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xxx1 Part 3 – Access to Society

xxx2 Chapter 5 - The Good Life
{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Fotografi av en ung gutt som holder fram en tallerken med en svær Cheeseburge på

{{Slutt}} 
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What constitutes the Good Life? Does it come with wealth, health, power, good looks, success, a satisfied mind? None of the above hurt, obviously, but are they guarantees? Is the Good Life an absolute, or must it always be relative to what someone else enjoys? In the following chapter we will take a look at this question from various perspectives. Not surprisingly, we will find different answers.

xxx3 “It Was the Best of Times. It Was the Worst of Times.”

These are the opening lines of the novel A Tale of Two Cities written by Charles Dickens way back in 1859. They refer to the time of the French Revolution (the two cities are London and Paris), but his words are just as timely today. Today more people live a comfortable life with the

prospect of peace and prosperity for themselves and their children than ever before. Yet there are also more people alive today than ever before who experience utter poverty, sickness and starvation and have no hope for the future at all. Never has the human mind better understood the world around it and fashioned better tools and technologies to make use of it for the common good. Yet never before have our tools given us such power to destroy ourselves and our fellow creatures on this earth. In many ways we have become masters of the world, yet it is an open question if we have done – or will do – a good job of caring for the world we now control.

  Yes, it is the best of times and the worst of times. This article will take a peek at some aspects of the future, your future – the time you will live in, form and be formed by. However, to do this we must also look – paradoxically – to the past. As a great English poet once put it, “The child is the father of the man,” by which he meant that you cannot understand a man if you do not know the past which formed him. If you do not know that, you cannot know what he will do in the future. The same is true for whole societies, their institutions, economies and politics. Therefore, the last century will be used here as a yardstick to help gauge the changes we can expect in the coming hundred years.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- guarantee - garanti

-- prosperity - velstand

-- starvation - hungersnød

-- to fashion - å lage

-- yardstick - målestokk

-- to gauge - å beregne / å berekne

{{Slutt}} 
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{{Bildeforklaring:}} 
Tre ungdommer som holder hendene sine på en opplyst globus

{{Slutt}} 
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xxx4 Population

First the bad news, known to all. A century ago the population of the world reached one billion after at least 250,000 years of slow growth. Within the next hundred years it increased to six billion and is still rising today. By 2050 it is expected to reach at least ten billion. Of all the forces shaping the future of humanity, this is surely the most basic. How are we to provide food, shelter, education and employment for the vast number of persons on this earth and at the same time protect the environment and natural resources we are all dependent on? It will, for example, require a three-fold increase in food production. The good news here is that the rate of growth is slowing. The birth rate of the industrialized countries has gone down drastically. Further, birth-control programs in developing countries – particularly in China – have

also had a significant impact.

  However, if the population explosion is to be tamed in the coming century ensuring that world population tops off at 10 billion in 2050, action must be taken now. Developed countries must give developing countries more assistance to create better governments, better institutions and better job opportunities. Instead of large families as safety

nets for illness and old age, people’s access to insurance, pensions and welfare must be increased. Above all, women – who ultimately make the choice about having children – must be provided with education. The better their education, the greater the value of women’s work and the fewer children necessary for a secure future. This is in the interest of all of us, rich or poor. Will we meet the challenge?

xxx4 Health

The improvement in modern medicine is one of the causes of the population explosion outlined above. A century ago tens of millions around the world died of polio, smallpox and tuberculosis. By the end of the century, smallpox was eradicated, polio eliminated in the developed world and tuberculosis severely limited. In addition, many lesser known but equally deadly diseases had become treatable thanks to the use of modern medicines such as penicillin. Life spans have increased dramatically in both the developed and the developing world. Better healthcare is one of the greatest success stories of the century – perhaps of the millennium. Of course, this development has a darker side, as well. “Super bugs” have evolved in response to the widespread use of antibiotics. And new diseases like AIDS have spread across the world because of

increasingly easy means of transportation. On the whole, however, our health has improved dramatically.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- rate of growth - vekstkurve

-- insurance - forsikring

-- smallpox - kopper/koppar

-- to eradicate - å utrydde

-- to evolve - å utvikle

{{Slutt}} 
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For those of us who enjoy these advantages, better health and longer life will bring their own problems. For example, about one person in four in Western populations will soon be over 60 years old. Even today, a person of 60 expects to live another 20 to 25 years. In the future they will live longer. Clearly, the aging of Western populations is going to demand a major change in attitudes, as well as institutions.

  In the last half of the 20th century, society was “youth-oriented”, reflecting the huge number of “Baby Boomers” born after the Second World War. In the coming century, these same folks will be the storm troopers of the new population profile – the old and healthy – pushing ahead of

them new needs, desires, and concepts of beauty and attractiveness. Having fewer younger persons to pay for the upkeep of more (and better off) older ones is bound to cause friction and bring changes in retirement and pension programs – probably extending working life along with life span. One key challenge of the coming century will be to avoid pitting the needs of the shrinking younger generation against those of the growing older one.

{{Gloser:}} 

-- youth-oriented - orientert mot ungdom

-- upkeep - pass, stell, tilsyn

-- to pit - å sette opp / å setje opp

{{Slutt}} 

{{Bildetekst:}} 

Escaping from the cold northern winters, seniors, affectionately called “snow-birds”, take exercise on a beach in Florida 

{{Slutt}} 
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xxx4 Technology

Anyone living a hundred years ago would be awed by the technological progress we have made since then. In 1900 there were no airplanes, horses were still a major means of transportation, radio was in its infancy and TV not even imagined. Most people had wood or coal burning stoves and outdoor plumbing. Clean drinking water was confined to the

countryside. The electric light was still a luxury and only the very rich and eccentric had automobiles. People died of simple infections. The computer was no more than a theoretical possibility understood by only a handful of mathematicians. In fact, almost none of the truly revolutionary inventions and applications of technology of the century were even on the horizon.

  And since that time the pace of change has picked up. So what valid predictions can possibly be made about technological change in this coming century? The answer is – short-term predictions. For example, the information technology revolution will continue to surge ahead. Computers will increasingly become integrated into common objects. When you walk into a room you will assume that there is an interactive intelligence in your desk and in most of the objects on it. Microscopic communication devices will become dirt cheap and multiply until this

sort of communication “dust” can be put into the paint on your walls or the fabric of your clothes. Imagine being able to change shirt color, play music, answer voice mail, or request information by simply speaking out loud into the empty air.

xxx4 1984 revisited

Such wonders will not come without problems attached, however. For example, enthusiast Andy Hopper, Managing Director of AT&T Labs in Cambridge, brags that “In a generation’s time my children’s children will have total image documentation of their entire lives – a visual log

of tremendous personal value.” No doubt, but such  information is potentially of value to many more than just his grandchildren. Today websites trace users back to their computers to gather information about the user’s likes and dislikes, information that can be used to target individual advertising.

  Imagine if information about your every decision, your every request, details down to the rhythm of the beat of your heart, were available through the web. In his novel 1984, George Orwell imagined a world with constant surveillance through two-way TV. Hopper’s interactive future puts that to shame.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- awed - imponert, overvelda

-- valid prediction - gyldig spådom

-- device - middel, utstyr

-- to trace - å spore

-- surveillance - overvåkning/overvaking

{{Slutt}} 

---- 239 til 356

How will we keep our privacy in such a world? Who will control, monitor and supervise such loads of information?

Who will hold the reins of power? Deciding these questions will be central to the fate of the individual – to your fate.

xxx4 Nations and peoples

A hundred years ago there was much optimism and talk of the

inevitable progress of civilization – by which was meant Western civilization. Many believed that nations had become so dependent on one another through a web of trade, industry and cultural exchanges that wars would never again be possible.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- to monitor - å overvåke / å overvake

-- reins - tømmer/taumar

{{Slutt}} 

{{Bildetekst:}} 

Globalization in technology: A TMSUK04 Robot, by one of Japan’s leading robot developers, tmsuk, leads a  presentation at a press conference on September 7, 2007 in

Tokyo, Japan. Microsoft Robotics Studio and tmsuk have jointly announced their collaboration in robotics to

share the same software platform to develop robots 

{{Slutt}} 
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Looking back we now know how sadly wrong they were. The first half of the 20th century  was possibly the darkest and certainly the most destructive fifty years in human history. Two World Wars directly killed many tens of millions of people, not to mention those slaughtered in the many and continuous smaller wars. Then, in the Cold War that followed, enough nuclear weapons were produced to wipe out the human race entirely – weapons that are still with us. The last century even saw the invention of an entirely new term for the lexicon of man-made horrors, the crime of genocide – the industrialized mass murder of a whole people, as practiced by the Nazis on the Jews and Gypsies of Europe.

xxx4 Unity and variety

Can we do better in the next hundred years? We had better hope so. Yet, there can be no doubt that the 21st century had a dark beginning with the fall of the Twin Towers in New York in 2001. It challenged the cautious sense of optimism that had existed after the Cold War, that we had

avoided annihilation and were moving into an age of increased cooperation. Optimists hoped that we would shift away from a world dominated by power politics to one ordered by international agreements based on universal human rights. Terrorist attacks across the world and the following brutal War on Terror made it clear that violence and raw power were still very much with us. In fact, it seemed as if the same globalization that was increasingly making national frontiers meaningless was also provoking an increase in violent nationalism, fundamentalism and separatism. Clearly, some felt globalization was threatening their beliefs and identity. They used the internet, not to reach out to others, but rather to gather recruits within their own separate cults and secret organizations.

  How can we create a world that is unified by bonds of trade and information and at the same time able to protect and preserve local culture and identity? This will be a central challenge of the coming century.

xxx4 Growth and destruction

Overshadowing all of these concerns is a new and serious challenge that we have never faced before. Humanity has now grown so large and powerful that we have upset the basic ecology and climate of our planet. Even if we level off at a population of 10 billion in 2050, even if we find a way to feed, clothe, educate and protect the lives of all these people, the cost in resources may undermine the very natural systems on which we are dependent – the circulation of water, the level of the oceans, the interplay of species underlying ecological balance, the warmth of the seasons, the very weather and air around us.
{{Gloser:}} 
-- horror - grusomhet / råskap, hjarteløyse

-- genocide - folkemord

-- annihilation - utryddelse/utrydding

-- to level off - å flate ut

{{Slutt}} 
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Is it possible to have “sustainable growth” – that is, growth that is not destructive, that does not plunder non-renewable resources or spread extinction across the globe?

Our technology has given us such power and yet put us in such peril. Can it also show us a way out of this predicament?

  And if it can, will we be wise enough to use it?

xxx4 The best or worst of times?

The beauty of the quote that began this article is, of course, that in one sense it is always true. In the end it is up to each individual to achieve the best and fight the worst of the times they are born into. In the end, our fate is in our own hands. Within a short time these will be your

hands. Use your opportunities to make a difference. The future holds many challenges, but it is full of promise. Make it the best of times.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- sustainable growth - bærekraftig utvikling/berekraftig utvikling

-- peril - fare

-- predicament - knipe

{{Slutt}} 

{{Bildetekst:}} 

Former US Vice President Al Gore with the Japanese edition

of his book “An Inconvenient Truth” which warned against global warming. The film documentary that followed the book won an Academy Award, and in 2007 Gore was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize together with the UN Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text
Complete the following sentences:

a) It is the best of times because …

b) It is the worst of times because …

c) Knowledge of the past …

d) During the last 100 years, the number of people on this planet …

e) In the next three or four decades …

f) To stop this enormous growth …

g) Modern medicines have …

h) The number of old people in the Western world …

i) This will probably lead to …

j) In the near future, technology …

k) This might cause …

l) The 20th century witnessed horrors such as …

m) Today, the world faces major challenges in the forms of 
2. Discussion
Sit in pairs and work with the following questions:

a) Are there some things today that are better than ever before? Are there some things which are worse? Make a short list of each and compare your list with that of another group. Discuss what your lists have in common and how they are different.

b) The article says the rate of population growth is slowing down. Explain what is meant by this. Why is it good news?

c) What conflicts does the article suggest might arise between the older and younger generations in the coming century? Can these conflicts be avoided?

d) What dangers does the spread of information technology bring, according to this article? Can you think of others?

e) Do you think that nations will play as important a role in the coming century as they have in the past? Has anything happened that has changed their position?

f) Many react against “globalization”. How would you define it? Do you think it can or should be opposed? What are its dangers?

g) Do you believe that your children will live in as safe a world as you do? Why or why not?

3. In depth
Work on the following questions in groups of three or four. When you have finished, compare your work with that of another group and continue the discussion.

a) This article outlines some issues that will shape the coming century. Can you think of other issues that ought to be included? Make a short list and be prepared to explain why you think these will be important.

b) What steps could be taken to help women in developing countries to have better access to education? How can these steps be achieved?

c) What will be the greatest advantage the information technology revolution will give us in the coming century? What will be the greatest danger? Can we have one without the other?

d) “Humankind has a better chance of keeping the peace in the 21st century than in the last one.” Do you agree? List factors for and against this proposition. What do you think will happen?
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4. Vocabulary
a) The following words from the text have more than one meaning. Find at least two different meanings of each word and write a sentence for each. You should also state which word class the word belongs to in each of your sentences. Use your dictionary if necessary. Example: fashion

-– Fashion is important to many young people today. (fashion = noun)

–- He has fashioned a new way of communicating on the web. (fashion = verb) comfort – mind – master – control – peek – past – reach – increase – impact – challenge – progress

b) Find the word in each line which means the opposite or near-opposite of the first work in the line - taken from the text. (n. = noun, v. = verb, a. = adjective)

-- tame (v.) - burden – unleash – regulate

-- welfare (n.) misery – contentment – salary

-- improvement (n) sensation – deterioration – affluence

-- limit (v.) expand – descend – confine

-- advantage (n.) forward – liability – confusion

-- valid (a.) frightened – healthy – unfounded

-- inevitable (a.) avoidable – affordable – justifiable

-- destructive (a.) instructive – constructive – harmful

-- ensuing (a.) doubtful – precarious – preceding

-- unify (v.) separate – follow – argue

5. Language – incomplete sentences
In formal writing (such as essays, formal letters etc.) it is important to write in complete sentences. A complete sentence usually contains at least a subject and a verb.

The student essay extract below contains a number of incomplete sentences.

a) Rewrite the text.

b) Join a partner and discuss the changes you have made to the text.

During the last thirty years there have been a number of new inventions that have changed our lives. Such as the

internet. A web which connects computers from all over the world. A great development, in my opinion. Information about almost anything. Just a mouse click away! 
  Microsoft is a company. Has been very important in this process. Bill Gates, one of the richest men in the world

today. He controls a huge part of today’s global IT business. Gives a lot of money to charity, though.

c) Find an English text you have written recently (preferably electronically). Make a copy of a paragraph from the text and rewrite it so that a number of sentences are incomplete. Then switch texts with your partner and try to rewrite his or her text with complete sentences.
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6. Writing
Choose one of the following:

a) You are a person from 1900 who has been whisked forward to the year 2010 by some aliens with a time machine and a keen sense of humor. When they return you to 1900, you sit down and write a short account of the most striking of the wonders you have seen. How can you explain such things to your fellow citizens?

b) It is 2025. You are a revolutionary fighting against the tyranny of the “Boomer” generation which – you believe – wants to make everyone your age into slaves to support their needs. Write a short declaration of the principles and aims of your uprising. Call your proclamation “The Future is Young!”

c) “Globalization will lead to the death of local cultures and languages.” Write a persuasive essay supporting or opposing this statement. (See Toolbox on access.cappelen.no for tips on writing persuasive essays.)

d) You are an advertising executive with an eye toward the future. Write a short report in which you outline the many ways that the new information technology can be used to find out who might want to buy your products, to make them want to buy them, and to create in them new needs they never even knew they had. Be enthusiastic. Call your essay “Just Helping Out”.

e) The year is 2100. You are a survivor of an ecological catastrophe that humanity has brought upon itself. In a last attempt to avoid this disaster, you create a machine that can send a message back to the past to warn people. But it can transmit no more than 600 words. Choose those words carefully. This is your last chance to save the world.
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Once, in hunter-gatherer societies, being able to store excess calories in body fat was a survival trait. Who knew when the next meal was coming? Today the virtue of laying on fat has become a vice. And for many poor in the United States, the Good Life has become a death threat.

{{Rammetekst:}} 

_Land of the Fat - by Matthew Engel_
Obesity kills 300,000 people a year in America and is the nation’s number-one health hazard. Nowhere is this more true than in Mississippi, where food is cheap and exercise unheard of.

In the town this reporter visited, the inhabitants move slowly: partly because of the heat, partly because they cannot do otherwise. The average weight of the population appears to be around 20 stone (127 kilos). The name of the place, without a word of a lie, is Chunky, Mississippi.

  The US has what has widely been described as an obesity epidemic. And Mississippi is the sickest state in the country. More than 62% of its population meets the accepted definition of being overweight, and 24% are officially obese. These figures are certain to be understated

because the information comes mainly from phone surveys, and people tend to lie about their weight.

  Obesity is now said to be responsible for 300,000 American deaths every year – that’s 100 times the number killed on September 11 – and it eats up 12% of all the US’s healthcare costs: $100 billion a year. Mortality increases by up to a quarter for the overweight, and can double for the obese, never mind those described as “supermorbidly obese”. Now considered a disease, obesity causes heart attacks, strokes and diabetes. As a health problem, it now far outstrips drinking and smoking.

  Manhattan and San Francisco may be full of joggers and rich young things rushing to see their personal trainers before dawn. But any European who penetrates the very different Big Mac America that exists outside these sophisticated cities will spot the symptoms at once. Many of the people there no longer walk; they waddle. Most of the time they prefer to sit. In Mississippi, 33% of adults take no exercise at all.

  The other half of the equation can be seen in any restaurant. The word “sandwich” conveys something more like a large loaf: Americans believe they are being swindled if they are not served portions that would disgust most Europeans.

  Dr Alan Penman at the Mississippi Department of Health says it is wrong to call this disease an epidemic. “That implies something that comes and goes,” he says. “What we have here are normal adaptations to the kind of environment we now live in. Everyone is at risk, if not actually affected, because we have created an environment that makes people fat. Americans have done it very well, better than anyone. And it’s not going to go away for generations.”

  Chief among the probable causes of the crisis is prosperity. The old correlation between poverty and starvation is no longer relevant in the US, a country where it is exceptionally cheap and easy to eat large quantities of bad food. Indeed, it can be difficult to do anything else: supermarkets have a far less sophisticated selection than in the UK, especially in poor areas, and a huge proportion of space devoted solely to snacks. 
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The price of a double whopper with cheese is coming down, though its calorific value (1,060) is not. 

  Black women aged 45–54 (56% of whom are  obese in Mississippi) are the worst affected. But this problem affects all sections of society: black and white, male and female, rich and poor, old and – most worryingly – young. Obesity rates among American children are rocketing, and

both the US and the UK have recently observed the first childhood cases of type-two diabetes, a disease formerly confined to the rotund middleaged. Many of the causes are endemic to all Western societies: sedentary jobs, irregular mealtimes, couch-potato children. But the situation seems

worse in the US.

  For a start, in some parts of the country, Americans have eliminated not merely the need to walk, but even the possibility of it. “I’d love to be able to walk to the store, pick up some milk and come home again, but our towns don’t really allow that,” laments Mary Gilmore, a dietician in Meridian. The distances are too great, the pavements non-existent. In the sprawling suburbs and small towns, public transport is often as rare as in an English village.

{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Fotografi av en overvektig negresse

{{Slutt}} 
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Gilmore runs classes to encourage people not to diet – because diets rarely work in the long term – but to change their lifestyles. She advises regular sit-down meals – which happen less and less in societies where mothers have full-time jobs – and regular exercise, however light. She calls her programme “10,000 Steps”, the number she thinks people should take a day, and hands out pedometers to help them keep count. Some of her clients have dropped as low as 1, 200: subsedentary, she calls them. Most people must use 300 just going to the toilet and back.

  “You can’t just put out messages saying, Eat Less. Exercise More,” says Penman. “You have to create an environment where people make those choices without thinking.”

