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Much of the sharpest and most fundamental thinking and writing about education has been coming from
America It would bewrongto call thesewritersaschool-they arewidely different in stanceand style. But they
areunited, firstly, by their readinessto think of educationin (literally) radical waysand to propose radical
solutions; secondly, by their deep concern that education should exist primarily for the benefit of thosewho
learn; and | astly, and aboveall, by their conviction that education-in the modern world asin America-has
reached crisspoint.

Herbert Kohl’s 36 children were black twelve-year-oldsin New York’sHarlem. From their standpoint
school wasanirrelevance, to betreated sometimeswith humour, sometimeswith lethargy, sometimeswith dull,
impotent, insolent anger. From the standpoint of the educational establishment they were‘ the unteachable’ .
Herbert Kohl wastheir teacher.

Hisachievement wasto gain the confidence of hischildren and to demonstrate that the world was more
opentothemthan their ghetto surroundingsmight suggest. Their innate exuberanceand livelinesscomethrough
intheseriesof writingsand drawingswhich formamajor part of thisbook. AsHerbert Kohl makesclear, the
process of educating necessitated profound changesin hisown sense of himself asateacher and aperson. Few
books on education give such aninward view of what itisliketo facean impossibleteaching Stuationand, in
some measure, to comethrough.

‘Desperate, angry, heartrending. What Mr Kohl discovered during that yeer ... isrelevant toteaching anywhere:
marvelloudy exciting.” Edward Blishenin the New Satesman



Part OneTeaching
| cannot bring aworld quiteround,
Although| patchit asl can.
| sngahero’'shead, largeeye
And bearded bronze, but not man.
Although| patchhimas| can
And reach through him almost to aman.
If to serenade almost to man
Isto miss, by that thingsasthey are.
Say that it isthe serenade
Of amanthat playsablueguitar.
Wallace Sevens, The Man with the Blue Guitar

My aarm clock rang at seventhirty, but | wasup and dressed at seven. It wasonly afifteen-minute busride
from my apartment on 90th Street and M adi son Avenueto the school on 119th Street and Madison.

There had been an orientation session the day before. | remem-bered the principal’swords. ‘ Intimeslike
these, thisisthe most exciting placeto be, in the midst of ferment and creative activity. Never hasteaching
offered such opportunities... wearetogether herein adifficult situation. They arenot the easiest children, yet
therewardsare so great — - asmile, loving concern, what aninspiration, afelicitous experience.”

| remembered my barren classroom, no books, abattered piano, broken windowsand desks, falling plaster,
and an op-pressive darkness.

| washanded aroll book with thirty-six namesand thirty-six cumulative record cards, yearsof judgements
already passed upon thechildren, their officia persondities. | read through the names, twenty girlsand sixteen
boys, the 6-1 class, though | was supposed to be teaching thefifth grade and had planned for it all summer.
Then| locked therecord cardsaway inthecloset. The childrenwould tell mewho they were. Each child, each
new school year, ispotentially many things, only one of which the cumulative record card documents. Itis
amazing how ‘emotiona’ problems can disappear, how the dullest child can betransformed into the keenest,
and the brightest into the most ordinary when the prefabri cated judgements of other teachersareforgotten.

The children entered at nineand filled up the seats. They weresilent and stared at me. It wasashock to see
thirty-six black facesbefore me. No preparation helped. It isonething to beliberal and talk another to face
something and learn that you' reafraid.

The children sat quietly, expectant. Everything must go well; we must like each other.

Handswent up as| called theroll. Anxiousfaces, hostile, indifferent, weary of theritual, confident of its
outcome.

Thesmartest classinthesixth grade, yet no books.



“Write about yourselves, tell mewho you are.” (1 hadn’t said who | was, too nervous.)
Slowly they set towork, thefirst directionsfollowed — - andif they had refused?

Then arithmetic, the children working silently, asullen, im-penetrablefront. To talk to them, to open them
up thisfirst day.

‘“What would youliketolearnthisyear? My nameisMr Kohl.’

Silence, the children looked up at mewith expressionlessfaces, thirty-six of them crowded at thirty-five
broken desks. Thisisthe smartest class?

Explain: they re old enough to choose, enough time to learn what they’ d like as well as what they
have to.

Silence, arestlessmovement rippled through the class. Don't they under stand? There must be something
that interests them that they care to know more about.

A hand shot up inthe corner of theroom.
‘| want to learn more about vol canoes, What are vol canoes?

Theclassseemedinterested. | sketched avol cano on the black-board, made afew comments, and promised
toreturn.

‘ Anything e se?Anyonedseinterested in something?
Silence, thenthesame hand.

‘“Why do volcanoesform?

And during theanswer:

‘“Why don’t we have avolcano here?

A contest. Theclasssavouredit, | accepted. Question, re-sponse, question. | walked towardsmy inquisitor,
studying hismischievouseyes, possessed and possessing smile. | moved to congratul ate him; my hand went
happily towardshisshoulder. | dared because| wasafraid.

Hishands shot up to protect hisdark face, eyes contracted in fear, body coiled ready to bolt for the door
and out, down the stairsinto the streets.

‘But why should | hit you?
They'reafraid too!

Handsrelaxed, helooked torn and puzzled. | changed the subject quickly and moved onto socia studies
— How WeBecameModern America

“Who rememberswhat Americawaslikein 18007
A few childrenlaughed; therest barely looked at me.

‘Can anyonetell mewhat was going on about 18007 Remem-ber, you studied it last year. Why don’t we
start more specificaly?What do you think you' d seeif you walked down Madison Avenuein those days?



A lovely hand, amost too thinto be seen, tentatively rose.
‘Cars?

‘Doyouthink therewere carsin 1800? Remember that was over ahundred and fifty yearsago. Think of
what you learned last year and try again. Do you think therewere carsthen?

‘Yes... no... | don’t know.’

Shewithdrew, and the class becamerestlessas my anger rose.
Atlast another hand.

“Grassand trees?

Theclassbrokeup as| tried to contain my frustration.

‘| don’t know what you' relaughing about — - it’ stheright answer. In those daysHarlem wasfarmland with
fieldsand treesand afew houses. Thereweren’t any roads or houseslikethe onesoutside, or street lightsor
electricity. There probably wasn't even aMadison Avenue.’

The classwasoutraged. It wasinconceivableto themthat therewasatimetheir Harlemdidn't exist.
‘Stop thisnoiseand let’sthink. Do you believethat Harlem was here athousand years ago?
A pause, severa uncertain Noes.

‘It spossible that theland was green then. Why couldn’t Harlem a so have been green ahundred and fifty
or two hundred yearsago?

No response. Theweight of Harlem and my whitenessand strangenesshung intheair asl droned on, lost
inmy righteousmonologue. Theuproar turned into sullen silence. A dow nervous drumming began at several
desks; theatmosphere closed asintelligent faceslost their animation. Yet | didn’t understand my mistake, the
children’srejection of me and my ideas. Nothing worked, | tried to joke, command, play — thechildren
remained joylessuntil thebell, then quietly left for lunch.

Therewas an hour to summon energy and preparefor the afternoon, yet it seemed futile. What good are
plans, clever new methodsand materials, whenthechildren didn’t— wouldn’t care or listen? Perhapsthe best
solution wasto preparefor hostility and silence, becomethe cynical teacher, untaught by hispupils, ungiving
himsalf, yet protected.

At oneo’ clock, my tentative cynicism assumed, | found mysalf once again unprepared for the childrenwho
returned and noisily and boisterously avoided me. Running, playing, fighting— they werealiveasthey tore
about theroom. | wasrelieved, yet how to establish order?1 fell back onteacherly words.

“You' ve had enough timeto run around. Everybody please go to your seats. We havework to begin.’

No response. The boy who had been so scared during the morning wasflying acrossthe back of theroom
pursued by ademonic-looking child wearing black glasses. Girlsstood gossip-inginlittlegroups, atall boy
fantasized beforefour admiring listeners, whileafew children wandered inand out of theroom. | ill knew no
One'sname.

‘Sit down, we' ve got towork. At three o’ clock you cantalk al youwant to.’



Onetimid girl listened. | prepared to use one of the teacher’smost fearsome weapons and | ast resources.
Quickly white paper was on my desk, the blackboard erased, and numbersfrom oneto ten and elevento
twenty appeared nesatly intwo columns.

“WEe' re now going to have an important spelling test. Please, young lady’ — - | selected one of the
gossipers— ‘what’syour name? Neomia, pass out the paper. When you get your paper, fold it in half, put
your heading onit, and number carefully from oneto ten and eleven to twenty, exactly asyou seeit onthe
black-board.’

Reluctantly the girlsresponded, then afew boys, until after thefourth, weariest, repetition of thedirections
the classwas seated and ready to begin— | thought

Rip, acrumpled paper flew onto thefloor. Quickly | replaced it. Things had to get moving.
Rip, another paper, rip. | got therhythm and began quickly, silently replacing crumpled papers.
‘Thefirst word isanchor. The ship dropped an anchor, Anchor.’

‘A what?

‘Where?

‘Number twoisfinal. Final meanslast, final. Number threeisdecision. He couldn’t make adecision
quickly enough.’

‘What decision?

“What was number two?

‘Final.’

| wastrapped.

Thenwhat was number one?

‘Anchor.’

‘I missed aword.’

“Number four isreason. What isthereason for al thisnoise?
‘Becauseit’sthefirst day of school’

“Yeah, thisistoo hard for thefirst day.’

“We'll go onwithout any commentswhatever. The next word is—'
“What number isit?

* — direction. What direction are we going? Direction’
‘What'sfour?

Thetest seemed endless, but it did end at two o’ clock. What next? Once more | needed to regain my
strength and composure, and it was still thefirst day,

‘Mr Kohl, can we pleasetak to each other about the summer?Wewon't play around. Please, it'sonly the
firstday.’



‘Il tell youwhat, you can talk, but on the condition that everyone, | mean every single personintheroom,
keepsquiet for onewholeminute,’

Teacher still had to show hewas strong. To provewhat? The children succeeded inremaining silent onthe
third attempt; they proved they could listen. Triumphant, | tried more.

‘Now let’stry for thirty secondsto think of onecolour’
“You said we could talk!’

‘My head hurts, | don’t want to think anymore.’
‘It'snot fair!’

It wasn't. A solid mass of resistance coagul ated, frustrating my need to command. The children would not
be moved.

“You'reright, I’ m sorry. Take ten minutesto talk and thenwe' |l get back towork.’

For ten minutesthe children talked quietly; therewastimeto preparefor thelast half hour. | |ooked over my
lessonplans:

Reading, 9to 10; Social Studies, 10to 10.45, etc, etc. How absurd academic timewasin theface of the
real day. Whereto look?

“Youlikeit here, Mr Kohl?

| looked upinto alovely sad face.

“What do you mean?

‘I meandoyoulikeit here, Mr Kohl, what are you teaching usfor?
What?

‘Well, I ... not now. Maybe you can see me at threeand we can talk. The classhasto get back towork. Al
right, everybody back to your seats, get ready towork.’

Shehad her answer and sat down and waited with therest of the class. They were satisfied with thebargain.
Only itwas| whofailed then; exhausted, demoralized, | only wanted three 0’ clock to arrive.

‘Itsalmost three 0’ clock and wedon’t have much timel eft.’
| dragged thewordsout, listening only for the bell.

‘Thisisonly thefirst day, and of course we haven’t got much done. | expect morefrom you during the
year...

The class sensed themanoeuvreand fell nervousagain.
Take out your notebooks and open to aclean page. Each day except Friday you' || get homework.’

My wordswelghed heavy and false; it wasn’t my voice but some common tyrant or moralizer, atired old

man speaking.



Therearemany things|’ m not strict about but homework istheonething | ingst upon. Inmy classeverybody
alwaysdoeshomework. | will check your work every morning. Now copy the assignment I’ m putting onthe
blackboard, and then when you' refinished, pleaseline up in theback of theroom.’

What assignment? What lie now? | turned to the blackboard, groping for something to draw the children
closer to me, for something to let themknow | cared. / did care!

‘Draw apictureof your home, theroomyoulivein. Putinal thefurniture, the TV, thewindowsand doors.
Youdon'thavetodoitinany specia way but keep in mind that the main purpose of the picture should beto
show someonewhat your houselookslike.’

The children laughed, pointed, then ahand rose, ahand | couldn’t attachto abody or face. They al looked
aike. | felt sad, lonely.

‘Do you haveto show your house?

Two boys snickered. Are these children ashamed to describe their homes? — have | misunder stood
again? Thevoicein meanswered again.

‘Yes.
‘I mean ... what if you can’t draw, can you let someone help you?

“Yes, if you can explainthedrawing yourself’

‘“What if your brother can’t draw?’

‘“Thenwriteadescription of your gpartment. Remember, everybody always doeshomework inmy classes!’

Theclasscopied theassgnment and lined up, first collecting everything they’ d brought with them. Theroom
wasasempty asit wasat eight o’ clock. Tired, weary of discipline, authority, school itself, | rushed theclass
downthe stairsand into the street in some unacknowledged state of disorder.

Thebedlam on 119th Street, the stooped and fatigued teachers smiling at each other and pretending they
had had no troublewith their kidsrelieved my isolation. | smiled too, assumed the comfortable pose of casual
success, and looked down into amis-chievousface, the possessed eye of the child who had thought | would hit
him, Alvin, who kindly and thoughtfully said: * Mr Kohl, how comeyou let usout so early today?Wejust had
lunch...

Crushed, | walked dumbly away, managed to reach the bus stop and make my way home. Asmy weariness
dissolved, | only remembered of that first day Alvinandthelittlegirl who asked if | liked being ‘there' .

Thebooksarrived the next morning beforeclass. Thereweretwenty-fivearithmetic booksfrom one publisher
and twelvefrom another, but in the entire school therewasno complete set of sixth-grade arithmetic books. A
few minutes spent checking thefirst day’ sarithmeti c ass gnment showed methat it wouldn't have matteredif a
full set had existed, since haf the classhad barely mastered multiplication, and only onechild, Grace, who had
turned inaperfect paper, wasactualy ready for sixth-grade arithmetic. It was asthough, encouraged to believe
that the children couldn’t do arithmetic by judging from the school’ spoor resultsinteaching it, theadministration
decided not to waste money on arithmetic books, thereby creating aviciouscirclethat madeit even more
impossiblefor thechildrentolearn.

Thesituation wasalmost asdismal in reading— thetop class of the sixth grade had more than half its
membersreading onfourth-gradelevel and only five or six children actualy ableto read through asixth-grade
book. Thereweretwo full setsof sixth-gradereadersavailable, however, and after the arithmetic Situation |



wasgrateful for anything. Yet accepting these readers put me asateacher in an awkward position. The books
wereflat and uninteresting. They only presented what waspleasant inlife, and eventhen limited the pleasant to
what was publicly accepted assuch. The peopleinthestoriesweredl middleclassand their smplicity, goodness
and self-confidencewereunreal. | couldn’t believeinthisfoolishideal and knew that anyonewho had ever
bothered to observehumanlifecouldn’t believeit. Yet | had toteachit, and through it make reading important
and necessary. Remembering the children, their anxiety and hostility, the ater-nateindifference, suspicionand
curiogity they gpproached mewith, knowing how essentid itisto behonest with children, | felt betrayed by the
booksinto hypocrisy. No hypocrite can win the respect of children, and without respect one cannot teach.

One of the readerswasacompanion to the socia-studies unit on the growth of the United Statesand was
full of storiesabout thefirst wirelessradio in town and thejoysof wealth and progress. The closest the book
touched upon human emotion or thereal lifeof real childrenwasinastory inwhich children accepted anew
invention beforetheir parentsdid, even though the adultslaughed at the children. Naturaly, everything turned

out happily.

The other reader wasamiscellany of adventure stories (no human violence or antagonistsallowed, just
treasure hunts, animal battles, close escapes), heathy poems (no love except for mother, father and nature),
and afew harmless myths (no Oedipus, Electraor Prometheus). | aso managed to get twenty dictionariesin
such bad condition that the probability of finding any word still intact wascloseto zero.

The socid-studiestexts (I could choosefrom four or five) praised industrial Americaintermsthat ranged
from the en-thusiastic to the exorbitant. Yet the growth of modernindustrial society isfascinating, and it was
certainly possibleto supplement thetext with sometruth. | decided to work with what was given me and
attempt to teach the sixth-grade curriculum aswrittenin the New York City syllabus, ignoring aslong as
possiblethe contradictionsinherent in such atask.

Theclass confronted me, surrounded by my motley library, at ninethat second morning and groaned.
‘Those phoney books?

‘“Weread them already, Mr Kohl.’

‘It'sacheap, dirty, bean school .’

My resolveweakened, and | responded out of despair.

“Let meput it straight to you. Thesearethe only books here. | have no morechoicethanyoudoand | don't
likeit any better. Let’sget through them and maybe by then I’ [l figure out how to get better ones.’

The classunderstood and accepted the terms. As soon asthe bookswere distributed thefirst oral reading
lesson began. Some children volunteered eagerly, but most of the classtried not to be seen. The childrenwho
read called out thewords, but the story waslost. | madethelesson aseasy aspossible by hel ping childrenwho
stumbled, encouraging irrelevant discussion, and not letting any child humiliatehimself. It wasbad enough that
morethan half the classhad to beforced to use booksthey couldn’t read.

Thelesson ended, and alight-skinned boy raised hishand.

‘Mr Kohl, remember that ten minutesyou gave usyesterday? Couldn’t we talk again now?We' retired
after dl thisreading.’

| wasn’t sure how to take Robert’srequest. My initial feeling wasthat he wastaking advantage of me and
tryingtowastetime. | felt, dongwiththeofficia dogma, that no moment in school should bewasted — it must
all be pre-planned and structured. Yet why shouldn’t it be‘wasted’ ?Hadn’t most of the classwasted yearsin
school, not merely moments?



| remembered my own oppressive school daysin New York City, moving from one subject to another
without abreak, or at most, with akind teacher letting us stand and stretch in unison; | remember reading
movinginto socid studiesinto arithmetic.

How hateful it seemed then. Isit awasteto pause, talk or think between subjects? Asateacher |, too,
needed abreak.

“You'reright, Robert, I’ mtired, too. Everybody can take teaminutesto do what you want, and thenwe |l
moveontosocia studies!’

The classlooked fearful and amazed — freedomin school, do what you want? For afew minutesthey sat
quietly and then dlowly began to talk. Two children walked to the piano and asked meif they couldtry. | said
of course, and three more children joined them. It seemed so easy; the childrenrelaxed. | watched closdly and
suspicioudy, redlizing that thetightnesswith timethat existsinthe el ementary school hasnothing to dowiththe
quantity that must belearned or the children’sneeds. It rep-resentstheteacher’ sfear of lossof control andis
nothing but aweapon used to weaken the solidarity and opposition of the children that too many teachers
unconscioudy dread.

After theten minutes| tried to bring the children back towork. They resisted, tested my determination. | am
convinced that afailure of will at that moment would have been disastrous. It was necessary to compel the
childrentoreturntowork, not dueto my ‘ authority’ or ‘control’ but becausethey were expected to honour the
bargain. They listened, and at that moment | learned something of the toughness, consistency and ability to
demand and give respect that enables childrento listen to adults without feeling abused or brutalized and,
therefore, becoming defiant.

| tried How We Became Modern America again. It was hope-less. The children acted asif they didn’'t
know thedifferencebetweenrivers, id ands, oceansand | akes; between countries, citiesand continents; between
tenyearsand two centuries. Either their schooling had been hopeless or therewasadeeper reason | did not yet
understand underlying the children’sreal or feigned, ignorance. Onething wasclear, however, they did not
want to hear about theworld and, more specifically, modern Americafrom me. Theatmospherewasdull as|
performed to an absent audience.

‘The steam enginewas one of themost important,... Alvin, what was| talking about?
‘Huh?
Helooked dull, hisface heavy with resignation, eyesvacant, nowhere...

Themorning ended on that dead note, and the afternoon began with an explosion. Alvin, Mauriceand
Michael camedashingin, chased by aboy from another classwho stuck hishead and fistintheroom, rolled his
eyes, and muttered, ‘ Just you wait, Chipmunk.’

Assoon as he disappeared the three boys broke up.

‘Boy, ishedumb. You sure psyched him.’

‘“Waittill tomorrow inthepark,’

Theother children returned and | went up to the three boysand said asopenly as| could, ‘ What'sup?

They moved away. Alvin muttered something incomprehen-sible and |ooked at the floor. Assoon asthey
reached the comer of theroom thelaughter began again. Maurice grabbed Michad’ sglassesand passed them
toAlvin. Michadl grabbed Alvin’spencil and ranto the back of theroom asoneof thegirlssaidto me:



‘Mr Kohl, they’ rebad. You ought to hit them.’

Refusing that way out | watched chaos descend once more. Only thistime, being morefamiliar with the
facesand feeling more comfortableintheroom, | discerned some method in the disorder. Stepping back
momentarily from myself, forgetting my position and therefore my need to establish order, | observed the
children and | et them show me something of themselves. Thereweretwo clustersof boysand threeof girls.
Therewere alsolonerswatching shyly or hovering eagerly about the peripheries of the groups. One boy sat
quietly drawing, obliviousto theworld. Aschildren entered the room they would go straight to one group or
another, hover, or walk over to the boy who was drawing and watch silently. Of thetwo boys’ groups, onewas
whispering congpiratorialy whilethe other, composed of Alvin, Maurice, Michael and two others, wasinvolved
insomewildimprobable mockery of tag. Alvinwould tag himself and run. If no onewaswatching himhe' d
stop, run up to one of the others, tag himself again and the chase was on— for asecond. The pursuer would
invariably loseinterest, tag himsdf and theroleswoul d be switched until they al could collidelaughing, dapping
palmsand chattering. The other group paid no attention —they weretalking of serious matters. They looked
bigger, older and tougher.

Therewasn't timeto observethegirls. Thetag game seemed on the verge of violence and, frightened, |
stepped back into theteacherly role, relaxed and strengthened with my new knowledge of the class, and asked
inastrong quiet voicefor the homework. | felt closeto the children — observing them, my fear and self-
consciousnesswereforgotten for amoment. It wastheright thing. Thegirlswent totheir desksdirectly while
the boys stopped awkwardly and made embarrassed retreatsto their seats.

| am convinced that the teacher must be an observer of hisclassaswell asamember of it. Hemust look at
the children; discover how they relateto each other and theroom around them. Theremust beenough freetime
and activity for the teacher to discover the children’shuman preferences. Observing children at play and
mischief isaninval uablesource of knowledge about them — about |eadersand groups, fear, courage, warmth,
isolation. Teachersconsider thechildren’sgym or free playtimetheir freetime, too, and usualy turntheir backs
onthechildrenwhen they have most to learn from them.

| went through ayear of teacher training at Teachers College, Columbia, received adegree, and heard no
mention of how to observe children, nor even asuggestion that it was of value. Without |earning to observe
children and thereby knowing some-thing of the peopleoneisliving with five hoursaday, theteacher resortsto
routineand structurefor protection. Theclassisassgned seats, thetimeisplanned down to the minute, subject
followssubject — al totheexclusion of human variation andinvention.

| witnessed the sameignorance of thechildreninaprivate school | oncevisited; only it wasdisguised by a
progressive egalitarian philosophy. The teachersand studentswere on afirst-namebasis; together they chose
the curriculum and decided upon the schedule. Yet many of theteachersknew no moreof their classesthanthe
most rigid public-school teachers. They knew only of their pupilsand then: mutual rel ationshipsin con-texts
wheretheteacher wasafactor. It wasclear to me, watching the children when theteacher | eft theroom, that
thechildren’spreferences for theteachers were not the same astheir human preferences (which most likely
changed every week). That isnot an academic point, for observation can open the teacher to his pupils
changing needs, and can oftendlow himto understand and utilizeinternal dynamic adjustmentsthat thechildren
makein relation to each other, rather than impose authority fromwithout.

After thefirst few daysof theyear, my studentsarefreeto movewherever they want intheroom, my role
being arbiter when someonewantsto moveinto aseat whose occupant doesnot want to vacate or when hedth
demands specia con-sideration. | have never bothered to count the number of con-tinual, self-sel ected seat
changesinmy classes, yet can say that they never disrupted the fundamental fabric of the class. Rather, they
provided interna adjustments and compensationsthat avoided many possibledisruptions. Childrenfear chaos



and anim-ogity. Often they find waysof adjusting to difficult and sen-gitive Situations (when freeto) beforetheir
teachersareawarethey exist.

Only fourteen of thethirty-six children brought in homework that second afternoon, and twelve of them
weregirls. Oneof theboys, | noticed, wasthe quiet artist. Herewasacritical moment that plunged me back
into theroleof participant and destroyed my objective cam. What wasthe best reaction to the children’slack
of response, especially after I’ d been so pompous and adamant about homework thefirst day? How many of
the twenty-two missing homeworksweretheresult of defiance (perhaps mer-ited), of inability, of shameat
what the result might reveal ? Wasthereasimpleformula: Good = do homework and another Bad = not do
homework” ? Or would these formul asthemsel ves negate the honesty and sincerity that could lead the children
tofind ameaningful lifein school ?At that moment inthe classroom | had no criteriaby whichto decideand no
timeto think out my response. It would have been most just to react in thirty-six different waysto thethirty-six
different children, but therewasno way for meto be most just at that moment. | had to react intuitively and
immediately, asanyonein aclassroom must. Thereisnever timeto plot every tactic. A child’ sresponsesare
unpredictable, those of groupsof children even more so, unlessthrough being brutalized and bullied they are
made predictable. When ateacher claims he knows exactly what will happenin hisclass, exactly how the
childrenwill behaveand function, heiseither lying or brutal.

That meansthat the teacher must make mistakes. Intuitive, immediate responses can beright and magical,
can express understanding that the teacher doesn’t know he has, and |ead to reorgani zations of theteacher’s
relationship with hisclass. But they can aso be peevish and petty, or merely stupid and cruel. Consistency of
theteacher’ sresponseisfrequently desirable, and theword‘ consistency’ isafavourite of professorsat teacher-
training ingtitutions. Cons stency can sometimesprevent dis-covery and honesty. More, consistency of response
isafunction of the consistency of ahuman personality, andthat is, at best, an unachievableideal.

I’ve said many stupid, unkind thingsin my classroom, hit childreninanger, andinsulted them maiciousy
when they threatened me too much. On the other hand, I’ ve al so said some deeply affecting things, moved
childrento tearsby unexpected kindnesses, and made them happy with praisethat flowed un-ashamedly. I’ ve
wanted to be consistent and have become more consistent. That seems the most that is possible, aslow
movement toward consistency tempered by honesty. Theteacher hasto livewith hisown mistakes, ashis
pupilshaveto suffer them. There-fore, theteacher must learn to perceive them asmistakesand find direct or
indirect waysto acknowledge hisawareness of them and of hisfalibility to hispupils.

Theided of theteacher asaflawlessmora exemplarisadevilishtrap for theteacher aswell asaburdenfor
thechild. I once had apupil, Narciso, who was overburdened by the per-fection of adults, and especialy of
teachers. Hisfather demanded he believeinthisperfection ashe demanded Narciso believein and acquiesce
to absolute authority. It wasimpossi bleto ap-proach the boy for hisfear and deference. | had terrified him. He
wouldn’'t work or disobey. He existed frozen in silence. One day he happened to pass by abar where some
other teachersand | were sitting having beers. Hewas crushed; teachersdon’t do that. He believed so much
inwhat hisfather and someteacherswanted him to believethat hisworld collapsed. He stayed away from
school for awhile, then returned. Hesmiled and | returned the smile. After awhilehewasat easein classand
could behimsdf, ddightful and defiant, sometimesbrilliant, oftenlazy, anindividud reactingin hisuniqueway to
what happened in the classroom.

Itisonly intheworld of Dick and Jane, Tom and Sally, that the alwaysright and righteouspeopleexist. In
away, most text-books, and certainly the ones| had to usein the sixth grade, protect the pureimage of the
teacher by showing the child that somewhereintheidea world that inspiresbooksall peopleareas’’ good' as
the teacher is supposed to be! Itisnot insignificant that it isteachers and not students who select school
readers, nor that, according to afriend of minewho edits school texts, the bookswerewritten for theteachers
and not for thechildrenfor thisvery reason.



Of coursetheteacher isamora exemplar — an exampleof al the confusion, hypocrisy and indecision, of
all themistakes, aswell asthetriumphs, of mora man. Thechildren seedll this, whatever they pretend to see.
Therefore, to be more than an example, to be an educator — someone capabl e of helping lead the child
through thelabyrinth of life— the teacher must be honest to the children about his mistakes and weaknesses;
he must be able to say that heiswrong or sorry, that he hadn’t anticipated the results of hisremarksand
regretted them, or hadn’t understood what achild meant. Itistheteacher’ sstruggleto bemoral that exciteshis
pupils; itishonesty, not rightnessthat moveschil-dren.

I didn’t know all of thiswhen | decided that second day to forget the twenty-two undone homeworksand
remark that thefirst homework wasn't that important, | wasjust feeling my way.

| accepted the twel ve home worksthat were compl eted without ceremony or praise. At that moment it
seemed aswrong to over- praise the children who did thework — asto degrade those who didn’t, sincel
didn’t understand why they didit. They may havedoneit becausethey yielded tomy intimidation, | let theissue
pass, and having the attention of the class, moved on to arith-metic, art, ahomework assignment, everything
wasfineuntil it wastimetoleave. Half theclasslined up, ready and anxiousto leave. Theother half contrived
disorder and puzzled me by their half-hearted fights. Another game of tag-myself erupted. Thechildrenwho
wanted to leave turned on the others, the atmosphere wasrestless. | wanted to leave too, turned angry, and
threatened.

‘I’m going to keep you hereuntil you'reinlineand quiet.’

Threevoicesanswered, ‘ Good', threatswere passed, and losing my resolve, | ignored the disorder and led
the children down into the chaotic street.

| tried for the next six weeksto use the books assigned and teach the official curriculum. It was hopeless.
The classwent through the readers perfunctorily, refused to hear about modern America, and wererdievedto
do arithmetic— mechanical, un-charged — aslong as nothing new wasintroduced. For most of the day the
atmosphere in the room was stifling. The children were bored and restless, and | felt burdened by the
inappropriatenessof what | tried to teach. It was so dull that | thought aslittle asthe children and began to
despair. Listening to .myself on thegrowth of urban society, redlizing that no onee sewaslistening, that though
wordswere pronounced the book was going unread, | found myself vaguely wondering about the children.

But therewere moments. Theten-minute breaks between lessonsgrew until, inmy eyes, thelessonswere
secondary. Every-thing important happening in the classroom happened between lessons.

First it wasthe piano, Levernewanting to play, picking up afew tunes, teaching them to other children, to
Charisseand Desiree, to Grace, Pamelaand Maurice, Thenit wasthe six of them asking metoteachthemto
read music and their learning how in one afternoon,

Therewas Robert Jackson. | took timeto look at hisart, observe himworking. Hewasgood, accurate; he
thought intermsof form and composition. Seeing | wasinterested, other childrentold meof Robert’sreputation
and the neighbourhood legend about him — when hewasfour, hismother gave him apencil asapacifier, and
he began to draw. They told of themoney he made drawing, of hisability to draw ‘anything'.

| watched the girlsgossiping, talking about records, parties, boys. After afew days, talk of the summer was
exhausted. The children began wandering about theroom looking for thingsto do. They seemed relaxed and
eager towork then, though bored and restless during lessons. Unwilling to losethiswill and energy | brought
checkersand chessto school aswell as magazinesand books. | devel oped the habit of taking five minutesin
themorn-ing to describewhat | had brought in. | sketched the history of chessand told the classabout thewise
manwho asked aking, asreward for afavour, for thenumber of grainsof wheat that resulted from placing one



onthefirst square of acheckerboard and then progressively doubling the amount until thewholeboard was
occupied. | commented that the king went broke, and that afternoon, to my surprise, three childrentold mel
wasright and showed me how far they’ d gotten trying to figure out how much wheat the king owed thewise
man.

The checkersprovided quitealesson for me. Only four of the boysin the classknew how to play. Two of
them grabbed one set whileanother set wasgrabbed by Sam, atall, respected boy who neverthel ess could not
play checkers. He sat down with one boy who could play and managed agamewith the help of thefourth boy
who could play. Within afew daysall of the boysknew how to play. The boysalso |earned that the laws of
physica domi-nanceintheclassdidn’t coincidewith thelawsof checker domi-nance, and learned to accept
this. Over aperiod of afew weekstherightsof winnersand loserswere established and respected. During the
first few daystherewerefights, the board wasfre-quently knocked to the floor, and the gamewas called
‘chegp’ and‘ phoney’ . But nothing very seriousor extended could de-velop in aten- or fifteen-minute period,
and whenever things seemed abit tight | quickly ended the break and the classre-turned to ‘work’ . After a
week Six or seven boysretained their interest in checkerswhilethree began to explore chess. They grabbed the
game, asked meto show them how to set up the men and make the moves, and then they took over. Withina
week, two more boyshad joined them in devel oping an idiosyncratic ver-sion of chess (whenthey forgot the
movesthey weretoo proud to ask mewhich satisfied them very well).

Levernestuck to the piano and Robert drew while severa other boyskept searching theroom for something
to do. Oneof them,

Ralph showed me a copy of the New York Enquirer one day and asked me what | thought about it. |
facetioudy remarked that he could probably do better and stick closer tothetruth. Two dayslater heasked me
what I’ d meant, and struggling to remember what I’ d said, | came up with theideathat he report what went on
inhisneighbourhood. Helooked at me strangely and asked meif | meantit. | said, * Sure’, and he sat down and
wrote, though it took him nearly amonth to show mewhat hewasdoing. Thegirlsweremoreinterestedin
magazinesthat | had brought in, and some of them asked mefor books.

In retrospect thefirst few weeks seemed hopeful . | had begun to know the children eventhoughit wasin
ten-minute snatchesand they had begun to be comfortablewith each other, to con-centrate on thingsand move
about the classwith curiosity in-stead of hostility. At thetime, however, | felt depressed and lonely. Theten-
minute periodsof somerelationship, theocc-asond sparksof creetivity | caught inthechildren’scon-versations
orintheway they solved problemsinther gamesor socid relations, only frustrated methemore. | felt remote,
was afraid of wasting the children’stime, not confident in my ex-ploration of timein the classroom. Worse,
discipline problemsdevel oped asthe pressure of uninteresting and alien work began to mount over theweeks.
Alvin could nolonger sit till, he had to be chased; John frequently refused to work atogether; Dennis paused,
abstracted, in the middle of something, unableto con-tinue; and Ral ph, the boy who wrotein hisfreetime,
wouldwalk out of theroom, cursing, if | looked harshly towardshim. Margieand Carol did their work quickly,
then chattered away, obliviousto my commands, demands, pless...

And therewas asecond line of disorder. Maurice and Michael wereready to follow Alvin; ThomasS,,
Samuel and Denniswereready to follow John. Carol and Margie had their followerstoo, and Charisse, a
charming, brilliant girl, wasawayson the verge of making an enemy or starting afight. Therewere perhaps
twelve children who didn’t haveto be, or couldn’t be, defiant.

Each day therewereincidents, and ultimately | accepted them asinevitableand impersond. Alvin'sMaaise
or John'srefusal to work were natural responsesto an unpleasant environment; not merely inmy classbut a
cumulative school environment which meant nothing moreto most of the children than white-adult ignorance
and authority.



Thereare no ssimple solutionsto such discipline problems, and sometimesit isnecessary to learnto be
patient and indulgent with achild who won't behave or refusesto work. A teacher must believethat such
problemsexist in hisclassroom because he hasn't found the right words or theright thing to teach, and not that
they lieinthe heart of the child. Not every child can bereached, and there are some children uninterested in
learning anything; but they arevery few, and even with them one doesn’t know.

My firgt teaching experiencewasin aprivate school for schizo-phrenic children. Thechildren wereconsidered
unreachable and actually excluded from the public school s (asthey till are, despite passage of anew New
York Statelaw requiring public educationfor saverdly disturbed children. TheNew York City Board of Education
claimsthat thesechildrenarementally ill’, not ‘ emotionally disturbed’ , and therefore are medical, not educ-
ationa problems). Teachersat the school didn’t have sophis-ticated medical and educational backgroundsand
hencedidn’t know a priori what wasimpossiblefor thechildrento do. They knew the children asindividuals
and couldn’t believein children being ‘ unreachable’, only ‘ unreached’ . Over afive-hour day they forgot that
thechildrenwere* disturbed’ and could seethem asdifferent and unhappy. At timesthey succeeded inreaching
and teaching those children, in hel ping them laugh and cry, and become curi ous about theworld.

| knew that, didit, yet when | first began teaching in the public schools, in classesfor ‘norma’ children, the
sight of achild not working or the sound of adefiant tongue made me nervous, angry and guilty. Thechildwas
‘fres’, ‘wastingtime’, ‘ defiant’, * disturbed’ even— therewereany number of self-prot-ectivelabels| found
mysdlf using to stigmatize achild who couldn’t conforminmy class. | couldn’tlet thingsbe, alow achild not to
work or wak out of theroom. | couldn’t throw aninsult off or reply playfully; rather | trested it asdefiance, not
merely of myself but of al teachersand al adults, an enormoussin no child ever doesin school.

A childwouldtell meto get my nigger handsoff him, and | couldn’t seethe pathos and self-mockery of the
statement. A con-fused, unhappy boy would get up and storm out of the room, pleading that everyone hated
him, and on hisreturn | would lecture on disciplinein the classroom. | would find achild not paying attention
andpick onhimvindictively.

It wasn't cruelty, though, or human stupidity. | have seen the most sensitiveteachers doing the samething
time after time, and hating themselvesfor it. | remember days getting home from school angry at myself,
confused by my behaviour inthe class-room, my ranting and carping, my inability tolet thechildren alone. |
kept on saying. That’snot me, that’snot me.” For awhile, asl learned to teach, themeinthe classroomwasan
dienand hostilebeing.

But neverthelessit was me, terrified, showing my terror to everyone but myself. | remember oneday in
September Michael telling me, after aparticularly long and bitter tirade: * Cool it, Mr Kohl. Sam'’supset, he
didn’t meanwhat hesaid.’

| wasafraid that if one child got out of my control thewhole classwould quickly follow, and | would be
overwhelmed by chaos. It isthefear of al beginning teachers, and many never loseit. Instead they become
rigid and brutal — everyone must always work or pretend to work. The pretence isfine so long as the
semblance of control ismaintained. Thusonefindsthe strange phenomenain ghetto school s of classesthat
seemwell disciplined and a work all year long performing ontestsas poorly asthosethat have madethefear
and chaosovert.

Thisproblemisparticularly great if the children are strangers; that isif they couldn’t possibly be your
brothers, sisters, your own children or nieces or nephews. Then you don’t know how their parents control
them, anditiseasy, inthegrip of fear, to imaginethat the children are never controlled — in fact uncon-
trollable. Itisashort step fromthereto thebelief that thechil-drenaren’t really humanat al but *animals’, wild,
undisciplined, formlessand chaotic. Noanimasareactudly likethat though— itisonly human fear that iswild,
undisciplined, formlessand chaotic. Themyth of childrenas‘ animas’, thefear that they may beuncontrollable,



hangsover al theghetto schools| havevisited or taught in, and for awhileit hung over my classroom. TheNew
York City school system has devel oped techniquesto handlethis problem, though sofar as| cantell few
teachers benefit and many children are permanently damaged by them. A child who cannot conformina
classroom, particularly. in aghetto school, isremoved from the classroom, first tothe prin-cipa’sofficetorun
errands, thento the‘ guidance’ counsellor and finally to aspecia school for the*socialy maladjusted’, i.e. a
‘600’ school. To help theteacher maintain order thechild isremoved, yet it doesn’t help. Inaclassroom and
school governed by fear, theremova of onedisorderly child merely createsanother. Fortunately, therearefew
groupsof children so res-igned to adult tyranny that they will not generate and covertly encourage one defiant
member. Because of this, it wasonly with the greatest reluctancethat | would resort to aclasstransfer for a
child I washaving difficultieswith, and it wasfor the samereason | wel comed other teachers' ‘problems’.

| have only known one successfully suppressiveteacher. Shetaught downthehall from 6-1 and had aquiet,
rigidly dis-ciplined, clean and neat class. Thefirst week shefiltered out into other classespotentia ‘ problems,
and by the second week con-trol wastotal. Her classmarchedinline, left the buildingin order, went regularly
to thedental clinic and drew nice pictures. When sheretired at the end of twenty-fiveyears, shetruly felt she
had done many children agreat service by keeping them cleanand quiet.

Fear isonly overcomethrough risk and experimentation. As| becamefamiliar withthechildrenin6-11
becamemorewilling to respond to the children individually and |ess dependent on the protection of therole of
teacher. | let aninsult passand dis-covered that therest of theclassdidn’t take up theinsult; | learned to say
nothing when Ral ph returned from pacing the halsor when Alvinrefused to do arithmetic. Thechildrendid not
want to bedefiant, insulting, and idle; nor werethey any lessafraid of chaosthan | was. They wanted morethan
anything tofeel they werefacing it with meand not against me. Thesedis-coveriesweremy greatest strength
when | began to explore new thingsto teach the children. They were asimpatient to learn something exciting as
| wasto find something that would excitethem.

| have never solved the ' disciplineproblem’, but | nolonger believeit needssolution. Childrenwill disagree
with each other and with theteacher; they will beirrationa at times, and theteacher will be, too. An atmosphere
must exist inthe classroom where conflict, disagreement and irrationdity are accepted tem-porary occurrences.
No child, because he defies, should thereby haveto become* adefiant child’, or because herefusesto work,
‘alazy child'. Such labelling makesthe classroom aharsh, un-forgiving place, aworld not fit for children or
adults.

25 September wasthe day of thefirst Patterson-Liston fight. | had been reading Patterson’s ictory Over
Mysalf and brought it to school with me. | asked theclassif they knew of thefight and they laughed. Sideshad
been drawn for days, bets made; several of the boyswere going to seethetelevised fight at the RK O, and
othersdefensively claimed relatives and friendswho would bein attendance. | read from Patterson’sbook and
talked of thefamily photograph hetried to remove hisfacefrom. Wetaked of self-hatred and confidence, of
thefighters' personalities, of good and bad winnersand losers. Many of the kidswanted Patterson towin, but
they weretoo cynical to beievethat hewould. Just because hewasagood person. He had towinwith hisfists.
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Somegirlsfdt thewholethingwasbruta thoughthey re-luctantly admitted that thefight fascinated them too.
Anargument broke out about thefighters sizeand themoney in-volved. | remembered seeing somefacts
about thefight inthe New York Timesthat morning, found two charts, and put them on the board.

Theclassstudied themintently, thefirst thing they had all looked at so closely al year. They checked off the
characteristicsand their implications: Patterson younger, maybefaster; Listen older but bigger, heavier, longer
reach, stronger. . .. Then oneboy rebelled and said factsweren't everything, persondity counted and Patterson
had to be more confident. A girl countered by saying Liston wastoo confident and abig head who thought too
muchof himsf.

After awhilethe discussion turned to the money, and trouble arose— what were ancillary rights, how
could you tell what 55 per cent, 12.5 per cent and 45 per cent of the money earned was, could thefightersbe
surethey weren’t being cheated?‘ Domestic’ created problemsaswell as‘ promoter’. The kidswanted to
know who madethe guaranteeto thefighters, whether it wasverbal or written, how much the government
took. Thequestionswererea and the curiosity genuine. | answered asmany as| could without preaching or
handing out dictionaries, without pausing for alesson on percentage or saying, ‘ Don’t youwish you could read
now? The children knew what they couldn’t do, and were grate-ful for the fact that onetimein school a
teacher answered their questionswhen they needed answering, and didn’t makethemfed foolishfor askingin
thefirst place.

It waseleven thirty when the discussion ended so | gavethe classtherest of the morning off. Someof the
childrenimmed-iately set to copying the chartson the blackboard. Someone bor-rowed Mictory over Mysel f
and agroup of children sat looking at the photographsin the book. The morning passed effortlessly and well.
At noon| noticed that the book had disappeared, and over the next three monthsit periodically reappearedin
someonee e’ shandsuntil Patterson must have ceased interesting the children and it appeared on my desk one

day.
That afternoon | expected the children to comein asexcited and enthus astic about what had occurred that

morning as| was. But it wasasif nothing had happened at al. The next day wasworse. The children camein
deepy andirritable, wanting to hear nothing of thefight, of school, of anything. Money had beenlost, people



had argued. Things had happened on the street the night before— the kidslooked at measif to say ‘ You just
can'tunderstand.” Charisseactuadly said:

‘Mr Kohl, we'retired. Let’sdo reading instead of talking.’

