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@ The Good Daughter ©

Caroline Hwang

Having earned a BA in English from the University of Pennsylvania and an MFA from N
York University, Caroline Hwang (b. 1969) has worked as an editor at Americqp He -
Mademoiselle, Glamour, and Redbook. Hwang's novel In Full Bloom was published i, 2;? "
Constantly juggling her varied projects as both a writer and an editor, Hwang gps, )
“I've often heard it said that the difference between being an editor and writer iy
the editor has power and the writer gets the glory. | don’t know that the difference | "
clear-cut, but | can say that being on both sides has helped my writing and editing"s .
following essay was first published in Newsweek in 1998. " The

1 The moment I walked into the dry-cleaning store, I knew the WOomg
behind the counter was from Korea, like my parents. To show her thq; w2
shared a heritage, and possibly get a fellow countryman’s discount, | tilted
my head forward, in shy imitation of a traditional bow.

2 “Name?” she asked, not noticing my attempted obeisance.

3 “Hwang,” I answered.

4 “Hwang? Are you Chinese?”

5 Her question caught me off-guard. I was used to hearing such querje
from non-Asians who think Asians all look alike, but never from one of my
own people. Of course, the only Koreans I knew were my parents and thej;
friends, people who've never asked me where I came from, since they kney

better than I.
5 I ransacked my mind for the Korean words that would tell her who [ was,

It’s always struck me as funny (in a mirthless sort of way) that I can more
readily say “I am Korean” in Spanish, German and even Latin than I can in
the language of my ancestry. In the end, I told her in English.

7 The dry-cleaning woman squinted as though trying to see past the glare of

8

9

my strangeness, repeating my surname under her breath. “Oh, Fxuang,” she
said, doubling over with laughter. “You don'’t know how to speak your name.’

I flinched. Perhaps I was particularly sensitive at the time, having just

dropped out of graduate school. I had torn up my map for the future, the ont
that said not only where I was going but who I was. My sense of identity wos
already disintegrating.

When I got home, I called my parents to ask why they had never both-
ered to correct me. “Big deal,” my mother said, sounding more flippant tha
I knew she intended. (Like many people who learn English in a classgoomi
she uses idioms that don’t always fit the occasion.) “So what if you can't Prf

nounce your name? You are American, ” she said.




graduate school. It has been a compromise: my parents wanted me to go
to law school; I wanted to skip the starched-collar track and be a writer—the
hungrier the better. But after 20-some years of following their wishes and
meeting all of their expectations, I couldn’t bring myself to disobey or disap-
point. A writing career is riskier than law, I remember thinking. If 'm a fail-
ure and my life is a washout, then what does that make my parents’ lives?

I know that many of my friends had to choose between pleasing their
parents and being true to themselves. But for the children of immigrants, the
choice seems more complicated, a happy outcome impossible. By making
the biggest move of their lives for me, my parents indentured me to the
largest debt imaginable—I owe them the fulfillment of their hopes for me. |

It tore me up inside to suppressmy dream, but I went to school foraPhDin

English literature, thinking [ had found the perfect compromise. I would
be able to write at least about books while pursuing a graduate degree.

Predictably, it didn't work out. How could 1 labor for five years in a pro-
gram | had no passion for? When 1 finally left school, n:ly pc;:'en::;;eﬁ
disappointed, but since 1t wasn’t what they wcmte.d me toh Ol;ttt?m en
devastated. I, on the other hand, felt I was staring flt the 10 el
abyss. I had seen the flaw in my life of halfwayness, in my plan

Compromises.
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but I had a vague plan to make
concessions there, toO- s an AmencF:lz, my parents
expect me to marry someone Korean and give them grandchildren who look
like such a huge request when [ was 14, but now

been in love with someone |

like them. This didn’t seem
1 to do. I've never

bring myself even to enter.

n I’'m attracted to, I've been

I don’t know what ['m go
[ loved. (Since [ can't

lks every rela

tion of marriage sta
sible for the lack of passion in

ts’ expectations are respon

o be Korean, but they don’t want
grants are living paradoxes. We

age when the ques
wonder if my parern

my life.
t want their daughter t

My parents didn
her fully American, either. Children of immi
the last. We are in this country for its opportuni-

are the first generation and
ties, yet filial duty binds us. When my parents boarded the plane, they knew
h trip. [ don't think they imagined the rocks

they were embarking on a roug
in the path of their daughter who can

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

pening her essay with a brief narra-

ategy tor o
g woman? What mul-

1. What might be Hwang's Str
tion of her encounter with the Korean dry-cleanin
h this personal anecdote?

tiple issues does she introduce wit
“you don’t know how to speak

w the dry cleaner’s comment
observation but as a symbol

2. Explain ho
» functions not simply as an

your name

throughout the essay.
“1 straddle two

3 What details does Hwang use to support the claim that
cultures” and “I feel displaced in the only country I know”? (9).

4. Using your own words along with phrases from the essay, identify Hwang's
aim or purpose in this essay as well as her key claim or thesis.

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

1. Including details from this essay and your own experiences and obser-

vations, write an evaluative response €ssay agreeing or disagreeing with
(i v " - - . b J
children of immigrants are living paradoxes” (10).

