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(p. 99) and examine Mabry's contrasting
I lerms of Rita’s. Write an essay compar-

(p: 1‘08), Arboleda argues that one's race
t his identity cannot be defined in terms of

: . n rac - - ;
ot diverse ethnicity and cy tres ¢ and on his experience dating women

. Write an essa ] -'
Wi, disk Wi i y contrasting these two posi-
you show how Marec is limited in ways that Arboleda is not.

Watching My Back @
Jeff Z. Klein

. _ . ,Jeff Z. Klein previously was
sports editor of the Village Voice for five years and has been an avid ice hockey fan. He

is the author of Mario Lemieux: Ice Hockey Star (1995) and Messier (2004), which “takes
readers behind the headlines and statistics for a revealing look at a hockey legend.” Klein

is also coauthor of The Coolest Guys on Ice (1996), The Death of Hockey (1998), and two

editions of The Hockey Compendium.The following essay was first published in the New
York Times Magazine in 2001,

He charged at me, shouting something in Czech. It was the middle of the
night in Prague. My girlfriend and I were there for New Year’s, and as we strolled
through a deserted business district, two young men came bounding out of a pe-

destrian underpass. Loud, menacing and drunk, one ran up and shoved me, then
missed with a liquor-slow karate kick. I shoved back. We squared off, staring.
Here I should say that my girlfriend had just completed an advanced
self-defense course. She was standing to my left. I couldn’t see her, but I could
hear her firmly addressing the attacker— “Back off! Go away!” —as she
had been taught. I hadn’t been in a punch-up since I was 10 and had no
idea what to do in an actual fight. But I had seen her in class, whupping two

heavily padded mock attackers. I knew what she could do.
As my assailant and I faced each other, another couple, a big man and a

woman, walked unaware onto the scene. My assailant suddenly went after the
big guy, who simply threw him to the ground. That was plenty for me. “He’s
got it,” I said to my girlfriend. “Let’s go.” We backed away, but after a few steps;
she stopped and said: “Wait. We should go back. They may need our help.
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back we went. We saw the big guy stangjy,

but d out. It was over. Everyone disperseq,
:3 down into Wenceslas _Sql.lare 2 oy Qn'night
back,” she assured me IOR}HQIY as I went ing,
b. I admitted that I was still pretty wireq “I'm
, but I'm fine now. Of course, | wasn't the

I wasn’t keen on the ideaq, &

the assailant, who was downl
4 My girlfriend and | walk
cash machine. “I've got youl
the bank. As we waited for a Ca.
not,” she said. “I was ready 10 fight,

: ht with.” |
one the guy tried to start a fig , asked my girlfriend p,
5 Once we were back where we were staying, I Y9 OW she

would have handled it if he had attacked her. “Let’s say I'm the guy, and | try

to kick you like this,” I said. | . ;
6 Sheydemonstrated, pantomiming a series of blocks and strikes. “Byt SOme.

thing worries me,” she said as I stood there, utterly blowr‘l away. “I'm afraig
I’d make a mistake.” I thought she meant she was afraid she would forget
what to do in the heat of action. But that wasn't it.

7 “We're trained to start fighting as soon as an attacker throws q punch
and to keep going until he can’t get up again,” she said. “Bu'f you gqt out of
1t without fighting, even though he actually came at y(?u. 50 I'm WOl:rled that
I'd start fighting and really hurt the guy—or maim him, or even kill him_
when it could've ended without anyone getting hurt at all.”

s Now I was really blown away. Months earlier, while she was taking
the basic self-defense course for women, she told me about a man who
approached her on a train. “He was kind of creepy,” she said, “but I figureq
it was O.K. because I knew I could beat him up.” At the time, I was impresseq

by how quickly she had absorbed the confidence that the course was sup-
posed to impart, but I wasn’t convinced. I was now. Fully.

9 [ tried to fall asleep, but I couldn’t. So I went to find her. There she was,
supercool, soaking her feet in the tub, reading Bridget Jones’s Diary.
10 The next night, we were out having a drink, still rehashing what hap-

12 At that point, I resolved to tqke

e of other courses, both in the company
€ry, I must admit ; i1l love
the way she moves, and | love the j % 1s gone, but I still -
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The da
13 laundry “I)éaarf:[tef :ve 90} back to New York, she offered to do some of my
) j Loc;k " ghe S;dy‘zu: [ said. “It’s too, I don’t know, traditional.”
’ id. “A few days ago, I was willing to beat some guy up for

you. SO, come on, I can do your laundry.”
15 ) Idhglppened to ’be facing away from her as I spoke. “Do you really think,” I
asked, “you would've done a better job beating up that guy than I would have?”

