ENG 302: Advanced Placement English Language & Composition Summer Reading

AP Language & Composition engages students in becoming skilled readers of any genre from a
variety of periods, disciplines, and rhetorical contexts and in becoming skilled writers who
compose for a variety of purposes. This course will focus on the study of American literature
where students will not only become aware of the great, controversial, and beautiful ideas
contained in America’s literary history, but also examine the interaction between the writer’s
purpose, subjects, and audience expectations. This summer you will begin this wonderful
adventure by reading across genres, across time periods, and across themes.

To build a familiarity with some of America’s past and its great stories:
o The Crucible, the 1996 film adaptation of Arthur Miller’s 1953 play of the same name
starring Daniel Day-Lewis and Winona Ryder

Read:

o The Crucible by Arthur Miller (See the film first; it will help.)
= Take care to note as you read the author’s emphasis on such thematic topics as Human
Cruelty in the Name of Righteousness, the Individual and the Community, Justice versus
Retribution and Revenge, Godliness versus Worldliness, Ignorance versus Wisdom, the
Puritan Myth, and Order versus Individual Freedom. You might want to familiarize
yourself with some historical background that includes knowledge of the Salem Witch
Trials, as well as Joseph R. McCarthy and “McCarthyism.” In addition, you will want to
define the term crucible and determine why Miller chose the word for his title.
o Of Mice and Men by John Steinbeck
Into the Wild by Jon Krakauer
o Provided Reading: “Everyday Use” by Alice Walker (short story), “Mother Tongue” by
Amy Tan (essay), and “Sunrise, Sunset” by Edwidge Danticat (short story)
NOTE: Edwidge Danticat is SLU’s 2019 St. Louis Literary Award winner and
there will be a chance to participate in a craft talk on writing with her in October.

©)

Write:

Completion of the Reader Response Journal for Into the Wild and one of the shorter readings
provided (Walker, Tan, or Datnicat) which will be collected on the first day of class. (See
below for directions, a rubric, and an example.)

The Response Log:

Complete a Response Log (10 entries each) for Into the Wild, AND for one of the provided
readings (Walker, Tan, or Danticat) for a total of 2 Response Logs (20 entries total). (50 points
each totaling 100 points)

A response log is an effective way to keep a record of your reading responses (positive or
negative, sure or unsure). It offers a chance to respond personally, to ask questions, to wonder,
to predict, or to reflect on the characters, people, events, literary elements, writing techniques,
or language of a text. Do not summarize! Instead, record your textual observations.

Response Log must have an MLA heading and formatting. Begin with two columns
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Title the column on the left “Quotations from the Text”

Title the column on the right “Commentary/Responses to the Text”
Responses may start:
“The imagery reveals...’

’

“An interesting

“The setting gives the effect of...” word/phrase/sentence/thought is...”

“The author seems to feel...” “This reminds me of...”

“The tone of this part is...” “Something I notice/appreciate/don’t

“The character(s) feel(s)...” appreciate/wonder about is...”

“This is ironic because...” “The author emphasizes___in order to...”
“An interesting metaphor or symbol is” Or you may start with something else you
“The detail seems effective/out of feel is appropriate

i3

place/important because...

Generally, each response to a quotation should be 3-5 sentences and should include your
analysis of the literary and rhetorical techniques present in the quotations, the author’s
attitude, purpose or tone, and relation to personal experience.

You must include a total of 10 entries per work that range from the beginning to the end. Show
me that you have read the entire text by responding to the book from the first to the last page.
This means you will need to have paper and pen with you as you read or mark your quotations
and complete the log after completing the novel.

Make sure that you note the page number for the quotes in the left-hand column. Your response
log will be used to determine your comprehension of the text. Be sure that your responses are
thorough and that you complete the journal for all chapters of the book. Please remember that
these logs are not meant to be personal diaries. They are meant to be read by others and should
be related only to the assigned material. You will be sharing your logs in class, so keep this in
mind as you write. When sharing you will have the opportunity to confirm, clarify, and modify
your responses through discussion. You will also find that your response logs can be helpful in
writing literary and rhetorical analysis of the text.

***[ do not expect you to be an expert at analyzing rhetorical techniques (yet), so don’t panic if
you don’t know what to do here. We are going to spend nearly the entire class working with
rhetorical analysis. Focus on using the analytical techniques you learned in your previous
English classes.

Sample Response Log: To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee

Quotations from Text Commentary/Responses to Text
“ ‘He might have hurt me a little,” Atticus The tone here is matter-of-fact. Atticus
conceded, ‘but son, you’ll understand folks admits that Mr. Cunningham could have
a little better when you’re older. A mob’s harmed him, but he explains that Mr.
always made up of people, no matter what. Cunningham’s actions were not entirely his
Mr. Cunningham was part of a mob last own; he was influenced by the crowd as is
night, but he was still a man...So, it took an common for many people. It takes Scout
eight- year-old child to bring ‘em to their recognizing him and talking to him to make
senses didn’t it?”” (159-160) Mr. Cunningham realize that what he is doing
is wrong.
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As with every class assignment, all summer reading work should be original. Do not wait until
the last minute to begin your work. I am interested in your original thoughts and ideas, so
leave yourself enough time to carefully and thoughtfully complete this assignment.

