care of me? | don’t want you to take care
of me. I'm an adult and | can make my own decisions! Now get the hell out of here.

113, BARNEY: Sorry. If they walk on you, they're gonna have to walk on me too.
114, CHARLOTTE: You're screwing everything up!

115, BARNEY: Life is like that sometimes. You get a nice little plan and someone comes
along and messes it up. Someone makes you see something or someone refuses to see
something or someone gets converted to your point of view. It's a bitch, but it happens.

116. CHARLOTTE: Why are you doing this?
117, BARNEY: I'm sharing the experience with you.

118, CHARLOTTE: Do you know how dumb that sounds?

Junior English

23



Junior English

119, BARNEY: Sorry.
24
120. CHARLOTTE: You might get hurt.

121, BARNEY: There's a terrific echo around here.

122. CHARLOTTE: (After a pause) Look. You can avoid this. You can just get up and
walk. Now will you please do it?

123. BARNEY: What's the matter? Can't you take "yes" for an answer?
124, CHARLOTTE: I...

125. BARNEY: You win! I'm noticing you! (Barney sits in silence as they considering
the situation. Charlotte hands the walkie talkie back to him.)

126. CHARLOTTE: Here's your radio.

127. BARNEY: Thanks.

128. CHARLOTTE: You want to use it?

120, BARNEY: Too late now.

130, CHARLOTTE: (Pause) How much time?

131 BARNEY: Fifteen seconds.

132, CHARLOTTE: Are you sure you want to do this?

133, BARNEY: No. (There is another slight pause. Then Barney turns to Charlotte and
looks her directly in the eyes as he extends his hand.) Hi. (Charlotte takes his hand and
holds it)

134, CHARLOTTE: Hi. (The sound of a large crowd is heard approaching the closed
doors of the auditorium. The sound suddenly increases as if the doors have been opened
like floodgates. The lights fade to black with the crowd noise reaching a crescendo.)

135. THE END
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Reactions are always done individually... no sharing answer s with your neighbor

First gut reaction... What do you think?

Why?

Who in the story do you like?

Didike?

Feel sorry for?

Respect?

What do you think the author wanted you to learn about life, living or human nature?




After the Reading

1. Which is true of paragraphs 3-11?

mooOw>

The characters don't like each other

The characters don't understand each other

The characters aren't communicating with each other

The characters are similar, but neither one is willing to admit it

The characters resent the way society treats people who are different.

2. Which of the following is a simile?

A

moOOw

Paragraph 17: The kids get real hyped up and come crashing out of there like a
heard of buffalo

Paragraph 34: How about that! Now it’s my wheelchair that’s handicapped!
Paragraph 45: The last thing we need right now is for me to be blind!
Paragraph 53: What are you, some kind of protesting nut?

Paragraph 74: When they bother to notice me at all, they talk to me like I'm an
idiot!

3. Which of the following is NOT implied by the ending?

mooOw>

Both of them die outside the auditorium

Barney finally learns to notice Charlotte

Charlotte realizes that Barney cares

Neither of them truly understood the other until this moment
Charlotte hates that Barney is going to die with her
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How realistic is this story? Are the characters realistic? Is the ending realistic? Why do you say that? Use at

least one specific quote to support your answer.
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Dynamic: Of or pertaining to dynamics; belonging to energy or power; characterized by
energy or production of force (it shares aroot word with "dynamite” and "thermodynamic")

Static: Resting; acting by mere weight without motion; as, statical pressure; static objects.
So, how do English teachers use these words?

A dynamic (or round) character changes over the course of astory. Something in the story has the
energy or power to change this character's basic psychology, motivations or beliefs.

A static (or flat) character's personality is at rest. This character may change clothes or ook different
or even gain or lose weight, but the core personality is the same at the end as it was in the beginning.

Static

Which of the two charactersin this story has the same beliefs at the end as at the beginning?

What word would you use to describe this person's personality (stretch the vocab a bit please)

Other people may have a different opinion. Now that you have a strong judgment word, give a
*gpecific* reason why you believe thisisthe BEST word to describe the person using specific words,
events, or descriptions from the story.
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Which of the two charactersin this story has different beliefs at the end as at the beginning?

What word would you use to describe this person’s personality AT THE END

Give a*specific* reason why you believe thisis the BEST word to describe the person using specific
words, events, or descriptions from the story.

What word would you use to describe this person's personality AT THE BEGINNING

Give a* specific* reason why you believe thisis the BEST word to describe the person using specific
words, events, or descriptions from the story.

Now for the interesting part. What really caused this change in personality? Explain your answer!
Do you think thisisrealistic?
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Read the following:

Satire:

Satire is just making fun of some vice or imperfection — an attack on someone or something by making it
look worthy of being made fun of. Satire is usually funny, but where true comedy doesn't need to make fun
of someone specific, satire always has a target!