16 “th Q .better io!'), ! Sl}e said. “But I would’ve been much less likely to get
hurt doing it. Especially if he wasn’t drunk and had been thinking clearly. y
17 I turned and looked at her. “I think you're right,” I said, and I leaned in

to kiss her. It’s nice to have a girlfriend who’s got your back.

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

1. Explain Klein’s strategy in opening his essay in the middle of the action—
specifically, this unexpected street assault.

tion to the attacker contrast with

7 How does the narrator’s initial reac
> What are some reasons for this

his girlfriend’s immediate response
difference?

3. Explain what still worries the
Why is the narrator “blown away

4. Rather than being intimidated or ~mbarrassed by his girlfriend’s ability to
defend them, what does the narrator initially admit about her skill? What

is her response? How does her training later influence his behavior?

y to his concluding line, analyze the author’s
oles of males and females 1n a romantic

narrator’s girlfriend about this incident.
” by her explanation?

5 From the title of his essa .
attitude toward the changing r

relationship.

6. How does the girlfriend’s att
reduce her to a stereotype? Inc

multifaceted she appears.

itude and behavior resist any attempt 1o
lude examples from the essay to show how
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Poet and professor D

in world |i?:er'ature, andanaan Bl::;dfle)’ Crt?twell (b. 1968) earned a BA in English, an MA

Her writing has been featyred ; " creative writing at Chapman University in California.

El Camino College, Crotwell ¢ in Calh?Pe and Earth’s Daughters. A full-time professor at

T, Shve. v Teah, €aches literature, composition, critical thinking, and poetry
aching Modern Literatyre of Latin America and Creative Writing:

and offers this
write. We often stifle oencﬁuragement to student writers:“|t is so freeing to study and
JUrselves when writing and forget that it is play; we just need to

play sometimes.” The following poem is f . o
Marriage published in 2003. ° rom Proposing on the Brooklyn Bridge: Poems About

Sometimes marriage is like a dirty refrigerator
you think about making a change

but it would be so much work

taking everything out and examining it
really checking every corner

and crevice, the underside of what’s there

not everything can be solved

with 409 and a sponge

you could defrost
but that would be really messy
and taking that bottom grill off

and seeing what'’s inside
could be dangerous and frightening

it could hurt you
so you think — how much easier it would be just to

trash it and get a new one _
thinking you’ll never let the new one get this dirty

you’ll devote more time and energy
you’ll watch what you put into 1t
and you’ll know what'’s under the grill

before you get started -

But - looking at this icebox

studying its contents that
were distributed by two people

you realize that five years ago
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this was new an

ust like your wedd | P
:)nly thisybox is used many times y

not hung covered and pro t
it is open and slammed shu o er
sometimes sticky, touched all 0 e
dumped on, dirty and left unatte

except for surface touch ups -

and you decide,
put on the rubber gloves
take everything out and
and you defrost.

cover the floor with towels

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

1. Why does Crotwell open her poem with such a jarring simile——"‘sometimes |
marriage is like a dirty refrigerator”?

2. Focusing on specific images in the first stanza, determine' how cleanin,
the refrigerator applies to what is needed throughout marriage. '

3. Explain the multiple meanings of “defrost” in this poem. Use details from
the poem to show why defrosting is often so "messy” and “frightening” iy
a relationship.

4. When a relationship is troubled, why might it be tempting to “trash it and |

get a new one”? Analyze images that show why people think that they wil
prevent the new partnership from getting “this dirty”?

5. After “looking at this icebox/studying its contents that/were distributed

by two people,” what are some multiple realizations that partners might
discover that prompt them to “defrost”? '

6. Why is the second-person perspective—you—so effective in this poem?

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

your essay fully and to employ the
quotations. (See 319-333.) Focus o1

throughout your essay. (See Poetry
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XVaS d(?ne 110 get it clean again. Illustrate scenes from before and after the
cleaning.” (See Narration, pp. 382-396.)