Hwang's claim that
“living paradoxes” and to support

Use examples from the essay to define

your key claim.
e specific details from Hwang's essay to write an analysis of the

2. Incorporat
nts’ expectations.

causes and effects of her pare
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(p. 49). IHClude di (p | 70). ”LW}

omer family escaped the country
h Diego Uity in Islamabad, Pakistan,
Pleted e, unde gra Wforni, where Samady has continued to

in th-e Morning, before my father and I go our separate ways to work, we
chat amiably. “Good luck on your day.” “Hope business is good.” And our
one response to everything: “Inshallah.” God willing.

I get into my mini-SUV and head off to the hospital, groaning about the
lack of sleep, the lack of time, but also knowing that I am driving off to what
has always been my dream.

My father gets into his blue taxi, picks up his radio and tells the dis-
patcher he’s ready. Then he waits. He waits for someone wanting to go some-
where. He waits to go home to my mother, the woman he calls “ﬂ}e bo§s.”
Maybe today will be a good day. He will call her up and tell her he is taking
her out tonight. He can do that now that we're all grown up; now that he

doesn’t have to save every dime for the “what-ifs” and the “just-in-cases.”

e complaining in his car. His day starts off with a silent

There is very littl as you wish. Then he

prayer, then a pledge: Hudaya ba omaide hudit. God,
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hums or sings. Some songs are about love and some about loss. They are o),
bout life. He sings. He smiles the whole time.
’ h o listen, but I love it whe,

My father is the type of person who is content t ‘
he speaks. There is wisdom there, although he does not intend there to be

“What's new?” he'll ask over a Saturday morning breakfast.
“My life revolves around these books, Dad; there i

little to say unless you want to hear about the urinary t-ract."
“You know when Gandhi’s minister of foreign affairs died, his only ty,
It is the sign of a life worth living,” he replies qpgq

“Not much,” I reply.

possessions were books.

begins to butter his toast. |
and learning shine through the injurig

Sometimes, the years of education ‘
and lost dreams. I get a glimpse of the man who once existed, and the one wh,

never will. Who would he have been, I wonder, if the bombs hadn't come dowy,

in 19782 What if I could take away the time he spent in a coma, the years of
treatment and surgery, the broken bones and disabilities. What if there were

refugee ghettos, no poverty, no fear, no depression written in his life history?
Who could he have been? The thought saddens me, but intrigues me as wel]. |
it possible that he is who he is because the life he has lived has been filled wit

such tragedy? Perhaps these stories were the making of my hero.
Sometimes he’ll tell me about his college days, about an Afghanistan |

have never known and very few people would believe ever existed.
“In the College of Engineering, there was this lecture hall, with seats for

1,000 students,” his says as eyes begin to get bigger. “At the end of the lec-
ture, the seats would move. The whole auditorium would shift as you spun

along the diameter. The engineering of the building itself was very interest.
ing.” He continues to describe the construction details, then sighs. “I wonder

if it’s still around?”
There is a pause. For 25 years I have tried to fill that silence, but I have

never quite figured out what to say. I guess silence goes best there. He is the
next one to speak. “You see, even your old-age father was once part of some-

thing important.”

When he says things like that, I want to scream. I don’t want to believe
that the years can beat away at you like that. I don’t want to know that if
enough time passes, you begin to question what was real or who you are.
am unconcerned with what the world thinks of him, but it is devastating to
know that he at times thinks less of himself.

We are the same, but we are separated. People don’t see him in me. |
wish they would. I walk in with a doctor’s white coat or a suit or my Berkeley
sweatshirt and jeans. High heels or sneakers, it doesn’t matter, people always

seem impressed with me. “Pediatrician, eh?” they say. “Well, good for you.”
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they say at all: it ; gs are
» 1t is th . not what '
store, studying at q ¢q fee th Q people >y 10 your face or what

ave grown up here,” | h
“ , . ear q |
Oh, that’s not her faylt 7 she wear that thing on her head?” ady
her to wear thqt.” - S0meone replies. “Her father probebl;' fo
' rces

at midni ‘
o b v%lh; Gli::fr (]‘;l ;Ong day’s work. T_hat sound in the middle of the night is his
g In prayer although he is exhausted. Granted. the wealth is ne
and the legacy unknown, but look at what the bombs did 1;ot destroy Nogotell
me, am [ really oppressed? The question makes me want to laugh. No;v tell me
is he really the oppressor? The question makes me want to cry. |
At times, I want to throw it all away: the education, the opportunities,
the potential. I want to slip into the passenger seat of his cab and say: This is
who I am. If he is going to be labeled, then give me those labels, too. if you
are going to look down on him, then you might as well peer down on me as

well. Close this gap. Erase this line. There is no differentiation here. Of all the

things I am, of all the things | could ever be, 1 will never be prouder than to

say that I am of him.
[ am this cabdriver’s daughter.

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

| What is the author’s intention of starting her essay with the scene of her
conversation followed by their separate de-

and her father’s morning briet ‘ , ara
partures by car’ What is created for the reader in Samady’s description of

the scene?
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2 When the author acknowledges that her life of studving does not give he,
much opportunity for interesting stories to relate to her father, how ¢,
N

he convert her admission into an affirming reply?

reveal of her father’s background? What part of j,
b

3. What does the author
s life have been positively shaped

history saddens her? How might hi

the tragedies of his past?
that she does not care how the world regards her father i,

<he is distressed when she perceives that at times he “thinks less of himsejf -
What feelings does Samady reveal? When she acknowledges that “we ane ﬂ‘;e

same, but we are separated” (12), what does she mean?

