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(those in darkness out of sight)

—Bertolt Brecht

And the Supreme Courtsaid housing and welfare are not fundamental rights,
“The right to vote, marry and procreate are the only fundamental rights.
Question:What rights are considered fundamental? 1
Answer: Only those rights essential to our concept of ordered liberty.
Question: What do you mean? Make it plain, girl. Make it plain

nswer: I other words, a democratic society without th

be considered civilized. If you don't have 'em, you ain’t civili

Isn't it lovely to be civilized?

You've seen her You know you have. She sits on cardboard at Broad and €o-
lumbia in front of Zavelle’s. Four coats layer her body. Towels are wrapped with a
rope around her fect to keep them warm. A plastic bag full of her belongings
stands i formation next to her. She's anywhere between 40 and 70 years-old: A
8rey Black woman of North Philadelphia.Sitting sharply. Watching the whirl Of:
peaple pass by she sis through winter, spring, summer, fall and law students
Keeping time (o memory

Youve seen her-You know you have.The old woman walking her ulcerated

Iegs down Markey ¢
s o Market strect;the old harridan mumbling pieces of a dead dream a8

 cxamines gatbage can afer garbage can,

Hey there, iric, .
g ¥ there, girie, Can yoy Spare me a quarter? I ain’t eaten
10N NOw; honey. Just one [itle Quarter”
e S
T mq;:Tr\Lrand keep on walking to your apartment. 50 you b
country marching oft e 0" O DT PaSt present and future, Onward Ghristian
140 Wat with your cross behind you, going as before.

f the rest TOOm at Pe
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four days.

She Was turning the corney o
OUEof the stall It wag 1.5,

enns,
aiting for the 11:59 p.m. (0
ing her swollen black feet, draggiff

deobpers. Her cape surrounded her like a shrou:
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C Corner of my ey,
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layered bogy gy < Do
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Whose motter are you? Whose daughter were you for so many years? What
grandchild is standing still in your eyes? What is your name, o blaek soman, of
bathrooms and streets?

She opened her dirty sheet of belongings and brought out an old plastic
bowl. She looked up and signaled to me.

Hey youThere. Yeah. You. Miss. Could you put some water in this there bow]
for me please? Its kinda hard for me to climb back up once I sits down here for
the night”

1 took the bowl and filled it with water. There was no hot water, only cold I
handed it to her,and she turned the bowl up to her mouth and drank some of
the water.Then she began the slow act of taking off her slippers and socks The
socks numbered six. They were all old and dirty. But her feet. A leper's fect
Cracked. Ulcerated. Peeling with dirt and age.

She baptized one foot and then the other with water.Yes. Wash the “souls™ of
your feet, my sister. Baptize them in bathroom water. We're all holy here.

You've seen her.You know you have. Sitting in the lower chambers of the
garage. Guarding the entering and exiting cars. Old black goddess of our Ameri-
can civilization at its peak.

She sits still as a Siamese. Two shopping bags surround her like constant
lovers. She sits on two blankets. A heavy quilt is wrapped around her body

“Good morning, sister” I scream against the quiet. Her eyes. Closed. Open into
narrow slits.Yellow sleep 0ozes out of her eyes. Then a smile of near-recognition
A smile of gratitude perhaps. Here I am, her smile announces, in the upper
sanctum* of Manhattan. A black Siamese for these modern monuments. Let those
‘who would worship at my shrine come now or forever hold their peace. He.
Hee. Hee.

She leans toward me and says, “Glorious morning, ain't it? You has something
for yo' ole sister today? For yo' old mother?”

‘The blue and white morning stretches her wings across the dying city. I lean
forward and give her five dollars. The money disappears under her blanket as she
smiles a lightning smile. Her eyes open and for the first time I sce the brown in
her eyes. Brown-eyed woman. She looks me in the eye and says,“Don't never go
0 slecp on the world, girl Whiles you sleeping the world scrambles on. Keep yo'
eyes open all the time”

‘Then she closes her eyes and settles back into a sinister stillness. I stand wait-
ing for more. After all, we have smiled at each other for years. I have placed five
dollars regularly into her hand. I wait. She does not move, and I finally walk on
down the street. What were you waiting for girl? What more could she possibly
say to you that you don't alrcady know? Didn't you already know who and what
she was from her voice, from her clothes? Hadn't you seen her for years on the.

e doorways of America? Didn't you recognize her?
Mm{ wn;:?h:‘ f::.g block .f. my apartment. It will be a long day. I feel exhausted
already.Is it the New York air? My legs become uncoordinated. Is it the rhythm of

°ouls™ a play on the word “Soles”

Ssanctum a sacred or holy place
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A Blessing
JAMES WriGHT
Just off the highway to Rochéster,ﬁ Minnesota,

‘ Twilight bounds softly forth on the grassyy
And thC[:Cy_Q& of those two Indian

ponies
Darken with kindness. i

They @avc come gladly out of the willows

'To welcome ymy friend and me.