  (The Observer, shortened)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- to store - å lagre

-- virtue - dyd

-- vice - last, svakhet / last, veikskap

-- obesity - fedme, overvekt / feitleik, overvekt

-- health hazard -- helserisiko

-- epidemic - epidemi

-- to understate - å oppgi for lavt / å gi opp for lågt

-- mortality  - dødelighet/dødelegheit

-- supermorbidly - supersykelig/supersjukleg

-- to outstrip - å overgå

-- to penetrate - å trenge inn i / å trengje inn i

-- to waddle - å vagge

-- equation - likning

-- adaptation - tilpasning/tilpassing

-- confined - begrenset/avgrensa

-- rotund - velfødd, trinn

-- endemic - knyttet til et spesielt område / knytt til eit spesielt område

-- dietician - kostholdsekspert/kosthaldsekspert

-- sprawling - viltvoksende/viltveksande

-- pedometer - skritteller/stegteljar

-- Sub-sedentary - mer enn stillesittende / meir enn stillesitjande

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. True or false?

Are the following statements about the text true or false, or is there not enough information to say? Correct the statements that are not entirely true.

a) The writer made up the name Chunky, Mississippi.

b) The people in the town walk slowly because of the heat.

c) Dr Penman agrees that obesity shoul be called an epidemic.

d) Mississippi is not the worst-case example.

e) Americans eat too many Big Macs.

f) Over half the population of Mississippi is overweight.

2. Understanding the text
a) Why is obesity compared to 9/11?

b) What diseases can obesity lead to?

c) Why is the word sandwich written with quotation marks in the text (“sandwich”)?

d) Are diets the answer? Explain!

e) Here are a few numbers mentioned in the article. What does each number represent? 127 – 300 – 10,000 – 62 – 100 billion – 45–54 – 300,000

3. Discussion
a) Here is a list of some causes of obesity. Choose what you think are the three most important reasons why this is such a problem in the USA and explain your choices. heat – big meals/large portions – cheap bad food – rows and rows of snack food – sedentary jobs – irregular mealtimes – lack of exercise – car culture

b) Find references in the article where the writer suggests that “we” (in Europe) are better. Do you agree?

c) Do you believe in diets, or is a full change of lifestyle necessary if someone wants to lose weight?

4. Writing
Choose one task. See Toolbox on our website for help on writing texts in various genres.

a) The mayor of Chunky has decided that the city needs to change its image. Write his brief introduction speech to the town council explaining why the name of the town is inappropriate, why it should be changed, and then propose a new name. After writing your manuscript, sit in groups of four or five and exchange manuscripts to pick the most effective speech. Present the chosen speeches from each group in class and then vote on the best new name for the town.

b) Using the information provided in the article, write a brief factual article about the obesity problem in the USA so that it is a neutral report of the facts.

c) Write a persuasive essay entitled “Dieting – an obsession in our modern society!”
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5. Language
a) Look at the quotations below (taken from the text) and use them to explain why this is not a typical news-reporting article. (For more about genres see Toolbox on our website.)

-– where food is cheap and exercise unheard of

-– The name of the place, without a word of a lie

-– Manhattan and San Francisco may be full of joggers and rich young things rushing to see their personal trainers before dawn

-– the very different Big Mac America that exists outside these sophisticated cities

-– Many of the people there no longer walk; they waddle

-– Americans believe they are being swindled if they are not served portions that would disgust most Europeans

b) A student has written a summary of the text “Land of the Fat” that has many mistakes and other weaknesses. Rewrite the summary so it comes more alive and correct the mistakes. Comment on the use of style and language and on your changes. People are fat in America. Especially Mississippi. And the city Chunky. What a dumb name. The people could hardly walk and didn’t walk. They were so heavy. Mississippi is a heavy place. Americans are getting fatter. In the small towns people are fatter. They don’t walk. They sit. They don’t exercise at all. They eat too big meals. They should not eat so much fat food. It is too many snacks on shelves. Kids are getting bigger. Some is getting diabetes too. Why? Sedentary jobs, irregular mealtimes, sitting all the time. They have to learn to look after themselves better. 

c) Match the word with the correct definition. 

{{Tabell: 2 kolonner.12 rader}}  

Word          Definition

obesity       the condition of being successful or thriving

understated   represented as less than is the case

mortality     characteristic of or prevalent in a           

              particular field, area, or environment

waddle        doing or requiring much sitting

swindle       enough food especially of one kind to serve
              one person at one meal

portion       to spread or develop irregularly or without
              restraint 
prosperity    the number of deaths in a given time or place

endemic       a lazy and inactive person; especially: one
              who spends a great deal of time watching tv
sprawling     to walk with short steps swinging the
              forepart of the body from side to side sedentary     to take money or property from someone by 
              fraud or deceit

couch-potato  a condition characterized by the excessive
              accumulation and storage of fat in the body 

{{Slutt}} 
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A stereotype is an oversimplified opinion of individuals based on a few ascribed, superficial qualities. Stereotypes often reflect a prejudiced view on the part of the observer. We are all subject to expectations based on stereotypes, not least regarding the way we look. Often we try to meet these to become successful in the eyes of others. We say, “If only I had hair like that,” or “I want to have muscles like him,” or, increasingly, “I wish I was thinner!” Well, be careful what you wish for …

xxx3 Disappearing - by Monica Wood

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

When he starts in, I don’t look anymore, I know what it looks like, what he looks like, tobacco on his teeth. I just lie in the deep sheets and shut my eyes. I make noises that make it go faster and when he’s done he’s as far from me as he gets. He could be dead he’s so far away.

  Lettie says leave then stupid but who would want me. Three hundred pounds anyway but I never check. Skin like tapioca pudding, I wouldn’t show anyone. A man.

  So we go to the pool at junior high, swimming lessons. First it’s blow bubbles and breathe, blow and breathe. Awful, hot nosefuls of chlorine. My eyes stinging red and patches on my skin. I look worse. We’ll get caps and goggles and earplugs and body cream Lettie says. It’s better.

  There are girls there, what bodies. Looking at me and Lettie out the side of their eyes. Gold hair, skin like milk, chlorine or no.

  They thought when I first lowered into the pool, that fat one parting the Red Sea. I didn’t care. Something happened when I floated. Good said the little instructor. A little redhead in an emerald suit, no stomach, a depression almost, and white wet skin. Good she said you float just great. Now we’re getting somewhere. The whistle around her neck blinded my eyes. And the water under the fluorescent lights. I got scared and couldn’t float again. The bottom of the pool was scarred, drops of gray shadow rippling. Without the water I would crack open my head, my dry flesh would sound like a splash on the tiles.

  At home I ate a cake and a bottle of milk. No wonder you look like that he said. How can you stand yourself. You’re no Cary Grant I told him and he laughed and laughed until I threw up.

  When this happens I want to throw up again and again until my heart flops out wet and writhing on the kitchen floor.
{{Gloser:}} 
-- stereotype - stereotypi

-- to ascribe - å tilskrive, å tillegge / å tilleggje

-- superficial - overfladisk/overflatisk

-- prejudiced - fordomsfullt

-- tapioca - ingrediens laget av maniokrot / ingrediens laga av maniokrot

-- patch - flekk

-- depression - fordypning/fordjuping

-- fluorescent lights - lysstoffbelysning/lysstofflys

-- tile - flis
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{{Bildeforklaring:}}

Fotografi som viser skyggen av en person ved en bassengkant

{{Slutt}} 
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Then he would know I have one and it moves.

  So I went back. And floated again. My arms came around and the groan of the water made the tight blondes smirk but I heard Good that’s the crawl that’s it in fragments from the redhead when I lifted my face. Through the earplugs I heard her skinny voice. She was happy that I was floating and moving too.

  Lettie stopped the lessons and read to me things out of magazines. You have to swim a lot to lose weight. You have to stop eating too. Forget cake and ice cream. Doritos are out. I’m not doing it for that I told her but she wouldn’t believe me. She couldn’t imagine.

  Looking down that shaft of water I know I won’t fall. The water shimmers and eases up and down, the heft of me doesn’t matter I float anyway.

  He says it makes no difference I look the same. But I’m not the same. I can hold myself up in deep water. I can move my arms and feet and the water goes behind me, the wall comes closer. I can look down twelve feet to a cold slab of tile and not be afraid. It makes a difference I tell him. Better believe it mister. 

  Then this other part happens. Other men interest me. I look at them, real ones, not the ones on TV that’s something else entirely. These are real. The one with the white milkweed hair who delivers the mail. The meter man from the light company, heavy thick feet in boots. A smile. Teeth. I drop something out of the cart in the supermarket to see who will pick it up. Sometimes a man. One had yellow short hair and called me ma’am. Young. Thin legs and an accent. One was older. Looked me in the eyes. Heavy, but not like me. My eyes are nice. I color the lids. In the pool it runs off in blue tears. When I come out my face is naked.

  The lessons are over, I’m certified. A little certificate signed by the redhead. She says I can swim and I can. I’d do better with her body, thin calves hard as granite.

  I get a lane to myself, no one shares. The blondes ignore me now that I don’t splash the water, know how to lower  myself silently. And when I swim I cut the water cleanly.

  For one hour every day I am thin, thin as water, transparent, invisible, steam or smoke.

  The redhead is gone, they put her at a different pool and I miss the glare of the whistle dangling between her emerald breasts. Lettie won’t come now that she is fatter than me. You’re so uppity she says. All this talk about water and who do you think you are.

  He says I’m looking all right, so at night it is worse but sometimes now when he starts in I say no. On Sundays the pool is closed I can’t say no.
{{Gloser:}} 
to writhe -- å vri, å bukte, å sno / å vri, å bukte

to groan -- å stønne / å stynje

to smirk -- å hånflire

shaft -- sjakt

heft -- tyngde, vekt / tyngd, vekt

cart -- vogn

certified -- sertifisert

transparent -- gjennomsiktig

glare -- blendende glans /blendande glans

uppity -- arrogant, storsnutet
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I haven’t been invisible. Even on days when I don’t say no it’s all right, he’s better.

  One night he says it won’t last, what about the freezer full of low-cal dinners and that machine in the basement. I’m not doing it for that and he doesn’t believe me either. But this time there is another part. There are other men in the water I tell him. Fish he says. Fish in the sea. Good

luck. 

  Ma you’ve lost says my daughter-in-law, the one who didn’t want me in the wedding pictures. One with the whole family, she couldn’t help that. I learned how to swim I tell her. You should try it, it might help your ugly disposition.

  They closed the pool for two weeks and I went crazy. Repairing the tiles. I went there anyway, drove by in the car. I drank water all day.

  Then they opened again and I went every day, sometimes four times until the green paint and new stripes looked familiar as a face. At first the water was heavy as blood but I kept on until it was thinner and thinner, just enough to hold me up. That was when I stopped with the goggles and cap and plugs, things that kept the water out of me.

  There was a time I went the day before a holiday and no one was there. It was echoey silence, just me and the soundless empty pool and a lifeguard behind the glass. I lowered myself so slow it hurt every muscle but not a blip of water not a ripple not one sound and I was under in that other quiet, so quiet some tears got out, I saw their blue trail swirling.

  The redhead is back and nods, she has seen me somewhere. I tell her I took lessons and she still doesn’t remember.

  This has gone too far he says I’m putting you in the hospital. He calls them at the pool and they pay no attention. He doesn’t touch me and I smile into my pillow, a secret smile in my own square of the dark.

  Oh my God Lettie says what the hell are you doing what the hell do you think you’re doing. I’m disappearing I tell her and what can you do about it not a blessed thing.

  For a long time in the middle of it people looked at me. Men. And I thought about it. Believe it, I thought. And now they don’t look at me again. And it’s better.

  I’m almost there. Almost water.

  The redhead taught me how to dive, how to tuck my head and vanish like a needle into skin, and every time it happens, my feet leaving the board, I think, this will be the time.

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 

-- disposition - lynne, temperament
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding The Story
a) How does the woman describe herself at the start of the story?

b) How do other women treat her? How do they make her and Lettie feel?

c) Why does she start to enjoy swimming?

d) What does she mean when she says, “When I come out my face is naked”?

e) Are there any signs that she is becoming more self-assertive?

2. Discussion
Discuss the following with a partner:

a) How does the story start? What response do you have when the story starts this way?

b) The point of view of this story is firstperson. We are allowed to share the thoughts of the main character. What are the benefits of telling the story in this way? Why do you think the author chose this style for her story?

c) Write a character profile of the woman’s husband. What do we know about him? Go back into the story and find references to him and to how he treats his wife.

d) In the process of disappearing, men start to look at her, but at the end of the process they have stopped looking at her. Why?

e) What is the woman’s relationship to men at the start, in the middle and at the end of the story?

f) Is she going too far? If so, what are the signs to indicate this? What do you think is happening to her?

g) What does the title suggest? Why is she disappearing?

3. Writing
Choose one task:

a) Ten years have passed, and the woman looks back on her life since the day she started swimming. She writes a letter to her old friend, Lettie. Write the woman’s letter.

b) Write an interview with one of the characters in the short story – the woman, the man, Lettie or the redheaded instructor.

c) Write a literary analysis of the short story. You can find information about literary analysis on access.cappelen.no.
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The East is supposedly spiritual in its search for the Good Life, in strong contrast to the materialistic West where we are forever dissatisfied in our quest for the next pleasure. But how far can this go? Well, in the following

story an Indian author tells the tale of a man with a satisfied mind and little else. It takes the expression “pulling your leg” to a whole new spiritual level …

xxx3 The Grass-Eaters - by Krishnan Varma
{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 
For some time several years ago I was tutor to a spherical boy (now a spherical youth). One day his ovoid father, Ramaniklal Misrilal, asked me where I lived. I told him.

  Misrilal looked exceedingly distressed. “A pipe, Ajit Babu? Did you say – a pipe, Ajit Babu?”

  His cuboid wife was near to tears. “A pipe, Ajit Babu? How can you live in a pipe?”

  It was true: at that time I was living in a pipe with my wife, Swapna. It was long and three or four feet across. With a piece of sack cloth hung at either end, we had found it far more comfortable than any of our previous homes.

  The first was a footpath of Chittaranjan Avenue. We had just arrived in Calcutta from East Bengal where Hindus and Muslims were killing one another. The footpath was so crowded with residents, refugees like us and locals, that if you got up at night to relieve yourself you could not be sure of finding your place again. One cold morning I woke to find that the woman beside me was not Swapna at all but a bag of bones instead. And about fifty or sixty or seventy years old. I had one leg over her too. I paid bitterly for my mistake. The woman very nearly scratched out my eyes. Then came Swapna, fangs bared, claws out … I survived, but minus one ear. Next came the woman’s husband, a hill of a man, whirling a tree over his head, roaring. That was my impression, anyway. I fled.

  Later in the day Swapna and I moved into an abandoned-looking freight wagon at the railway terminus. A whole wagon to ourselves – a place with doors which could be opened and shut – we did nothing but open and shut them for a full hour – all the privacy a man and wife could want – no fear of waking up with a complete stranger in your arms … it was heaven. I felt I was God.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- spiritual - åndelig/åndeleg

-- quest - søken etter / søking etter

-- spherical - kuleformet/kuleforma

-- ovoid - eggformet/eggforma

-- cuboid - kubeformet/kubeforma

-- sack cloth - sekkelerret

-- fangs - hoggtenner

-- terminus - endestasjon
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Then one night we woke to find that the world was running away from us: we had been coupled to a freight train. There was nothing for it but to wait for the train to stop. When it did, miles from Calcutta, we got off, took a passenger train back, and occupied another unwantedlooking wagon. That was not the only time we went to bed in Calcutta and woke up in another place. I found it an intensely thrilling experience, but not Swapna.

  She wanted a stationary home; she insisted on it. But she would not say why. If I persisted in questioning her she snivelled. If I tried to persuade her to change her mind, pointing out all the advantages of living in a wagon – four walls, a roof and door absolutely free of charge, and complete freedom to make love day or night – she still snivelled. If I ignored her nagging, meals got delayed, the rice undercooked, the curry over-salted. In the end I gave in. We could move, I said, even if we had to occupy a house by force, but couldn’t she tell me the reason, however

irrelevant, why she did not like the wagon?

  For the first time in weeks Swapna smiled, a very vague smile. Then, slowly, she drew the edge of her sari over her head, cast her eyes down, turned her face from me, and said in a tremulous, barely audible whisper that she (short pause) did (long pause) not want (very long pause) her (at jet speed) baby-to-be-born-in-a-running train. And she buried her face in her hands. Our fourth child. One died of diphtheria back home (no longer our home) in Dacca; two, from fatigue, on our long trek on foot to Calcutta. Would the baby be a boy? I felt no doubt about it; it would be. Someone to look after us in our old age, to do our funeral

rites when we died. I suddenly kissed Swapna, since her face was hidden in her hands, on her elbow, and was roundly chided. Kissing, she holds, is a Western practice, unclean also, since it amounts to licking, and should be eschewed by all good Hindus.

  I lost no time in looking for a suitable place for her confinement. She firmly rejected all my suggestions: the railway station platform (too many residents); a little-used overbridge (she was not a kite to live so high above

the ground); a water tank that had fallen down and was empty (Did I think that she was a frog?). I thought of suggesting the municipal primary school where I was teaching at the time, but felt very reluctant. Not that

the headmaster would have objected if we had occupied one end of the back veranda: a kindly man, father of eleven, all girls, he never disturbed the cat that regularly kittened in his in-tray. My fear was: suppose Swapna came running into my class, saying, “Hold the baby for a moment, will you? I’m going to the l-a-t-r-i-n-e.” Anyway, we set out to the school. On the way, near the Sealdah railway station, we came upon a cement concrete pipe left over from long-ago repairs to underground mains.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- stationary - stillestående/stilleståande

-- to snivel - å snufse

-- tremulous - skjelvende/skjelvande

-- fatigue - utmattelse/utmatting

-- to chide - å skjenne på

-- to eschew - å avholde seg fra / å la vere å

-- municipal - kommunale

-- to kitten - å få kattunger / å få kattungar
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{{Bildetekst:}} 

Shanti Panchal: “Handkerchief Seller”

{{Bildeforklaring:}}
Tegninga av en dame som sitter med en oppslått paraply foran seg. Hun bruker paraplyen som kurv hvor hun har lommetørklær
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Unbelievably, it was not occupied and, with no prompting from me, she crept into it. That was how we came to live in a pipe. 

  “It is not proper,” said Misrilal, “not at all, for a school master to live in a pipe.” He sighed deeply. “Why don’t you move into one of my buildings, Ajit Babu?”

  The house I might occupy, if I cared to, he explained, was in Entally, not far from where the pipe lay; I should have no difficulty in locating it; it was an old building and there were a number of empty coal tar drums on the roof; I could live on the roof if I stacked the drums in two rows and put a tarpaulin over them.

  We have lived on that roof ever since. It is not as bad as it sounds. The roof is flat, not gabled, and it is made of cement concrete, not corrugated iron sheets. The rent is far less than that of other tenants below us – Bijoy Abu, Akhanda Chatterjee and Sagar Sen. We have far more light and ventilation than they. We don’t get nibbled by rats and mice and rodents as often as they do. And our son, Prodeep, has far more room to play than the children below.

{{Gloser:}} 

-- prompting - tilskyndelse /tilskunding, tilskuv

-- coal tar drums - steinkulltjærefat/steinkoltjærefat

-- tarpaulin - presenning

-- corrugated iron - bølgeblikk/bølgjeblekk

-- rodent - gnager/gnagar
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{{Bildeforklaring:}}

Fotografi av en jente som står og banker på en bilrute for å tigge – hun holder et lite barn på armen
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Prodeep is not with us now; he is in the Naxalite underground. We miss him, terribly. But there is some compensation, small though it is. Had he been with us, we would have had to wear clothes. Now, we don’t. Not much, that is. I make do with a loin cloth and Swapna with a piece slightly wider to save our few threadbare clothes from further wear and tear. I can spare little from my pension for new clothes. Swapna finds it very embarrassing to be in my presence in broad daylight so meagrely clad and so contrives to keep her back turned to me. Like a chimp in the sulks. I am fed up with seeing her backside and tell her that she has nothing that I have not seen. But she is adamant; she will not turn around. After nightfall, however, she relents: we are both nightblind.

  When we go out – to the communal lavatory, to pick up pieces of coal from the railway track, to gather grass – we do wear clothes. Grass is our staple food now: a mound of green grass boiled with green peppers and salt, and a few ladles of very thin rice gruel. We took to eating it when the price of rice started soaring. I had a good mind to do as Bijoy Babu below us is believed to be doing. He has a theory that if you reduce your consumption of food by five grams each day, you will not only not notice that you are eating less but after some time you can do without any food at all. One day I happened to notice that he was not very steady on his feet. That gave me pause. He can get around, however badly he totters, because he has two legs, but I have only one. I lost the other after a fall from the roof of a tram. In Calcutta the trams are always crowded and if you can’t get into a carriage you may get up on its roof. The conductor will not stop you. If he tries to, the passengers beat him up, set fire to the tram and any other vehicles parked in the vicinity, loot nearby shops, break street lamps, take out a procession, hold a protest meeting, denounce British imperialism, American neocolonialism, the central government, capitalism and socialism, and set off crackers. I don’t mind my handicap at all; I need wear only one sandal and thereby save on footwear.