5 How does the ethnicity of the author and her father contribute to t}
author’s sorrow in realizing how they are perceived? What is the “ga .
between them that others see but which the author wants to close? Lil:l

the many ways the author must live “between worlds.”
6. Although the author has many academic and professional triumphs in her
life, of what is she most proud?

4. The author reveals

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

author’s father that supports a thesis based on

character inference and includes details from the essay. Your discussion
of the supporting details will reflect both your understanding of the char-
acter and your judgment of him. (See Character Analysis, pp. 445-468.)

' f what makes a good family.

rween Waheeda Samady and her fa-
in your analysis. Your thesis will be
you can make based

1. Write an analysis of the

ther as you consider points to include

supported with details from the essay and inferences
on what the author provides in her work.

_contrast essay to show how the author’s life retlects
ws that conflict with her contentment. Your thesis
sition on these contlicting emotions as you illustrate

3 Write a comparison
joy, pride, and sorro

should reflect your po
with material from the essay.

CONNECTING WITH OTHER TEXTS
” (p. 113) to learn how the points

Semeen Issa and Laila Al-Marayati are also reflected in Samady’s
e an analysis examining what these authors believe Muslim
port your thesis with examples from both texts.

from Migrant Farm Labor to Neurosul-
showing how Alfred Quinones-Hinojosa

1 Read “An Identity Reduced to a Burka

made by
essay. Writ
women most value, and sup

2. Read “Terra Firma—A Journey
gery (p. 102) and write an €ssay
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The Color of Love @

Danzy Senna

The daughter of an African Mexican father, author Carl Senna, and \rish American writer
rmed a BA from Stanford University and an MFA
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en who had conquered Africa and buij
[ visited, their eyes followed me from

of my ancestors, the pale and dead m
be an expression of scom. Among he

Boston long before my
room to room with wha

; ndmother,
f:i;agtzj?gzic? Il:’:.tﬂleen a time when lineage and ;l:aste': rr}earltF sko meth;ng‘ To
me, young and dark and full of energy, she was the missing link between the
Vi ead. : :

- lmegufrl:i:}llﬁoid flowed through me, whether I liked it or m?t' [ grew up to
be a writer, just like her. And as  struggled to tell my own stories—about rq,
and class and post-civil rights America—] wondered who my grandmotp,
had been before, in Dublin, when she was friend and confidante to litey,

s and Samuel Beckett. Once, while 3n00pil:§

giants such as William Butler Yeat
in her bedroom, 1 discovered her novels, the ones that had been publisheq .

Ireland when she was my age. | stared at her photograph on the jacket ang

wondered about the young woman who wore d mischievous smile. Hqq she
ever worried about becoming so powerful that no man would want hep? Dig
she now feel that she had sacrificed her careet and wild Irishwoman dre g

to become a wife and mother and proper Bostonian?
I longed to know her—to love her. But the differences between us were ro

and alive, and they threatened to squelch our fragile connection. She wqs g,
alcoholic. In the evening, after a few glasses of gin, she could turn Vicioys
Though she held antiquated racist views, my gr andmother would sti]] havé
preferred to see my mother married and was saddened when my parents split
in the seventies. She believed that a woman without a man was pitiable. The
first question she always asked me when she saw me: “Do you have a man’
The second question: “What is he?” That was her way of finding out his ra;:e
and background. She looked visibly pleased if he was a Wasp, neutral if he
was Jewish, and disappointed if he was black.
6 My mother ignored her hurtful comments but felt them just the same. She
spent her visits to my grandmother’s house slamming dishes in the kitc.hen
hissing her anger just out of hearing range, then raving, on the drive home!
about what awful thing her mother had said this time. Like my mother ]
knew the rule: I was not to disrespect elders. She was old and gray and wouid
soon be gone. But I had inherited my grandmother’s short temper. When
I got angry, even as a child, I felt as if blood were rushing around in my
h?ad, red waves battering the shore. Words spilled from my mouth—cutting
vicious words that I regretted.
7 temggela‘:;l:?;l dagr in Calr;'lbridge, at my grandmother’s place, I lost my
. ﬂom ° lm:lme om college for the holidays, staying in her guest room
e fror p to the sound of her enraged voice shouting at what I could
only imagine was the television.

t | imagined to
a bird w
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to be [E’Opard am fODl'"
VL 1 th "~ She bej;
the screen. sh Ought, g OWed. “yq
. She : U stupid woman'” it has
when the shou Knowg th TSt be yelling ﬂtﬁhoreutti’:: conte:lar::s on

ting we
and looked dowp, 1t on for g peg, t‘“e Questions better than they do But

“You fOOI, 2 broken vase My grandmother

;fGl’Clnquin I d p ¢

idn't
though hard of hearing ;}llt;)r?;eger ,
y up-

-~ She pipe
tea? You must be PIPed, suddenly cheerful. “Would you like a cup of

ame but said it loudly enough that she,

to her that way,” | sh “ i k
you are? Slavery was abolished long agoj.ﬁ e il

[ stood over her, tall and 1 .
’ ong-limbed, daring her to speak. My grand-
mother shook her head. “It’s about race, isn't it?” i . 7o

i ?H - u ) -
Race?" | Sﬁbld, baffled. “Mary’s white. This is about respect—treating
other human beings with respect.”
Sh'e wasn't heflring me. All she saw was color. “The tragedy about you,”
she said soberly, “is that you are mixed.” 1 felt those waves in my head: “Your
tragedy is that you're old and ignorant,” I spat. “You don’t know the first

thing about me.”
She cried into her hands. She seemed diminished, a little old woman. She

looked up only to say, “You are a cruel girl.”
[ left her apartment trembling yet feeling exhilarated by what 1 had
done. But my elation soon turned to shame. ] had taken on an old lady. And

for what? Her intolerance was, at her age, deeply entrenched. My rebuttals

couldn’t change her.