Oneday Ralph cursed at Michael and unexpectedly thingscametogether for me. Michagl wasreading and
stumbled several times. Ra ph scornfully called out, ‘ What' sthe matter, psyches, goingto piecesagain? The
classbrokeup and | jumped on that word ‘ psyches'.

‘Ralph, what does psyches mean?

Anembarrassed silence.

‘Do you know how to spell it?

Alvinvolunteered. “S-i-k-e-s’

“Wheredo you think theword camefrom?Why did everybody laughwhenyou saidit, Ralph?
“You know, Mr Kohl, it means, like crazy or something.’

“Why?How do words get to mean what they do?

Samuel looked up at meand said: ‘ Mr Kohl, now you’ re asking questionslikeAlvin. Therearen’t any
answers, you know that.’

“But thereare. Sometimesby asking Alvin’skind of questionsyou discover the most unexpected things.
Look.’

| wrote Psyche, then Cupid, on the blackboard,

‘That’show psycheisspelled. It looks strangein English, but theword doesn’t comefrom English. It's
Greek. There'saletter inthe Greek al phabet that comesout psi in English. Thisistheway psychelooksin
Greek.’

Some of the children spontaneoudy took out their notebooks and copied the Greek.

Theword psyche hasalong history. Psyche meansmind or soul for the Greeks, but it wasa so the name of
alovely woman who had the misfortunetofal inlovewith Cupid, the son of Venus, thejeal ous Greek goddess
of love..’

Thechildren listened, enchanted by the myth, fascinated by the weaving of the meaning of psycheinto the
fabric of thegtory, and thecharacter, Mind, playing tricksonitsaf, dmost de-stroying itsmost va uable possessons
through itsperverse curi-osity. Grace said in amazement:

‘Mr Kohl, they told the story and said things about the mind at the sametime. What do you call that?
‘Mythiswhat the Greekscalledit.’

Sam wasroused.

Then what happened?What about the history of theword?

‘I don’t know too much, but ook at thewordsin English that comefrom Cupid and Psyche.’



| cited psychological, psychic, psychotic, psychodrama, psychosomatic, cupidity —the children copied
them unasked, demanded the meanings. They were obvioudy excited.

L eaping ahead, Alvin shouted: * You mean words change? People didn’t aways spesk thisway? Then how
comethereader saysthere' saright way to talk and awrong way?

‘There' saright way now, and that only meansthat’s how most people would liketo talk now, and how
peoplewrite now.’

Charlesjumped out of hisdesk and spokefor thefirst timeduring theyear.

“You mean one day theway wetalk — you know, with words|like cool and dig and sound —may beal
right?

‘Uh huh. Languageisalive, it'salwayschanging, only some-timesit changesso dowly that wecan't tell.”
Neomiacaught on.

‘“Mr Kohl, isthat why our readers sound so ol d-fashioned?’

AndRaph.

‘“Mr Kohl, when| called Michael psyches, was| creating something new?

Someone spokefor theclass.

‘“Mr Kohl, can’t westudy thelanguagewe retalking about instead of spelling and grammar? They won't be
any good when language changesanyway.’

We could and did. That day we began what had to be called for my conservative plan book ‘ vocabulary’,
and‘ anenrichment activity’. Actualy it wasthe study of language and myth, of the originsand history of words,
of their changing usesand func-tionsin human life. We began s mply with thewordslanguage and al phabet,
theformer from the Latin for tongue and thelatter from thefirst two | etters of the Greek a phabet. Seeingthe
origin of alphabet and the relationship of cupidity to Cupid and psychological to Psyche had aparticularly
magical effect upon the children. They found it easy to master and acquire words that would have seemed
senseless and tedious to memorize. Words like psychic and psychosomatic didn’t seem arbitrary and
impenetrable, capable of being learned only painfully by rote. Rather they existed in acontext, through a
striking talethat easily accrued associations and depth. After aweek the children learned the new words,
asked to betested on them, and demanded more.

“Vocabulary’ became afixed point in each week’ swork aswewent from Cupid and Psycheto Tantalus, the
Sirens, and the Odyssey and thelinguistic richesthat it contains. Wetal ked of Venusand Adonisand spent a
week on first Pan and panic, pan-American, then pandemonium, and finally on demonic and de-monsand
devils. We studied logos, philos, anthropos, pathosand their derivatives. | spun the web of mythos about
languageanditsorigins. | went to German (kindergarten), Polynesian (taboo) or Arabic (assassin), showing
what amotley open-ended fabric Eng-lish (and for that matter any living language) is. Therange of timesand
peoplesthat contributed to the growth of today’ sAm-erican Englishimpressed menolessthanit didtheclass.
It drovemeto research language and itsorigins, to re-exploremyth and thedim originsof man’sculture; andto
invent waysof sharing my discoverieswith the children.

Thechildrentook my words serioudy and went astep further. Not content to befed solely wordsthat grew
from sourcesthat |, theteacher, presented, they asked for wordsthat fitted unnamed and partialy articulated
conceptsthey had, or situationsthey couldn’t adequately describe.



‘Mr Kohl, what do you call it when aperson repeats the samething over and over again and can't stop?
‘What isit called when something isfunny and seriousat the sametime?

‘“What do you call aperson who bragsand thinkshe'sbig but isrealy weak insde?

‘“Mr Kohl, isthereaword that saysthat something has morethan one meaning?

The classbecameword-hungry and concept-hungry, concerned with discovering the‘ right’ word to use at
agiventimeto expressaspecific thought, | wasstruck by thedifference of thisnotion of Tightnessand ‘ theright
way’ to speak and writefrom the way children are supposed to be taught in school. They are supposed to
acquire correct usage, right grammar and spelling, the right meaning of aword and theright way towritea
sentence. Achievement and 1 Q testsgiveincomplete sentencesand the childisinstructed tofill inthe‘right’
word. Many teach-erscorrect children’ swriting on the basisof acanon of forma rightnesswithout bothering
to ask what the children’swords mean. | did the samething myself.

| noticed that the children frequently said that they were bad at their friends, or their parents, or some
teacher who angered them. They insisted upon describing acertain type of anger as‘being bad at’, and | kept
telling them that it waswrong because ‘ to be bad at” someone doesn’t exist in English. Andinaway | was
‘right’; itdidn’t exist, nor did the concept it wastrying to expressexist in English as| spokeand wroteit. But
thechildren did mean ‘tobebad at’, and meant something very specific by it. * To bebad’ isaway of defying
authority and expressing anger at the sametime, asindicating one’ sown strength and inde-pendence. Theuse
of ‘bad’ hereisironica and often admiring. One child explained to methat down South a* bad nigger’ wasone
who was strong enough and brave enough to be defiant of the white man’s demands no matter how much
everyoneelsegavein. Only later did | discover Bessie SmithinJ. C. Johnson's‘ Black Mountain Blues, using
‘bad’ inthe sameway asthekids:

Back on Black Mountain achild would smack your face
Back on Black Mountain achild would smack your face
Babiescry for liquor and al thebirdssing bass.
Black Mountain people are bad asthey can be
Black Mountain people are bad asthey can be

They usegun powder just to sweeten their tea.

| think that before we talked about |anguage and myth the children, if they thought about it at all, felt that
most wordswereeither arbitrary label s pinned on thingsand concepts the way names seem to be pinned onto
babies, or indicators of con-nectionsamongst theselabels. These‘labels' probably represented theway the
adult world capricioudy decided to namethings. | doubt whether the children ever thought of adultsashaving
received languagefrom yet other adultseven moreremoteintime. My pupils must have found thelanguage of
their teachersstrange and arbitrary indeed. The‘right’ language of school textsand middle-classteachersmust
have seemed threatening and totalitarian, especialy sincethe only living wordsthe children knew and used
werethewordsthey used on the streets, wordsteachers continually told them were*wrong’ and ‘incorrect’.

Theideathat wordswere complex phenomenawith long and compelling historieswas never presented to
thechildren. | doubt many teachersentertained it. The canonsof the schoolspre-tend that asmall pre-selected



segment of thelanguage of themoment isan eterndly correct and dl-inclusveform. Thisformisembodiedin
basicword listsand controlled vocabul ary readers, asif the mastering of language consistsof learning alist of
fifty or ahundred wordsby rote. The use of languagein human lifeiscontinually avoided or ignored, asif it
posestoo great athreat to correctness and‘ rightness . Nowonder then that the children showed so persstently
and ingenioudy how much they feared and avoided the language of the schools.

Later in the semester | taught the class alesson on naming, atopic that seems deceptively simpleyet
minimally encompasses history, psychology, sociol ogy and anthropol ogy. | put every-body’sfull nameon the
blackboard, including my own, and asked the classhow people got names. Theanswer was, naturally, from
their parentswho made the choice— but not thefull choice; it emerged, when Michagl remembered that his
parents surnames camefrom their parents. Then how far back can you go? The children thought and Grace
raised adelicate question. If the names go back through the generations how come her namewasn’t African
since her ancestors must have been?In answer | told the class about my own name— Kohl, changed from
Cohen, changed from Okun, changed from something lost in the dark-ness of history; one changetoidentify
thefamily as Jewish, onechangetodeny it. Then | returned to the question of dave namesand thedestruction
of part of the children’ sAfrican heritagethat the withhol ding of African namesimplied,

Neomiasaid that she knew of someonewho changed his name because he wanted to start anew life, and
Samtoldtheclassthat hisbrother called himself John X because X meant unknown and hisorigina African
namewas unknown. Wetalked of peoplewho named their children after famous men and of otherswho gave
exotic names. From there the discussion went on to the naming of animals— pets, wild animals, racehorses;
things— boats, houses, dolls; and places. The classknew by that timein the school year that onedoesn’t talk
of wordsinisolation from human livesand history, and by then | had begun to know what to teach.

The emphasison language and words opened the children to the whol e process of verbal communication.
Thingsthat they had been struggling to express, or worse, had felt only they in their isol ation thought about,
became socid, shareable. Speaking of things, of inferiority and ambiguity or irony and obsession, brought relief
and perhapsfor thefirst time gave the children asense that there was meaningful human creationsthat one
could discover inaclassroom.

Yet not al conceptshave been verbalized, and the children frequently talked of having feelingsand desires
that nowords| gave them expressed adequately. They had to create new words, or develop new forms of
expression to communicate, and that can neither be taught nor done upon command. We could go to the
frontier, however, and speak about the blues, about being bad or hip or cool — about how certain ways of
living or historical times created the need for new words. Wetd ked about the nu-clear age, thesma lnessof the
modern world, thejargon of democracy and communism, integration and segregation. Thechildrenlookedin
awe at Finnegans Wake and Joyce’'s monumental attempt to forge anew language; they listened to Bob
Dylan, recorded thewords of soul songsand classical blues, read poetry. We started out tal king about words
and ended up with lifeitsalf. The children opened and beganto display afearless curiosity about theworld.

| sensethat | jumped ahead too quickly, for thewhol e thing happened s owly, almost imperceptibly. There
weredaysof despair throughout thewholeyear, and | never learned how tolinethe classup at three o’ clock.
Thereweredayswhen Alvinwasabrilliant inspiring pupil at ten and the most unbearable, uncon-trollable
nuisanceat el eventhirty; when after agood |esson some childrenwould turn angry and hogtile, or loseinterest
inevery-thing. Thereweresmadl fightsand hodtilities, adjusmentsand readjustmentsin thechildren’sre ationships
toeach other andto me. | had to enlargemy visionasahuman being, learn that if the complex and contradictory
natureof lifeisallowed to comeforthinthe class-room therearetimeswhen it will do so with avengeance.

| ftill stuck tothecurriculumasmuch aspossible. The socia studieswasimpossibleso| collected the books
and returned them to the book room. It wastoo painful to seethechildrentwist their facesinto supidindifference



and hear their pained dull answersaccompanied by nervous drumming onthedesks. ‘New York isalarge
modern country.” TheHudsonisanimportant ocean.”‘ Thelndustrial Revolutionwasabenefittoall.’ Better
drop it dtogether, try anything solong asit didn’t humiliate the children. These answerswere not afunction of
thechildren’slack of experience, asthe hopelesdy respectable and anti-poverty programme believes; rather
they wereadirect re-sponseto theingtitutionalized hypocrisy that is characteristic of schoolsin the United
Statestoday.

| brought part of my library to school and temporarily sub-stituted it for social studies. The childrenwere
curious about those Greeks and L atins who contributed so many words and concepts to our language. |
brought in books on Greek and Roman architectureand art, aswell asRobert Graves sversion of thelliad, a
paperback tranglation of Apuleius's Cupid and Psyche, the Larousse Encyclopaedia of Mythol ogy, and
anything elsethat seemed relevant or interesting. | showed thebooksto the children and | et them disappear into
their desks. It was made clear that the bookswereto beread, the pagesto beturned. If someone readsabook
sointensely that the book isbruised it isflattering to the book.

For three-quarters of an hour aday the Pantheon circulated along with Floyd Patterson and J. D. Salinger,
Partridge sdic-tionary of word originsmadeitsway through the classwith Langston Hughesand the Bobbsey
twins. Anything | could get my hands on was brought to class— agreat deal remained unread, and some
books| hadn’t read myself shocked and sur-prised the class. They were sexy and popular. Later that year my
supervisor told mel wasrunning avery effectiveindividuaized reading programme. That may havebeenit, but
thetruth seemed smpler and lessstructured. | overwhel med the classwith books, many of which | loved, and
let them discover for themsel veswhat they liked. Therewereno reportsto bewritten, no re-quirements about
numbersof pagesto beread. Somechildren hardly read at al, othersdevoured whatever wasintheroom.

Robert Jackson grabbed abook on Greek architecture, copied floor plansand perspective drawings, and
finaly, leaping out of the book, created areasonably accurate scalemodel of the Par-thenon. Alvinand Michael
built aclay volcano, asked for and got achemistry book which showed them how to Ssmulate an eruption. Sam,
Thomasand Dennisfought their way through war books; through the Navy, the Seabees, the Marinesand the
Paratroops. Thegirlsstarted with the Bobbsey twins and worked through to romantic novelsand, inthe case
of afew, Thurber and O. Henry. | learned that there were no booksto fear, and having been divested of my
fear of idleness, | alsowasn’t worried if some children went through periods of being unableto do anything at
dl.

Peopleentering my classroom during those forty-five minutes of * social’ studiesusually experienced an
initial sense of disorder followed by surpriseat therelative calm of theroom. If they bothered to look more
closdly or ask they would find that most of the children wereworking.

| remember once asupervisor from the District Officevisited my classin late October. She entered the
room unannounced, said nothing to me, but proceeded to ask the children what they were doing. In small
groupsor individually they showed her. Shewas pleased until she cameto Ralph, who boldly told her that he
was spending the morning ripping up piecesof paper — whichisprecisaly what hehad been doing all morning.
Her wholeim-pression of the classroom changed. | wasafailure, alowing achild not to work, thethought of
it... shocking. Shetook the situation into her own handsand spoketo Ralph. Hemerely turned adumb faceto
her, rolled hiseyes, and went back to hispaper. Sheleft, muttering something about disciplineand emo-tional
disturbance.

Ra phwasn’t the only onewho couldn’t do anything for awhile. When | started bringing booksto school
and opening the supply closetsto the class, most children demurred from any changein routine. They wanted
the social-studies books even though they |earned nothing from them; they enjoyed copying the mindless
exercisesthat kept them dull and secureinclass. It wasjust that |, asateacher, couldn’t pretend they were



learning just to make our lifetogether quieter and easier. So, with the textbooks gone many children stuck to
chessand checkers. Thegirls started playing jacks, and with my encouragement created avocabulary to
describethejack fever that seized them.

For days, until they got bored or became bold enough to ex-plore new books, strange personal booksthey
had never seen before, the girlslived in thethroes of jackomama. Thejack con-tagion spread until almost
every girl cultivated jackophilia. As a reaction to this the boys in the class became jackophobes and
mig ackophiles. | managed in thisway to keep the children talk-ing about what they were doing, and to push
themto exploretheir actions. Little by little groups of girlsformed to read together and talk about books. |
remember the stir caused by Mary Jane, Dorothy Sterling’sbook about aNegro girl who hel ped desegregate
aSouthernjunior high schoal. | read the classasel ection on Mary Jane' sfirst day inthe previoudy al-white
school. Thedemand for the book was so great that | got four copiesand let them circulate.

Becausethe children began choosing their work dowly | could follow the many directions pursued during
‘socia’ studies, could sometimesjump ahead, and getting asense of the children’ stastesand preferences,
make surematerial wasthere. Also | had timeto listen and even participatein some of the projects. Alvinand
Michadl werejoined by Charles, Franklinand ThomasC. intheir vol canic endeavours. After thefirst successful
eruption cre-ated by Alvin’smother’ svinegar poured over Michagl’ smother’ sbaking soda, thevol cano became
lessinteresting. Thefiveboyssat poring over thebooks of experiments| gavethem, planning and plotting how
to steal the equipment.

| asked the assistant principa for equipment for the kids, and hereplied that the school hadn't received any.
When | told that to the boysthey laughed and said they knew whereit was, only they’ d never seeit because
then school wasin Harlem. | wasincredulous, but have sincelearned how often the children areacutely aware
of what the staff attemptsto conced fromthem. Instead of becoming moralistic and telling thechildrenthat they
couldn’t possibleknow about such-thingsashidden sciencemat-erials, | challenged them and they led meinto
thehall and up to alocked supply closet The next day | managed to get the key and found just what I’ d been
told, several years' untouched, packaged science supplies— batteriesin sea ed boxes dating asmuch asfive
yearsback, bells, buzzers, chemicals, aquariums, terrariums— enough for awhole el ementary school.

It wasusdlesstrying tofight theadministration over their ir-respongibility. | had donethat beforein another
public school inNew York City, had been given thoroughly evasive answers, and found myself transferred to
Harlem at theend of theyear. The principa may havethought that wasadeserving punishment for defiance. At
any rateit sobered me— | wanted to teach, and after afew monthsdid not want to leave Harlem and thekids.
Grade 6-1 had become apart of me. So | learned to keep quiet, keep the door of my classroom shut, and
make believethat the classand | functionedin avacuum, that theschool around usdidn’t exist. It wasdifficult
not to feel the general chaos— to observethe classeswithout teachers, the children wandering aimlessly,
sometimeswantonly through the halls, disrupting classes, intimidating, ex-torting, yet being courted by the
adminigtration: ‘ Please don’t maketrouble, anything you want, but notrouble.’ | kept quiet that year anyway,
and tried not to maketroublefor them either. | wasn’t agood enough teacher yet, or confident enough to
accuse othersof failing with the children when | wasn’t sure of my ownwork. But | had to get that science
equipment, so | volunteered to take care of science suppliesfor the school, mentioning casually that | noticed
that therewere somein the closet. The principal gave methecloset key with asmilethat said, ‘ Anytimeyou
want to do morework, cometo me. Who knowswhat you could find hidden in the other closets...” Then he
asked, truly puzzled. Do you think those children will get anything out of it?

We had the equipment, and that was the important thing at the moment. The boyswent through many
experiments, put together el aborate combinations of bells, buzzersand lights, and contrived aburglar-alarm
systemfor the classroom. They made afire extinguisher andinvisibleink. After aweek they werejoined by
several girlswho took over the equipment asthe boys broke away to help Robert with the Parthenon. The



groupsformed and re-formed as proj ects devel oped and were abandoned. It was good to seethe children,
oncesowild over asmplegameof chess, movefredy about theroom, exploring socidly and intellectudly. Stll
therewere moments of doubt and anxiety; it wasdifficult to ssewherethisclassroom of minewasgoing.

Asusual thechildrenled me. | havefound one of themost valuable quaitiesateacher can haveistheability
to perceiveand build upon the needs his pupilsstruggl e to articul ate through their every reaction. For thishe
needs antennae and must constantly work upon attuning himself to the ambience of the class-room. Tothe
mastery of observation of children must be added the more difficult skill of observing hisown effect upon the
class, something only partially doneat best. But if the easy guidesof astandard curriculum and authoritarian
stance areto bediscarded any cluesarising from actual experiencein the classroom arewelcome.

I had brought many thingsfrom homefor the children; now they brought thingsfor meto learn from. Sam
brought inaMomsMabley record and from the other children’sreactionit wasobviousthat shewas'in’. | had
never heard of her and asked the classwho shewas. They all volunteered information: that shewasancient,
funny and nice, that sheliked young boysand kids, that peoplelined up on 125th Street whenever shewasat
theApollo Theatre, that she sounded on peoplein theaudience.

Sam shyly suggested that welisten to the record instead of doing reading, and | reluctantly agreed. It was
still difficult for meto discard my schedulewith confidence. Therewasanother problem — | explained to the
classthat therewas no phonographintheroom or, asfar as| knew, in the school.

ThomasS. and Dennisjumped up, asked meto writeanote saying | wanted to borrow arecord player, and
disappeared with the note, only to regppear infive minuteswith amachine. They knew theexact distribution of
all thehidden and hoarded suppliesintheschool, and | learned to trust their knowledgeover officia statements
of what wasavailable.

Weligtened to Moms, the classexplaining thejokes, trand at-ing someof her dialect for me. It pleased them
to belistened to. After that we kept aphonograph intheroom, and the children brought in thelatest records.
Welistened to them together at the end of themorning or the afternoon, | transcribed thewordsand every once
inawhile put them on the blackboard and di scussed what the songswereall about. Oneparticularly interesting
songwas‘ Do You LoveMe? by Barry Gordy, Jr.

You broke my heart because| couldn’t dance
You didn’t even want mearound.
And now I’'m back to let you know
| canredly shake‘em down.
Doyouloveme?I canredly move.
Doyouloveme?l’minthegroove.
Doyouloveme?Doyouloveme

Now that | can dance?

| asked thekidsif it really wasthat important to be ableto dance. They repliedinvelled termsthat | couldn’t
understand. | pushed them. Why couldn’t | understand? Dancingisasimplesocia phenomenonit hasto do
with partiesand popul arity, not thesoul....



That hit something direct. One of the boys said, just loud enough for meto hear, that dancing wasasoul
thing. Otherstook up theargument, it wasaway of being together, of expressing yourself when you were
alone, of feeling strong when everything waswrong, of feding alivein adead world.

“Besides, Mr Kohl, they don’t only mean dancing. That’saway of saying you can’t do nothing, that you're
weak. Dancingiskind of, you know, likeasymbol.’

Alvinexplainedittome. It wasonly astep fromtheretoletting the kidsactualy dancein class. | started on
Friday after-noons, and | ater | et the kids dance when the afternoon work wasdone. At first only thegirlswere
interested. Half of them would dance (it was The Wobbl e at that time), while the otherswould read or talk, or
even begintheir homework. Theboyswould hover about the dancers, joking, moving ever so dightly withthe
music, pushing Michael and Mauriceinto the Wobbleline, urging them to continue the satire of the girls
movement that they were performing inacorner. Onceinawhile everyone danced — | eventried to overcome
my |leaden-footed self-con-sciousness and take afew steps, but my soul wasn'’t free enough.

Music becameanintegrd part of the classroom. The children brought intheir records. | responded with my
own. Onemorn-ing | put twenty-fiverecords ranging from bluesand Fats Waller through Thel onious Monk
and Coltraneto Mozart and Beethoven on top of the phonograph. During the morning bresksthekidsexplored
freely, and when the music began to interest someindividual senough, | brought in biographies of the com-
posers, picturesof themusicians. Wetaked in small groupsduring socid studiesof chain gangs, field music,
modernjazz, rock androll, child prodigies, anything that came up. A dia ogue between the children and myself
wasdeveloping.

It deepened quickly. Alvin and Ral ph decided to wait for meat eight o’ clock and spend an hour inthe
classroom beforethe classarrived. They weresoonjoined by Maurice, Michael, Reginad, Pamelaand Brenda
W. At onetimeor another during theyear every child went through aphase of coming early. Theonly limitations
| had to impose on thiswereforced upon me by other teacherswho didn’t want to be bothered by children so
early inthemorning and complai ned to theadministration.

| would arrive at the school at eight. Severa of the children would bewaiting and wewould walk thefive
flights up to the room. One of the boyswould take my briefcase, another the keys. Oncein the room the
children went their own ways. Maurice and Michael went to the phonograph, Alvinto hislatest project with
Robert Jackson. Thegirlswould play jacks or wash theboards. Grave explored the bookson my desk. Every
onceinawhileoneof the children would come up to my desk and ask aquestion or tell me something. The
roomwarmed up to the children, got ready for theday. At first the questionsweresimple, irrelevant.

‘Mr Kohl, what'stoday’ sdate?
“WhereisCharlesthismorning?

Then therewassometesting.

‘“Mr Kohl, when are you going to be absent?
“Will you comeback here next year?

By theend of October afew childrenwere coming to my desk in themorning and saying thingsthat nothing
inmy life pre-pared meto understand or respond to.

‘Mr Kohl, thejunkieshad afight last night. They cut thisgirl up bad.’
‘“Mr Kohl, I couldn’t deeplast night, they was shouting and screaming until four o’ clock.’



‘| don't go downto the streetsto play, it'snot safe.’
“Mr Kohl, those copsare no good. They beat up onthiskid for nothing last night.”

I listened, hurt, bruised by the harshness of the children’sworld. Therewasno response, noindignation or
anger of mine, commensurateto what the childrenfelt. Besides, it wasrelief they wanted, pronouncement of
thetruth, acceptance of it in aclassroom which had becomeimportant to them. | could do nothing about the
facts, therefore my wordswere useless. But through listening, thefacts remained open and therefore placed
school inthe context of the children’sreal world.

At eight o’ clock on 22 October Alvin pushed Ral ph up to my desk. Ral ph handed me* The Rob-Killing of
Liebowitz', and retrested.

Last night on 17 St Liebowitz collected therent. They told him not to come himself but he camefor many
years. Thejunkiesgot himlast night. Hewouldn'’t givethem the money so they shot himandtook it. They was
copsand peoplerunny al over roofsand the streets.

Therewere peoplefrom the newsand an ambulance took Liebowitz.

| read Ralph’s articleto the class and asked them if it were true. There was an awkward silence, then
Neomiasaid with bitterness:

“1f you don’'t believeit you canlook inthe Daily News.
‘Mr Kohl, youdon’t know what it'slikearound here.’

Theothersagreed, but when | pressed theclasstotell me, silencereturned. Themorel tried to get theclass
to talk the dumber the children acted, until they finally denied that therewas any truth in Robert’sarticle
whatever. Thetopicwastoo charged for public discussion; it somehow had to be made pri-vate, between each
individua child and myself. After dl, not everybody saw the samethingsand worse perhaps, if thingswere so
bad it would be natura for some of thechildrento beafraid. So | asked the classtowrite, ashomework inthe
privacy of their apartments, and tell mewhat their block waslike, what they felt about it. The paperswere not
to bemarked or shown to anybody el seintheclass. If anybody objected, hedidn’t haveto do the assignment.
Thiswasprobably thefirst timein their school livesthat the children wroteto communicate, and thefirst sense
they had of the possibilitiesof their ownwriting. The next evening | read theresponses.

What ablock!
Neomia

My block isthemost terrible block I’ ve ever seen. Thereare at |east twenty-fiveor thirty narcartic people
inmy block. The copscomearound thereand triesto act bad but | bet inside of them they are as scared ascan
be. They even had in the papersthat thisblock istheworst block, not in Manhattan but in New York City. In
the summer they don’ t do nothing except shooting, stabbing and fighting. They hang all over the stoopsand
when you say excuse meto them they hear you but they just don' t fedl likemoving. Sometimesthey makeme
so mad that | feel like slaping them and stuffing and bag of garbage down their throats. Theresonly one
policeman who can handle these peopleand weadll call him* Sunny’ . When he comearoundin hiscop car the
peoplerun around the corners, and hewont let anyone sit on the stoops. If you don’t believethisstory come
around sometimeand you' Il find out.



Marie

My block istheworse block you ever saw people getting killed or stabbed men and womenin building’s
taking dope. And when the police come around the block the block be so clean that nobody will get hurt.
There sespecially one policeyou even beat woman you can’t even stand on your own stoop he'll chaseyou
off. And sometimesthe patrol wagon comesaround and pick up a the dope addictsand one day they picked
up thisman and when hiswife saw him and when shewent totell the policethat that’s her husband they just left
so shewent to the police station and they let him go. You can never trust anyone around my block you even get
robbed when the children in my building ask meto comedown stairs| say no becauseyou don’'t know what
would happen. Only sometimes| comedown stairsnot all thetime.

Thestory about my block
Sonia
My block isdirty andit smell terrible.

Thechildren picksfights. And it hardly haveroomto play, itsnot avery long thing towrite about, but if you
wereliving thereyou won't want to stay thereno longer, it have doopedicsand gabbage panisspill ontheside
walk and food ison the ground not everyday but sometimes children makefirein the backyard, onthe stoop
isdirty. | goout to play that the End about My block.

My block
Phyttis

My block hasalot of kidswho thing that the can beat everybody (likealot of blocks) They pick on children
that they know they can beat. Theretrouble makersand blabbers mouths.

My block
Charisse

I live62 E 120st My neighbourhood isnot so bad, Everyonehaschildrenintheblock. Many of thechildren
are Spanish. Some of them run around nude and dirty. Some of the house are so dirty you would be sacreto
comeinthedoor. Sometimethe drunks come out and fight. Some of the house are nice and clean. Theblock
isnottodirty itsthepeopleinsdeof it. At night it'svery quiet. But if you comeinmy building at about 10:00you
would be surpriseto see some naked children running around like animals. The mothersdon’t even seemto
care about them. Many of thechildren agesrunfrom oneto four yearsof age. Many of the peoplein theblock
drink so much they don’t havetimefor the children. The children have no placeto play they havethe park but
the parentsdon’t care enough to take them. Now you have aideaof what my block islike.

My neighbour hood
Ralph

| liveon 117 street, between Madison and 5th avenue. All thebumslive around here. But thetruthisthey
don'tliveherethey just hang around the street. All thekidscal it * Junky’s Paradise . Becausethereisno cops
to stop them. | wish that the copswould come around and put all the bumsout of the block and put theminjall
al their life. 1 wouldredly likeit very muchif they would improve my neighbourhood. | don’t even go outside
to play because of them. | just play at the centre or someplaceelse,



My block

Gail

My block is sometimes noisy and sometimes quiet when its noisy children and grown-upsare outside
listening tothe boysplaying thested drumsor there’ saboy who got hit by acar or something. When the block

isquiet, thereisastorm, raining or snowing and peopledon’t comeout sSide. Farther down the block near Park
Avenue, someof the housesare not kept clean.

There salot right next to abuilding and there'salot of trash, you can seeratsrunning back and forth. The
Sanitation Department cleansit every week, but it just getsdirty again because peoplethrow garbage out the
windows. From Madison Aveto about the middle of the block the housesare kept clean. Theback yardsare
keep swept and the stoopsare clean. | likemy building and block.

Caral

Around my block all you can seeisdrug addits. The other day the Cops came and took over fifteen menin
the copswagon and they came out the nest day but one man shim they kept him heated him from seveninthe
morning until 1:30in the afternoon because they thought he had something to do with the Rob Killing of
Lebrowize.

Ronnie

I think my block isnot aslively asit useto becauseadl thejivetime peoplearemoving out. | think my block
isnicecompareto 117 St were people be getting kill.

Charles
My block isadirty crumby block.
Thomas S

Ouncetheir wasagang fight around my block and the police came and aman got shot. And therewas
detivesaround my block and junkies shot at acopesand alady curse out the copesand they brokein alady
house. Around 119 street acop was bricked and kill and junkiestook dop and needles.

About my block
Kathleen

Around my block theirsno treeson thes dewalkslike the Park on the outside but of coursetheresnot going
to beany treeson the sidewalks but there are sometrees on the sidewaksmabein brooklyn or longisland.
New Jersey and Queensbut | know therearesomeinlongidand | know that becausethatslikealittle country
insomepartsof it. And around my block I have nicefriendsand nice neighboursof my mother, peoplearenice
around my block | go to Church with my friendsand weall go together and learn more and more about God
and| likeit very much Becausewhen | grow uptobealady (if | liveto seeand if godswilling) and know all
about God and understand thefacts| want to be anice mannered lady and goto church aslong asl liveto see

Theday after weta ked about them. | had asked for thetruth, and it presented itsugly head inthe classroom,
yet | didn’t know what to do about it. That wasall | could say to the children— that | wasmoved, angry, yet
aspowerlessto changethingsasthey were. | remembered How We Became M odern America, the booksl
couldn’t use, and felt dumb, expressionless— how el se can one put up with such lies of progress, prosperity
and cheerful cooperation when we do face problems. The next day the children wrote of how they would
changethingsif they could.



If I could change my block
Thomas S.

If I could changemy block, | wouldfirst get read of all of thewine headsand clean up the gobash and then
try toimprovethe buildingsand paint the apartments. That’ swhat | would do.

Neomia

If I could change my block | would stand on Madison Ave and throw nothing but Teargasinit. | would have
all thepeoplel likedto get out of the block and then | would becomevery tall and have big handsand with my
big hands| would taked of the narcartic peopleand pick them up with my hand and throw theminthe nearest
river and Oceans. | would go to some of those old smart alic copsand throw them in the Oceansand Rivers
too. | would let the peoplel likemoveinto the projectsso they couldtell their friendsthat they livein adecent
block. If | could do thisyouwould never see 117 st again.

My block
Kathleen

If I could changemy block | would have new housebut init | would haveall thebumstake out of it. There
would begarden wherel live. Therewould be somewhite peoplelivetherewewould haveall coloursnot just
Negro. Therewould be sevenroom apt. Therebelow rent for the poor family. The poor family would havethe
samething astheaverageor rich family have. Therewould beclubfor theboysand girls. Therewould be place
wherethe Old could come. Where the young can sharethere problem.

BrendaT.

If I could changemy block | would put al the bums on an 1dand wherethey can work there. | would give
them lotsof food. But | wouldn't let no whiskey be brought to them. After ayear | would ship themto new
York and makethem clean up junk in these back yard and make them maybe make abasebal | diamond and
put swingsbasketball courtsetc. When | get thought they’ || never want whiskey or dope cauself | catchthem
I’1l makethem work day and night withlittlefood. L unch would beat 5:00 super 10:00 bed 1:00 (If caught two
times) breakfast 8:30. Get up at 3.00

How | would change my block
Marie

If I could changemy block | would takeout al of thejunkiesand | would takeout al of theold building and
put in new onesand give hot water every day and makeaplay street out of my block. That’swhat | would do
if I could.

Thomas C.

Well | would liketo change my block into aplay street, first I’ d takeall thejunkies out the block and take
the parking carsout the block and make whaw that everyman put their carsin agarage at nights. Becausetoo
many children get hit by carsand makeall the buildings neat and clean with stream and hot and cold water.

Anastasia

Thevery first thing that | would liketo do to changemy block if | could, put up anolitering signto keep
away stange peoplewho hang aroung the steps. Nexs | would have lessgarbage containerson the sidewalks,
especialy thosethat are uncovered because they are unsightly and unhealthy, and last busat least. | would



makeacarfew at least 5 p.m. for ander age children to be upt the corners, sdewaks, and if they arenot, hold
their parentsseverly responsiblefor any harmthat befailsthem.

Charles

If I could do anything to chang my block tear down the buildings on both sides. And have aschool onone
sideand acentre on the other. Inside the centre therewould be aswimming pool insideand alsoagym. And
outsideasoftball field and aso four baskball courts.

Sonia

if I could of change my block I would makeit cleaner no gabbage pans open and falling down and not so
many fightsand don’t let it have dead animalsinthe street.

How we became modern America, how we became modern man — that was our problem, my problemto
teach, but whereto start, at what moment in history doesone say, ‘ Ah, here’'swhereit al began’ ? How could
the children get some saving perspective on the mad chaotic world they existed in, some sense of the univer-
sdity of struggle, the possibility of revolution and change, and thestrength to persst? That, if anything, wasmy
challenge asateacher — it was spelled out before me unambiguoudy. Could | find anything in human history
and the human soul that would strengthen the children and save them from despair?

| had reached this point by the end of October, afew daysbefore Halloween.

Halloweenin Harlemisfrightening and exciting. | remained at school until four o’ clock that afternoon
cleaning the classroom and thinking. Things seemed painfully dow, the children dis-tant. Darknessseemed to
be setting in everywhere; maybeit wasthe coming of winter, | don’t know, but | wasontheverge of tears.
Another beautiful morning, then achaotic hostile after-noon. My energy disappeared and at that moment it
didn’t seem possibleto continueall theway to June, The silence of theroom comforted me, however. | walked
about picking up papers, look-ing at the desk topsand scratches:. * Alvinisachipmunk’, * Mich-agl’smother’s
best friendisaroach’, ‘Margielikes Carol’ — it wasgood to discover such underground vitality intheclass.
The chil-dren’sconfounding contradictory presencewasdtill there. | found myself smiling, thinking of the next
day, of my fiftieth new beginning of theyear. Thingsdidn’t seem so bad. | wanted to be home planning and
preparing for the next day, packed my books, and | eft.

The street was something el se. Painted creatures streaking up and down, stockingsfull of flour crashingon
heads, chests, miss-ilesdescending from rooftops, wild laughter, children fighting, tumbling over aworld they
ownedfor haf aday.

| remembered my own sedate Halloweens— planned trick-or-treating and plastic masks. Suddenly Sylvia
ran up, threatened mewith astocking. | fumbled for aquarter which shethrew to somelittle children. They
dovefor it as she bumped me and ran off. Someone el se chalked my coat — it was Michael, or maybe
Maurice— | moved asquickly aspossibleto the busstop, changed my mind and took acab home. My heart
was pounding; thewildnessfrightened me. But by thetimethe cab reached 90th Street | wasjeal ous. No mask
or ritual occasion had ever set mefree.

After dinner | had to beonthe streetsagain. It wasfiveflightsdown. | reached thelanding of the second
floor lost in afantasy of Harlem Halloweens. Therewere peopl etalking on the ground floor, acouple saying
good night to someonewho had movedin, afemaeface. | realized how lonely | was; wanted towait until the
couple had | eft and then trick-or-treat mysdlf.

They |eft, the door was closed and | stared at it, paused, then decided that if alight wasstill on after | had
abeer | would knock. I returned after six beersand it was on. To betrueto the children and myself, | knocked.
That washow | met Judy my wife.



Wetadked well into the night, two months of dayswith 6-1 poured out of me, the anguish and the hope, my
own uncertainty and my confidence. All of the contradictionsthat livedin my classsoomwerearticulated for the
first time. | showed her the children’ swriting, the ridicul ous textbooks | had to use. Then, after it had all
tumbled out, | could look at her and try to dis-cover who shewas.

Wetaked of college. Harvard and Chatham, of how distant it seemed. We had both been to Europe; she
had just returned though | had been back for several years. | remembered that once an academic career in
philosophy seemed all that was open to me; remembered dreading spending my lifeat auniversity, reading,
pretending to beinterested inwhat | wasdoing. Judy talked of hersalf. | don’t remember exactly what shesaid
— atthat moment inmy lifel felt thestrengthtofal inlove, and though it happened moredowly thanthat, alife
for thetwo of usbegan that Hall oween. | wasmomentarily freed of my obsessionwith school, and when, after
we parted that night, | thought about the children, it waswith afreshness| hadn’t known for weeks. Things
begantofit together; it gradually became clear what had to betaught the children.

Therewas no other placeto start than at the beginning, before so-called civilized man had already built
decay into his' eterna’ works. We had to begin with man just emerging asHomo sapiens, and with thegrowth
of civilizationinitshirthplaces— Africaand Asa. Sincel hadtoteach thechildren | had tolearn myself. My
education, like most in the West, went no further back than Greece. Egypt, Mesopotamia, India, China—
thou-sandsof yearsearlier, yet nolesssophisticated or, it may turn out, Sgnificant to the history of modernman,
wereignored. His-tory for yearshasbeen arbitrarily limited in schoolsin the United Statesto European and
post-Columbian American history. Thisgivesoneafa se perspective onthedeve opment of man, oneprecarioudy
closeto awhite perspective.

That year | did alot of probing and research, tracing Greek mythsto earlier African and Asiatic sources,
discovering thewondersof Sumer and Akkad, of the early Indian kingdomsand the Egyptian dynasties. Asthis
whole new world opened for me | shared it with the children in class. Other teachers thought there was
something ludicrousin researching toteach at an elementary level. They advised metofind atext and keep one
lesson ahead.

The one-lesson-ahead mordity iswhat makes so many eemen-tary school classesdull and uninspiring. The
teacher doesn’t understand much of what heisteaching, and worse, doesn'’t carethat he doesn’t understand.
How can the children be expected to be alert, curious and excited when the teacher is so often bored?

The need for e ementary teacherswho are serious-thinking adults, who exploreand learn while they teach,
who know that to teach young children mathematics, history or literatureisn’t to empty these subjects of
content or complexity, but to reduce and present them in forms which are accurate, honest and open to
devel opment and discovery, and therefore requi re subtle under-standing and careful work, cannot beexaggerated.
Thetime has passed when the schoolmarm, equipped to teach the three Rs by rote and impose morality by
authority, hassomething useful andimportant to givechildren.

Asl learned early history, therewasatext for the classthat did make my work easier. Through someironic
chance, P.S. 103, with no compl ete set of arithmetic booksand barely enough Am-erican history books, did
have one set of forty-five new social-studies booksthat started with the‘ cave man’ and went through to
modern man. Copiesof the book were spread throughout thefifth and sixth grades, three or four per room, as
part of the miscellaneous collection of obsolete or irrelevant textbooksthat passed for classlibraries. Once
again, making judicioususe of Thomasand Dennis, | managed to piecetogether thefull set of booksfor my
class.

Asaframework around whichto build ahistory of man’ssocia and cultura lifethebook wasn't bad, yet it
was so vast and ambitious— the entire history of mankind in two hundred illus-trated pages. | had to select
and elaborate, createafocusand perspectivefor theclass. | aso had to let them know it wasmy focusand that



therewere any number of other waysto look at the same events and facts. One could look at ‘ progress’, at
atigtic credtivity, invention, power ... | wanted tolook at theinterna and external conditionsof human existence
that gaveriseto humaninequaities, at the attemptsthat had been madeto rectify them and the degreetowhich
certaininequalitiesmay beinevi-table. | wanted the childrento seethemsealvesin the perspective of history, to
know the changes of fortune, of the balance of wealth and power, that have constituted history, and of the
equally real change of the oppressed into the oppressor. | wanted them to be ableto pers <, revolt and change
thingsin our society and yet not losethelr soulsinthe process.

It wasthe most romantic and idedlistic thing | ever attempted and the onel believedinthemost | amnot so
idealistic or romantic now. My recollectionsof 6-1 aretinged with bitternessand too clear knowledge of the
present and what | failed to givethechildren, what | couldn’t givethem. Yet the effort wasworth it. Robert
Jackson and Alvin remember what we learned, how-ever remoteit isfrom their present lives; other kids
remember too, Michael and Ralph, Dennis, Pamelaand Grace, theones|’ ve spokento recently. They remember,
but that year, only four yearsago, isremote. Inthe excitement of living through that year | forgot what ashort
timeayear isinalifetimeof trouble.

That'snow another story. Four yearsago | worried about thetextbook. It presented history asanincreasingly
successful and thoroughly inevitable movement towardsthe present, and ex-pressed ahopelesdy dated and
unredigticfaithin®history’ scgpacity to solve human problemssatisfactorily. Eventsand cultureswere important’
only asthey related to the successes of mid-twentieth century America(meaning the United Statesof America
and blithely omitting Canadaand L atin America). In thebook therewasno sense of uncertainty or indecision,
of the complexity of understanding historical eventsand the shifting perspective of the present. Itsevery page
seemed to say, we are over the hump, thingsarefine, we arerational. Therewasno humility or depthinits
pages— it presented Greece without davesor passion, al Apollo, no Dionysus; Romewithout de-bauch or
greed; industrial and urban society without exploita-tion or dums. Thechildrenwerefirmly expectedtolearn
that theway the book presented history wastheway it had hap-pened. Therewas but oneway the past could
beviewed andthat wasasamordigticjudtification of our present life. Inaworld of rgpidly changing perspectives
thisisahopelessand dangerousway to teach history.