  So, on the whole, our life together has been very eventful. The events, of course, were not always pleasant. But, does it matter? We have survived them. And now, we have no fears or anxieties. We have a home made of coal tar drums. We eat two square meals of grass every day. We don’t need to wear clothes. We have a son to do our funeral rites when we die. We live very quietly, content to look at the passing scene: a tram burning, a man stabbing another man, 
a woman dropping her baby in a garbage bin.

{{Slutt}} 
{{Gloser:}} 

-- compensation - kompensasjon

-- loin cloth - lendeklede

-- adamant - urokkelig/urikkeleg

-- lavatory - toalett

-- staple food – viktigste næringsmiddel / viktigaste næringsmiddel

-- gruel - velling

-- to totter - å stavre, å snuble

-- vicinity - nærhet/nærleik

-- to denounce - å fordømme
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text
Choose the statement that is most true

about the story.

a) This story tells the story of Ajit Babu who

-- is an abusive husband

-- endures the hardships of living in India

-- likes alternative lifestyles

b) Ajit Babu

-- did not like the pipe he was living in

-- found the pipe more comfortable than anything else he had experienced

-- thought that the pipe was a little too spherical

c) Ajit Babu

-- was unfaithful to his wife

-- liked older women

-- accidentally went back to the wrong bed

d) Ajit Babu and his wife

-- had three children

-- had lost three children

-- did not have any children

e) Ajit Babu’s wife turned her back on her husband because

-- she was angry with him for not providing her with a better life

-- she had a chronic arthritic condition

-- she was shy because she was so scantily dressed

f) Ajit Babu finds solace in having only one leg

-- because he can save on footwear

-- because others will look after him

-- because it is a good image if he chooses to beg on a street corner

g) This story is really

-- about how one man copes with adversity

-- an ironic story that tells with humour how humans manage through the worst of times

-- a satirical story that pokes fun at the stereotypes Westerners have about life in India (see p. 250 for an explanation of stereotypes)

2. Working with the short story
See Toolbox on access.cappelen.no for literary

terms. Answer the following:

a) What is the point of view of the story? What is the effect of using this point of view?

b) Explain how setting is important to the story.

c) Explain how Ajit Babu is characterized.

d) What is the overall tone of the story – for example, light, sad, satirical, heroic, angry, submissive?

3. Discussion
Work with the following questions in groups:

a) Discuss the following quotation from Gandhi (see also p. 39): “There is enough on earth for everybody’s need, but not for everyone’s greed.” Do you think it is possible to share the world’s resources more fairly?

b) This story is intended to be satirical (see p. 346). At what point in the story do you feel the satire begins?

c) Find two examples of exaggeration in the text and state what your personal response is to each.

d) A literary critic once said: “To be successful, satire can never be far from the truth.” If we accept this, what does this story tell us about poverty in India?
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4. Language
a) Choose one of the following events from the story and retell it in your own style and your own words. You can, of course, add your own extra material or embellish the story as you think fit.

-– Ajit and Swapna wake up in another town

-– Ajit wakes up wrapped around the wrong woman

-– Ajit loses a leg when he falls off the tram

b) Comment on the way you chose to write your text. Why have you chosen the style you have used? How does it differ from the way the story is told?

5. Writing
Choose one task. See Toolbox on access.cappelen.no for help on genres.

a) Write a persuasive essay in which you argue for or against the idea of it being fairly easy to share resources in a more equitable way.

b) A Mr Marty Chuzzlewit has written to the publishing house, complaining about this short story, saying it is wrong to think India is only full of poor people. He has taken the story quite literally and says that although there are many Ajit Babus in India, there is also a thriving middle class. You are the editor. Write a letter to Mr Chuzzlewit in which you explain that this story is a satire.
6. Quick research
Use the United Nations Cyberschoolbus website (see access.cappelen.no) to compare living conditions in the following countries: the USA, India, Norway, New Zealand, Kenya and Vietnam. The categories are:

–- population density

–- population in the year 2050

–- GDP per capita

–- infant mortality rate

–- water resources per capita

Make a short report on your findings.
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Virtue is its own reward, right? That warm feeling of having done the right thing is certainly one path to the Good Life. But what if you are set on that path against your will? Exactly who gains the reward then – and who pays the price? The novel How to Be Good by British novelist Nick Hornby investigates just such questions. In the following excerpt we look through the eyes of a long suffering wife whose husband has found the path of virtue and happiness and is herding his family down it.

xxx3 How to Be Good - by Nick Hornby

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

I come home the next night to the sound of trouble; even as I’m putting the key in the lock I can hear Tom shouting and Molly crying. “What’s going on?” David and the kids are sitting around the kitchen table, David at the head, Molly to his left, Tom to his right. The table has been cleared of its usual detritus – post, old newspapers, small plastic models found in cereal packets – apparently in an attempt to create the atmosphere of a conference.

  “He’s given my computer away,” says Tom. Tom doesn’t often cry, but his eyes are glistening, either with fury or tears, it’s hard to tell.

  “And now I’ve got to share mine,” says Molly, whose ability to cry has never been in any doubt, and who now looks as though she has been mourning the deaths of her entire family in a car crash.

  “We didn’t need two,” says David. “Two is … Not obscene, exactly. But certainly greedy. They’re never on the things at the same time.”

  “So you just gave one away. Without consulting them. Or me.”

  “I felt that consultation would have been pointless.”

  “You mean that they wouldn’t have wanted you to do it?”

  “They maybe wouldn’t have understood why I wanted to.”

  It was David, of course, who insisted on the kids having a computer each for Christmas last year. I had wanted them to share, not because I’m mean, but because I was beginning to worry about spoiling them, and the sight of these two enormous boxes beside the tree (they wouldn’t fit under it) did nothing to ease my queasiness. This wasn’t the kind of

parent I wanted to be, I remember thinking, as Tom and Molly attacked the acres of wrapping paper with a violence that repelled me; David saw the look on my face and whispered to me that I was a typical joyless liberal, the sort of person who would deny their kids everything and themselves nothing.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- virtue - dyd

-- reward - belønning / lønn, premie

-- to herd - å gjete

-- detritus - rot

-- to mourn - å sørge over / å sørgje over

-- obscene - uanstendig

-- queasiness - kvalme

-- to repel - å virke frastøtende på / å verke fråstøytande på

{{Slutt}} 

---- 263 til 356
And here I am six months later, outraged that my son and daughter aren’t allowed to keep what is theirs, and yet still, somehow, on the wrong side, an agent of the forces of darkness.

  “Where did you take it?”

  “The women’s refuge in Kentish Town. I read about it in the local paper. They had nothing there for the kids at all.”

  I don’t know what to say. The frightened, unhappy children of frightened, unhappy women have nothing; we have two of everything. We give away some, a tiny fraction, of what we have too much of. What is there for me to be angry about?

  “Why does it have to be us who gives them something? Why can’t the Government?”

  “The Government can’t pay for everything,” says David.   “We’ve got to pay for some things ourselves.”

  “We did,” says Tom. “We paid for that computer ourselves.”

  “I mean,” says David, “that if we’re worried about what’s happening to poor people, we can’t wait for the Government to do anything. We have to do what we think is right.”

  “Well, I don’t think this is right,” says Tom.

  “Why not?”

  “Because it’s my computer.”

  David merely flashes him a beatific smile.

  “Why isn’t it just their bad luck?” Moll asks him, and laughs. “Just your bad luck” was, until relatively recently, David’s explanation for why our kids didn’t own a Dreamcast, or a new Arsenal away shirt, or anything else that every person at school owns.

  “These children don’t have much luck anyway,” David explains with the slow, over-confident patience of a recently created angel. “Their dads have been hitting their mums, and they’ve had to run away from home and hide, and they haven’t got their toys with them … You have lots of luck. Don’t you want to help them?”

  “A bit,” says Tom grudgingly. “But not as much as a whole computer.”

  “Let’s go and see them,” says David. “Then you can tell them that. You can say that you want to help them a bit and then ask for your computer back.”

  “David, this is outrageous.”

  “Why?”

  “You can’t blackmail your own children like that.” 
  I’m beginning to feel better. I was struggling for a while back there, pinned back by the moral force of David’s arguments, but now I can see that he’s gone mad, that he wants to humiliate us all.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- women’s refuge - krisesenter

-- beatific - gledestrålende/gledestrålande

-- grudgingly - motvillig

-- to blackmail - å drive utpressing
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{{Bildetekst:}} 

Willie Rodger: “Happy Families”, 2001

{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Et maleri som viser fire personer rundt et spisebord

{{Slutt}} 

---- 265 til 356

How could I have forgotten that this is what always happens with zealots? They go too far, they lose all sense of appropriateness and logic, and ultimately they are interested in nobody but themselves, nothing but their own piousness.

  David drums his fingers on the table and thinks furiously.

  “No, I’m sorry, you’re right. It’s outrageous. I’ve overstepped the mark. Please forgive me.”

  Shit.

_As if giving away the computer is not enough, David and his new friend, DJ GoodNews (a healer and do-gooder) come up with a plan on how to solve the problem of the homeless._
“By my reckoning there are at least forty spare bedrooms in this street,” David is saying. “Isn’t that incredible? Forty spare bedrooms, and thousands of people out there without a bed? I’ve never even thought of it in that way before. I mean, when I see empty houses it pisses me off, but empty houses aren’t really the issue, are they? If there are forty spare bedrooms in this street, then our postcode alone should be able to take care of most of the homeless kids out there.”

  “We should be aiming at filling, say, ten of them,” says GoodNews. “I’d be happy with ten.”

  “Really?” David looks a little disappointed, as if persuading only ten of his neighbours to house someone they didn’t know was the sort of terrible compromise he wasn’t prepared to make. This, then, is what we have come to: the spiritual healer who can’t get along with dishwashers

is now the hard-nosed realist in my house, and my husband is the wideeyed optimist. “Wouldn’t ten mean, I don’t know, that we’d lost the argument? ’Cos it’s pretty unanswerable, surely, if we pitch it right.”

  “Some people just won’t get it,” says GoodNews.

  “Some people might need the spare room for other things,” I say.

  “Like what?” David asks, slightly aggressively. He used to use exactly the same tones when he wanted to challenge me in the old days – about why I wanted to teach the kids about other forms of religion, say (he didn’t want them to know about any), or why I wanted to go and hear Maya Angelou read (“What, you’re a black feminist now?”). I had forgotten how wearing these tones were.

  “You used to work in one of ours, for example.”

  “OK, so five out of forty are used as offices.”

  “And what about if people have their parents to stay?”

  “God, you’re literal-minded.”

{{Gloser:}} 

-- zealot - fanatiker/fanatikar

-- piousness - fromhet/fromheit

-- healer - en som helbreder / ein som lækjer

-- do-gooder - velmenende person / velmeinande person

-- hard-nosed - tøff

-- to pitch - å presentere

-- literal-minded - en som tar alt bokstavelig / ein som tek alt bokstaveleg
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  “What’s literal-minded about saying that people have parents?”

  “It’s not that. It’s the spirit. You have none.”

  “Thank you.”

  “None of these things are real problems. You’re just being negative.”

  “You have no idea about these people’s lives. You don’t even know their names.” I gesture at the paper in front of them. “But you’re happy to tell me what’s a real problem for them and what isn’t. What gives you the right?”

  “What gives them the right to own half-empty houses when there are all these people out there in cardboard boxes?”

“What gives them the right? Their bloody mortgages, that’s  what gives them the right. These are their homes, David. And it’s not like they’re enormous homes either. Why don’t you pick on Bill Gates? Or Tom Cruise? How many spare bedrooms have they got?”

  “If they lived around the corner, I would pick on them. But they don’t. And we don’t need them, because there’s plenty of room for everyone right here. You’re just frightened of the embarrassment.”

  “That’s not true.” But it is, of course, completely true. I am terrified of the embarrassment, of which there will be lorryloads. I can hear the diesel engines rumbling towards us even as we speak.

  “How do you plan to go about this, anyway?”

  “I don’t know. Door-to-door.”

  “What about a party?” says GoodNews brightly. “We’ll have a party here, and you can speak to everyone, and … and it’ll be great.”

  “Brilliant,” says David, with the air of someone who knows he’s in the presence of genius.

  “Brilliant,” I say, with the air of someone who wants to put her head in the oven. But that sort of air doesn’t interest them in the slightest.

OK, so they’re wrong, clearly. And also completely mad. It’s just that I can’t quite work out why. What is the difference between offering spare bedrooms to evacuees in 1940 and offering spare bedrooms to the homeless in 2000? You might point out that the evacuees were in mortal danger; David and GoodNews would point out that the street kids have a lower life expectancy than the rest of us. You might argue that in 1940 the nation was united in its desire to look after its own; they would say that it is precisely this spirit we need now, for similar reasons. You

could laugh at them, and say they were pious and sanctimonious, holy fools, moral blackmailers, zealots; they would tell you that they don’t care what you think of them, that there is a greater good at stake. And do we have a moral right to keep a spare bedroom as a junk room, or a

music room, or for overnight guests who never come, when it is February and freezing and wet and there are people on the pavements?

{{Gloser:}} 

-- to gesture - å gestikulere

-- mortgage - huslån

-- to pick on - å plage, å kritisere

-- air - mine, holdning

-- evacuee - en som er evakuert fra huset sitt / ein som er evakuert frå huset sitt

-- sanctimonious - skinnhellig/skinheilag

{{Slutt}} 

---- 267 til 356

Why isn’t a standing order with Shelter enough? And what if my husband, or GoodNews, or both of them, turned out to be Jesus, or Gandhi, or Bob Geldof? What if the country had been crying out for this kind of energy, and they revolutionized the way we thought about private property,

and homelessness was never again a problem in London, or

Britain, or the Western World? What about my embarrassment then?

  I no longer have the answers to any of these questions. All I know is that I don’t want this party, and I don’t want to put my neighbours through this, and I wish David and GoodNews were interested in starting up an Internet company so that they could make millions of pounds to spend on Page Three girls and swimming pools and cocaine and

designer suits. People would understand that. That wouldn’t upset the neighbours.

  (excerpt)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 

-- Shelter – veldedighetsorganisasjon som hjelper hjemløse / velgjerdsorganisasjon som hjelper heimlause

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text – who?

a) Whose computer has been given away?

b) Who gave it away?

c) Who is known to cry a lot?

d) Who had wanted the kids to have a computer each?

e) Who is telling the story?

f) Who has now got the computer?

g) Who asks for forgiveness?

h) Who wants to throw a party?

i) Who does not want to upset the neighbours?

2. Working with the short story
See Toolbox on access.cappelen.no for literary terms.

a) What is the point of view used in this text? How does this affect the way you read the story?

b) What is the setting? Is the setting important to the story in your opinion?

c) What do we get to know about the characters? Focus on Katie and David and describe what we learn through:

–- their actions

–- what they say and how they say it

–- their thoughts and ideas

–- their appearances

d) What do you think was the author’s underlying intention when writing this text? Point to examples from the text to support your answer.

3. Discussion
Discuss the following in small groups:

a) Who is the good person in the text? Argue your point in your answer.

b) Two different dilemmas are raised in this extract. Clarify and describe them in your own words.

c) Think about all the things you have in your life. Make a list of the things you could do without and the things you absolutely have to have! Share your conclusions with the rest of the class.

d) You are to be stranded on a deserted island with no electricity. You have one medium-sized cardboard box in which you can pack “things” to have with you on this island. What would you put in your box?

e) David says “Because I want to change the way people think. And I can’t change the way people think if I think like everybody else, can I? I want to believe the best of everybody. Otherwise what’s the point?” What do you think is the best way to get people to change the way they think? Is your strategy different from David’s?

4. Make a report
Form groups. Choose something you would like to see changed in society and make a plan of action for how you could accomplish this. Then write a brief group report on your plan and the expected results. Read this report to the rest of the class, which can then decide whether or not it is viable.
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5. Writing
Choose one task:

a) Is it possible to be good in today’s world? Write a persuasive essay on this topic. First discuss what is “good” in modern society. How much should you focus on your own concerns and those of your family before you begin to worry about others? Does society come first?

b) Does the end always justify the means? As Katie asks, “Do we have a moral right to keep a spare bedroom as a junk room, or a music room, or for overnight guests who never come, when it is February and freezing and wet and there are people on the pavements?” Write a personal text where you state your opinion on this issue.

c) Write a comment on the contrast between the photo on this page and the photo on p. 258.

d) David decides to bring three homeless people to live with the family. Write the scene of their first evening together. As in the excerpt you have read, Katie is the narrator.

6. Language
Here is a list of adjectives which can be used to describe people. Make sure you know what the words mean, and then find one or two examples from the text where the adjective can be used. 

Example: aggressive – David is aggressive in

his response when Katie says that many people may not want to shelter homeless people.

condescending – frightened – mourning – selfish – worried – disappointed – bossy – negative – outraged – beatific

7. Working with a novel
Go to access.cappelen.no to find activities based on the novel How to Be Good. The activities will help you interpret the novel by focusing on some literary techniques

and will also draw your attention to the themes the book deals with in a social studies context. 
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Sometimes life is reduced to fundamentals. Sickness can do that. Good moments in life become rare, but all the more precious. In the following tale we are allowed into the lives of a mother and son who share a few such moments. Perhaps we can most easily recognize the Good Life when it stands out sharply against a dark background.

  One of the choices an author has to make is just how much information to put in the opening paragraph of a short story. Careful reading at this stage may make the entire story easier to understand. Read the first paragraph of the following story and then turn to the exercises on page 275 dealing with this first paragraph. Then continue with the rest of the story.

xxx3 Gravity - By David Leavitt
{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 
Theo had a choice between a drug that would save his sight and a drug that would keep him alive, so he chose not to go blind. He stopped the pills and started the injections – these required the implantation of an unpleasant and painful catheter just above his heart – and within a few

days the clouds in his eyes started to clear up, he could see again. He remembered going into New York City to a show with his mother, when he was twelve and didn’t want to admit he needed glasses. “Can you read that?” she’d shouted, pointing to a Broadway marquee, and when he’d squinted, making out only one or two letters, she’d taken off her own glasses – harlequins with tiny rhinestones in the corners – and shoved them onto his face. The world came into focus, and he gasped, astonished at the precision around the edges of things, the legibility, the hard, sharp, colorful landscape. Sylvia had to squint through Fiddler on the Roof that day, but for Theo, his face masked by his mother’s huge glasses, everything was as bright and vivid as a comic book. Even though people stared at him, and muttered things, Sylvia didn’t care, he could see.

  Because he was dying again, Theo moved back to his mother’s house in New Jersey. The DHPG injections she took in stride – she had seen her own mother through her dying, after all. Four times a day, with the equanimity of a nurse, she cleaned out the plastic tube implanted in his chest, inserted a sterilized hypodermic and slowly dripped the bag of sight-giving liquid into his veins.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- fundamentals -- de fundamentale tingene / dei fundamentale tinga

-- rare - sjelden/sjeldan

-- implantation - innplanting

-- catheter - kateter, tynt rør som blir ført inn i kroppen -- to squint - å myse

-- legibility - lesbarhet/lesbarheit

-- to take in stride - å klare, å hamle opp med

-- equanimity - sinnslikevekt

-- hypodermic - sprøyte
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They endured this procedure silently, Sylvia sitting on the side of the hospital bed she’d rented for the duration of Theo’s stay – his life, he sometimes thought – watching reruns of I Love Lucy or the news, while he tried not to think about the hard piece of pipe stuck into him, even though it was a constant reminder of how wide and unswimmable the gulf was becoming between him and the ever-receding shoreline of the well. And Sylvia was intricately cheerful. Each day she urged him to go out with her somewhere – to the library, or the little museum with the dinosaur replicas he’d been fond of as a child – and when his thinness and the cane drew stares, she’d maneuver him around the people who were staring, determined to shield him from whatever they might say or do. It had been the same that afternoon so many years ago, when she’d pushed him through a lobbyful of curious and laughing faces, determined that nothing should interfere with the spectacle of his seeing. What a pair they must have made, a boy in ugly glasses and a mother daring the world to say a word

about it!

  This warm, breezy afternoon in May they were shopping for

revenge. “Your cousin Howard’s engagement party is next month,” Sylvia explained in the car. “A very nice girl from Livingston. I met her a few weeks ago, and really, she’s a superior person.”

  “I’m glad,” Theo said. “Congratulate Howie for me.”