Satire is closely related to sarcasm. Imagine your mom comes in and tells you to take out the trash. You look
at her and say, "Oh, yes, | just live to take our your trash." First, she'd kill you, but you would have used
sarcasm before dying. However, that is NOT satire. Let's say your mom came in and said the same thing, but
this time you took her by hand and said:

"Mom, | really want to tell you this story about a friend of mine. His dad is named Sedentary and his
mom's name is Hebetude. They decided that they never wanted to do chores, and so they agreed to
have a bunch of kids. They named their first child Dishwasher, their second one Floorcleaner, and
their third Scrubber. But they still didn't have a child to take out the trash. So every day, the trash
got stacked higher and higher..."

Your mom would still kill you, but this time you would have created satire. Satire is a fully told story that
makes fun of topic (in this case, lazy parents).

The following story is satirical. Based on the title and the fact it's satire, what prediction are you going to
make about the story?

Why?
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Made in USA (by Jack Forbes)

1. The All-Indian Basketball Tournament was in its second day. Excitement was
pretty high, because a lot of the teams were very good or at least eager and hungry to
win. Quite a few people had come to watch, mostly Indians. Many were relatives or
friends of the players. A lot of people were betting money and tension was pretty great.

2. Ateam from the Tucson Inter-Tribal House was set to play against a group from
the Great Lakes region. The Tucson players were mostly very dark young men with long
black hair. A few had little goatee beards or mustaches though, and one of the Great
Lakes fans had started a rumor that they were really Chicanos. This was a big issue since
the Indian Sports League had a rule that all players had to be of one-quarter or more
Indian blood and that they had to have their BIA roll numbers available if challenged.

:. . And so a big argument started. One of the biggest, darkest Indians on the
Tucson team had been singled out as a Chicano, and the crowd wanted him thrown out.
The Great Lakes players, most of whom were pretty light, refused to start. They all had
their BIA identification cards, encased in plastic. This proved that they were all real
Indians, even a blonde-haired guy. He was really only about one-sixteenth but the BIA
rolls had been changed for his tribe so legally he was one-fourth. There was no question
about the Great Lakes team. They were all land-based, federally-recognized Indians,
although living in a big Midwestern city, and they had their cards to prove it.

2 Anyway, the big, dark Tucson Indian turned out to be a Papago. He didn't have a
BIA card but he could talk Papago so they let him alone for the time being. Then they
turned toward a lean, very Indian-looking guy who had a pretty big goatee. He seemed
to have a Spanish accent, so they demanded to see his card.

5. Well, he didn't have one either. He said he was full-blood Tarahumara Indian and
he could also speak his language. None of the Great Lakes Indians could talk their
languages, so they said that was no proof of anything, that you had to have a BIA roll
number.

s. The Tarahumara man was getting pretty angry by then. He said his father and
uncle had been killed by the whites in Mexico and that he did not expect to be treated
with prejudice by other Indians.

7. But all that did no good. Someone demanded to know if he had a reservation and
if his tribe was recognized. He replied that his people lived high up in the mountains and
that they were still resisting the Mexicanoes, that the government was trying to steal
their land.

s What state do your people live in?" they wanted to know. When he said that his
people lived free, outside the control of any state, they only shook their fists at him.
"You're not an official Indian. All official Indians are under the whiteman's rule now. We
all have a number given to us, to show that we are recognized."

o. Well, it all came to an end when someone shouted that "Tarahumaras don't exist.
They're not listed in the BIA dictionary." Another fan yelled, "He's a Mexican. He can't
play. This tournament is only for Indians."



10. The officials of the tournament had been huddling together. One blew his whistle
and an announcement was made. "The Tucson team is disqualified. One of its members
is a Yaqui. One is a Tarahumara. The rest are Papagos. None of them have BIA
enrollment cards. They are not Indians within the meaning of the laws of the
government of the United States. The Great Lakes team is declared the winner by
default.

1. A tremendous roar of applause swept through the stands. A white BIA official
wiped the tears from his eyes and said to a companion, "God Bless America. | think
we've won."
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Reactions are always done individually... no sharing answer s with your neighbor

First gut reaction... What do you think?

Why?

Who in the story do you like?

Didike?

Feel sorry for?

Respect?

What do you think the author wanted you to learn about life, living or human nature?
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1. Which is the best summary of paragraph 107?

mooOw>»

There are many different tribes of Native Americans.

There is no one definition of what it means to be Native American.

The Great Lakes team deserves to be the winner of the tournament

The officials are acting unfairly

The Native Americans from the Southwest are more authentically "Indian" than
the Great Lakes team.

2. What is the best meaning of "hungry" as used in paragraph 1?

A
B.
C.
D
E

Hollow
Starving
Unsatisfied
Craving
Depleted

3. In paragraph 3, the author most likely included the detail about the BIA card being
encased in plastic in order to...

mooOw>»

Show the respect that the Great Lakes players had for the Bureau of Indian Affairs
Show the way that the Great Lakes players are uptight perfectionists

Show how the Great Lakes players aren't all full-blood Native Americans

Show that the author is angry at the attitude of the Great Lakes team

Show how blind the Great Lakes players are to the truth.