For my classit waseven moreperilous, for if to the United States' two hundred yearswas added therest of
the history of mankind to justify the misery and oppression the children ex-perienced, theinevitability of their
situation and the hypocrisy of ‘ history’ would only bemorefully confirmed. I had to create out of thematerial
inthebook avison of history totaly at variancewith thebook’ sorientation. It wasessentia for thechildrento
learn of change and of the needs of the powerful to believethe present eternal. They had to seethat oneman’s
‘barbarian’ wasanother’s* civilized' ideal, onenation’shero another’svillain. They had tolearn how uneasy
and difficult any marriage of history and moralshasto be.

Despitedll this, the new text wasmuch better than the other oneson modern America. It started with man
wandering the earth, hunting, loving and fighting to survive. The children knew about these conditions, could
readily imaginethe earliest state of man without being threatened by liesand hypocrisy. What they neededin
order to open them up wasjust such astart without presuppositions. For thefirst few weeksof thisnew socia
studieswetaked of the phenomenol ogy of early man— what hisexperi-ences might have been, how hemay
havereacted and felt. Wetalked of familiesand loyaltiesand conflicts, of bandsand tribesand theformation of
larger human groups. We spoke of the division of work and the selection of leaders and of the addi-tional
factorsintroduced into life by existencein larger groups of individuals. Then we spoke of what man might
become, and therange of possibilitiesopentohim.

It wasnaturd to consder theworld manlivedin aswell and discusstheresourcesand limitationsit presented.
The children became curiousabout the earth, and | got aphysical globe which provided hours of fascinated
watching for some of the class. Therewere no national boundariesontheglobe, no citiesor states. Therivers,



mountains, oceanswere not named. Blue, green and brown mutely signified water and land, highand low. |
wanted the childrentoimagine an a-historical earth. Later wetraced the changing boundaries of man’sstates
and nationson the globe. The children saw the many different thingsthat hap-pened smultaneoudy on earth
and wetalked of the pre-selection of asmall fragment of them that constituted the‘ history’ their text presented.

Once, later intheyear, | adopted asuggestion Michel Butor implied in hisnovel Degreesand developed a
social-studiesunit on what occurred in theworld during the year 1492, theyear our classtext saida‘ new’
worldwas' discovered' . Thedassde-veloped aunit in horizonta history, studying the pre-Columbian civilization
of theAmericasaswell as Columbus svoyage. We a so di scussed the expul sion of the Jewsand Moorsfrom
Spain and their dispersal over Europe and North Africa. The kingdoms of Africawere discussed, aswell as
eventsin India, China, Japan and Meanesia. Thenwediscussed historical ‘importance’ and theneed totalk of
‘importancefor whom, at what historical moment, for what purpose’ .

To createaunit likethisateacher hasalot of work to do. Thereare no textbooksthat do thework for you
— the sources must be sought, time must be spent on research and planning. No education courses help; one
must create the unit out of one’s knowledge and understanding, and must acquire this knowledge and
understanding through hard intellectual work. Itisnolesstrue, though perhapslessobvious, that the same
work must be done even when one hasatextbook. K egping onelesson ahead of thechildrenisworthless. One
must be morethan onelesson ahead of thebook to explain thingsto young children and hel p them understand
that their doubtsand questions, the thingsthat take them beyond thetextbook, arethevery essenceof learning.

Whileteaching about early man, | read history, anthropol ogy, archaeol ogy, art criticism; brought in books
and picturesand mapsfor the children, andintrying to answer their questionsfound mysalf looking into things
asdiverseasthe domestication of animas, cave painting, sconeimplements, and early tech-nology. Thechildren
begantolook too, wanted increasingly to answer questionsfor themselves. Some of them began dis-covering
encyclopaediasand thelibrary — thingsthey had been subjected to before but that had previoudy madeno
senseto them. Because they saw meresearching they learned to do re-search. They wouldn’t havelearned
had | merely toldthemtodoit.

Theclassmoved from earliest manthroughto thefirst settlementsin Egypt and Mesopotamia, discussing
conditionsfor the creation of citiesand states, the need for water and the selection of river valley sites, the
advantages and disadvantages of large citiesand states, the problems of |abour and authority ... onething led
to another asthe children probedinto lifeintheearliest cities. Inaway Sumer becameamode the children
used to hel p them understand the complex and often cruel ways of modern cities. We discussed thedistribution
of wealth, specidization of labour and the creation of inequalitieswithin M esopotamian and Egyptian society,
contrasting thetwo and trying to understand something of stability and changein human affairs. Thechildren
discovered the need for writing just asthe Mesopotamiansand Egyptiansdid, and inlistening to the myths of
these societies, we heard the peopl e speaking of themsealves, of their expectationsand sufferings, their heroes
andvillains. At thispoint thesocia studiesand reading joined with thevocabulary to givetheclassapicture of
man the creator struggling, even at the beginning of hisrecorded history, with hisownimperfect socia and
moral creations.

Inthosedays| wasgtill inlovewith Harvard. Being there asan undergraduate had meant an opening of life
to me, not so much adenial of the Bronx wherel grew up asaninvolvement inworlds| never conceived
exiged. | learned about art, literature and philosophy, and during my collegeyearswanted to be an academician
myself, to teach philosophy at auniversity and beascholar. | even spent several yearsat graduate school asa
Ph.D. candidatein philosophy before discovering that for all my love of scholar-ship | wastoorestlesstobea
good scholar. | preferred the challenge of human beingsto that of booksand loved teaching for what it could
offer humanly. | didn’t want to teach philosophy as a subject and was most involved when working with
children and helping them to comeinto closer contact with themsel ves, asmy better teachershad hel ped me.



Still, I wasgrateful for my yearsat Harvard and wanted to introduce my pupilsto aninstitution that had once
been valuableto me and that could inthefuture beimportant to some of them.

So, oneday in November | invited the childrenin 6-1 to take atrip to Cambridge with Judy and me. That
wasthefirst thechildren had heard of Judy and they weremoreinterested in her relationship to methanthetrip.
| told the classhow we had met but little el se. When | returned to theideaof thetrip only ten children were
interested.

Onthemorning of thetrip, only sx showed up. Alvinand hismother werewaiting infront of the school when
Judy droveupinher VW, aminuteafter | arrived inmy Ford Falcon. It was seventhirty Saturday morning, and
though Alvinwas prancing excitedly about, hismother seemed cold and tired. It wasunfair todrag her froma
Saturday-morning sleep. She had seven children to send to school every weekday morning. Yet shehadto
cometo meet us, for her sake and because Alvininsisted. After afew casual words shereturned home and
Alvinwent over to Judy. They started chatting and | looked, astonished, at thetransformation. Alvin, wildin
class, often brilliant but equally often scared and unresponsive, was perfectly charming and in control of the
situation away from school. He seemed another, happier and morerelaxed child. | remember wondering what
school could possibly have doneto him.

Pamelaand Grace arrived together with their mothers. The contrast between the two womenwasno less
striking than the contrast between their daughters. Mrs Brown, Grace'smother, wasatall, forceful West
Indian. A closer look revea ed the extra-ordinary intelligencethat Grace displayed the moment she en-tered
school, athin nervouschild who could read inkindergarten aswell asmost of the other children readinthefifth
grade. On the other hand Mrs Reed seemed so young, fragile and resigned. Pamelawas as pretty as her
mother was handsome, and shetoo seemed fragile. My judgement has never been sowrong, for Pamelaand
her mother too, havethekind of interna strength that makesan external demonstration unnecessary. L ater that
year | lost my temper and turned my anger on Pamela. Never inmy life hasaperson looked back at me so
thoroughly uncon-vinced of guilt and sofree of paranoiaasPameladid that day. | confronted myself in her eyes
andfell silentinclass. | waswrong and foolish and could do no lessthan apol ogi ze.

After MrsReed and MrsBrown |eft, Dianne appeared unex-pectedly. She had not shown any interest in
coming during theweek, but she had set her hair, put on her best dress, and some-how talked Mauriceinto
carrying her mother’ sfancy (and half-empty) suitcaseto the cars. He had said that he was coming so many
timesduringtheweek that | didn’t believehemeant t.

Wewaited for other childrento arrive, Mauriceand Alvin talk-ing to Judy, the girlsshyly approaching me.
At eight thirty we decided that thethree girlswould travel with me and thetwo boyswith Judy. Therewasno
point waiting any longer.

We got into the carsand | wasready to start off when Alvin spied Robert Jackson peeking around the
corner of 118th Street. He was squinting through hisglasses, looking toward our cars, but unableto approach.
Alvin opened thedoor and was next to Robert in aminute; then dragged him toward Judy’scar, joking, talking,
pushing, until Robert wasintheback seat next to Maur-ice, and Alvinsaid casually: * It doesn’'t matter if Robert
doesn't haveasuitcase or pyjamas. Harvardisn't far away.’

Wereached Cambridgeat threein the afternoon and checked into the Brattle Inn. | took one suite of rooms
for theboysand myself, and Judy took another oneacrossthehall for thegirls. Therewasstill timetovisit the
FoggArt Museum, to tour the houses and meet some of my friendsand classmateswho were now instructors
and assistant professors. | wanted to show off Widener Library, the university museum and Harvard Yard to
thechildren and shareintheir first impressionsof agreat univer-sity. Judy and | let the children settleinto their
roomsand went out for an hour to have adrink and relax. We agreed to pick the children up at four o’ clock
andtour theuniversity. When wearrived at the girls rooms, Pamela, Grace and Diannewereontherug inthe



gtting-room playingjacks. Acrossthe hal Robert wasdrawing, Alvin reading and Mauricewatching television.
Everyone but Robert wasin pyjamas. They had reached their destination — individual beds, clean rooms,
gpaceand quiet. They didn’t want to seeauniversity if it meant leaving the BrattleInn.

Wenever did seemuch of Harvard. The children had dinner in that night and begged Judy and meto go out
and leavethem. They spread themsel vesthrough theroomsof thetwo suites, savouring theluxury of spaceand
quiet they had never known before. The university wastoo remote and abstract; it waswhat | offered the
childreninignorance of their needs. Wereturned to New York on Sunday, and when | returned to classon
Monday | understood better how much therewasfor metolearn from the Children about theredlitiesof their
lives

Atthesametimethingswere happeningin class. Robert Jackson theartist, theterrifyingly silent boy, began
toemerge. Helistened avidly to the myths of Egypt and Mesopotamia, and made hisown study of Greeceand
Rome. | waskeenly aware of hisattention. Robert never spoke voluntarily and for along timerefused to
answer any questions, Alvinand Raphwerehisemis-sariesto me, and only through themdid | receive occasiond
communication from him. However, he alwaysturned in home-work, and did morethan wasrequired. In
cornersof the neatly written sheet wereillustrationsand illuminations. At the bottom of the page Robert added
work hemade up himself. | could sense hewashungry.

Then camevocabulary and our study of human origins. Robert actually volunteered answersand questions,
displayed amature grasp of the material and an alert, subtle mind. He re-sponded during these hoursasif a
wholeworld were opening up before him. But that wasstill thelimit. Asthe subject changed or the classhad
freetime Robert withdrew into silence. Hedrew, not voluntarily, but mostly at the command of other children.
Heread books but gave them up easily if another child even ex-pressed mild interest in them. Slowly he
managed to go through some of the books on Greece and Rome, but he never had them long enough. It wasno
good my trying to protect hisrights; hethen avoided thingsaltogether.

| wasdistressed by Robert’spassivity and wasat alossto help him. Oneday | brought an orange cardboard
binder filled withloose-leaf paper to schooal. It wasfor my observationson thevocabulary lessons. During free
timethat morning | became exas-perated by the easewith which Robert yielded abook to Margie, who merely
glanced at it and stuffed it in her desk. | wanted to say something to him, yet wordswere useless, would only
causefurther withdrawal. Maybe | could give him seething that hewouldn’'t surrender so easily ... theonly
thing on my desk wasthe notebook. Anideacautioudy formed; | took the notebook to Robert and said that his
interest in mythsand history was so obvious, and hisgrasp of thediscussionsin classsofull that | felt hemight
want to go beyond reading booksand write andillus-trate one himself.

Helooked at measif | were mad.
‘Me?

“Why not you? Somebody writesbooks; anyone cantry. That'sthe only way to discover how well you can
do. Why don't youtakethisnotebook and try. You don’t have to show meor any-body elsewhat youdoif you
don’twant.’

A dy triumphant took came over Robert’ sface as he snatched the notebook out of my hand. | retreated to
my desk, afraid of spoiling thewholething with unnecessary words.

It wasn't until aweek |ater that | discovered that my attempt had worked. Maurice came up to my desk
before class and asked meif Robert wasthe only onein classwho could write abook. | said no and then
M aurice asked mewhat Robert waswriting about anyway. Robert, it seems, refused to tell him or even show
him onepage.



| explained that | didn’t know either, and that Robert could be writing about anything, that the book was
private unless he choseto show it to anybody, and that included me.

“What about me? Could | write abook?— even about myself, thetruth you know...’
‘It'sbeen done before. There’ sno reasonwhy you can'tdoit.’

| promised to bring Maurice abinder (having the symbol of being sanctioned towrite privately and asone
pleased wasvery important) and the next morning brought adozen to school. | explainedtotheentireclassthat
some children wanted to writetheir own books and that the binderswere availablefor anybody who cared to
write. | aso explained that though | wasavailableto help or to read their work for pleasure, ill thebookswere
their private property — the author’s control over hiswork would be respected completely. Therewasno
mention of grading or gram-mar asit never occurred to methen even to bother with adis-claimer.

The children were suspiciousof my talk about privacy and wanted to know what kinds of things people
writebooksabout. Though they had seen some of the scope of literatureinthebooks| brought to class, | think
the children il believed therewere only two kinds of books— the‘good’ booksthey read in school which
werenice, boring and unreal, and the“bad” booksthey sneaked to each other which werefilthy, exciting and
unredl. It washard to explain what peoplewrote about. Instead of trying | spent the next week selecting from
my library and reading to the children, asking themto attend to the subject and to the ‘ writer’svoiceaswell. |
read about love, hate, jealousy, fear; of war and religion, quest and loss. | read in voicesthat wereironic,
cynicd, joyousandindifferent. Theclassand | talked of thewriter’sselection of hissubject and the devel opment
of hisvoice; of the excitement of not knowing entirely wherethe book you set out to writewill takeyou.

A few children dared at first, then more, until finally most of the childrenin the classattempted somewritten
exploration. | put an assignment on the board beforethe children arrived inthe morning and gavethe classthe
choiceof reading, writing or doing what wasontheboard. At notimedid any child havetowrite, and whenever
possiblel et the children writefor aslong astheir momentum carried them. Timeincreasingly becamethe
servant of substancein the classroom. At the beginning of the semester | had tried to use blocks of timeina
predetermined, pre-planned way — first reading, then socia studies, arithmetic and soforth. Then | brokethe
blocksby alowing free periods. Thisbecame confining and so | dlowed thelength of periodsto vary according
to thechildren’sand my interest and con-centration. Finally we reached apoint where the class could pursue
thingswithout the burden of arequired amount of work that had to be passed through every day. Thismeant
that therewere many thingsthat the classdidn’t * cover’ that there were dayswithout arithmetic and weeks
without spelling or my dear Vocabulary. Many exciting and important thingswere missed aswell asmany dull
things. But the children learned to exploreand invent, to become obsessed by thingsthat interested them and
follow themthrough librariesand booksback intolife; they learned to believein their own curiosity and value
theintellectua and literary, perhapseveninasmall way the human, quest with-out being overly burdened with
apremature concernfor results.

| remembered my student teaching when | watched the chil-drenin 6-1 writing. It wasinamiddlie-class
whiteschool, well runand quiet dmost tothe point of terror. My student teaching had consisted mostly ingiving
remedia reading lessonsto‘ difficult’ children, i.e., thetwo Negroesand ten Puerto Ricansinthe school. | soon
learned that theteachers tyranny over their ‘white’ pupilswasso completeand their fear of the* non-whites' so
great that they did anything to keep the non-whites', especially theboys, out of the classrooms. They created
un-necessary monitorshipsand perpetud errandsfor these poor harassed children, and then blamed the children
for being read-ing problems.

One of my ‘problem’ students turned out to be interested in architecture, and the two of us had been
exploring thefloor plansof Chartres Cathedral together. One day my supervisor wasabsent and | wasallowed
to take over the class. That morning Stanley spent two and ahalf hours putting the plan of Chartresonthe



blackboard. | brought in didesand pictures, and for most of themorning tried to show the classwhat went into
thebuild-ing of acathedra. They had been studying technology so superficidly that | wanted themto understand
how problems arose and were solved — and for achange | wanted to show them something beautiful in
schooal.

Themorning had seemed to gowell, only | wassurprised to seealittle committeewaiting for meafter class.
Therewerefive childrenlooking nervousand distressed, their facesgrave and serious. The spokesman stepped
forward and cleared histhroat.

‘“Mr Kohl, thereissomething that distresses us. We spent thismorning looking at that cathedral. It wasvery
beautiful but, Mr Kohl, will it help us? Thereis so much that hasto be done, we have no timeto waste, my
father would bevery upset. How will it get usinto college?

Fifthgrade, ‘ notimetowaste’ — | thought of those poor un-smiling children at sucha‘good’ school and
of my thirty-six children, writing, not rushing, taking thetimeto explore.

Not that someof thechildrenin6-1 weren'tinitidly distressed by thefreedom of theroomandtheincreasingly
experimenta curriculum. They wereand told me, and at times| dmost wavered and returned to the crutches of
standard pre-planned materid. But | believed inwhat was happening in classand borethe uncertainty and days
of chaosuntil together we saw work emergethat none of usexpected or believed possible.

M auricewasthefirst to show mehisbook.

TheSory of my Life
Foreword

Thisstory isabout aboy named Mauriceand hislifeasitisand how it will be. Mauriceisinthesix grade
now but thisstory will tell about hispast, present and future. It will tell you how helived and how helikedit or
didikedit. It will tell you how important hewasand happy or sad hewasinthisworldit will tell you dl his
thoughts. It may be pleasant and it may be horriblein place but what ever itisit will begood and exciting but!
therewill behorribleparts. Thisstory will bemade smpleand easy but in placeshard to understand. Thisisa
non-fiction book.

Wherel wasborn

Inall story they beat around the bush beforethey tell you the story well | am not thisstory takesplaceinthe
Metropolitan Hospitle.

When| washborn | couldn’'t seeat fird, but likeal familiesmy father waswaiting outside after an hour or so
| could see shadows. The hospital wasvery large and their were millions of bedsand plenty of people. And
their were peoplein chairsrolling around, peoplein beds and peoplewal king around with trayswith food or
medicineonit. Therewas peoplerolling peoplein bed and therewere peoplebleeding crying yeling or praying
| was put at awindow with other babies so my father could see metheir wasabig glassand lots of people
round meso | could seealot of black shapes. And sincel wasababy | tried to go through theglassbut | didn’t
succeed. All the peoplekept looking | got scared and cryed soon the nurse came and took all the babiesback
totheir mothers. After that my father cameto seeme and my mother. Hecouldn’t stay for long but long enough
to namemesinceeveryoneinmy family namebegainwithan*M’ they named me Maurice. Soon my father | eft
then my mother ask medid | likemy name. Sencel couldn’t talk | just goo gooed. For four dayswe stayedin



thehospital. Thefifth day wewerefreeto go ontheway out al the peoplesaid pray for mean 1’ Il pray for you
their weretearsall over the ground and sniffin so wewent out the door my father waswaiting for uswetook
acab home. For thefirst timel saw: cars, trees, trains, the sun, and even people without white suitson.

Wherel lived

When we got hometheir were peopl e siting on stoopsand no trees. Wewent up stairsand all my brothers
yelled ‘hellomom” and scared me so | cryed and cryed soon | wasasleep so they put mein my cribwhen|
woke up they weretaking about me. | had wet my dipareso | cryed my sister Mary heard me and she said
curioudy ‘Whatsthe matter’, ‘Isyour diparewet’ asif | couldtalk shefelt my dipareand it waswet, so she
caled Martinand said ‘ bring meadipare please’ . When | saw Larry hewaslikeagiant to me my housewas
so cleanthat their wasn't aspeck of dirt anywhere. You could look al day withamagnefin glassand till find
nothing. When my sister was changing my diparel felt her hand it was smooth and genteli | washungry and
cold so my sister gave me my bottle and covered me up the next day we had company they al wanted to tough
meand seeme. Sodl | could seewas shadowsand then | saw clearer and clearer until | could seeprefix when
| wastwo yearsold | got aplay pin and my godmothersson baby playedinit with me on day we both want the
same block so he hit mefor it then we started to fight soon we cry. So he had to go. When | wassmall | was
stingy and bad and then it came“Wham' right on my backside | wasmad at everyonethen and wasout tokill
any onein my way. For the next few days everything was okay than thisman camewith hisdog. Hewasa
friend of my mother. Martin was playing with the dog the dog bart and | screamed with fear and yelled out but
thedog wasmore scared then | was. My mother, father and their friend ran inthe back. They thought that | was
about to die or something. | was scared and yelled for about an hour. Soon | wasin bed deeping.

My school life

After yearspassed by | got older and older and soon old enough to go to school. When my mother sgn me
upfor first grade | was so happy to go but when | saw my teacher | was so scared of her that when my father
ask if sheafirst gradeteacher 1said*NO'. But shesaid yesthefirst day waseasy but the next threeday it was
awful | had torigth read do aritmetic and even spelling. | wasso young that | didn’t even know how to write.
So my teacher showed mehow towrite. It waseasy. | started with * A’ and it wined up that | wasthe second
best writer inthe class| wasn't the best behaved boy but maybetheworse. | alwaysgot hit with theruler and
noteswent home. And | got beaten. All therest of theyear | wasan angle.

When | got promoted | went too 2—' my teacher was a nice lady until one week went passed we had
arithmeticlike: 4 X 39=and 6 X 2.5—. Weknew that shewas|eaving the school so shemadeit hard onus.
Onesubject after another first: arithmetic, reading, penmenship, social studiesand some paper work. We had
so much homework that it would take ahour are more. On holidayswe had aparty with enough loliepopsfor
each person could get onethe best time we had waswhen we were out of school. Whenwegot in school the
teacher hit meand | hit her back. That when | meet the principal we were boddy boddy. In her wasto mel
wanted to kill her. Intime we got better aquatored. Near the end of the year | got noticethat | was being
transforeto P.S.—. When | got my reportcard it wasn't pleasant and when | got home | didn’t fell pleasant
ather.

My new school life

When| got transforeto PS,— | had ahard time getting in. First they had to get my recordcard then they got
meaplaceto go that took aweek by the second week | wasin school my teacher was nice and sometimesa
littlebit wild. We got a ong okay but not the principal. Hedidn't likemeand | didn’t like him either. We got
along. Henever said anything to meand | didn’t said anything to him. In the third grade nothing happened
worthtelling. Intheforth grade | had the meansteacher in the school so | wasgood at first but adventurely | got



bad every time she hit somebody and somebody walk in shewould act like sheloved him shewasluck she
every got company shewasworsethan MissMyaryer the meansteacher inthe school.

When | got into thefifth grade | had aman teacher hewasthe ulgyest teacher in the school you couldn’t
bend over to pick up apencil without getting hit he hit boysbut not girls. Hewas so strick that hehad to leave
at theend of theterm. When | got into the sixth grade | had the best teach in the school. Hewas nice enough
to show ushow to do harder work then we supposeto do so we have better gradesin junior high school when
wego we should be thankful for himteaching us.

Future

Therest of thisstory isabout thefuture of Mauricetherest of thisstory may befiction and may not because
it never happened yet. | hopeyoulikeit should be good but may be bad.

Theway | planmy future

When | becomeold enoughtogetajob | planforittobeascienceist. | alwayswanted to beascienceist so
| could do something for our world. | thing there should be more peoplewho try to hel p our country thanthere
should betofight against another country becausetheir well be so much blood that wewill haveariver of blood
so| say more peopleshouldtalk over their problem that to fight them | learned that in the sixth grade. So thats
why most peopledo not liketofight. They fell safer talking over. And | think it’sright too.

My firstjob

When | went to my first job asascienceist. | worked for six hoursaday. And make 150.00 dollarsaweek.
| haveto makealiving on my money. Sowhen| got homel saw ahunderd dollar bill laying on my dresser with
anotesaying from, abuddy. ‘I'll pay you therest later.

Thebook fascinated and amazed me. Mauricewaseeven, had never tried to writeastory before, asked no
help, and handed me such an extraordinary piece of work. | wanted him to continue and devel op histheme,
elaborate on the future. Hewasn’ t interested. He had said what hefelt and wanted to move on to another
book, an adventure story. He claimed that hislifewasn’t over yet and thereforetherewasno reason tofinish
thestory. | rg ected hisindifference, not wanting to let such agood thing go. There had to be afollow-up. |
ignored my own principleof theauthor’sright to control hiswork and tried to seduce Mauriceinto continuing
hisautobiography. That night | typed up five copiesof The Sory of my Life and gavethem to him the next
morning. Hewasimpressed, but not as| had hoped. By that afternoon he had sold four of the copiesfor fifteen
centseach and left one on my desk. Sprawled acrossthefina pagewas’ thisstory shall never befinished'.

| hadtoyield and learn to respect better my ownwords. Asmuch as| wanted Mauriceto reversehiswork,
asdisappointing asit wasthat he kept no copy for himsalf, it certainly washisright asan author to sall or refuse
to complete hisownwork. It wasafal se sense of mysdlf asan authority that made methink | had aright totell
himwheat tofed aboutit.

Yet Maurice sincompl ete autobi ography did the classgreat service. Unanticipated by mefour copieswere
circulated intheroom. The other children read Maurice swork, and Michael told mehewas proudto owna
copy. Slowly other children beganto sharetheir work, and decide upon their favourite authors. Thechildren
usualy didn’t show metheir work until they had aready received severd critical opinionsfromtheir friends.
They did, however, ask mefor spelling, or for anew word that they could useinstead of anold onethey didn’t
like or found themsel vesusing too often, | gavethe children what they asked for without comment.

Thechildrenwrotein different stylesand genres, and at different rates. Robert Jackson wrote continuoudly,
producing onenove after another. Ral ph aso wrote continual ly but with morefrenzy, sometimesfor hoursat a



time. Hetreasured hiswild flights of violent imagination, mixing televisonthemesand popu-lar musicfigures
with street loreand terror, but refused to have morethan four pagesof histotal output typed or made public.
People could read his handscript under his scrutiny but had to yield the book to him, even if they hadn’t
finished, whenever they went to do something el se. Only thefirst pagesof The Night Club weretyped and
distributed asasort of sampler of hiswork.

TheNight Club

A long black limazne pulled up to astop. It stopped to anight club on 93 St called the Hot Spot. Therecame
out an nice dressing man. Hewasdressed in ablue suit black hat and shoes. The streetswere dark, the streets
lightswere busted. You could hear young teenagers cursing. Then from the night club you heard rock and roll
music. The nice dressing man walked into the Hot Spot and took off hiscoat and hat. Theteenagersbeganto
move around to the Hot Spot. The owner of the Hot Spot wasArther. When Arther seen the teenagershe
called the police. Theyoung man was back stage. Astherock and roll wasover (the music) the announcer
came up and said ‘ L adies and Gentlemen the moment you have waited for... the king off the twist Chubby
Checker.” Theyoung man was Chubby Checker. The aduance cheered and applauded. Then Chubby Checker
san‘ Let’sLimbo Somemore.” Then the addauance made him sing thetwist When Chubby got through he had
to sign autographs. Becausedll thefansrush up to him to shake hishands. It was 12:00 timefor the Hot Spot
to close. Theannouser told them therewasabig line of stars coming up tommrow. Asthe people came out
police-arrived to stop the teenagersfrom robbing the people. The next day the e ectric people cameto fix the
lightsbut asthey camethe teenagerstook out their knives and sticks and chased the people away. Soon they
came back with the police. But the police didn’t scare them, the gang fought back. But they didn’t win, the
policewon. Thismadethe gang mad so they got another gang called the Dukes. The Dukesand Raidersran
back to 93 St. Therethey drovethe police back. They had gardsthereto seeif they’ Il comeback. It beganto
get dark. Soonit was8:00 PM. Timefor the Hot Spot to open. The Raiderswalked back to the Hot Spot The
Hot Spot wasin agood neighbourhood, around alot of good stores. But the Raidersalwaysbrokeinto some
of stores. Soon big limaznesdrove up. Inthe car was Joey Dee, Dee Dee Sharp, Chubby Checker, Bobby
Ridd, LittleEva, ElvisPredy and Murry theK. The Raidersdecided to get some dough. When themen got out
of the car they attacked them. Thefight wason. Fistswereflying. Movies Starswerefighting like pro-boxers.
After awhilethe gang retriated. And the starswent inside of the Hot Spot “It sureisan hot spot’ joked Elvis.
Soon Murry the K wason stage. Hisshow (the show hewas broadcasting on) was an ol die but Goodie show.
Thesmall clubwas packed. Extrachairswereintheclub. “Now folkshereisthe oneand only Joey Deeand
thegtarlighters.” Joey and the starlighters sang the perpermint twist. Then Murry theK introduced ElvisPredy.
Hesang hisnew hit song GirlsGirlsGirls. One Raider camein and put adimeintherecord machine. Thenhe
played palaside Park. That intoraped the singing. And everyone was annoyed. Elviswasquick tolosehis
temper. Heran down the stage and ran up to the boy and socked him in thejaw, then he used hisgetuar and
whoped him over the head. After that he kicked him out side. Then he got the show over (hispart). Soonthe
show over and the starswent home.

Alvinwroteonly throughinspiration, which cametooin-frequently to prevent constant restlessnessand sdif-
doubt. Sam had to copy awar story into one of the bindersunder hisown name before he had couragetowrite
something of hisown. Michagl and Maurice constantly conferred with each other asdid Soniaand Anastasia.
Therewasno end to thevariationsof mood and tempo with which the children wrote. Some children chose not
towrite, and therewas so much el sefor themto do that, sincel never madeamoral issueof it, therewasno
problemover it.

Robert Jackson put hisfirst novel on my desk one morning and retreated as several other boysgathered
about me. They wanted meto read the book immediately and seemy reactions. | obliged.



A Barbarian becomesa Greek Warrior

Oneday, inAncient Germany, aboy wasgrowing up. Hisnamewas Pathos. Hewasnamed after thisLatin
word because he had sensitivefedings. InAncient Germany, the Romanshad their vast empire. Everyonein
the county wasto beaRoman Citizen, speak L atin and learn the Roman customs. Now Pathos, hehad alarge
temper, and hewas stubborn. Hewanted his peopleto befree; do asthey wish. But hismother had told him,
not to stand up against aRoman, or say anything smart, for they will slay him. He grew up fine looking,
handsome, but not strong, hewasweak and sickly. When he got about eighteen yearsold hismother waskilled
by aRoman soldier who had hated hisfamily. Hewasmad at this! So he set out alone on foot. Hewent to
Greece. Hewaswal king down theroad | ethargectly. Then, from behind, awhip hit him on theback! Hefell on
hischest, dazed by the dash of the burning whip. He couldn’t tell wheater hewasbleeding, dying or what. Then
the daze suddenly went away. Then he could hear the Latin wordsthat he had learned. 1t wasthe Emperor of
Rome! But hedidn’t know it. Hegot up and fought like abeast!

‘Surrender or die— oof!” Pathos was so mad that he didn’t even reconize the Roman Emperor, The
Emperor threw aspear and wounded Pathos. He was unconcious. When he awoke, hefound himself inthe
arenaof the Coloseum. Theemeperor commaned him: * Sinceyou are so brave, you shall fight thetwo ferces
lionsindl of Rome! If youwin, you shal gofree, dareif youlose, you shall bekilled, and your soul will goto
Hades, wherethe King of dead shall ruleover you!” Thosewordsfrightened Pathos. Soon, thetwo lionscame
charging out at him. He saw one of the Roman Soldiers, then he swiped asword from him. Thefirst lion scared
him so much that it madetrip backwards, and fall on hisback. Hewas stunned... then could hear thelaughing,
and jeering audience. Thelion sprang! Thiswould have been thelast of Pathos, but so lucky, had Pathosbeen,
then when he had had hissword sticking up, thelion hit thesword, thenthelionfell over, andit wasdead. The
second lion charged, then Pathos got up threw the sword, and stabbed the lion to death. The audience cheered,
but theemperor ... you cantell what thelook on hisfacewas...

Then the emperor called for his chariot and rode away to hiscastle. And in hisroom ... ‘Why hasthe
Goddess Minervaof Wisdom and Strength doneto me?Why did she givethisBarbarian the strength of luck?
Thenthewicked Emperor had anides, ‘Heisin Greece! | shall send my RomanArmiesto invade Greecel We
will makethe Greeks our slaves! And especially Pathos!” So it was then that the Roman armiesinvaded
Greecel Thewar wason! Pathoswatching from Mount Parnassusin Greece saw that the Greek soldierswere
being defeated. So hewent and put on some Greek armour, then hewent to war! But thearmour was so heavy
for him, that hefell to the ground. A Roman Soldier came charging at him with aspear, the enemy threw the
spear, then, Pathos held out hisshield, then the spear bounced off the shield, then hit the enemy and knocked
him out. Pathos managed to get to hisfeet. But not for long! From behind, another enemy clashed himon his
helmet and dazed him. Hishead was swirling, helost histemper again! He got up and socked the enemy out
cold!

Theemperor wasso mad at this, that he went to dlay Pathos himself! Pathos saw him coming, he hit the
emperor with hisfist! Two other soldiers came, but he knocked them down one by one! Soon, the Greeks
didn’'t haveto fight, Pathoswasknocking them down asthey cameinto him! But then hegot tired, and they
took him down. And in amatter of minutes the Romans conquered the Greeks. Pathos was sent back to
Germany and hewaswhiped for apunishment for what he had done. The Romans put himin prisonfor five
years. And when he had got out, he wasno longer weak or sickly, he had grown abeard, and was stronger,
and more powerful then ever. Then he decided that he' sgoing toinvade the Roman empirehimsdf, and freedl
the countriesinit. But wherewould he get an army of hisown? Then heremembered hisbrother Peri had an
army! Then heranto the practicing groundswhere Peri’smen were practicing to bewarriors.

There, hefound hisbrother, Peri liningup al the Gauls, Ten!” hecalled, ‘ My brother!” They greeted each
other warmly. Then Peri asked Pathoswhat has happened to him and their mother. Pathostold Peri about the



adventures he had, and how hewas put in Prison. Then hetold him that the Roman soldiershad killed their
mother. Peri wasangered at this, then hetoo seeked revenge on Rome! Then hecalled to hismen and address
tothem: ‘Why dowehavetotake ordersfromjust asmal city like Rome?Wearealarge country! Let usunite
andinvadetheselands! Let usget back our freedom and burn Rome!” Peri meant thosewords, but therewas
one Ruler who meant morethan that, that wasAttilal Heand hishunswereattacking and invading, destroying
everythinginhisway! Thehunscameinto Germany, burning down thevillagesasthey went. Peri and menhid
inthetrees, but Pathos stood up and said; | will not runlikeadog, | will stand up and fight!” They came, and
Pathos, madder than ever, fought at the huns!

Pathosfought the Huns asfierce asalion! When Peri and hismen saw this, they jumped from their hiding
places and fought with Pathos. The Hunswere driven away by the Barbarians! Soon, Peri was so excited
about this, that he called to hismen; L et usdestroy Rome!” And they went out towar. They got dl their shields
and swordstogether then Peri asked Pathoswhy didn’t hewant ashield, then Pathostold him hewoul d want
to destroy Rome with his bear hands. Peri urged him to take the weapons, so Pathos had to yield. The
Barbariansrode north, wherethey reached England, they conquered al of Ireland and the Britishides. They
rode south to France, wherethey burned down thevillagesand cities, Portuga and Spainweretoo, conquered.
They charged downto Greece, but went through it Greece was apoor country, they didn’t want to destroy it
anymore. Then, Egypt, turkey, Runania, they conquered themdl! Then they went for Rome. They were stopped
by the strong wallswhich protected the Romans. Soon, they retreated, year by year they tried to get through
thewalls. But then, one night, Pathos sneaked away to Rome. Peri heard hisbrother Riding away, so he after
him. Two guardswereat thetop of thewallsof Rome, they saw him charging, then one of them shot anarrow
at him and Pathosfell off hishorse. He got up, took out his spear, then, threw it at them, and got two for the
prizeof one! Peri and hismen saw Pathoswounded, but Pathos didn’t mind, hewanted to get in thewalls of
Rome! Hetore off apiecelong pole, then, ran asfast ashe could, he stuck the polein theground, then swung
high over thewallsof Rome! Helet Peri and hismeninto the gates! Then Romewasawokefrom ahigh blaze
of fire!l The Roman soldierscameout and the Barbarianswerefighting the Romans, while Romewasburning
totheroots! The Romanswere being crushed. Soon, Pathoswas caught and put in chainsin adungon. Then
they took him out, and put in acave, wherethealligatorswerewho ate all kinds of people!

Thedligatorsweretrined not to attack the Soldiers, but theadligatorsdidn’t eat for ayear and were starving.
The soldierswhipped Pathos, and roughed him up, then Pathoswas still strong enough to movehisfeet, sohe
kicked the enemiesinto the swampy waters, and the alligatorshad their feast. Meanwhile, Peri and hismen
weredaying and conquering. Then Peri looked for hisbrother, Pathos, but couldn’t see him anywhere! Soon,
the Emperor of Rome sent hismost biggest, strongest and most powerful army to battlethe Barbarians. The
Barbarianswere being drove out of Rome. Now Peri didn’t know whereto look, soin anger, herantothe
pa ace of theemperor of Rome, two guardsattacked him, but hetook out hissword and chopped their heads
off! He crashed into the Emperor’schamber, and held hissword next to the emperor’sneck and said; ‘| will kill
you, if youdon't tell mewheremy brother is’” Theemperor hadtoyield andtold him hewasinacavewiththe
dligators.

Peri raced out of the palace, and went to the cave. He saw hisbrother, Pathos, dying. Hetook off thechains
and started to get out, but ten Roman soldiers surrounded them! Then, Peri and Pathoswerefighting and
struggling to get out. The Roman soldiersweretrying to throw the two brothersinthe swampy waters of the
alligators, but didn’t have achance. Instead, most of them went inthemselves.

Outside, Peri’smen arefighting hard. Somekilled, somewounded. Romewas burning to theroots. Men,
women and many children werekilled. Thebarbarianswere being driven out of Rome, but, Romewasupin
flames, so they used torchesto congquer the Romans.

Thecity of Romeburned toitslast. The Romanswerefinally conquered, after over ahundred years of
ruling. Pathosand Peri conquered the soldiersin the cavetoo. A few yearslater, Pathoswent to Greece. He



liked the country for itsbuildings, sculptureand art. The Greeksbelieved in Gods, such as,; Zues, Hera, Iris,
Artemis, Apollo, Hermes Posiedon, Ares, Kronos, Dionysus, Hespheastus, Pan, Pluto and Athena. He only
believed in one god, because his mother wastaught Christianity and secretly taught it to him. Ontheroad to
Greece, Pathos met ablind man. The blind told the barbarian that when he getsto Greece, hewill fight two
thievesand defeat them, then, hewill becomeasoldier andfight inthe Persanwar.

Pathosthought it over, so heasked: ‘Who hastold you this? Theblind manreplied,  Hermes, thefathful
messenger of the Gods.” Pathosjust laughed and continued hisjourney. Soon, he cameto the city of Marathon
in Greece, Hewaswalking downthedirty streetswhen heheard acry for help. Then he saw two men running
fromtheKing'spalaceand tried to stop them. They threw knivesat him, but missed.

Thethievesran upon ahilltop, hoping they lost Pathos. But hejumped out of the bushesand attacked them.
Oneof them swung out at him, but he blocked it with hisshield. Whilethe other caught him from behind. He
knocked Pathos down, then was ready to finish him off. Pathos kicked him off, then, ran for hissword and
shield. Thedrew their swordsand shieldsto do battlewith Pathos. Thiswasafight! Pathoswaswounded, and
hisapponnentsweren’t. And every time he swung at one, hewould haveto watch out for the other.

One of them pierced hisshield with asword. Now Pathosonly had his sword and hischain mail suit. He
tried to piercetheir shieldstoo, but hissword broke. Then, he got mad! Hetore off the branch of atreeand
knocked them both out. Then he saw acharriot with aband of Greek Soldiersfollowing. Then hegot hisstick
ready to defend himself, but the King of al Marathontold him; * Halt! By what name areyou called? Pathos
wouldn’t tell him because hedidn’t haveaname. The Romans had called him aRomanword. ThentheKing
got restless, “Well, speak up! Who areyou? Still not ananswer. * Do you not speak the Greek language? Then
Pathos decided there was nothing elseto do but tell them. ‘1 am Pathos of Germany.” Then the King said
surprizingly, ‘ Pathos? All the soldierslaughed at this. Then Pathostold them thewhole story of hisadventures,
and how they crushed the Roman empire. ThentheKing said, * You are abarbarian, but you and your men
saved all nationsfrom Romanrule. | take you to my palace, and wewill have afeast, and asacrificeto the
Gods! Itisthewill of theGods.” Pathosdidn’t believein junk likethat, but he had to go through withit. The
King called him‘megas, which meanslarge. TheKing had called himthat, because hewaslargein strength
and had alargetemper. There, in the palacewere many invited people. Therewasabig feast, and sacrificeto
Zeus, king of the gods. Other people made sacrificesto other godslike Apollo, god of archery, music and
poetry, Hermes, god of luck, and the sign of medicine, and Athena, goddess of wisdom. The King asked
Megasto makeasacrificeto agod. ‘ Makeyour sacrificeto thegod youlike!” But then, Megassaid, Thereis
only one God, and that isthe Lord Christ.’” ‘Lord Christ? Everyonelaughed at Megas. The King ordered
Megas be slaved for theinsult of the Gods! But just then, the guards camerunningin. ‘ The Persiansare
attacking again!’ After twenty yearsof planing, the Persianswerefinally ready. The King sent out moreof his
armies before the Persians burn more of Greece. Megaswas|ose, he got some armor on, and then went to

fight.

Thewar was4till on! Greek templeswerebeing destroyed villages, even cities Marathonwasbeing destroyed
by the Persans. The newscameto Athens. Then Athens sent out their war shipsto attack the Persianson seal
Athenshel ped Marathon to defeat the Persians, and Periclesthe Athenian leader helped hisarmy defeat the
Persansand the Persanrule, and the Persian empire. After the Persansweredriven out, Athenswasrebuil ded
moregloriousthan ever under Pericles. Megaswas made a Greek warrior, and those many adventureswere
not forgotten.

| put the book down. Robert’stale of Pathos, abarbarian Chris-tian during thetime of Periclean Athens,
was asimpressive asit wasinaccurate. Pathos-Megaswas alive for me, aweakling grown powerful and
blessed with ‘ the strength of luck’. Robert’svoice, which he hardly ever usedin class, was clear and resonant



inhiswriting. Alvin, Maurice, Michaegl, Reginad and L everne crowded about my desk They had already read
the book and formed their judgements, but they wanted to hear what | had to say.

Robert had retreated to hisdesk and was drawing. Hishead was only afew inchesfrom the paper, and his
shoulderswere hunched up.

| didn’t know what to say or do. The story moved me, and | wasthrilled and flattered to seethingswe had
spoken of in classso beautifully transformed. Yet | didn’t want to talk about it; my feelingsat that moment
overwhelmed and embarrassed me. | muttered something about needing to think about the book and walked
away frommy desk. The children understood that type of praise and asked for no other response.

L ater that day | spoke with Robert and told him that the book was good, so good that | wanted to takeit
home one night to read with the care and attention it demanded. | asked his permission and he shyly nodded
assent. Then heasked mefor another binder to begin anew book.

By the time | had reread A Barbarian Becomes a Greek Warrior, thought out my criticisms, and
reconstructed aplausiblehistorica context for thework, Robert was deep in the Scandinavian night, reshuffling
the charactersin The Ring of the Nibelungs. Hetold me hewasno longer interested in hisfirst book, and | let
it go at that but the classwas proud of it, and it passed into our library.