  “Do you think you’ll be up to going to the party?”

  “I’m not sure. Would it be okay for me just to give him a gift?”

  “You already have. A lovely silver tray, if I say so myself. The thankyou note’s in the living room.”

  “Mom,” Theo said, “why do you always have to –”

  Sylvia honked her horn at a truck making an illegal left turn. “Better they should get something than no present at all, is what I say,” she said. “But now, the problem is, I have to give Howie something, to be from me, and it better be good. It better be very, very good.”

  “Why?”

  “Don’t you remember that cheap little nothing Bibi gave you for your graduation? It was disgusting.”

  “I can’t remember what she gave me.”

  “Of course you can’t. It was a tacky pen-and-pencil set. Not even a real leather box. So naturally, it stands to reason that I have to get something truly spectacular for Howard’s engagement. Something that will make Bibi blanch. Anyway, I think I’ve found just the thing, but I need your advice.”

  “Advice? Well, when my old roommate Nick got married, I gave him a garlic press. It cost five dollars and reflected exactly how much I felt, at that moment, our friendship was worth.”

{{Gloser:}} 
-- liquid - væske

-- ever-receding - stadig vikende / stadig vikande

-- to urge - å oppfordre

-- graduation - avgangseksamen

-- to blanch - å blekne / å bleikne
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Sylvia laughed. “Clever. But my idea is much more brilliant, because it makes it possible for me to get back at Bibi and give Howard the nice gift he and his girl deserve.” She smiled, clearly pleased with herself. “Ah,

you live and learn.”

  “You live,” Theo said.

  Sylvia blinked. “Well, look, here we are.” She pulled the car into a handicapped-parking place on Morris Avenue and got out to help Theo, but he was already hoisting himself up out of his seat, using the door handle for leverage. “I can manage myself,” he said with some irritation. Sylvia stepped back.

  “Clearly one advantage to all this for you,” Theo said, balancing on his cane, “is that it’s suddenly so much easier to get a parking place.”

  “Oh Theo, please,” Sylvia said. “Look, here’s where we’re going.”

  She leaned him into a gift shop filled with porcelain statuettes of Snow White and all seven of the dwarves, music boxes which, when you opened them, played “The Shadow of Your Smile”, complicatedsmelling potpourris in purple wallpapered boxes, and stuffed snakes you were supposed to push up against drafty windows and doors.

  “Mrs. Greenman,” said an expansive, gray-haired man in a creamcolored cardigan sweater. “Look who’s here, Archie, it’s Mrs. Greenman.”

  Another man, this one thinner and balding, but dressed in an identical cardigan, peered out from the back of the shop. “Hello there!” he said, smiling. He looked at Theo, and his expression changed.

  “Mr. Sherman, Mr. Baker. This is my son, Theo.”

  “Hello,” Mr. Sherman and Mr. Baker said. They didn’t offer to shake hands.

  “Are you here for that item we discussed last week?” Mr. Sherman asked.

  “Yes,” Sylvia said. “I want advice from my son here.” She walked over to a large ridged crystal bowl, a very fifties sort of bowl, stalwart and square-jawed. “What do you think? Beautiful, isn’t it?”

  “Mom, to tell the truth, I think it’s kind of ugly.”

  “Four hundred and twenty-five dollars,” Sylvia said admiringly. “You have to feel it.”

  Then she picked up the big bowl and tossed it to Theo, like a football.

  The gentlemen in the cardigan sweaters gasped and did not exhale. When Theo caught it, it sank his hands. His cane rattled as it hit the floor.

  “That’s heavy,” Sylvia said, observing with satisfaction how the bowl had weighed Theo’s arms down.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- for leverage - som vektstang / som vektstong

-- expansive - meddelsom/pratsam

-- ridged - med opphøyd mønster / med opphøgd mønster

-- stalwart - staut

-- square-jawed - firkantet/firkanta

-- to toss - å hive

-- to gasp - å gispe, å stønne

-- to exhale - å puste ut
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“And where crystal is concerned, heavy is impressive.”

  She took the bowl back from him and carried it to the counter. Mr. Sherman was mopping his brow. Theo looked at the floor, still surprised not to see shards of glass around his feet.

  Since no one else seemed to be volunteering, he bent over and picked up the cane.
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“Four hundred and fifty-nine, with tax,” Mr. Sherman said, his voice still a bit shaky, and a look of relish came over Sylvia’s face as she pulled out her checkbook to pay. Behind the counter, Theo could see Mr. Baker put his hand on his forehead and cast his eyes to the ceiling.

  It seemed Sylvia had been looking a long time for something like this, something heavy enough to leave an impression, yet so fragile it could make you sorry.

  They headed back out to the car.

  “Where can we go now?” Sylvia asked, as she got in. “There must be someplace else to go.”

  “Home,” Theo said. “It’s almost time for my medicine.”

  “Really? Oh. All right.” She pulled on her seat belt, inserted the car key in the ignition and sat there.

  For just a moment, but perceptibly, her face broke. She squeezed her eyes shut so tight the blue shadow on the lids cracked.

  Almost as quickly she was back to normal again, and they were driving. “It’s getting hotter,” Sylvia said. “Shall I put on the air?”

  “Sure,” Theo said. He was thinking about the bowl, or more specifically, about how surprising its weight had been, pulling his hands down. For a while now he’d been worried about his mother, worried about what damage his illness might secretly be doing to her that of course she

would never admit. On the surface things seemed all right. She still broiled herself a skinned chicken breast for dinner every night, still swam a mile and a half a day, still kept used teabags wrapped in foil in the refrigerator. Yet she had also, at about three o’clock one morning, woken him up to tell him she was going to the twenty-four-hour supermarket, and was there anything he wanted. Then there was the gift shop: She had literally pitched that bowl toward him, pitched it like a ball, and as that great gleam of flight and potential regret came sailing his direction, it had occurred to him that she was trusting his two feeble hands, out of the whole world, to keep it from shattering. What was she trying to test? Was it his newly regained vision? Was it the assurance that

he was there, alive, that he hadn’t yet slipped past all her caring, a little lost boy in rhinestone-studded glasses? There are certain things you’ve already done before you even think how to do them – a child pulled from in front of a car, for instance, or the bowl, which Theo was holding before he could even begin to calculate its brief trajectory. It had pulled his arms down, and from that apish posture he’d looked at his mother, who smiled broadly, as if, in the war between heaviness and shattering, he’d just helped her win some small but sustaining victory.

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 

-- relish - fryd

-- fragile - skjør

-- perceptibly - merkbart

-- to pitch - å kaste

-- feeble - svak

-- trajectory - bane

-- apish - apeaktig
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>>>> Activities

1. A closer look at the opening paragraph
Form groups of three or four and discuss the following questions.

a) What information is given in the first paragraph of this story about the characters, the setting and the point of view? (See Toolbox on access.cappelen.no for literary terms.)

b) Is a hint of what will happen later in the story given in the opening paragraph? Discuss what you think the story is going to be about.

c) Why do you think the author chose to include the incident about Sylvia lending her glasses to Theo in the first paragraph? What relevance do you think this will have to the rest of the story?

2. Working with the rest of the story
a) Why does Theo move back to his mother’s house?

b) How does Sylvia take care of Theo at home? Why does she insist on getting him out of the house every day? Where do they go?

c) Theo and Sylvia “go shopping for revenge”. What is meant by this?

d) Why don’t the men in the gift shop shake hands with Theo?

e) What has Sylvia picked out to give as a present? Why do you think she has picked this particular object? What does she do with it?

f) What effect does this have on Theo?

g) What happens when Sylvia gets in the car? Why does she briefly lose control?

3. A closer look at the final paragraph
First of all, discuss in pairs or small groups why you think Sylvia throws the bowl to Theo. Then work with the following questions.

a) What is the significance of the bowl? What qualities does it have, for example?

b) What do you think Sylvia was trying to test?

c) What is the “small but sustaining victory” that Theo has helped his mother win?

4. Discussion
a) Why do you think AIDS or HIV are never mentioned in the story? What hints are there in the story, however, that Theo is dying of AIDS?

b) The story is told in the third-person point of view and yet we get to know the thoughts of one of the characters in the story better than the thoughts of the others. Who? Why has the author chosen to give us this character’s thoughts and not the others’?

c) How would you describe the relationship between Theo and his mother? Use the text actively to support your answers.

d) Theo seems to have resigned himself to his fate and often uses “black humor” in reflecting over his situation. Find examples of this in the story. Why do you think he does this?

e) How do you interpret the title of the story?
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5. Writing
Pick one of the following topics to write about.

a) Write a character analysis of one of the characters in the short story “Gravity”. Use examples from the text. Give your analysis a suitable title.

b) “‘Gravity’ is a story that challenges mainstream American and Norwegian lifestyles.” Do you agree or disagree with this statement? Write a persuasive essay in which you present your views. Make active use of the text of the story in your essay.

c) “A mother’s love for her child knows no bounds.” Do you think this statement applies to the short story “Gravity”? Write a personal text in which you examine the validity of this statement as seen in this short story. Call your essay, “A Mother’s Love”.

d) Write about the incident in the gift shop from the perspective of Mr Sherman or Mr Baker.

6. Working with a movie
Brokeback Mountain is a 2005 drama about a complex romantic and sexual relationship between two men in the American West from 1963 to 1983. It deals with the themes of homosexuality, conformity and loyalty. You will find activities based on the movie on access.cappelen.no.

7. Listening – thandi’s story
The text you are about to listen to is an authentic account posted on a website by Thandi, a young woman in South Africa who tested positive for HIV. No words of introduction could possibly add to her voice. Listen to Thandi’s story on the Access CD or on access.cappelen.no, and learn what the Good Life means to her.

a) While listening, make notes from the story, focussing on:

–- how she reacted to the news that she was HIV positive

-– how her friends and her fiancé reacted

-– what other tragedy she has had to endure

-– her views on relationships

-– what she thinks is important in her life

b) Compare notes with a partner, and then discuss:

-– Did anything Thandi said surprise you?

-– Do you agree with Thandi’s views on what is important in life?

–- Compare Thandi with Theo from “Gravity”. What are the similarities or contrasts in their situations and stories?

8. Quick Research
Choose one task. You will find resources on access.cappelen.no.

a) Find another personal story about people with HIV that has a different perspective from Thandi’s. Compare the two perspectives in a text entitled “Two Views on HIV”.

b) Make a short report on the HIV/AIDS problem in Africa.
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{{Bildetekst:}} 

Kurtis L. Miller: “Mental Bondage”, 2005

{{Bildeforklaring:}}
Et maleri som viser ansiktet til en afrikansk kvinne i profil. Vi ser også en annen afrikansk kvinne svøpt i et lysegrønt tøystykke

{{Slutt}} 
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The opportunity to fulfill oneself is counted as a necessary part of the Good Life. But which “self ” shall it be? We are all made up of many “selves”, including friend, colleague, boss, brother, mother, wife, etc. In the following article you will become acquainted with women who do not seem to have enough “selves” to go around.

{{Rammetekst:}} 

_Wedded to Work, and in Dire Need of a Wife - By Shira Boss_
Now that women have solidly earned their place in the workforce, many find themselves still yearning for something men often have: wives.

  “The thing I most want in life is a wife. I’m not kidding,” said Joyce Lustbader, a research scientist at Columbia University, who has been married for 29 years. “I work all day, sometimes seven days a week, and still have to go home and make dinner and have all those things to do around the house.”

  It is not just the extra shift at home that is a common complaint. Working women, whether married or single, also see their lack of devoted spousal support as an impediment to getting ahead in their careers, especially when they are

competing against men who have wives behind them, whether those wives are working or staying at home. And research supports their argument: it appears that marriage, at least marriage with children, bolsters a man’s career but hinders

a woman’s.

  One specialist in women’s studies dismissed wife envy as something women “are usually joking about” and another called it “a need for a second set of hands, regardless of gender.” But therapists who work with couples on equality issues say it is no joke. With two-income families now the norm, and both men and women working a record-breaking number of hours, the question has become how to accomplish what used to be a wife’s job, even as old-fashioned standards of household management and entertaining have been relaxed. Many men are sharing the work of chores and child care with their wives, and some do it all as single parents, but women still generally shoulder a greater burden of household business (or fretting over how to do what is not getting done).

  “The real challenge is, companies expect you to perform as if someone is at home taking care of everything for you,” said Kim Gandy, president of the National Organization for Women. “Some men are better positioned to 
deal with these corporate demands, because they do have someone at home. Most women don’t.”

  Even if the workload is divided, women complain that they are usually the ones organizing, juggling and filling their head space with the daily demands of family life. That leaves less time and energy to focus on the workplace

tasks. 

  “Men lock the door and leave. Things could be a wreck or whatever and it doesn’t affect their other world,” said Dawn Santana, a corporate lawyer in Manhattan who works part time. “I walk out and worry about the house looking

nice, because the kids have play dates, etc. Someone has to worry about that, and it’s usually not the dad.”

  Mrs. Santana’s husband, Gus Moore, who works in finance, does not see it the same way. 
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“We both do whatever we can do while we’re not sleeping,” he said. Regarding the earnings advantage of married men, he commented: “I can’t think of why that would be. I can’t think of what they’d be doing that would cause that.” He has noticed that some married colleagues bring a lunch from home, which he guesses has been packed by the wife, but he doubts that it would increase anyone’s paycheck.

  The argument is made, even by feminists, that an unmarried man might face the same challenges and wife-envy as does a woman without a nonworking spouse to support her life and career. But a common response is that the situations are not the same, because of individual and societal expectations that tend disproportionately to pressure women.
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“Women are held to higher expectations and hold themselves to higher standards,” said Sumru Erkut, associate director of the Wellesley Centers for Women. Or, as Mr. Moore put it, “I assume most bachelors don’t worry about how clean their houses are.” Consequently, women tend to feel they should do more, even with a full-time job. “In the workplace, or any place men and women are competing, men who are married have an advantage over married or unmarried women,” Ms. Erkut said.

  Specialists say that changing the situation involves continuing shifts in attitudes and policies by individuals, life partners and workplaces to favor work-life balance and equality between spouses.

  Gus Moore, his wife agrees, does help a lot with household management. He also expresses the desire for a devoted, trustworthy helper. “He feels the same way,” Mrs. Santana said, “but he calls it a mom. Now we just say we

want a mommy.”

  (The New York Times, shortened)

{{Slutt}} 
{{Gloser:}} 

-- to fulfill oneself - å realisere seg selv / å realisere seg sjølv 

-- to yearn - å lengte

-- research scientist - forsker/forskar

-- devoted spousal support – hengiven støtte fra ektefelle /lojal støtte frå ektefelle

-- impediment - hindring

-- to bolster - å fremme / å fremje

-- equality issues - likestillingsspørsmål

-- chores - husarbeid

-- to fret - å ergre seg, å bekymre seg / å ergre seg, å uroe seg

-- corporate demands - krav fra arbeidsgiver / krav frå arbeidsgivar

-- workload - arbeidsmengde/arbeidsmengd

-- spouse - ektefelle

-- societal – samfunns-

-- disproportionately - uforholdsmessig
-- to favor - å være for / å vere for
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>>>> Activities

1. True or false?

According to the article, which of the following statements are true and which false? Compare answers with another student and be ready to defend your interpretation.

a) Women want a devoted spouse.

b) Few men share household chores.

c) Women are in a poorer position to meet corporate demands.

d) Children are a career disadvantage for fathers.

e) Mrs Lustbader is resentful of her husband.

f) Married men have an advantage over married women.

2. Class discussion
a) Make a survey of the class. During the last week, how many students have (divide by “male” and “female”
-- helped cook dinner?

-- worked on a car?

-- ironed clothes?

-- played football?

-- gone shopping?

-- chatted online?

-- ridden a horse?

-- carried in wood?

-- babysat?

-- played a computer game?

-- cut the lawn/shoveled snow?

-- washed dishes?

-- set the table?

-- lit the fireplace/barbecue?

b) When you are finished, discuss any differences that have shown up between the genders regarding these activities, and suggest reasons for these.

3. Group Discussion
a) “Gender roles are different because men and women are born different.” Discuss this contention.

b) What would the qualities of the perfect “wife” be; that is, the perfect person to help you along in your career and daily life? Compare your answer to someone’s from the opposite gender.

c) Women occupy 50.6 percent of managerial and professional positions, but make up only 15.6 percent of the top corporate positions according to the magazine Fortune 500. This is often referred to as the “glass ceiling” in working life, which refers to an invisible limit above which women cannot move. What causes such a limit, do you suppose?

d) Films and TV programs often contain simplified ideas about the roles of men and women. Can you think of examples of this? What kind of effect to you think this constant repetition of stereotypes (see p. 250) could have on the audience?

e) Divide into pairs of girls or boys. Make a short list of the characteristics you find most appealing in the opposite sex. Then make a list of what you think the opposite sex is looking for in your gender. Then get together again as a mixed group of four and compare lists. Discuss what your lists have in common and why they differ in some ways.
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4. Working with statistics
a) “One in five men engages in some kind of housework on the average day, while more than half of all women do.” In a population of 100,000,000 adult men and women, about how many persons do housework each day?

b) Note the following: 

-– Married women earn about 17% more money than unmarried women.

–- Married men earn about 42% more money than unmarried men.

  Why is being married so much more profitable for men than for women, do you think?

5. Vocabulary
Write a sentence in which you explain the meaning of each of the following words from their context in the article. Then look them up in your dictionary and compare you answer to the definition given there. impediment – bolster – fretting – yearning – workload – disproportionately – consequently – trustworthy – chores

6. Writing
Choose one of the following assignments:

a) Some kinds of work employ almost only women – for example pre-school teachers – while others employ almost only men – for example airline pilots. Why is this? Write an analytical essay or an expository essay in which you try to explain this phenomenon. If you like, you can also suggest ways of changing this.

b) Write a letter to the editor in which you support or oppose one of the following statements:

-- “Women have achieved complete equality today.”

-- “What men need is to be more like women.”

-– “What women need is to be more like men.”

-– “Men and women are not born to behave differently – they are taught to behave differently.”

7. Quick research
On access.cappelen.no you will find the table “Twenty Leading Occupations of Employed Women 2006 Annual Averages,

USA”. Find answers to the following questions:

-– Which five occupations have the highest percentage of women workers?

-– Which five have the highest number of women?

-– Which five have the highest wages?

-– Which five have the lowest?

-– What kinds of job are missing from this list?

{{Bildetekst:}} 

Feminists demonstrating, 1970

{{Slutt}} 
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For some people the Good Life is having a Mercedes Benz. For others it is having a clean conscience. In the following excerpt from Alexander McCall Smith’s novel The No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency the first lady detective of Botswana, Mma Precious Ramotswe, is given a surprising

assignment that involves both.

xxx3 Big Car Guilt - By Alexander McCall Smith

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

Mma Pekwane had seemed anxious when she had come into the office of the No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency. Mma Ramotswe had given her a strong cup of bush tea, as she always did with nervous clients, and had waited for her to be ready to speak. She was anxious about a man, she thought; there were all the signs. What would it be? Some piece of masculine

bad behaviour, of course, but what?

  “I’m worried that my husband has done a dreadful thing,” said Mma Pekwane eventually. “I feel very ashamed for him.”

  Mma Ramotswe nodded her head gently. Masculine bad behaviour.

  “Men do terrible things,” she said. “All wives are worried about their husbands. You are not alone.”

  Mma Pekwane sighed. “But my husband has done a terrible thing,” she said. “A very terrible thing.”

  Mma Ramotswe stiffened. If Rra Pekwane had killed somebody she would have to make it clear that the police should be called in. She would never dream of helping anybody conceal a murderer.

  “What is this terrible thing?” she asked.

  Mma Pekwane lowered her voice. “He has stolen a car.”

  Mma Ramotswe was relieved. Car theft was rife, almost unremarkable, and there must be many women driving around the town in their husbands’ stolen cars. Mma Ramotswe could never imagine herself doing that, of course, and nor, it seemed, could Mma Pekwane.

  “Did he tell you it’s stolen?” she asked. “Are you sure of it?”

  Mma Pekwane shook her head. “He said a man gave it to him. He said that this man had two Mercedes Benzes and only needed one.”

  Mma Ramotswe laughed. “Do men really think they can fool us that easily?” she said. “Do they think we’re fools?”

  “I think they do,” said Mma Pekwane.

  Mma Ramotswe picked up her pencil and drew several lines on her blotter.
{{Gloser:}} 
-- conscience - samvittighet/samvit

-- anxious - engstelig/engsteleg

-- to nod - å nikke

-- to conceal - å skjule

-- relieved - lettet/letta

-- rife - utbredt/utbreidd

-- unremarkable - lite iøynefallende / lite iaugefallande
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Looking at the scribbles, she saw that she had drawn a car.