4. If you were in the stands watching, what would be your reaction to this conflict?
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So, the question is, what does this story satirize? First, you can't satirize what isn't there. So, who do
you havein the story. List all the different individuals or groups and exactly how that group felt
about the conflict around the basketball game.
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Like in apoem, the main idea of a story is often found in thetitle or the last lines. So, go back and
look at them again.

Title What does this suggest the author is making fun of ?

The person in the end What does this suggest the author is making fun of ?

Finally, satire must make fun of the real world. Think about the opening example. Y ou weretelling
astory about Sedentary and Hebetude, but you REALLY were trying to make fun of your mother
who wouldn't take out her own trash. Here, what is the author making fun of in the real world?

Finish the following statement....

The author would say that in the real world
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Read these opening paragraphs:

1 As soon as she arrived she went straight to the kitchen to see if the monkey
was there. It was: what a relief! She wouldn’t have liked to admit that her
mother had been right. Monkeys at a birthday? her mother had sneered. Get
away with you, believing any nonsense you’re told! She was cross, but not
because of the monkey, the girl thought; it’s because of the party.

2 “l don’t like you going,” she told her. “It’s a rich people’s party.”

“Rich people go to Heaven too,” said the girl, who studied religion at school.

So, what do you think of this girl? WHY?

Make a prediction. What do you think this will be about? Why do you think that?




The Stolen P&Pty (by Liliana Heker)

a As soon as she arrived she went straight to the kitchen to see if the monkey was
there. It was: what a relief! She wouldn’t have liked to admit that her mother had been
right. Monkeys at a birthday? her mother had sneered. Get away with you, believing any
nonsense you're told! She was cross, but not because of the monkey, the girl thought;
it’s because of the party.

5. “I don't like you going,” she told her. “It’s a rich people’s party.”
6. “Rich people go to Heaven too,” said the girl, who studied religion at school.
7. “Get away with Heaven,” said the mother. “The problem with you, young lady, is

that you like to fart higher than your ass.”

8. The girl didn’t approve of the way her mother spoke. She was barely nine, and
one of the best in her class.

9. “I'm going because I've been invited,” she said. “And I’'ve been invited because
Luciana is my friend. So there.”

10. “Ah, yes, your friend,” her mother grumbled. She paused. “Listen, Rosaura,” she
said at last. “That one’s not your friend. You know what you are to them? The maid’s
daughter, that’s what.”

1. Rosaura blinked hard: she wasn’t going to cry. Then she yelled: “Shut up! You
know nothing about being friends!”

12. Every afternoon she used to go to Luciana’s house and they would both finish
their homework while Rosaura’s mother did the cleaning. They had their tea in the
kitchen and they told each other secrets. Rosaura loved everything in the big house, and
she also loved the people who lived there.

13. “I’'m going because it will be the most lovely party in the whole world, Luciana
told me it would. There will be a magician, and he will bring a monkey and everything.”

14, The mother swung around to take a good look at her child, and pompously put
her hands on her hips.

1. “Monkeys at a birthday?” she said. “Get away with you, believing any nonsense
you’re told!”

1. Rosaura was deeply offended. She thought it unfair of her mother to accuse other
people being lairs simply because they were rich. Rosaura too wanted to be rich, of
course. If one day she managed to live in a beautiful palace, would her mother stop
loving her? She felt very sad. She wanted to go to that party more than anything else in
the world.

17. “I'll die if I don’t go,” she whispered, almost without moving her lips.
1. And she wasn’t sure whether she had been heard, but on the morning of the

party she discovered that her mother had starched her Christmas dress. And in the
afternoon, after washing her hair, her mother rinsed it with apple vinegar so that it
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would be all nice and shiny. Before going out, Rosaura admired herself in the mirror, with
her white dress and glossy hair, and thought she looked terribly pretty.

19. Sefiora Ines also seemed to notice. As soon as she saw her, she said: “How lovely
you look today, Rosaura.”

2. Rosaura gave her starched skirt a slight toss with her hands and walked into the
party with a firm step. She said hello to Luciana and asked about the monkey. Luciana
put on a secretive look and whispered into Rosaura’s ear: “He’s in the kitchen. But don’t
tell anyone, because it’s a surprise.”

21, Rosaura wanted to make sure. Carefully she entered the kitchen and there she
saw it: deep in thought, inside its cage. It looked so funny that the girl stood there for a
while, watching it, and later, every so often, she would slip out of the party unseen and
go and admire it. Rosaura was the only one allowed into the kitchen. Sefiora Ines had
said: “You yes, but not the others, they’re much too boisterous, they might break
something.” Rosaura had never broken anything. She even managed the jug of orange
juice, carrying it from the kitchen into the dining room. She held it carefully and didn’t
spill a single drop. And Seiora Ines had said: “Are you sure you can manage a jug as big
as that?” Of course she could manage. She wasn’t a butterfingers, like the others. Like
that blonde girl with the bow in her hair. As soon as she saw Rosaura, the girl with the
bow had said:

2. “And you? Who are you?”
23, “I'm a friend of Luciana.” said Rosaura.
2. “No,” said the girl with the bow, “you are not a friend of Luciana because I'm her

cousin and | know all her friends. And | don’t know you.”