Over theyear Robert matured asawriter. Hisgrasp of situation and character deepened, and he became
more ableto con-trol — the plot and structure of hiswork. Itishard to believethat Robert’sfina illustrated
novel. Journey through Time and Space, waswritten by aboy still eleven.

Journey through Timeand Space
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1 Sartingacareer
It was October 1935 when ayoung man had to |leave hishome because his parents had passed away.

Hewasonly eighteen yearsold and had tolook for ajob. Hisnamewas George Evansand unknown to him
he had atwin brother, but histwin brother ran away from homewhen hewas only six. George had to make
some money, but how? He walked down alonely street and saw a sign on a bakery shop which needed
someoneto deliver cakesand thingsto peopl€ shouses.

George knew how to driveatruck, and agood pay like $5.00 aday should suit himjust fine. Hewent inthe
store and got the job. But then two weeks|ater one day, George had to go to Harlem and deliver abirthday
cake. The baker sent George there and then right after George had gone, he put up another sign that said he
needed another deliver man. And the baker said, ‘ HE' | never come back from that district, because dopatics,
hang around there. | lose more deliver men that way.” Not suspecting athing, George stopped at one of the
housesand went inthe hall with the cake.

He started to go upstairs but he saw two drunkiesblocking theway. * Er, excuseme,” hesaid, ‘but | haveto
gothrough.” They wouldn’t moveaninch, until hefelt something sharp in back of him. Heturned around and
saw another drunky inback of himwith aknife. Then hetook the cake out of the box and threw it in hisface
andrantothedelivery truck.

He started themotor and tried to speed away asfast ashecould, but five drunkieswere pulling thetail of the
truck, holding it back so that George can’t pull out. But wickedly, thedrunkieslet it go and thetruck zoomed
away! George pulled the brake and thetruck stopped so fast that he went flying out of seat into ajunk yard.
Then hewasinthe hospital. He had made up hismind what hewas going to be. Hewanted to invent thingsand
show himsalf famous. Hewanted to beascientit.

2Afalinginventor

The next morning Georgewasweaker than ababy. He couldn’t moveamuscle. Thenanursecameinand
heyelled, ‘Hey! I'm pardised! Do somethingwill you? Thenthenursesaid, ‘ Alright, I’ll haveto giveyoua
needleshot.’ * Do anything, but get me unparaised!’” One minutelater, George could move himself. * Say nurse,
whendo| get out of here?

‘ About amonth.’
‘A month?



A month later, hewasout. Then hestill counted on being ascientist. Hewent to aglassfactory wherethey
make glass. He sneaked in and tried to take some gl ass.

But two men jumped him and kicked him out. Hot tempered, Georgeran back into thefactory and fought
thetwo workers. They kept on kicking him out but he kept on coming in. Thenfinally they asked, * What do
youwant?We |l giveyou anything youwant if you just go away!” Then Georgereplied, ‘ All | wantissometest
tubes, flasksand other scientist’ sglassequipment.” So they gave him what hewanted and he rented abasement
asalab.

Heworked hard day and night to find some things man has never done before. He put alot of chemicals
together, and he saw something that he never saw before. He put two chemical stogether and saw some gases
comeup. Heinhaled thegasesand turnedinvisible.

Heexhal ed and becamevisible again. Then hethought to himself, * With this, | can go and take anything |
want withmy ability to becomeinvisible.” Sothen the next night heinhaled the chemical again and became
invisible, Hewent to the science shop to take some chemical's, but two other crookswererunning towardshim
not knowing hewasthere. They knocked him down and got away.
When Georgewoke up hewasinajail cell. “What am | doingin
jal? heasked. * You'rein herefor trying to steal somechemicals;’
answered theguard. Then Georgefindly redized that hehad failed.
Because you see, every timeyou exhal e, you becomevisible of
thischemical, and it wearsoff in half an hour.

3Just atramp

Georgehad beeninjail for solong, that helost everything he
had. Hedidn't even haveacent. “Well,” hethought, ‘I guess|’ll
have to get ajob.” He went by arestaurant and got ajob as a
waliter. One day, adrunky cameinto the restaurant and ordered
somewine. George brought him hiswinethen after hegot through
drinkingit out of the bottle, thedrunky said,  How’sTwut yousan’
megoin’ toabar t' night? Georgewasafraid hewouldlosehisjob
if hehad been caught drinking. Sohesaid, * Get out of thisrestaurant,
or Il call themanager!” With that, the drunken man hit Georgein thejaw with hisfist and knocked him down.
George couldn’t take being pushed around any longer, so he got up and knocked the drunky down. The
drunky got up and pulled out aknife. George grabbed at the knife and tried to make him drop it. They both
fought for the knife knocking chairsand taking theworst beatings.




Themanager wasso afraid that heranto get the police. Two policemen camein, and the minute George saw
them, he knew hewould have to spend another monthinjail. So hejumped out the restaurant door and ran
down the street. The policemen pursued George around the corner where George hid in ahallway and the
policepassed him. ‘“Whew,” he panted quietly, ‘I’ m glad they’ regone! But now, | guess, I’ mjust atramp. If |
leavetown, itwon't do no good.” So he decided to hidein hisbasement ex-laboratory. Hehad beeninjail for
so long he had forgotten whereit was. He strolled along the streets day and night. His clotheswere getting
raggety and peoplelaughed at him. Hismother taught him not to beg, evenif hedidn’t have apenny. And
George never did beg. And kids made up asong for him:

We know abum who wa ksdown the street,
Inrain, or snow, or slush or deet
Hecan't afford to do anything right;

‘causeif you seehimyou’ Il pop likedynamite!

They madelotsmoreof himlikethis:

We know atramp who walksin the damp,
Likeadirty, stinkin’ phoney old scamp.
Hecan't affordnomoney at all,

Or haveagreat big party or ball,
‘causehe’sjust abigfat sob,

And never hashe gotten ajob.

Thekids sounded on him every day, and he never did get adecent job. But hestill had hismind onbeinga
scientist. Toinvent thingsand modernize hiscountry,

4 Themagicstick

Wearily George walked on, wondering if hewould find the basement that conceal ed hislaboratory. He
cameto abuilding which had asign that read: ‘ Basement for rent, the man who was here made a secret
laboratory out of it has passed away.’

Georgeexclaimed, ‘ Passed away? Heran to the basement and saw that al hischemicalshad been taken
away! Insuchfury, heydledfor thelandlord! * Where sthe Landlord? Then the Superintendant camedownto
the basement. “What are you doing here?You' ve been thrown out!”

‘For what? George asked.

You' re behind your month’srent!” Georgelost everything, except for onechemical that the Superintendant
saved for him. The Super was even nice enough to give George some new clothes, George started hisway up
thegtairssadly. But then, feling sorry for George, the Superintendant et George stay for the night until tomorrow
morning. With just asingle substancethat |ooked faint, all waslost. Hetook astick to stir hischemical up and
seewhat would happentoit. Georgetook the stick out and it wasglowing likeawand. It was so bright that he
threw it out thewindow, and it camedirectly back into hishandslike aboomerang. Hetried to break off the



glowing point of thestick by trying to crushit onthetable, but instead, the stick went through thetable! Hewas
asuccess! Hecould walk through solidswith the stick, fly withit, and useit asaweapon.

5 Theinventing caper

What aninvention! George could now prove himsdf famous. But hewasnot theonly onewho couldinvent
amiracle, because onthe other side of the nelghbourhood, some crooks haveinvented aradar gunto wipe out

thewhole policeforce: ‘Wegottagit our bossoutathe State Penetentiary. We can easily get through thewalls
andwipeall thecopsinthere.’

So that night they made plansfor getting their leader out of the pen. George went to try out hisnew fly
powers. Heflew up and hovered over the buil dingsthrough the beautiful skylight.

Andjust then, by acoincidence, George got tired and landed at the place where theradar men were. He
heard them tal king about wiping out the policeforce and about their radar gun.

Hewanted to seethisradar gun so hetook the glowing stick and stepped through the solid wall. Amazing!
Histwin brother was Jack theinventor of the gun that might destroy law and order.

Hediscoveredther plansand learned theradar gun’spowersandit worked! Heflew to the State Penetentiary
wherethegang’sleader wasbeing held prisoner.

Hestarted to walk through thewallswhen aguard shot at him withamachinegun! Hedecided tofly tothe
warden’soffice. They sounded the sirensand called every guard to shoot to kill! He couldn’t get anywhere



without aguard blasting at him. Soon, the crooks camein ablack sedan and took out their radar gun. * Okay!
Setit upfor agood blast at the Pen!”’

Radar waveswere blasting everythinginitsway! Even policemen! The crooksgot their leader out and
droveaway.

Severa police carspursued them down theroad. “Hey! Thecopsareonour tails! Let’sknock ‘eminthe
water!’

George, flying over the crookswith hismagic stick overheard what they weregoingtodo. I’ [l haveto stop
themfast! Hedivedlow over thefirst police car and radiated it with aprotectiveforce-shield. The crooksshot
the Radar waves at the police car, but didn’t even penetrate the car.

A policeman said gratefully, * Hooray! We' ve been saved by one of the scientific geniuses!” The crooks
looked up in amazement! ‘Hey! That’smy copycat twin brother! Let’s shoot him down!’ Theradar waves
came up to hit George, and before you could count to three, the radar wave hit George and sent him hazily
through space, thenin an instant, hewasfalling down to aplace where no one had been. He descended to the
ground unconscioudly. Hewoke up and still had hismagic stick, but... it wasno longer glowing! Hetriedto
walk through arock, but bumpedintoit. Hewaslost now. He d never find hisway home. Thenheheard a
screeching noise. Heturned around and saw from behind the mountainsthat agiant spider, ahairy black widow
Spider wasattacking him.

Hepicked up astoneand threw it at it! But that wouldn’t work. So heran away into therocks, but then he
wastrapped, caught inthe spider’ sweb.

And dangling intheweb were skeletons and bones of the spider’ scaptives! Hewastrapped inan unknown
place wherethere were gigantic monsterswhere every where you turn, there’ sno end to danger!

6 Georgediscoversinhabitants

Thelarge spider wasgoing to eat George up until and band of tribesmen charged at the spider, tryingto skin
the spider, but each of them were getting clawed up asthey got near. George thought of an escape planto get
out of theweb. He snatched up someleaves and some cloth and astick. Hetied to the stick the cloth and
leavesthen hetook amatch and it it He now had atorch. He burned aholein theweb and jumped out. Heran
towardsacaveand hid there until things cooled off. Well, he had atorch for aweapon, heat and light He had
hismagic stick in hispocket but it wasno longer magic. Hewaswalking through the cave, exploring what was
init until acaveman jumped himand tried to choke him. Struggling for life, Georgetried to get |oose. But the
more hestruggled to get free of thehold, thetighter thegrip on histhroat. The caveman’swife camein and saw
the sight that made her laugh. Mad with pain, Georgetook the caverman and flipped him over hisshoulder!



Then the cavewoman cried instead of laughing. She started to run, but George caught her and asked her
questions about thethingsthat had been going on and how the animalsbecame giant size. * Thereisoneof the
most beautiful 1akesin theworld, the cavewoman continued, * It has such beauty that if you getintoit, youwill
think you arethemost largest personintheworld. But the anima swho bathein therekill anyonewho daresto
goinside.” Georgethought thisover. Then heasked, “What year isthis? The cavewomanreplied, * Itistheyear
6,000,000.” George wasthen stunned by thetime he had gone through.

So he asked her more questions about the place and shetold him. * The animalsaround here have been
trying to conquer the races of men and aretrying to succeed in doing it. A man has devel oped a serum that
would enlarge anything, so he domesti cated most of the animal sto takethisserum and put inthelake.’

‘Hetold themto bathein thelake and becomelarger. Theanimal sknew now that if they preservethis, they
would destroy the race of man and havetheworld to themselvesas‘ they did millionsof yearsago.” ‘ But why
did the man want to destroy hisown people? “Because hethought that theworld was never fit for anything
nice, or have any peaceinstead of warsandkillings.” George was stunned at what have happening. So he set
to gather around all theinhabitants he could find, because he had aplan.

7 George' scaveman army

George walked around the rocky country looking to find the band of cavemen who saved hislife. He
looked al around until then two cavermen jumped him and captured him. They took himtotheir leader, whose
namewas Notxam. ‘Why you trespass over land of Notxam?’ Georgewas so efraid that hesaid, ‘1... can’t
hardly speak with that spear to my throat.’

So Notxam took it away from George' sthroat and let him speak. * Let melead you instead of Notxam. | will
show you how to defeat the giant beasts.” With rage Notxam said, * We have contest! Wefight tokill! If | win
| stay leader, if youwin, you stay leader!’

George picked up ahatchet and Notxam had aclub. George swung at Notxam with the hatchet and jumped
on him, Georgetriedtoflip him over, but Notxam hit him on the head with the club and knocked Georgeinto
thelake. Notxam yelled hisbattlecry and dived in thewater right on top of George, Notxam took hisclub and
banged Georgewithit, then he started to strangel Georgewith hisbare hands. He kept on strangling for ahalf
hour until Georgeraised up hishand and surrendered.
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Notxam carried Georgeto shoreand then took hisclubto kill him but then amessenger came and brought
newsthat a Tyranisauruswascharging in. All the cave peopleran asfast asthey could. By thistime, George
had recovered and was steaming mad! He saw the Tyranisaurus coming, so he picked up aclub, dodged out
of theway and brought the club down on the Tyranisaurus shead. But it didn’t even daze the charging beast,
s0 he planned to trick the Tyranisaurusinto going to itsown doom. Heran to thelake and swam in the deegpest
part. Tyranisaurus cameafter, but thenrealizing it can’t swim, it drowned. George came out of thelakeand
caught Notxam. * Okay, Notxam. Now | amtheleader! | havetricked the Tyranisaurusto drownitself.’ This
time, Notxam was going to finish Georgefor good, so hetook George and tried to throw him off acliff, but
stumbled and fell off himself. So now George had these bands of uncivilized people. He could now study and
train these peopl e to destroy the giant beasts and save the race of man.

8 The secret of theenlarging lake

George and hismenwent on an expedition to find theenlarging |ake so that they can andlyseit. They came
afew milesthen when agiant bee struck one of the men and killed him. They started throwing spearsand
shooting arrows at the giant insect. George took ahatchet and threw it at the bee and split it right through the
head and killedit. Severa menwerekilled so they had to run the next few milesor they would have caught the
poison. They cameto theenlarging lake, and on the other side saw some giant beasts, George examined the
water of thelakeand saw that it had an ingredient to it. He made asimple microscope and examined it under
high power. Then helooked around and found aserum jar. He sniffed theinsides of thejar and found out that
it had the samefragrance asthewater in thelake had. He spotted the skel eton of aman laying right next tothe
jar and thefingerprints matched that onthejar. Then hethought to himself, * That skeleton must have beenthe
mad scientist who invented this crazy serum. And the animals must havekilled him and kept the serumto



themsalves. Thisskeleton must beat least ahundred yearsold.” Then Georgefound awatch onthewrist of the
skeleton. “ A twentieth-century watch of my time. Thisman must have beenlivinginthe 1900s.’” Georgedipped
hispowerlessstick inthelake and nothing happened. And still George couldn’t figure out why hisstick didn’t
work inthisdimension.

9 Thewar between man and beast

Georgestudied al he could about finding out about this primitiverace of people. He solved the question of
how the animalsenlarged, but... there were still questionsto answer. He thought to himself, ‘ How did the
dinosaurs devel op to return back to the earth, how did the cavepeopl e come back, and what happened to the
twentieth-century people, and what happened to their atomic weapons?

All these questions had to be answered, even why doesn’t hismagic stick work inthistime and place?

George planned to solve dll these questions, but fast. Hewanted to get back to hisown timeand placetoo,
but without hismagic sticks powers, hewas hel pless. George and hismen went to thelake again. And out of
thelakecameagiant spider. All of hismen retreated, but George was determined to stay and fight thisspider.
Hetook aspear and threw it at the giant insect, but didn’t hurt it. Then abrontosaurus attacked the spider and
fought wildly. The spider killed the brontosaurusand came after George again. George knew that thisspecimen
couldn’t bekilled, so heran far into thewoodswith hismen. The spider camefast. Oneby oneit waskilling
each man. Soon, agiant turtlewasin front of them which the spider wasin back. They weretrapped! George
desperately pulled out hismagic stick and prayed that it get itspowersback. But it didn’t work.

But then the spider touched it and it started glowing again! Just asthe spider was going to poison him, he
held up stick and flew upward.

Out of reach of any monster, George landed at aclear, cool lake and rested. So exhausted, but fell asleep.
Soon hewas awakened by loud screamsthat agiant Pteranodon made when it swooped down and snatched
up asmall cave baby. George got up and got hisknife and forgetting about hismagic stick, he pursued the
gigantic prehistoric bird.

The Pteranodon went acrossthe seatowards an unknown island. George went into the water and swam
after the Pteranodon. But suddenly, agiant red crayfish jumped out of the water and clutched on to the
Pteranodon’sneck and pulledit inthewaterswithitsclaw. Struggling to get free, the Pteranodon | et go of the
baby and | et the baby sink into the waters. George swam for the baby and rescued her. Then George was
determined to find out thetruth where these gigantic and prehistoric beastscamefrom. So hetold histribesmen
that they were going on an expeditiontothat littleid e acrossthe sea, theMonster 19 el



10 Theexpeditiontothemonster ide

You wouldn’t think that George wasjust weak mere, clumsy youth now. Hishair had grown long asthe
other primitivetribesmen. And he had the strength of abull. Helooked exactly likeaCro-Magnon Man. He
was determined to find out how those gigantic beastsbuilt their civilization in thelargeworld. Georgeand his
men set out in aboat acrossthe seato the monster island to illuminate all the gigantic inhabitsthere. Days
passed on, asthe boat rocked over therestless sea. Suddenly something bumped the boat’shull. And then, out
of thewaters came agiant brontosaurus-looking monster with swimfing! It was called an Elasmosaums! It
amost turned the boat over, until Georgetook out hismagic stick and tried to disintegrate the monster, but the
glowing power was gone! He had his knife with him but he took a poison spear just in case. Hejumped
overboard into thewatersand attacked the beast underwater.

Themonster tried to bite him but he blocked the bite with his spear. Themonster tried to fleein panic so
George pursued the beast to kill him for good.

The Elasmosaurusswamin an underwater cavewhereit lead to nowhere. George swam up to the surface
to get someair and hisboat wasgone! George had to get to shorefast. The Elasmosaurus attached George by
surprize and caused Georgeto get mad. Hetook his poison spear and threw it at the Elasmosaurus neck.

Thebeast floated inthewater dead, but that still didn’t save George from being endangered. Heswamto
somerocksand climbed to thetop. George looked over the horizonsfor hislost vessal. He couldn’t see how
theboat could leavein such ahurry. Helay thereand d ept thewhol e night until inthemorning hewasawakened
by that samebird cry. The Pteranodons had attacked him again. Hisglowing stick didn’t work, so hetook out
hisknifeandtried to fight back. The Pteranodontried to grab at him, but hekilledit. Another attacked him, and
thistimeit wasevenlarger.



The gigantic Pteranodon tried and tried to sweep up George with its claw and take him to its hideout.
Georgefought fiercely among the rocks and tried to keep them away from him. Hethought therewasno hope
left infighting thefierce beastsbut kept on fighting to keep hislife. They kept on hovering after him until hegot
tired of fighting and dived into thewater and swam for shore. Hewalked around the creepy idand looking for
asafe spot to stay, until he cameto asteep cliff. Hediscovered at the bottom of the cliff were millionsof bones
of dead men. Plushe saw giant eggsin the holes. Then hethought to himself, * Those must be the eggsof the
giant beaststhat roamthiside. I'll destroy theeggsnow whilethey’ resmall.” So he climbed downthe steep cliff
and crawled through the bonesroughly. He picked up astone and sharpened it. Then hetook astick and tied
it to the stone and made a hatchet. He now had two weapons, the knife and hatchet. He went towards an egg
andwith al of hismight, swung the hatchet and brokethe egg in two. Then he destroyed another and another
until they wereall destroyed. But suddenly, he heard aherd of Triceratops coming hisway. These must bethe
Triceratops eggs.’

So heran asfast ashe could to climb the cliff, but it was no use. He could not get back up. The herd of
Triceratopscameat him, until then hesaw from above him that same menace hehad met before, it wasthegiant
spider! The hairy beast put down one of itsfangsto grab George until then hismagic stick started glowing
again, just asbefore. Heheld hisstick up, and lifted from the ground away from the two menaces. When hegot
about amileaway, the stick lost its power again and hefell to the ground with abump. When herecovered to
hissensesherealized what had happened. ‘ Every timel get near that giant spider, my stick glowsagain. I’ ve
got tofind thetruth about al this,” It would soon benight, and in the night themonster Ieiscold and al the
beasts come out. George walked through the dark wildernessfinding the giant tracks of the black spider.

Soon, hecameinto avaley, wherehe saw agiant cobweb andinit lay thebonesof dead bodies. Helooked
around to find the giant menacethat had donethis.

It wasfinaly night, when Georgeforgot about al thedanger therewas. Helaid down and went to deep. No
sooner was George sound asleep than he was snatched up off the ground by atentacle.

He awoke and saw that hewasin the clasp of aspider.

The spider started to sting him, but a Tyranni saurus attacked the spider and chomped off thetentaclethat
had caught George.

But when oneof the spider’ sarmswent off, Georgefell towardsthe ground. But the glowing wand reacted
toair andlifted Georgeintoair flying.



Now that the spider was dead, the Tyrannisaurus attacked George. He took hiswand and blinded the
Tyrannisaurus. Now George wanted to find the truth about this spider who had been in connection with the
powersof hiswand. Suddenly he saw aliquid flow from the spider’sneck. He put hiswand near it and it
stopped glowing. He put thewand away fromit and it started glowing again. Heknew whereto gotofind the
truth, back to the cavemen to get thetruth. Hetook alarge sample of theliquid and flew back to wherethe
home of thefuture-prehistoric peoplewas.

11 Thetruth

By thetime George got back, it wasmorning. The hutsand caves|ooked all alike, because these people
copied their homesfrom others. Heflew into acavethat was so dark, that he needed hisglowing stick for light.
Helooked all around the cave desperately looking for the peoplewho lived there. Therewasan openfireand
some meat cooking onit, so they had to be here. Suddenly he heard footsteps behind him. Heturned around
to seethat it wasthe same couple he had met before. The cavewoman smiledinan evil grin. *Kill theonewho
hasthemagic power of light, flight and courage.” The caveman obeyed thewoman’s command and attacked
Georgewithagiant club. Georgewaved hiswand, but the caveman knocked it out of hishand. Georgekicked
theclub out of hishand and jumped on him. They wrestled dl over thefloor until the cavewoman picked upthe
clubandtried to hit Georgewith it but failed and knocked out her own husband. George got up and snatched
up the club away from thewoman and demanded thetruth about thewholeorigin of thisfuturistic placeand the
giant and prehistoric animas. Thewoman confessed, ‘| may aswell confessthetruth toyou. Long agointhe
thirtieth century, ascientist explored variouspartsof theworld. Hetravelled tothearctic polein hisspace ship
and landed inacave. He put on aweather-proof suit and discovered that inthe cave, frozen stiff in suspended
animation wereaman and awoman, prehistoric peoplewereinthereover amillion years! Hetook out hisanti-
freeze gun and defrosted the prehistoric couple, and instantly they cametollife! They started to attack him but
he switched to hisfreeze gun and stopped them stiff. He took them back to hislab secretly and experimented
onthem. He had many other experimental thingshe had found, likeinsects, the bones of prehistoric beasts,
birds, amphibians, reptilesand species. Later heinvented an unknown chemical.

Unknown to him thiswas the enlarging chemical that was poured into the lake. One day he started to
examinethe serumto discover itspowers. Hewent outside and took abee with him. He dipped some of the
serumonthebee, andinaninstant, it grew into the size of abuffal o and attacked the scientist and killed him.
Theserum spilledinto thelake and dissolved. All of the scientist’s species escaped into the lake and enlarged
themselves. Thetwo prehistoric people were exposed to the anti-freeze ray and retreated back to thearctic



cave and froze tiff in suspended animation once again. A few thousand years|ater, the earth changed. Sodid
thesun. It wasnow red. All the peoples on the earth were dead.

Their weaponsand machines destroyed by the enlarged creatures. The giant beaststook over theearth and
stalked it for yearsuntil out of the cavesand holesin the earth, prehistoric creaturescameback tolife asif by
magic. Now therelooked asif therewasno hopeat al. But then, agiant spider wasexposed to the anti-freeze
ray and had been more powerful than any of themonsterson the earth. It went to theArcticand melted al the
iceand snow there. It revived the two prehi storic man and woman from suspended animation.

Thecouplefledfor their livesfrom the giant insect down to the south. Theretheir generations started to
spread. Now we are descendants of those very prehistoric couple,” Amazed at the history of this. George
decided, ‘ There'snot athing | can do now. | guessthere’ s no hope of earth becoming abetter world now.
Either it'sup to the people of thisrace, or upto God.” So, wearily Georgeleft the cave.

12 Thereturn of George'scaveman army

In the morning George was going back through hisown time. But hewanted to take hislast looksat the
war-torn earth and pity it. He went into the deep woods and stopped for arest. Suddenly he heard loud
footstepsall around him. He stood up and saw hisband of cavemen he once had. Suddenly one of them spoke.
‘Some leader, great you are, you abandoned us on the boat when we were attacked by sea-dinosaur. We are
now going tokill you, becauseyou are not our great leader like Notxamwas.” They al jumped on Georgeand
knocked him down. He got red-hot mad and yelled, If I’ m not the great |eader, you will laugh, but | will show
youthat | anthegreat |eader, because| chalengeyou dl toadud!” With that, hetook off hisshirt and jacket
and stood defiant furiously beforethe men. They al jumped him at the sametime, but got knocked off at the
sametime. He punched, kicked and nipped all the men until they all gave up and agreed that hewastheir
greatest |eader, theleader of the magic wand. Georgethought, * Now that | have my army back, theleast |
could do beforel leaveinthemorning, istry to decontaminate that |aketo get all the serum out of thewater to
stop theregrowth of animals.So they set out an expedition to disintegrate the hidden formulain thelake.

13 Cro-magnonsv. Pithecanthropusmen

They kept on their bold journey through milesand milesof attack and ambush caused by thegiant animals.
They cameto alargefield wheretherewasalarge hole. George examined it and saw that it wasthe house of
afield mouse. Then they heard ascreeching noise, somewhat likethat of amouse. They turned around and saw
afieldmouseaslargeasadog! It attacked several men and killed them.

Themenfought hard at thisgiant rodent with hatchets, spearsand arrows. Soon all themenranand hid. All
except for George.



Hetried to run, but realized the king-sized mouse wastoo fast for him. Hetripped over arock and fell.
Stunned by surprize, hethought hewasagonner for sure until agiant hawk attacked the mouse and fought it.

Meanwhile, coming to hissenses, George and histribesmen sneaked away to the swamps. Now all George
had wastwenty men. Inthefirst place, he had thirty. They walked through the marsh of the swamps day and
night without food or water. Findly, George could nolonger endurethis. And refused to go on. Hismen refused
tolet him go and argued al in the swamps. George was so mad that heforgot he was standing on asnake, a
giant snake. The snakejumped up and Georgeflipped to the ground unconscioudy. Thegiant snakekilled ten
more men and frightened the rest away. It spotted George recovering and went tokill him.

Hethrew aspear at the monster, but it didn’t work. He hurtled ahatched at it and still no use. Sincethat
didn’'t work, therewasonly onething to do. Hismagic wand had comein handy. Thisismy chanceto seeif my
wand hasany dectro-shock power init,” hethought. So hewaved hisglowing stick and inaninstant an electro
power beamed out and struck the giant snake dead. After the snake was dead, George and his men made
poison knivesout of the snake sfangs. They also stripped off someof the skinand used it for protectiveshields
against any other attackers. They continued their mission. After several hardships, they cametotheenlarging
lake and found an enemy tribe guarding it. George and hislast ten men charged at them and attacked!

Throughal thebattles, al of George' smenwerewiped out compl etely. George saw that hewasgoingto be
killed by thefierce Pithecanothropus men. George waved hismagic wand and flew up into the skies, hovering
over theenlarginglake, and saidto himsdf, “Now | shdl illuminatethe centreof giant life!l” and with that, he shot
adisintegrating ray inthelake and evaporated all thewater there. And right after hedid that, hedisintegrated
into the skies. Let’sgo back thousands of yearsthrough time and space whenin 1935, the gang of crookswho
broketheir |leader out of the penetentiary and were pursued by the police when Georgeflew after them and
washit by theradar beam. The crooks shot theradar beam and blasted al the police carsover thebridge. In
aningant, aflying figureappeared inthe sky. It was George! He shot abeam of light at the carsand saved them
al fromfalinginto thewater. After that, he disintegrated the radar gun, and melted thetyreson the bandit’scar
and captured them.

14 Findly onhisfeet

Thenest day, inthewarden’soffice, Georgereceived adouble-reward for hismethodsin science, capturing
the crooks and rescuing several police. Thewarden greeted him and thanked him for all hehad donefor his
country and hisworld. ' George Evans, because of your scientific ingenuity, you have made our country more
famousthan ever. Wewill not useyour invention right away, becausetheearthisnot ready for such aprecious
gift, but wewill preserveit. But maybeinthefuture, wewill try to stop thisscientist and giant beastsfromruling
our world.

TheEnd




About amonth after the trip to Cambridge | found anotice in my school mailbox. It stated that if by
Thursday (it wasthen Monday) the childrenin my classcould get signed parenta per-missiondipswecould
take atrip to the Metropolitan Museum of Art, receive aguided tour of the specia children’sexhibit on
archaeol ogy, and get free subway fare. Reluctantly | told the chil-dren, who were ddlighted with the chanceto
spend aday out of school.

| wasn't so enthusiastic and didn’t fedl that ‘we’ wereready totakeatrip, thatis, | wasafraidtotravel with
my thirty-six children and imagined themost chaotic and embarrassing scenes. But the children wanted to go
and sowewent. Twenty signed permission dipswerereturned by Wednesday. On Thursday morning Maurice
handed methe other sixteen dipsbearing sig-naturesthat resembled each other’sand his. | let it pass— and
we set out.

Thefirst problem| had to facewashow to walk through the streetswith the children. Should the classstay
inline, doublefile, holding handsas| had donein schooal fifteen yearsbeforeonasmilar triptothe Metropolitan
Museum?| could insist and spend the day trying to keep the childreninline, but to what point other than
impressing the peopl e we passed with my authority and the children’s obedience?| wanted the children to
observethecity and enjoy thetrip, sol let them walk naturally with whomever they pleased. Wemoved asa
casual group, and though we may have upset some people the walk from the school to the subway was
leisurely and pleasant. Thetrain ridefrom 125th Street to 86th Street wasvery quiet. The children huddled
together, avoiding thewhiteriderscoming from the Bronx to spend aday downtown.

We emerged from the subway at 86th Street and L exington Avenue and walked towardsthe museum. At
Park Avenue Marie came up to meand said:

‘Mr Kohl, wherearewe?In Long Idand?
‘Marie, thisisPark Avenue and Eighty-sixth Street.’

Shelooked at measif | weremad, then went to Pamelaand told her Mr Kohl saidit was Park Avenue. The
rumour spread through the classuntil finally adelegation of boysheaded by Sam and Ral ph approached and
challenged meto proveit wasPark Avenue. | pointed to the street signsand they looked asif they wanted to

cry.
‘But whereisHarlem?I liveon Park Avenue— where arethe tracks?

| pointed north. The childrenlooked but could only see Christmastrees stretching up to 96th Street. Harlem
wasn't vis-ible. They looked up at the sign again and we made our way to Madison Avenue.

‘But, Mr Kohl, our school ison M adison Avenue.’

And then to Fifth and the museum where we were greeted by atall young woman wearing anametag
proclaiming that she rep-resented the Junior League. Theexhibit wasfascinating— thingsto turn, push and
pull, picturesof Sumer which wewerestudy-ing in class, Egyptian remains, underseadiving equipment, sal-
vaged gold and weapons. The kidsforgot about Park Avenue and wereready to rushin. But first we had to
pause and learn about artefacts, layers, some other things| couldn’t grasp — the guide’ svocabulary wasas
stunning as her legs. She sat down on astool and spoketo the children who crouched uncomfortably onthe
floor. Mariewhispered to me,

‘“Mr Kohl, tell her to pull her skirt down. Itisn’t decent.’

Thekidswerebored after fifteen minutes. Ralph and Robert Jackson wandered off to explorefor themsalves.
Alvinand Mich-adl started pushing each other. Brendastarted afight with Carol. After haf an hour | wasthe



only onewho even pretended to listen. Twelve 0’ clock rescued us. It wastimefor lunch, but rather than risk
the chaotic conditionsin the museum lunchroom | took the class out to lunchinthe park. It was cold but
private. The children spread out, ate and talked.

| hadn’t brought any lunch, and they inssted that | sharetheirs. After they werefinished the boysdecided to
race. They asked meto mark out acourseand for therest of the afternoon the children raced, roamed over the
park, talked. Exhausted, wereturned to school at four o’ clock.

| couldn’t forget the children’sresponse to Park Avenue and 86th Street and because of it instituted my
Friday trips. A week after we had goneto the museum | made agenerd invitationtotheclasstotakeadrive
with medown Park Avenue. Seven chil-dren took meup and at 3.15 on Friday we set out from 99" Street and
Park Avenue, passing the covered marketsat 116th the smelly streetsdown to 96th, and the dismal row upon
row of dum clearance projectsall theway to 99th Street. On theleft of usloomed the elevated tracks of the
New York Central Railroad. We ascended from 99th to 96th, reaching the summit of that glorioushill where
thetrackssink into thebowel sof the city and Park Avenueismetamorphosed into arich man’sfairyland. Down
themiddleof thedtreetisanidandfilled with Christmastreesin winter and flowersduring the summer, courtesy
of the Park AvenueAssociation. On either side of the broad street opu-lent apartment buildings, doormen,
cleansdewalks. Thechil-dren couldn’t, wouldn’'t believeit

‘Mr Kohl, where arethe ash cans?
Thiscan't be Park Avenue.’
‘“Mr Kohl, something’ swrong...’

It wasPamel g, not angry but sad and confused. We passed the gleaming office buildingsfurther downtown.
| was about to com-ment but sensed that the children weretired and restless. They had had enough and | had
too. Wereturned to Harlem and then | drove home back downtown. Thecity wastransformed for methrough
theeyesof thechildren. | saw acruel contradictory New York and wanted to offer something lessharshtothe
children. Perhaps my apartment between Park and M adison Avenues, just amilefrom the school yetinthe
whitecity, could offer some-thing lessstrange and hostile. | wasn’t sure. The principal and other teachershad
warned usabout getting too friendly with the children, of transcending thetraditional formal distance between
pupil and teacher. They told meit wasn't ‘ professiona’ to de-vel op rel ationshipswith the children outsidethe
context of the school. Besides, one of the older teachers had warned me, * You never can tell what “these”
childrenmight do’ (or, as| almost added, what the neighbourswould say). No. | couldn't tell, but the children
couldn’t tell about meeither. That wasour greatest problem: wedidn’'t know each other’slives.

Warily, yet convinced that it wasright, | invited the classto visit my housethe next Friday — it must have
been towardsthemiddle of December. Alvin, Maurice, Leverne, Robert Jackson, Pamela, Grace, BrendaW.
and Carol accepted. It wasquite asqueeze but weal madeit into the car and to my apartment whichwason
thefifth floor of awalk-up. The hall door waslocked, the mailboxesaswell asthe buzzersworked. The
children noted thesewonders, then made thefiveflightswith ease, | had onelargeroom crammed with books,
records, pictures, statues— things| had picked up at collegeand in Europe. Therewasarecord player, tape
recorder, radio. The placewasin chaos, but | knew where most thingswere.

Thefirst thing that struck the children wasthat it wasmine. No parents, Ssters, brothers, cousins. They saw
how completely mineit wasand loved theidea.

| wasanxious about what would happen that afternoon— what the children would do., what we could talk
about. Intuitively | knew weall felt the sameway, nervousand awkward but of goodwill. Something would,
had to occur torelievethetension. It did very quickly. Alvin saw the tape recorder and asked meif he could



work it. | showed him how and the children crowded around. Alvin put the machine on. Thereels spun.
Nobody wanted totalk; therewasan awvkward silence. | uttered afew inanities, feding embarrassed, wondering
whether thewholething wasn't agrave mistake. Maurice, who waslooking through my books, cameto the

rescue. ‘Alvin, ang“VieTanny”.
‘What'sVieTanny?

Pamelaturned to Alvin who blushed, begged encouragement and, receiving it, sang Vie Tanny’s Gonna
Put You Down asong he had made up the year before.

VieTanny’sgonnaput you down,

Dum! Duml

VieTanny’sgonnaput your bonesdown!
VieTanny’sgonnaput you down,
‘Causethey ain't got timeto bejiving around.
Skinny Minny ismy sster’sname

And!’ll dwayscdl her thesame.
VieTanny’sgonnaput her down,

‘ Cause her bonesareweak and they’ returning around, Dum! Duml

Vie Tanny ...

My brother hasalot of muscle,
Heawayslikestorun, jumpand hustle.
VieTanny’sgonnaput him down,

‘Causeheain’t worth apenny onthat dirty ground.

Dum! Dum!

VieTanny! ...

MrsWrenn shetried to swim,
Shetriedto play-alike-adungle Jim.
VieTanny’sgonnaput you down,

‘ Cause her funeral wasinthenext town.

Dum! Dum!



Vie Tanny! ..,

Hismother sent himto the store

And then she conked out on thefloor.
Vic Tanny’sgonnaput her down,

‘ Causethesmelling saltshad to bring her around. Dum! Dum!

Vic Tanny! ...

SkieMikiehetriedtorun,

Hetried to act-alike-aPeter Gunn.
VieTanny’sgonnaput her down,

‘Cause her skesaredirty and her head isround.

Dum! Dum!

| called Judy and she came upstairs. Thegirlsran up to her, drawing her into the circle that had formed
around thetaperecorder. The children talked and listened to each other. They seemed themselvesin away
they couldn’t inthe classroom. | looked and listened, discovering how much I missed by being upinfront of the
room, ateacher of thirty-six souls| couldn’t know individudly.

Pamelatook over fromAlvin. Thin, beautiful Pamela, so much hersdlf, non-defiant and non-compliant, the
smallest girl inthe classbut the one no other child dared to ange.

PaMELA: Hello, my nameisPamelaReed. I'm at Mr Kohl’shouseand I’ m talkin’ on atape recorder and
Brendaislaffin’ a meand Carol’swipin’ her handsand Margie€' splayin’ cardsand Carol wantsto singand Mr
Kohl’ssmokin' acigaretteand Alvinisbuildin’ bricksand Leverneis, | mean Mauriceisdoing nothing playing
with Tootsie Roll paper [giggle] and Margiesay, ‘ Areyou al ready? [ Arecord comeson.]

PamELA: ‘DoYou LoveMe. Y gonnasing for us. [Recordinbackground] You hear it?It'ssingin’ very
nice. [MARGIE Singsalong with therecord.] Well now, you heard ‘Do You Love M€ sing, so now you wanna
hear mesing?

MARGIE: Now, everyone, wewill hear * Everybody Lovesal over’ by — [ pause] Pamelacan’'tsingsol’ll
sngfor her.

mMELA: Wl listen, how dareyouinsult me now?

[ Record starts, mARGIE Singsalong withiit.] marciE: Now wasn't that bee-u-ti-ful?1’ [l punchyouinthe
face, Pamela.

mMELA: Let metell you now, you know Margie shedon’t know no better, that’swhy sheaways saysthat,
but you know she’'sso big | havetolet her beat me or everybody would say, ‘ You let that little girl beat you?
Sothat’swhy | dwayslet her beat me. Next time she start messing with mel’ m going to haveto hurt her.

[ Record: * Twist and Shout’.]



PAMELA: Now you just heard * Shake It Up, Baby’. You gonnahear it again, but I’ m sorry, oh therewasa
mistake, it's‘ Do You Love M€ [pause]. Um, you know, it'sastate of confusion at thismoment sowedon’'t
know yet. ‘Do You Love M€ iscoming on for real now, so you have to wait until it comes on. Ready?
[Singing and giggling.] Now here'sthe Wiggle-wobble. Having agood time ... theboysarewobbling, the
girlsarewaobbling ... Gracedoin’ thewalk ... Brenda sshakin’ it up ... haveto leave my duties, so, you know
how itis. [ Thereisalong absence whilethe music playsin the background.] Here comesthat horn... it's
goin’ off... oh, oh ... tsk ... [PamELA clucks while an argu-ment goes on in the background over PAMELA
Hogging the re-corder. Record * Everybody begins and pameLA sings along, stops.] | smell something.
[ She doesn’t know many of the words to the song, pretends.] Margie, wannatalk? [ There isincreasing
confusion in the background, something about taking something out.]

MR koHL: Put that down, Maurice! Margie, Margie, we' reall going homein partsif you takeit out!
[ Twist and Shout comes on accompanied by PAMELA’s Singing.]

FROM BACKGROUND: Mr Kohl, why don’t you waobble?

MR KOHL: L ater, |ater.

mMELA: WEll since’ Shakelt Up, Baby’ went off, one of the starsishere. The other star had to stay home,
s0, westars of One hundred and nineteenth we know almost everything, but it’sapity that somechildren can’t
keep up with usbut, you know some people haveit and somedon’t.

Theafternoonflew. Asthe children felt comfortablethey began to explorethe gpartment, ook at thepictures,
ask about the books. Wetalked to each other inaway that | couldn’t yet doin class. The children probed for
my interest and my commitments. They wanted to know what | cared about as much as| wanted to know
about them. | talked about my writing; about theyears| spent in Parislooking for mysdlf, thejoy of discovering
that | wasagood teacher. The children wanted to know how | got to Harlem, whether my parentswere till
alive, if | had brothersand sisters. | answered, thinking that the childrenreally cared who | wasand that it had
never occurred to methat they would. The other teacherswould have repeated that exposing myself to the
childrenthat way was' unprofessiond’ . Perhapsthey really would havefelt exposed and found their authority
threatened had their studentsknown them as human beingsand not as* pro-fessionals .

Until I found mysdf talking to my pupilsabout mysdf and my lifeinthe context of my homel unconscioudy
held off from the childrentoo. | avoided answering questionsabout my privatelife, eventhough felt rejected
becausethe children wouldn’t et meinto theirs. Talking with the children, taking them home on occasion,
seeing them relaxed and playful, | realized how narrow theview fromtheteacher’sdeskis. | sorealized that
any suc-cessful classroom hasto be based upon adia ogue between stu-dents and teachers, both teaching and
being taught, and both ableto acknowledgethat fact.

Taking the children homewasn’'t dwayspleasant. Onewintry Friday afternoon six children climbed upto
my apartment. They were cold and angry. It had been aparticularly chaotic day in school, and | had lost my
patience. | wanted to be a oneand dreaded thethought of taking children homewith me. Still, | had given my
word that on Friday the children could comeif they wanted to, and | had to keep it. | opened the door and
growled. Throw your coats down wherever you want. L everne responded by flipping his coat acrossthe
room. Itlanded on acabinet, sweeping everythinginitsway onto thefloor. Oneof my most preciouspossessons,
afragile pre-Colum-bian statue, was shattered beyond repair. Tears came to my eyes, then harsh anger.
Levernelooked at meandfell topieces. ‘| didn’t meanit, seel can put it together. Here' sthehead.’

‘Mr Kohl, hedidn’t meanit.’

Alvinheld onto my armasif to prevent mefrom hitting Leverne. | looked at them and the other four children
whose bearing seemed to betelling me, * See, we knew it would never work out.” Thenasmile cameover my
face.



‘Itisn’'tworthanything. I’ ll pick up the pieceswhileAlvin getsthetaperecorder.’

Another time, Alvin, Maurice and Michael walked from the school down to my apartment on a\Wednesday
afternoon. Their comingwasaddightful surprise, and| let themin. They cameafter school the next day aswell,
and I’m surethat they could have eaten up the wholeweek with their visits. | had to explainto themthat |
needed timeto mysealf and could only see peoplefrom the class after school on Fridays. They wereangry and
told methey would never cometo my houseagain. That Friday thethree of them didn’t come, though they did
theweek after. | had to set limitsonwhat | could do asan individua and have alwayshad to balancewhat part
of my lifel could offer the children and what part had to remain private.