  She looked at Mma Pekwane. “Do you want me to tell you what to do?” she asked. “Is that what you want?”

  Mma Pekwane looked thoughtful. “No,” she replied. “I don’t want that. I’ve decided what I want to do.”

  “And that is?”

  “I want to give the car back. I want to give it back to its owner.”

  Mma Ramotswe sat up straight. “You want to go to the police then? You want to inform on your husband?”

  “No, I don’t want to do that. I just want the car to get back to its owner without the police knowing. I want the Lord to know that the car’s back where it belongs.”

  Mma Ramotswe stared at her client. It was, she had to admit, a perfectly reasonable thing to want. If the car were to be returned to its owner, then Mma Pekwane’s conscience would be clear, and she would still have her husband. On mature reflection, it seemed to Mma Ramotswe to be a very good way of dealing with a difficult situation.

  “But why come to me about this?” asked Mma Ramotswe. “How can I help?”

  Mma Pekwane gave her answer without hesitation.

  “I want you to find out who owns that car,” she said. “Then I want you to steal it from my husband and give it back to the rightful owner. That’s all I want you to do.”

Later that evening, as she drove home in her little white van, Mma Ramotswe thought that she should never have agreed to help Mma Pekwane; but she had, and now she was committed. Yet it was not going to be a simple matter – unless, of course, one went to the police, which she clearly could not do. It may be that Rra Pekwane deserved to be handed over, but her client had asked that this should not happen, and her first loyalty was to the client. So some other way would have to be found.

  That evening, after her supper of chicken and pumpkin, Mma Ramotswe telephoned Mr J. L. B. Matekoni.

  “Where do stolen Mercedes Benzes come from?” asked Mma

Ramotswe.

  “From over the border,” said Mr J. L. B. Matekoni. “They steal them in South Africa, bring them over here, respray them, file off the original engine number, and then sell them cheaply or send them up to Zambia. I know who does all this, by the way. We all know.”

  “I don’t need to know that,” said Mma Ramotswe. “What I need to know is how you identify them after all this has happened.”

{{Gloser:}} 
-- scribble - skribleri

-- to reply - å svare

-- to inform on - å tyste på

-- reasonable - rimelig/rimeleg

-- on mature reflection – ved nærmere ettertanke / ved nærmare ettertanke

-- rightful - rette

-- committed - forpliktet/forplikta

-- to deserve - å fortjene / å fortene

-- pumpkin - gresskar/graskar

-- to respray - å omlakkere / å lakkere om att 

-- to identify - å identifisere

{{Slutt}} 
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Mr. J. L. B. Matekoni paused. “You have to know where to look,” he said. “There’s usually another serial number

somewhere – on the chassis – or under the bonnet. You can usually find it if you know what you’re doing.”

  “You know what you’re doing,” said Mma Ramotswe. “Can you help me?” 
  Mr. J. L. B. Matekoni sighed. He did not like stolen cars. He preferred to have nothing to do with them, but this was a request from Mma Ramotswe, and so there was only one answer to give.

  “Tell me where and when,” he said.

They entered the Pekwane garden the following evening, by arrangement with Mma Pekwane, who had promised that at the agreed time she would make sure that the dogs were inside

and her husband would be busy eating a special meal she would prepare for him. So there was nothing to stop Mr

J. L. B. Matekoni from wriggling under the Mercedes Benz parked in the yard and flashing his torch up into the

bodywork. Mma Ramotswe offered to go under the car as well, but Mr J. L. B. Matekoni doubted whether she would fit and declined her offer. Ten minutes later, he had a serial number written on a piece of paper and the two of them slipped out of the Pekwane yard and made their way to the small white van parked down the road. 

  “Are you sure that’s all I’ll need?” asked Mma Ramotswe. “Will they know from that?”

  “Yes,” said Mr J. L. B. Matekoni. “They’ll know.”

  She dropped him off outside his gate and he waved goodbye in the darkness. She would be able to repay him soon, she knew.

That weekend, Mma Ramotswe drove her tiny white van over the border to Mafikeng and went straight to the Railway Café. She bought a copy of the Johannesburg Star and sat at a table near the window reading the news. It was all bad, she decided, and so she laid the paper to one side and passed the time by looking at her fellow customers.

{{Gloser:}} 

-- serial number - serienummer

-- chassis - chassis, understell

-- bonnet - panser

-- request - forespørsel/førespurnad

-- by arrangement - etter avtale

-- to wriggle - å åle seg

-- torch - lommelykt

-- to decline - å avslå

-- offer - tilbud/tilbod
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  “Mma Ramotswe!”

  She looked up. There he was, the same old Billy Pilani, older now, of course, but otherwise the same. She could just see him at the Mochudi Government School, sitting at his desk, dreaming.

  She bought him a cup of coffee and a large doughnut and explained to him what she needed.

  “I want you to find out who owns this car,” she said, passing the slip of paper with the serial number written on it in the handwriting of Mr J. L. B. Matekoni. “Then, when you’ve found out, I want you to tell the owner, or the insurance company, or whoever, that they can come up to

Gaborone and they will find their car ready for them in an agreed place. All they have to do is to bring South African number plates with the original number on them. Then they can drive the car home.”

  Billy Pilani looked surprised.

  “All for nothing?” he asked. “Nothing to be paid?”

  “Nothing,” said Mma Ramotswe. “It’s just a question of returning property to its rightful owner. That’s all. You believe in that, don’t you Billy?”

  “Of course,” said Billy Pilani quickly. “Of course.”

{{Gloser:}} 

-- insurance company - forsikringsselskap

-- agreed - avtalt

-- property - eiendom/eigedom
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“And Billy I want you to forget you’re a policeman while all this is going on. There’s not going to be any arrest for you.”

  “Not even a small one?” asked Billy in a disappointed tone.

  “Not even that.”

Billy Pilani telephoned the following day.

  “I’ve got the details from our list of stolen vehicles,” he said. “I’ve spoken to the insurance company, who’ve already paid out. So they’d be very happy to get the car back. They can send one of their men over the border to pick it up.”

  “Good,” said Mma Ramotswe. “They are to be in the African Mall in Gaborone at seven o’clock in the morning next Tuesday, with the number plates.”

  Everything was agreed, and at five o’clock on the Tuesday morning, Mma Ramotswe crept into the yard of the Pekwane house and found, as she had been expecting, the keys of the Mercedes Benz lying on the ground outside the bedroom window, where Mma Pekwane had tossed them the previous night. She had been assured by Mma Pekwane that her husband was a sound sleeper and that he never woke up until Radio Botswana broadcast the sound of cow bells at six.

  He did not hear her start the car and drive out on to the road, and indeed it was not until almost eight o’clock that he noticed that his Mercedes Benz was stolen.

  “Call the police,” shouted Mma Pekwane. “Quick, call the police!”

  She noticed that her husband was hesitating.

  “Maybe later,” he said. “In the meantime, I think I shall look for it myself.” 

  She looked him directly in the eye, and for a moment she saw him flinch. He’s guilty, she thought. I was right all along. Of course he can’t go to the police and tell them that his stolen car has been stolen.

  She saw Mma Ramotswe later that day and thanked her.

  “You’ve made me feel much better,” she said. “I shall now be able to sleep at night without feeling guilty for my husband.”

  “I’m very pleased,” said Mma Ramotswe. “And maybe he’s learned a lesson too. A very interesting lesson.”

  “What would that be?” asked Mma Pekwane.

  “That lightning always strikes in the same place twice,” said Mma Ramotswe. “Whatever people say to the contrary.”

  (excerpt)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- vehicle - kjøretøy

-- to creep - å snike seg

-- yard - gårdsplassen/gardsplassen

-- to be a sound sleeper - å ha godt sovehjerte / å ha godt sovehjarte

-- to broadcast - å kringkaste

-- to flinch - å vike unna

-- guilty - skyldig

-- lightning - lynet

-- to the contrary - det motsatte / det motsette
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text
Form pairs. Take turns asking one another the questions below. Who gets the most correct answers?

a) What is Mma Ramotswe’s job?

b) What terrible thing had Mma Pekwane’s husband done?

c) What does Mma Pekwane want Mma Ramotswe to do?

d) Why doesn’t Mma Pekwane want the police involved?

e) What kind of car is it? 
f) How is the owner of the car identified?

g) How is it returned to its owner?

2. Discussion
Talk about the following in pairs or groups:

a) This story gives a quite different picture of Africa than the one usually presented in the mass media. Give examples.

b) If this story was going to be set in Norway, what changes would have to be made? How would you adjust characters and setting?

c) What opinion do men and women seem to have about one another in Botswana according to this story? Do you recognize similar attitudes in Norway?

d) What did Mma Ramotswe mean when she said that “lightning always strikes the same place twice”?

3. Writing
Choose one task:

a) Re-write this story in the first person from the viewpoint of Mma Pekwane’s husband. Start with, “I always wanted a Mercedes Benz …”

b) Write a short account of how Mma Pekwane’s husband reacted when he found that his Mercedes Benz was gone and that he could not find it anywhere. You can make up a dialogue between husband and wife, if you like.

4. Quick research
Prepare an oral presentation of Botswana including information about matters like:

-– where it is located

-– its population

-– what languages are spoken there

-– how it is governed

-– what religions are found there
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xxx2 Chapter 6 - Outsiders
{{Bildeforklaring:}}

Fotografi av en person som ser på oss gjennom en frostet glassrute. Vi ser kun hendene og konturen av ansiktet hans som er klemt mot ruten.

{{Slutt}} 
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Every society has its outsiders. Sometimes they are even given a status, like the Untouchables in the Hindu caste system. Some outsiders have simply not yet had time to sort themselves out in the larger community. Teenagers can fall into that category. Some come from other countries and feel that they are on the outside looking into their new society. And then there are those who are not looking for a way into society – a society that in any case would rather not have them. You will find examples of all these in this chapter.

  One thing about outsiders, they really want to belong to something. If there is nothing available in the larger community, they will make their own territory and  traditions. The following article tells about youth in Britain left to themselves with nothing to do …

{{Rammetekst:}} 

_The Nothing-to-do Generation_
We are looking into an English town, Northhampton, to find out why kids hang out on street corners and then we try to determine what British youths are like today.

“Theft, burglary, twoc, assault.”

James, 16, is a sullen, bored youth whose summary of his illegal activities is delivered as casually as an order for a Big Mac and fries. Punctuated with “dunnos” and “maybes”, his description of his lifestyle betrays little regard for conventional morality. For emphasis, he repeats: “Burglary,

twoc, theft.” 
  Asked why he does this, all he can summon is a “don’t know”. On whether more activities in his neighbourhood might prevent him breaking the law, he volunteers a “yeah probably”. But his greatest vitriol as he leans back on his BMX, face obscured by a scarf, is for the other youths he sees hanging around further up the street.

  Some dressed in scruffy clothes or black, some in make up, these Goths or grebos, as they call themselves, seem to have little in common with tracksuit-wearing James.

  James rails: “They just do your head in. They hang around in big groups. We don’t respect them. They stand about our town thinking they’re bad.” The alternative crowd are equally scathing of the likes of James. Sam Williamson, 15, says: “Chavs and townies beat people up. They see me as an easy target. They tried to mug me when I was walking the girls home.”

  But despite the obvious differences between James and the alternative crowd up the road, they are united by how they choose to spend their Saturdays – hanging around in the street, largely doing nothing.

  Even on a bitter evening, one of the coldest of the year, there are still youths hanging around on some street corners. Many old people feel constantly harassed just by the presence of these rough boys and the girls standing around, faces covered bandanna-style with scarves, occasionally giggling.

  One admits: “There ain’t nothing for us to do. We would rather be sitting in the warm.” In the 10 minutes she is talking, three police vans pass. 

  These youths are not doing anything wrong, but to the elderly and vulnerable, having to pass a crowd of even the most harmless youths is intimidating. And there is no doubt that however well-behaved the majority, some groups of young people can be catalysts for bad behaviour.

  Both apathetic youths and intimidated adults seem to be unanimous on one way to tackle gangs of youths and the anti-social behaviour they can wreak – give them something to do.
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But the city has been closing down music venues which played host to high-profile acts and offered workshops for the young. Particularly popular were non-alcoholic gigs for younger people. Now that these venues are closed due to lack of funding, many of the young people will find themselves at venues where alcohol is being served.

  Sports seem fairly well catered for, but youths complain that not everybody wants to play sports in their spare time. 
  When talking to these kids it is not hard to understand that some studies suggest that Britain’s teenagers are among the most badly behaved in Europe.

  On every indicator of bad behaviour – drugs, drink, violence, promiscuity – the UK was at or near the top in one large study. This is definitely not an honour, said one researcher.

  The researchers believe the country’s record can be explained by a collapse in family and community life in the UK.

  Measured against German, French and Italian youngsters, British 15-year-olds are drunk more often and involved in more fights, and a higher proportion have had sex.

  The institute says young Britons are marked out by how they spend their free time. In England, 45% of 15-year-old boys spend most evenings out with their friends, and in Scotland the figure is 59%. In France just 17% of boys spend their time in the same way.

  Moreover, European teenagers tend to sit down for meals with their parents far more often.
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Some 93% of Italian teenagers eat regularly with their families; in the UK just 64% of 15-yearolds do the same. One researcher, Angela Fitzgerald, said these figures pointed to an “increasing disconnect” between children and adults. She said youngsters were learning how to behave from one another instead of from adults.

  “Because they don’t have that structured interaction

with adults, it damages their life chances,” she said. “They are not learning how to behave – how to get on in life – as they need to.” 
  The researchers concluded that the lack of adult

interaction has left British teenagers increasingly

vulnerable to failure.

  Another study indicated that 38% of British 15- year-olds in 2003 had tried cannabis – compared with 7% in Sweden and 27% in Germany. Another said that in 2003 British 15-year-olds were the third worst binge-drinkers in Europe – only Denmark and Ireland were worse. 
  Britons are also more immersed in consumerism than American youngsters, the research claimed. This was indicated by their brand awareness and the amount of importance they attached to consumer goods and possessions.

  (BBC News, shortened)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 

-- Untouchables - kasteløse/kastelause

-- assault - legemsfornærmelse/lekamsfornærming

-- twoc = taken without owner’s consent - sullen gretten, tverr, mutt

-- conventional - konvensjonell

-- vitriol - giftighet, krasshet, skarphet / giftigheit, krassheit, skarpleik

-- to do your head in - å gjøre deg gal / å gjere deg galen

-- scathing - bitende kritisk / bitande kritisk

-- to giggle - å fnise

-- intimidating - truende/tru(g)ande

-- catalyst - katalysator

-- apathetic - apatisk

-- unanimous - enstemmig/samrøystes

-- to wreak å forårsake, å volde / å stelle i stand, å valde

-- venue - arena, sted / arena, stad

-- catered for - ivaretatt / teken hand om

-- promiscuity - løsaktighet/lauslivnad

-- interaction - samhandling

-- vulnerable - sårbar, utsatt for / sårbar, utsett for
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the article
Here is a set of statements. Find evidence in the text to prove that the statements are wrong.

a) “British youths are very well behaved.” This is not necessarily the case, because …

b) “The various groups of teenagers respect each other.”

c) “Goths like to dress up in stylish outfits.”

d) “Saturdays nights are really action packed for the youths of Northampton.”

e) “There is a lot to do for youths in the city, except for those who like doing sports.”

f) “Strong family ties are typical for families in the UK.”

g) “British youths say no to alcohol and drugs.”

2. Writing sub-headings
This article lacks sub-headings. Write four or five suitable sub-headings and indicate where you would place them in the article.

3. Discussion
Discuss in pairs or small groups:

a) Make a list of the problems with British youths that the article mentions. Compare your findings with the situation for Norwegian youths.

b) A local British politician complained: “Give young people something to do? Have they no imagination themselves? Can’t they find things to do themselves? Why should they expect so much from society?” Discuss this issue. 

4. Role play
Work in pairs. Your task is to improvise an interview with James or Sam from the article. Assign roles, then spend a few minutes preparing for the role play. Act out the interview, then switch roles.

5. Writing
A local newspaper ran the article above about young people. Here are two responses from adults in the letters-to-the-editor section of the paper: 

I feel the same way, these kids hanging around on street corners scare me and I can’t see how they are getting an education. In my day we were in school or working. These kids are scruffy, dirty and threatening. Get them off my streets!

I remember my parents feeling threatened because we listened to the Beatles and the Rolling Stones. They reacted to our clothes, our hairstyles, what we did and how we talked. Yet we grew up to be good citizens. Seems to me things haven’t changed that much…

Write your own letter to the editor in response to the article where you choose one or the other side to argue from. You can write your letter using a persona, e.g. an elderly person, a politician, a middleaged person, a young person etc., or you can express your own views.
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Of course, gangs of youths aimlessly roaming the streets are not limited to England. In the following excerpt from Roddy Doyle’s novel The Van we become acquainted with Jimmy Rabbitt Sr and his troubles with the youth of Barrytown, Ireland. Jimmy runs a chip van with his friend, Bimbo, and his daughter, Sharon. Jimmy has an interesting perspective,

having been a bit of a rebel himself in his day. But things have changed.

xxx3 The Living Dead - by Roddy Doyle
{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 
There was a gang of them that hung around the Hikers carpark, young fellas, from fourteen to maybe nineteen. Even in the rain, they stayed there. They just put their hoodies up. Some of them always had their hoodies up. They were all small and skinny looking but there was something frightening about them. The way they behaved, you could tell that they didn’t give a fuck about anything. When someone parked his car and went into the pub they went over to the car and started messing with it even before the chap had gone inside; they didn’t care if he saw them. 
  Jimmy Sr once saw one of them pissing against the window of the off-licence, in broad daylight, not a bother on him. Sometimes they’d have a flagon or a can of lager out and they’d pass it around, drinking in front of people coming in and out of Crazy Prices, people that lived beside their parents. It was sad. When they walked around, like a herd

migrating or something, they all tried to walk the same way, the hard men, like their kaks were too tight on them. But that was only natural, he supposed. The worst thing though was, they didn’t laugh. All kids went through a phase where they messed, they did things they weren’t supposed to; they smoked, they drank, they showed their arses to oul’ ones from the back window on the bus. But they did it for a laugh. That was the point of it. It was part of growing up, Jimmy Sr understood that; always had. He’d seen his own kids going through that. If you were lucky you never really grew out of it; a little bit of kid stayed inside you. These kids were different though; they didn’t do anything for a laugh. Not that Jimmy Sr could see anyway. They were like fuckin’ zombies. When Jimmy Sr saw them, especially when it was raining, he always thought the same thing: they’d be dead before they were twenty. Thank

God, thank God, thank God none of his own kids was like that. Jimmy Jr, Sharon, Darren – he couldn’t have had better kids. Leslie – Leslie had been a bit like that, but – no.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- to roam - å vandre

-- chip van mobilt - gatekjøkken

-- hoodies - hetter

-- Off-licence - butikk som selger alkohol / butikk som sel alkohol

-- herd - flokk

-- kaks - bukser

-- oul’ ones - gamle folk
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The Living Dead, Bertie called them.

The Living Dead gave Jimmy Sr and Bimbo terrible trouble. It was like that film, Assault on Precinct 13, and the van was Precinct 13. It wasn’t as bad as that, but it was the same thing. Jimmy Sr and Bimbo could never really relax. The Living Dead would rock the van, three or four of them on each side. The oil poured out of the fryer, all the stuff was knocked to the floor, the cup for the grease under the hot plate went over and the grease got into the Mars Bars. It was hard to get out of the van when it was rocking like that, and it was fuckin’ terrifying as well.

There wasn’t much weight in it at all; they could have toppled it easily enough. The second time they did it Jimmy Sr managed to catch one of them and he gave him a right hiding, up against the side of the van; clobbered every bit of him he could reach. He thought he was teaching him a lesson but when he stopped and let go of him the kid just spat at him. He just spat at him. And walked away, back to the rest of them. They didn’t care if they were caught. They didn’t say anything to him or shout back at him; they just stared out at him from under their hoodies. He wasn’t angry when he climbed back into the van. He was frightened;

not that they’d do it again, not that – but that there was nothing he could do to stop them. And, Jesus, they were only kids. Why didn’t they laugh or call him a fat fucker or something?

  They lit fires under the van; they robbed the bars that held up the hatch; they cut through the gas tubes; they took the bricks from under the wheels.