Response Log Rubric

A-B: 40-50 points (per log)

Successful: Synthesis and evaluation of the text

»  Features detailed, meaningful passages and quote selections

*  Coverage of text is complete and thorough

» Journal is neat, organized, and professional looking; student has followed

directions for organization of the journal

*  Uses thoughtful interpretation and commentary; avoids clichés

»  Makes insightful personal connections

*  Asks thought-provoking and insightful questions

* A strong interest in the material as evidenced through an awareness of levels of meaning
* Judgments are textually and experientially based

*  Predictions are thoughtful and keenly observed

*  Character analysis is consistent with the material presented

*  Show an understanding of character motivation

*  Comparisons and connections are found between text and other literary and artistic works
* Recognizes the author’s writing choices and reasons for those choices (rhetorical, stylistic)
* Recognizes the energy and deliberateness of the writing process

*  Awareness that their own personal beliefs may differ from those expressed in the text

*  Demonstrates an awareness of point of view

C: 35-39 (per log)

Adequate: Some evidence, understanding and appreciation of the text
»  Uses less detail, but good quote selections

* Adequately addresses all parts of the reading assignment

* Journal is neat and readable

*  Follows directions for organizing the journal

*  Uses some intelligent commentary

* Addresses some thematic connections

* Includes some personal connections

*  Does not summarize, but rather reflects upon the narrative
»  Predictions are plausible

*  Demonstrates some understanding of character motivation
*  Show student’s engagement in the text

F: 0-34 points (per log)

Unsuccessful: Literal surface encounter with the text

*  Only a few good details from text; quotes may be incomplete or not used at all

*  Most commentary is vague, unsupported, or plot summary

« Journal is relatively neat, but may be difficult to read

»  Student has not followed all directions for organizing the journal (no columns, no
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page numbers, etc.)

*  Shows limited personal connection to text

* Asks few or obvious questions

*  Address only part of the reading assignment
*  Predictions are unrealistic or improbable

»  Uses stereotypical responses

*  Entries are too short

»  Features off-topic response

If you have the time and inclination, please select further summer reading from the attached
list of College Board referenced works at the end of the packet.













14

15

16

17
18

19

21

Everyday Use 317

in ’49. Cows are soothing and slow and don’t bother you, unless you try to milk
them the wrong way.

I have deliberately turned my back on the house. It is three rooms, just like
the one that burned, except the roof is tin; they don’t make shingle roofs any
more. There are no real windows, just some holes cut in the sides, like the port-
holes in a ship, but not round and not square, with rawhide holding the shutters
up on the outside. This house is in a pasture, too, like the other one. No doubt
when Dee sees it she will want to tear it down. She wrote me once that no matter
where we “choose” to live, she will manage to come see us. But she will never
bring her friends. Maggie and I thought about this and Maggie asked me,
“Mama, when did Dee ever have any friends?”

She had a few. Furtive boys in pink shirts hanging about on washday after
school. Nervous girls who never laughed. Impressed with her they worshiped
the well-turned phrase, the cute shape, the scalding humor that erupted like
bubbles in lye. She read to them. |

When she was courting Jimmy T she didn’t have much time to pay to us,
but turned all her faultfinding power on him. He flew to marry a cheap gal

from a family of ignorant flashy people. She hardly had time to recompose
herself.

When she comes I will meet—but there they are!

Maggie attempts to make a dash for the house, in her shuffling way, but I
stay her with my hand. “Come back here,” I say. And she stops and tries to dig a
well in the sand with her toe.

It is hard to see them clearly through the strong sun. But even the first
glimpse of leg out of the car tells me it is Dee. Her feet were always neat-look-
ing, as if God himself had shaped them with a certain style. From the other side
of the car comes a short, stocky man. Hair is all over his head a foot long and
hanging from his chin like a kinky mule tail. I hear Maggie suck in her breath.
“Uhnnnh,” is what it sounds like. Like when you see the wriggling end of a
snake just in front of your foot on the road. “Uhnnnh.”

Dee next. A dress down to the ground, in this hot weather. A dress so loud
it hurts my cyes. There are yellows and oranges enough to throw back the light
of the sun. I feel my whole face warming from the heat waves it throws out.
Earrings, too, gold and hanging down to her shoulders. Bracelets dangling and
making noises when she moves her arm up to shake the folds of the dress out of
her armpits. The dress is loose and flows, and as she walks closer, I like it. I
hear Maggie go “Uhnnnh” again. It is her sister’s hair. It stands straight up like
the wool on a sheep. It is black as night and around the edges are two long pig-
tails that rope about like small lizards disappearing behind her ears.

“Wa-su-zo-Tean-o!” she says, coming on in that gliding way the dress
makes her move. The short stocky fellow with the hair to his navel is all
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318 Alice Walker

grinning and he follows up with “Asalamalakim, my mother and sister!” He
moves to hug Maggie but she falls back, right up against the back of my chair.
feel her trembling there and when I look up I see the perspiration falling off
her chin.

“Don’t get up,” says Dee. Since I am stout it takes something of a push. You
can see me trying to move a second or two before I make it. She turns, showing
white heels through her sandals, and goes back to the car. Out she pecks next
with a Polaroid. She stoops down quickly and lines up picture after picture of
me sitting there in front of the house with Maggie cowering behind me. She
never takes a shot without making sure the house is included. When a cow comes
nibbling around the edge of the yard she snaps it and me and Maggie and the
house. Then she puts the Polaroid in the back seat of the car, and comes up and
kisses me on the forehead. :

Meanwhile Asalamalakim is going through the motions with Maggie’s
hand. Maggic’s hand is as limp as a fish, and probably as cold, despite the sweat,
and she keeps trying to pull it back. It looks like Asalamalakim wants to shake
hands but wants to do it fancy. Or maybe he don’t know how people shake hands.
Anyhow, he soon gives up on Maggic.

“Well,” I say. “Dee.”

“No, Mama,” she says. “Not ‘Dee,” Wangero Leewanika Kemanjo!”

“What happened to ‘Dee’?” I wanted to know.

“She’s dead,” Wangero said. “I couldn’t bear it any longer being named
after the people who oppress me.”