2. “So what,” said Rosaura. “I come here every afternoon with my mother and we do
our homework together.”

%. “You and your mother do your homework together?” asked the girl, laughing.

27, “I' and Luciana do our homework together,” said Rosaura, very seriously.

28, The girl with the bow shrugged her shoulders.

29, “That’s not being friends,” she said. “Do you go to school together?”

20. “No.”

31, “So where do you know her from?” said the girl, getting impatient.

2. Rosaura remembered her mother’s words perfectly. She took a deep breath.

33, “I'm the daughter of the employee,” she said.

3. Her mother had said very clearly: “If someone asks, you say you’re the daughter

of the employee; that’s all” She also told her to add: “And proud of it.” But Rosaura
thought that never in her life would she dare say something of the sort.

35, “What employee?” said the girl with the bow. “Employee in a shop?”
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3. “No,” said Rosaura angrily. “My mother doesn’t sell anything in any shop, so
there.”

37. “So how come she’s an employee?” said the girl with the bow.

38, Just then Sefiora Ines arrived saying shh shh, and asked Rosaura if she wouldn’t

mind helping serve out the hotdogs, as she knew the house so much better than the
others.

3. “See?” said Rosaura to the girl with the bow, and when no one was looking she
kicked her in the shin.

a0. Apart from the girl with the bow, all the other were delightful. The one she liked
best was Luciana, with her golden birthday crown; and then the boys. Rosaura won the
sack race, and nobody managed to catch her when they played tag. When they split into
two teams to play charades, all the boys wanted her for their side. Rosaura felt she had
never been so happy in all her life.

a1, But the best was still to come. The best came after Luciana blew out the candles.
First the cake. Sefiora Ines had asked her to help pass the cake around, and Rosaura had
enjoyed the task immensely, because everyone called out to her, shouting “Me, me!”
Rosaura remembered a story in which there was a queen who had the power of life or
death over her subjects. She had always loved that, having the power of life or death. To
Luciana and the boys she gave the largest pieces, and to the girl with the bow she gave a
slice so thin one could see through it.

a2, After the cake came the magician, tall and bony, with a fine red cape. A true
magician: he could untie handkerchiefs by blowing on them and make a chain with links
that had no openings. He could guess what cards were pulled from a pack, and the
monkey was his assistant. He called the monkey “partner.” “Let’s see here, partner,” he
would say, “turn over a card.” And, “Don’t run away, partner: time to work now.”

a3, The final trick was wonderful. One of the children had to hold the monkey in his
arms and the magician said he would make him disappear.

2. “What, the boy?” they all shouted.

as. “No, the monkey!” shouted back the magician.

s6. Rosaura thought that this was truly the most amusing party in the whole world.
a7. The magician asked a small fat boy to come and help, but the small fat boy got

frightened almost at once and dropped the monkey on the floor. The magician picked
him up carefully, whispered something in his ear, and the monkey nodded almost as if he
understood.

as. “You mustn’t be so unmanly, my friend,” the magician said to the fat boy.
a9. “What’s unmanly?” said the fat boy.
50. The magician turned around as if to look for spies.

51. “A sissy,” said the magician. “Go sit down.”
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5. Then he stared at all the faces, one by one. Rosaura felt her heart tremble.

40

53. “You, with the Spanish eyes,” said the magician. And everyone saw he was
pointing at her.

54. She wasn’t afraid. Neither holding the monkey, nor when the magician made him
vanish; not even when, at the end, the magician flung his red cape over Rosaura’s head
and uttered a few magic words... and the monkey reappeared, chattering happily, in her
arms. The children clapped furiously. And before Rosaura returned to her seat, the
magician said:

55, “Thank you very much, my little countess.”

56. She was so pleased with the compliment that a while later, when her mother
came to fetch her, that was the first thing she told her.

57, “l helped the magician and he said to me, ‘Thank you very much, my little
countess.””

58, It was strange because up to then Rosaura had thought that she was angry with
her mother. All along Rosaura had imagined that she would say to her: “See that the
monkey wasn’t a lie?” But instead she was so thrilled that she told her mother all about
the wonderful magician.

59. Her mother tapped her on the head and said: “So now we’re a countess!”
60. But one could see that she was beaming.
61. And now they both stood in the entrance, because a moment ago Sefiora Ines,

smiling, had said: “Please wait here a second.”
62. Her mother suddenly seemed worried.

63. “What is what?” said Rosaura. “It’s nothing; she just wants to get present for
those who are leaving, see?”