  Jimmy Sr was looking out the hatch, watching the houses go by, when he remembered that the houses shouldn’t have been going anywhere. The fuckin’ van was moving! It was before they got the engine. Himself and Bimbo baled out the back door but Sharon wouldn’t jump. The van didn’t crash into anything, and it wasn’t much of a hill. It just stopped. The Living Dead had taken the bricks from behind the wheels, that was what had happened. It was funny now but it was far from fuckin’ funny at the time.

  The ordinary kids around, the more normal ones, they were always messing around the van as well. But at least you could get a good laugh out of them, even if they got on your wick. One of them – Jimmy Sr didn’t know him, but he liked him – told Bimbo to give him a fiver or he’d pretend to get sick at the hatch every time someone came near the

van. And he did it. There was a woman coming towards them, looking like she was making her mind up, and your man bent over and made the noises, and he had something in his mouth and he let it drop onto the road, scrunched-up crisps or something.
{{Gloser:}} 
-- assault - angrep / åtak, angrep

-- grease - fett/feitt

-- to topple - å velte

-- hiding - juling

-- to bale - å stikke av

-- to get on one’s wick - å irritere en / å irritere ein

-- hatch  - luke
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{{Bildeforklaring:}}

Fotografi som viser en ung mann som løper forbid en vegg. På veggen ved siden av ham er det tegnet en skygge som kan se ut som hans.
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And that made the woman’s mind up for her. Jimmy Sr went after him with one of the bars from the hatch but he wasn’t interested in catching him. The ordinary bowsies robbed the bars from the hatch, and messed with the gas and rocked the van as well, but it was different. When they legged it they

could hardly run cos they were laughing so much. Jimmy Sr and Bimbo nearly liked it. These kids fancied Sharon as well so they came to look in at her. It would have been good for business, only they never had any fuckin’ money. Sometimes, Fridays especially, they were drunk. He didn’t

like that. They were falling around the place, pushing each other onto the road. They were too young. They got the cider and cans from an offlicence two stops away on the DART; Darren told him that. Jimmy Sr was going to phone the guards, to report the off-licence, but he never got round to it.

  One night the kids went too far. They started throwing stones at the van; throwing them hard. Bimbo, Jimmy Sr and Sharon got an almighty fright when they heard the first bash, until they guessed what was happening. They were flinging stones at the hot plate side. When he saw the dints the stones were making, fuckin’ big lumps like boils, Jimmy Sr nearly went through the roof. That was real damage they were doing. He grabbed one of the hatch bars and let an almighty yell out of him when he jumped out the back door. They weren’t like the Living Dead. There were five of them and when they turned and went up the verge onto the Green there were more of them, a mixed gang, young fellas and young ones, little lads sticking to their big brothers. Jimmy Sr wasn’t angry any more. He’d keep going to the middle of the Green, maybe catch one of the little lads or a girlfriend and take them hostage. He was closing in on one tiny kid who was trying to keep his tracksuit bottoms

up. Jimmy Sr could hear the panic in the little lad’s breath. He’d just enough breath left himself to catch him, and then he’d call it a day.

  Then he saw them.

  He stopped and nearly fell over.

  The twins. He barely saw Linda but it was definitely Tracy, nearly diving into the lane behind the clinic. Grabbing a young fella’s jumper to stay up. Then she was gone, but he’d seen enough.

  The treacherous little bitches. Wait till he told Sharon.

  He turned back to the van. He found the bar where he’d dropped it.

  His own daughters, sending young fellas to throw stones at their da. With their new haircuts that he’d fuckin’ paid for last Saturday.

  He’d scalp the little wagons.

  (excerpts)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 

-- bowsies - drukkenbolter/drukkenboltar

-- cos = because

-- to fancy - å like

-- DART - lokaltog i Dublinområdet

-- bash - treff

-- dint - bulk

-- verge - kant, rabatt

-- treacherous - forrædersk

-- da - pappa

{{Slutt}} 

---- 298 til 356

>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text
A journalist has been talking to Jimmy about the problems he has experienced in his job. Here are the journalist’s questions. Now work out Jimmy’s answers.

Journalist: I guess there are good sides and bad sides to running a chip van, Mr Rabbitt?

Jimmy: Too right! The kids …

Journalist: I see. Can you describe what these kids look like?

Jimmy: …

Journalist: I’ve heard that you and your partner refer to them as “the living dead” – why is that?

Jimmy: …

Journalist: What is the worst thing they have done to you?

Jimmy: …

Journalist: Have you ever caught any of them?

Jimmy: …

Journalist: I guess things have changed since you were a young lad yourself?

Jimmy: …

Journalist: What about your regular customers – are they bothered by the kids?

Jimmy: …

Journalist: You’re a family man, I understand. Your own kids must be a great comfort to you in your stressful occupation?

Jimmy: …

2. Focus on the character of Jimmy Sr
a) How would you describe Jimmy’s reaction to the teenagers hanging around his van?

b) Identify the moment when Jimmy really starts to get angry. What causes him to lose his cool?

c) How does Jimmy react when he finds out his own kids are involved?

d) What is your overall impression of Jimmy?

3. focus on dialogue
a) The dialogue in this excerpt reveals something of Dublin working-class language. Find five examples of this type of language.

b) What is the effect of writing in this style?

4. Discussion
a) Young people sometimes rebel against social conventions or rules. Why do you think they do this? Here are a few possible reasons. Discuss these and make your own suggestions.

-– they are having identity problems

-– they need to appear older than they are

-– they are frustrated that they can’t enjoy the adult world yet

–- their parents don’t understand them

-– they think the old ways are useless and based on outdated ideas

–- they are bored

–- they are doing bad in school
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-– they are victims of bullying

-– they see no future

-– their parents are too strict

-– they have no interests or hobbies

-– society does not take them seriously

-– they are left to their own devices too much

–- what school/church/parents teach them and what they see around them don’t match

b) Do you think these two texts (“The Nothing-to-do Generation” and “The Living Dead”) give a realistic picture of what growing up in the British Isles is like today? Why, or why not?

5. Writing
Choose one task:

a) Write a newspaper interview with Jimmy Sr after the kids have either

-– set fire to the van, or

-– sent the van rolling down the street, or

-– thrown bricks at the van

  Or you could write about this as a newspaper report.

b) Continue the story and write about Jimmy confronting the twins.

c) Write a newspaper report about young people in society that counters the negative impressions we have been given in the story and article in this section.

d) Write a newspaper article about kids who are tired of reading about all the negative things adults and the papers say about young people.
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If you add guns, drugs, poverty and racism to aimless youth, the result is deadly. Having nothing to do quickly turns into having nothing to live for. The following article and listening text give a brief history of gangs in America and examples of their destructive impact on the communities in which they are found. Welcome to gangland.

{{Rammetekst:}} 

_Gangland, USA_
Due to the civil strife and disenchantment of the 1960s, African American street gangs formed in large cities such as Chicago, Los Angeles and New York. By the late 1960s and early 1970s, Crips gangs in Los Angeles were so violent and

entrenched in ghetto neighborhoods that rival Bloods gangs formed to challenge them. The late 1970s and early 1980s paved the way for the creation of national gang alliances, with expansion of national drug networks and the glorification of gangsters with movies like Colors and

Scarface.

  By the late 1980s and early 1990s, drug networks were in full swing. Huge amounts of drugs were being imported from Southeast Asia and Colombia, and the United States became the number one drug consumer in the world. Street gangs developed into drug gangs with businesslike operations, and violence became standard operating procedure for these gangs. At first gang violence was more focused on killing rival gang members, but then it spilled out onto the

streets in the major cities. 

  Even though crime rates began to plummet across the US during the mid 1990s, street gangs continued to form at a high rate, and they spread from major cities to suburban districts. By the end of the century it was these suburban gangs that were growing fastest. Another development was the growth of Super Gangs (large, multi-cultural/multi-state street gangs). By the late 1990s, they had become well entrenched in many American communities.

  Experts placed the number of gang members nationwide at well over one million in 2005. Now gangs glorify their lifestyle in the many gangster rap music and videos flooding the media. This has given them fame rather than

infamy. Today’s youth culture shows a strong gang influence in clothing styles, movies and music.

  Now listen to the Access CD, where you will find two news reports of gang violence.

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- aimless - uten mål / utan mål

-- strife - strid, konflikt

-- disenchantment - desillusjon, skuffelse / desillusjon, vonbrot

-- entrenched - forankra

-- glorification - forherligelse/herleggjering

-- to plummet - å stupe

-- suburban – forstads
-- infamy - vanry, vanære
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{{Bildetekst:}} 

A member of the Diamond Street hispanic street gang is arrested for drug possession by Los Angeles police

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. True or false?

Are the following statements true or false? Correct the false statements.

a) Gangs first formed in large urban centers.

b) Some movies make gangs look tough and inviting.

c) Drugs were pouring into America from Afghanistan in the 1980s.

d) Super Gangs are made up of Latino drug dealers who have worked out in the prison gyms and are therefore very muscular.

e) Romantic views of gangs in films and music make the gangs popular with kids.

f) The killer of Lavonne Adkins was carrying an Uzi sub-machine gun.

g) Lavonne and Eric were shot by unknown assailants.

h) Eric Adkins died of his wounds.

i) Seutatia Tausili was shot after arguing with police.

j) The police had one suspect in the case.

k) No one else was hurt in the confrontation.

l) Tausili died in a hospital.

m) The police were able to use the tagging to help them identify the suspects involved in the incident.

2. Discussion
Discuss in groups:

a) The article on p. 300 refers to a glorification of gang culture. Are there aspects of American gang culture that are popular in Norway? Should we make efforts through awareness-raising campaigns etc. to discourage interest in this kind of culture?

b) Is tagging a form of art? Here are the opinions of three people on this topic that you can refer to in your discussion:

-– “Tagging in the form of spray-can painting is art. It has form, color, and other basic properties.”

–- “It’s a mess and destroys the neighborhood.”

–- “Some of it is pretty cool, but I don’t understand what it’s saying most of the time.”

3. Language
In the text you find this word for murder: homicide. This word ends in -cide, from the Latin caedere which means to kill. Many English words are made up in this way, borrowing the suffix from Latin. Here is a list of other words ending in -cide. Define these words. If you are not sure of the definition, you know your dictionary is just a flip of the page away from helping you. fratricide – fungicide – germicide – herbicide – matricide – patricide – pesticide – suicide – regicide

4. Quick Research
Go to the websites of American news media, e.g. Newsweek, Time, any American newspaper, CNN etc. and find a story on

gang violence or other types of criminal violence in the USA over the last week. You are a newscaster for WTMJ Milwaukee. Write a news report on this incident (use your own words) and read it in class or in groups.
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One group of outsiders who are becoming more common all over Europe are the migrant workers. They come to the West to find jobs and security unavailable at home. They find jobs. Security is often another matter. The following is taken from Marina Lewycka’s novel, Two Caravans. We meet Irina and Andriy from the Ukraine and Tomasz from Poland. They have come to Britain to work as strawberry pickers,

but are looking for better prospects. 

  In the excerpt below Irina and Andriy spend a day in London – an eyeopening experience.

xxx3 Two Caravans - by Marina Lewycka

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

The weather is too warm. Despite the recent rain, the air is already dusty again. It smells of car fumes and blocked drains and the miscellaneous smells of the five million other people who are breathing it at the same time. He feels an unexpected excitement rising in him. This London –

once you’ve got your feet on the ground, and you don’t have to worry about those Angliski bandit-drivers – this London is quite something. 

  He is amazed, at first, just by the vastness of it – the way it goes on and on until you forget there is anything beyond it. OK, he has seen Canterbury and Dover, but nothing can prepare you for the sheer excess of this city. Cars that glide as smooth and silent as silver swans, deluxe model, not the battered old smoke-belchers you get back home. Office blocks that almost blot out the sky. And everything in good order – roads, pavements, etc – all well maintained. But why are all the buildings and statues covered in pigeon-droppings? Those swaggering birds are everywhere. Dog is delighted. He chases them around, barking and leaping with joy.

  They come to a row of shops, and the windows are stuffed with desirable items. Minute mobilfons, packed with advanced features, everything compact and cleverly made; movie cameras small enough to fit in your hand; cunning miniature music systems, a thousand different tunes, more, at your command; wall-sized televisions with pictures of

amazing vividness, imagine sitting back with a glass of beer to watch the football, better than being at the match, better view; programmable CD players; multi-function DVD players; high-spec computers with unimaginable numbers of rams, gigs, hertz, etc.
{{Gloser:}} 
-- migrant workers - arbeidsimmigranter/arbeidsimmigrantar

-- prospects - utsikter

-- drains - avløpsrør

-- miscellaneous - forskjellige

-- excess - overflod

-- to blot out - å skjule, å formørke

-- pigeon-droppings - duelort

-- minute - bitte små
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Too much choice. Yes, so many things that you didn’t desire before because you didn’t even know they existed to be desired.

  He lingers, he reads the lists of special features, studies them almost furtively, as if standing on the threshold of uncharted sin. Such a surfeit of everything. Where did all this stuff come from? Irina is trailing behind, staring into the window of a clothes shop, a look of unbelief on her face.

  Food shops, restaurants – everything is here, yes, every corner of the globe has been rifled to furnish this abundance. And the people, too, have been rifled from all over – Europe, Africa, India, the Orient, the Americas, so many different types all mixed together, such a crowd from

everywhere under the sun, rubbing shoulders on the pavements without even looking at each other. Some are talking on mobilfons – even the women. And all well dressed – clothes like new. And the shoes – new shoes made of leather. No carpet slippers, like people wear in the street

back home. 

  “Watch out!”

  He is so intent on the shoes that he almost stumbles into a young woman walking fast-fast on high heels, who backs away snarling, “Get off me!”

  “What are you dreaming about, Andriy?”

  Irina grabs him and pulls him out of the way. The feel of her hand on his arm is like quickfire. The woman walks on even faster. The look in her eyes – it was worse than contempt. She looked straight through him. He didn’t register in her eyes at all. His clothes – his best shirt

shabby and washed out, brown trousers that were new when he left home, Ukrainian trousers made of cheap fabric that is already shapeless, held up by a cheap imitation-leather belt, and imitation-leather shoes beginning to split on the toes – his clothes make him invisible.

  “Everybody looks so smart. It makes me feel like a country peasant,” says Irina, as if she can read his thoughts. This girl. Yes, her jeans are worn and strawberry stained, but they fit delightfully over her curves, and her hair gleams like a bird’s wing and she’s smiling teeth and dimples at all the world.

  “Don’t say that. You look …” He wants to put his arms around her.

  “… You look normal.”

  Should he put his arms around her? Better not – she might shriek  “Leave me alone!” So they walk on, just wandering aimlessly through the streets, opening their eyes to all there is to be seen.
{{Gloser:}} 
-- to linger - å dvele

-- furtively - i smug

-- surfeit - overflod

-- to rifle - å endevende, å tømme

-- to furnish - å levere

-- to snarl - å snerre

-- quickfire - lynild/lyneld

-- contempt - forakt

-- fabric - stoff

-- peasant - bonde, bondetamp
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{{Bildeforklaring:}}

Et fotografi som viser en gate i London i skumringstimen. Bil-lys, gate-lys og juledekorasjoner gir en varm glød til omgivelsene

{{Slutt}} 
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Dog runs ahead making a nuisance of himself, diving in between people’s legs. Yes, this London – it’s quite something.

  But why – this is what he can’t understand – why is there such abundance here, and such want back home? For Ukrainians are as hard working as anybody – harder, because in the evenings after a day’s work they grow their vegetables, mend their cars, chop their wood. You can spend your whole life toiling, in Ukraine, and still have nothing. You can spend your whole life toiling, and end up dead in a hole in the ground, covered with fallen coal. Poor Dad.

  “Look!”

  Irina is pointing to a small dark-skinned woman wearing a coloured scarf like the women of the former eastern republics. She has a baby bundled up in her arms, and she is approaching passers-by, begging for money. The baby is horribly deformed, with a harelip and one eye only partially opened.

  “Have you got any money, Andriy?”

  He fumbles in his pockets, feeling vaguely annoyed with the woman, because he hasn’t much money left, and he would rather spend it on … well, not on her, anyway. But he sees the way Irina is looking at the baby.

  “Take it please,” he says in Ukrainian, handing her two pound coins. The woman looks at the coins, and at them, and shakes her head. 

  “Keep your money,” she says in broken Russian. “I have more than you.”

  She takes the baby off and sidles up to a Japanese couple who are photographing a statue covered with pigeon-droppings.

_Later, another character in the novel, Tomasz, who came to England from Poland to pick strawberries on the same farm as Andriy and Irina, has to find a new job. In this excerpt Tomasz is introduced to what the natives think of him and the worth of his labour._
The office was through a door across the courtyard. Tomasz thought at first that there was no one there, then a tall skinny man with a terrible rash of acne on his cheeks popped up behind the desk. He looked delighted to see Tomasz.

  “Yes, mate, right. You’ve come at the right time. I’m Darren Kinsman, the foreman. We’ve got another bloody supermarket promotion starts next week – buy one get one free – and we’re short of hands for the catching team.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- to toil - å slite

-- to sidle - å smyge

-- acne - kviser
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We usually do it at night, but the team’s got another job at Ladywash and they’ve got to get going. It’s easy. All you got to do is catch the birds and load them onto the lorries. Nothing to it. My boy Neil’ll show you the ropes. Start in half an hour.”

  “No problem.” Tomasz wondered when would be the right moment to raise the question of his accommodation.

  “Then all you have to do is scrub out the barn for the next crop. Nothing to it.”

  “How many chicken?”

  “Plenty. Forty thousand.”

  “Ah.” Tomasz tried to imagine forty thousand chickens, but his imagination failed.

  “Where you from, pal? Ukraine? You got papers? SAWs? Concordia?”

  “Poland.”

  “Poland, eh? You won’t need papers then. Don’t get many from there now. Not since they joined Europe. Listen, pal – what’s your name?” He glances down at the passport Tomasz has pushed across the desk. “Tomasz? – you work for the agency, not for us, if anybody asks you, OK? You get six quid an hour, but for every hour you work you do another voluntary, OK?”

  “So is six quids for one hour, or two hour?”

  “No, six quid an hour. The other hour is voluntary, like I said. You don’t have to do it. There’s always plenty that do. Ukrainians, Romanians, Bulgarians, Albanians, Brazilians, Mexicans, Kenyans, Zimbabweans, you lose track. Jabber jabber jabber round here. Day and night. It’s like United bloody Nations. We used to get a lot of Lithuanians and Latvians, but Europe ruined all that. Made ’em all legal. Like the Poles. Waste of bloody time. Started asking for minimum wages. Chinesers are the best. No papers. No speekee English. No fuckin’ clue what’s goin’ on. Mind you, some folk do take advantage. Like them poor bleeders down at Morecambe. Jabber jabber jabber into the mobile phone, tide comin’ in, and nobody’s got a clue what they’re on about. What’s the point of having foreigners if you got to pay ’em same as English, eh? That’s why we went over to the agency. Let them take care of all that.”

  Darren finished the paperwork and with a flourish thrust the passport back across the desk to Tomasz. Tomasz understood from this that he was now in some oblique way employed by Vitaly. He was getting a bad feeling about this job.

  (excerpts)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- to show you the ropes - å vise deg hvordan du gjør noe / å vise deg korleis du gjer noko

-- accommodation - bosted, losji / bustad, losji, husvære

-- barn - låve

-- SAWS = Seasonal

-- Agricultural Workers Scheme. The SAWS allows farmers and growers in the UK to recruit overseas workers to undertake work that is both seasonal and agricultural.

-- Concordia – a not-for-profit organisation whose aim is to provide young people with opportunities for international work experience. One way it does this is to bring students from abroad to work on farms in the UK.

-- voluntary - frivillig

-- minimum wage - minstelønn

-- flourish - feiende bevegelse / feiande rørsle

-- oblique - indirekte
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>>>> Activities

1. Explaining Phrases
Find the following phrases and then explain what they mean in terms of the context by choosing the best of three

alternatives. From the first extract:

a) … but nothing can prepare you for the sheer excess of this city

-- Andriy and Irina are overwhelmed by the number of people, cars, shops, choices and wealth that they see.

-- Andriy and Irina are overwhelmed by the size of London.

-- Andriy and Irina are overwhelmed and react somewhat negatively to the number of people, cars shops, choices and wealth that they see.

b) … on the threshold of uncharted sin

-- Andriy is about to make a move on Irina.

-- They are disgusted by a porn shop.

-- They feel somehow guilty looking at all the many goods and wares in the shops.

c) … every corner of the globe has been rifled

-- They are thinking of stealing goods from a store.