“You know as well as me you was named after your aunt Dicie,” I said.
Dicie is my sister. She named Dee. We called her “Big Dee” after Dee was born.

“But who was she named after?” asked Wangero.

“I guess after Grandma Dee,” I said.

“And who was she named after?” asked Wangero.

“Her mother,” I said, and saw Wangero was getting tired. “That’s about as
far back as I can trace it,” I said. Though, in fact, I probably could have carried
it back beyond the Civil War through the branches.

“Well,” said Asalamalakim, “there you are.”

“Uhnnnh,” I heard Maggic say.

“There I was not,” I said, “before ‘Dicie’ cropped up in our family, so
why should I try to trace it that far back?” :

He just stood there grinning, looking down on me like somebody
inspecting 2 Model A car. Every once in a while he and Wangero sent eye signals
over my head. '

“How do you pronounce this name?” I asked.

“You don’t have to call me by it if you don’t want to,” said Wangero.
“Why shouldn’t I?” I asked.“If that’s what you want us to call you, we'll

‘call you.”
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“I know it might sound awkward at first,” said Wangero.

“I’ll get used to it,” I said. “Ream it out again.”

Well, soon we got the name out of the way. Asalamalakim had a name
twice as long and three times as hard. After I tripped over it two or three times
he told me to just to call him Hakim-a-barber. I wanted to ask him was he a
barber, but I didn’t really think he was, so I didn’t ask.

“You must belong to those beef-cattle peoples down the road,” I said. They
said “Asalamalakim” when they met you, too, but they didn’t shake hands.
Always too busy: feeding the cattle, fixing the fences, putting up salt-lick shel-
ters, throwing down hay. When the white folks poisoned some of the herd the
men stayed up all night with rifles in their hands. I walked a mile and a half
just to see the sight.

Hakim-a-barber said, “I accept some of their doctrines, but farming and
raising cattle is not my style.” (They didn’t tell me, and I didn’t ask, whether
Wangero [Dee] had really gone and married him.)

We sat down to eat and right away he said he didn’t eat collards and pork
was unclean. Wangcro, though, went on through the chitlins and corn bread, the
greens and everything else. She talked a blue streak over the sweet potatoes.
Everything delighted her. Even the fact that we still used the benches her daddy
made for the table when we couldn’t afford to buy chairs.

“Oh, Mama!” she cried. Then turned to Hakim-a-barber. “I never knew
how lovely these benches are. You can feel the rump prints,” she said, running
her hands underneath her and along the bench. Then she gave a sigh and her hand
closed over Grandma Dee’s butter dish. “That’s it!” she said. “I knew there was
something I wanted to ask you if I could have.” She jumped up from the table
and went over in the corner where the churn stood, the milk in it clabber by
now. She looked at the churn and looked at it.

“This churn top is what I need,” she said. “Didn’t Uncle Buddy whittle it
out of a tree you all used to have?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Uh huh,” she said happily. “And I want the dasher, too.”

“Uncle Buddy whittle that, too?” asked the barber.

Dee (Wangero) looked up at me.

“Aunt Dec’s first husband whittled the dash,” said Maggie so low you
almost couldn’t hear her. “His name was Henry, but they called him Stash.”

“Maggie’s brain is like an clephant’s,” Wangero said, laughing. “I can use
the churn top as a centerpiece for the alcove table,” she said, sliding a plate over

~ the churn, “and I'll think of something artistic to do with the dasher.”

When she finished wrapping the dasher the handle stuck out. I took it for a
moment in my hands. You didn’t even have to look close to see where hands
pushing the dasher up and down to make butter had left a kind of sink in the
wood. In fact, there were a lot of small sinks; you could see where thumbs and
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fingers had sunk into the wood. It was beautiful light yellow wood, from a tree
that grew in the yard where Big Dee and Stash had lived.

After dinner Dee (Wangero) went to the trunk at the foot of my bed and
started rifling through it. Maggie hung back in the kitchen over the dishpan.
Out came Wangero with two quilts. They had been pieced by Grandma Dee and
then Big Dee and me had hung them on the quilt frames on the front porch and
quilted them. One was in the Lone Star pattern. The other was Walk Around the
Mountain. In both of them were scraps of dresses Grandma Dee had worn fifty
and more years ago. Bits and pieces of Grandpa Jarrell’s paisley shirts. And one
teeny faded blue piece, about the piece of a penny matchbox, that was from
Great Grandpa Ezra’s uniform that he wore in the Civil War.

“Mama,” Wangero said sweet as a bird. “Can I have these old quilts?”

I heard something fall in the kitchen, and a minute later the kitchen door
slammed.

“Why don’t you take one or two of the others?” I asked. “These old things
was just done by me and Big Dee from some tops your grandma pieced before
she died.”

“No,” said Wangero. “I don’t want those. They are stitched around the
borders by machine.” :

“That’s make them last better,” I said.

“That’s not the point,” said Wangero. “These are all picces of dresses
Grandma used to wear. She did all this stitching by hand. Imagine!” She held
the quilts securely in her arms, stroking them.

“Some of the pieces, like those lavender ones, come from old clothes her
mother handed down to her,” I said, moving up to touch the quilts. Dee
(Wangero) moved back just enough so that I couldn’t reach the quilts. They
already belonged to her. |

“Imagine!” she breathed again, clutching them closely to her bosom.

“The truth is,” I said, “I promised to give them quilts to Maggie, for
when she marries John Thomas.”

She gasped like a bee had stung her. :

“Maggie can’t appreciate these quilts!” she said. “She’d probably be back-
ward enough to put them to everyday use.” '

“I reckon she would,” I said. “God knows I been saving 'em for long
enough with nobody using ’em. I hope she will!” I didn’t want to bring up how
I had offered Dee (Wangero) a quilt when she went away to college. Then she
had told me they were old-fashioned, out of style.