64. She pointed at the fat boy and at a girl with pigtails who were also waiting there,
next to their mothers. And she explained about the presents. She knew, because she had
been watching those who left before her. When one of the girls was about to leave,
Sefiora Ines would give her a bracelet. When a boy left, Sefiora Ines gave him a yo-yo.
Rosaura preferred the yo-yo because it sparkled, but she didn’t mention that to her
mother. Her mother might have said: “So why don’t you ask for one, you blockhead?”
That’s what her mother was like. Rosaura didn’t feel like explaining that she’d be
horribly ashamed to be the odd one out. Instead she said.

65. “l was the best-behaved at the party.”

66. And she said no more because Sefiora Ines came out into the hall with two bags,
one pink and one blue.

67. First she went up to the fat boy, gave him a yo-yo out of the blue bag, and the fat
boy left with his mother. Then she went up to the girl and gave her a bracelet out of the
pink bag, and the girl with the pigtails left as well.



8. Finally she came up to Rosaura and her mother. She had a smile on her face and
Rosaura liked that. Sefiora Ines looked down at her, then looked up at her mother, and
then said something that made Rosaura proud:

69. “What marvelous daughter you have, Herminia.”

70. For an instant, Rosaura thought that she’d given her two presents: the bracelet
and the yo-yo. Sefiora Ines bent down as if about to look for something. Rosaura also
leaned forward, stretching out her arm. But she never completed the movement.

7. Sefiora Ines didn’t look in the pink bag. Nor did she look in the blue bag. Instead
she rummaged in her purse. In her hand appeared two bills.

7. “You really and truly earned this,” she said handing them over. “Thank you for all
your help, my pet.”

73, Rosaura felt her arms stiffen, stick close to her body, and then she noticed her
mother’s hand on her shoulder. Instinctively she pressed herself against her mother’s
body. That was all. Except her eyes. Rosaura’s eyes had a cold, clear look that fixed itself
on Sefora Ines’s face.

7a. Sefora Ines, motionless, stood there with her hand outstretched. As if she didn’t
dare draw it back. As if the slightest change might shatter an infinitely delicate balance.

Junior English

41



Junior English

Reaction 42

Reactions are always done individually... no sharing answer s with your neighbor

First gut reaction... What do you think?

Why?

Who in the story do you like?

Didike?

Feel sorry for?

Respect?

What do you think the author wanted you to learn about life, living or human nature?
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Answer the following questions:
1. What is Rosaura’s desire?

A. to berich

B. to be included

C. to live with her father

D. to be a magician

2. Explain the phrase to “fart higher than your ass.”

3. What is Rosaura given at the end of the part?

A.yo-yo
B. bracelet
C. money
D. nothing

4. Who is invisible in the story? Use a quote from the story to support your claim.

5. Would Rosaura be considered a static or dynamic character? Support your answer using a quote
from the story (don’t forget to include the page number).
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Irony is a contrast between reality and intent. Clear as mud, huh?

Verbal Irony is where a person says the opposite of what he means. So, your mother says, “Oh yes, |
definitely think you should ignore me when | ask you, for the sixth time, to take out the garbage.” You
know she really means you need to start listening. So, the reality of her saying “ignore me” is the
opposite of the intent.

Situational Irony is where actions that person takes lead to the opposite of what he expected or
intended. So Jerry could get a C on that math test, but he wants an A. He cheats by copying off a
neighbor. He intends to get a higher grade, but the person he cheated off is really bad in math and Jerry
gets a D. Yep, he got the opposite of what he expected or intended.

Irony happens in literature too. Most of you have seen it before. It happens when the characters and
audience think something ought to happen but is not what eventually happens. For instance in
Shakespeare's play Romeo and Juliet, the only thing the young lovers want is to end up together forever
and the audience is normally right there desiring for the same result. In reality they do end up spending
eternity together, but not in the way we all had hoped.

Your goal is to explain the situational irony of “The Stolen Party.” Use quotes to show me you are
right.

Situation:

What the character expected/intended What the character truly ended up getting
(include quote fragments) (include quote fragments)

Situation:

What the character expected/intended What the character truly ended up getting

(include quote fragments) (include quote fragments)
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After looking at the story we can see that Rosaura is a static character because we don’t see her react
or change due to the situation she is in. It is now your turn to write the next piece of the story in order
to make Rosaura a more dynamic character. Below brainstorm different reactions Rosaura might have
after receiving money for being at the party.

What might she have learned from this experience?

How will it affect her view on the world?

Once you have complete brainstorming, you may begin to write the next part of the story. | should see
the following in your portion of the story:

* A change in Rosaura’s character
* Dialogue

* Correct spelling and grammar

* 2 pages minimum
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Writing Dialogue

A hillbilly with a third grade education is going to walk into the room and say, "I'll be jiggered. Ain't
never seen that." See that sentence fragment? It's okay because it's part of the dialogue. A Harvard
educated character is just as likely to use a sentence fragment, but he'd better not use the word
'jiggered.' He might say, "Oh my. That is entirely unexpected." Make your characters TALK.