3. Tak.ing.the poet’s advice to be creative and “play,” write your own poem,
beglr.mmg. with your own simile to complete her first line: “Sometimes a
marriage is like . . .” Find an image that is unexpected and fresh, as Crotwell
did. You might choose to be humorous, ironic, playful, or somber through-
out your poem, but follow her example and extend the image through vari-
ous word choices and related images. You might also choose a different word
for “marriage,” if you prefer to write your poem about friendship, childhood,
dating, or having a job, for example. Aim for concrete, vivid language.

CONNECTING WITH OTHER TEXTS

1. Read “Through the Cracks” (p. 386) and use the images in Crotwell’s poem
to analyze the “work” that needed to be done in “Through the Cracks.”
Illustrate what was “under the grill” when the narrator explored more

deeply, why the family had shut the door on certain issues, and why the
family needed more than “surface touch ups” (66). What did it take to

“defrost” in this family and how successtul was the work?

2. After reading “Time Lost and Found” (p. 239), write an essay analyzing
how both Lamott and Crotwell, in very different works and genres, em-
phasize that lasting relationships require time, energy, and effort that
sometimes may get neglected. Include specific details from both works to

illustrate the similar values and attitudes that both writers promote.

When a Woman Says No

Ellen Goodman

A widely syndicated columnist whose home paper was the Boston Globe, Ellen Goodman
(b. 1941) has won a Pulitzer Prize for her outstanding journalism. Goodman believes
that she writes about issues more important than politics, like the “underlying values

by which this country exists . .. the vast social changes in the way men and women
lead thair livae amd donl wieh anrh ~thear” The essay included here, first published in the



both Roger Ebert ang _ .
bgople according to Fags A. O, Sﬁ:t)tt. Teja Arboleda cautions against sorting
p or ethmmty, and certainly it would be a mistake to

reotype the illegal mj . - am
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After completing his BA in English and French literature at Stanford, Marcus Mabry
(b. 1967) also earned a BA in international relations and an MA in English, all within the
four years of his scholarship agreement. He has served as a correspondent for Newsweek
at the State Department and in Paris and Johannesburg. In addition to freelance writing
for Emerge and Black Collegiate, Mabry also conceived, wrote, produced, and narrated
a documentary on African American families for French television. His 1995 memoir,
White Bucks and Black-Eyed Peas: Coming of Age Black in White America, examines Mabry’s
decision to live in the white world where he decides he is “more comfortable” because
“it demanded less role-playing” of him. In “No Father, and No Answers.” an essay
appearing in Newsweek in 1992, Mabry addresses the concerns he has had in trying both
to understand and to establish a relationship with the father he only recently met (who
twenty years earlier left Mabry’s unwed mother to raise her son without emotional or
economic support). Mabry is currently the international business editor of the New York
Times and the author of Twice as Good: Condoleezza Rice and Her Path to Power (2008).The

selection included here also appeared in Newsweek on Campus.

A round, green cardboard sign hangs from a string proclaiming, “We

built a proud new feeling,” the slogan of a local supermarket. It is a souvenir
from one of my brother’s last jobs. In addition to being a bagger, he’s worked

at a fast-food restaurant, a gas station, a garage and a textile factory. Now,
in the icy clutches of the Northeastern winter, he is unemployed. He will soon

be a father. He is 19 years old. |
In mid-December I was at Stanford, among the palm trees and weighty

chores of academe. And all I wanted to do was get out. I joined the rest of



ging the praises of Chrigy

y t, sin
: of excitement,
the undergrads in a chorus and no freffhmeng ('m

j inals . . .
break. No classes, N0 midterms, 1n2k?:;g .
dent assistant.) Awesome! | ?v;stoo
was escaping to. |
Once I got home 10 New Jersey, reality returned. My dreaded fres
3 nce

had been replaced by uner'np
replaced by hard-working Sing

er . i
g gQVEQ

j f hmg,
latives; badgering protessors hqq been ;

le mothers, and cold classrooms by dﬂapidﬁted

' ich the “proud new feeling” .
bedrooms and kitchens. The room in whic P 4 mv broth g Sl
hung contained the belongings of myself, my mom an g €r. But ,,

' couches.

these two weeks it was mine. They slept downstc_llrs on

Most students who travel between the universes of poverty and affly,.

st St i imilar conditions, as well as the guilt, 4,
ence during breaks experience simila ot bt 1k » the
helplessness and, sometimes, the embarrassment assoClatee 4 HIem. Oy
- 13 - f them are unable to imagine the pg;

friends are willing to listen, but most of them . | pain
of the impoverished lives that we see every siX mont}}S. Each -tlme I retum
home I feel further away from the realities of poverty in America -and more
ashamed that they are allowed to persist. What frightens me most 1s not thg
the American socioeconomic system permits poverty to continue, but that by
participating in that system I share some of the blame.