-- The narrator is suggesting that capitalist society has taken things indiscriminately from other parts of the world to sell for profit in London.

-- The narrator is suggesting that the stores are selling stolen goods.

d) … rubbing shoulders in the pavements without even looking at each other

-- Andriy is thinking about how to get closer to Irina.

-- They are reacting to the impersonality of the crowds.

-- They feel that everyone is afraid of each other.

e) … it was worse than contempt. She looked straight through him.

-- Andriy does not like the way the woman looked at him.

-- Andriy feels the woman was checking him out.

-- Andriy is depressed because it was like he didn’t even exist to this woman.

f) … his clothes made him invisible

-- Andriy feels suddenly embarrassed at the way he is dressed.

-- Andriy thinks Irina is ignoring him.

-- Andriy is embarrassed by his clothes in comparison to the way others are dressed.

g) … and such want back home?

-- Andriy is confused by the contrast between this London street and what it is like in Ukraine.

-- Andriy is thinking about people back home.

-- Andriy is confused by the contrast between this London street and what it is like in Ukraine; after all they work hard too. 
From the second extract:

h) … but his imagination failed

-- Tomasz is not an imaginative man.

-- Tomasz was unable to think because he was working so hard.

-- Tomasz found it hard to imagine so many chickens in one place.
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i) So is six quids for one hour, or two hour?

-- Tomasz is unsure how he is to be paid.

-- Tomasz is wryly suggesting that he is not fooled by the way he is being paid.

-- Tomasz wants to know how much he is being paid.

j) … but Europe ruined all that

-- Other European countries offered better jobs.

-- Other European countries wouldn’t let their citizens work in the UK.

-- The European Union made regulatory laws which gave European workers more rights.

2. Discussion
The two extracts reveal contrasts between the characters and British society, and contrasts that the characters notice in British society. For example: The cars on London streets / the cars in Ukraine – the contrast is between extremely luxurious cars and old wrecks being driven in Ukraine, which again underlines the differences in the two societies.

a) Find the contrast for each of the following in the text:

-– well-ordered streets/pavements

-– excess of choice in shops

-– clothes worn by Irina and Andriy

-– pay for one hour

b) What point is the author trying to make with each of these contrasts?

c) What picture do we form of the effects of the global labour market as portrayed in these extracts?

d) In the novel Irina sees opportunity all around her; Andriy sees injustice. Do you see examples of this contrast (opportunities/injustice) in modern Norway?

e) What does the exchange with the beggar woman reveal about Irina and Andriy?

f) This text uses a third-person omniscient narrator, which means that the narrator knows what Andriy and Tomasz are thinking and shares their thoughts with the reader – so at times it is almost like a first-person point of view. What do we get to know about the characters from this way of telling the story?
3. Language
a) Throughout Two Caravans the characters sprinkle their speech with expressions such as “mister clever nosy-poker”, “devil’s bum” and their euphemism for sex, “to make possibility”. Some of the language shows that the characters are speaking English as a foreign language. Read through the extract and find three examples of this. What effect does this create?

b) Match the words with their definitions. Write which word class each word belongs to in the second group. 
Word 
-- Vivid

-- Linger

-- Furtive

-- Surfeit

-- Ritle

Definition 
-- to steal and carry away 
-- sharp, intense 
-- an overabundant  supply 
-- to be slow in parting or in quitting something 
-- secretive, stealthy, sly
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4. Comparing Genres
You have read two extracts from Two Caravans about exploitation of foreign workers. Here is an extract from a BBC news report on illegal workers in the UK.

a) How does this text differ in style from the Two Caravans extracts?

b) What is the purpose of each text and how is this reflected in the style? 
{{Rammetekst:}} 
What is perhaps more shocking is the extent to which some sectors of British industry – from manufacturing to food

production and construction – have come to depend on cheap foreign labour.

  Many of the things we take for granted – cheap fresh food in supermarkets, affordable designer clothes – rely, to a greater or lesser extent, on the exploitation of foreign migrants, working legally or illegally in the UK, often

in appalling conditions.

  Official figures are hard to come by, but some estimates suggest there are as many as half a million illegal migrant

workers in the UK, mostly concentrated in the South East. Many more are here legally, but earn less than the minimum wage and are forced to work in dangerous conditions, with no training.

  They are often exploited by the shadowy middle men – so-called gangmasters – and employment agencies that have sprung up to service the flexible labour demands of the multinationals.
{{Slutt}} 

5. Writing

Choose one task:

a) The extracts from Two Caravans are about strangers in a strange land. Write a short story entitled “Stranger in a Strange Land”. Let your imagination flow.

b) Labour immigration is an issue in Norway as well. Write either an expository essay on labour immigration in Norway, or a persuasive essay arguing your opinion on labour immigration and foreign workers.

6. Quick Research

The text mentions an incident at a place called Morecambe. Go to our website and find out what happened there (the incident occurred in February 2004). Why do you think this was mentioned in Two Caravans? What does this incident tell us about the conditions of foreign workers in the UK?

{{Bildetekst:}} 
A lone shoe on the beach in Morecambe, 5 February 2004

{{Slutt}} 

---- 310 til 356
Did you ever look into a mirror and wish you were someone else? Now imagine if the whole world was your mirror and you couldn’t stop seeing what you wished to be no matter where you looked. How would that feel? The girl you are about to meet knows that feeling. It is the feeling of being on the outside looking in.

xxx3 Blonde - by Katherine Min

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

Blonde: dark yellow, gaudy as margarine; deep like a buttercup held to the chin; soft, the silky-headed down of chicks; the color of cold, precious metals like the shining luster of gold or platinum, silver-foiled and heavy; garish like an albino rock star’s hair, not white out of age, but

obliterating, like the sun that no one can look into because it is too hot.

  We are a dark race, unified by a strict genetic conformity. Our great, great ancestors were Mongol horsemen who rode the desert plains of Asia in wild pursuits and conquests. The eyes, they say, are an evolutionary adaption – hooded, small, angled slightly upward to thwart the spraying sand. Dark hair and skin to sustain the onslaught of unwavering sun.

  The stories my father told me about ourselves. That God burned the first loaf, undercooked the second, baked the third golden brown; that we were superior people, smarter – civilization predating Egypt, five thousand years old, inventors of a printing press two hundred years before Gutenberg, of iron-clad battleships before the Spanish Armada. 

  I would have given it all to look like Lisa Ogleby. Graceful Lisa in her tartan skirts, with hair the color of gold, cut straight across and down, hanging in the collar of her soft cotton blouses. Her eyes were like quartz geodes, the blue in them too pale, seeming to give off light. She and I played with Barbies, also blonde, with nublike breasts that had no nipples. We dressed them in go-go dresses with plastic boots and made them fall off furniture summits to meet strange, mangled deaths on the

hardwood floor. Occasionally, we’d have invisible, vaguely imagined Ken men stage rescues, leading to embarrassing displays of gratitude on Barbie’s part, stripped bare and rocking back and forth inside the dust ruffle of the living-room ottoman.

  Once, Lisa’s cat pounced on a Barbie, dragging it in her mouth as though it were one of her young.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- gaudy - glorete, grell

-- buttercup - smørblomst/smørblom(ster)

-- down - dun

-- garish - blendende/blendande

-- obliterating - tilintetgjørende/tilinkjesgjerande

-- conformity - konformitet

-- conquest - erobring

-- to thwart - å motarbeide

-- to sustain - å holde ut / å halde ut

-- to predate - å være eldre enn / å vere eldre enn

-- geode – krystall

-- nublike - som ligner små klumper / som liknar små klumpar

-- summit - fjelltopp

-- ottoman - sjeselong

{{Slutt}} 
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{{Bildetekst:}} 

Andy Warhol: “Orange Marilyn”, 1964

{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Et fotografi av Marilyn Monroe. Bildet er tatt med en spesiell linse slik at det får et spesielt uttrykk

{{Slutt}} 
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We chased her around the house, finally wrenching it free. Its left breast had been disfigured, the nub chewed almost clearly away, and there were sharp points embedded in her side like Saint Sebastian’s martyrdom. 
  When we played together, I would hold Lisa in my sight like an assassin. I studied her movements, her laughter like low sneezing, the way her part was etched down the middle, revealing a reddish scalp. “Studying to be blonde,” I called it to myself, should the occasion present itself. A story I told to others, that I believed myself sometimes – that I was adopted, my mother English or a Swede, beautiful, perhaps noble, blonde and blue-eyed and fair. I saw her in a tower window, memory from a picture book, vision from a fairy story. My father was a marauding Asian prince, descendent of the Mongol hordes, who swept her up in a conqueror’s embrace, forcing her love with his proven

courage.

  Something strange, dimly understood, something to do with high tech, with science and the miracle of modern medicine, made it possible that my true identity was being hidden beneath the surface. That the dazzling blonde I was could be uncovered by a surgeon’s blade, that underneath the black hair, the keenly adapted dark skin, was a girl of pure gold, Goldilocks or Shirley Temple, even, one day perhaps, Marilyn Monroe.

  No one really believed me, of course, except stupid Doris Filcher, with whom I sat on the schoolbus. Her dry mouth opened, dull eyes widening to half dollars. She received my story as gospel, as the truest word ever spoken, and went home to tell her parents.

  “My mom says you’re making up stories,” she said to me the next day. “She’s gonna call your mom and tell her you’re telling lies to people.” She settled her hands primly in her lap and stared straight ahead.

  “Don’t lie to people,” my mother said when I got home. “It’s embarrassing.”

  “That’s not the issue,” my father said, impatiently. “The Filchers are unimaginative idiots. There’s nothing wrong with making up stories. But you’ve got to be proud of yourself, Jean.” He looked at me carefully. “You’ve got to like who you are.”

  Another ethnic feature – a flat nose. More adaptation to sand. Keep it close to the face and not a lot can fly in. It must have been very useful to my Mongolian forefathers. But we live in a fertile country with clearly delineated seasons and a rich, loamy soil. I lie in bed at night with a clothespin straddling my nose bridge. “Please God, make me a new nose, make me a new nose …” a whining, nasal prayer punctuated by gasping mouth-breaths.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- assassin - morder/mordar

-- scalp - hodebunn/hovudbotn

-- marauding - plyndrende/plyndrande

-- dazzling - blendende/blendande

-- gospel - evangelium

-- primly - pertentlig/pertentleg

-- feature - trekk

-- fertile - fruktbar

-- to straddle - å sitte på tvers over / å sitje på tvers over

{{Slutt}} 
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Lisa Ogleby and I fought over the Barbie doll with the retractable hair, breaking the mechanism in her belly that made it work. She shoved me into the wall and stamped off to tell her mother. I held the broken Barbie in both hands. Its tangled hair would neither shrink nor grow no matter how I tugged and pushed, and I knew somehow it was hopeless, that whatever was wrong could never be fixed.

  My father bought me a wig. It was lying on my bed one day when I got home from school, a cheap yellow thing that I mistook from a distance for a puppy, one of those low-to-the-ground rug rats favored by aging movie stars.

  “You want to be blonde,” my father said, “be blonde. Let’s see.”

  I put it on with uncertain fingers – the hollow for the head was made of rigid burlap – and adjusted it awkwardly in the mirror, unable to discover the proper front of it. Shyly, I looked out into the image that was myself. My head gleamed; it sparkled; it reflected light like tiny strands

of glass. The hairs were stiff and thick, golden wires of electric current that floated above my head. I stared at myself, tilted my chin, and smiled in Lisa Ogleby’s sleepy way, as though her sunlit secrets had suddenly flashed into my brain.

  My mother and father came in. They tried not to show it, but laughter welled up in them until they burst. They collapsed on the bed. They laughed and laughed until their eyes filled with tears.

  I stared into the mirror, at my dark, centerless eyes, searching for Lisa’s face, the blonde wig on my head like the usurper’s uneasy crown.

{{Gloser:}} 

-- wig - parykk

-- burlap - grovt lerret

-- electric current - elektrisitet

-- to burst - å sprekke

-- usurper - en som tilraner seg noe / ein som ranar til seg noko

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text
a) Who does the girl want to be like and why?

b) What positive features of her ancestral background does the girl’s father tell her about?

c) What elaborate story does she dream up about herself?

d) What happens when she tells the story to Doris Filcher?

e) What is the main advice her father gives her?

f) Which of her own physical features is she not satisfied with?

g) What does the girl try to do with the Barbie doll after it breaks?

2. Giving Opinions
We are often asked for our opinions on everything from fashion to politics. In the classroom, you are often asked to give your opinion about literature. Study the following

list of phrases and then look at the following statements about the story and say whether you agree or disagree varying your language as much as possible. Sit in groups of three or four and don’t be afraid to voice your opinions.

-- I agree that …

-- I don’t agree at all that …

-- In my opinion …

-- I definitely think that …

-- I think that …

-- Well, …

-- If you ask me …

-- Actually, …

-- In my view …

-- There’s no doubt that …

-- I strongly believe that 
-- Surely …

-- I suppose that …

-- I disagree entirely …

-- On the contrary …

-- I’m not sure that …

-- I’m afraid I don’t agree that …

-- I partly agree that …

-– This is the story of one girl’s envy.

-- This is a story about the harm caused by playing with Barbie dolls.

-– The moral of this story is not to tell stories.

-– This is a story about abusive parents who laugh at their child.

-– This is the story about a young girl uncomfortable with herself.

-– This is the story of a girl who has identity problems.

-– This story shows how young people can be affected by the prevalent images of perfection in society.

3. Discussion
Discuss the following in pairs or small groups:

a) Why do you think the girl was so keen on being blonde?

b) What do you think about the parents’ solution to their daughter’s identity issues?

c) How is the wig described when she first sees it, and how is it described when she puts it on and looks in the mirror? What is the effect of this contrast?
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d) Discuss what the last sentence of the story means.

e) Stereotypes (see p. 250) is a theme in this story. Where do these stereotypes come from? Do they also exist in Norway?

f) The Barbie doll, a very American toy, is equipped with incomplete breasts. It would appear that having an anatomically correct doll is too controversial in America. How do you react to the Barbie doll’s appearance?

g) Discuss what you think are stereotypes of Norwegians. If you have any exchange students in your class or at your school, ask them what they think. Make a list of the stereotypes. You might be able to use this in your writing work below.

4. Language
a) Find three words in the first paragraph of the short story that give a negative description of “blonde” and four positive references to “blonde” in the same paragraph. What does this contrast tell us about the main character’s feelings?

b) A student has written a summary of the story that needs some help both with regard to its language and with regard to facts. Rewrite it so it is improved, and write comments explaining your changes and how they improve the text.

_This is a story about a girl. She has this idea about being blonde. She is Chinese or something. She wants to look like Lisa Ogleby. She is graceful. They play with

Barbies. The Barbies are blonde too. The girl really likes Lisa and has a good friend in Doris Filcher. Doris’s mother tries to help the girl. The father likes the Filchers. The father wants the girl to want to be who she is. Nothing more. Her father bought her a wig so she could look good.

The parents were happy when she put on the wig._
5. Writing
“Typisk norsk” is an expression often heard on television and in commercials. Write a personal text about this, based on one of the approaches below.

-– This is just mindless stereotyping.

-– There are things about a people that are special and typical and which we should be proud of.

-– Once we were typical, now we’re not.

-– More typical Norwegian, please!
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Outside and inside are relative terms. It depends on where you stand and how you feel about it. Native Americans have always been inside America, even before there was an America. Yet they are often viewed as outsiders by the white majority. Naturally, this has led them to have a certain skepticism about communicating with the white man, and a certain ironic understatement. You will find both in the story below.

xxx3 Panache - by William Patrick Kinsella

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

Me and Frank Fencepost and a few other guys have been taking a course the government offers on how to be mechanics. The first year of the course was just about over and Mr. Nichols, our English teacher was helping some of us write job application letters so we can maybe get work and earn some money in the summer. 

  The last talk that Mr. Nichols gave us in English class is one that I will never forget. His lecture was all about a word called panache, which is supposed to mean something like a proud warrior. He showed us pictures of warriors with big curled feathers, and he told us that anybody can act like he’s got those feathers. If we stand tall and have the right attitude then we can have panache and look like we’re warriors wearing a war bonnet – even if we’ve really just got on jeans and a T-shirt. I make sure I remember what it is he tells us, but I don’t figure I have a chance to use it for maybe a long time.

  Me and Frank and Tom Pony all got hired by a coal mine a good long way from our reserve here at Hobbema. We have to take a company bus about 25 miles out to the mine and boy do the guys we’re going to work with ever look funny at us on the way out. “Maybe they don’t have no Indians in this part of the country,” whispers Frank. “Maybe they do,” says Tom Pony. I never even dreamt there were places like this mine. They’ve got there what they call trucks but they are three men tall. I’m almost six feet tall but I don’t even come to the top of one wheel. These trucks go up and down narrow little trails and then back up to the very edge of what sure looks like hell to me, and dump their load. The rocks go down, over 500 feet into a pit that has been burning for maybe twenty years. We don’t have to drive the trucks and I’m sure glad about that. We’re just going to do odd jobs. That is if we ever get to work, because when the shifts change everybody has a big meeting with the foreman.

{{Gloser:}} 

-- term - begrep/omgrep

-- understatement - underdrivelse/underdriving

-- panache - bravur, stil el. Fjærpryd (fjørpynt) / bravur, stil el. fjørpynt

-- application - søknad

-- warrior - kriger/krigar

-- feathers - fjær/fjør

-- war bonnet - hodepynt brukt i krig / hovudpynt brukt i krig

-- coal mine - kullgruve/kolgruve

-- reserve - reservat

-- trail - vei/veg

-- edge - kant

-- load - last

-- odd jobs - småjobber/småjobbar

{{Slutt}} 
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We don’t have to figure too hard to guess that it’s about us.

  All the men wear bright red overalls and yellow hardhats and with the dust and smoke hanging around all over, it sure reminds me of a picture I’ve seen once of all the devils in hell. “We ain’t gonna have no so-and-so Indians work here,” says a big man with a beer belly and yellow

hair. “I don’t like it any better than you, Gunderson,” says the foreman. Then he goes into a long story about how the government gives money to the mine, but if the mine takes the money it’s got to hire some guys like us. They argue for a long time. Gunderson says there is no way

the men are going to work if we work.

  “Look,” says the foreman, “I’m going to put the tall one up in the tower with a pencil and the other two on odd jobs. You won’t even know they’re here.” Gunderson went and had a powwow with the other men. “As long as they don’t touch none of the equipment. We don’t want them to screw nothing up. It’s dangerous enough here without guys like

that working on our machines.” I can tell right then that we aren’t going to get to do any mechanic work even though that’s what we’ve been trained to do for the last year. “I think they are afraid of us,” says Frank. “Should I show them my knife? That Gunderson guy’s hair would sure

look good on my belt.”

  What happens is we don’t get to do much of anything. I count the loads each truck dumps but some other guy counts them too. Frank sweeps the floor of the garage and when he finishes, he sweeps it again. Tom Pony stands out near where the trucks back up. He is supposed to wave them back and signal them when to stop which would be an important job, except that all the drivers put the truck where they want it and don’t pay any attention to Tom – except a couple of them tried to run him over once or twice.

  Gunderson, he has all the men except us sign their names on a paper sheet that he’s going to send to the head office of the mine, so they have to get rid of us. But the paper never got sent because that afternoon Gunderson had his accident. I was way up in the tower so all I could do was watch. Gunderson is backing his truck up to the edge of the pit but he comes up really fast to try to scare Tom Pony and goes a few feet too far and the rock starts to crumble away from under the back wheels. He tries to pull forward but all that keeps the truck from going down is the forward pull of the wheels.

  “Jump!” yells the foreman, but Gunderson is all tangled up and hangs there like a monkey on a stick.

  What happens next I don’t believe if I don’t see. Tom Pony is right at the edge looking at where the rock is breaking away. Afterward, every body says how Tom is a hero and all, and what a good Indian he is because he saved Gunderson’s life even though he was trying to get Tom fired.
{{Gloser:}} 
-- hardhats - vernehjelm

-- to hire - å ansette / å tilsetje

-- powwow - rådslagning/rådslaging

-- equipment - utstyr

-- to screw up - å ødelegge / å øydeleggje

-- to sign - å skrive under på

-- accident - ulykke

-- tower - tårn

-- to crumble - å smuldre

-- pull - trekk-kraft

-- tangled up - innviklet/innvikla

{{Slutt}} 
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I don’t think Tom even knew who was in the cab. But I put myself in his place and figured that if that truck goes over, guess who’s going to get blamed, the Indian or the driver? Tom Pony he gets right out on the edge of the pit, digs in his foot and pushes against the wheel of the truck.