“But they're priceless!” she was saying now, furiously; for she has a temper.
“Maggie would put them on the bed and in five years they'd be in rags. Less than
thad!”

- “She can always make some meore,” I said. “Maggie knows how to quilt.”



71

73

74

75

76

z28d3d

82

Everyday Use 321

Dee (Wangcro) looked at me with hatred. “You just will not understand.
The point is these quilts, these quiles!”

“Well,” I said, stumped. “What would youx do with tl'u:m>

“Hang them,” she said. As if that was the only thing you could do with
quilts.

Maggie by now was standing in the door. I could almost hear the sound
her feet made as they scraped over each other.

“She can have them, Mama,” she said, like somebody used to never winning
anything, or having anything reserved for her. “I can ’'member Grandma Dee
without the quilts.”

I looked at her hard. She had filled her bottom lip with checkerberry
snuff and it gave her face a kind of dopey, hangdog look. It was Grandma Dee
and Big Dee who taught her how to quilt herself. She stood there with her
scarred hands hidden in the folds of her skirt. She looked at her sister with
something like fear but she wasn’t mad at her. This was Maggie’s portion. This
was the way she knew God to work.

When I looked at her like that something hit me in the top of my head and
ran down to the soles of my feet. Just like when I'm in church and the spirit of
God touches me and I get happy and shout. I did something I never had done
before: hugged Maggie to me, then dragged her on into the room; snatched the
quilts out of Miss Wangero’s hands and dumped them into Maggie's lap.
Maggie just sat there on my bed with her mouth open.

“Take one or two of the others,” I said to Dee.

But she turned without a word and went out to Hakim-a-barber.

“You just don’t understand,” she said, as Maggie and I came out to the car.

“What don’t I understand?” I wanted to know.

“Your heritage,” she said. And then she turned to Maggie, kissed her, and
said, “You ought to try to make something of yourself, too, Maggie. It’s really a

new day for us. But from the way you and Mama still live you’d never know it.”

She put on some sunglasses that hid everything above the tip of her nose
and her chin.

Maggie smiled; maybe at the sunglasses. But a real smile, not scared. After
we watched the car dust settle I asked Maggic to bring me a dip of snuff. And
then the two of us sat there j just enjoying, until it was time to go in the house

and go to bed.
—1973



Mother Tongue, by Amy Tan

I am not a scholar of English or literature. I cannot give you much more than personal opinions on the
English language and its variations in this country or others.

I am a writer. And by that definition, I am someone who has always loved language. I am fascinated by
language in daily life. I spend a great deal of my time thinking about the power of language -- the way it
can evoke an emotion, a visual image, a complex idea, or a simple truth. Language is the tool of my trade.
And I use them all -- all the Englishes I grew up with.

Recently, I was made keenly aware of the different Englishes I do use. I was giving a talk to a large group
of people, the same talk I had already given to half a dozen other groups. The nature of the talk was about
my writing, my life, and my book, The Joy Luck Club. The talk was going along well enough, until I
remembered one major difference that made the whole talk sound wrong. My mother was in the room. And
it was perhaps the first time she had heard me give a lengthy speech, using the kind of English I have never
used with her. I was saying things like, "The intersection of memory upon imagination" and "There is an
aspect of my fiction that relates to thus-and-thus'--a speech filled with carefully wrought grammatical
phrases, burdened, it suddenly seemed to me, with nominalized forms, past perfect tenses, conditional
phrases, all the forms of standard English that I had learned in school and through books, the forms of
English I did not use at home with my mother.

Just last week, I was walking down the street with my mother, and I again found myself conscious of the
English I was using, the English I do use with her. We were talking about the price of new and used
furniture and I heard myself saying this: "Not waste money that way." My husband was with us as well, and
he didn't notice any switch in my English. And then I realized why. It's because over the twenty years we've
been together I've often used that same kind of English with him, and sometimes he even uses it with me. It
has become our language of intimacy, a different sort of English that relates to family talk, the language I
grew up with.

So you'll have some idea of what this family talk I heard sounds like, I'l 1 quote what my mother said
during a recent conversation which I videotaped and then transcribed. During this conversation, my mother
was talking about a political gangster in Shanghai who had the same last name as her family's, Du, and how
the gangster in his early years wanted to be adopted by her family, which was rich by comparison. Later,
the gangster became more powerful, far richer than my mother's family, and one day showed up at my
mother's wedding to pay his respects. Here's what she said in part: "Du Yusong having business like fruit
stand. Like off the street kind. He is Du like Du Zong -- but not Tsung-ming Island people. The local people
call putong, the river east side, he belong to that side local people. That man want to ask Du Zong father
take him in like become own family. Du Zong father wasn't look down on him, but didn't take seriously,
until that man big like become a mafia. Now important person, very hard to inviting him. Chinese way,
came only to show respect, don't stay for dinner. Respect for making big celebration, he shows up. Mean
gives lots of respect. Chinese custom. Chinese social life that way. If too important won't have to stay too
long. He come to my wedding. I didn't see, I heard it. I gone to boy's side, they have YMCA dinner.
Chinese age I was nineteen."

You should know that my mother's expressive command of English belies how much she actually
understands. She reads the Forbes report, listens to Wall Street Week, converses daily with her stockbroker,
reads all of Shirley MacLaine's books with ease--all kinds of things I can't begin to understand. Yet some of
my friends tell me they understand 50 percent of what my mother says. Some say they understand 80 to 90
percent. Some say they understand none of it, as if she were speaking pure Chinese. But to me, my mother's
English is perfectly clear, perfectly natural. It's my mother tongue. Her language, as I hear it, is vivid,
direct, full of observation and imagery. That was the language that helped shape the way I saw things,
expressed things, made sense of the world.