5 Last year I lived in an on-campus apartment, with a (relatively) modem
bathroom, kitchen and two bedrooms. Using summer earnings, I added some
expensive prints, a potted palm and some other plants, making the place
look like the more-than-humble abode of a New York City Yuppie. I gave din-
ner parties, even a soirée francaise.

6 For my roommate, a doctor’s son, this kind of life was nothing extraordi-

nary. But my mom was struggling to provide a life for herself and my brother.

4

7 Living in my grandmother’s house
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but it is softened by my stqt
; us as : . _
community. a student in an affluent and intellectual

More than m .
[ return home Asynslense of guilt, my sense of helplessness increases each time
| Y success leads me further away for longer periods of time,

P%"ez“;"?izﬁoﬁte; ﬁarder to conFeptualize and feels that much more oppressive
o it. 1he first night of break, I lay in our bedroom, on a couch

that let oluttt 1mE) adbed that took up the whole room, except for a space heater.
It was a little hard to sleep becquse the springs from the couch stuck through

at 1nc0nV§11;lent Spots. But: It would have been impossible to sleep anyway
pei(lluse ol € groans coming from my grandmother’s room next door. Only
in her early sixties, she suffers from many chronic diseases and couldn’t help

but moan, then pray aloud, then moan, then pray aloud.

This wrenching of my heart was interrupted by the 3 a.M. entry of a rel-
ative who had been allowed to stay at the house despite rowdy behavior
and threats toward the family in the past. As he came into the house, he
slammed the door, and his heavy steps shook the second floor as he stomped
into my grandmother’s room to take his place, at the foot of her bed. There
he slept, without blankets on a bare mattress. This was the first night. Later
in the vacation, a Christmas turkey and a Christmas ham were stolen from
my aunt’s refrigerator on Christmas Eve. We think the thief was a relative.

My mom and I decided not to exchange gifts that year because it just didn't

seem festive.
A few days after New Year’s I returned to California. The Northeast was

soon hit by a blizzard. They were there, and I was here. That was the way it
had to be, for now. I haven’t forgotten; the ache of knowing their suftering is al-
ways there. It has to be kept deep down, or I can’t find the logic in studying and
partying while people, my people, are being killed by poverty. Ironically, suc-
cess drives me away from those I most want to help by getting an education.
Somewhere in the midst of all that misery, my family has built, within
me, “a proud feeling.” As I travel between the two worlds it becomes harder
to remember just how proud I should be—not just because of where 1 have
come from and where I am going, but because of where they are. The fact
that they survive in the world in which they live is something to be very
proud of, indeed. It inspires within me a Sense of tenacity and accomplish-

ment that I hope every college graduate will someday possess.

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

sity world and his role in 1t. Then contrast the

1. Describe Mabry's univer ’
from his family’s home.

university world with details



What conclusions can you draw about the “cultural tug of wat <

of Rita Sim-

2 Compare and contrast the home and college environments _
’ . details from

mons in “Peaches” (p. 49) with those of Mabry. Use specific
each essay to support your points.

3. Write an essay contrasting the high achievements of Marcus_h}f?ﬁg;
Alfredo Quinones-Hinojosa (below), and Brent Staples (p. 164) wit

family’s and peers’ low expectations for them.

Terra Firma—A Journey from Migrant
Farm Labor to Neurosurgery

Alfredo Quiriones-Hinojosa

An illegal immigrant when he crossed into the United States in the mid-1980s, Alfredo
Quifiones-Hinojosa (b. 1966) is an assistant professor of neurosurgery and oncology,
director of the brain-tumor stem-cell laboratory at Johns Hopkins School of Medicine,
and director of the brain-tumor program at the Johns Hopkins Bayview campus.
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In an |nter\gewt*v|:h|ch. YOU can hear at www.nejm.org, Quiiones-Hinojosa discusses his
concerns a ‘:” oW Immigrants today face discrimination and often feel unwelcome in
em-e**rgengHrinZ?;? \:Vh.ere_tr‘e)’ May come too late for appropriate medical treatment.
Quinone '0]OSa s Inspiring personal narrative below appeared in the New England
joumal of Medicine on August 9, 2007