Yet that fight marked the beginning of our relationship. I've since decided

ss anger toward those who have hurt you, you

are essentially giving up ol them. They are dead to you. But when you ex-
press anger, it is a sign that they still matter, that they are worth the fight.
grandmother and | began a conversation. She

After that argument, my | : She
seemed to see me clearly for the first time, OT perhaps she, a cruel girl
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herself, had simply met her match. And I no longer felt she was g
was a living, breathing human being who deserved to be spokep,

equal.
22 I began visiting her more. I would drive to Cambridge and sjt With
&

eating mixed nuts and sipping ginger ale, regaling her with tqles of m

est love drama or writing project. In her presence, I was proudly blﬁcky Iy,
young and political, and she was who she was: subtly racist, terribjy !Q_"ﬂ
and awfully funny. She still said things that angered me: She bemmn:diﬂa

mother’s marriage to my father, she said that I should Marry not for lov My
for money, and she told me that I needn’t identify myself as black € by

didn’t look it. I snapped back at her. But she, with senility creeping in 4.

seem to hear me; each time I came, she said the same things. ’
23 Last summer I went into hiding to work on my second nove]
er’s retreat in New Hampshire. The place was a kind of paradise fqr Creq

i i : e Qlty

souls, a hideaway where every writer had his or her own cabin in th . :
with no phone or television—no distractions to speak of. But [ wqs misersgfs
I could not write. Even the flies outside my window seemed to whispe "GZ
out and play. Forget the novel. Leave it till tomorrow.” ’

I woke one morning at four, the light outside my window still bjye ! fel
panic and sadness, though I didn’t know why. I got up, dressed, gng Weny
outside for a walk through the forest. But the panic persisted, and | began
cry. I assumed that my writer’s block had seized me suddenly.

That night I ate dinner in the main house and received a call on the pay
phone from my mother. She told me my grandmother had fallen and by,
her leg. But that wasn’t all; she had subsequently suffered a heart attack, He
other organs were failing. I had to hurry if I wanted to say good-bye.

I drove to Boston that night, not believing that we could be losing her
She would make it. I was certain. Sure, she was ninety-two, frail, unable to
walk steadily. But she was lucid, and her tongue was as sharp as ever. Some-
how I had imagined her as indestructible, made immortal by power and cru-
elty and wit.

The woman I found in the hospital bed was barely recognizable. My
dmother had always been fussy about her appearance. She never
showed her face without makeup. Even in the day, when it was jl}St she and -
the cleaning lady, she dressed as if she were ready for a cocktail é)artg;:; .
night she usually had cocktail parties; doddering old men hovered ar |

ippi ' ter a

her, sipping Scotch and bantering about thea _ | s

28 My grandmother’s face had swollen to twice 1tS normclxll Slziuﬁgat’:lthf
m

came out of her nose. She had struggled so hard to pull the e

nurses had tied her wrists 1o the bed rails. Her hair was graﬁr ;1 1 o0
body was withered and bruised, barely covered by the green nosp
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to lose its wrinkles and take on a waxy

. und u : .
to squabble in the purg(lt()ry of the flesh s went silent as she left us behind

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

1. Compare and contrast Senna and her grandmother. Which differences
most threaten their “fragile connection”?

2. Describe what provokes “the fight” between Senna and her grandmother
and how both verbally attack each other

3. Why is it important to Senna to “express anger”’? In what ways does their
fight ironically help their relationship?

4. How do both Senna’s writer’s block and her grandmother’s deathbed scene
bring a sense of resolution to this essay? What ultimately matters most to

Senna and what are the “trappings” that seem irrelevant?

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

of Senna’s relationship with her grandmother,

¢ and contrasting these tWo female writers. In-
lysis and assessment of them.

1. Focusing on your view

write an essay comparin
clude specific details to support your ana

(See Comparison-Contrast, pp. 407-413.)
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2 Based on details from this essay, write a cha‘raf:ter ana_lys.ls of ‘Senna‘ﬁ
grandmother, and include specific characteristics and illustrations f,,

support.

3. Write an essay about a conflict you have had with a relative or with
someone who discriminated against you. Dramatize what led up to t},
conflict, how both of you interacted, and how the tension was resolved o,

intensified.

4. Considering Senna’s realistic details of her grandmother dying, write an
essay describing your own encounter with someone who was ill or dying

Focus on those details that support your thesis about how that Person
changed or how your view of him or her was altered by this experience

CONNECTING WITH OTHER TEXTS

1. After reading “Race Is A Four-Letter Word” by Teja Arboleda (p. 108)
write an essay showing how Senna’s experience with her grandmothe;
illustrates Arboleda’s sense of the “barriers, pedestals, doors, and traps
that form the boundaries that confine human beings to dominant arl:d
minority groups” (111). Include details from both essays to support

your thesis.