Lately, I've been giving more thought to the kind of English my mother speaks. Like others, I have
described it to people as 'broken" or "fractured" English. But I wince when I say that. It has always
bothered me that I can think of no way to describe it other than "broken," as if it were damaged and needed
to be fixed, as if it lacked a certain wholeness and soundness. I've heard other terms used, "limited
English," for example. But they seem just as bad, as if everything is limited, including people's perceptions
of the limited English speaker.

I know this for a fact, because when I was growing up, my mother's "limited" English limited my
perception of her. I was ashamed of her English. I believed that her English reflected the quality of what
she had to say That is, because she expressed them imperfectly her thoughts were imperfect. And I had
plenty of empirical evidence to support me: the fact that people in department stores, at banks, and at
restaurants did not take her seriously, did not give her good service, pretended not to understand her, or
even acted as if they did not hear her.

My mother has long realized the limitations of her English as well. When I was fifteen, she used to have me
call people on the phone to pretend I was she. In this guise, I was forced to ask for information or even to
complain and yell at people who had been rude to her. One time it was a call to her stockbroker in New
York. She had cashed out her small portfolio and it just so happened we were going to go to New York the
next week, our very first trip outside California. I had to get on the phone and say in an adolescent voice
that was not very convincing, "This is Mrs. Tan."

And my mother was standing in the back whispering loudly, "Why he don't send me check, already two
weeks late. So mad he lie to me, losing me money.

And then I said in perfect English, "Yes, I'm getting rather concerned. You had agreed to send the check
two weeks ago, but it hasn't arrived."

Then she began to talk more loudly. "What he want, I come to New York tell him front of his boss, you
cheating me?" And I was trying to calm her down, make her be quiet, while telling the stockbroker, "I can't
tolerate any more excuses. If I don't receive the check immediately, I am going to have to speak to your
manager when I'm in New York next week." And sure enough, the following week there we were in front of
this astonished stockbroker, and I was sitting there red-faced and quiet, and my mother, the real Mrs. Tan,
was shouting at his boss in her impeccable broken English.

We used a similar routine just five days ago, for a situation that was far less humorous. My mother had
gone to the hospital for an appointment, to find out about a benign brain tumor a CAT scan had revealed a
month ago. She said she had spoken very good English, her best English, no mistakes. Still, she said, the
hospital did not apologize when they said they had lost the CAT scan and she had come for nothing. She
said they did not seem to have any sympathy when she told them she was anxious to know the exact
diagnosis, since her husband and son had both died of brain tumors. She said they would not give her any
more information until the next time and she would have to make another appointment for that. So she said
she would not leave until the doctor called her daughter. She wouldn't budge. And when the doctor finally
called her daughter, me, who spoke in perfect English -- 1o and behold -- we had assurances the CAT scan
would be found, promises that a conference call on Monday would be held, and apologies for any suffering
my mother had gone through for a most regrettable mistake.

I think my mother's English almost had an effect on limiting my possibilities in life as well. Sociologists
and linguists probably will tell you that a person's developing language skills are more influenced by peers.
But I do think that the language spoken in the family, especially in immigrant families which are more
insular, plays a large role in shaping the language of the child. And I believe that it affected my results on
achievement tests, 1.Q. tests, and the SAT. While my English skills were never judged as poor, compared to
math, English could not be considered my strong suit. In grade school I did moderately well, getting
perhaps B's, sometimes B-pluses, in English and scoring perhaps in the sixtieth or seventieth percentile on



achievement tests. But those scores were not good enough to override the opinion that my true abilities lay
in math and science, because in those areas I achieved A's and scored in the ninetieth percentile or higher.

This was understandable. Math is precise; there is only one correct answer. Whereas, for me at least, the
answers on English tests were always a judgment call, a matter of opinion and personal experience. Those
tests were constructed around items like fill-in-the-blank sentence completion, such as, "Even though Tom
was, Mary thought he was --." And the correct answer always seemed to be the most bland combinations of
thoughts, for example, "Even though Tom was shy, Mary thought he was charming:' with the grammatical
structure "even though" limiting the correct answer to some sort of semantic opposites, so you wouldn't get
answers like, "Even though Tom was foolish, Mary thought he was ridiculous:' Well, according to my
mother, there were very few limitations as to what Tom could have been and what Mary might have
thought of him. So I never did well on tests like that

The same was true with word analogies, pairs of words in which you were supposed to find some sort of
logical, semantic relationship -- for example, "Sunset is to nightfall as is to ." And here you would be
presented with a list of four possible pairs, one of which showed the same kind of relationship: red is to
stoplight, bus is to arrival, chills is to fever, yawn is to boring: Well, I could never think that way. I knew
what the tests were asking, but I could not block out of my mind the images already created by the first
pair, "sunset is to nightfall"--and I would see a burst of colors against a darkening sky, the moon rising, the
lowering of a curtain of stars. And all the other pairs of words --red, bus, stoplight, boring--just threw up a
mass of confusing images, making it impossible for me to sort out something as logical as saying: "A
sunset precedes nightfall" is the same as "a chill precedes a fever." The only way I would have gotten that
answer right would have been to imagine an associative situation, for example, my being disobedient and
staying out past sunset, catching a chill at night, which turns into feverish pneumonia as punishment, which
indeed did happen to me.