Punctuate Correctly
Every new speaker starts a new line. That's how we keep track of who is saying what. The words

that the character says are called dialogue. The part where you tell me who said what is called the tag
line. Sample time! | number the lines just so we could talk about them after.

1. "Hey," Tina offered as she walked in the back door.

2. "Where were you?" Pedro demanded.

3. "Out." Tina dropped the heavy grocery bags on the counter. Even if she didn't want to fight, Pedro was obviously
in the mood for one.

4. "out?"

5. "Out."

5."You're gone for five hours, and when you get back, all you tell me is out? That's not cutting it."

7."It's going to have to," she snapped as she practically threw the cabbage at the refrigerator.

s. "Listen, chica--"

9. "No. No, I'm not going to listen. I'm done listening. If you want someone to listen, call that little girlfriend of
yours, the one | don't know about. But don't stand there looking like the innocent victim in this little divorce we seem to be
working on."

10. "Divorce?"

11. Tina slammed the refrigerator door shut. "I'm going to bed." Without looking at her husband, Tina walked out of
the kitchen. Two seconds later, she realized that the fish was still sitting on the counter, but it could rot and stink up the
whole house for all she cared. No way would she spend one more second with that no good, cheating, back-stabbing husband
of hers.

12. "Girlfriend? Oh babe, who has been whispering lies in your ear?" Pedro asked the silence as he stood in the
kitchen surrounded by groceries and crumpled sacks. "I would never...." He sighed. "I'll fix this, chica. I'm going to find out
who's whispered these lie, and I'll fix this. Like momma always said, 'Antes se coge al embustero que al cojo."

13. In the bedroom, Tina stared at the ceiling. What would it be like to just walk out, she wondered. Would he care
enough about their marriage to give up that slut he'd been sneaking off to? Maybe Anthony was right, maybe she just needed
to make a clean break before her heart broke any more. Tears burned Tina's eyes. "Shit," she breathed softly. It was already
too late because her heart couldn't break any more than this.

Line notes:

1. When the dialogue connects to a tag (not a complete sentence, but a phrase used to identify who said what), connect the
dialogue and the tag with a comma.

2. If the dialogue ends with an exclamation mark or question mark, that replaces the comma. Don't use both.

3. Here you have dialogue, but NO TAG. If you look, the next sentence is complete on its own, so the dialogue ends with a
period since you don't have a tag. Instead of using tags all the time, a sentence of action can be an effective way to break
that up.

4/5/6. Because EVERY NEW SPEAKER gets a NEW PARAGRAPH, you don't always need a tag. | can figure out who's speaking by
just looking up and seeing whose turn it is.

7. Don't always tell me how someone feels, here the actions make Tina's feelings very clear

8. If someone gets cut off or stops sharply, the correct punctuation is the dash (--)

9/10. No tag lines needed. | can tell who's talking

11. No tag line. The dialogue does not always have to come first. Here, action comes on either side of the dialogue, but all the
action and the dialogue belongs to Tina, so it all goes in a Tina paragraph. Oh, and the action here is much more effective at
showing just how upset she is than if you had simply said, "She's very upset."

12. He's talking to himself, but he's still saying the words out loud, so it's still dialogue. If words slowly trail off, the correct
punctuation is the ellipsis (. . .)

13. There's only one word of dialogue here. When a character thinks words, those thoughts do not get any special
punctuation.
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Persuasive Research

You are responsible for knowing everything in this packet and filling in the required portions.

Potential Topics:

The question here is...
What invisible problems exist in today’s world?

You've read stories about problems that these authors believe society is ignoring. You need to find
a very specific topic about problems that you think people need to pay more attention to.

Problems related to age or being a teenager

Problems related to race or religion

Problems relating to money, social status, or class

Problems related to psychological problems

Problems related to ability or disability
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Introduction: Anecdote from one of the stories OR a quote and explanation

Bridge

Thesis: Persuasive thesis just takes a side and has acommand verb

Background: What was the world like in the past or what background info does the reader

need?

Current: Prove to me that the world has either gotten better or

that the world has gotten significantly worse

Rebuttal: Bring up what the other side believes and then

prove the other side wrong

Conclusion: Restate the thesis
Refer back to opening story

Tell people what to do or what to believe

Does each section haveto be a paragraph?

Nope, use as many paragraphs as you need for each section. The sample has one paragraph of
background but severa paragraphs on the "current” section.
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Copying afriend, a paper off the internet or abook and then claiming it's yours... and it's still
plagiarism if you only copy "abit"

Copying with Acknowledgements, meaning that you tell me the source "According to Smith,"
but then you put his words in your paper without using quote marks. Don't use an author's unique
language, phrasing, or sentence structure. You need to put it ENTIRELY in your own words and
phrasing.

Copying in a Ping-Pong Effect, meaning you take an idea from here and an idea from there and
an idea from here without telling me what came from where. First of all, you should have your
own reactions and ideas in there! Second, EVERY time you bring up anew idea, you need to tell
me where that new idea came from.