2. In “Living in Two Worlds” (p. 99), Marcus Mabry discusses the guilt, hel
lessness, and embarrassment he often feels at leaving his tamily b’ehinlsi-
Write an essay comparing and contrasting Senna'’s and Mabry’s attitudeé
and experiences as they move between their new environments and th
worlds of their families. e

3. Read Heflbroner’s “Don’t Let Stereotypes Warp Your J udgments” (p. 424)

been “warped” by stereotypes and prejudgments.

Breaking Tradition
Janice Mirikitani

pr:oponent for social change. Serving as president of the Glide Foundation, she directs
thirty-five programs that assist the homeless and poor in San Francisco. Mirikitani is also
2 founding member of Third World Communications, editing the works of other Japanese
Amerlcan writers. Her collections of pOEtl‘y include Awake in the River (|978), We the
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For my daughter

My daughter denies she js )ik

Her secretive eyes avoid minee o

She reveals the hatreds of WOI;Ith d
00

already vei '
y veiled behind music and smoke and telephones

[ want to tell her about th
: £ em
This room we lock ourselvelzti}:,nmom of myself.

m{here whispers live like fungus

giggles about small breasts anci cellulite
whe:t:e we confine ourselves to ]‘ealousies,
bedridden by menstruation. |
This waiting room where we feel our hands
are useless, dead speechless clamps

that need hospitals and forceps and kitchens
and plugs and ironing boards to make them useful.

[ deny I am like my mother. | remember why:
She kept her room neat with silence,
defiance smothered in requirements to be otonashii,
passion and loudness wrapped in an obl,
her steps confined to ceremony,
the weight of her sacrifice she carried like
q foetus. Guilt passed on in our bones.

t to break tradition——unlock this room
ress in the dark.

Discover the lies my mother told me.
are small and powerless,

The lies that we
that our possibilities must be compressed
arls, displayed only as

to the size of pé k
passive chokers, charms around our Neck.

[ wan
where womern d
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goodbyes and miracles of survival.
This room of open window where daring ones escape.

My daughter denies she is like me
her secretive eyes are walls of smoke
and music and telephones,
her pouting ruby lips, her skirts
swaying to salsa, teena marie and the stones,
45 her thighs displayed in carnivals of color.
I do not know the contents of her room.
She mirrors my aging.
She is breaking tradition.

40

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

1. The narrator repeats “room” numerous times throughout this
lation to herself, her mother, and her daughter. What are sg
that she uses “room” and what might this word symbolize?

Poem In pe.
M€ reasong

2. Early in the poem, how does the narrator describe “the €mpty room
myself”? :

3. Analyze the images that the narrator uses to describe her mothe

- : : sy »
What is the impact of these details on the narrator? wom.

4. Later, atter the narrator recognizes her own attempts to break traditio
and to deny she is like her mother, she describes the room that she woulg
now like to reveal to her daughter. Analyze specific images from th;
‘room of myself.” How does this new “room of myself”’ contrast with that
earlier “empty room of myself”?

5. How does the narrator characterize her daughter? Examine specific images.

6. How do the last two lines of the poem signal a shift in the narrator’s tone
trom the opening two lines? What might account for this change in attitude’

7. Analyze the author’s extensive use of repetition, not only of “room” but
also of the title and of both daughters’ denial that they are like their moth-

ers. Are these repetitions purposeful and effective? Support your views
with details from the poem.

8. Speculate why the narrator includes the dedication “for my daughter” at the
beginning of the poem? Did that phrase affect your reading of this work?

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

1. Considering your responses to exercises 1 and 7 above, analyze Miriki-
tani’s use of repetition throughout the poem. Write an essay showing how



the repetition of
Certaj
poem but alsg develgam key

St =S ang
"ep O¢m’s lherneihra&es Ot only helps unify the

your views and vyq 4
mother or father.

room”
attempts made tq s that be,

Descr‘

ibe the (

1 e

break tragiyjc, 1218 i both “roome-

in “Breaking Tradition” a¢ well
Failure, and the Importance of '

in “The Color of Love” ( . 54)
p. 15), discuss why th divi
support and understand the need for chan}ée_ ese individuals seem able to

& Who Shot Johnny? @
Debra J. Dickerson

After serving for twelve years as an intelligence officer in the United States Air Force,

Debra |. Dickerson (b. 1959) earned a BA in politics and government, an MA in
international relations, and a JD from Harvard Law School. While at Harvard, she began

writing a column for the Harvard Law Record and decided to pursue a fu!l-time wﬁu;\f
career instead of practicing law. Dickerson’s work has appeared in thet\:Vc:ifl;mgtt;k P:st.sm
New York Times Magazine, Good Housekeep;;ng, V{EE, A:T)tl?:t:’ ijﬂte::tlie;;:A :1 :fneericar; By
and ma"{r Oztgoe'l”)P: :CI;C;I:L Ogsﬁ?gz;sfnzs;;:wrniﬁ!g the Souls of Black Fo!k.t? Their mﬁ
:1);:::;0(112‘0(04) Dickerson edited The Best African American B;ags:fooz;:inzjlgrP;‘_h :Best
in the New Re;;ubh'c in 1996, the following essay W Sjieae taZti:n" her writing career.