“You will spend jthe rest of your life working in the fields,” my cousin told
me when I_ arrived in the United States in the mid-1980s. This fate indeed
appeared llk.ely: a 19-year-old illegal migrant farm worker, I had no English
language skills and no dependable means of support. I had grown up in a
small MEXICOH farming community, where I began working at my father’s
gas station at the age of 5. Our family was poor, and we were subject to the
diseases of poverty: my earliest memory is of my infant sister’s death from
diarrhea when I was 3 years old. But my parents worked long hours and
had always made enough money to feed us, until an economic crisis hit our
country in the 1970s. Then they could no longer support the family, and
although I trained to be a teacher, I could not put enough food on the table

either.
Desperate for a livable income, I packed my few belongings and, with

$65 in my pocket, crossed the U.S. border illegally. The first time I hopped
the fence into California, I was caught and sent back to Mexico, but I tried
again and succeeded. I am not condoning illegal immigration; honestly, at
the time, the law was far from the front of my mind. I was merely responding
to the dream of a better life, the hope of escaping poverty so that one day
[ could return home triumphant. Reality, however, posed a stark contrast
to the dream. I spent long days in the fields picking fruits and vegetables,

sleeping under leaky camper shells, eating anything I could get, with hands
bloodied from pulling weeds—the very same hands that today perform brain

surgery.
My days as a farm worker taught me a great deal about economics,
politics, and society. I learned that being illegal and poor in a foreign country

could be more painful than any poverty | had previously experienced. I
learned that our society sometimes treats us differently depending on the

places we have been and the education we have obtained. When my cousin
told me I would never escape that life of poverty, I became determined
to prove him wrong. I took night jobs as a janitor and subsequently as a
welder that allowed me to attend a community college where I could learn

English.
In 1989, while I was working for a railroad company as a welder
had an accident that caused me to

and high-pressure valve specialist, |

g e ke o
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as. My father was t into th
ry for help, he tried to get into the tank; for_tunﬂte

liquefied petroleum 9

It was my brot | .
f the tank unconscious but

€0aiy,

Hearing a coworker's ¢

someone stopped him.
and saved my life. He

consciousness quickly.
almost to zero, but I was resuscl

dressed all in white and was fl00 |
doctor was taking care of me, Althgy,
Gh

and protection, knowing that a | -
it was clear to me that our poverty and inability to speak English Usugq]

alth care for my community, the momehtly

I

translated into suboptimal he
saw this physician at my bedside, I felt I had reached terra firma, thqt Ih d
Q

a guardian.
After community college, I was accepted at the University of Califop,,
I,

Berkeley, where a combination of excellent mentorship, scholarships
my own passion for math and science led me to research in the neu, Qn-d
ences. One of my mentors there convinced me, despite my skepticism o
could go anywhere I wanted for medical school. Thanks to such su o
Ielilt:::(:))uragement_, I eventually went to Harvard Medical School. As I;P'C;l‘t -
y own education, I became increasingly aware of the need and res[:Ejor:ss}}l)e"i:1
1bil-

ity we have to educate our country’s poor.

only 3.7% of the facultv
ty In U.S. medi
outstands e cal schools. |
nding minority role models, but though thevi:'agzsfiyt;?un}?tego e
as high, their

7 Given my back
‘ ground, perh TR
the field of n » PEINAps 1t is not surpris; -
. curosurgery until I was q medical stuSItIilegntth (;t o ot discorer
. . 1 vividly remember
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Joaquin Valley in Cali-

it has been quite a journey. Today, as
a neurosurgeon and researcher, I am taking part in the larger journey of

medicine, both caring for patients and conducting clinical and translational
research on brain cancer that I hope will lead to innovative ways of fighting
devastating disease. And as a citizen of the United States, I am also partici-
pating in the great journey of this country. For immigrants like me, this voy-

age still means the pursuit of a better life—and the opportunity to give back
to society.

fornia to the field of neurosurgery,

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

1. What specific details of Quifiones-Hinojosa's account are most character-
istic of an illegal immigrant’s life?

2. What features of his life contributed to his eventually becoming a medical
doctor and professor of neurosurgery and oncology?

3. This narration of an amazing personal history does not have an ex-
plicit thesis. What position 1s implicit in Quifiones-Hinojosa's 1nspiring
account?