Copying with the Sour ce at the Bottom, meaning you have a paragraph full of quotes, facts, and
ideas, but you only put the citation at the end of the paragraph. A citation ONLY appliesto the
sentence that it appearsin, so if you do this every sentence except the last one (the one where the
citation appears) is plagiarized.

DO...

Put ideas into your own words, and then tell me whose idea that was
React, comment on, or discuss that idea; that's the interesting part
Relate the idea to the warning Bradbury put in his story

Put citations on every sentence containing someone else's idea

Ask if you need help

What ar e the consequences for plagiarism?

If you accidentally forget to cite information, that is plagiarism, but you'll just |ose some points
and have to come in and fix your paper.

If you copy entire sentences, paragraphs or the whole paper from a source, you will lose al credit
for the paper, you will receive detention, and you will be reported to the office. A second case of
plagiarism in any class could result in you losing credit in class.

If you allow someone to copy your paper, you will face the same consequences as the person who
copied, so keep that paper to yourself!

By the way, having all the same information in the same order and just paraphrasing someone
elseswork is still plagiarizing, so don't do it. Thisisan individual assignment and you should
not be working with other people!
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Daly 1
Angela Daly
Professor Chavez
English 101
14 March XXXX
A Call to Action: Title is centered.
Regulate Use of Cell Phones on the Road
When a cell phone goes off in a classroom or at a concert, we Opening sentences
are irritated, but at least our lives are not endangered. When we g;f:“fﬁéersy
are on the road, however, irresponsible cell phone users are more
than irritating: They are putting our lives at risk. Many of us have
witnessed drivers so distracted by dialing and chatting that they
resemble drunk drivers, weaving between lanes, for example, or
nearly running down pedestrians in crosswalks. A number of bills to
regulate use of cell phones on the road have been introduced in
state legislatures, and the time has come to push for their passage.
Regulation is needed because drivers using phones are seriously
impaired and because laws on negligent and reckless driving are L:SZ;Z SZT;Q;W
not sufficient to punish offenders. point.
No one can deny that cell phones have caused traffic deaths gﬂ?’cu::ﬁtznizar

and injuries. Cell phones were implicated in three fatal accidents in
November 1999 alone. Early in November, two-year-old Morgan

Pena was killed by a driver distracted by his cell phone. Morgan’s

mother, Patti Pena, reports that the driver “ran a stop sign at 45 Signal phrase names
the author of the
mph, broadsided my vehicle and killed Morgan as she sat in her car quotation to follow.

No page number is

seat.” A week later, corrections officer Shannon Smith, who was : >
available for this

guarding prisoners by the side of the road, was killed by a woman Web source.

distracted by a phone call (Besthoff). On Thanksgiving weekend Author's name is
. given in parenthe-

that same month, John and Carole Hall were killed when a Naval ses; no page num-

ber is available.

Marginal annotations indicate MLA-style formatting and effective writing

Source: Diana Hacker (Boston: Bedford/St. Martin’s, 2006).



Page number
is given when
available.

Clear topic
sentences, like
this one, are
used throughout
the paper.

Summary and long
quotation are
introduced with

a signal phrase

naming theyauthors.

Long quotation is
set off from the
text; quotation
marks are pmitted.

Daly 2
Academy midshipman crashed into their parked car. The driver said
in court that when he looked up from the cell phone he was dial-
ing, he was three feet from the car and had no time to stop
(Stockwell B8).

Expert testimony, public opinion, and even cartoons sug-
gest that driving while phoning is dangerous. Frances Bents, an
expert on the relation between cell phones and accidents, esti-
mates that between 450 and 1,000 crashes a year have some
connection to cell phone use (Layton C9). In a survey published
by Farmers Insurance Group, 87% of those polled said that cell
phones affect a driver’s ability, and 40% reported having close
calls with drivers distracted by phones. Many cartoons have
depicted the very real dangers of driving while distracted (see
Fig. 1).

Scientific research confirms the dangers of using phones
while on the road. In 1997 an important study appeared in the

New England Journal of Medicine. The authors, Donald Redelmeier

and Robert Tibshirani, studied 699 volunteers who made their cell

phone bills available in order to confirm the times when they

had placed calls. The participants agreed to report any nonfatal
collision in which they were involved. By comparing the time of
a collision with the phone records, the researchers assessed the

dangers of driving while phoning. The results are unsettling:

We found that using a cellular telephone was associ-
ated with a risk of having a motor vehicle collision
that was about four times as high as that

among the same drivers when they were not using

their cellular telephones. This relative risk is similar

Source: Diana Hacker (Boston: Bedford/St. Martin’s, 2006).
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YEP.. GOT MY CELLPHONE MY PAGER, MY INTERNET LINK MY
WIRELESS FAX, AND THANKS TO TRIS. NIFTY SATELLITE NAVIGAING

SYSTEM T KNOW PREUSELY WHERE T AM AT ALLTIMES/ #
Fig. 1. Chan Lowe, cartoon, Washington Post 22 July 2000: A21. lllustration has

figure number,

, ) . . label, and source
to the hazard associated with driving with a blood information.

alcohol level at the legal limit. (456)
The news media often exaggerated the latter claim (“similar
to” is not “equal to”); nonetheless, the comparison with drunk
driving suggests the extent to which cell phone use while driving

can impair judgment.