Astheyear developed theclassdid alot of writing. | discovered that if the children were alowed to write
without being marked, and if they were challenged and tempted by the subject, they wrotewith greet pleasure.
Atfirgt it wasjust aquestion of writing sentencesusing the vocabul ary and spelling words. Thechildren tested
meto seehow far they could go, but they really never went very far.

ineffable God isineffable but Charlesisnot.

navigate Mauriceisso blind hisroaches hasto do hisnavigat-ing for him at therate of apenny an hour
(cheapskate).

symbol A rock isasymbol for food to Leverne.

patricideHeistheonly one strong enough to do patricidein hisfamily.

fable Gracetellsgood fables because shedon’t liketo say anything direct.
malediction | put amalediction on people who steal and run away fromtrouble.

Someof the children even tried to put many of the vocabulary wordstogether into stories, but they usually
were not pleased with theresults. The experiment wastoo artificial.

BrendaT,

Once upon atimethere wasawomen and shewasrea Neat and shewasreal hip. She could do thetwo-
step, thetwist, the mash potato and lot’ sof other dances. Shecould talk like beaknick’stalk and shehad avery
nicefiger and wasgood looking.

So one day her niece Ninacameto visit her. So her niece brought achew-wa-wawith her. Assoon as
Joycethelady saw the dog she screamed ‘ Get that animal out of here!’

So as soon as she sold the dog, she got some gol dfish.

Joycewasgoing to get aglass of water and she saw thefishinthesink shesaid, ‘ Wheredid you get those
animal cules? Get them out right now.

Thenext day Ninahad to writeaessay on the biography of Robert Fulton. Shegot poor on the subject and
theteacher put her inthe scul ptureroom and she said, * Seeif you could be asculptor.

Shefalledinthat to so theteacher said, * You shall take architecture and seewhat you do in thissubject.’
Shefinally passed atest and she went back home and her aunt Joyce said she would never have her come

again.
PS. Thisisabad story.



Thentherewasthe chalenge of myth. Every myth or tale hasan undiscovered number of possiblevariants.
Oneday, one of thelast during thetimewe still had readers, the classread abland retelling of the myth of
Demeter and Persephonethat under-played the sexual and violent elements. Thetheme of the conflictsamong
mother, daughter and the man who stealsthedaughter away from her mother nevertheless penetrated.
Whereasthetext attempted to present the children with aquaint and pre-scientific explanation of the seasons,
the children saw beyond thisto the archetypal human strugglesembodied inthetae. They weren't satisfied
with the book’ streatment of the charactersand asked mehow Persephonefelt about Hades, whether sheliked
theunderworld or was glad to escape her mother. | threw the questions back to the class, asked them how they
felt Persephone reacted to Hades, and what sort of amother they thought Demeter was. Therewasno generd
agreement; onegirl feltit must have been excitingtoliveinthe underworld, another that Persephone must have
been lonely and missed her mother. Therewere almost asmany opinionsaschildren. Thomas G raised his
hand after listening to too many different Persephonesbeing carried away by too many different Plutos. ‘ Mr
Kohl, whichoneisright?

Hewastruly puzzled. The class quieted down; they wanted ajudgement from me. | could senseacontest,
thevying for honoursbased onindividua re-creationsof collective mythsthat were Greek tragedy.

| can’t answer directly. Whichisright, ahappy Persephone or an unhappy Persephone?isthereany right
answer to what one must feel ? Feelings are more complicated than right and wrong, but et metell you about
how the Greekstreated their myths. They had aholiday dedicated to Dionysus, oneof their gods, and for that
day one mythical theme was selected, some story of thelives of men and gods. All the people who were
interested wrote playsusing that same story, aswewereredly just doing with Demeter and Persephone. There
was no oneright way to look at the myth, and the winner of the contest wasn’t the person who said theright
thing. It wasthe onewho expressed hisview of themythin the most beautiful and moving way.’

Brendaraised her hand.

‘Could wetry and have acontest?
Theclasswrote (11-14 October):
Neomia

Oneday while Persephonewas picking flowers she heard the huffs of horses coming toward her. The other
people who were picking flowersran but Persephone just stood there. There was aman with along black
beard, he wasthe onewho wasdriving the chariot. He came closer and closer, to Persephone until it looked
likethewheelsweregoing tokill her. When he picked up Persephone and took her to hiskingdom hemade her
gueen. Her mother became so furiousthat shewent to the kingdom where her daughter wasand killed theking,
theguards, the maidsand the butlers. Her daughter was so happy to see her that sheleft the kingdom and went
back homewith her mother. Her mother and her lived happily ever after.

BrendaW.

Oneday Persephonewas going to the storefor her mother. Persephonewas quiet and had alot of animal
friends. While shewaswalking she saw achariot. Now Persephone not knowing it — was Pluto from Hades
thecity of death ordered himto stop. After he had stoped he said * my nameisPluto, | comefrom Hadesthe
city of death.” ‘I amlooking for Princess Persephone.” Persephonelooked startled. ‘| am Persephone.” * Good
then comewith me.” Instead of Persephone going to the store she went with Pluto. Persephone wasonly
twelveyearsold and Pluto was el ghty-five. Imagine Persephone marrying Pluto. Hewas old enough to be her
great grandfather. Demeter, Persephone’ s mother was getting worried and wondered what took her daughter
solongtogotothestore. Shewent out to look for her daughter. She called and called but her daughter did not



answer. She gave up hope. Shethought that shewould never see her daughter again. One day her daughter
came home more beautiful than ever. She did not tell her mother what happened. Now Persephonelives
happily with her mother.

Charisse

| think the story wasvery good. Hereismy ideaof the story. Oneday all the goddesseswere setting down
play with theflowers. When aman cameriding by. Hewasriding al in red hewasthe underword god. He stop
at the spotswherethe goddesses were play he grab up Persephone. Persephone said to him at last you have
comefor me. They had planned thiselopment. Persephone mother wasmad at this sudden outrage shetry to
get at the underworld god, but she couldn’t so Demeter die because she couldn’t see her daughter,

Margie

The story would have been moreinteresting if Persephone could come and stay with her mother for awhole
year and then wewould have niceweather all year round.

If Persephone had run with all the other maidens shewouldn’t have gone down therein thefirst placeand
caused her mother so much trouble. If she hadn’t eaten those seeds shewould have been ableto stay up onthe
Earth with her mother and wewould have niceweather all year round, and her mother would be very happy
and if thenymph had not been turned to water, she could havetold Demeter that Pluto had taken Persephone

away.
Thomas C.

| think thisstory would be better if thegirl liked pluto and wanted to live with him. But her parentsdidn’t
know that and after four years destroyed pluto and the girl was sad until shemet abegger and married him. She
had ten children but her husband died and shelived happily not married ever after.

Sonia

I wishthat Pluto didn’t want to give up Persephone’ sand Demeter keep on looking and one of Pluto men
kill Demeter. Theworld had an earthquake and Persephone run away before the earthquake sheraninto a
New world lotsof furitsand food alot of water plenty animalsalot of grassand plenty of peopleand houses
alot of chilesand sheran off with aman name Johnthan and He married her inthemost bueitiful dressthey had
themost bueitiful house and ten bueitiful children amaid acarriage and they live happily ever after and Pluto
was dead and every body cameto her wedding. Everybody wanted one of thekidsfor agodchild Persephone
had five girlsand five boy oneof the girlsshe named Demeter so she can remember her dear mother who died
looking for her and the girlsgrew up to be some bueitiful princessand the boysthe prince the day camewhen
al of themdied ninety-seven beforethey died they toll the story of therewonderful lifeand Persephonedarling
mother Demeter.

| read the papersto the classand wetalked about the variations on the myth. The children were surprised
that their interpreta-tionsdiffered so much. Asthediscussion developed | realized that the children weredoing
closetextua analysesof each other’swork) attending to style and content, judging language. They contrasted
Brenda sold benign Hadeswith Neomia sun-ambiguoudy evil one, commented on Sonia sbaroque styleand
Margi€'s peevish contrariness. Thediscussion flowed freely in no particular direction, the children explored
whatever aspectsof their writinginterested them. | didn’t interrupt to restate apoint or intrude something that
had been missed. That would only detract attention from themyth and destroy the enthusiasm that wasbuilding
through the children’ s parti cipation. Such free-flowing discuss ons, unplanned and unplannable, areessentid if



theteacher isto discover how to develop materid that interests children. Somehow they haveaway of assuming
formand taking direction. For mewhat usua ly happened wasthat some com-ment brought thingstogether and
at that point | found myself responding naturally and seeing what | asateacher could contribute. Thistimeit
was Kathy who asked.

“Mr Kohl, can’t you think of mythsas storiesabout mothersand daughters, like examples of what happens
if you don’t listen or do somethingwrong inthefamily?

‘| agree, but they’ remore, they’ re about man and god, man and hisrulersand loves, about conflictsthat all
peoplefaceinther familiesand religionsand countries.’

Robert Jackson raised hishand, and | had to stop and honour so infrequent an occurrence.
‘ Someonetold me Christ wasamyth. Can'’t different people have different myths?

They can and do, and even at timesthey use other forms of writing or storiesto teach peopleabout life, or
just to expresstheway they look at things,

Charissebecameangry.
‘But Christistrue. Those Greek thingsaren’t true!’

‘Charisse, | don’t know what’strue so | haveto content myself with learning what | can from theway
different people expresswhat the world meansto them. The Greek mythstell me something about what the
Greeksthought wasimportant and unim-portant, the Bibletellsmeabout the early Christiansand Jewsthough
not much about peopletoday,’

Theclassfel slent, but not with hostility. The children became pensive. | too remained silent, thought about
thewordsthat had comefrom my mouth, and waited for something to happen, for someoneto answer. No one
did; oneboy noiselesdy set up the chessboard, another joined him and made afirst tentative movewhiletwo
checker gamesbegan, books appeared from desks. Ten minutes passed, no voicewasraised above awhisper.
| found myself hoarsely declaring:

‘| think it' stimefor arithmetic.’

Thenext day | read Thurber and Aesop to the classwhileintroducing the two new wordsfableand moral.
No explanation beyond the reading of the fableswas necessary. We compared ancient and modern fables, and
discussed the use of animalsand objects, aswell aspeople, totell astory and makeapoint. | then read some
Anansefablesand we discussed irony and double-entendre. The childrentried to make up alternate morals
for someof Thurber’sfables, and wetaked of how themoral can changethewhole senseof atale.

Then | asked the classto write— they tried and weren’ t happy with theresults. So then wewent back to
some of the Thurber they had liked and did alittle analysis. Then they wrote other fables, some of which
pleased them more. Infablewriting two children— Barbaraand Thomas C. — found their metier, and others
begantowritefor thefirsttime.

Barbara

Onceupon atimetherewasapigand acat. The cat kept saying you old dirty pig who want to eat you. And
thepigrepliedwhen| diel’ [l bemadeuseof, but whenyou dieyou'’ll just rot. The cat dwaysthought hewas
better than the pig. When the pig died he was used asfood for the peopleto eat. When the cat died hewas
buriedinolddirt. Moral: Livedirty dieclean.



Thomas C.

Onceaboy was standing on ahuge meta flattening machine. Theflattener was coming down sowly. Now
thisboy wasaboy who loved insectsand bugs. The boy could have stopped the machinefrom coming down
but there weretwo | adie bugs on the button and in order to push the button hewould kill thetwo ladie bugs.
Theflattener was about ahaf inch over hishead now he made adecision hewould havetokill theladie bugs
he quickly pressed the button. The machine stoped he was saved and theladie bugswere dead.

Mora; Smash or be smashed
Barbara

Onceapon atimeagirl waswalking up the street with her little brother. Her little brother loved to suck a
pacifier al of thetime. Oneday he met alittlegirl that loved to suck her finger. Thelittle boy asked her how
doesyour finger taste? Thelittlegirl saidit tastesdelicious. Thegirl asked how did the pacifier tasteand the
boy said delicious. They traded and the boy liked thetumb the best and the girl liked the pacifier best,

Mord: Enjoy themall.

Thewar with themoon and earth
Charles

Oneday the United States sent up arocket to the moon. It took the capsule seven hoursto go from the
earth to themoon And when he got there all the moon peopl e saw him and they sent him back to earthwitha
note saying wedicarl war on earth:

Moral never sent arocket to the moon.

Thecaveman mystery
Charles

Oneyear about fiveor six thousand years ago thiscaveman had al ot of furniturethen hiscavewasaways
being robbed. And soon he had nothing to wear or no furniture: Mora Never haveto much furniture.

Desiree 26 Feb.

Saidthedevil totheanglel can get more peoplethan you. Said theangleto thedevil ‘| will bet youtwoto
two. Then oneday ahandsome man camewalking up theroad the devil and theangle had there eyes set onthat
man. Thebet wasthat it bethe devil Put aglassof fireat theend of theroad and the angle set aglassof water
at the other end. So it happen to be, the man wasthirsty And hewent for the glass of water. Thedevil wasso
mad at thelost of hisbet that hethrough him self inanet for shammery.

ThemorleisYou can catch more people when there hot, with water, than can Fire
Thisstory isFony. My Morle

My mindwasn'’t focasing.



Franklin 26 Feb.

Onceupon atimetherewastwo men who were a waysfighting so one day awise man cameaongand said
fighting will never get you anywherethey didn’t pay him no attention and they got in quarrelsover and over
again. So oneday they went to church and the preacher said you should not fight and they got mad and knock
the preacher out Can’ t find no ending.

Thechildren read their fablesto each other, made copies of their work, which they exchanged or pasted on
theclassroomwalls. Therewerefavouritefables, Barbara' stwo and the one of ThomasC. that had ‘ smash or
be smashed’ asamoral But the piecethat fascinated the children the most was Franklin's. They wanted to
know if hisnon-endingwasan ending. Michael heldthat ‘ can’t find no endings wasitself themord of Franklin's
fable, and hewas supported by Maurice and Ral ph. Some of the other children disagreed and insisted that
Franklin had not suc-ceeded inwriting afable. Franklin wasn’t sure himself what he had done and timidly
agreed with both sides.

Thethird timeFranklin read hispieceto theclassAlvinjumped up with oneof hisquestionswhichthrew the
wholeissueto me.

‘What isafableanyway, Mr Kohl?

| wasn't prepared to answer. Theissue seemed too complex to discusswiththe class. After all, thereareno
clear and un-ambiguousrulesthat establishwhat isor isn’'t afable. | thought of thefables| had read before
introducing the classto the sub-ject. Somewereanima talesand someweren’t, somehad explicit moraswhile
othersdidn’'t. Nosinglelist of characteristics seemed possibleto describeal and only those pieces of writing
that werefables. Thereweremany short taleslike Franklin’sthat may or may not have been fablesaccording
to how rigidly and artificially onewished to draw boundaries between forms of writ-ten expression. | didn’t
want to draw theboundariesat dl, yet | also didn’t want to leave the children with theimpression that theword
‘fable’ hadnomeaning at all

| remembered adiscussion of the meaning of wordsin Ludwig Wittgenstein’sPhilosophical Investigations
and despiteAlvin'sobjectionsthat | wasn't answering hisquestion tried to do abit of philosophy withmy class.

| put theword ‘ game’ onthe blackboard and asked the chil-drentolist all the gamesthey could. At first the
classwas puzzled. Soon they forgot about the fable question, however, and fell to naming games— football,
chess, baseball, ring-a-levio, bas-ketball, potsy, jump rope, playing house. After we had twenty or more
gameslisted on the blackboard | asked the classto try to makealist of al the characteristicsthat gameshadin
common.

Maurice suggested that all gameshad fieldsor boards, Michael suggested they involved morethan one
person, Neomiathat they werefun for the peopleinvolved. | madeachart on the board and asked the children
tothink carefully about their list of characteristicsand see whether it wastruethat all gameshad even one
characteristicin common. They copied my chart andfilleditin.

Theonly thing the children tentatively agreed upon wasthat all games seemed to haverules. They also
agreedthat ‘rules meant so many different thingsfor different gamesthat they would haveto makeachart for
‘rules’ tooandlook at the different waysthat word could be used.

Alvinfolloweddl of thiswith apuzzled express on, then com-mented.
‘Mr Kohl, youdidn't tell mewhat fablesare, now | don’t know what gamesare. What are games?
‘Well, football, basketball, chess...’



Therewerecriesof ‘Unfair’ and ‘ phoney’ intheroom and the childrenwereright | had created an example,
yet not redlly explainedit. | tried, though with little confidence that my ex-planation would be understood.

“Wehaven't found anything that all gameshavein common. But look at thelist again. Somegameshavea
lot in common with each other, like baseball and basketball and football. Other gamesdon’t seemto have
anything muchincommon, like spelling games and playing house, or playing houseand baseball. It'sasif you
gart withonegame, let’ ssay baseball, and put down other gamesthat have something in commonwithit. Then
wetakethose gamesand put down gamesthey arelike. You can keep building and building until you get most
of thegamesdown.

Chesscards
basaball
football

spelinggames

They dl don’t have oneor alist of thingsin common, but they’ relikerelatives. Somehave morethingsin
common with other games, some havesolittlein common that you' renot sureif they’ regamesor not.” Pamela
volunteered.

“You mean likewhen Maurice chasesAlvin around?

‘Exactly. It sthe same with fables, some have alot in common with each other and some, like Franklin's,
havelessin commonwith other fables.’

Alvin summed up by remarking to Michael that Charles'sand Thomas' sfableswere brotherswhereas
Franklin’swasonly apoor cousin.

| don’t know how many children understood what | wastrying to say. Reginald told methat he did by
putting two short pieceson my desk which he described asalmost fables.

Reginald

| had just came up from down South. And | waslooking for an apartment. As| waswalk by the East river,
| heard someonesay hep mehelpme. | rantowerel heard thevoice. Andtherewasamanintheriver, hesaid
helpmemr. | ssidwhatsyour namehesaid, hesaid Bill B B B Bill King. Hesaid But help mel said wereyou
liveat hesaid Lenox Terrace. What floor two. What number y, B B But hel p methanksby. Withintenmin | was
at Lenox Terracetwofloor 3r | knok at the door aman openedit. | said hey you don’'t belong here the man that
ownsthisapartment isdrowned. | know but | am the onethat pushed himin. So | went back down South and
stayedthere.

On playingaround
Reginald

| liked to play around. Sometimes | get in trouble and some-times | don't. | like to run around alot.
Sometimeswhen | runaround | get hurt. Oneday | waswalking down the street and aboy with agang wanted
tofight mel ran and that made my motto Hewho runsliveto runagain.

Onelessonled to another. | introduced the children to parables, essays, character sketches, short stories.
Different childrenfound different formscongenia. Somewere comfortabletalking about themsel vesor other
children.



Kathleen

Themost unusual person| have ever met isPhyllisGriffen, inwhat way?in thisway, first Phylliswould be
your friend and then your enemy, someof our friend’ sare sometimeslikethat but thisoneisunusual she'll play
withyou and havefun andif you cometo school looking al niceand pretty and she'snot, she'll talk about you
and say ‘ Kathleen thinks she'sso cute or Mariethinksshe'sso cute,” Now for al | know that’sjeal ousy, And
that old sain still exzidt’s, * sticksand stoneswill break my bone’sbut wordswhowill never bother me'. | ill
say it because| say it still exzist’s. And then after that, that enemy bussiness conies structing along. And that
enemy can sart abigfussandfight, but if that enemy dose’ nt agreewith her shewon'’t havean enemy to agree
— with her, or bejealouswith her, but when shedose’ nt have any oneto chat with and start trouble she'll bring
alot of candy to school and try to forceyouto ask her for some, but no I’ m not stupid?and Im not brilliant but
| know not to ask her, in supprise shemight even say no, I’ dfedl inbarrished. And | would' nt beabit supprised
if shedid’ nt haveany teeth at all!

Reginald

Themost unusual person | haveever metisMichael. Because one min heiswith you and the next min he
is nt If somthing happensheisquik totell. When the chipsaredown, hedoesnt want youtotell on him. And he
will tell storiesasquick asarat canrunto save hisneck. Heissomtimesdy and skeny plustricky. And do just
about anything to get alaugh. And that my friendsisthe most unusual person | haveever met.

Charisse

| am sorry to say that | have never met inunusua person But | have met avery friendly person. Thisperson
isnameBarbara. You have never seen her inafight with any of her classmates. Sheisafriendly person. There
have beentimeswhento peopleinthe classhaveafight. Sheremainesan both of theresides. Shedoesn’t take
oneside. | have never heard her talk about anyone. Sheand Pam Reed arethe best of friends. You can dways
seethemplaying.

Out of themany years Barbarahasbeeninmy class| have never seen her fight. Shehasthe gift of making
friends. | hopethat shewill useher friendshipto hel p peoplein need. Inthemany fights1 havegottenin Barbara
hasawaysremainafriend.

A few children excelled at writing short, sometimeshbitter essaysand stories.

Makingand losing friends
Marie 8 March

Whenever you makefriendswith someone soon or later you will have afight with them then aday or so
you'refriendsagainit isbetter to lose afriend then to make becauseif you bewith another person and your
other friend see you with another person than they’ Il say that you aren’t they friend. Soon when you go
someplace el sethey go and talk about you next they eat up al your candy, makefun of you then later they go
and call you names.

Phyllis 23 May

Onedull day my sister and | whenfor awalk. Soonwefound our selfsinall7 S sowedecided tovisit our
aunt. When we walked our aunt was selling dope and whiskey. Wetried to get away but we were caught.
They tied usup an whipped us. Then they punched usintheface. They kicked usintheface, and threw usout



thewindow. Wewerein the hospital for awhole month. When we got out, we found out that our mother had
beat them up. Onething | forgot to say isthat it wasadull day.

Phyllis 8 Feb.

You say helloand what’syou nameand nameisso and so and let’splay. | liveat sough and sough aplace.,
wheredo you live? Well you say goodbyeand | don’t want to be your friend anymore.

P.S.—islocated near Park Avenue and npth Street. Since | had taken some children the length of Park
Avenueg, | decided to takethe entire class across npth Street asfar asthe Hudson River. One morning we set
out from school westward across Harlem. After ale surely hour’ swalk wereached Morningside Park where
the children were content to settle. It wasonly tenthirty, but they wanted to have lunch and then play. Most of
them had been to the park beforeand liked it. But | insisted that we crossthe park and climb the stairsto
Morningside Drive. The children hesi-tated. They had never been up there, were afraid they weren't supposed
to bethere.

| started up alone. Alvin, then Maurice and Michael followed. Grace, Pamela, Marie, then Neomia, Gall
and Desiree came. After awhilel stood with the entire class gazing down at Harlem sweeping acrossto the
East River.

‘Mr Kohl, look at thebd !’

After spotting the bell tower in Mount Morris Park the chil-dren picked out the school, speculated onthe
location of their houses, noticed uptown, downtown, acrosstown, the grey sweep of New York. Then they
turned away from Harlemto confront ColumbiaUniversity sittingindifferently abovethe park and theHarlem
community below.

One hundred and twentieth Street and Amsterdam Avenue, the School of Engineering, TeachersCollege. .
.. Thechildren had no ideathat Columbia University existed, though we could seeit from our classroom
window. | took the children to the Teachers College cafeteriawhere we sat and had lunch. Not that people
didn’t stareand sit uncomfortably next to us. Marie sat down next to meand asked: *Who do they think they
areanyway, rollingtheir eyesat us?’

| explained to her that the peopl e she saw weretraining to becometeachers. She smiled and nodded. That
explained thehogtility and coldness.

After lunch wewalked through the campus, visited the chemistry museum, the school of architecture, the
psychology labs. We met many hostile academics, yet there were exciting momentsfor the children. Two
graduate studentsin psychology showed them their mice and demonstrated afew simple experi-ments. A
distinguished professor of geneticstook amoment to show the childrenfruit fliesand explain some e ementary
prin-ciplesof genetics.

When wereturned to school the children were exhausted but content. Another new world had opened for
them. Alvin and Mauricewereplotting aprivatevist to Columbiathe next day; Samud, Thomasand John were
returning that afternoon to the Teachers College Bookstore to buy book coversand souvenirs. New words
werediveinthechildren’sconversation: chemigtry, architecture, genetics, hereditary, maze-learning. Thechildren
connected psychology with theword they knew in connection with Cupid and Psyche. Asateacher, it was
thrilling to seethem learning so spontaneoudly.

Over theyear the creation of mythswasone of the children’sfavouritechalenges. Initialy weonly spoke of
Greek mythology, and the children’s storieswere peopled by their own versions of Cyclops, Psyche, Hades
and Zeus. Mauriceand Michael changed that by introducing membersof the League of Justice— Superman



and Wonder Woman— and movie characters such as Draculaand the Frankenstein monster into their stories.
| remember Michadl’s Cyclops Meets Frankenstein in which Cyclops and the Frankenstein monster battled
over thelovdy Psyche, whom Michad saved at thelast minutefrom both of them. Maurice contributed adventures
of the League of Justicein which themembersof the Leaguedid not dwaystriumph.

We talked about comic booksin class, and about heroes and monsters. | brought in pictures of ancient
monsters and told the class of the Minotaur and the Sphinx. From the children | learned about Gorgo and
Godzilla. For awhile some of the chil-dren would come up to the room before nine o’ clock, and wewould
swaptales.

| asked the childrenif therewere any neighbourhood mythsor legends, and though they werereluctant to
talk about them at first they began to speak of heroicvillianswhowere ' upstate’ in prison but unbroken by the
police, of storiesthey heard about beautiful women and strong, bad men who lived down south and got away
with fooling and defying thewhite man. | encouraged the childrento talk and blend past and present, tolet thelr
im-aginations create mythical worlds. | also encouraged them to writeand sharetheir fantasies. Inthe case of
afew children, and most notably Robert Jackson, the creation of mythsand heroic talesbecame amost an
obsesson.

Gail

Oneday aboy named Skyview waswalking alonewhen agreek god appeared. The Greek godsnamewas
Missile. Hewasavery kind man. Heloved to hel p people who needed things. Well Skyview didn’t havea
home, hewaslondly. When Missileappeared hesaid: “What can | do for you? Skyview saidwho areyou. My
nameisMissle. Canl helpyouinany way?Why yes, if itisn’t any trouble. | have no home and no money. And
all of asudden alargerichlooking house appeared with maidsand servants. Then awholeroom full of money
and jewels. Skyview wasvery happy. Hethanked Missileand walked up the stairs of hisnew home. Day after
day, week after week, month after month, year after year, Skyview was happy. Then one day something
happen to Skyview. He becametheKing of Dime. Skyview then became cruel. He madethe peopledavefor
him. Hewanted power over dl thelands. Skyview remembered about Missleand wanted to get all of Missiles
riches. Then Missile appeared. Skyview said givemeyour richesor I'll kill you. Missile said no, and Skyview
killedMissle. All of asudden dl therichesdisappeared themaids, the servants, themoney, thejewel severything.
Skyview was poor again, and the peopl e of dime had to slave no morefor Skyview’s power wasgone. He
didn’t know but thericheswould only stay aslong asMissilewasalivebut if hewaskilled or died theriches
would disappear, poor, sad Skyview.

‘Ralph

Oncetherewasasmart man. Hewas honoured by everone. Everyonewas susposeto bow downto him.
AsaGreat leader, hewasvery poor. Helost hisrichness because hewas greedy for housesand land. But no
body knew this. Astime passed he wanted daves. So he commanded for adave. The Slavewasvery smart.
Soon hefound out about the king. The Slavetold hisfriends. Soon Everyonewastalking about it.

The peopleweremad they threw him out. Thenthe Slavetook theleadersplace. Heruled good and wisely.
For theking hewas put to atask of rolling rocks (huge rocks) on amountain that erupts. The Slave set all
Slavesfree and gavethem money and land.

War and peace
Dianne

Thisstory takesplacein Germany whereall thewar breaksout, So oneday thisturtleand frogweretalking
about it. Theturtle | wonder why thereisso much war! And astimeasthelast letter came out of hismouth a



big bomb was heard. Everybody started to scream and shout We Want peace, wewant pec— beforethey
couldfinishthewordit waslikeamiricle. A angel appeared beforetheir eyes. And shesaid | will grant your
wishtherewill benomoreWar! Sofromthat day ontherewere peace and happiest Everyonewasvery happy.

Robert

Oneday, my friend and | worked on amachine, it was supposed to be abrain-machine. Whatever you say
toit, it answersback to you. When wefinished withit, wedecided to test it. | asked it what wasthelongest
wordintheworld. Andit answered, Thelongest word in theworldisantidistablishmentariumism.’ It worked.
But just then, two guyswalked in. ‘My name s Uiop, Werty Uiop.” said one of them. *How ‘ bout selling me
that machanical brain for $10,000.” We hesitated for amin. finally, “No.” That’swhen we saw theloaded
shootin’ irons. ‘ Too bad you guys cannot get to live. You could have had $10,000 in your hands. ‘ But then |
had anideg, if it' sthemachinethey want, it's themachinethey’ Il get. * So you guyswant the machine, en? Give
ittothem, Frank.” ‘What?What do you mean., Robert? ‘Do as| say.” So we gavethem the machine. A few
dayslater, whenthey got to their country, they demonstrated it to their leader, ‘isnot our country the greatest
amongdl?

And it answered back, ‘ No. Your country stinksand so doestheleader.” Theleader of the country sayed
thetwo spiesand punished hiscountry. He made the peopl e pay moretaxesand madeit grow more powerful.
Asfor themachine, it was sent back to America

Here' swhat the country looked like:

ATRALIA vt
A A GiB
AN

ELTTIL,
C £

The small Country of Llams
Capitd: Elttil
Largest City: Egrd
Chief SeaPort: Gib

Chief Imports: rice, beansand gas
Chief Exports: Gold, uranium and dairy products
Chief Trading Centre: Yap

Alvin'sElektrawasaspecia case. One Saturday during the spring | took Alvin, Robert, Pamela, Carol and
afew other chil-drento Michael Cacoyannis sElectro, | had seenthefilm aweek beforeand felt that it would
reveal to the children more of the harshness and beauty of Greece than any photographs or words of mine. It
portrayed the Electramyth with suchimmedi-acy and lack of false glamour that the passion and tragedy of the
story sprang forth. | was surethe children hadn’t experienced anything likeit before.

Ontheway homefromthefilm they were strangely subdued. Robert Jackson told methat he never thought
amovie could be so seriousand upsetting. Electraand her sster, their terrifying mother Clytemnestra, Orestes



the good but irresol ute brother, the chorus of old women waiting for vengeance and degth, willingit— noneof
this, especidly thefamily confrontations, waswhat the childrenimagined myth to contain.

Alvinwasthemost affected. Hewasthelast child to betaken home, and aswesat in front of hishouseon
n6th Street and Fifth Avenueta king about thefilm the playfulness of hisques-tioning for once disappeared

‘“Mr Kohl, do you meanthat | can dowhat | want with amyth?Make Orestesinto any kind of man | want
andwriteabout hisworriesand how harditisto havetokill someoneyou lovein order to avenge someoneelse
you love?]l mean, it'snot true, but Orestesisalittlelikeme, only he'snot. It sthat thewholestory, | understand
itinmy ownway, can| writeit that way too?

That Monday Alvin began hisElektra, or perhapsmore ap-propriately, hisOrestes, Hedidn’t get very far,
he couldn’t. He wanted to do more than any child and all but the rarest of adults could do. He wanted to
recreatethe story of Electra— of family love, murder and ambiguity — inaway that would beuniquely his. |
alwaysread Alvin'sfragment of astory in awe of what hewanted it to be.

Elektra
Alvin Lewis Curry
Foreword

Thisstory called Elektraisof the deepest passion and the deepest hope of avengence of her father’sdeath.
Her father wascalled Aggemenmon, Aggemomnomwastherightful ruler of Argos. (Hispaacewasin Mycenae
acity of Argos) He had been cruely daughtered by hiswife Clytemnestraand her lover Aegisthus.

Agemenon wasal so the head of the Greek army that laid Siegeto Troy. Hegathered thisarmy after Helen,
thewifeof hisbrother Menelaus, ran off with Paris.

You will also read about the many dreadful decisionsthe Greek Heroesfaced and sacrificesthey had to
make and how they went about settling these problems. Thisstory inoneway or another has something to do
with the Trojan war and the Greeks.

1 How theTrojan war started

It all started when Parisahandsome prince of Troy fell inlovewith Helen of Troy who wasthe wife of
Menelaus. Parishad run off with Helen And when Menel aus heard of the newshe called his soldierstogether
with hisBrother Agamemnon. Agamemnon had went onthetripto Troy in order to conquer the Trojansand get
moreriches, for hewasagreat warrior. But Menelaus had gone only in search of hiswife Helen and to get
revenge on Parisfor running off with her.

But beforethey wereto sail, therewasagreat decison!, to bemadewhich you will read inthe next chapter
2Thedecison!!!

It wasabusy day in Argosespecialy for the men for they wereloading the ship with food, weaponsand
freshwater, asamatter of fact they were packing enough equipment for along journey. AsSAgamemnon made
aundouting statement, ‘ M ake ready to open the keepsmy peoplefor wewill be back with morethan enough
prisoners.” With aloud yell the peopleof troy remarked ‘ Hail Agamemnon may hetriumph o’ er the Trojans!
following thisAgamemnon, Menelaus and hiswarriorswere off to the ship asthey Boarded the ship alast
farewell theanchor wasletinand al waswell. Agamemnon had started to get comfortable Beforethe sailed
now they were sailing alittleway when unexpectingly the winds stopped blowing and the seasweremild then
avoicerang out Wise King of Argosyou areto makeadecision between triumph or faillureyou areto sacrifice
your youngest and best |oved daughter i phigeniain exchange of triumph but if you don’t chooseeither oneyour
peoplewill suffer Agamemnon had adreadful decisionto make. The soldiersweretaking among themselves



about the situation. Agamemnon defiantly said ‘itisnot for you to decideyou don’t haveto do anything but just
wait | amtryingto decide.” Suddenly heyelled out ‘My decisionis‘ TRIUMPH’ hewasgoing to sacrifice
| phegeniain exchangefor triumph. He put | phegeniaon theatar and dlit her throat and gave her blood and
body to Zeus.

3Plotting for Agamemnon’sdeath

It waswhile QymenestraAgamemnon’sWifewhowasinArgoshad heard of the sacrificid to Zeusshesaid
tohersdf ‘Now | have an excusetokill Agamemnon. Then my lover Aegisthusand | will take over thekingdom
and | will throw electraand Orestes out of the kingdom’ While Clymenestrawas pl otting over Agamemnons
death, Agamemnon wasin Troy conquering thetrojans not knowing what wasin storefor him. It was about
timefor thereturntrip to Argos. Electrahad heard the newsthat her father, Agamemnon had goneto troy (She
had just heard of the newsbecause her mother Clymenestramade her own daughter aservant and inthepalace
aservant doesn’t have enough time and priviledgeto listen to the good news) and shewas overjoyed to hear
thegood news,

4 Theassaignation

It wasabeautiful day inthecity of Argosan exciting onefor thenewswasal about the city that Agamemnon
wason hisway back to hiscity today. Every respectful citizen of Argoswasat the pier ready to greet therelong
goneKing, asthe ship cameinthewholecity cried out ‘ hail Agamemnon our wise Just King The Ship had
stopped at the pier and Agamemnon waswalking triumphitly off the ship and behind him werethetrojon
prisonersAgamemnon announced ‘ therewill be agreat feast tonight, to cel ebrate our victory over troy sogo
home an makeready for thefeast’ hetold the soldiersto ‘ take the prisonersto the Keeps, for | shall make
ready for thefeast Also. Agamemnon rodeto the pal ace, as he entered A egisthus (who had beenintheroom
aonewith Clymenestra) hid swiftly behind thethrone chair Agamemnon kissed hiswife Clymenestrahdloand
hewent to takearoyal Bathe (for hehadn’t had one since hisvoyage) Aegisthus came from behind thethrone
chairandsaid ‘| haveaplanjust givemethat net and that axe Clymenestraobeyed and gaveAegisthusthe axe
and the net. Aegisthussowly crept into the Bathe then threw the net over Agamemnon took the axe acruely
daughtered him. After it had dl happened Clymenestraexclaimed ‘ That wasthe Best gesture you ever attempted
to makemy lover, Now thekingdom shall Beours.” But so happened that Electra Clymenestra sdaughter had
seen and heard everything that had happened the past few minutes. ‘| plantotell everybody what happened
But will they Believe me?As she questioned hersalf Doubtfully!’

5Marriedto astranger!

Thenight when thefeast was going on Agamemnon did not show up but Clytemnestradid. After alongtime
everybody got tired of waiting for the presence of their king two men volunteered to go and seewhat keeping
theKing‘I’ll goto, wait’ demanded Clymenestraas she entered the pal ace she sent thetwo mento search the
rest of therooms, while shewent to search theroya Bathe, shewent in knowing what shewould find. Shethen
made afalsebut ear piercing scream everybody came rushing to the palace (not knowing what had happened)
and then shedid afaking (But real inthe eyesof the people) faint. One of the men looked into the Batheto see
what had happened. * Great Gods! the man exclaimed * Agamemnonisdead.” dead! the men exclaimed dead!
everybody said in Unison dead! Therewasagreat mixup inthe crowd everybody wasrushing to seewhat had
happened thewomen screamed. Themen started to pray * O God why didst thou let suchamisery to beffall us
(whileall the excitement was going on Clymenestrathe queen had awaken) It isnot for you to question the
decisionsof the Gods! go and get somerest my peopletonite has been anight full of miseries. The people
agreed and went home. Electrawho had seen and heard everything said ‘I’ || take my chancesand spread the
newsof what | had just seen!” The next day Electraspreaded the news about Clymenestra.

Onething that particularly delighted mewasAlvin'sand Robert Jackson’s collaboration on an unfinished
alphabet book that would not be, asthey put it, ‘ phoney’.
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| read all of the children’s papers, commented on them and forgot about marks. Some children wrote
beautiful storiesand never grasped what afablewasall about. Otherscould turnan indifferent story intoa
subtlejoke but werethoroughly unableto go beyond them. At onetimeor another dl of thechildrentried some
formof writing. | didn’tinsist that everyone alwayswork, realizing by thenthat | had noright asateacher and
aperson to demand of the children what | couldn’t demand of myself. Before each writing lesson | vowedto
dotheassgnment mysalf. Often | spent eveningsdevising complex meansof avoiding or forgetting’ my vow. At
other times| wrote bad fablesand bland poetry though | surprised mysalf with several parablesthat still please
me. | drew atotal blank when | tried to put asimplejokedowninwriting. These experiences sobered me; the
children’sstruggle with language was my own and thereforeit was easy not to forcethem to write thingsthat
embarrassed them, or that might lead them to rgject writing altogether becausethey couldn’t useoneparticular
form of written expression. Teachersought to attempt to do the writing assgnmentsthey give beforedeciding
upon criteriatojudgechildren’sefforts. What would happento the grading of children’spoetry if teachersused
examplesof their ownwork instead of Robert Frost or Walt Whitman asmodelsfor grading?

These classwriting lessonswere compl etely independent of the books some of the children wereworking
uponindividudly. | didn’t tiethemtogether, but et the children apply whatever they learned inthegroup lessons
inany waysthey felt relevant to their personal writing. That wasnot my origina inclination. | tried to point out
someof thethingswelearned inwriting fablesto Robert Jackson during one of thefirst timeshelet mesee A
Journey through Time and Space. He was offended and re-treated — | wasn'’t responding to hiswork but
preaching. More, | forgot that ‘we' didn’tlearn aparticular seriesof listablefactsor definite skills. Weresponded
inmany different waysand learned many different thingswhen weattempted towritefables. Itisvery hardto
escapethewe-fact model of e ementary education— we' meaning thewhole classand usually excluding the
teacher who says‘we' study alesson, and then can demonstrate what welearned by listingit. Expressive
writing and the concomitant explorationsof self and theworld canjust not belisted.

Asthewriting accumulated in the classand thewalls of the room flowered with the children’ swork, the
uneasy pride and generous greed characteristic of many writersdeveloped. The children wanted alarger
audience; they wanted to sharetheir work and at the sametimereceivethe praisethey felt it deserved and
confront the criticismthey feared it would evoke. Several children suggested independently that the class
createanews-paper or magazine. | think it wasin late November that | gathered dl thejournalsand magazines
in my apartment and brought them to class. For thefirst timethe children saw Time, Life, Dissent, i.e., etc.,
and after awhilethe classfdl to discussing titlesfor their own magazines. Therewasno need to bother witha
discussion on whether or not therewould be one.

Asl remember, the children werefascinated with the s m-plicity of magazinetitles, something | hadn’t
thought of myself until thechildren pointedit out. Theideathat abbreviationssuch asi.e. and etc. could beused
madethe process of finding titleseasy. If Life could be used so could Death; Look led to See, Find, Search;
Timeeasily led the children to suggest Night, Work and Second.

Robert Jackson suggested et al., Children and Why.

Alvin countered with Because, Often and Maybe.

Barbaraoffered And, and the classdropped their other words and rhapsodized on its advantages.
* And could be used on posters, Robert could draw people and havethem say “ And” ’
‘Everyonewill bepuzzled at what wemean.’

‘It'scool, it doesn’t commit us, we can put anything init. Last year we had to use The 5-1 Gazette. Ugh..



Atleast that istheway | rememberedit. Last week | asked Pamelawhether she remembered how we got
the name And, and she smiled and told my wife.

*Judy, weonly didit to humour him. Heliked silly names.’

Recently I ve shown some of the children thingsthey’ d writ-ten, and they had forgotten them. How much
truthistherein Pamela smemoriesand how much distortion and romanticizationin mine? | honestly don’t
know. Thechildren’swritingsexist; they arerepeatable and reproducible. The experiencesthat gaverisetothis
literaturearemoreeusive. | percelved them from my teacher’ sdesk and remember them now withapeninmy
hand. In support of my effort to reach asmuch of thetruth of my classroom as| can, thebest witness| cancall
isAlvin— not Alvintoday who remembersvery littleof 6-1, hasnotimefor memoriesintheburdenandtorture
of hispresent. Rather | haveto call onAlvintheauthor, whose The Boy in the Sums has shown me something
of mysalf and the classthrough the sen-sitivedien eyesof achild.

TheBoy intheSlums
A Story of Modern Lifein Uptown’ New York, with Comments, Passionsand aFew pirecT Questions
Foreword

Thisstory isabout aboy namely me, who livesin agpartment in and around thedum area. | fedl that other
people should beinterestedinwhat | haveto say and just likeme, try to do something about it, either by literal
or diatribe means. ThisBook isonly to be read by men and women boysand girlswho feel deeply serious
about segrigation and feel that thisisno joke. Especially when you are younger you have abetter oppunity to
speak about and bewilling towork for these problems of the dums. Let me ask you some personal question
that may haveto dowith thisbook!!!

1. Doyouliveinthedums?
2. How doyou think youwouldfed if you did?

3. Would you rather berich have mades and servantsto take care of you while your mother isaway to
dinners, niteclubsand businesstrips? Or would you rather be poor and your mother’sbe hometo Loveand
take care of you?

Beforel wrotethelast question down | made surethat at least | knew the answer. | had adecisionto make
al so because my mother asked that same question just afew days ago and take it from meitsnot easy to
answer aquestionlikethat But if jist by merecuriosity youwould liketo know my answer to thisquestion jist
open the pages of thisBook and read to your hearts content And do meafavour (just asafriend) tell other
peopl e about thisBook and maybe they may be encouraged to read thisBook. (Oh by theway dl throughthis
book awordwill beinitdicsandif by any chanceyou want to know what thisword meansjust look it upinthe
Back of thisBook itiscalled: “ Alvin'sSlang Dictionary™).