I have been thinking about all this lately, about my mother's English, about achievement tests. Because
lately I've been asked, as a writer, why there are not more Asian Americans represented in American
literature. Why are there few Asian Americans enrolled in creative writing programs? Why do so many
Chinese students go into engineering! Well, these are broad sociological questions I can't begin to answer.
But I have noticed in surveys -- in fact, just last week -- that Asian students, as a whole, always do
significantly better on math achievement tests than in English. And this makes me think that there are other
Asian-American students whose English spoken in the home might also be described as "broken" or
"limited." And perhaps they also have teachers who are steering them away from writing and into math and
science, which is what happened to me.

Fortunately, I happen to be rebellious in nature and enjoy the challenge of disproving assumptions made
about me. I became an English major my first year in college, after being enrolled as pre-med. I started
writing nonfiction as a freelancer the week after I was told by my former boss that writing was my worst
skill and I should hone my talents toward account management.

But it wasn't until 1985 that I finally began to write fiction. And at first I wrote using what I thought to be
wittily crafted sentences, sentences that would finally prove I had mastery over the English language.
Here's an example from the first draft of a story that later made its way into The Joy Luck Club, but without
this line: "That was my mental quandary in its nascent state." A terrible line, which I can barely pronounce.

Fortunately, for reasons I won't get into today, I later decided I should envision a reader for the stories I
would write. And the reader I decided upon was my mother, because these were stories about mothers. So
with this reader in mind -- and in fact she did read my early drafts--1 began to write stories using all the
Englishes I grew up with: the English I spoke to my mother, which for lack of a better term might be
described as "simple"; the English she used with me, which for lack of a better term might be described as
"broken"; my translation of her Chinese, which could certainly be described as "watered down"; and what I
imagined to be her translation of her Chinese if she could speak in perfect English, her internal language,
and for that I sought to preserve the essence, but neither an English nor a Chinese structure. I wanted to



capture what language ability tests can never reveal: her intent, her passion, her imagery, the rhythms of her
speech and the nature of her thoughts.

Apart from what any critic had to say about my writing, I knew I had succeeded where it counted when my
mother finished reading my book and gave me her verdict: "So easy to read."
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I t comes on again on her grandson’s christening day. A lost moment, a blank spot,
one that Carole does not know how to measure. She is there one second, then she is
not. She knows exactly where she is, then she does not. Her older church friends tell
similar stories about their surgeries, how they count backward from ten with an oxygen
mask over their faces, then wake up before reaching one, only to find that hours, and
sometimes even days, have gone by. She feels as though she were experiencing the same

thing.

Her son-in-law, James, a dreadlocked high-school math teacher, is holding her
grandson, Jude, who has inherited her daughter’s globe-shaped head, penny-colored
skin, and long fingers, which he wraps around Carole’s chin whenever she holds him.
Jude is a lively giggler. His whole body shakes when he laughs. Carole often stares at
him for hours, hoping that his chubby face will bring back memories of her own

children at that age, memories that are quickly slipping away.

Her daughter, Jeanne, is still about sixty pounds overweight on Jude’s christening day,
seven months after his birth. Jeanne is so miserable about this—and who knows what

else—that she spends most days in her bedroom, hiding.

Since her daughter is stuck in a state of mental fragility, Carole welcomes the
opportunity to join Jude’s other grandmother, Grace, in watching their grandson as
often as she’s asked. Carole likes to entertain Jude with whatever children’s songs and
peekaboo games she can still remember, including one she calls Soley Leve, Soley
Kouche—Sunrise, Sunset—which she used to play with her children. She drapes a
black sheet over her grandson’s playpen and pronounces it “sunset,” then takes the sheet
off and calls it “sunrise.” Her grandson does not seem to mind when she gets confused

and reverses the order. He doesn’'t know the difference anyway.

Sometimes Carole forgets who Grace is and mistakes her for the nanny. She does,
however, remember that Grace disapproved of her son’s marrying Jeanne, whom she
believed was beneath him. That censure now seems justified by Jeanne’s failures as a

mother.

Jeanne, Carole thinks, has never known real tragedy. Growing up in a country ruled by

a merciless dictator, Carole watched her neighbors being dragged out of their houses by



the dictator’s denim-uniformed henchmen. One of her aunts was beaten almost to
death for throwing herself in front of her husband as he was being arrested. Carole’s
father left the country for Cuba when she was twelve and never returned. Her mother’s
only means of survival was cleaning the houses of people who were barely able to pay
her. Carole’s best friend lived next door, in another tin-roofed room, rented separately
from the same landlord. During the night, while her mother slept, Carole often heard
her friend being screamed at by her own mother, who seemed to hate her for being a
burden. Carole tried so hard to protect her U.S.-born children from these stories that
they are now incapable of overcoming any kind of sadness. Not so much her son, Paul,
who is a minister, but Jeanne, whom she named after her childhood friend. Her
daughter’s psyche is so feeble that anything can rattle her. Doesn’t she realize that the
life she is living is an accident of fortune? Doesn't she know that she is an exception in
this world, where it is normal to be unhappy, to be hungry, to work non-stop and earn
next to nothing, and to suffer the whims of everything from tyrants to hurricanes and

earthquakes?

The morning of her grandson’s christening, Carole is wearing a long-sleeved white lace
dress that she can’t recall putting on. She has combed her hair back in a tight bun that

now hurts a little.

Earlier in the week, she watched from the terrace of her daughter’s third-floor
apartment as Jeanne dipped her feet in the condo’s kidney-shaped communal pool.
She'd walked out onto the terrace to look at the water, the unusual cobalt-blue color it
becomes in late afternoon and the slow ripple of its surface, even when untouched by a

breeze or bodies.
“I won't christen him!” Jeanne was shouting on the phone. “That’s her thing, not ours.”