American Essays 1997 and is credited by Dickerson for Jump= .

| Aebee Sy~ ents of my life

come to view the evel'YdﬂY cv




2. Focusing on Johnny and including details trom Dickersons napy
| write an essay about the emotional and physical dithiculties—{oy b,
tim and family members—ol surviving a cnme.

ali{)n
th ‘«‘ig:

R o of Dickerson's essay as vou take g «
3. Write an evaluative lthp‘()nht‘(?t *Du. kt;l ( e ?,R " \ %dkt 2 Stang,
her thesis, tone, and main points. (Sce Evaluative Response, pp, 391‘39?
)

CONNECTING WITH OTHER TEXTS

{  After reading Brent Staples’s essay “Black Men and Public Space” (
write an essay comparing and contrasting his thesis, focus, and stvloe )
Dickerson’s. Although Staples’s and Dickerson's personas and t?t With
may seem quite different, be careful to show how their concerp, flldm,
and choices overlap, too.  learg

2. Referring to Dickerson’s essay and to works by Staples (p. 164) ap,
(p. 169), write an argument convincing readers who may be te
use aggression or rage that their impulsive behavior could hj
consequences for themselves and others. Include details from 5]
says to illustrate your points.

g Tha}’er
Mpted G
Ve deag),
l thI"eQ E’S;..

3. Using details from Dickerson’s essay and trom the film ¢ rash, write
analysis of the causes and the consequences (for both perpetrator apg an
tim) of street crimes and attacks. VIC-

On Teenagers and Tattoos
Andres Martin

Professor of child psychiatry, psychiatry director of medical studies at the Yale Child
Study Center, and medical director of children’s psychiatric inpatient service at the Yale.

New Haven Children’s Hospital, Andres Martin (b. 1966) is also editor-in-chief of the
Journal of the American Academy of Child and Adolescent Psychiatry. He is widely published
in professional journals of pediatric and adolescent psychology. The essay below was
published in the Journal of Child and Adolescent Psychiatry (1997) and reprinted in Reclaiming
Children and Youth (2000).You will notice that the in-text citations, in paragraphs 2 and |2
and the end “References” follow APA documentation form.

The skeleton dimensions I shall now proceed to set down are copied

verbatim from my right arm, where I had them tattooed: as in my wild
wanderings at that period, there was no other secure way of preserving
such valuable statistics.

__MELVILLE, Moby Dick



our urban youth. Legiot '
adUItS older than 18 y@a:lson In m
and adolescents, byt g, Of g

piercings, by comparisgp,

the family matrix. Exploring the motivations and significance [underlying]
tattoos (Grumet, 1983) and piercings can go a long way toward resolving such
differences and can become a novel and additional way of getting to know
teenagers. An interested and nonjudgmental appreciation of teenagers’s
surface presentations may become a way of making contact not only in their

terms but on their turfs: quite literally on the territory of their skins.
The following three sections exemplify some of the complex psychologi-

~ cal underpinnings of youth tattooing.
Tattoos and piercing can offer a concrete and readily available solution

for many of the identity crises and conflicts normative to adolescent
development. In using such decorations, and by marking out their bodily
territories, adolescents can support their efforts at autonomy, privacy,
and insulation. Seeking individuation, tattooeL:l adolescents can become
unambiguously demarcated from others and smglec% f)ut as unique. The
intense and often disturbing reactions that are mobilized in viewers can
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help to etfectively keep them at bay, becoming tantamount 16 the pm"‘-"‘bim

r's door.
h . L t” sian hanging from a teenflge ‘
’ S Keeﬁt(:rl;at?v%ly, feeling prey to a rapidly evolving body over which they hay,.

no say, self-made and openly visible decorqtions may re:;m: _adOlE:SCEn e
sense of normalcy and control, a way of.tumlrllg Q pa.:;,swe t p nence- INto an
active identity. By indelibly marking their bodies, qdo escents Qan Strive tq re.
claim their bearings within an environment'expene:?ced as.allen, estmnged‘
or suffocating or to lay claim over their evolving and 1ncrea§1ngly Unrecogn;,
able bodies. In either case, the net outcomf:“: can be a re_solutlon to unW@lCome
impositions: external, familial, or societal in one case; Internal apd horm ona)
in the other. In the words of a 16-year-old girl with several faciq] piercings

and who could have been referring to her body just as well as to the Positioy
within her family: “If I don't fit in, it is because [ say so.”

6 Imagery of a religious, deathly, or skeletal patu{”e, ;the likenesses of fi
animals or imagined creatures, and the simple inscription of names
of the time-tested favorite contents for tattoos. In all Instances, mq
not only memorials or recipients for dearly held persons or
strive for incorporation, with images and abstract symbols gqj
on becoming a permanent part of the individual’s skin. Thick
personally meaningful representations and object relations,
come not only the ongoing memento of a relationship, but ot
only evidence that there ever was such a bond. They cqn qu
come the relationship itself. The turbulence and Impulsivity
ments and infatuations may become grounded, effectiy
through the visible reality to tattoos.