4. What does the title “Terra Firma” mean? In what ways does the term have
significance in the author’s life story?

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

1. Write an essay to encourag ome e
details of Quifiones-Hinojosa’s life story to INSpire your reader.
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M. Carl Holman

A poet, professor, and civil rights activist, M. Carl Holman (| 919-1988) uught at Clark
College in Atlanta, Georgia, from 1949 to 1962. He also worked as an editor on the
Atlanta Inquirer and was on the U.S. Commission for Civil Rights. He served as pre5|de.nt
of the National Urban Coalition from 197 until his death in 1988. Throughout his life,
he won numerous awards for public service and for his poetry. The following poem,
written in 1967, demonstrates his ability to meld his two passions—poetry and civil

rights.

Taught early that his mother’s skin was the sign of error,
He dressed and spoke the perfect part of honor;
Won scholarships, attended the best schools.

Disclaimed kinship with jazz and spirituals;
Chose prudent, raceless views for each situation.
Or when he could not cleanly skirt dissension
Faced up to the dilemma, firmly seized
Whatever ground was Anglo-Saxonized.
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25

. How does Mr. Z’s bride seem ideal

. Explain the significance of th

. How is this poem a

. Irony is key to this poem. T

Choosing the right addresses, here abroad

They shunned those
places wh :
Even less anxious to be asked :)rfl itrllleey might be barred;

His subtly grieving widow could have flayed
}'he obit writers, ringing crude changes on a clumsy phrase:
One of the most distinguished members of his race.”

THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT
The opening line reveals that Mr. Z was “taught early that his mother’s skin

was the sign of error” (1), as if it were a mistake, something to correct or

avoid. Why does the poet emphasize that this was “taught?” How can \
readers be sure what “his mother’s skin” symbolizes? What does he shun?

List all the details that support the poet’s claim that Mr. Z “dressed and

spoke the perfect part of honor” (2). What does “perfect part” imply? What

other words are used to show that every decision is calculated?
for him? What is she denying and

avoiding? Why are they described as “matched chameleon”? What is tell-
ing about the contrast in the emotion that she exhibits over his death and

the emotion that she feels for the “obit writers’ who change his obituary?

ese lines: “And so he climbed, unclogged by
ethnic weights, / An airborne plant, flourishing without roots” (21-22).
satire and what 1s the poet satirizing?

like a list of praises, but what

he poem reads
can the reader be sure?

is the attitude of the poet toward Mr. Z? How

Explain the irony in the last line.
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in New Jersey. In an in
tity: “I write in English, yet l
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a composite of two W nd fiction Her W
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has published essays, PO€ v
On Bpecoming a Writer (2000), The Meaning

A Love Story Beginning in Spanis
Deli, published in 1993.

k includes Woman in Front of th, Sup.
f Consuelo (2003), Call Me Maria (2004) , .

b Poems (2005) The piece included here is from The | ...
: Poe '

mmer, a young marn, obviously fresh frop
pub, spotted me and as if struck by inspiration went down on his knees in tyq

qisle. With both hands over his heart, he broke into an Irish tenor’s renditjg, §

of “Maria” from West Side Story. My politely amused fellow passengers gqys
his lovely voice the round of gentle applause it deser\.fed. ThPugh I was not
quite as amused, | managed my version of an English smile: no show of
teeth, no extreme contortions of the facial muscles—I was at this time of my
life practicing reserve and cool. Oh, that British control, how I coveted it. By
“Maria” had followed me to London, reminding me of a prime fact of my
life: you can leave the island, master the English language, and travel as far

as you can, but if you are a Latina, especially one like me who so obviously
belongs to Rita Moreno’s gene pool, the island travels with you.

children to “belong’n

called forth from many people I met feotype that my Hispanic appearance




- ass, and I knew what dresses to
- 1hough I do not recall the precise
t have been q composite of these

lend (an Italian America j
Jater years that coalesced my impressions of the day. She said that ot the

husiness school she was attending, the Puerto Rican girls always stood out for

wearing “everything at once.” She meant, of course, too much jewelry, too
many accessories. On that day at school we were simply made the negéltive

models by the nuns, who were themselves not credible fashion experts to any
of us. But it was painfully obvious to me that to the others, in their tailored

skirts and silk blouses, we must have seemed “hopeless” and “vulgar.”
Though I now know that most adolescents feel out of step much of the time,
I also know that for the Puerto Rican girls of my generation that sense was
intensified. The way our teachers and classmates looked at us that day in

school was just a taste of the cultural clash that awaited us in the real world,
where prospective employers and men on the street would often misinterpret

our tight skirts and jingling bracelets as a “come-on.”
d certain stereotypes—for example,