We step over the barbed wire into the pasture
Where they have been grazing all day, alone.

They ripple tensely! they can hardly contain their happiness 7
That we have come.

‘They bow shx}@ gs gvet swansSThez love each othcr]
There is no loneliness like theirs.

At home once more,
They begin munching the young tufts of spring in the darkness.
I would like to hold the slenderer one in my arms,
For she has walked over to me
And nuzzled my left hand.
She is black and white,
Her mane falls wild on her forehead,
And the light breeze moves me to c.ax:ess I’fcr long ear
That is delicate@he skin over a girl’s wrist.
ize
”Sl"ltll(:l(tj?fniystlel:;:d out of my body I would break
Into blossom.

ANALYZING THE POEM

ACTIVITY 2 s. Give evidence from the poem to support your
ns.

Answer the following questio it (15 piece of evidence.
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[ remember how on certain Sunday evenings my father would show us his best-
loved possessions, unrolling across our dining-room table the hundred-year-old
scrolls he'd carried over the sea from China. He showed them to us in the order
he remembered having collected them, and the first one, unscrolled, revealed
first the black claws, and then the long legs, and at last the whole height of a
standing crane, long-beaked, with coarse head and neck f.

eathers, and one fierce
eye. The second scroll was mostly white except for the blight-struck pine, and

one bird perched at the tip:a shrike, surviving, last carrier of seed and stones in
his little gizzard. The scrolls in my father’s house, stored in room after room, or
hung in the halls, were so many any breeze could send their silk dancing and
their bones all knocking against the walls, He spent every day in August, his vaca-
tion time, painting from morning to evening, filling sheet after sheet of rice
paper with washes of ink. I watched him lean over the table and his hand flee,
orseem to flee, the ink running past the brush and into the very bird. It was
birds he painted, one after another. 7o make you see flying in a standing body,
he said, his arm moving up and down to be flying, pushing backward to be draw-
ing nigh, backing up into the future in order to be coming into what’s passed.
One human hand, a bird, resigned to let time resolve it in paper and ink. It takes

one bird to write the central action of the air, lending its wings to gravity, in
order to be aloft.
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ANALYZING THE POEM
ACTIvVITY 2

Work on these questions with a partner or group.

L Look through the poem and find words to put in each of the ‘O’ll"llr carziz?lz‘:
in the chart, Some words may fit in more thafl one 'Clll(t.?goWh ;zr‘[h;wn»
What you know and can guess about the n?e:}nmgs of lll; wo;:,
lext of the poem. Use the glossary and a dictionary to help you.

HANDS
Unrolls,

RE
BIRDS ART/PAINTING CHINESE CULTU

L serolls

images linger in your mind? What
Afy A hich one or two images ling
=t leadmg the poem, W 1c

Questions do vou have? Discuss. h
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At Home in the World

for Beverly Lowry
1988

ROSEMARY CATACALOS

(fhe dream is of something coming, Growing

as the heart does in love, inevitably

bent on its own motion, a sunflower turning

a ripe face toward its source.

The dream is of something possible and regular,
the silence of an old man husking pinenuts

in a whitewashed courtyard at sunset, the fading
light: memory become dream again.

(The dream is pure necessity. For what

are the givens if not that we give everything,
whatever it takes? There are bombs

in innocent places. Old friends grow tired
and want to die. The night-blooming

cereus’ is doused in its one moment

of fire. A storm carries away

trucks full of children mouthing questions.

It can strike anywhere, this life. 3

Which is why we are hard on its heels, saying
always, If these things are true, then so

is the dream.Why we hold the dream put
like somi€ mismatched glft (but a gLft

even so. For a grandmothcr who remembers
its name, for a little boy straining

on tiptoe to see into a snow-filled park.

ANALYZING THE POEM
ACTIVITY 2

Answer the following questions. Give evidence from the poem to support your
answers, where appropriate, and include line numbers for each piece of evidence
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The Confounding
A Paiute Tale to Be Told Aloud

STEVE SANFIELD

This tale is told by the Paiute Indians who live in the
Great Basin of Utah, Nevada, & California. It has been
told for hundreds of years—long before there was any
written language. Some say it is @ tale of coyote, that
it explains why he lives as a vagabond and an outlaw.
Others say it is a tale about language. Still others say it
s about ourselves. The Narro-gwe-nap, or keepers of

the legends, say nothing except that it changes each time

it is shared. After you read it tell it to someone else and.

sce if the Narrogwe-nap speak the truth.