(44 ‘ N J e’re up soon,” James says, snapping Carole out of her reverie. He is using the
tone of voice with which he speaks to Jude. It’s clear that this is not the first
time he’s told her this.

Her daughter is looking neither at her nor at the congregation full of Carole’s friends.
She’s not even looking at Jude, who has been dressed, most likely by James, in a plain
white romper. Jeanne stares at the floor, as others take turns holding Jude and keeping

him quiet in the church: first Grace, then Carole’s husband, Victor, then James’s



younger sister, Zoe, who is the godmother, then James’s best friend, Marcos, the

godfather.

Carole keeps reminding herself that her daughter is still young. Only thirty-two. Jeanne
was once a happy young woman, a guidance counsellor at the school where James
teaches. (When James and Jeanne were first married, their friends called them ].J.; then
Jude was born, and the three of them became Triple J.) “She used to like children,

right?” Carole sometimes asks Victor. “Before she had her son?”

When Jude’s name is called from the pulpit by his uncle Paul, James motions for them
to approach the altar. Paul, dressed in a long white ministerial robe, steps down from
the pulpit and, while Jude is still in his father’s arms, traces a cross on his forehead with
scented oil. The oil bothers Jude’s eyes and he wails. Undeterred, Paul takes Jude and
begins praying so loudly that he shocks Jude into silence. After the prayer, he hands
Jude back to his mother. Jeanne kisses her son’s oil-soaked forehead and her eyes
balloon with tears, either from the strong smell of the oil or from the emotions of the

day.

Carole knows that her daughter is not enjoying any of this, but she has found comfort
in such rituals and she believes that her grandson will not be protected against the
world’s evils—including his mother’s lack of interest in him—until this one is

performed.

L ater, at the post-christening lunch at her daughter’s apartment, Carole spots James
and Jeanne walking out of their bedroom. Jude is in Jeanne’s arms. They have
changed the boy out of his plain romper into an even plainer sleeveless onesie. Jeanne
stops in the doorway and lowers a bib over Jude’s face and murmurs, “Sunset.” Then she
raises the bib and squeals, “Sunrise!” Watching her daughter play this game with the
baby, Carole feels as though she herself were going through the motions, raising and
lowering the bib. Not at this very moment but at some point in the hazy past. It’s as if
Jeanne had become Carole and James had become her once dapper and lanky husband,
Victor, who now walks with a cane that he is always tapping against the ground. All is
not lost, Carole thinks. Her daughter has learned a few things from her, after all. Then
it returns again, that now familiar sensation of herself waning. What if this is the last
day that she recalls anything? What if she never recognizes anyone again? What if she
forgets her husband? What if she stops remembering what it’s like to love him, a



feeling that has changed so much over the years, in ways that her daughter’s love for
her own husband seems also to be changing, even though James, like Victor, is patient.
She’s never seen him shout at or scold Jeanne. He doesn'’t even tell her to get out of bed
or pay more attention to their child. He tells Carole and his own mother that Jeanne
just needs time. But how long will this kind of tolerance last? How long can anyone
bear to live with someone whose mind wanders oft to a place where their love no

longer exists?

Carole’s husband is the only one who knows how far along she is. He is constantly
subjected to her sudden mood changes, her bursts of anger followed by total stillness.
He has tried for years to help her hide her symptoms, or lessen them with puzzles and
other educational games, with coconut oil and omega-3 supplements, which she takes
with special juices and teas. He is always turning off appliances, finding keys she’s
stored in unusual places like the bathtub, the oven, or the freezer. He helps her finish
sentences, nudges her to let her know if she has repeated something a few times. But
maybe one day he will grow tired of this and put her in a home, where strangers will

have to take care of her.

When Jude was born, Victor bought her a doll so that she could practice taking care of
their grandson. It’s a brown boy doll with a round face and tight peppercorn curls, like
Jude’s. When she puts the doll in the bath, its hair clings to its scalp, just like Jude’s.
Bathing the doll, then dressing it before bed, makes her feel calm, helps her sleep more
soundly. But this, like her illness, is still a secret between her husband and her, a secret

that they may not be able to keep much longer.

I I ow do you become a good mother? Jeanne wants to ask someone, anyone. She
wishes she'd been brave enough to ask her mother before her dementia, or
whatever it is that she is suffering from, set in. Her mother refuses to have tests done

and get a definitive diagnosis, and her father is fine with that.

“You don’t poke around for something you don’t want to find,” he’s told her a few

times.



Her father offers the first toast at the christening lunch. “To Jude, who brought us
together today,” he says in Creole, then in English.

James hands Jeanne a champagne glass, which she has trouble balancing while holding
their son. Her mother puts her own glass down and reaches over and takes Jude from

Jeanne’s arms.

“I’ll toast with him,” Carole says, and Jeanne fears her mother may actually believe that
Jude’s body is a champagne glass. She is afraid these days to let her mother hold her
son, to leave them alone together, but since she and James are close by and Jude isn't

tussing or fidgeting she does not protest.

After the toast, James asks if he can get Jeanne and her mother a plate of food. Carole
nods, then quickly changes her mind. “Maybe later,” she says. Jude is looking up at her
now, his baby eyes fixed on her wrinkled and weary-looking face.

Carole isn't eating much these days. Jeanne, on the other hand, feels as though a deep

and sour hole were burrowing through her body, an abyss that is always demanding to

be filled.

Her husband doesn't insist. It’s not his style. Throughout their courtship and marriage,
he’s never pressured her to do anything. Everything is always presented to her as a
suggestion or a recommendation. It’s as if he were constantly practicing being patient
for the rowdy kids he teaches at school. Even there, he never loses his temper. Her
mother, on the other hand, has been lashing out lately, though afterward she seems
unable to remember doing it. She has always been a quiet woman. She is certainly
kinder than James’s mother, who wouldn’t have given Jeanne or Carole the time of day

if it weren't for James.