" or sexual firebrand. Itis a
e found easy to promote. In their
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main rule was You may 00K d / vide a 'Y ’
whos nd church structur€ could PI®0 if a man “wronged’
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they 72" i admiration 1in the

girlfriends in front of the boys
ms they composed on the spot,

opportunity to admire the women -,
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form of piropos: erotically charged street p *Y isiting the sland. and

- few piropos whi
(I have myself been subjected to a few pirop s that they must never

dicta

they can be outrageous, although custom | _
cross into obscenity.) This ritual, as I understand 1t_, (ilSO entct’lls a show
part; if she 1S decent,” she must

of studied indifference on the woman'’s
not acknowledge the man’s impassioned words. So I do understand how
puerto Rican girl, dressed in her

things can be lost In translation. When a
from the mainstream culture who

idea of what is attractive, meets a marn
has been trained to react to certain types of clothing as a sexual signal, q

clash is likely to take place. I remember the boy who took me to my first

formal dance leaning over to plant a sloppy, over-eager Kiss painfully on
my mouth; when I didn’t respond with sufficient passion, he remarked

res.entfully: “I thought you Latin girls were supposed to mature early,”
as if I were expected to ripen like a fruit or vegetable, not just grow ilf’;o

womanhood like other girls.
o It - .
| t{s surprising to my professional friends that even today some people
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that our little group waqs g :
_ > Qttracting the attention of the other guests. “Daddy”

: O, and
walk past him. He began to shc:nuiltrl :ionce more barred the way as we tried to
-SIng a ditty to the tune of “La B "
amba’—

except the lyrics were _
her II:ame and gonor?}?:(;l t](-lhglﬂ _named Maria whose exploits rhymed with
+ “11€ girl kept saying “Oh, Daddy” and looking

at me with pleadin
b g eyes. Sl:le wanted me to laugh along with the others.

song. When he finished, .
her calmly never to ask flleli‘)(;l(;fﬁer:i }?ctlth}l]m but at his .daughter. I advised
walked between them and to my room. M efl}ad done - the army. Then ]
cool handling of the situation, but ] cénfse]ssrggnt% e | Rl et a4t

h the ierk into th _ S | at I had really wanted to
push the ] € swimming pool. This same man—probably a corporate
execul:lve, well-educated, even worldly by most standards—wo?ﬂd n;f have
been likely to re'gale an Anglo woman with a dirty song in public. He might
have checked his impulse by assuming that she could be someboay’s wife or
mother, or at least somebody who might take offense. But, to him, I was just
an Evita or a Maria: merely a character in his cartoon-populated universe.

Another facet of the myth of the Latin woman in the United States is the
menial, the domestic—Maria the housemaid or countergirl. It’s true that work
as domestics, as waitresses, and in factories is all that’s available to women

with little English and few skills. But the myth of the Hispanic menial—the

funny maid, mispronouncing words and cooking up a spicy storm in a shiny
uated by the media in the same way

California kitchen—has been perpet
' 'nd became America’s idea of the black

my diplomas around my neck for

woman for generations. SInce [ do not wear
“kitchen” where some think

all to see, I have on occasion been sent to that

[ obviously belong.
ough I recognize itasa minor offense.

One incident has stayed with
k place in Miami, at @ restaurant where a

My first public poetry reading too |
luncheon was being held before the event. 1 was nervogs and excited as 1

walked in with notebook In hand. An older woman motioned me to her ta-

ble, and thinking (foolish me) that she wanted me t0 autograph a copy of m;;
newly published slender volume of verse, I went OVEL She ordereq a (le of
coffee from me, assuming that I was d waitress. (EQSy enough to mistake my
© d 1 act of cruelty.

; intentiona
posims for menys, suppose.) = Tre ember that sCene most
Yet of all the good things that h

appe .
- H 0 overcome before anyone
clearly, because it reminded me

me, th

of what 1 had 10 ¢
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THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

strategy in opening her essay with the anecdote about

1. What is the author’s
What does the author mean when she

the bus passenger singing to her?

claims that ‘you can leave the island” and travel to distant places, “but
if you are Latina . . . the island travels with you” (118)? Do you ’think

her awareness refl '
ects the experience .
well? p of members of other ethnicities as