When the earth was made
the gods went to all the living things and asked:
What do you want to be? - What do you want to be?
What do you want to be?

Some said:

We want to fly with grace in the blueness of the sky.
Okay, said the gods, we will make you into birds
all kinds of birds
big birds  litle birds
all kinds of birds.

‘The sky shall be your home
and you shall fly in it forever,

And some said:
We want to swim with grace in the coolness of the water.
Okay, said the gods, we will make you into fish

all kinds of fish

big fish little fish
. all kinds of fish,
The lakes and rivers and seas shall be your he
and you shall swim in them ﬁmZver o

all kinds of an,

: mals
big animalg 2

small animals

ing at night

4
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all kinds of animals,
‘The mountains and valleys and forests sha|
be
and you shall move through them (urevye‘:m e

Still others said:
We want to live with the grace of gods in the world,
‘We want to live in harmony with all lving things
Okay, said the gods, we will make you into human beings
all kinds of human beings
some big some small
all kinds of human beings.
‘The world shall be your home
and you shall live in it forever.

Thus all of the living things

chose the form they would take
and the kind of ife they would lead-
At that time all the creatures

spoke in the same tonguc.

They were allfriends.

They danced and sang together:
Each day they gathered

at the Great Council of LVIng Things-
They all drank sweet Wact

and ate grasses and berrics
and leaves and fruit that &%
out of vast Mother Earth-
One day coyote did 0t £20
He stayed away and

1 am tired of company:
tired of ro0tS 31

Coyote lay there t (he aftermoon
and in the quiet ©F

cep fell UpOR BT ey sunshinc
s\l;\eipwhilc e lept 10 S50 s by 3520
e and
Unupit® came

Unupit whispered:

Uy
Pit a god in Pajute culture
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slowly: The meat
The meat.
1t smells good.

Coyote woke

It is good.
It is very good.
Taste it urged Unupit

said:

And when coyote had tasted it, h
T will never cat grass again.

A brown cottontail bounding across a field
aleap atear
teeth sinking into flesh
and coyote had made the first Kill
No longer did he go to the Great Council
He stayed in the brush

among the manz: hickets.
The small animals, when they met him,
greeted coyote in brotherhood

as has always been the way

But lust and greed were alive in the world
and coyote would pounce upon them

and kill them and eat them

“The tortoise leaves a trail in the dust
when he drags his tail.

Now all the small animals and birds
‘would not speak with coyote:

They would not go near him.

It had never been like this before.
Now there was fe

in the hearts of living things
and the fear was of other living things.

Mice, rabbits, quail did not go to the Great Council
They stayed in their nests

o ind burrows and dens.
€ spartows and juncos stayed high in the pines and 0aks.

The smaller creatures became ever more fearful
as cach day passed.

No longer was there singing and d

lancing
among all the living things 2

‘The large animals sat along
and wondered wiy

Coyote was

at the Council

at had happencd in the world.
our friend.

Now he Kills his brothers,

He is without friends

among those
It could happen

aker than himself
to all of us,

A
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We can trust only ourselyes,

Let us change our ways and customs
and we will be safe

Let us change our signs and language
and keep to oursclyes,

So it was that skunks
spoke only to other skunks
and squirrels only to other squirrels
and my clans only to other my clans
The Great Council of Living Things met no more.
No more meetings in brotherhood
as was the way from the beginning.
A few seasons passed
and the tongue thatall the creatures
had shared and understood
was forgotten.

And st s today
that we find it so difficult to speak
with our brothers and sisters.

The End

ANALYZING THE STORY
ACTIVITY 3

it your
A the story 10 SUppO"
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ece of
mbers for each pie
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being old 17
apply: poem

1

s
2 What kind of story is it? Explain which

myth,

Who is telling the story? Who is the story fable, legend: O

the
rding (0 ¢
Describe how Earth was made, 3¢ =

What is common in the request® e
e “Great

In your own words, deseribe e 200 Gy

How do the living things ¢!

<onship ©
tivities? What is their relationshiP ¢

dothey &3¢

¢ aw:
Why does coyote decide 0 &Y s
while coyot€ B (o

7 (line 89
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What does Unupit do
‘Whisper” (line 74) and ‘urg:-
between coyote and UnuPit &
o 3 s cOyor
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How do the large animals resp
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