A 1998 study focused on Oklahoma, one of the few states to

keep records on fatal accidents involving cell phones. Using police

records, John M. Violanti of the Rochester Institute of Technology Svtfr?maf_y belgins
with a signa
investigated the relation between traffic fatalities in Oklahoma and phrase naming the
. . author and ends
the use or presence of a cell phone. He found a ninefold increase with page numbers

in the risk of fatality if a phone was being used and a doubled risk in parentheses.

simply when a phone was present in a vehicle (522-23). The latter

statistic is interesting, for it suggests that those who carry phones

Source: Diana Hacker (Boston: Bedford/St. Martin’s, 2006).
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in their cars may tend to be more negligent (or prone to distrac-

tions of all kinds) than those who do not.
Daly counters an
opposing argument. Some groups have argued that state traffic laws make

legislation regulating cell phone use unnecessary. Sadly, this is not
true. Laws on traffic safety vary from state to state, and drivers
distracted by cell phones can get off with light punishment even
when they cause fatal accidents. For example, although the mid-
shipman mentioned earlier was charged with vehicular manslaughter
for the deaths of John and Carole Hall, the judge was unable to issue
a verdict of guilty. Under Maryland law, he could only find the

defendant guilty of negligent driving and impose a $500 fine
Facts are docu-
mented with in- text
citations: authors’
names and page

(Layton C1). Such a light sentence is not unusual. The driver who

killed Morgan Pena in Pennsylvania received two tickets and a $50

numbers (if fine--and retained his driving privileges (Pena). In Georgia, a
available) in
parentheses. young woman distracted by her phone ran down and killed a two-

year-old; her sentence was ninety days in boot camp and five hun-
dred hours of community service (Ippolito J1). The families of the
victims are understandably distressed by laws that lead to such

light sentences.

When certain kinds of driver behavior are shown to be espe-

cially dangerous, we wisely draft special laws making them illegal
Daly uses dn analogy
to justify passing a
special law. stop for a school bus, and drunk driving are obvious examples;

and imposing specific punishments. Running red lights, failing to

phoning in a moving vehicle should be no exception. Unlike more
general laws covering negligent driving, specific laws leave little
ambiguity for law officers and for judges and juries imposing pun-
ishments. Such laws have another important benefit: They leave no
ambiguity for drivers. Currently, drivers can tease themselves into

Source: Diana Hacker (Boston: Bedford/St. Martin’s, 2006).
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thinking they are using their car phones responsibly because the
definition of “negligent driving” is vague.

As of December 2000, twenty countries were restricting

use of cell phones in moving vehicles (Sundeen 8). In the United
States, it is highly unlikely that legislation could be passed on
the national level, since traffic safety is considered a state and
local issue. To date, only a few counties and towns have passed
traffic laws restricting cell phone use. For example, in Suffolk
County, New York, it is illegal for drivers to use a handheld phone
for anything but an emergency call while on the road (Haughney
A8). The first town to restrict use of handheld phones was Brook-
lyn, Ohio (Layton C9). Brooklyn, the first community in the
country to pass a seat belt law, has once again shown its concern

for traffic safety.

Laws passed by counties and towns have had some effect,
but it makes more sense to legislate at the state level. Local laws
are not likely to have the impact of state laws, and keeping track
of a wide variety of local ordinances is confusing for drivers. Even
a spokesperson for Verizon Wireless has said that statewide bans
are preferable to a “crazy patchwork quilt of ordinances” (qtd. in
Haughney A8). Unfortunately, although a number of bills have
been introduced in state legislatures, as of early 2001 no state law
seriously restricting use of the phones had passed--largely because

of effective lobbying from the wireless industry.

Despite the claims of some lobbyists, tough laws regulating
phone use can make our roads safer. In Japan, for example, acci-
dents linked to cell phones fell by 75% just a month after the

country prohibited using a handheld phone while driving (Haugh-

Source: Diana Hacker (Boston: Bedford/St. Martin’s, 2006).
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ney A8). Research suggests and common sense tells us that it is
not possible to drive an automobile at high speeds, dial numbers,
and carry on conversations without significant risks. When such

behavior is regulated, obviously our roads will be safer.

Because of mounting public awareness of the dangers of driv-
ers distracted by phones, state legislators must begin to take the
problem seriously. “It's definitely an issue that is gaining steam
around the country,” says Matt Sundeen of the National Conference
of State Legislatures (qtd. in Layton C9). Lon Anderson of the
American Automobile Association agrees: “There is momentum
building,” he says, to pass laws (qtd. in Layton C9). The time has
come for states to adopt legislation restricting the use of cell

phones in moving vehicles.

Source: Diana Hacker (Boston: Bedford/St. Martin’s, 2006).
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