1A introductionto my mother

| am dreaming and crying in my sleep. | am dreaming because | have nothing better to do and crying
because| am dreaming About aproblem | hadin school, you seel promisemyself I’ll begood and try tolearn
more; but everytimel comeinto the classroom (in my dream) my teacher right then and there startsto pick on
meAlvinthisor Alvinthat. So | say to myself ‘ enought isto much everyday the sameold problem’ why that’s
enough evento make alaughing hyenacry, so| canimaginequite clearly why thatsagood enough reason to
cry. (wouldn’t you if you werein my situation?). Just as| wasabout to cry in my sleep for the second time



unexpectedly ahand hit meright on my rear end (I knew it wasahand because | had felt thismorethan once)
of coursel wokeup andimmediately knew that it wastimefor my brother and my sistersand meto get ready
togotoschool. My youngest Sstersnameis Tunasheisthree yearsnext comes Patsy sheiseight yearsold my
next Sster’snameisLindaSheisnineyearsold then comesmy Brother who'snameis Gregory heistenyears
then comesmeAlvin| am eleven yearsthen comesmy next sister Sharon sheistwelveyearsgoing onthirteen
Andlast But not least my ol dest S ster who'snameisBrendasheisfourteen. | know you' renot interested in my
privatelifebut I [l fill youinalittleway just to have something interesting to say. Thefirstthing | havetodois
head straight for the Batheroom — P.S. (By theway theword Batheisjust afancy word | picked up from my
teacher ‘Mr Herbert Ralph Kohl’. You know I’ ll let youin on alittle secret. Mr Kohl iskind of fancy himself.
Thereasonwhy I’ mtelling you thisisbecause my teacher told meto expressmyself to thefullest extent, (thats
another fancy word | learned from my teacher) — andthefirst thing | dointhe Batheroomistowashmy face
and comb my hair, while my mother isironing my shirt and pants. Oh by theway my mothersnameisMrs
Helen Curry (You can call her ma or MrsHelen causethat what | always call her and she doesn’t get mad
either). Thenext thing | doiseat my breakfast which consistsof two or threejelly sandwichesand aglass of
water or if I'mlucky I’ ll haveabowl of cereal withcan milk. At thistimeit should by 8:30timeto goto schooal,
P.S. herel comel say as| start out of the door to my building. As| walk along to school whichiswithin
walking distance from my house| begin to think of thingsthat could but then again couldn’t happen. For
example: Maybe someday I’ Il beascientist or abig businessman or maybe even aengineer or then againthe
President of the United States or maybe even the mayor. Aslong asit issomebody important. You see! some
people arelucky enought to be born important but not mel’ll haveto work my way up to what | want to beif
I’mevenlucky enought to get that far up asamatter of fact I’ [l even belucky if | get passthe sixth Grade, the
way thingsaregoing now. If you ever get into asituation Smilar to minetakemy advisedon’t give up, you have
towork for your goa, don’t worry you' | never bealoneinyour problemsother peoplejust likeyou aresharing
your sameproblems. PS. Thisismy own personel opinion of the situation.

| fed I'll haveto closethischapter now for | am digging into my long buried problemswhich you probably
wouldn’t beinterested in anyhow. But do meafavour read on to the next chapter!

There’'snotimelikethe Present so read the next chapter now,
2' A averageday in school’

Thefirst thing you haveto doin my school isto get on thelinethat formsoutside of the school, You seeyou
haveto get onthislinein order to get into the school or eseyou’ |l haveto stay outside or play hookiebut if by
chanceyou don't fed like playing hookieall you haveto doiswalk right inand get alate pass. After you go
through the processof gettinginto my school you haftagointo theyard and thenyou cantalk al you want to but
the Bad thing about it isthat you can’t run around play or box all you can doisjust stand around and talk to
each other just likelittle old ladies, (thatswhat my teacher always sayswhen he gets mad cause wetalk to
much). And then we haveto be quitewhen the Bell ringswhich goesBoing but thisiskindasilly causethey ring
threebellsinstead of one, just for extrasilenceextrasilencel guess. Next after thebellsring we havetowalk
six flightsof stairsin order to get to the third floor. When we get to thethird floor we haftawal k down almost
totheend of the hall to room 330 class6-1 Teacher Mr Kohl (hetellscorny jokes) (that’swhat it saysonthe
door of my classroom) PS. By theway Mr—ismy honourable Principal of my school. Whenwe get into the
fancy new classroom whichisalready beginning tolook like Beanschool —we hang up our coats on to our
assigned hooks and then my teacher putsthe presession on the board then we haveto sit down and you don’t
haveto dothe presessononly if you' rewriting abook just likel’ m doing now (thatswhy | don’t haveto dothe
Presession) then we do reading, music, practice the no play then we go to lunch which consists of meat,
vegetables, milk, Bread and Butter and dessert next we go outside and play until itstimeto go back inwe get
onlinemarchintheBell ringswe march upstairs (the reason why we march so much is because we are not



allowed to run up the stairs) and walk down the hall to room 330 hang up our coatssit down talk awhileand
then we haveto do arithmetic, science, composition and park.

So asyou can seethisisaplain norma day in school you areinvited tovisit my school and makeyou' reown
opinion of itthisinvitation till holdsthe school islocated.

Thechildren created And. They chose an editorial board, chose the selectionsto be published, and put
them on rexograph paper — going through at | east adozen master sheetsfor every pagethat passed their own
scrutiny. Robert drew posters, enticing pictures of famousmen declaiming ... And. Dennisand Thomas com-
mandeered the rexograph machinewhileAlvin and Leverne managed to dlip copies of Robert’spostersinto
teachers mail-boxes, under doors, even ontothe principa’sdesk.

After saverd weeks work thegirls
A58 presented thefinished masgters. Dennis
THE CLASS NEWS - and Thomas ran off five hundred

copies and then the class spent a
chaotic day attempting to collatethe
pages. They ended up with two
hundred copiesfor distributionand a

oo o monumental cleaningjobwhichthey
XN ' didwithgreat joy.
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The Sory of Mythology

Robert Jackson

Mythology was sometimesbdievedin afew hundred yearsago in Greece, Rome, China, Egypt and evenin
America, whenthelndianstold them. Other placestoo. Somelegendsweretold about places, people, animals
and plants. Or someweretold about the stars, or gods. Some mythswere told because some peopk didn’t
know the outside-world, somedidn’t know what some thingswere, and told what they thought they were.
Mythology isthe study of legends and tales. Some mythol ogi sts study some of the Greek and Roman myths,
because the Greeks and Romans are some of the best story tellers of theworld. When they look at the stars,
they get ideasfrom them. Likefor instance, the sun comesup every morning. They think of itasamanina
golden chariot riding inthe sky. HisnameisApollo, thegod of the sun, music and poetry. Another one, this
tune, aplanet. Let’s pick pluto. Since pluto is so far away, they would make this, “Pluto, the god of the
underworld.” That’show their ideasare. Anyone can think of amyth. A baby, smart person and adumbkid.




Pan

Thehaf-man, half-goat Greek god who brought troubleall over theworld wherever hewent.

Atlas
Themighty giant
accordingtothegreeks

he held up the earth.

Persusbeheading
Medusa
WithMercury'shelp
Perseuscut off the head
of Medusa



Mars

Thefiercegod of war.

Venus

Thegoddess of loveand beauty.
Mercury

The speedy messenger of thegod's
also symbol of medicineandtelegraph

dations.




Apallo
Thegod of musicandthesun
Diana

Themaiden goddessof the chase of
themoon.

Poem The Junfctes

Ohwhat aday

Neomia Cook

Oneday Gail, Brenda, Gloriaand | werewalking
down Madison Ave when suddenly aman camerunning
towardsuswithagunin hishand. Webecame so scared
that weall ran in directions. Then once again we met
each other and when weturned around to go back home
we said to the man, Please don’t shoot’ Please don’t
shoot!” But iswasto late; the man was getting ready to
shoot uswhen suddenly | heard ashot and the man had
dropped dead. We looked around to see where the shot came from, and who do you think it was? ... our
teacher Mr Kohl *We saidto Mr Kohl, Did you shoot that man. Theteacher said, ‘ Yes| did'. We became so
surprised that we said, ‘ Mr Kohl you areahero’. And Kohl said, Oh it wasnothing’. But we knew hewas
proud of himsdlf. (Don’tyou.)




Poem
The Junkies
MarieFord

Whenthey are
inthe street

they passit
aongtoeach
other but when
they seethe
policethey would
run somewould
juststand till
and be beat
opity ful

that they want

tocry

Classopinionsonintegration
Barbara

| think we should have someintegration but not to much. We should haveintergrated school s so children of
other races could learn and seetheway other peoplework and play and act.

If we haveintergration wewill learn more. We can usetheir ideasand they can useours.

But we shouldn’t have to much. Such asover crowding aschool just to show the people of aracethat you
aren't prejudice.

| think sometimes people don’t really like that race of people so much that they haveto over crowd a
schoal. It sbecausethey want you to think it and praisethem.

Thomas S.

| think that it should integration becuse every body blood isthe same Just because somebody skiniswhite
ananother person skinishlack that donot mean that they havefight, becausethey blood isthe same peoplecan
not changethe color of they skin



Sonia Newton

| don’t think we need any integration, becausethewhite peoplein Mississippi doesn't act right to bedive.
Just likefor JamesMerdith. Hewent to the University of Mississippi to get anice education so that he could
support hisfamily and what do heget?

He got bombsthrown at him. Hewasthreatened, and was shot at. He had just asmuch right asanyoneto
get agood education. It really doesn’t matter on the colour, | think negro and white children should goto the
sameschool andliveinthesameblock. But | don't liketo seenegro lady marrying awhitemanit don’t ook so
good. And | don't likeawhite manwith anegro girl that don’t look so good either. White children and negro
children could do anything the same-I think we should have moreintegration but not to much they arealittlebit
integrationin thisschool in other school sthere should bemoreintegrationtoin our classthere should bemore
integration we have more coloured whitein ever placethere should bealittleintegration. There shouldn’t be

coloured peoplein one place and white peoplein another. White peopl e and col oured people should get alone
together.

Reginald Potter

| think people should marry who they want to marry. Because they arethe onewho haveto stay withone
another. And if thiskeegpsup there might be another war between the states. Colour don’t make any difference
thewhite man iswash off with whitedirt and the coloured man iswashed off with black dirt and weall haveto
stick together.

Sylvia Burwett

| think the white people should stop taking advantage of the colour people beforethey get punchedinthe
face.
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Two daysafter And had been distributed to the teachers and administration, and had been read and prai sed
by some of the children’s parents, we got avisit from Mary Bonnett, abig, smil-ing yet tough Negro teacher
who considered herself the chil-dren’ struest mother but who had the unenviable position of trandating the
principal’ sfeelingsinto wordsthe children understood. She entered the room smiling, acopy of And and
another class newspaper in her hand. The children quickly took their seatsand snapped to attention— Mrs
Bonnett always com-manded attention, but thistimethe children wereeven moreaert— they cared what she
thought of their work.

‘I just read your magazine. It wasredlly interesting, children. Robert Jackson, you really draw beautifully,
only Robert, why do you draw so much violence— child, your imagination needsto rest. Children, | don’t
understand why you talk of so much fighting and stabbing. You can’t possibly know about that. Tell menow,
who knowswhat ajunkieis? See, | told you no oneknows. Newspapersand magazinesaren' t for that type of
non-sense. Now look at thissheet, imagineit wasput out by thefifth grade. Listen to this, you know how to do
better.

Shop with Mom
| loveto shop with mom
Andtaktothefriendly grocer,
And help her makethelist
Seemsto makeuscloser.
Thechildrendumped into their seats, demoralized.

Then she gave meacopy of The5-1 Gazette, flawlessy typed and edited (by the teacher, it turned out),
and explained that there was no reason my classcouldn’t do that.

Fifteen minutes|ater the assistant principal made hisfirst visit of theyear and informed methat hewould
teach alesson on proofreading the next day. It washard to tell whether the chil-dren were more depressed than
| was.

The proofreading |esson destroyed the whol e spontaneity of the venture, and | wasready to give up And
altogether Thentheweek they de-cided that therewould be another issue no matter what anyone said, only
thistimethey wouldn’t shareit with therest of the school. The second i ssue came out for our Christmasparty.

T ChASS MEWSPAPER
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Theemperor of icecream
Barbara

Once upon atime there was an emperor, and he said, ‘ The only emperor isthe emperor of ice cream.’
Everyoneknew that wasn't true, but they wereAfraid to say anything. Oneday aman cameuptohimand said,
I’ mtheemperor of icecream.” When theemperor heard thishesaid: ‘| amtheemperor of icecream.” They
sarted toArgue. Therewasagreat war. Thetwo emperorsfought fiercly. The Emperor of icecreamwon. The
emperor smiled and said, The only emperor istheemperor of icecream

Poetry School

Grace

Some peoplethink school isamess,

With science, spelling and math.

Socid studies, reading, geography,

music, some English, and maps.

Teacher after teacher after teacher

after teacher comesin day

After day; day after day, units

of unitsof unitsof thingstodo

inal kindsof ways. You get Homework
today and homework tomorrow — you get
homework every day! Now don’'t you think

I’m complaining, theseare complaints



somepeoplemake! But | like
schoal, it'sscintilate. I1t'sharsh,
it smiserable, it'sfun.” Now I'm
not complaining I might bethe

only oneunder thesun!

Thechinadolls

Pamela Reed

Thechinadollssit onthedresser

day and night.

Standing very till and looking very bright.
Onetimeduring thenight they had avery fussing fight.
Thenext morning they weregone,

but | still saw piecestornandtorn.

If we could be changed into anything wewanted:

A collection of classresponses

Barbara

When | wasababy | wastransformed from ababy to achild, from achild to awoman.

Thepersonthat isexactly likemeisme, myself and I. Andif | must say so myself sheisavery nicegirl
indeed.

Neomia

(I think) before | becamewhat | am now | wasan ugly witch. | would treat people meanly. | would burn

downtheir houses, kidnap their children and starvethem to death. | would never |et them buy anew ouitfit or

anew pair of pants.

Thenoneday | got tired of treating people so meanly. | findly went toamagician. | told himmy troublesand

he studied them over for aminute or so and then he said * Would you like meto transform you into something

you' dredly liketo be.

| thought it over for afew minutesthan| said‘ Yes - Sothevery next day hetransformed meinto an eleven

year old girl and fromthisday until march 13th I’ll bean elevenyear old girl.

Grace

Thethingthat | wastransformed



fromit’spainfor youto know;

| wastransformed froman

evil monkey, unitsof decadesago.
You seel used toroam

around being meanto bad;

| used to roam around and make
happy people sad.

Now that you’ ve heard my
transformation, It’snot easy to know
I’'mthesame,

I’mnot an evil * monkey’

just evil just thesame.

Maurice

| wastransformed from apoor littleinfant into anice boy, and as| grew | wastransformed into amagnificent
extraordinary deceiving nuisanceto theworld. Now I’'m still the same old nuisance| ever was.

Oneday, when | found theman that changed meinto anuisance, ‘ pow’ right inthekisser, and then, hemight
just turn me back into my magnificent self, that isif he ever recoversfromtheblow | gavehim.

Dianne

| wastransformed from ababy to achild fromachildto aschoolgirl. If | could bechanged again| rather be
afairy. Soif | do good deeds or anything that’snice. Andif | don’t want any body to know | could pop outer
gght.

| wish
Ralph

[ wishl was£ of aninchtall. Insdemy apartment therewoul d be atiny, tiny micropolis. Therel would have
asmdl buildingslikeared city. | would havesmall carsfor myself, horsesand school setsetc. My housewould
have smdll televisionsby the dozens. WWhen amoviecomes|’ d have my own theatre. Whenit'stimefor school
I’ll send arobotinmy place. I’ [l givehim agood smart brain so that he' Il know everything. Then I’ Il dwaysget
ahundred!
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Our work wasinterrupted in February by what should have been asignificant and joyous event — anew
school P.S.— opened and we moved into the new building.

The new school wasbuilt to replace P.S.—; after years of agi-tation and aggravation, after innumerable
construction delaysand fal se openings, thekids could finally move out of what they called the bean school (a
referenceto the hastily warmed and unimaginatively conceived lunches of welfare beansand white bread that
areserved in schoolswithout kitchens). A kitchenwasn’t all that 103 lacked. Therewasno gym (wewent to
Mount Morris Park and mingled with the dropouts, the junkies and the winostwo daysaweek for physical
education), no auditorium, no labs, no adequatetoilet facilities, no het... thereisno usereciting al thebuilding
lacked. Robert Jackson summarizedit perfectly well:

My school

| hatethislittle bean schoal,
Itisso stink and wet;

It can’t afford no plumbing,
That | can bet you yet!

| said the move should have been joyous. Unfortunately even that was denied the children. PS.— had
eighteen hundred pupil swhereasthe new school had been built according to the Board of Education’snotion
of theideal sizefor an urban school — twelve hundred pupils. Six hundred children had to beleft behind inthe
old building. The children could not be happy for their brothersand sisterswho wereleft behindinthe old
schooal. Itisonly now asl’ mwriting thisbook, over four yearslater, that PS— had finally been closed— four
yearsand how many child-ren going to school demordized, confused, sharing acondemned half-empty building
withwhomever wandered in from the streetsin search of aroof.

It was more pleasant in the new school. The classroom was more spacious, there were seatsfor everyone
and blackboards. But essentially wetransferred thework wewere doing in an oldimpossible placeto anew
morecomfortableone. Thebuilding wasnew; theschool wasn't. Therewereno new teachers, no new equipment
inthe school. Within afew weeksthe chaosand disorder of the old school wasreconstituted in the new one.
Theadminigiration disgppeared into new nooksand crannies, chil-drenroamed the hall steacherless, disciplind ess
— essentially schoolless. And there was a problem that we didn’t have before. Up to that time all of the
children had shared the same mi serabl e school environment. Now thethird and fourth grades were aban-
donedtoit. Windowsin the new school were broken; in many other subtle and not so subtlewaystheyounger
children ex-pressed their anger, despair and fedingsof regjection. Theolder childrenin the new school had their
joy tainted with guilt. Thechildrenin my classasked meto do something about the prob-lem, to changethings,
speak totheprincipd. | could only laugh sadly and confessmy impotence. Thesystem, | hadtotell them, it was
thesystem of which | wasan insignificant and powerlesspart that had to be changed. My choicewasto remain
withinthe system and work with the children, or leave and try to changeit from without. | stayed, though now
| am convinced that that system, which masquerades as educational but in Harlem pro-ducesno education
except in bitterness, rejection and failure, can only be changed from without.

| reserved theweekly spelling and vocabulary testsfor one o’ clock on Friday. They wereusually over by
two and so wasthe school week. Wewereall weary; therewasno point intrying toteachwhen | didn’t care
toandthechildrendidn’t caretolearn. | remembered my elementary schoolteacherswho held ustightly under
their control until one second after three Friday afternoon asif adight letup at theend of theweek would sweep
away their authority atogether. | couldn’t do that. From two to three on Friday the children wandered about



theroom gossiping, listen-ing to music, playing games, cleaning up for theweekend. | packed my briefcase or
chatted with afew children.

Ononeof these Fridayssevera girlsweresitting by thewindow looking downinto the street and sounding
on peoplepassing by.

‘L ook at that nappy old thing. Who does shethink sheis?
‘It rainsevery timesheleavesher house.’

Thenthey noticed Judy sittingin my car, waiting for the school day to end. Grace and Carol recognized her
and came screaming uptome.

‘Mr Kohl, Mr Kohl, canwe? ‘ Canwego down and get her?

Beforel evenredized what they weretal king about they had bolted out of theroom. Five minutes|ater they
returned with Judy. The boyspaid no attentionto her, but the girls crowded around and showed her their work
or told stories— about some pretty teacher she ought to worry about or aday | lost control,

Marie and Grace became particularly attached to Judy and let meknow how good they felt shewasfor me.
Marie prodded me, pushed me. Shebelieved in marriagethough her parentswere not together and her sisters
had had unhappy experiences. Shewas quiet and somewhat withdrawn in class. Her junkie poem and several
other little pieces shewrote showed how compassionate shewas, but her manner hidit only outside, in Mount
MorrisPark, would she occasionally open up. Therest of the classwoul d be scattered about playing basketball,
jumping ropeor just running. Shewould come up to meand speak serioudly of her life, her fear of leaving her
apartment even towalk to school, her hatred of filth and need for privacy. She often spoke with thewisdom
and resignation of an old woman who has seen too much misery during her life. Then shewouldturnsilly and
beachild again. When | decided to get married, it wasMariel told first. She put her arm around me.

‘Mr Kohl, it'sgood for you and for us.’
I had been nervous and anxious but something in her tone made me accept her words.

It wasquite natural that amonth later Marie concelved and planned asurprise wedding party for Judy and
me. Word of our engagement had spread through the class, but the children were shy and mistrustful about it.
I’mnot surethey believed | would go through withit.

Thewedding was scheduled for Friday afternoon, 22 March. | went to school that morning and Judy and
her parentswere going to pick me up at noon. The children had goneto the assistant principal the day before
and persuaded him to have me out of theroom at ten o’ clock. Their parents made cakes and cookies. The
boys somehow hustled up enough money to buy soda, candy, potato chips— alavish banquet asthe children
con-ceivedit.

| returned my classroom wastransformed. Scrawled acrossthe blackboard was* Yeah for Mr Kohl and
MissJdudy”. Streamershung from thelightsand thetabl eswere pushed together. Onthemiddle of thetablewas
awedding cake. | entered and was greeted by awkward silence. | became self-con-scious and blushed,
blurted out athank you, and tried to escapeto the hall. Alvin and Sam blocked the way. Marie brought mea
piece of cake and mercifully someoneturned on the phono-graph.

Judy arrived at eleven thirty and the children rushed down to the car to greet her. Only Alvin stayed behind
with me. | packed my briefcase quickly and started to leave.

“You' recoming back Monday, aren’'t you?



| looked a him. Hewasgenuinely scared, not that hewould be hit ashefeared thefirst day wemet, but now
that he and the classwoul d be abandoned.

On Monday many of the children arrived earlier than usual and waited for me at the front door. Alvin
explained that they just wanted to be surethat | was coming back.

Oncethey were settled in the new school the children took up their writing again. Soniaand Anastasia, the
quietest girlsinthe class, asked mefor binders. Anastasiawas ol der than the other children and more serious.
She had arrived from Panama during September and was put into the sixth grade instead of high school
because she spokeno English. Thisdidn’'t anger her; on the contrary, she set out to master thelanguage and by
March could read and write English dmost aswell astherest of the children. Shelistenedintently in class, did
every assgnment, was never absent but never spoke. The other children respected her but shewastoo old and
too remotefor them. Only Soniabecame her friend, and they worked quietly together in the back of theroom.

Soniawas shy and withdrawnin school but quite explosive after three o’ clock. The children talked of her
fightsand wrath, but | never saw any of it inthe classroom. Her mother visited the classone day and shelooked
younger than her daughter to me. When | told her that shelaughed; she had five other children. Then shetold
me about Barbados where she had come from and the books she used to read and love. She liked the
classroom, had read Mary Jane when Soniatook it home, but wondered why we didn’t have any of the
Bobbsey Twinsand Nancy Drew books. | would have laughed snobbishly only shewas so serious. Thebooks
had meant something to her and perhaps could be meaningful to some of the children. | promised to get the
seriesfor the classand presented some of the booksthe next week

At first Soniaand Anastasiadevoured the books, but after closeto adozen they tired of eternal successand
partial danger. They started writing themselves and produced their own girls’ books under the general series
title of Girls Mystery Anastas, wrote The Mysterious Bo Soniawrote of the Solen Ring and Don't Treat Me
Likea Child. Dont Treat Me Like a Child isthe one Sonialet me have.

Don’t Treat MeLikea Child
Sonia
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1. Londiness

Oneday thisgirl named Gwendolyn said to her mother * Mother am solonely | don’t have on oneto play
with.” *Go out sideand play with Karen.” ‘| went over to her house earlier, but she said she couldn’t come out
because shehad tomind her littlesster. Every girl inthisblock hasalittle s ster but me, Mom could you get me
asster? ‘| havetotak it over with your father first andit wouldn’t be easy.’



Two days|later Gwen cameto her father and said, * Daddy could you play thisgamewith me? ‘ Not now
Gwenambusy.’ ‘Butjustthisonegame.” ‘AM BUSY.” ‘Mommy could you play thisgamewith me? ‘ Not now
honey am cooking' . Gwen went out shetold her mother shewasgoing to Beth M oon’shouse on her way there
sheseen Barbieand Marieriding their bicyclesand shesaid, ‘| wish | had asister of my ownto play with,’
when shewas on Karen'sblock she seen Beverly and Dorothy who weretwins.

Sheknocked on Karen’sdoor. Karen invited Gwen in and then Karen said, * Gwen come see my baby
sster.” * Oh she'sbeautiful, what’sher name? ‘ Her name' sAudrey, my mother named her after my aunt.” My
mother said, she'll try to get asister for me, but it seemslikel will never haveasister.” ‘Well anglad | havea
sister.” ‘1 haveto go now | told my mother I’ll be back at 3:00 and its 3:30, bye.” CRASH ‘ Gwen what
happened? | fell over thiswooden box, well byeagain.” * Gwen did you and Karen haveafight? ‘Nomoml|
fell over awooden box.” * Go upstairsand clean yourself up, you an mess and when you come down your
father and | will liketotalk toyou.” when Gwendolyn came downstairs she sat in her favouriterocking chair
and her parentsdid thesame, her father said, * Honey weknow how much youwant asister, but it’ |l taketime.’

‘Do you understand what your father means? * Yesmom’ wewill try to get you asister intwo weeksor
maybe amonth, that isall wewanted to talk to you about. You can go play now! ‘Momwhy doit takesolong
toget measister, al thegirlsaround herehaveasister?Mom can’t | find asister myself.” *No you' retoo
young, now go play.” *Withwhom | don’t even haveadog? Then Gwendolynranupstairscrying. ‘Wehaveto
do something about that child. I’m going downtothe orphanage.” ‘ Do you remember that little girl we saw at
theorphanageyesterday, she'sso sweet.” ‘Which onedoyoumeanAlice? That littlegirl that wasgiving usthe
candy.” ‘Ohyesshe'll bejust right for Gwen.” * She' | becoming out of that orphanageintwo days.” Thenwhy
didyoutell Gwenit would takeamonth.” | wanted to surprise her, lets not say another word, she might hear
us.” ‘I haveto say more, supposethey don’t get dlong.” * Oh Anthony you could say thesilliest things.” * OK,
don'tsay | didn’twarnyou’ * Anthony Gwen wanted asister for years, they’ Il beok.” Ding Dong

Honey would you answer thedoor? ‘It'sfor you dear, it sMrsHall fromthe orphanage.” * Send her rightin,
I’ll beoutinasecond.” Theorphanagelady said, ‘HelloMrsGreen, I'mMrsHall.” * Glad to meet you thisismy
husband Anthony.” * Would you have aseat.” Thank you, you could pick up Gladysintwo days, of courseyou
could change her name. Wewill be expecting you Wednesday at ten, good-bye.” * Did you hear that Anthony,
I’ll name her, let me seewhat’sagood namefor her, let me see. Anthony help methink. I haveto find aname
to put on the paper.’

| haveaname.” ‘What? ‘Sally’ *No’ * Carol’ ‘ Itsgood but no’ * How about Vanessa' * Yesthat’sagood
name. I’ll call her Vanessaand we can call her Van.” *Mommy who are you going to name Vanessaand call
Van? ‘Nobody afriend of mineisinthe hospital, and she doesn’t know what to name her baby. So your father
and | think Vanessaisagood name.” ‘| wish | had asister named Vanessa.” ‘ Maybeyou will, don’t give up
hope. Gwenitseight start getting ready for bed.” * Good night Mom, night Dad.” * Night Gwen.” ‘ Night Honey.’

That night the house was quiet, about four Gwen started screaming, her mother and father ranin theroom.
They asked her what wasthe matter and thiswhat shesaid.

2Trouble

‘| dreamed | had asister and she started trouble,
and one day when we grew up she stuck aknifein my stomach andin my back.’ * Go back to sleep now.” At
eight everybody woke up then Gwen’s mother said, Tomorrow when | haveto pick up that child from the
orphanage. Gwen isten and Vanessaisten, they’ |l get a ong together.” * What are we having for breakfast
dear? Pancakes, egg, bacon and other things.” ‘I wonder when Gwen’scoming downto eat.” * Oh here she
comesnow.” ‘ Gwen | told you to put on that orange dress, not thispink one.” ‘1’ m not putting on the orange



one because | want to put on the orange one tomorrow, to go with you and Dad.” * We' re going to see that
friendinthehospital.” *Well can’t you takeme? ‘Noits private and stop asking so many questions.’

‘Amsorry Dad.” ‘May | ask onemorequestion? ‘Why yes ‘What'sthisfriendsname? ‘MrsMason she
isafriend of Karen’'smother.” *Oh I’m going in the park with Karen, and Beth, I’ ll beback in alittlewhile.’
When Karen, Beth and Gwen werein the park Gwen asked Karen, ‘ Karen does you mother know alady
named MrsMason? ‘| don’t know, I’ll haveto ask my mother first.” * Karen, Gwen | havethree swings.’
‘Let’'sgo’ Beth, Karen and Gwen had ice cream, they played inthe sand, and played alot of games. Then all
of thegirlswent home. When Karen got homeshe said, * Hello mommy, do you havealady friend by the name
of Mason.” *No wejust moved hereamonth ago, | hardly know anybody.” ‘ Thatsall | wanted to know.’

Right away Karen called Gwendolyn and said, ‘ My mother said, shedoesn’ t know anyone by the name of
Mason.” ‘ My mother told me shewasafriend of your mother’s.” * Maybe shewashiding from you, and don’'t
tell her I toldyou.” ‘ ok bye.” * Gwen who wereyoutakingtosolong? “Karen.” * Start getting ready for bed, it's
past your bedtime.” ‘ Night Everybody.’ Back at Karen'shouse, Karen’'smother said, ‘ Whowereyoutaking
to onthe phone?Don’'t you know you run up the phonebill.” * Am sorry,”  Sorry nothing, get to bed.” The next
morning when Gwen and her parentswokeup shesaid, ‘ Could | gowithyoutoday.’ * No, for thelast time, no.’
‘If you stay homewe Il bring you back asurprise.” ‘ okay’ “When Gwen’s parentswent out she called Karen
andsad, ‘ I1t'ssix and my mother and father aren’t home, | think they aregettingmeasister.” ‘| haveto hang up
my mother iscoming, and | can’t usethe phonefor aweek, bye.” ‘| wonder when Mom and Dad arecoming
home.” Then Gwen heard aknock on the door, sheanswered it and saw her father, her mother and agirl her
size. Her mother said, ‘ Gwen thisisVanessa Green sheisyour new sister.” ‘ Hello Vanessa.” * Hello Gwen.’
‘My real nameis Gwendolyn., but people call me Gwen, | could call youVan.” *You girlshavealot totalk
about so start getting ready for bed, and you’ Il talk tomorrow.” * When Vanessawasin bed Gwen’s mother
caled her inthekitchen and said, ‘ Gwen, Vanessawasin an orphanage, | want you totreet her likeared sister.
Now you cangotobed.” ‘Night Mom.” Before Gwen went to bed she put her favourite Doll in Van'sbed, so
Van could haveadoll of her own.

Gwensmother saidto Anthony, ‘| think they’ Il get along just fine, you' |l see.” ‘| think so but notinaway.’
“What doyoumean? ‘I’ ll tell you tomorrow, I’m deepy, night’ The next morning when Gwen woke up she
saw thedoll shegave Van on thefloor with the head off. Gwen started becauseif she knew it shewould have
kept it. Van was downstairs eating her breakfast, When Gwen went downstairs she said, * Good morning,
everybody.” Gwen's parentswere outside on the porch and the two girlswerea oneso Gwen said, ‘Whenis
your birthday? * My birthday is19 November, 1953.” My birthday istomorrow, I'mgoingtolet al my friends
seeyou.” Whereareyou going to get afork?Sit down 1’1l get it for you.” * Could | dothedishes? ‘Nol’ll do
them, you sit down. Then Gwen’smother called Gwenand said, ‘I’ ve been up in your room and | saw your
Cinderdlladoll’shead off.” *Oh | dept onitlast night and it cameoff.” * Areyou sure? “Yesl’msure.” “Well Il
let your father fix it, and what’ stodaysdate? ‘I’ mtaking Van out to al my friends, bye,” When Van and Gwen
went out, Gwenintroduced Van to Karen and to Beth. Gwen told Vantowait for her outside until shewent in
thestore. By thetime Gwen came out of the store Van wasgone. Gwen said, ‘Wheredid that girl go? Then
Gwenranover to Karen'shouse shesaid, ‘ Did you seemy sister Vanessa? ‘ Yes, when | asked her wereshe
wasgoing sheyelledin my faceand said-shewasgoing home.” Vanessawent home and when Gwen’smother
saw Van comeinaoneshesad, ‘Where sGwen? * She_isplayingwith her friends, shetold meto comehome
because| wasn’t wanted.” WHAT, wait until she getshome, you can go to your room,’

When Gwen came home she said, ‘ Mom did Vanessacome home? Why do you ask? ‘ Because after |
introduced Van to three of my friends| went to astore and by thetimel came out shewasgone. Then | went
to Karen'shouse shetold me she seen Van and when she asked Van where shewasgoing sheyelledin her face
and said shewasgoing home. MaMaisVan here? ‘ Yesbut Van told meyoutold her to go home because she



wasn't wanted.” That’snot true, do you believe her story? * Yesand your Father doestoo.” ‘ Mother I’ m going
over to Karen's” When Gwen reached Karen’s house she told Karen, ‘ My Mother and Father believed
everything Van said they don’'t believe me any more. Vanisawaystelling fibson me, and my Mom and Dad
beieveit. If | don’ttalk to her she'll tell Mom and Momwill yell at me. That’sabad sister you have Vanreal
bad.” Gwen went home and went right to her Father and said,  Daddy do you believeVan'sstories? “Noll
think she' sabad sister but we have her and it wouldn’t be niceto take her back to the orphanage.” ‘| wish |
wasin an orphanagefor theway Momand Vantreat me.’ ‘Don’ talk likethat tonight at dinner tableand have
atalk withyour Mother and Vanessa’ When everybody was seated at the dinner table Gwen'sfather said, ‘|
heard alot of complaintsfrom Gwenisthistrue Vanessa? ‘ Nothey arenot true * Anthony how could you talk
to her likethat.” Gwendolyniaistelling thetruth. I’m going upstairs said Van. Why areyou running away are
you afraid to hear thetruth? * Gwen stopthat’  Aliceleave her d oneever since Vanessacamein hereyou seem
likeyou don’'t carefor Gwen.” You better show alittlemorelikenessfor Gwenor I’mgoing to court.” * Alright
Tony, don’t raiseyour voice.” “Now you go to Gwen and Van and you talk to them, Gwen isgoing to make
eleventomorrow and you treat her like shewasyour baby. She'sgrowing up you haveto treat her better now.
Go andtak tothem I’ mright behind you.” Gwen’sfather and mother camein theroom then Gwen’smother
said, ‘ Vanessayou shouldn’'t tell storieson Gwenitsnot nice.” ‘I’'msorry, | didn’t meanto.” ‘ It'sGwen'’s
birthday tomorrow, she’'smaking eleven and | want you to be niceto her because shedid alot for you, Gwen
alwayswanted asister and | got her one, sheisniceto you sowill you pleasebeniceto her.” ‘What timeisit
Alice? ‘It'sseven.’ ‘Where'sGwen? * Shewent to the store seven blocks away.’ You should have sent Van
with her.” * Here shecomes now.’

Thanks Gwen, Start getting ready for bed so you can go to church tomorrow.” * Okay good night.” The next
morning Gwen's parentswere getting everything for the party, in the afternoon Gwen and Vanessawent to
church. They werejust coming homewhen Gwen said, * Mother Van behaved good at Sunday Schooal., sheis
inmy class.” That'snice, didyouinviteall your friends? ‘ Yesmom.’ Later in the afternoon, about three, Van
and Gwen were upstairsdressing for the party then Gwen said, ‘ Hereismy best party dress, you could have
itif youwant.” If youwanted my party dresswhy didn’t you say so, hereyou can haveit.” ‘1 didn’t want your
party dress, | asked if youwanted mine.” *Well letsgo downstairs, my friendswill be here any minute now.’
‘Gwen answer thedoor please.” * Ok’ * Hello Gwen and Happy Birthday, hereisapresent for you.” Whereis
your sister Beverly? ‘ She'scoming.” DING DONG

‘Hello Karen.” ‘Hello Gwen, here'sapresent.’ ‘ Thank you.” DING DONG ‘Hello Marie, hi Dorothy, hi
Barbie.” ‘Happy Birthday Gwen.” *Happy Birthday Gwen.” * Happy Birthday Gwen,” Thedoor rang fourteen
moretimes, thelast timeit was Beth Moon. At the party they played recordsthen everybody had achanceto
talk. Then Beth Moon with her fast mouth said,  How come you are wearing Gwendolyn’sdress, don’t you
haveany clothing of your own? ‘BETH’ *Whenyou camefrom the orphanage did you haveanything towear?
‘Beth Moon shut up. ‘I’msorry.” Then Vanessasaid to Gwen, ‘| bet youtold al your friendsabout my clothing
andthat | camefrom an orphanage.’

“Vanessa ‘Wl | did comefrom an orphanage and asfor you Gwendolyn Green, | hateyou.” ‘ Van where
areyougoing? ‘1 wishtogo upstairsnow.” * It'sall you fault Beth, you should have kept your mouth shut.’

‘I'm sorry’ said Beth. The party wasover at 7:00 everybody went home, then Gwen’sMother said, * Gwen
what happened? Beth Moon said  how come sheisworrying my dear that Vanessawent mad? ‘ You better go
upstairsand cheer her up’ * Okay Mom’

“Van | am sorry for what happened.” That’sokay | wassilly to act up | should have slapped her instead.’
“Vanessal am sorry for what happened really | am | am getting ready for bed and do you want to share my
perfume? ‘Nonono I’ ll buy my own.” ‘ Haveit your ownway, why areyou acting so smart? ‘ Mind your own
business



3Jedlous

Fiveyears passed and Vanessa and Gwen were sixteen years old. One day Gwen came homeand said,
‘Moml| likeaboy in my classnamed Tom Johnson and heliked meuntil | told Van.” ‘*Van| am glad you came
down | have somethingtotell you' ‘| heard what you told Mother but Tom Johnson likesmewe met yesterday.
That’snot true because he's coming to takemeto amovielater.” ‘ He' staking meto the movie not you he
doesn't likeyou just becauseyou have blue eyes, blonde hair, red lipsyou want dl the boysin the school to go
after you' ‘ Get out of my way Van | am getting dressed so when Tom comeshe || takemeout. | found someone
tolikemeyou got jeal ousand tried to take him away fromme, but littles ster | am getting dressed sowhen Tom
comeshe' |l takemeout.” The door-bell rang and Gwen went to answer it was Tom. ThenVan called out “ 1l
beright downTom.” ‘I thought you camefor me' said Gwen. ‘ Good-bye Gwen dear’ Tomorrow I’ll takeyou
out Gwen,” said Tom. * Never mind Tom Johnson.” Then Van said before shewaked out, ' Don’t mind her she's
just Jealous,’” ‘Mother did you seethat? That’swhat | had to go through dear it’ || work out somehow.” “Not
with Vanessa around.’” * Gwen why don’'t you and | go to the beach tomorrow and Van and Tom go out
together, ‘ okay that’saniceidea When Vanessa came home Gwen was sleeping, then Van camein her
Mother’sroom and said, ‘ Mother Tom'’ staking meto the beach tomorrow.” That’s nicewhich beach?Theone
two blocksaway from here, | wishit wasfarther.” That’'stheone Gwenand | aregoingto.” That’snice’ Well
I”’ m going to deep. Thenext morning Tom cameto pick up Vanessalater on Gwen and her Mother went. When
Gwen got there she saw Tom and VVan. Tom kept on looking straight at her. When Van went to the store, Tom
came over to Gwen and said. How about aswim Gwen?‘ Do you think Van well be mad? ‘No comeon.’
‘ okay Van cameback and she saw Gwen and Tominthewater and she shouted at Tom*Comeonout’ ‘I’ [l be
out inasecond! said Tom. When Gwen cameout of thewater shewent where her Mother was sitting. Then
shesaidthey’ regoing home.” The next few daysVan got sick. Tom wastaking Gwen out. Thefirst night when
Gwentold Tomthat Vanwassick hesaid‘ Good' ‘| thought you liked her’ “No she' stoo selfish’ * Shh suppose
shehearsyou.’ ‘| wishshedid, I’'mwilling to takeyou out if youwant.” * Stay right hereuntil | get my coat.” ‘|
bought abox of candy.” For meoh Thank-you.” Tom and Gwenwerein arestaurant then Tomsaid, ‘| redlly
don’'tlikeyour sister | likeyou, Van said you treat her likeachild Shethinks| gofor her, but | don’t sorry to
say. ‘| likeyou too Tom.” When they camehomeat 10:00, Van wasin achair downstairs. Shesaid, ‘| heard
what Tomsaidtoyou.’ * So sorry Van— “You' realwayssorry aren't you' ‘It wasn't my fault if hedidn’tlike
you Good-night.” ‘What hashedoneto me’ ‘Don’t cry Darling, You'll find someone else. Oneday Van and
Gwen had an argument about Tom, Van said, * Assoon asl wassick you stolehimfromme.” ‘Hedidn'tlike
you." ‘I don't believeyou,” * You don't haveto, well Tomismine, al mineand thereisnothing you can do about
it

4Don'ttreat melikeachild

I’1l find another boy for you.”* GWEN WOULD Y OU STOPTREATING ME LIKEA CHILD *Am sorry
Van.” * Sorry, sorry, sorry, amtired of your soriness." * Goodnight, Van.” * Van, Van, Van, she even hasthe
manner to say goodnight.” VVan got up the next morning and found her breakfast onthetable, shethrew it onthe
floor and said, * Am not achild any more| could-fix my own breakfast.” Then mother came out and said,
“What' sthe meaning of throwing thisbreakfast onthefloor.” * Gwenmadeit, * Correction| madeit.” *Well you
can’'tblameme.” * Gwen get thestick’

‘Hereitis’

WAP, WAP, WAP



‘oops, ouch.” *Now don’t comedown until | call you.” When Gwen went upstairsto Van, Vansaid, ‘1I'm
sorry for dl thetroublel caused you, | redly am.’ Thisisthefirst timeinyour lifeyou soundrea sorry, itdon’t
seemlikewe ressters, it seemslikewe restrangers.” * Amrunning away.” ‘ Youcan't dothat.” * Ohyes| can.’

“You' regoingto st downlikeagood girl, remember am older thanyou.” * Gwen stop tregting melikeachild
for heavenssake.’

‘VanessaGreen | were doing everything for you sinceyou moved inthishouse. If it wasn't for me, you
would have still bein the orphanage or working, you have to respect me and everybody else around you,
remember that.’

SLAM Gwenran out inthe garden and bumbped into father, hesaid, * Hi, pet where'sVan.” * Mother has
her punished.” * Why, what shedone.” * M other fixed her breakfast, since shegot up late. Then shetook al the
food that mother fixed and threw it onthefloor.” * What' Then she had the nerveto say that shethought | fixed
it.” *Ohl getit, shedeservesapunishment for achange’ * Shetold meshewasrunning away, if it wasn't for me
shewould have beenworking now’ ‘| want to haveatalk with her.” * She'supstairs While Gwen’sfather was
speaking to Van, Gwenwent to help her mother inthekitchen. Gwen said, * Dad’ supgtairstalking to Van' * Van
sayssheisrunning away’ ‘ She'll need money’ * Ohyou know Van, she'll stedl it’ * If sheran away and stole
money, they’ |l put her inahomefor girls.” If shewereeighteen, she'll goto prison’ ‘ Here comesyour father,
and hehasasmileonhisface ‘ Dad, why areyou smiling, did Van sweet-talk you.” * Shesaid, shehad asterling
headache, and she sendsher to bed likethat’ * Gwen get methestick, if sheisgoingto start tellinglieson mel
haveto straighten her up’, said M other. Mother went upstairsand whi pped Van sixteen timesright on her buit,
and then mother put downthestick and said, ‘ you' reagreat liar’ Mother gave Van sixteen dapson her mouth
and said, ‘ seeif you can use your mouth now. Make one moretroubleand I’ m putting you away inagirls
home, remember that’ Assoon asVan'smother left theroom, Van started to pack. Assoon aseverybody went
to deep, Van stole some of Gwen’smoney, and crept out the window.