7 Case Vignette: “A,” a 13-year-old boy,
deltoid. The coarsely depicted roll of the dj

€I ca
dre SOme

COncepts: they
I‘Iing SUbSthce
ly EHIbedded in
tattoos can be.
times evep the
Ite literally pe.

of early attach-
ely bridging oblivion

on to draw for me the great “piece” he envisioned for it. Am
held a hand of cards: two aces, two eights, and a card with
“A’s” father had belonged to Dead Man’s Hand,
after the set of cards (aces and eights) that the
had held in the 1890s when shot dead over

4 motorcycle gang nameci
legendary Wild Bil] Hickock
Q poker table in Deadwood, South

The case vignette also serves to illustrate how tattoos are often the
culmination of g long process of imagination, fantasy, and planning that

can start at an early age. Limited markings, or relatively reversible ones such

as piercings, can at a later time scaffold toward the more radical commitment
of a permanent tattoo.
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The popularity of the
ro do less with guild ident?f?f ho
ing for rootedness ang stubil{im
popular ity* and Qcceptqnc tY
counterpoint to our urban
mobile society, in whicp relq

the frequencies of divorce ;

situdes at hand. Tattoos st the Physical, te

. Qy, whi
Case Vignette: A proud fo?ﬁ]:ru;i e;l;e fnay change.

' volatile conditions. In addition, through their
designs teenagers may assert a sense of bonding and allegiance to a group

larger than thgmselves. Iattoos may attest to powerful experiences, such
as adolescence itself, lived and even survived together. As with Moby Dick’s
protagonist, Ishmael, they may bear witness to the “valuable statistics” of

one’s “wild wandering(s)”: those of adolescent exhilaration and excitement

on the one hand; of growing pains, shared misfortune, or even incarceration
on the other.

Adolescents’ bodily decorations, at times radical and dramatic in their
presentation, can be seen in terms of figuration rather than disfigurement, of
the natural body being through them transformed into a personalized body
(Brain, 1979). They can often be understood as self-constructive and ado.m-
ing efforts, rather than prematurely subsumed as mutilatory and desFr.ucnve
acts. If we bear all of this in mind, we may not only arrive at a position 1o
pass more reasoned clinical judgment, but become sensitized through our

patients’ skins to another level of their internal reality.
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THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

 After acknowledging the prevalence and relative permanence of b
Martin may surprise his readers with his argument for adultg (o [%s,
teenagers’ “bodily adornment.” How does the wording of his thegie acaep,

refle
¢t

his position? How does Martin’s professional background possip
tribute to his position being accepted by his readers? Y Cop,

2. What three specific areas does Martin analyze to support his yng

ing and acceptance of tattoos? What appears to be the focus or aer‘stand.
SSertig

N

for each of Martin’s three points?

3. How does Martin explain the symbols of the playing cards ,
face tattooed on the subjects in his essay? What motif havé Achor, ang
tattoos that might also support Martin's analyses? YOU seen In

4. Martin discusses both the role of “limited markings, or Ints
versible ones” (30) as well as the tattoos that “promise perme atively re.
stability” (31). How do you interpret these apparently cont anence apq
of tattoos? Hirasting types

5. Martin’s original audience is readers of the Journ
. al of Chi
Psychiatry. What does the author want his fellow psgch;ﬁﬁnf Adolescen
mind as they work with patients who bear tattoos and body ;izr? keip In
Ings:

6. How does the quotation from Melville’s M /
oby Dick M
€ssay fOl‘;‘ EShadOW the content of the essay?yWhat 3113: th}:leai?r} of Martint
strategy in returning to Melville's words at the end of hijs esslert;s') —

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

1. Using specific details from Martin’
. _ artin's essay for su write an
explains your decision to pierce or tattooyyour bgg; 1, write an essay that

2. In i in’ '
| gnhghioof Margllns apaIy.ms that tattoos “are often the culmination of
o ai’[‘;mcess 0 flmagmatlon, tantasy, and planning” (30), write an esosaa
& ON€ ol your tattoos, or a tattoo you might design for yourself oi

the specific tattoo of a fri
. iend. T i
tion for your essay. he case story of “A” might serve as inspira-

3. If you
illgstral;gr}?t 4 tattoo}:hat.y ou have, write an analysis of that tattoo that
ow your thinking about it has changed. Use explanations and

analysis from Martin’s e
ssav to pre . i .
your tattoo. y to present your evolution in understanding of



and fy (P 20), wry o
often feel C()mpe d OI: Martlns es ite aﬁn ¢Ssay tsin
individuality,

After studying at Harvarq ,

(1939-2008) worked s 4 | W::_i';e received his BA in 1962, john Leonard
U .

a publicity writer, a staff writer for th -
Nzﬁon’ and CBS This o . e New York Times, and 5 cultural

1 He is big. He always
shoulders and tuck in the neck bj

brown shabby cloth coat in southern California is to admit somet_hing. )

3 50 he hasn't been getting much exercise. Nor would'the c:}:uldrce)n 'i::
elected him president of any class. At the house they. avoided him. 1121 Islld »
he was tog big to be avoided entirely, they treated his presence as a




Slowing Down in a Speeded-Up World (1994), The Best of Adair Lara (1999), and Hold Me
Close, Let Me Go: A Mother, A Daughter, an Adolescence Survived (2001), and The Granny
Diaries (2008). Lara’s work has appeared in Cosmopolitan, Reader’s Digest, Parenting, Glom-
our, Redbook, Ladies’ Home Journal, American Woman, Departures, Westways, American Way,
Via, Fitness, Good Housekeeping, and many other magazines and newspapers. The essay
included here originally appeared in the San Francisco Chronicle.
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ne hundTEd miles up the
: stopped 10 fill t}:e tank g th;
| Whenaid “you shouldn’t get gqg her,

