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The ghost of Kitty Genovese would sympathize with Rodney King. Ge
4 may remember, 1 the symbol of bystander apathy in America.
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or “leaks in the alr €O » In the lady-in-distress study, some of those

own did: “I thought it was fire. ! ”
who failed to offer help said, “I didn’t want to emba”aés ner.

Often. observers think nothing needs to be done because someone e,

’ e more observers there are, the less likely

has already taken care of it, and th | __
3 ) Ip. In Albuquerque, New Mexico, 30 people

any one person is to call for he
f as a building burned to the ground befgy,

watched for an hour and a hal ' | .
they realized that no one had called the fire department. Psychologists g |

this process “diffusion of responsibility” or “social loafing™: The more people

in a group, the lazier each individual in it becomes.
But there was no mistaking what those officers were doing to Rodney

King. There was no way for those observers to discount the severity of the
beating King was getting. What kept them silent?
One explanation, of course, is that they approved. They may have ident-

fied with the abusers, vicariously participating in a beating they rationalized
as justified. The widespread racism in the Los Angeles Police Department and

the unprovoked abuse of black people is now undeniable. A friend who runs |
a trucking company told me recently that one of her drivers, a 50-year-old |
black man, is routinely pulled over by Los Angeles cops for the flimsiestof |
reasons “and made to lie down on the street like a dog.” None of her white
drivers has been treated this way. -
Or the observers may have hated what was happening and been caugh!
in the oldest of human dilemmas: Do the morq] thing and be disliked, humil




THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT

{. What 1S Tavris’s thesis? How does she support her position?

y How does the psychologist’s term for the behavior Tavris describes explain
what actually happens?

1 How does Tavris imagine this condition will right itselt?

WRITING FROM THE TEXT

|. Write about an incident that you observed or were a part of that confirms
Carol Tavris's point.

2. Write about an incident that you observed or wete a part of
exception to Tavris's point.
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30s, fit and full of himself, nonchalantly waved off the appeal ang sQ

around the corner just as 1 leaned out the window f;md got off g “Hey1- _
. " Maybe if I'd just kept my mouth shut’ WaiEnk B ke i

_ inutes b
After all, just two m ng a balmy Sunday morning leafing

windows wide open, enjoy! .
the newspaper while monitoring the two football games in progress

Absolute bliss.

5 My first bad move was slipping Into @ pa:t % ,
down to the landing to right this slight to my dignity. I wasn’t going t,

just walk up to him in the dell and murmur something along the }j,

“You were asked politely to move; would you please?”
the end of the driveway, Mr. Park wy,

6 When I turned the corner at
Want was striding away from the deli and toward me. Smugly self-qg,

and dressed in one of those velour warm-up suits, he was bouncing along o

if he’d just won the lottery.
7 He smirked when we passe€
as he approached his car. pointed to t

the future, no parking, OK?”

pair of flip-flops and tpyy, d[lng ]
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he signs posted near the entrance, “in

8 Our eyes met as he smirked again. “Caaalm down.”
9 Calm down? “I'm calm, just don't park here.”
10 At this point I should have kept on walking back to the funny papersqng |
football. |
11 “Caaalm down,” he said again in a pat-on-the-head tone.
12 You know how annoying that is?
13 [ gave him my best withering look. “It’s real simple, no parking, parks
nyetski, right?”
14 He grinned as he slid into his car. He offered up an unoriginal obscenity, '
followed by “low-life.”
15 [ felt my anger surge into a raging boil.

16 [ proffered my middle finger, cocked and ready to see what Mr. Big Shot
in His Big Mercedes wanted to do about it. '

17 More grinning as he slowly backed out of the driveway, returning the |
salute. '
18 That's when I lost it, spewing every unprintable phrase that welled upd

my febrile brain. I questioned his courage, his sexual proclivities, his familf '
his—you know the drill. '
19 And that’s when he braked in the middle of the street, grin gone
its place an icy stare.
20 At that movement, a car barreling around the corner blared its B
we lost eye contact. He maneuvered out of the way and drove off.

and

—
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THINKING ABOUT THE TEXT
reader interes
keep readers 1

, L : - rontati
2. How does Thayer’s description of himself before theh(':o?if‘ e a;flon
contrast with his behavior when he “lost i+”? How does this ect

“Mr. Park Where I Want™?
3. What aspect of Thayer's character surprises him and causes him to ques-
tion, “Where had this venom come from? I had been ready to g0 1O fist city
with a stranger, for what?” (171).

4. What is relevant about Thayer’s flashback to an earlier incident involv-

ing “monster sax player” King Curtis? What is significant about Thayer

searching for the elusive sax player—and his “echo”?

5. Why is Thayer thankful for this encounter with the Russian deli customer,
and what has he learned from it?

t? What other

1. How do Thayer's title and opening line capture ntrigued?

elements in his next two narrative paragraphs
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My grandfather worked in q barbershop
smelling of lotions he’d slap on your face,
hair and talc. The black razor strop

hung like the penis of an ox. He'd drgw
the sharp blade in quick strokes over
the smooth-rough hide, and then carefully

over your face. The tiny hairs would gather
on the blade, a congregation singing
under blue spruce in winter,

a bandstand in the center of town
bright with instruments, alto sax, tenor
sax, tuba or sousaphone—the bright

compah-pahs shaving the town somehow,
a bright cloth shaking the air
Into flakes of silvering hair

floating down past the houses, the hOI‘:SGS
Pulling carriages past the town fountain,
Which had frozen into a coiffure

° curly glass. My grandfather had an affair
With the girl who did their nails
bright Pink, bright red, never blue,
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rew tooO
25 when she g S his oompah love,

and the town dropped 1tS grac
of gossip and whispered hiss,
he bundled her out of towI}

should have gone
1d you hate him?
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with the savings which
to my mom. But how cou

My mother did, my father did,

and my grandmother, who bore his neglect.
When she was covered in sheets
at her last death,

k&

he flirted with the nurses, bright

as winter birds in spruces
above a bandstand—

I'll always remember him in snow, a deep lather

of laughter, the picture
where he took me from my mother

40

and raised me high, a baby, into the bell
of his sousaphone, as if I were a note

45 he’d play into light—