When shewas outside shewent to get abus. Shedidn’t know whereto go. The next morning shefound
herself besidestheAtlantic Ocean. When Gwen woke up and found out Vanessawas gone shelooked inthe
drawer, Van'sclothing was gone. Her money was gonetoo, she shouted, ‘Mom, Dad, comequick.” ‘What's
wrong pet? — Van'sgone.’ ‘ Alicecome quick, Vanessaisgone. Call the police, shetook Gwen’smoney.’
The next day they found Van. Shewasin aterrible condition. Shewasin the hospital for aweek. When she
cameout shewasanicegirl, shetreated Gwen and her parentsnice. Thiswent onfor along timeuntil Gwen
and Vanessamarried. They had anicefamily and they lived happily ever after.

TheEnd

ItwasinApril, after their moveto the new school, that | talked to the classabout my limitationswithinthe
educationa system. Beforethat, however, | found mysdlf telling them about the demandsthat the system made
upon them. Therewere com-pul sory achievement and, at that time, 1 Q, testsgiven halfway through theyear,
and it was on theresults of those teststhat the children’s placement in junior high school would be based.
Nothing elsereally counted; classeswereformed on the basis of reading gradesand my pupilshad to do well
It wasamatter of their wholefuturesinceinjunior high school dl but thosefew studentsput inthe‘top’ classes
(three out of fourteen on each grade) were considered ‘ not college material’ and treated with the scorn that
they meritedinther teachers eyes.



Theeasiest way to bring thisup in classwasto tell the children exactly wherethey stood. | braced mysdlf,
and defying al pre-cedent aswell asmy own misgivings, | performed the un-forgivable act of showingthe
children what their reading and 1Q scoreswere according to therecord cards. | also taught alesson onthe
definition of 1Q and of achievement scores. The childrenwere angry and shocked; no one had ever comeright
out and told them they werefailing. It wasaways put so nicely and evasively that the children never knew
wherethey stood. After seeing the 1Q scores— only two of which were above 100, the mgority beinginthe
80 to 90 range— and the reading scores, which with few exceptionswere below grade level, the children
werefurious. | asked them what they wanted to do about it, and sadly they threw back at me:

‘Mr Kohl, what can we do about it?

And| told them. Only | didn’t say read more, or takeremedia lessons, or spend another year in school, and
youwill bebetter off. | told themwhat middle-classteachersusudly tell their pupils, what | heard mysalf while
inpublic school inNew York City, and what teachersin Harlem are usually too honest and scrupulousto tell
their pupils. | saidif youlisten | will teach you how to take testsand how to get around them.

Thisscrupul osity of Harlem teachers and administratorswith respect to testsisacurious psychological
phenomenon, com-pletely at variancewith theirrespongbility they display indl other educationd and disciplinary
matters. Yet | think itisall too easily explicable. They fed their ownfailureswiththechil-drenarevindicated if
an objectivetest, objectively administrated, showsthechildtobeafailure.

Therewereno sampletestsavailable, to prepare the children beforehand. The assistant principal told me
that if old testswere made avail ablethe children would have an unfair advantage over other children. | reminded
him that keeping files of old testswasfrequently standard procedure at middle-class schools, and that PS 6, a
predominantly white school located | essthan amile down Madison Avenue, even gave after-school voluntary
classesintest preparation. He shrugged and told methat arulewasarule. So | went to friendswho taught in
white schoolsand got copies of the old tests and sample questionsthat they used and went ahead with my
plans. No one checked on what | wasdoing, and no onereally cared aslong asmy classwasn'’t disruptive.

Thefirst thing | had to do wasfamiliarize the children with test instructions. | spent several weekson
practising following directionsasthey areworded on the standard tests. The classasked mewhy such practice
wasnecessary, and | explained that with al thefinewriting they could produce, with al thewordsof praiseand
recommendation | could write, they would go no-wherein junior high school unlessthose grades on paper
wereup to the standardsthe Board of Education set. Thekidsdidn't likethat idea, | don’t likeit; but we had
to get tough and facethefact that likeit or not they had to dowell. When | put it that way they werewilling to

try.

After going through thereading of directions, | broke down thetypesof questionsthat were asked onthe
variousreading testsand tried to explain something of the psychology of the peoplewho created thetest. |
frequently found that some of the children were deliberatel y choosing wrong answers becausethey had clever
explanationsfor their choices. They had to be convinced that the peoplewho created objectivetestsbelieved
asan articleof faith that all the questionsthey made up had one and only one correct answer. Over and over,
itisstriking how rigid teacherstend to be and how difficult it isfor children who haven't been cluedinonthis
rigidity to figure out what the teacher expectsintheway of suppression of origina and clever responses. The
children agreed to bedull for the sake of their future.

After these exerciseswe smulated testing Situations, and the children gradual ly |earned to cease dreading
and avoiding thetesting situation. Their anxiety decreased to amanagesblelevel, and thereforethey wereable
to apply thingsthey had discoveredin their own thinking, reading and writing to Stuationsthat aroseinthetest.



Unfortunately | had no say in determining when thetestsweregiven. Both thereading and 1Q testshad to be
given before February for administrative reasons, and so the full benefit of theyear’ swork did not show in
thosetests. ThelQ test wascloseto adisaster. True, there were about ten children who came up over 100 and
one— Grace— who scored 135, but the children were not yet ableto copewith thetest and didn’t show
themsalvesaswell asthey could. Withthereading test it wasdifferent. The childrenwereamost ready andin
afew short months performed the seemingly impossibletask of jumping from oneto threeyearsin reading.
Therewereafew children onfifth-gradeleve, about twelve on sixth-gradelevel, another twelve on seventh-
gradelevd, and eight who ranged fromthe eighth to thetwel fth grades. | couldn’t believeit mysdf. When| told
theresultsto the chil-dren, they for once showed their pridein themsel vesun-ashamedly.

Thechildrenlearned that they could do unpleasant but necessary work; they aso knew that thetest preparation
was not all there wasto education, that the substance of their work, the novelsand stories, the poemsand
projectsthey created, werethe essential thing no matter how the external world choseto judgethem. They
were proud of their work and themselves. | felt thrilled and privileged to teach them and witnessthem create.
| offered what | could to them; they offered muchinreturn. | am grateful that over the course of theyear | could
ceaseto be afraid and therefore respond to what the children had to teach me of myself, of themselvesand the
worldthey lived in and which we shared ashuman beings.

Not dl of the children madeit through theyear; two moved, and one, John, wastoo much for meto control.
Hewastough and shook my confidence. It would take meanother year beforel could reach childrenlikehim.
We never fought, hedidn’t dis-rupt the class; hejust disappeared into the hallsand then the streets. | haveto
admit that | made avery feeble and false effort to stop him; therest of the class occupied me. Thenext year |
had a class of Johns, and seeing how easily they responded to adult confidence and trust, | have always
regretted my lack of effort with John. Yet | haveto admit that | did not have the necessary confidenceasa
teacher and asahuman being theyear | taught thethirty-six children. It took thethirty-six childrento giveme
that.

Theyear did not cometo aconclusion. It ended asall school years must. Michael was beginning histhird
novel, Samwas starting hisfirdt. It wasthe end of June; commencement camewith itsabsurd pomp, and then
afarewell party. The children had to move acrossthe street to junior high school and to more chaotic and
difficultworld.

PART TWO

A DREAM DEFFERED
What happensto adream deferred?
Doesitdry up
likearasininthesun?
Or fester likeasore—
Andthenrun?
Doesit stink likerotten meat?
Or crust and sugar over —

likearasininthesun?



Maybeit just sagslikeaheavy load.
Or doesit explode?
LangstonHughes

Harlem

Thefollowing September meant meeting new children, concentrating my energy and feelingsonthemand
letting go of my preoccupation with thethirty-six children. It was sad yet exciting, beginning again with an
empty classroom. | waited nervoudy for the children, refusing to think of my first words. At nine o’ clock they
cameinquietly and hesitantly, |ooking meover. They werenervoustoo. | |looked a my new classand told them
how strangeit felt to bein school again, starting another year, meeting new people. They agreed. Oneboy said
heamost stayed home. A girl, Alice, said she came because she knew that she' d be having aman teacher. At
that | introduced myself and asked theclassto sitin any seatsthey liked. Everyonelooked at me puzzled. Then
abigboy, Willie, said:

“Youmean | don't haveto sitin the back?

‘No.’

‘Andyou’ re not going to keep me at your desk to watch me?
“Why, should | watchyou?

‘Didn’'t they tell you?

“Nobody told me anything about the class, | didn’t ask. Thisisanew year, everyone starts from the
beginning.

Our first day of school wasnot like my first day with 6-1. | felt free to encounter the children without
preconceptions and ex-plorewith them what was meaningful tolearn. Thechildren didn’t frighten me; there
was no question of control sincel knew | wasin control of myself. Timeand chaosweren’t my enemies—a
bit of disorder, timeto exploreand play were all expected to be part of our year together. | had no trouble
talking tothe class. In asensewe started together and therefore could plungeinto thingsmore quickly thanwas
possiblewith 6-1.

Other teachers had warned me of my new class— it was 6-7, ‘ the bottom’ . | wastold that the children
wereilliterate, indifferent, dangerous. Someone claimed that most of themwouldn’t even show up after thefirst
week. In June some col-leagues, asthe children suspected, offered to point out the ones’ whowould causeme
themost trouble. | declined just as| had declined to look at the children’srecord cardsin September.

Thechildrenlooked older than theonesin 6-1, taller and more self-assured. They spoke about themselves
freely and with great perception. They knew that they werergjectsinthe school, and a so knew that the school
asawholewasareject. Any adult pretence of the opposite would have closed them up altogether.

As soon as everyone was settled | began as directly as possible and asked the class what books they
wanted to read. Naturally they asked for sixth-gradereaders. | told them | felt the booksweretoo hard and
they groaned.

‘“We' renot so dumb, Mr Kohl.



‘| won't do that baby stuff again.’
‘“Mr Kohl, wecan read anything.’

| asked the children how well they thought they read and they became confused, no onehad ever told them.
They only knew that every year they got the same second-and third-grade books, which they knew by heart.
My first lesson becameclear. | took out the classrecord cardsand dumped them on my desk. Then | explained
to the classwhat grade reading scoresmeant, and what the significance of IQ was.

If you arereading up toyour gradelevel, that meansin the sixth grade, you’ re supposed to haveascorein
thesixes; Six point zero, Six point one, and soforth. If you have averageintelligenceyour 1Q should be at | east
one hundred. Let’s seewhat these cards say.’

Therewas suspenseintheroom asl listed thescores. 3-1, 3-4, 2-0,4-2, 3-1... IQsof 70,75,81,78 ... then
ange.

‘Mr Kohl, we' renot that dumb.’

‘It’'sphoney.’

‘No onetaught usthat stuff, no oneever told us.’

But they knew now. After aheated debate | threw my first question back at theclass.
Tell mewhat booksyou want to read.’

The class chosefifth-grade books; onesthey knew would be difficult for themin preferenceto onesthat
wereontheir sup-posed level’. They wereready to fight to read and learn, met my challenge, and kept on
challenging themsalvesand mefor therest of theyear.

Oneday during thefirst week Alice coyly proposed abet.
‘Mr Kohl, | bet | can read anything on your desk no matter what those cards of yourssay.’

Her reading scorewas 3-4. | accepted and shewent through all the books on my desk including apage of
thenovel | wasreading ontheway to school. | was perplexed and delighted.

“How can you do that and still have athree point four reading score?
‘I wouldn’t read for thoseteachers. Listen’

Alicepicked up abook and stumbled through severad paragraphs. She paused, Suttered, committed omissions
and rever-sals, i.e. read on alow third-grade level. Then shelooked at my astonished face and burst out

laughing.

Alicewastoughand angry and brilliant. Shewashyper-sengitiveandincapableof toleratinginsult or prgjudice.
In her previous years in school she had been alternately defiant and withdrawn. She was considered a
‘troublemaker’ by someteachers, ‘ disturbed’ by others. Yet when offered something sub-stantial, aserious
nove, for example, or the opportunity to write honestly, she blossomed. During theyear she becamehungry to
learn and lesshostile. It was sometimes hard to find material to keep up with her voracious appetite.

Juan sat next toAlicein thefront of theroom, quiet and quixotic. When therewasagood deed to be done
Juanwould be certain to volunteer and messthings up. Hewas shy, and according to therecords| showed him
had an1Q of 70 and wasilliterate.



Helistened intensely in classwhen | taught reading; otherwise he seemed to be somewhere else. He never
spokeinclass; yet after the Christmasholiday he cameto meand told methat | had taught him how toread. It
seemed that theideathat wordsweredivided into syllablesexcited him, and so over the Christmasvacation he
divided dl thenamesunder A inthe phone book into syllablesand learned how toread, | wasastonished at his
excite-ment over afact of grammar that seemed dull and matter-of-fact to me. | encouraged Juan towrite, and
for dl hisstrugglewith the English language abeautiful, sad world emerged.

Onecoldrainy day | wasgoing to school and | had to go
1000 milesto get there and therewasn’t no carsand no
busesandtrainso | hadtowalk. | got sokeawet. | till had
500 moremilestogo at last | amost got thereand went | got
therethe school wascloseand | thought for aminuteand
then | remember it wasaholiday and then | droped deid.

It rainstoo much and my flowersvegetable and gardensthey get too muchwater. | got to think of something
fast becauseif it kegpsonlikethismy plantscan’t grow. So oneday | waswalkinginthestreet when | saw this
storesalling rain suppliesso | went in and got somethen | went back homeand | had onethat will just riterain
so| plantedintheground and thenext day | couldn’t believemy eyesall the plantswerejust growing up. So
| live happily ever after.

| just don't liketothink because every timel think | get aheadache because onetime | wasthinking about
theworldfair and | buildamental picturein my mind | wasenjoying myself then| stop thinking. | wasgoing
homewent suddenly | felt somethinginmy mind and | got aheadacheand | was criing because my mind hurt.
Fromthat day on | can’t think.

It happensevery timel goto bed | forget to brush your teeth. Then the second time| forget to brush your
teeth. Thenthe second timel forgot thethird timel forgot too so | had to do something, so oneday | wasvery
sleepy | wasgoing to my bed then suddenly | open my eyesthen | remember and | ran back to bath to and
brush my teeth you didn’t got methistime so | went back to bed and then every singleday | brushmy teethlive
happly ever after.

Not al thechildren were asta ented or imaginative as Juan and Alice, just asnot everyonewasasinspired
asRobert or Alvinin 6-1. Yet many things devel oped in the classroom; much passed between the childrenand
myself. | wasamuch better listener than | had been the previousyear, and consequently it seemed to methat
thechildren talked more— of their familiesand friends, of life onthe streetsand its seductiveways. Theboys
spokeat length and in detail; individual conversationsgrew into group discussionsand debates. | beganto offer
somerelevant psychology and history and so together we redes gned the cur-riculum oncemore— but, that's
another book. It issufficient hereto say that the children wereaive and real for me— during themiddle of the
year it seemed asif 6-7 werethe only class| had ever taught or wanted to teach. Theyear had logic of itsown
asdoesevery school year, every classof children. Onceteachers can forget how aclass could bethey can
discover each year what it must belikewith that specific classat that particular momentinthelr lives.

I noticed many thingsduring that school year that | had previoudy protected myself from. Theinsecurity of
working inanew school with unknown children had passed, | no longer had to struggle with my fear and
insecurity or worry about main-taining order andfilling uptime. | had faithin my work and the children and with
that perspectiveit wasno longer necessary to shut out therest of the school.



| guessevenif | had wanted to, thechildrenin 6-7 wouldn’'t havelet me. They knew they weretheschool’s
rejectsand weretreated with lesswarmth and respect than any other pupils. They knew how they werebeing
abused, and oncethey found an adult they could trust and talk to they ins sted upon documenting the horrors of
that indifferent ingtitution. That isoneof the problemsof speaking fredy and honestly — thetruth can become
adangerousburden.

The children described theteachersin the school, the books and supplies, the administration, other children,
themselves... | listened carefully and madethetimeto verify their perceptions. At times| contradicted the
children, made my experienceand perception relevant. Yet for themost part the children wereright and | had
to allow into my consciousnessthingsit had been easier toignore or suppress,

| attended toteachers conversations, listened to them abuse the children until | could nolonger gointothe
teachers’ lunch-room. The most frequent epithet they used in describing the childrenwas* animals . After a
whiletheword‘anima’ cameto epitomizefor memost teachers ambiguousrel ationsto ghetto children—the
scorn and thefear, the condescens on yet the ac-knowledgement of someimagined power and unpredictability.
| recognized some of that in myself, but never reached the sad point of denying my fear and uncertainty by
proj ecting fearsome and unpredi ctable characteristics on the children and using them in class as somel ast
primitiveweapon. It waspitiful yet disgusting, al thetalk of ‘them’, ‘ thesechildren’, ‘animals . | remember a
teacher fromanother school | taught in, awhite Southerner with good intentionsand subtleand unacknowledged
prejudices. Hefought for the good part of asemester to gain the children’ s attention and affection. Hewanted
thechildrentolistento him, to respond to him, to learn from him; yet never thought to listen, respond or learn
from the children, who remained unresponsive, even sullen. They refused to learn, laughed at hisprofessed
good intentions, and tested him beyond hisen-durance. Oneday inrageand vexationit al cameoui.

“Animals, that’swhat you are, animals, wild animals, that’sall you areor canbe.’

Hispupilswererelieved to hear it at last, their suspicionswere confirmed. They rosein calm unison and
dowly circled theraging trapped teacher, chanting, “Weareanimds, weareanimas, weareanimals.. until the
bell rang and mercifully brokethespell Thechildrenran off, leaving the broken, confused man wondering what
he' d done, convinced that he had awaysbeen of goodwill but that *they’ just couldn’t bereached.

It wasn’t only theteachers, and it wasn’t all of them either. There were afew who knew and loved the
children, who stayed in the school heartbroken, year after year, watching the other teachers, being abused by
theadministration, seeing the children fail and nobody care. | becamefriendly with one such teacher — hehad
been at the school for twelve years and all of the children there knew him. He knew them too, and was
constantly besieged by visitors, kids passed out of the school system returning to talk and feel that some
element intheworld was constant and available.

| could see how much the children needed him, and heloved them. Yet the contrast between thisconcern
and hisbarren class- room upset me. Thebulletin boardswere bare, the cabinetsempty. Therewasno sign of
children’swork or activity. Theroom washardly inhabited. He sel dom taught anything or bothered with the
few booksthat wereavailable, and seemed content to let hispupilstalk and relax. | could seethrowing out the
nonsense, but resting there, with nothing elseto offer, seemed worse than resigning oneself to the standard
curriculum. 1t took me severa weeksto gather courageto confront him with my puzzlement — how could he
stand not offering something to the children, not finding away to teach, sincehe so obvioudy cared.

Helooked deeply hurt at my remarks, almost walked away, but answered.

‘Onegood year isnot enough to hel p the children makeit out of thisjungle. The next year whatever they
learned will be un-learned, their confidence and pride swept away, destroyed. It'sgood for them to know at
onepoaintintheir livesthat someone, even ateacher, cares, that they can do anything anyonee secan. But that's



immediately undermined by the hundreds of teacherswho don’t care. For eight years| sweated, spent my life
for thekids, following asmany as| couldinto junior high school, high schoal, trying at the sametimeto give
something to my sixth-graders. | wasan unwilling Penel ope, seeing thework | had done come undonebefore
my eyes, seeing children who had left my classwith hope return beat and confused. Thereason so many kids
comeback to vigitisnot because of what | taught — they forget that — but because at onetimethey weresafe
here, pro-tected fromtheindifferenceand crudty of the system. They cantak to meof their failureand despair
— unfortunately | under-stand it. Four yearsago | got tired of seeing my work undone. | can’t do it anymore,
s0| gothroughthemotionsand let thekidsrelax. | should quit and fight the whol e thing somehow but I’ mtoo
weaK ... been ateacher toolong, | need that security, thevacations..’

Hisvoicetrailed off as| retreated to my classroom thinking, it can't happento 6-1, not quite daring to ook
at my present work inthefearful perspective of thefuture, almost hoping not to seethe childrenagainsoll
would not know how hard atimethey were having and how little my work had cometo. But | had to look; it
wasforced on meinlate November when thethirty-six children begantovisit and hint to meof their failureand
de-spair.

Alvinand Robert Jackson werethefirst visitors. They waited after school one Friday. We greeted joyoudly,
goss ped about the classand the summer. | introduced them to Alicewho dwayshung round until | [eft and then
asked about school. Robert |ooked towardsAlvin, who blushed, then shrugged his shoulders Robert pushed
him.

“Youtell him, Chipmunk.’

‘“Mr Kohl, thisEnglishteacher, she’sdumb. | mean shewon’t answer any questionslikeyou did. Shetook
Robert’sbook away because we' re not allowed to writein class. Shethrew it in the basket without even
lookingatit.’

‘“What' dyou do? Tell him, Robert.

‘| walked out, but | got thebook first. | knew therewas going to be trouble when shetold usto write about
ourselvesthefirst day. Shewrote acrossmy paper, Too much violenceandfighting, and failed me.’

It wasn't only Englishthat wasgiving themtrouble. In math theteacher refused to answer questions; insocia
studiesthey werelearning about the blessings of American democracy once more. They had agood science
teacher though. Small comfort. Already in November, Robert and Alvin were once moreresigned to thefact
that school wasan unpleasant experience at best

| was shaken by our meeting and spent that week-end thinking out my work. | remembered one day, just
before graduation. Robert and Alvinwerewith me. It wasthree o’ clock and they walked meintotheprincipd’s
officewherel hadtosignout.

The principal, an amiable man, approached the boys and asked how they were doing. They shrugged, but
| insisted they tell about their writing and art. Robert wouldn't, so | talked glowingly of hiswork.

‘Really?Well Robert, I’ dliketo seeyour work.’

Theprincipal produced aflower pot with aplantinit, apencil, and paper. Robert studied the plant for a
moment, then produced an extraordinarily detailed and accurate drawing.

The principa wasimpressed, muttered somewordsof praise, then took the pencil from Robert and signed
thedrawing himself. Then hegaveit to Robert asasouvenir.

Gaveit to Robert!



| couldn’t forget that incident all summer and now with Robert’sbook going into the wastebasket and
Alvin’sremaining homeunfinished, unread, the scorn and lack of respect adultsfed towardsthe children and
their work hurt and confused me. Why cause moretroublefor the children by teaching well, allowing themto
writeand question, to live honestly in the classroom? 1t only invitestrouble and failurein school. Perhapsit
would have been better to have kept the standard curriculum and develop a“ professiona’ attitude and not
disrupt the children’slives— for that iswhat happened that last year in school. It wasn't only or eventhe
writing and art the children created that was most important. Rather it wasthat over ayear together the children
cameto expect things of themselvesand from the classroom that they had not conceived of before. But | did
not foresee the sub-sequent disappoi ntment of the children’ sexpectationsin other classrooms, and the bitterness
it would create. Better perhaps not to create hope, to fail like most other teachers and pretend it wasthe
children’sfault. | wasconfused and angry at myself, more so that Monday | had to return to school and my
present class— twenty-four more children who were beginning to think differently of themselvesand schooal.
It had been along un-comfortabl e week-end.

| returned to school M onday and immediately got caught upin my work, unable and unwilling to think the
dilemmathroughtoaconclusion.

| alsotried to provide Robert and Alvin with some partial substitute for school — music and art lessons.
Alvinquickly lostinterest but Robert continued throughout the year.

Robert and Alvinweren’t the only oneshaving troublein school; Ralph, Maurice, Charles, Michad — they
all cameback discouraged and demoralized. It wasthe samewith the girls. Margie stopped going to school
altogether, while Carol, Barbara, Dianne, most of the others, dragged their bodiesin to school, occasionally
listened, were sometimes defiant, but for themost part sat listlesdy through the meaninglessday.

Someof thechildrenwereluckier. Gracewasinaspecid classfor gifted children which meant that shewent
out of thedistrict because only oneof thejunior high schoolsin Harlem had classesfor thegifted. Pamela, Gall,
Neomiaand Levernemanaged to get into integrated middle-classjunior highs, and though the adjust-ment was
difficult, found thechalengeof actualy competing withwhite children stimulating. Desreeand ThomasC., on
the other hand, found the pressure too great, the whitestoo hostile and wanted to return to ghetto schools.

| watched the children’sstruggles, tried to help and at the sametime prepare another group of childrento go
oninschool and theworld. | observed the school around me, and the number of children not even receiving the
littlel had to offer. | felt isolated and angry, yet refused to give up on either the childrenin 6-1 or thosein. 6-7,
If thechildrenfailed it wasmy failure asateacher for not teaching well enough or not knowing theright things
toteach. | refusedtofall into thetrap many ghetto teach-ersmakefor themselves: if achildfailsit’ shisfault; no
need to adjust what’ staught; just blamethe environment, the family, the administration. Suchrigidity only
increasesthe children’sfailures and the teacher’s convictions of the child’sinability to suc-ceed, leadsto
frustration and ultimately to covert prejudice and hostility. Yet how to discover what isright to teach, how to
fight inasingle classroom themonumentd indifference of an entire system, how to help thethirty-six children
now grownto sixty?1 struggled with those questions, talked to the children of successand failure, of their
strength and ability to overcomeindifference and hostility. Wordsare so little, so temporary asolace.

| couldn’t helpAlvinfrom being torn apart by continualy and subtly being treated asinferior by hisEnglish
teacher, nor could | prevent Robert Jackson from exploding in classwhen-an exasper-ated teacher called him
stupid. At most | could betherefor the children, aconstant figureto listen and repeat that people are not lost
becausethey may seem so and that lifeisnot at an end because everything may seem at agiven moment to be
hopel ess. The children understood this, went back into hated classrooms, fought, |eft, yet returned once more.
Therewas something ten-acious and tough about their determinationto finish schoal.



| recently thought of thiswhen | wasworking with some peoplein ahigh school in Harlem. Many of the
teacherslaughed at the children, believed they didn’t care about school, or any-thing, for that matter. Yet these
teachers couldn’t seethe sad fact that no matter how poorly their students, most of whom were over sixteen,
thedropout age, didin school, till they came— with what magica hopethat thingswould improve, that one
day they would find themsal vesreading, graduating, in college.... still they cameand werelaughed at for it. The
guidance counsdllors, blind to the beauty and pathos of youngstersof elghteen and nineteen il trying where
they havefailed so often, usually rec-ommended | eaving school.

During that year with 6-7 doubts began to possessmeand steal thejoy of seeing the children working and
learning. | wasno longer sure of the value of my work to the children. That it helped mewas undeniable. |
arrived to teach 6-1, knowing little of the world and less of myself. | had a contract to write a book on
contemporary philosophy, but confronted with the actua writing | froze. For ayear | couldn’t put down aword
— | wastoo frightened of what other peoplewould think, too worried about critics and success, to say what
| felt honestly and directly. In December with 6-1, | experienced theirony of witnessing my pupilstakeout their
booksand writeat nineinthe morning whilel stared at ablank piece of paper at nineat night. By April the
paper was no longer blank, and by the end of the summer of 1963 my book, The Age of Complexity, was
finished. | had watched the children writing, read their work and understood what petty fear prevented me
from sayingwhat | felt and thought.

But that was't dl. Confronted by the human chalenge of the classroom | reached into myself, uncovered a
constant core which enabled meto live with my mistakesand hypocrisies, my weaknesses and pettiness; to
accept asmysalf al the many con-trary and contradictory things| was. | fought to be more human and fed! |
succeeded. And because of all this| had to ask: What about the children? Of what worthisall thisto the
children?At onetimel thought | knew, but not any longer. Certain un-comfortable questionsbecame moreand
moreingstent: Wasit possibl e to function usefully within the existing school system? Must one get out and
agitateto changethe system? Or can one stay enclosed ina‘ successful’ classroom ignoring everything that
happens subsequently to one’s pupils? By June of theyear with 6-7, | wastired and lacked perspective. The
thought of twenty-five more children the next year, twenty-five that might have agood year yet ultimately
benefit little or nothing fromit, de-pressed me. | wanted to think and to write, to discover how | could best
servethechildren.

The Age of Complexity was finished; there was an advance on the book, my summer pay. | decided to
takeayear’sleave and go to Europe. Ashard asit wasto part from the children, it was necessary, and so |
spent ayear in Spain, thinking, mostly, and writing, avoiding until thelast momentsthe decisiontoreturnto
work with the children and still remain outside of the system. | have never stopped teaching, but | no longer
have aclassroom. | meet with the children— children no longer but young men and women— havemet their
friends, and we steal aroom wherever we can: my home, Teachers College, Columbia, on Saturday afternoon,
afriend’soffice. Wetalk about thingsthat are relevant to life. Recently the kids have requested a series of
courseswhich fully showswherethey are and what they want to know.

Hodtility and Aggression

How People Change and Are Changed
Evolutionor Revolution
TheVarietiesof Love

Suicideand War



On Cooling Out

Control and Lossof Control

On Good and Evil

Can OneRedlly Know Other People?
Fear and Loneliness

TheEconomicsof Ambition and Goodness
TheSdf

Growth

ThePlaceof ReligioninLife

The Good Mother and the Bad M other

There seemsto be no end to the children’stroublesyet thereisno death of their joy. Robert Jackson, the
author of A Barbarian Becomes a Greek Warrior and Journey through Time and Space, the cartoonist,
mythologist and artist, after adifficult year inonejunior high school wastransferred to another and‘ re-discovered'.
Somehow he managed to find ateacher who listened when Robert claimed he could draw and write. Hiswork
im-pressed theteacher, and so Robert became one of thetwenty or so studentsin hisjunior high school who,
according to the staff, could be ‘saved' . Giving up on 90 per cent of the students, the teachers lavished
attention upon Robert and thefew otherswhaoseta entswere sufficiently devel oped sothat alittle encouragement
would amost guarantee success. The staff devel oped astakein Robert; hewasaverificationthat they weren't
totaly indifferent or incompetent. Every positive gesture he made wasre nforced, sometimesto the detriment
of hisself-respect. A lazy drawing or indifferent story was prai sed lavishly because histeachersfeared that
without praisehewouldfail. The opposite may have been true: Robert might have done better and respected
hiswork moreif it had been treated with greater honesty and integrity. How-ever, hisjunior high school
teachers succeeded in the sense that they wanted to succeed. After two yearsin junior high Robert was
admitted to Musicand Art High School onthebasi sof recommendations and an entrance examination. Hemay
have been thefirst graduate of my school to passthe exam.

When | wasin Spain Robert and | corresponded. Hetold me of hislife, hisawakening consciousness of
society and art, of joy and ahard-won, tenuous optimism. | ignored the undercurrents— Robert’sinability to
pay for postage, the boycotts, Malcolm...

17 October 1964
Dear Mr and MrsKohl,

| am il onthat last book that you saw, whichisentitled, ‘ Best Storiesof R.G.J.". It isabout anegro boy
whoiseighteen, and stsinthe penetentary waiting for hisolder crimind brother to rescuehim. Finally, hefinds
out that hisbrother still hasn’t come, and ayear later heis pardoned. So right now heissearching for his
brother, to team up with himin the state of Georgia.

| havereceived al three of your letters, and have been trying hard to answer them. Unfortunately, | have
been having ahard time getting stamps.

Alvinisnot going to my junior high school thisfall. Hismother has decided to transfer himto aschool in
Brooklyn. I hear hisdoing fine, and that hewill come back to Manhattanto visit.



Thebattlefor the Presidency and Senateis on. Johnson and Humphrey were chosen for the democratic
nominees, Goldwater and Miller for the Republican parties. It seemsmost likely that the Johnson-Humphrey
team will dominate the office because, in my neighbourhood, the negroes (I think all who vote) arevoting
democratic. For the senate, there's Robert Kennedy on the Democratic Party, and Kenneth K eating, the
republican. | don’t know who will win between these two because: Robert Kennedy issupported by negroes
because heisthebrother of the dead president. Kenneth K eating is supported by negroesbecausethey say he
hel ped the negroesdown in Birmingham. Frankly, | don’t care who becomes president or senetor, I’ mjust
R.GJ!

You know, | went toAlabamanot solong ago (it wasmy first timein the south). | hated the smell, looksand
even someof the peoplethere! ... Those crazy accentsand crazy way of doing things! Thewhite peopledown
there staresat you asif you or they were crazy!

And so muchfor that. Asfor Musicand Art High School, | can't qualify until the ninth grade. Theonly tests
availableare Brooklyn Tech, and Bronx Science. If | wait for Musicand Art intheninth grade, it may betoo
late! | want to hurry up and get out of junior high school right away!

Mr Kohl, could you pleasetell me(if you know how to read, play or write music) alittle understanding of
music?

I know how to read, and play music, but thewriting part | don’t get. So could you please, if you can, help
meinwritingmusic?

Do you know that the girlsin our class are very pretty? Man! They have nice shapes, nice looks and
everything! Incidentally, you remember Barbara—. She’sinmy classfromtheAnnex thisyear.

| hopel toldyou all that couldinterest you. I’ vetried towritedl | can, and | guessit’stimefor meto go now.
Thefamily isdoing fine... andlifeisrunning much more harder, sncel’ molder.

Yourstruely R. G. Jackson

25 Novembre 1964
Dear Mr and MrsKohl,

| haverecieved your seven-pageletter and the music paper. | have aso recieved the stamps, and | am very
grateful for them. | would liketoinformyou onafew things: fird, | think | am happier now because of this, and
| think you should bea so. | have gotten transfered from Junior High School —, andinto JH.S—. Thisterm,
the— Junior High has sixth, seventh and eigth grades, so now | can graduatein the eigth grade, and go JQ
MusicandArt! They dso gavememy application afew daysago for Musicand Art and someof thequdifications
inthe portfolio | must havework donein penandink, charcod, and pastels, paint, pencil, stillife, landscapes,
portraits, scenery, etc. Inthe music department you must either sing or play aninstrument, but if | get there, |
will try for composition, and probably band arrangement inmusic.

Incidentally, thereason | wastransferred from Junior High School —, was because | was out of their
digtrict, and since the school was getting crowded, | was moved.

Thesystemsin— arefar moredifferent than that of —, ‘ causeif you do anythingwrong, like sassy back at
theteacher, or fool around, hetakesout apaddle and he bendsyou over achair sothat your tail issticking up
andWHAMO! That'swhy | don’tjokearound. Andingym, if you arelatefor exercizes, or are unprepared,
you get the sametreatment. They say that — isworsethan—, it’snot true, not if you stay therefor about a



year. In—, theteachersdon’t careif you don’'t want to learn or not, they just giveyou azero and let you have
your way, but in—, your back part will beburningif you refuseto do any work, or don’t pay attention. The
teacherstheremakeyou learn, and they speak to you in profanelanguage, and in the sameway your parents
do. (It'sanall boysschool also.)

Mr. Kohl, if you arewriting toAlvin, would you pleasetell mewhat and how heisdoing, and givenmehis
addressso that | canwriteto him also?1 would appreciateit very much.

| havefound anew method of compos ng tunes, and have come up with about ten. It ssuregood to havean
organaround! Later on, | will send you someof the songsthat L awrence Smith and | have composed.

Sincerely yours Robert George Jackson

4 February 1965
Dear Mr and MrsKohl,

My Christmasvacationwasfine, and | received your present just intimefor Christmas. | think youwill have
tell mehow to open, load and close the pen, because | can’t read the Spanish ingtructionsthat camewith it.

| have dready takentheexamfor Musicand Art inthe middle of January. Thetest wasvery easy, and1’'m
surel’ mgoing to passit. We had to draw from Observation, Memory and Imagination, | will be getting the
resultsof thetestinApril.

| haverecieved your book and it lookslikeahard book toread. | likethe cover arrangement and thetitle.
It sure must be strangeto seeyour namewritten all over thebook likethat.

Therewasanother Boycott in our nelghbourhood which started on 22 January.... Themain thing they did
thisfor wasfor FREEDOM!

| haven't written any storiestoo much, except onefor my teacher whoisplacing it in our school magazine
aongwithmy pictures. | have beenwriting poemsand lyricsfor musicthough. I’ vea so written and composed
alot of music of my own...

I’ ve been thinking of alot about music, and every pieceof musicl hear, | listentoit closaly and seehow it
iscomposed. Classical, Contemporary and Jazz. There' sagroup called the“Kinks' (only stupid nameslike
that comesfrom England) and their songsarevery, very smple. If youlistento their music, you cantel how it
iscomposed. | asotry tolisentotheradio alot to hear how these groups sound, play, etc. I’m very much
interested inrecording on areal record label, and | wonder if you could tell me how theregular contemporary
group startsout in doing so, the peopleheworksfor, themoney, etc. Alvin keegpsing sting on being asaxiphonist
instead of adrummer. My mom always scolded mefor drumming onthings, and wefound that | haveavery
good sense of rythm. My voiceisvery deep, and it doesn’t sound too well for singing, so | might just be our
drummer, leader and song writer.

| am sorry for not writing, but | have been studying for that music and art test, and getting my portfolio ready.
I’'m il goingtotry to send you apiece of my music, and soon asit’s organi zed.

So, | would liketo hear fromyou again, Mr Kohl, and | will try towriteasmuch as| can.

YoursTrudly R. G. Jackson



10 March 1965
Dear Mr and MrsKohl,

I must thank you for your information about musi ¢, and musicians, and the penworksbeautifully (asyou can
see). | tried towritewith it with black Indiaink, but it won’t work too well becausetheink driesout too fast.
So I’ vetried some of these coloured inksthat you gave me, and they work fine.

Asfor music, I’ ve never heard of Baby Dodds, but 1’1l look out for some of hisrecordings. | wonder if he
hitsthe drumsas much asArt Blakely (that’sthereal drummer), or Max Roach (he playsthem asif he had
roachescrawling al around thedrums)?Neither havel heard of John Coltraneand CharlieMingus. Thelonious
Monk isnot so hot.

Let metdl youwhat’sbeen going oninthe boring Americanworld: Malcolm X wasshot to death last month
onaSunday. Hewas making aconference at the Audobon (wherel had seen him before), when just beforehe
was making his speech, aswarm of bulletshit him. A week beforethat, incidentally, hishouse was burned
down. Since hewaskicked out of the M uslim organi zation, he blamed the Mudlimsfor hishouse' sdamage.
And, many people blamed the Musimsfor hisdeath, so they burned down the Muslim’sMosque on 116th
street and Lenox Ave.

(Ah, hem!) My namewasinthelast week’ sAmsterdam Newson one of thelistsas outstandingin conduct.
| surewish | could send you acopy of that article, but | didn’t find out about it until today!

You want to know something that would disappoint you, Mr Kohl?(H EH, H EH! | knew youwould!)
Your favouritegirl pupil, Barbaraisdippingin her conduct marks. Wannaknow how | found out? My friend,
Lawrence Smith tellsmeeverything about —. He said shechewsgum in class, talk, laughs, etc. | know you
can'tbelieveit... but... | can’t either!

Asfor thechipmunk, Alvin, he' sprobably hibernating over thewinter. You' Il hear from himnext spring. But,
serioudly, | haven’t seen or heard fromAlvin ever since January. I’ m making arrangementsto see him next
week.

Mr Kohl, asabonusfor you, I’ m going to send you acopy of our very first hit song: ‘HangAround’. The
title'skindafunny, but you know how itis. Itiswritten by Lawrence Smith and me,

and | would liketo see how you and Judy approveof it And so, for now, | will let the stamp and envelope
dotherest, by transporting thisletter to you.

R. G Jackson

19 March 1965
Dear Mr and MrsKohl,

| amvery sorry for thistypewritten letter. Thereasonfor it isbecause| had sent out aletter aday after you
had sent your last letter, and | stuck somethick paper inside. | folded it up too thick. Thus, the post office sent
it back saying | wasn't paying enough stampsfor theweight of theletter. So | wasquiteangry becausetheletter
insidelooked quiteB O SS! | wroteit with my new pen. Sol put it away, intending to place another ssamp on
itlater, and just then, itistimefor ‘ spring cleaning’. So | lost track of theletter.

| have somevery good newstotell you Mr and MrsKohl, | don’t fed likerepeating the samethings| said
intheother letter, for morethingskeep constantly comingin. | passed thetest for Musicand Art! Infact, | was



theonly boy inthe school who passed. (Don’'t get theimpression that | wastheonly boy inthe school who took
thetest, because there were more boyswho were competing for thetest...,)

Asl saidinmy last letter about Alvin, | don't really know what’ s been happening to him, and | haven’t been
abletogetintouchwith him. But if youreally want to get in contact withhim, I cancal or visit himand remind
upon himthat you aretill looking forward to seeing someactionfromhim.,

Asfor me, youknow how itis. Everything'sfine, andI’mdoingwell inschoadl.... Thewesather isjust asif it
were summertimealready. Everyone' sinagood mood, and everyone' shaving aball! I verecieved special
commendationsand | know | will recieve morewhen graduationtimearrives. (It isjust around the corner.)

So, everything'sfineinthiscountry, and | hopethat itislikewiseinyours, becausenow, | anenjoyinglife,
and | am hoping that everything keepsworking out fine. Yourstruly R. G Jackson

| remember therelief andjoy | felt reading Robert’slast letter — ' Everything' sfineinthiscountry, and |
hopeitislikewiseinyours.” Only | didn’t know which country wasmine. Spain had beguntofed comfortable.
Therewasthe protection of being astranger and not having to beinvolved. New York and Harlemwere sofar

avay.

Robert’s|etter as much as anything el se seduced me back to the United States, Perhaps| could do some
meaningful work.

| arrived back in New York in September and saw Robert almost every week during hisfirst few monthsin
Music and Art; then he disappeared. Threetimeshefailed to show up for ap-pointments, something totally
uncharacteristic. | went to Music and Art at eight thirty one morning to meet him before school and seeif
something waswrong. No Robert — so | asked about him. Histeachershadn’t seen him for over amonth.

Sad and confused | went to see Robert’s guidance counsellor, the one person in the school who was
supposed to be concerned with hiswelfare. The guidance officewasfull of black youngstersdoing paper work
or waiting to perform meaninglesserrands. | introduced myself toasmall harried lady who winced at Robert’s
name,

‘ A bad boy, not thekind wewant here. He only camefor two weeks. If hedoesn’t comeagainwe' |l have
totransfer him.’

| tried to argue, to tell her of Robert’ stalent (which she ac-knowledged), of hisobviousfright, and the
support he needed. She shook her head and told me how much experience she had. Then shedrew close,
pencil inhand and said:

“You know we' revery good to— herein thisschool.”

Shehadtily wrote‘ Negroes' on anote pad, then rubbed it out asearsperked in the officeand eyesrolled at
her unperceived,

‘Thechildreninthisschool arevery liberal about * Civil rights appeared and disappeared on her pad.

‘But Robert isjust not our type of boy, hedoesn't fitin.” Robert spent threemonthsinMusicandArt. I'm
still not surewhy he stopped going, but he did and decided to makeit onthe streets. At that point in hislifethey
offered more than school did. Morewhat? Perhaps sel f-respect, money, clothes, friendsand ideology — |
don’t know. Perhaps Robert suffered white shock and arefusal tofacethelossof pride. Itimplied, | do know
that after nineyearsof public school inNew York City Robert encountered whiteindividuasof hisown agefor
thefirst timein high school. Not oneor two of them, but an overwhel ming number of them, rich, comfortable,
sophisticated and liberal, even friendly and jeal ous. Only hewasn't prepared — maybeit washispoverty, his



hypersensitivity — | don’t know, | don’t know. ... All | could seewasthat hefelt safer onthe streetsthanin
schooal.

Robert iship, inarticulate. Hewal ks along the street trying to brush away peoplewho happen to stray into
hispath. Hewantsto ‘makeit’ asamusician— or maybe asadoctor — now it all seemsthe sameto him.
School isfar away, timeand thefuture mean nothing.

That doesn’t meanthat thisiswho Robert ‘is onceand for al, any morethan thefact that hewas accepted
inMuscandArt defined him asasuccess. Robert isliving through experience he has not been prepared for, no
matter how well he hasbeen taught to read, writeor draw.

Recently | gaveacoursein psychology for agroup of high school boyswho wereinterested in the human
mind and soul, anditsinternal and externa conflicts. It al started afew monthsafter we returned from Europe.
My wifeand | werevisiting Pamelaand her mother, who had becomeafriend of ours. | had not returned tothe
New York City Board of Education and was still groping for away to work with thekids. Pamela ssister,
Deborah, wastherewith her boyfriend. Wewereta king about the assassination of Mal colm X and the powerful
impact of hisfunera upon many peoplein Harlem. | remember Pamelasaying:

‘“Mr Kohl, it waswonderful, just like President Kennedy. They had it on television and kingsand important
peoplewerethere. A black man buried likethat on TV...