e B ‘
sight, Craig ight, after dinner in g reg

ately, “You get the next gy,
rvingly good, Craig y,

ollar watch. e all shouting. —— t-he g, and fast
.« always heading for the johy

ody telling me 10 lose her. Ang
an 1 Know. A lot of us make decent mgqy,,

men knocking Ovel tables 1n fights for 4
WO 1 20/20 vision seem 10 have trouble ;.
other tabletop items. By i

gloats too long OVer the deal he got on y;

men wil

dard so enduring? One reason is that, while pgj.
has a monopoly on imperfection, there are such things as flay,
a .
tl}zei :}; much more distasteful in one Se€x than in the other. Women seep,
tha

iallv unpleasant when they get drunk, swear ot even AR Pursuing
e?fsgufnent they’ll never win. And men Seem beneath contempt whey
a

hey’re cheap.
t eyrhese iudgments are a holdover from the days when women stayed homge

and men earned the money. Though that old order has passed, we still asso.
ciate men with paying for things. And besides, there’s just something appeal-
ing about generosity. Buying something for someone is, in a sense, taking
care of her. The gesture says, “I like you, 1 want to give you something.” If it
comes from a man to whom we are about to entrust our hearts, this is a com-
forting message. We miss it when it’s not forthcoming.

Then why not dump on cheap men?

some men are just skinflints and that’s it. My friend Skye broke up with
her boyfriend because when they went to the movies he doled out M&Ms to

her one at a time. Craig, my date back at the gas station, liked to talk about
how he'd bought his car—which in California, where I live, is like buying
shoes—‘—as a special present to himself,
kThIS hnq of cheapness is ingraineq: you'll never change it. That guy who
E;Je; ;v:;br;ll-lt}}is away 1o avoiid the parking lot fee was once a little boy who
ies the m day money without being told to. Now he’s a man who stud
€U and sputters, “Ten dollars for pasta?” His stinginess will alway>

Why is this double stan
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to donate to the charj e favors. If h;
0 . - If his

ty of her choice the cost of c?r? t:VZOI_nplains, SX .

ning at her favorite

spot. “Some women hq
4

e, but not on her, makes her :iveic;dfi o o

’ , | know she’s

panny the humorous (I th

* ought) sto

a drglaknc:lf;er ; concert, then led me tgyt?’ian::f: date who asked if I wanted

ve : s ,

i “As a ‘3 0 Qe o hlS WrY IOOI(S- ”LEt’S ge.t th-water. four},tuln‘ .

ing- man, you are so geneti L straight,” he said, laugh-

just because you grace the planet SOCQIfly il Mgl v g

should also dri - 90, of course, he should bu -

hould als dve the cr open e o, sk o 0 s eyl
erly pam : .

about how he doesn't treat you gspan eI;el:zf.”YOU can let out that little whine

On second thought, I guess I'd rather buy my own drink.

So 1}:Ihe;‘ehsothe dea!. Before dumping a guy for ordering the sundowner din-
ner or use white, better first make sure that you aren’t burdening the

relationship with outdated ideas of how the sexes should behave. Speaking

for myself, I know that if a man looks up from the check and says, “Your
share is eleven dollars,” part of me remembers that, according to my mother,

my share was to look charming in my flowered blouse.
f us do now is offer to

Wwanting the man to pay dies hard. What many o
split the check, then let our purses continue to dangle from the chair as we

give him time 10 realize that the only proper response is to whip out his own

wallet.
Is this a game worth playing? It's up toy
eck is his respons

to help pay implies that the ch
work both ways. My sister gets angry when her b

the house. “Like it'’s my house!” she snorts.
Like it's his check.

ou, but consider that offering
ibility. And this attitude can
usband offers to help clean




48 Chapter2 ¢ Between Genders

1. Authors may use€ h
tion is to argue a serous _ ’
to entertain or to persuade her audience:

what is it? Does she have support?

Does Lara have a claim? If so,
1os that some flaws seem “Mmuch
<ex than in the other’ (46)? Are women more upp] Moy,
¢ drunk, swear or even insist on purSuinpg “asap,
an
ar

" (46) or are these the author’s sexist gep, ..
| . eral;
what is her goal in using th em?) Faliz,

3 What does Lara

distasteful in one
than men when they “ge

cument theyll never win
tions? (If they are generalizations,

4. In what way is the

1.ara’s anecdote about the after-

essay so that its central wisdom appears in Danny’s words>
S:

Whay

her
the author’s strategy?

What conventional and sexist ideas are challenged in this essgy?
say:

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

 Lara cites a number of specific wa
_ | ys that people s
gi-rﬁgera}all parking l_ots, eating the “sundowner’P or “2‘:1 H;)C?ne"y_:_avoiding
drin! HIE 1‘lt e Elouse }‘;Vlr{e. Make a list of all of the ways thgt s dinner, and
upporting examples for a thesi S35 “cheap"
esis of your own v

2. Describe the habits of
' your dates and fri
a bill o ' lenc's when ; ]
r saving money. The focus of your essay caennbl; ig I’lr;esdto '8n0ring
ud or deplore

your friends’ habits.

3. Using Lara’s es
say for support, wri
_ , Write an ;
standard Lara describes hurts both men anedssxjy auing that the double
omen.

CONNECTING WITH OTHER TEXTS

1. Aﬁer readi ‘“
Ing "In Grou -
how press ps We Shrink” ( '
ure from . p 151); write .
behavior on a date 1?1? ers and within social groups a::n SSSAY Snulyring
focus on group co - tncorporate the ideas of both T = XN .
nventions and individual expectations.
ctations.