Jeanne often wonders if her mother was happier in Haiti. She doubts it. Jeanne has no
right to be sad, her mother has often told her. Only Carole has the right to be sad,
because she has seen and heard terrible things. Jeanne’s father’s approach to life is
different. He is more interested than anybody Jeanne knows in the pleasure of joy, or
the joy of pleasure, however you want to put it. It’s as if he had sworn to enjoy every
second of his life—to wear the best clothes he can afford, to eat the best food, to go to

dances where his favorite Haitian bands are playing.



Victor drove a city bus for most of Jeanne’s childhood, then when he got older he
switched to driving a taxicab. Between fares, he sat in the parking lot at Miami
International Airport, discussing Haitian politics with his cabdriver friends. Perhaps
her mother wouldn't be losing her mind if she'd worked outside their home. Church
committees and family were her life’s work, a luxury they’d been able to afford because
Victor worked double shifts and took extra weekend jobs. Carole could have worked, if
shed wanted to, as a lunch lady in a school cafeteria or as an elder companion or a

nanny, like many of her church friends.

Jeanne never wanted to be a housewife like her mother, but here she is now, stuck at
home with her son. She doesn’t leave the house much anymore, except for her son’s
doctor’s appointments. Most of the time, she’s afraid to leave her bed, afraid even to
hold her son, for fear that she might drop him or hug him too tightly and smother him.
Then the fatigue sets in, an exhaustion so forceful it doesn’t even allow her to sleep.
Motherhood is a kind of foggy bubble she can't step out of long enough to wrap her
arms around her child. Oddly enough, he’s an easy child. He’s been sleeping through
the night since the day they brought him home. He naps regularly. He isn't colicky or
difficult. He is just there.
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James decides to offer a toast of his own. He taps his champagne glass with a spoon to

catch everyone’s attention.

“I want to make a toast to my wife, not only for being a phenomenal wife and mother

but for bravely bringing Jude into our lives,” he says.

Why does he want to think of her as brave? Perhaps he’s thinking of the twenty-six
hours of labor that ended in a C-section, during which her son was pulled out with the
umbilical cord wrapped around his neck. He had nearly died, the doctor told her,

because of her stubborn insistence on a natural birth.
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that way, to have a part of yourself walking around unattached to you, and to love that

part so much that you sometimes feel as though you were losing your mind.

Her daughter reaches down and takes her right hand, so that both of her children are

now holding her scrawny, shaky hands, which seem not to belong to her at all.
“Mesi, Manman,” her daughter says. “Thank you.”

There is nothing to thank her for. She has only done her job, her duty as a parent.
There is no longer any need for hellos or goodbyes, either. Soon there will be nothing

left, no past to cling to, no future to hope for, only now. ¢
This article appears in the print edition of the September 18, 2017, issue.

Edwidge Danticat is the author of many books, including, most recently, “The Art of Death:
Writing the Final Story.” Read more »
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Thoreau, Henry David. Walden (spends 26 months alone in the woods to "front the essential
facts of life.")

Thompson, Gabriel. Working in the Shadows: A Year of Doing the Jobs (Most) Americans
Won’t Do (author works in various unskilled labor jobs providing engaging and gruesome
details)

Skloot, Rebecca. The Immortal Life of Henrietta Lacks (story of a woman whose cancerous
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in researching some of the most important and astounding medical discoveries of the 20th
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Remnick, David. King of the World. (Ali as racial and cultural hero in the 1950’s)

Reynolds, Bill. Fall River Dreams. (team searches for glory, town searches for soul)
Gildea, William. Where the Game Still Matters. (Last championship season in Indiana)
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Sontag, Sherry. Blindman’s Bluff. (story of American submarine espionage, for Clancy fans)
Cahill, Thomas. How the Irish Saved Civilization. (just what the title suggests)

Herman, Arthur. How the Scots Invented the Modern World. (just what the title suggests)
Marquez, Gabriel Garcia. Notes on a Kidnapping. (investigation behind Pablo Escobar’s terror)
Diamond, Jared. Guns, Gems, and Steel. (readable work of 13,000 years of history)

Larson, Erik. The Devil and the White City. (the Chicago World’s Fair and the first serial killer)
Schlosser, Eric. Fast Food Nation. (behind the scenes at the most popular restaurants)

Fleming, Thomas. Duel. (story of duel between Aaron Burr and Alexander Hamilton)
Gladwell, Malcolm. The Tipping Point. (explains why changes in society occur suddenly)
Gourevitch, Phillip. We Wish to Inform You Tomorrow We Will be Killed with Our Families.
(Rwanda

Genocide)







	AP Language & Composition engages students in becoming skilled readers of any genre from a variety of periods, disciplines, and rhetorical contexts and in becoming skilled writers who compose for a variety of purposes. This course will focus on the st...
	o Provided Reading: “Everyday Use” by Alice Walker (short story), “Mother Tongue” by Amy Tan (essay), and “Sunrise, Sunset” by Edwidge Danticat (short story)
	NOTE: Edwidge Danticat is SLU’s 2019 St. Louis Literary Award winner and there will be a chance to participate in a craft talk on writing with her in October.
	• Features detailed, meaningful passages and quote selections
	If you have the time and inclination, please select further summer reading from the attached list of College Board referenced works at the end of the packet.
	Walker and Tan stories.pdf
	2018 Summer Reading ENG 302
	The Response Log Directions and Rubric Final
	Everyday Use
	Mother Tongue
	the-inheritance-of-tools
	11 th grade Supplemental Reading IDEAS