We got around to talking about the psychology of assassins and murdererswhen Deborah’s boyfriend
chalenged me.

‘“What's psychol ogy anyway — what doesit haveto do with people?

| didn’t want to be bothered and told him that if he really cared and could find six friends who were
interested | would teach them a course about psychology anditsrelevanceto humanliving.

| didn’t think any moreof it until he called aweek |ater and told me he had five other people and they were
ready to begin. | wasflattered and challenged — does psychol ogy, the discipline, have anything to dowith
human living? Perhapsthiswas something to offer thekidsthat could be of useintheir lives. | contrived to get
an empty room Saturday afternoons at Teachers College wherel wasastudent in all but heart and spirit,
invited Alvin and Robert to attend, and began to teach once more.

Robert cameto thefirst session and afterwardsdescribed it.

Well, now, | want to talk about thefirst classthat | took in psychology. Mr Kohl wasteaching usall about
the study of the mind and how peopl e react to certain things and why people do thesethings.

Wefirst started on thisimaginary human being. Her namewasAnnaO and shewas having certain problems.
Sheisavery, very moody person and sheisavery quiet, but very intuitive person and sheliked to day dream
alot. Atfirstitwasal right, but at the end her day dreaming startsto get alittleworse, until finaly it got so bad
that it caused her to get into alot of serioustrouble.

Now, sheliked to dance and go out to partiesand everything, but when her father wasfinally strikenwitha
disease she had to stay home and watch. Now, she knew she had to stay and watch over him, but shedidn’t
want to really, and, well shejust didn’t liketheideaof it. And so she began to get worried about her father and
she beganto get worried about everything elseinthe past.

By her family being so strict on her she couldn’t be what she wanted to be, she had to be sort of likea
puppet or adoll, something that’srepresented by her family, by her parents.



And, al of these tensions caused her mind to kind of get corrupted in asort of way and so, she got so
worried shewasforced to think that her arm became paralysed and she couldn’t move her arm. But deep
inside sheknew she could moveit but shejust refused to faceredlity.

Themainthing wasshehad never beenintheright form of society. Shenever got around to speakingtoalot
of people and associating with alot of people. Shewas awaysalonein the house and so she began to get
halucinationsand everything.

Now, Mr Kohl wasteaching usabout this, thethingis, wewanted to know why sheisacting thisway.

Wegaveafew answersand | said that sheisjust trying to rebel from her family and sheisrefusingtoface
reality. Some of theguyssaid, ‘Well, shejust didn’t want to force herself to seethat these thingsthat shewas
dreaming and everything, wasn't redly true.” Someof the guyssaid that well, maybe shewassick.

Now theseareall possibleanswers, but the main thing isshe needed someoneto talk to her. Shehad never
had no sexud life. Shenever really had anyonetoredly sit down andtalk to her.

Finally the doctor had talked to her and thisseemed to cam her down. Her arm didn’t hurt her and whenever
therewasmusic playing she stopped coughing and all this. It wasfound that perfect supervision by another
human being or by afriend, could help her solve her problems.

Now we studied the mind, the three main parts such asthe ego, the super-ego and the pleasure.

Now, the strongest part of the mind dependson what kind of person this personisgonnabeandit turned
out that Anna’ s pleasure was turning out to be one of the strongest parts. But she couldn’t fight it, her ego
couldn’t fight it because her super-ego and pleasures both together were the strongest partsand they were
both battling away at each other and she couldn’t do anything about it and this caused her to get nervousand

everything. ...

Wetaked about theego. Theegoisyou, me, mysdf and |, if youwant to put it that way, and that’ sthe part
of themindwhich .., it'ssort of likeyour body issort of likethe outside part of the body, the sort of theframe
... youknow, likeacar. Now say the car hasthe motor, wheelsand everything, now all you haveto doisput
ontheframe. That'ssort of liketheego, what itis. But, it'snot only aframe, it'syou, assort of likeyou being
aperson and you' re using the super-ego and the pleasures. Super-ego and the pleasuresare sort of like your
toolsand you are using them... but nevertheless, unfortunately, it's hard for aperson’sego to catch, to keep
control of hiswholemind because onething about human being, he can beeasily influenced. Hisearsand his
eyes can beeasily exposed to many different thingsashegrowsolder. Itishard for theego to keep up with
thesethings, to know what’sright, to know what’ swrong, to know what he’ sdoing, to know what not to do,
to know what to do, and everything elselikethat.

But, mainly, thiswholediscussion was on thetopic of common senseingeneral. It isreally anice subject
because| think it isone of the easiest subjectsto teach, probably isthe easiest becauseit dealsonly withthe
common senseand isnothing new to learn and isno mathematical problems, nothing that you haveto remember,
it'sjust you, yourself and your mind and what you do everyday, your everyday life.... Too many peopleare
scared tofaceit. Not too many people havethat good acommon senseto know, to analysethe subject, just as
they have analysed many other subjectslike, science, math and all this. Now if they teach math and science,
and even sex in school, why can't plain psychology betaught in school ?Why do they havetowait until you
take aspecial coursein college, then study about it? See, thething isthat in school they put the subject of
psychology in such away that not too many peoplelikeit, not too many peoplewant to study it... peoplewon’t
evenlearnit becausethey put itin such avast and complicated category, and they wait, they don’t teach you
likethey would teach any other smple subject. They wait until you get way in college becausethey don’t think



thismany peoplethat want tolearnit whilethey’ rekidsand would beinfluenced by it. But why would they
teach kids such ahard thing as math and starting from even the second grade on up, and still can’t teach
psychology at their age?

Robert didn’t return the next week. He disappeared, then appeared twice, and finally disappeared for a
year. For somereason he cameto seemelast Christmas. He brought afriend and we sat over lunch, awkward
and embarrassed. Hisfriend was a singer, and they wanted to use my tape recorder to practise and hear
themselves. Robert had decided to become acomposer and musi-cal organizer. The Motown myth permeates
hislife. A cor-poration headed by ablack man, work without awhite boss, independence, money.... | listened
to Robert talk and thought of my father and my brother, of so many friendsand relatives. Making it, making it
fast and making it big— somehow the streetswere Americanizing Robert. Hewasno longer interested in art,
indevel oping histalent, because that way wastoo sow. It wasn't that he ceased to care about art so much as
that at thisstagein hislife he cared more about money. | couldn’t object for it waspossiblethat Robert wason
theway to an economic resolution of hisproblems. Yet | couldn’t completely buy it either. It isbetter for Robert
to berich than poor, but how much better? Heismaking himself hard and ruthlessin order to succeed. It has
worked beforein the United Statesand may work for Robert, but at what human cost?

For awhile Robert returned to Music and Art, though | now understand hewill betransferring to another
high school in Sep-tember. Helookswithincreasing disbdlief and cynicism at me, thelast white person hecan
talk to, for an answer some answer to problems he livesyet is still afraid to articulate. He does not like
becoming hard or cruel and suffersit quietly. Yet what solace can | offer, what concrete offer of alife of hope
and not hate; what morethan thefact that | care, whichinthiscountry today hejust cannot believeisgenuine?
Robert liveswith the poverty, prejudice and hatred he described in the sixth grade at the age of twelve, only
with four yearsof reinforcement.

Inthisschooal, therearen’t any white peopl e, because most whitesdon'’t like col oured peoplejust because
of their colour, race and decendence. Thewhite peopl etake morefor themselves, and let the negros have the
left overs. Downtown, thewhiteshaved | themachines, tall buildingsand beautiful apartments, whilethenegros
live uptown, in harlem, wherethere's cracked streets, stinky, messy sidewalks, old slumsand no beautiful
goartments. It'sjust likethewhitesare mastersand the negrosare dogs, and thewhitestake morefor themsalves,
and leavethe negrosthe scraps. | think there should be moreintegration between the whitesand negros.

Itishard to stop writing about Robert — thisisnot fiction. At no moment doeshisstory ceaseand by ending
my writing of him | inevitably leaveafina impression which hislife may contradict the next day. That ismy
hope, and | amglad that | cannot yet say with conviction what Robert will becomeand who hewill beasaman.

Robert isnot the only one of thethirty-six children whoisnow closeto being adropout — John, Margie,
Carol, Sam — | stopped searching, don’t want to know the full extent of the misery and tragedy of the
children’spresent lives. Recently oneof thekidstold me:

‘Mr Kohl, onegood year isn’t enough....’

I'velivedthat truthinlucid detail through thelast four yearsof Alvin'slife. Hetill believeshewill makeitto
college and beyond — or sometimeshebelievesit— | can’t tell since he hasclosed and hardened insideand
isonly periodically communicative. Heisquitethe opposite of Robert in many ways, herefusesthe mask of
hipness, doesnot smokeor drink. Heisabsolutely puritanica in hisrejection of the streetsand isoften fanatical
insupport of the schoolsand education. Yet heisnot untempted. At thismoment hejust cannot put the parts
together. Hiswriting, hiscuriosity and periodic brilliance, have been no helpin school. Teachershavetreated
himasanilliterate, and when he objected too cleverly, hefound himself classified asa' disciplineproblem’ and
‘troublemaker’. Recently aguidance counsellor injunior high school tried to force himinto anon-academic



programmein high school. Herefused, and ultimately was admitted to an aca-demic programme. But he
arrivedin high school stigmatized, a‘bad’ boy.

Alvindoesn't liketo talk of thissubtle, prejudiced undermining of hispride and confidence. Hetakesit
within, sometimes sulksand comes closeto quitting. Only infrequently, and then usually indirectly, doeshe
reach out in desperation, ashedid theyear my wifeand | werein Europe....

[Received 18 September 1964]
Dear Mr and MrsKohl,

| amvery very sorry that | have not been writing you recently but | was sort of inahurry to get so many
thingsdone. I likemy new school very muchitismuch better than my old oneitiswell integrated we have many
italian, whiteand Spanish peoplein our class, going to school ismuch fun now than it wasbefore. How areyou,
what haveyou been doing lately, are you planning to teach thisyear?| would really liketo know how isMrs
Kohl givemy regardsto MrsKohl. I hopeyou are having apretty nicetimewhereyou now I’'m having a
wonderful timearound block today after school. | hopethat will writeback soon. | wrotealetter sendinginit
aprogramme of the concert but | etter was sent back because of incorrect postage. With my regards.

AlvinCurry

3 December 1964
Dear Mr Kohl and Miss Judy,

| amvery sorry that | did not writeyou recently, but unfortunately | somehow managed to misplaceyour last
postcard from Spain, with the correct address on it. Since you have written this second letter | took the
addressfromit andthat iswhy | took terribly long towriteyou. How isMissJudy. | know it iskind of late but
just the sameHappy thanksgiving. Will you beback inthecity for Christmas?there are so many questionsthat
| know you would like meto answer | shall beginasof now! i. Howam| finding the new school ? Ans. Well
for onethingitiswell integrated which | likevery much, wehave amajority of very nice, highly intelligent
teacherslikeyou and Miss Judy. Our school looksamost like— but it iscleaner and nicer. Theprincipa of our
school whosenameisMr —isvery strict. Heinsists on perfection from every student intheentirebuilding
including teachersaswell My officia teacher whose nameisMr —who hasonly beeninthat school for one
year, Heistoo nice of ateacher to usitisvery hard for himto get disciplinewhen he needsit. (whichisvery
often) Mr—isaso my math teacher, heisvery kind and gentleheiswhat | wouldn't cdll *afightingman’. | am
inclass8"vocal talent. 2. What have | been doing in my freetime? Ans. | have been trying to read afew of
those booksyou have given me, | am now on the book called Of Mice and Men | havewent to the Brooklyn
Branch Library to borrow afew bookson: Ventriloguism, Criminology, Crime Detectionand Law. They are
very interesting. | havea so beenriding my bicycleto Prospect Park and aong Atlantic Avenueand | saw many
things| had never seen beforein Prospect Park. | also have beentryingto fix up my bikewith all themoney |
canget Sofar | havetwenty-fivecents| hopel will have about $5.00to buy apair of brakes. But | don’t think
| can makeit because | haveto havetoo much money for lunchinschool. | hopeyou will try to be herefor
Christmas| missyou. Come herefor Christmasif you possibly can. Please! Pleasewrite meback assoon as
you recievethisletter, and let me know if you can come!



13 March 1965
Dear Mr Kohl,

How isJudy. | hopeyou arefedling finealso, becausel amnot. | anfeding very strangeevery timel goto
school becausethere are so many White peoplethere, itisagood fedling. | am not feeling finebecausel seem
to bedisinterested in science, maybe because my teacher doesn'’t taketimeto clarify and demonstrate the
problemsasyou do. If MissJudy isgtill painting, ask her to saveafew so | may seethem. It seemsthat | do not
haveafriendintheworld now that you and MissJudy left for Spain. Pleasetry without displeasure, to come
back soon. My mother says shelikesyour book very much, | didn’t get achanceto read it yet because my
sistersbeat metoit. | am aso unhappy because Tippy isno longer here, (thelady downstairswhen wewent
out oneday to church, told her husband to take our cat in hiscar someplace and leave him, and when we came
back he was gone and she said she hadn’t seen him, | hate her for that, because | know she took Tippy
somewhere and | eft him because she was afraid of cats every since she moved downstairs (her daughter
Marlyntold usand her mother begat her afterwards). | don’t know what | aminterested in now, but | know itis
not school especialy thisone. | am trying to think of ahobby to keep my mind off of other things, canyou
suggest onefor me?

sncerely yoursAlvin Curry
pleasewrite soon

my mother givesyou her regards!

For awhilel believed that Alvinwould not writeagain. I’ ve been trying to encourage himto complete The
Boy inthe Sumsand convince him of itsworth. Onenight hedid sit down and add to hiswork.

Chapter 3A day after school

Usually after school | would stay inthe park or goto thelibrary in order not to come homeand do my work
inthe house or homework but thisday wasvery different. Instead of going tothepark or library | went to my
house because | had aspelling test the next day and | wanted to study just to have something to do becauseit
very easy for meto get bored without anythingto do so | studied for thetest not that | needed it or anything like
that you understand it’sjust that | didn’t have anything elseto do. Well anyway | was sort of looking out of the
window and al when | had awonderful idea... why not go down to the park near my school and watch the
dopeaddictstaketheir fixes?... thiswas something that was seen very often around my block. Asl wasonthe
way out to dojust this, | saw my friend Jameswho wasvery light with dark black hair and alwayshad an
expression on hisface sayingwherethehdl isBarbara?wherethehell isAlvinand wherethe hell iseverybody?
(hewasawayslooking for somebody or trying not to seeaspecia person he had afight with that sameday or
had borrowed money from.) but | liked him just the same evenif hedid owe memoney and wastryingtoavoid
me. So | told James to come and go with meto the park to go sightseeing, and all but he told methat he
couldn’t because of hismean aunt whowasvery strict which | had the (fal se) pleasure of meeting, then | asked
himtotell hismother that he had to come over my housein order to finish areport that was supposed to be due
the next day (shewasall for school so | knew that thiswould work) .1 went upwithhimtotell her thisbut |
sortastood behind thedoor whilel talked and she said okay Alvin | know that youwouldn’t lieto me because
| know you camefrom agood family (that’swhat | can’t understand if people hear that you camefrom agood
family and that your mother didn’t stland for any foolishnessschoolwisethey believed dmost everything you say
without adoubt | just can’t understandit.) so even though Jameshad to be back at five o’ clock wewent down



to the park and watched this Dope addict it waslikewatching amovie or something very interesting likethat it
kept in surprise and suspense even though you knew what hewas going to do next and at my agethen | thought
It wasthegreatest thingintheworld. That is, what practically everybody my agewasdoinginstead of playing
gamesand al youwould goto the park (because of lack of money for the movies) and watch the dope addicts
takethelr dope. After Robert and | |eft the park at 4:30 we had ahalf an hour to fool around or something so
went to my houseto passsometime. My house cons sted of three crowded rooms (crowded with furnitureon
acount therewas nowhereto properly put everything) and akitchen that shouldn’t be called one becauseit
wasamost falling down from lack of proper building facilitiesor something likethat, well anyway thisguy
Jamesand mewe atea(after school lunch) which consisted of merely toast with butter and aglassof koolaid
or sometimesmilk (canned) (I hatethat canned milk, | would persondly liketo seethe guy that made condensed
milk, I’d givehimapiece of my mindfor trying to bedifferent). After Jamesand | had finished my skimpy after
school lunch (skimpy because of dl my sstersand brother having to get someand all. That'swhat | hatehaving
sistersand brothersnot that | hate them but itsjust that theideaof alwayshaving to share most everything |
have Bugsmealot), we started for his house because we only had five minutes|eft and we couldn’ t think of
anything to doinfive minutes so we started to go back to James house. James house was on thisblock that
looked likeit wasfilledwithal thewanted criminasintheworld and till had room to go. Hishouseitsdlf (the
outside) was better than mine because he had abetter sioop, and plumbing than | did thelr wasaways somebody
who compared houseslike meto better stoopsall theway downto plumbing. | swear | never knew why this
was o, | guessitsjust that when something isbetter than yours (or dmost) you just haveto compareit. When
wegot ingdethehdl itlooked like one of those hal lwaysthat you would expect to seethingsthat happenedin
the park or would expect that any minute beforeyou madeit up thethreeflightsof sairs, that someonewould
jump out of the dark shadows, or the alleyway, and kill you or scareyou or something likethat It wasreal
terribletogointhehall by yoursalf especidly if you wereawoman or something (that isthereason why | stuck
closeto Jamesgoing up thethreeflightsof stairs). Whenwefindly reached the door unharmed | wastrying my
best not to breathe because of the awful smell that wasin the hallway the smell waslikethat of urine (if you
know what | mean) it smelled like. twenty-five people aday including dogsand catscameintheretoreieve
themselves, likethat wasthe only publictoilet on theblock, as| thought of this| felt sorry for the Super of the
Building for hisjob of mopping and all. But thistimethe door to James house had been open (with hiskey that
heawayslost) and hisAunt started yelling because she said to be back at five 0’ clock and we were back at
fiveafter five 0’ clock, soon after | looked at Jamesand said hello to hisAunt | | eft, because instead of having
aexpression on hisface‘wherewaseverybody’ he had aexpression saying, ‘ Alvinyou’ d better go because
theresgonnabehell in high water whenyou do and | don’t want her to think that you didn’t comefromanice
family?1 wasawaysinterpreting Jamesexpressonswhen | found theminteresting.

Soon after | had left Jameshouse (because of the expression on hisface.) | went hometo eat and watch our
television whichwasn't playing very good and to fool around with my chemistry set oh by theway | meant to
tell youthat | am very interested in sciencethanksto Mr Kohl my teacher, after doing al of thisl went to bed
and woke up the next morning about the sametimeasthe other day whichwould' vebeen soif it wasn’t for the
hit on my rear end by my mother who was alwaysdoing that sort of thing in order to wake meup, | went to
school andit wasthe sameold routinethere, | meanlining up and al and after school James couldn’t come out
because hewas being punished so | went homeand did al of my work inthe house which wasvery boring.

My kind of arguments

After | hadfinished al of my work | thought that | would go down stairsand listento my mother and sister
arguewhich wasvery seldom because my mother usually doesn’t arguewith my sitersshejust hitsthemand
punishesthem but | guesstoday that she wanted to hear what my sister Sharon who wasfourteen had to say
well anyway they were discussing thetopi ¢ of boysand school and how my sister should pay moreattentionto
school rather than boyswhich shewasnot doing, when | had got downstairs| realized that they wereat thelast



stage of thisdiscussion because| heard my mother say that the next timethat my sister Sharon did thisthat she
was going to hit her and that shewon’t give my sister any more chances. | alwaysmissthe good part of the
argument especialy whenit' ssomethingthat | liketo hear.

Con Edison

Mawent down to Con Edison with her best dress (which wasreally her worst and when she got into the
Con Edison Building shelooked at dl of the employeesto seewhich of them had the kindest looking faceand
with that she presented her case which wasthat the lightswere $ 127 dollars and that she only had $ 100
dollarsinwhich she had to have carfarefor my sistersto go to school and money for food so shewanted to
know if she could only pay $99.87 (which would make him lose $27.00 the employee needed a little
encouragement so my mother took out al of her recieptsincluding old paid light billswhich sheexplaintohim
wasamatter of acouplathousand dollarsthey have earned over the past yearsfrom her. She also explained
that shewasagood reliable customer of Con Edison’sand that shewould givehimthe27.00if shehad it, after
thisstory full of sorrow and truthfulnessfinally weakened the employee and the empl oyee agreed to let my
mother pay $99.87 and leave her enough money to feed usand wash clothes. After thisincident | expected my
mother to brag and say how smart she was and all that but instead she said that the only reason it really
happened was that that man understood about welfare and all and he knew all of the problemsthat these
peoplehad. (I just can’t understand it)

Thebrilliance, theintuition and insight are still there but the hopeisfading. Making it in school seemsso
difficult and remote, so many yearsaway, that Alvinisvacillating betweentota de-spair and embracing atotal
answer to al hisanxietiesand uncer-tainties. Recently, in the name of one of hissisters, he presented ‘ My
ObjectinLife,

My oneand only object inlifeisto commit suicide at the age of fourteen, (you ask mewhy | wait until the
ageof fourteen.,. well! when | wasalittlegirl | alwayswanted to seemy name on thefront page of thedaily
newspaper and I’ vetried to think of lotsof waysto suceed in doing thisand after al of my yearsof tryingto get
onthefront page of any newspaper | have only reached one conclusion and that waswhat | mentioned earlier
to commit suicide by smply killingmy self (well | hopethat’sthe best way to commit suicideistokill mysdif).
Oh by theway leader if you have any brilliant ideas about how | can suceed in killing myself just writeto
Bellevue Sanitarium and ask for the Suicideistinward 24

thank-youfor your contributionsso that | may finally be on thefront page of the newspaper no matter which
oneit may be.

sgning off: THE SUICIDEST (Alias) SheilaCurry

Last summer | tried to get Alvin ajob. Therewere so many anti-poverty projects about that promised so
much that there seemed no problem. One programme, involving work and aleadership training course, seemed
particularly hopeful so | wroterecom-mendingAlvin,

Sr
I’mwriting thisletter with respect to our tel ephone conversation of thisafternoon. | spoketo theboy whom
| mentioned to you and heisgrateful for the opportunity to do any kind of work for any salary aslong asit

would present achallengeto him. Hefdt that since he haswanted to work with children for along timeyour
position would provide himwith an excellent opportunity.



HisnameisAlvin LewisCurry and at present heisentering thetenth grade. His school performance up to
now hasbeen erratic, swinging fromthebrilliant to theindifferent

If Alvin can get thejob, there would be no troubl e providing carfare and he said that he welcomesthe
opportunity to see some of theworld outside of hisneighbourhood.

| would begrateful for anythingyou could dofor Alvin. Thank you very much for offering somethinginthis
increasingly desperate and depressing Situation,

Yourssincerdly,
Herbert R. Kohl

Alvinwasaccepted. | heard nothing until amonth and ahalf later. | called Alvin'smother oneday to seehow
thingswere going and Alvin answered. Heashamedly confessed that he guit thejob, and then ashisanger rose
hetold methat as much ashewanted to work he couldn’t takeit. After aweek of orientation and leadership’
training, hewashanded abroom and mop and made an officia *junior janitor’ for thesummer. Thehumiliation
wastoo much. | told Alvintoforget it, writethewhol e thing off as some pious mistake of well-intentioned but
harmless peoplewho weren’t conscious of their prejudiceand condescension.

At theend of the summer | received two |etters, however, that | couldn’t accept complacently. Thefirst
congratulated mefor my interest inAlvin, the second, addressed (but never sent) toAlvin, praised himfor his
work.

| had to respond.
Dear —,

| received your |etter and acopy of theonethat you sent Alvin. Quitetruthfully | cannot understand how you
can be so hypo-critical and complacent. Asfar as| understand your training programmeit seemsto methat
everything that Alvinwasexposed to thissummer wasasystematic attempt to degradehim. A training programme
that hasthe gall to make one of thetraineesa’junior janitor’ and “alow” himto mop thefloorsand clean up
after everyonedseisnothing but another unthinking confirmation of the hopel esdy inhuman and condescending
way that whitesinthispoor country automatically think of blacks. Your pleasant words about Alvin'scheerful
faceand ddightful summer ring very hollow infront of thesmplefact that Alvin quit your programme. That he
couldn’t tell you thisbut just allowed himself to disappear isatestimony to histrust and faithin thosewho
concluded the programme. Too many peoplein the United States are trying to do too much * good’ to others
and havefailedtolook within themselves.

Yourssincerdy

Herbert Kohl

Several weeksagoAlvin cameto my house, and without aword of greeting went to the typewriter and
spent the afternoon per-fecting hislessons.

Students-enrolment

1. Who isthe original man?



TheAgatic Blackman the maker, owner, cream of the planet earth father of civilization God of theuniverse.
2. Who is the coloured man?
Caucasion yakubt-made-devil, skunk of the planet earth.

3. What isthetotal population of the original peoplein thewilderness of North Americaand in all of
the world?

Thereare seventeen million plustwo million Indiansin the Wil-derness of North America. Therearefour
billion400 millioninal theworld.

4. What is the total population of the coloured man in the WNA and in all of the world?
Thereare 103 million 100 thousand col oured peopleinwna. Therearefour millioninall theworld.
5. What is the total square miles of water?

139,685,000.

What is the total square miles of the planet earth?

196,940,000 squ. miles.

What isthe total square miles of dry land?

57,225,000.

6. What isthe total sg. miles of useful land used by the total population?

29,000,000.

7. How much is used by the original man?

23,000,000.

8. How much is used by the coloured man?

6,000,000.

9. What isthe said birth record of the nation of Islam?

Alphaand Omega (no beginning no end).

10. What isthe said birth record of the nations other than Islam?

Christianity — 551 yearsold.

Buddhist— 35,000 yearsold.

Hesigned hiswork with his‘original’ Muslim name. Then | hel ped him with algebra. We talked about
collegeand thefuture. He sighed and told methat he hadn’ t been to school for threeweeks.

Alvin had been converted to the Brotherhood., an offshoot of Elijah Muhammed' sBlack Mudim Temple, in
the heart of Medina, only two blocksfrom hishouse. For the Brothers, Man-hattan isM eccaand Harlem its
heart, while BrooklynisMedinawithitsheart in Fort Greene. The only lessonsAlvin had been studying for
many weekswere Mudlim lessonson the history of thewhite devil inthewildernessof North America They



make sense of him, these stories of thewhite-man’scruelty and lies, the spook religion Christianity, withits
unknown god and hypocriti-cal promisesto theblack man of rewardsin somefuturelifefor patienceinbearing
thewhiteman’sunchristian behaviour inhisone.

Alvin seestheliesinwhite-man’shistory astaught in the schoolsand agreeswith the Brothersthat history
really means‘ Hisstory’, white-man’stalesmeant to convince the black man of hisinferiority. Heknowsthat
when teacherstell of justicein Am-erica, they mean ‘just us’, thewhite man. These verba games, so much
morethan games, reflect toAlvintheworld ashelivesit.

Oneday, after being abused by apolice officer for trying to defend an innocent child from being arrested,
Alvinsaidtome: *Mr Kohl, you can get arrested for tirring up justice around here.’

The Brotherhood is made up of teenagersfor the most part many are dropouts. Others, likeAlvin, try
school, leaveinde-spair, only to return hoping thingswill bedifferent. Somelearn sufficient disciplineand sdlf-
respect from the Brotherhood to put up with schooal.

From the outs dethe Brotherhood may seem likejust another hate group, but itismuch morethanthat tothe
youthswho aremembers. Itisareligion that teaches prideand self-love. It hasawritten mythology and dogma
passed fromyouth to youth that may wel | be solving morereading problemsthan thenewest and most sophisticated
reading texts. Thisdoctrine preachesre ection of awhiteworld that regjects. It preachesthepossibility of arich
and powerful black society, aturning of thetables. Thisisundeniably dangerousfor thewhite society, but no
more dangerousthanthewhiteracismthat gaverisetoit. For Alvinit may not be so dangerousand may even
givehimastrength and pridethat ished thier than hispresent despair. | say ‘may’, for Alvin seemstoo senditive
andfar toointelligent to accept ‘total’ answers.

If the Brotherhood isof equivocal valuetoAlvin, | feed myself powerlessto helpinany way. Hispersonal
grief transcends movements, advice, consolation and even love. At present he seesno placefor himself in
school, society orinlifeitself. Recently hewrote:

Thecondemned building

Thereisaleaky faucet, going with asteady drip of water, thereisno recreation whatsoever whereaperson
can spend hisleisuretime, but thereis something to look at, the wallswhich have plaster peeling, which
suggestsdifferent moodsthat aperson may bein, thewallsare so arranged that they suggest different scenes
like maybeasceneof you gradually graduating from boyhood to man when the mirage has passed you notice
that thewindowsareuneasily pitch black suggesting for you maybe aprivate hell, where you can satisfy your
owndesires. Thenyour eyesd owly moveto the ceiling which suggestsamirage of heaven whereyou may have
achanceto find out therea meaning of life, thewindowsand the ceiling have acertain contrast between each
other which seemstoworry you into making ahasty decision, which swiftly movesyou to thedoor withwhich
you step out into the outside, whereyou ask yourself why isthisbuilding condemned, whereaperson canfind
hisinner salf. Why do they condemn thisbuilding where man can find out what heisor will be.

Why dothey condemnLife.

Raphasohasanorigina Mudim name, though hefindsthe Mudimlifetoo restrictiveand moral. Thelast
timel saw him hewaswandering about the streets, wearing atopcoat that wasabit too long and too warm for
the spring weather. Hewas beginning to look like those permanent dwellersin junkies paradise, thehomeless
menwho liveon stoopsand wander from halway to halway. It washard to talk to him, he seemed so far away
from theangry child who wrote The Nightclub, who played and joked with Alvin, Mauriceand Michael. |
knew it waspointlessto ask him about schooal, but | did anyway. He shrugged hisshouldersand told methat it



takes so long to get anywherein school that hejust couldn’t seethe point. It’snot that Ral ph wasany more
impatient than anormal middle-class adol escent; rather he couldn’ t satisfy hisnormal adolescent needs—
decent clothing money for afew dates and entertainment, those externa thingsthat represent adol escent self-
respect — while patiently preparing in school to satisfy adult ones. Only the streets seemed to providethe
possibility of winning fast money and respect, and Ra ph waswilling to gamblefor them against hisyoung life
rather than remain in thelimbo that was schoal.

Weonly spokefor afew minutes, then Ral ph shuffled off. | gave him my telephone number andtold himto
cal if heever felt the need. Therewas nothing elseto do, and it was always possiblethat hewould get tired of
the streets, or want morethan they offered. At that moment he woul d need someoneto bethereand say that
quitting onceisnot theend, to help him back to himsalf and hisdreamsand aspirations. Perhaps| could help by
beingtheretolistentohimagain.

Recently | saw another of the childrenfor thefirst timeinfour years. | wasinthe hospital with abroken hip
where one of the other patients told me about an unusual newspaper boy who wanted to be awriter. The
hospital was only three blocksfrom my school so naturally | was curious and asked to seethe boy. It was
Michadl, who, when | last saw him, was still working on hisnovel Frankenstein Meets Cyclopsand Psyche,
awild, origina blend of Greek myth, street violenceand horror movies. | never saw thefinished product, and
Michael reluctantly admitted that the book was never finished. He hadn’ t written since the sixth grade, was
never provided with an opportunity to do soinschool, and wastoo busy working or too preoccupied with per-
sonal and family problemstowrite. Yet, four yearslater, he il dreamed of being awriter.

| was surprised and thrilled, and encouraged him to write again. He asked mewhat he could write about,
and | told him to think of what he cared about. Our first conversation was brief: Michael had to deliver his
papersto the other patientsinthe hospital. The next morning hevisited me, presented mewith afree copy of
the Times., and said he would have something that He didn’t, but the next morning heleft anotebook on my
bed and apol ogized.

“I"'msureifsno good, maybeyou shouldn’'t read it,’ Later | looked at thetitleand Michael’ sbrief description
of hiswork ‘ ThePit of Hell by Michael Earle, the story of ayoung teenager who dropsout of school andtries
to makealiving without an education by jeopardizing thelives of the peoplewho loved him. Thestory isjust
unfolding. | sseMichad every few weeksHe hasfinished thefirst chapter and worksinfitsand heisattempting
amoredifficult and dangerouswork than Frankenstein book, onethat presentsclear and immediatewith his
presentlife.

Michael hasnot dropped out of school. Perhapsthisnovel ishisway of experimenting with thefuture, or of
communicating hisdoubtsand anxietiesto me. But itisalso morethanthat. Michagl wantsto beawriter. He
hasrewritten thefirst chapter of The Pit of Hell threetimesand has asked meto be ruthlessand honest about
hiswork. Hewantsto master the craft and seemsto have the patience and persistenceto do it. With luck he
may makeit asawriter, whatever he decidesabout school which seemsirrelevant to hislifeand education.

Grace has been luckier than many of the other childrenin away, though not without acost to herself. She
wastheonly childin6-1togotoa‘Specia Progress’ classinajunior high school inanother part of thecity.
Her test scoreswere good enough for thiseven before she entered my class. Because of her selection, Grace
was separated from her friends, and within her new school from pupilswho weren’t considered to be* gifted’.
For two years shewas groomed to succeed. She had afull academic pro-gramme overloaded with factsand
skillsguaranteed to put one through entrance examinations. She was converted to the gospel of gradesand
rushed nervoudly into competition. | saw her loseinterest in her old friends, becometense and ambitious. She
was preoccupied with success, and fully taken up with school. As her lettersto my wifeand mein Spain
testified, it paid off.



18 Sept. 1964
Dear Mr and MrsKohl;

Sorry | couldn’t write sooner, but my father wasjust discharged from the hospital and it took sometimeto
get straightened out

How isParis?lIsit realy romantic and enchanting. Did you seethe Eiffel Tower?

I’ ve started astamp coll ection with your Parisian stamps, and the two English stamps my pen-pal sent me
today.

| amin8and Honor League, and aschool patrol.

My officia teacher ruleswith aniron hand. In science, thelessons on genesand chromosomescamein very
handy. The encyclopaediaswere even handier for my first report.

I hopeyou return soon. Must close now before | haveto use extrastampsfor over weight.
Your everlasting student and student-in-law, Grace

PS. Sofar | havetwo commendations, I’ m an honourabl e organization where one must have 85 average
andA in conduct

2— superior officers, (monitors)
15 Octo. 1964
Dear Mr and MrsKohl,

Sinceyou arein Spain, | think it’svery appropriateto writethisletter in Spanish. Don’t look so alarmed.
Thetrandationison ancther page... intheletter, (trandation)

How areyou?| hopeyou arewell. Do youlike Spain? | amwell, my brother and sistersarewell, and my
father doesn’t haveto go to the hospital because he has been there already and when hereturned, the doctor
said that hedoesn’t haveto return.

| andoingwell inschool, especidly Science. | haveaB+ onmy Shakespearereport, aB onmy first Social
StudiesHomework, but aA (99% inredink). My Spanish teacher saysthat | am very intelligent. Dothemen
and women danceinthestreet? Do you hear the Beatlesin Spanish or English (with lovefrom metoyou, Do
you want to know asecret?) Wedon't hear their recordsnow. | will bewriting to you inthe near weeks.

Yourstruly

Grace

Until later

18 Dec. 1964 Dear Mr Kohl and Judy,

| havereceived your gift. It'slovely. It sthefirst Imported, genuinething | haveever known. But I’ m sorry
tosay that | might not havenothingto put init for quiteawhile. My father just cameout of thehospital Thursday
(17 Dec. 1964). Hewasinfor the operation he was supposed to get in the summer. ThisChristmaswill bea
shaky onefor us, but having him homeis steady enough for me. Because of hisillness, | wasunableto buy you



apresent, but | do haveaChristmascard for you (smell it) my sister’s persona smelling salts (and it does
smell). GUESSWHAT 72!

| have been chosen with someother girlsinmy class(8-3), according toreading level, to attend Mt Holioin
Massachusetts. Itisaschool wherethegirlsattend for eight weeks of the summer in coursesof Math, English,
S.S., Science, etc. Thisway they will tell how well weare doing in certain areasthan other areas. On 6 Febwe
will takethetest. On 21 Jan. thetest for Bronx High School of Science. | am goingtotakeit | hopel passboth.

My first marking period marksare:,
English85

Math 83

Science90

SS.85

Lang. 98

A ‘ningty-eight’ in Spanish’

Good by Yourstruly Grace

13 Feb. 1965 Dear Mr Kohl and Judy,

| hopeyou received my Christmas card. How did you spend your Christmas? | had agood one. | got the
game of Monopoly, an abum, abox of Helena Robinstine Dusting Powder (not for dusting furniture), and a
pair of hand knit beddipperswith apair of silken pyjamas, (yellow) | played monopoly on Christmasfrom
10:20 (day) (when | came homefrom church) to 2:00 the next morning.

We had our midtermson thel2th of Jan. to the 15. Math and sciencearemy ideal. On Sciencel got a102
onmy test. On Sociad Studies| got a87. In English, | got a89. Inmath | got 296 and on my Spanish midterm
| got a100 (the highest you could get) My math level is 10.0 (the highest on that test.)

We got our report cardsWED. 10/2/65. My marks:

Math 90 Eng 90 S.S. 90 Sc 95 Foreign Lang.: 98 My average: 92%

| got your book. | loveit | took it to school. My teacher thought it quite nice.
Signing off Your pupil: Grace

P.S. Write soon!

PS.PS. | took thetest for the specia schoolsin New England, |ast Saturday 6/2/65. Resultswill beback in
SX Or sevenweeks.

5May 1965 Dear Air Kohl,

Sorry | haven't written you in such along timebut | wastoo busy with High School. We are graduating this
year fromtheeighth grade. | sentinan application to bronx H.S. of Science. And alot of other applicationsto



other schoolsfor my second choice school if | didn’t get H.S. of Science. | haven't heard from the people at
the private schoolsyet but | still have hope. | got my report card my grades:

Math: 92
S 95
SS90
Lang. 95

My Spanish teacher lowered my Spanish gradethree pointsfor thethreedaysl| didn’t bringinmy money for
my Spanish notebook so shegavemea—i for each day | didn’t bringin my money ($i .56) Could | helpitif
| didn’t havethemoney?And | wasn't gonnasted it to please her, | didn’t get an English mark becausel didn’t
hand in aha-hanumber of ha-hareportsand homeworks. ha-haThe Honor League assembly isFriday and
I’'minit. | havea93 average and got an A in conduct. Thetest for Bronx HS of Sciencewas 13April 1965,
Tuesday. (Good thing it wasn’t aFriday)

GUESS
WHAT! 11?72

Today in science (fourth Period) the head of
Guidance dept. sent aboy for us. When we got down | was anew member of the Bronx High School of
Science. Yep!

You read right and no needto read it again. | passed thetest. Me, Daisy, Henry and James Ratleff. All the
others, failed (so to speak) already two peopl e have been accepted to the private High Schools. When Miss
—told mel went mad, screaming and yelling and jumping al over theplace. Mommy didn’t believe mewhen
| called her from the office and told her. We have aterm paper duefrom 10-14 May. Mineisdueon 12 May.
It has to be on afamous person. I’ m doing Joan of Arc. It has to be no less than twenty-five pages. —

typewritten,
Signing off now Your pupil Grace

PS. | redlly passed thetest for High School of Science,

24 June, 1965

Dear Mr Kohl and Judy,

| thank you very, very, very, much. | received it onthe 24 and | graduate onthe 25. THANK Y OU
THANKYOU THANK YOU IPASSB

D

| PASSED | PASSED

| PASSED

| will begoingtoaprivateschool inthefall. On 1 July | will begoingto Mt Holyoke College, South Hadley,
Mass, in pre-paration for theschool inthefal. | will begoingtothe— School inthefall. They’ vegivingmea



$13,000 scholarship for four yrs. ($3250 yr) We could write each other until you comehome. You'll returnon
the22 and I’ll return on the 26 of August. HAPPY'! HAPPY! HAPPY!

| PASSED | PASSED | PASSED the addressfor my summer preparation school Mt Holyoke College
South Hadley Massachusetts

Your pupil Grace

I’msoexcited | can't spell straight Thank you again: Bye

Dear Mr Kohl,

I’mbhaving fun! fun! fun! All youdoisgoto classes, eat, deep, rideyour bikeand goto activities. Thisafter
noon my activitiesare Dance (M odern) and swimming, | learned to swim andrideabikewhilel washere, last
weekend (the 10 and 11), wewent to Cape Cod. We had acook out and we had acampfire, (I wasin charge)
Thisweekend (18,19) wewent out again. On Sunday we went to Tanglewood to hear the Boston sympHoNY
ORCHESTRA, then on Saturday evening at 8:30 at Cinema 1 and 2, aswanky movie house, we saw, hold onto
your hats, My FAIRLADY! It wasthemost umptioudly, beautiful, moviel ever seen. Infactitstheonly moviel’ve
ever seen. Expect another |etter in about five days. | haveto end thisone because I’ m expected for my dance
classin seven and ahaf minutesand there'sso much totell you.

ByeLove
Grace

Now Graceisin her second year inaNew England Prep School. Shefitswholly neither there nor at home
inHarlem. Sheisoneof the* school Negroes', agifted onebut still an anomaly. The other studentsare asopen
aspossible, and shehasmade severa sincerefriends. Yet to live smultaneoudy intwo worlds, arichwhiteone
and apoor black one, isto befully apart of neither. Grace hasbecomealienated from Harlem, her home, her
friends, her very self, in attempting to be part of the prep-school world. But shecan’t fully participate there;
she’stoo poor, too lonely, too much of aspecial case. It ishard to know what will come of her alienation,
whether it will pull her apart or whether shewill transcend it and show us adultsaway to synthesize the con-
tradictionswemakeand alow in our society. Itisequally difficult to know whether her alienationisany better
or hedlthier than Robert’sor Alvin's,

Grace used to befriendly with Pamela, and recently | tried to bring themtogether. It wasan awkward, even
hogtile, encounter. Pamelalivesin Harlem, knowswho sheis, andisproud of her colour and life. Shewasone
of thequieter childrenin 6-1, yet one of the most respected. I noticed that no one bothered her though shewas
small and seemed sofragile. In June of that year | found out why. BrendaW., one of the bigger and tougher
kids, tried to bully Pam, who listened for aminute, then dammed her booksto thefloor and went for Brenda.
Therewassuch justiceand fury in her assault that Brendawilted, as| am surel would have. Thishard, just core
of Pamela s has remai ned unchanged, though she has blossomed into abeautiful young woman. Now she
worksfor Haryou, protesting some of the outragesthe Harlem community issubjected to. Sheisnot bitter or
desperate, but sheisvery angry. The balance she maintainsbetween social anger and personal joy | haveseen
nowhereelse.

But Pamelaand Graceareworldsapart Thereislittlejoy in Grace's present ambiguous existence and too
much suppressed. She can’t know whether to love or hate Pamela sHarlem or the white downtown world of
her prep-school classmates. Shecan't think of all the contradictionsin her present lifeif sheisto continueit,
and shefeelsshemust. Sheisconvinced of the value of education and will push herself to college, perhaps



further if sheisn’t overtaken by all she must forget, suppress, hide. Pamelaand Grace can’t talk, and now
Graceand | can'ttalk. It became clear ayear ago that shewasn't interested in seeing me. Perhaps shewas
afraid: whatever it was, | quietly dropped out of her life. It’sironic; the child who hasmadeit in school isthe
onel canleast communicatewith.

Thereisno point in continuing to document each child’s problemsand pains. Enough hasaready been said.
Thethirty-six children are suffering from the diseases of our society. They areno special cases; therearetoo
many hundredsof thousandslikethem, lost inindifferent, inferior schools, put on the streetsor in prep schools
with condescension or cynicism. When | think of my work asateacher one of the children’sfavourite myths,
that of Sisyphus, continually comesto mind: theman con-demnedtoroll arock up amountainonly to seeit fall
back to the, bottom, to return to the bottom himsel f and take up hisunending task. Without hope and without
cynicism, | try to make myself availableto my pupils. | believeneither that they will succeed nor that they will
fail. I know they will fight, falter and risesagain and again, and that if | havethe strength | will betheretorejoice
and cry with them, and to add my little weight to easing the burden of being aliveinthe United Statestoday.