From way up where I am I can tell that for a few seconds that truck stops crawling backward. Those few seconds give Gunderson enough time to untangle and finally he jumps clear. Tom Pony isn’t so lucky.

{{Bildeforklaring:}}

En fotomaontasje i indinersymboler og motiv

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 

-- cab - styrehus

-- to untangle - å komme løs / å komme laus

{{Slutt}} 
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He’s got no place to jump clear and the rig goes over the bank and takes Tom with it.

  That night we all sit around the bar down at the Timberline Hotel in Hinton. Gunderson is our best friend now and so is just about everybody else. They sure buy us a lot of beer and say what good guys we are. Gunderson says that there should be a memorial of some kind for Tom Pony, even if they’re never going to be able to get his body up out of that burning pit. He passes the hat around the bar and collects a whole lot of bills, mostly tens and twenties.

  “We’re gonna buy a stone and put it on the side of the hill by the mine entrance for everybody to see,” Gunderson says. Everybody is happy.

  Me and Frank went with Gunderson the next morning down to the tombstone place. Gunderson talked to a man in a suit and a bright red tie who pointed out the different stones in the yard. 

  “This here’s the best we can get for the money we got.” Gunderson says finally, pointing at a shiny black stone.

  “It’s okay with me,” I say. It would be better if we gave the money to Tom Pony’s mother, but I don’t say that.

  “What do you want on it?” says the man in the suit.

  “Why couldn’t we just take the stone back with us to Hobbema?” says Frank. “We could take it on the bus. I’ll buy it a ticket myself and it can sit beside me just like Tom Pony did on the way down.”

  I was trying to think of what to put on the stone.

  “His name?” said the man.

  “Tom Pony.”

  “Thomas …”

  “No. Just Tom.”

  “Date of birth?”

  Frank and me looked at each other. “He was eighteen,” I said.

  “You want an inscription? You get up to six words free.”

  I couldn’t think of anything for a while, then I remember Mr. Nichols’ last lecture to us.

  “Panache,” I say.

  “What’s that?” said the tombstone man, who was making notes with a pencil.

  “It’s what I want on Tom Pony’s tombstone. Panache.”

  I had to spell it for him about six times before he got it right.

  “What is it anyway, some kind of Indian word?”

  “Yeah, I think it is,” I say.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- rig - lastebil

-- bank - kant

-- memorial - minnesmerke

-- bill - pengeseddel/pengesetel

-- entrance - åpning/opning

-- tombstone - gravstøtte

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities
1. Understanding the story
a) A journalist calls the foreman on the day after the accident where Tom Pony got killed. Imagine that you are listening in on their conversation. You cannot hear the journalist but you can guess what he is saying. Complete the conversation. 

Foreman: United Coal, Joey Jones speaking.

Journalist:

Foreman: Oh, from the Daily Post? Okay, I guess I can talk to you.

Journalist:

Foreman: Yes, a young boy. He was called Tom Pony. It was tragic.

Journalist:

Foreman: He was eighteen and he came from the reservation at Hobbema.

Journalist:

Foreman: No, there were three of them – all Indians.

Journalist:

Foreman: They had had some training as mechanics, but they only did simple jobs here.

Journalist:

Foreman: You see, the problem was that the other workers didn’t want to work with Indians.

Journalist:

Foreman: His job was to signal to the trucks so they wouldn’t fall off the edge of the pit.

Journalist:

Foreman: A driver called Gunderson tried to scare Tom Pony, but then the truck lost its grip.

Journalist:

Foreman: He saved Gunderson’s life, but then he fell down the pit himself.

Journalist:

Foreman: They have bought a tombstone.

Journalist:

Foreman: His name and the word “panache”, I think. I think it’s an Indian word.

Journalist:

Foreman: Goodbye.

b) Explain what the following mean in the context of the story by choosing the best alternative: – boy do the guys we’re going to work with ever look funny at us on the way out.

-- the guys don’t like the way they dress

-- the guys don’t like strangers

-- the guys are hostile to working with Indians

-– That Gunderson guy’s hair would sure look good on my belt.

-- he likes Gunderson’s hair

-- he is being ironic, playing to the prejudices of the others by suggesting he would take Gunderson’s scalp

-- he wants Gunderson’s scalp

-– I count the loads each truck dumps but some other guy counts them too.

-- they either don’t trust him in a simple job or they do it on purpose to make him look bad
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-- they have a double-checking system

-- it’s too difficult for him

-– But I put myself in his place and figured that if that truck goes over, guess who’s going to get blamed, the Indian or the driver?

-- the narrator finds a reason why Tom Pony would risk his life

-- the narrator realises that Tom Pony did not have to do what he did

-- the narrator realises where the blame is going to be put

-– “What is it anyway, some kind of Indian word?” “Yeah, I think it is,” I say.

-- the narrator guesses at the roots of the word “panache”

-- the narrator answers drily that the word really should have been an Indian word

-- the narrator does not know what the word means either

2. Discussion
Discuss in pairs or small groups:

a) How would you describe the way the three boys were treated at the mine? How did the workers act? What did the foreman do?

b) Frank Fencepost says about the white workers: “I think they are afraid of us.” What do you think he means here? Is he right?

c) What do you think is Tom Pony’s reason for saving Gunderson’s life?

d) Why is the short story called “Panache”, and is it a fitting word for Tom Pony’s tombstone?

3. Language
The narrator has a special ironic approach that can be referred to as understatement or deadpan. Look up these words in your dictionary. Deadpan is often used in humor. A

joke may seem funnier when the teller looks very serious, for example when the following is said with a very straight face:

  – Right now I’m having amnesia and déjà vu at the same time. I think I’ve forgotten this before.

  This joke works because it is contrasted with the deadpan expression.

In “Panache”, the deadpan approach contrasts how the Indians are treated and how they react in public with what they really understand and feel (which becomes clear to the reader).

a) Can you find any examples in the story where strong emotions are expressed, or is the narrator’s style deadpan throughout?

b) Here are a few examples of this type of understatement/deadpan in the story:

-– except a couple of them try to run him over once or twice

–- guess who’s going to get blamed

–- Gunderson is our best friend now

–- They sure buy us a lot of beer and say what good guys we are

–- “Yeah, I think it is,” I say.

  Write a brief explanation of what is meant by each of these phrases and what the narrator achieves by using this style.

c) Now, change the narrator. Imagine he is Gerry Nanapush, a fervent member of AIM, the American Indian Movement, and that he is never afraid to speak his mind. Instead of the deadpan approach the narrator has, Gerry says things like they are. Choose one of the phrases above or another part of the story where you find the narrator’s deadpan approach and write a dialogue where you change the narrator’s response to that of the activist Gerry Nanapush.

4. Writing
Choose one task:

a) When the journalist has finished talking to the foreman (see activity 1a), he writes an article about the accident in the coal mine. The headline is BOY (18) _killed in mine accident_. Now write the newpaper article.

b) The foreman had to write a report to his boss about the accident. Write the foreman’s report.

c) A few days after the accident, Gunderson writes his brother an e-mail to tell him about what happened. Write Gunderson’s e-mail.

d) Write a short story about someone who experiences discrimination.

5. Listening – sure you can ask me a personal question
One of the most irritating things about being an outsider is that all the insiders feel free to ask you about all the things they think they already know about you, just to

be “nice”. Consider the poem “Sure You Can Ask Me a Personal Question” by Diane Burns, for example. You can listen to it on the Access CD. Discuss these questions

afterwards:

a) What kind of stereotypical images of Native Americans are mentioned or implied in the poem?

b) What does the following line refer to: “Yeah, it was awful what you guys did to us.”

c) “Some of us can’t drink enough.” Why do you think she says this?

d) Do you agree with the way the poem is read? What do you think the overall tone of the poem is?
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xxx2 Chapter 7 – Values in Conflict
{{Bildetekst:}} 
The front windshield of a car used by western journalists after unidentified gunmen shot at it in Latifya, Iraq, 7 May 2004

{{Bildeforklaring:}}

Det er et kulehull i bilruten vi ser 
{{Slutt}} 
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There are basically two kinds of conflict in the world: conflicts of interest – over things – and conflicts of values – over beliefs. In this section we are primarily interested in the second kind, examining how values can lead us to view the same events, actions and people in very different ways. Sometimes this leads to insight. Sometimes to open conflict about what is desirable or undesirable, acceptable or unacceptable, and, finally, good or evil.

  “Home is where the heart is,” they say. Does that mean that other places are heartless? In the following two excerpts we meet Dave, a young Englishman visiting India for the first time and Hari, an Indian encountering America. Both find that what they consider natural and normal at home is suddenly seen as odd and difficult in their new environment.

xxx3 Two Travellers’ Experiences

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

Dave: I had heard the old cliché about how when you arrive in India, it’s like stepping into an oven, but this hadn’t prepared for me the fact that when you arrive in India, it is like stepping into an oven. 

  Delhi airport was ... it was just taking the piss. That number of people simply couldn’t fit into such a small space and not end up eating each other. It wasn’t possible. And no one else even seemed to notice that it was crowded.   

  After queuing for several hours at immigration, we escaped the airport and discovered that it was even madder outside. The minute we were in the open air, several rugby teams of smelly men launched themselves at us and tried to pull us to bits, so that we could send separate limbs to town on different forms of transport. Mugged while inside an oven. And all the guys who were trying to get us into their taxis looked so poor and desperate that I just wanted to go home straight away.

  Liz noticed that the other backpackers from our flight had got on a bus, so we breast-stroked through the crowd and clampered in behind them. The engine was already on, and we took our seats, relieved that we had made it in time. The driver pointed angrily at our bags, then at the roof of the bus. I noticed that no one else on the bus had their bags with them, so we got out of the bus and found ourselves back in a different crowd of people, all of whom seemed to be offering to put our stuff on the roof of the bus. I was convinced that they’d steal our ruck- sacks the minute I turned my back so I tried to climb up myself, but

some guy with a red turban on, which gave him the appearance of being the chief bag-putter-on-roofer, pulled me off the ladder and tugged at my bag.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- conflict of interest - interessekonflikt

-- conflict of values - verdikonflikt

-- it was just taking the piss – det var fullstendig latterlig / det var fullstendig latterleg

-- crowded - overfylt

-- to launch - å kaste

-- mugged - ranet/rana

-- to do the breast-stroke – å svømme brystsvømming / å symje brystsymjing

{{Slutt}} 
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I relented, and let him take our rucksacks. I watched him all the way and saw him lash down the bag with a rope. He looked as if he knew what he was doing, and there were several other bags up there already, so I decided that maybe it was all reasonably legal. When he came back down, he started doing a strange upward nodding gesture and saying “munee – munee”.

  “He wants money,” said Liz.

  “Why should I give him money? It’s his job. I was quite willing to put it up there myself.”

  “Just give him some money, for God’s sake. I’ll get in and grab some seats.”

  “I haven’t got any money yet, have I? It doesn’t exactly look like he takes traveller’s cheques.”

  “Just give him anything.”

  “Like what? A roll of loo paper? Yesterday’s Guardian?”

  She ignored me and got on the bus.

  “Munee. Munee.”

  “I haven’t got any.”

{{Gloser:}} 
-- to relent - å gi etter

-- to lash down - å surre fast

-- reasonably - noenlunde/nokolunde
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“Munee.”

  He was beginning to tug at my clothes now, and the crowd of onlookers was closing in.

  “Look, mate – I haven’t got any money yet. I have to go to a bank.”

  “Munee!”

  I turned out my pockets to show him that I didn’t have any money, and out fell a whole load of English coins. He gave me an evil stare, then bent over to pick up the coins. There was a mini riot while several people scrabbled for the cash, so I sneaked away and got into the bus, hoping that I’d be out of sight before they realized that it was only English money.

  During the bag episode all the seats had gone, and Liz was standing somewhere near the back. I went and joined her.

  “Just in time,” I said.

  Half an hour later, with the bus jammed full of people, the driver started revving the engine.

  Half an hour after that, with the bus containing twice as many people as it had when I’d thought it was full, and with the man in the red turban still shouting at me through the window, we crawled out of the airport.

  “This is awful,” I said.

  “What’s awful?” said Liz.

  “This. Everything.”

  “What did you expect?” she said, with an unforgiving glare.

  “Is this what it’s meant to be like?”

  “Yes. It’s India.”

  “Jesus. I don’t believe this.”

  I suddenly felt as if my stomach had been filled with pebbles. This was all wrong. I’d come to the wrong place. I hadn’t eaten anything yet, and I felt sick already – from the heat, the crowds, the claustrophobia – and pure blind fear.

  What the hell had I done? Why had I come to this awful country? I was going to hate it. I already knew. There was no way I could possibly get used to any of this. And now I was stuck here.

  This was bad. This was very bad.

  (Excerpt from Are You Experienced? by William Sutcliffe)

Hari: “_eat or be eaten_.” I read these words on a T-shirt worn by an obese woman munching on a foot-long hamburger and sucking at a bottle of Mountain Doo. This is her midnight snack. The slogan on the shirt swells at its extremities, shrinks slightly in the centre (around the word  “be”) and all the letters tend to shudder when the woman takes a laboured breath.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- to tug - å dra, å trekke / å dra, å trekkje

-- onlooker - tilskuer/tilskodar

-- riot - opprør

-- to scrabble - å krafse

-- to rev - å ruse motoren

-- pebbles - småstein

-- scholarship - stipend

-- obese - smellfeit

-- to munch - å gumle

-- extremity - ytterpunkt

-- to shrink - å krympe, å trekke seg sammen / å krympe, å trekkje seg saman
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Occupying two full seats, she is the most gigantic passenger in the bus: a veritable Mammoth among humans, round like the surface of the earth. Except for the hands that feed her and the evermoving mouth, her other body parts are inert. She might be 30 years old but her figure suggests that she has already consumed enough food to feed 30 million people and enough aerated drinks to irrigate as many acres. When her meal is finished, she fishes out a chocolate called a Chunky and, with eyes fixed on the road, puts the entire, pyramidshaped glob in her mouth.

  A couple behind me has started to talk. The sound of human voices in the darkness, in normal social intercourse, startles and pleases me. I have to restrain myself from turning around and joining in. I think of my travels on Indian buses and trains, with their fascinating array of

characters: the Westernised oriental gentleman, or WOG, who sits by the window reading his newspaper with an air of superiority. The Brahmin, recognised by his detached, meditative countenance. The bania, or the shopkeeper, whose unruly family can get nothing done without tearing their clothes and hair while simultaneously eyeing every snack hawker that passes by.
{{Gloser:}} 

-- to shudder - å skjelve

-- veritable - sann

-- inert - urørlig/urørleg

-- aerated - kullsyreholdig/kolsyrehaldig

-- to irrigate - å vanne / å vatne

-- acre - litt over fire mål

-- glob - klump

-- social intercourse – social omgang

-- to restrain - å legge bånd på seg / å leggje band på seg

-- Brahmin - bramin, braman (høyeste/høgaste kaste)

-- detached - reservert

-- meditative - ettertenksom/ettertenksam

-- countenance - uttrykk, mine

{{Slutt}} 

{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Et fotografi av en Greyhound bus med Los Angeles som destinasjon
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The officious middle-aged man who peddles advice to everyone but has trouble deciding where and how to position his suitcase. And of course, the dhoti – or pyjama-clad villager – who sits cross-legged and puffs endlessly on his bidis while watching, as it were, the world going by.

  On Indian trains, everyone shares food (with the possible exception of the WOG). A dozen people manage to squeeze into seats designed for three without a murmur of complaint. And no sooner does the journey begin than passengers start exchanging autobiographical information,

replete with the number of brothers and sisters, uncles and aunts, the political situation back in their home towns, the price of vegetables in the market, etc. etc.

  I tune into the couple’s conversation.

  The man’s voice: “The laws are far too liberal.”

  The woman’s: “You reckon?”

  “I’m a firm believer in castration for second-time rape offenders.”

  “Don’t you think castration is a bit harsh?”

  “Everyone has the right to one mistake – I can buy that.”

  It seems a difficult conversation to enter, but I take the plunge. I turn in my seat. “Castration is for animals.”

  He fixes me with piercing blue eyes and says: “Are you a Democrat or something?”

  Not quite understanding his question, I take out some peanut jaggery from my jacket that I brought from India. “Here, please have some.”

  “What in hell is that?” says the man.

  “Jaggery. Gujjak.”

  “Aaah!” The man recoils.

  “Is it sugar-free?” asks the woman.

  “Take it away, for God’s sake.”

  (Excerpt from Give ’em Hell Hari by Arjay Singh)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 

-- simultaneously - samtidig

-- hawker - gateselger/gateseljar

-- officious - geskjeftig

-- to peddle - å falby

-- rape offender - voldtektsforbryter/valdtektsforbrytar

-- jaggery - palmesukker
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>>>> Activities
1. Understanding the texts
In India:

a) What does “just taking the piss” mean?

b) How does the couple leave the airport?

c) Why is Dave afraid that his rucksack will be stolen?

d) What does the red-turbaned man want from him?

e) How does Dave handle the situation?

f) Why is he unhappy?

In America:

g) What is the first thing Hari sees when he enters the bus?

h) How does he react to the woman eating?

i) What does he enjoy about traveling by train in India?

j) Why does he enter into conversation with the people behind him?

k) How do they react?

2. Culture clash – expectation versus experience
In both these accounts, the narrators bring with them expectations that clash with what they experience. Match up the following contrasts:

Expectation 
-- room to move
-- polite help
-- calm
-- sitting
-- eating to live
-- traveling in crowds
-- company
-- sharing food
Experience

-- journeying alone

-- rejecting gifts

-- living to eat

-- privacy

-- desperation

-- extreme crowding

-- standing

-- aggressive assistance

3. Discussing Stereotypes
Work in pairs.

a) Skim the texts and see what examples of stereotypes (see p. 250) you can find in the two accounts you have just read. Make a list.

b) Are these stereotypes familiar to you? Where do you think you got them? Do you think that any of them contain a grain of truth?

c) Compare your findings with another pair’s.

4. Writing
Choose one task:

a) Write a short first-person account of either of the conflicts from the perspective of the man in the red turban or the man sitting behind the Indian.

b) You are Dave. Write a diary entry where you focus on today’s episode and your reactions to India as well as on your expectations for the coming three months. Include some thoughts on why you reacted the way you did. Use the first-person point of view. You could start like this: Dear diary, today I had the most terrible experience …

c) Write a description of one of your own trips abroad. What were your first impressions? Did these change with time?

5. Role Play
Form groups of three.

a) Dave phones his parents that first night in India. Act out the conversation between Dave and his mother and father. Find the balance between a true presentation of Dave’s worries and the risk of worrying his parents too strongly. The students who act out the role of parents should be extremely worried – they think India is a very dangerous place to go to.
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b) One of you plays Hari, one plays the man behind him on the bus and one of you plays the bus driver who doesn’t want any trouble on his bus from either of them. How does it end? 
6. Quick Research
“Backpacking” has been a trend among young people for many years. Go to access.cappelen.no to find resources, and then make a list of dos and don’ts for backpackers. (You might want to focus on giving advice to backpackers traveling in a specific country, for example India or the USA.)

{{Bildeforklaring:}}

Et fotgrafi av en person med ryggsekk som står og ser på en lystavle som gir informasjon om ulike tog eller fly avganger. Bildet er uklart

{{Slutt}} 
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Religion and science have two very different ways of viewing the world. One is based on faith. The other on experiment. In the past, the two have often been in open conflict. Is that the case today? Are they irreconcilable?

Some think so. See below.

{{Rammetekst:}} 

_Genesis on Display at “Creationist Disneyland”_ - By Peter Slevin

Petersburg, Ky. – At the Creation Museum, a fanciful Eden rises from the void. Adam appears, bearded and handsome, if slightly waxen. Eve emerges from his rib with luxuriant

hair and a kindly expression. Trees blossom and creatures frolic, evidence that all started well in God’s perfect world. In another scene, a pair of ancient children are playing a few feet away from a group of friendly dinosaurs. “We wanted to show people there’s no mystery with dinosaurs, we can explain them,” said Ken Ham, a co-founder of the socially conservative nonprofit ministry Answers in Genesis that built the $27 million facility near Cincinnati.

  Scientists say there’s a gulf of millions of years between man and the giant lizards, but according to the Creation Museum, they lived in harmony just a few thousand years ago. “People are just fascinated by dinosaurs, but they’ve sort of become synonymous with millions of years

and evolution,” Ham said.

  Despite the showmanship behind the museum opening in Petersburg on Monday, the evangelists who put it together contend none of the gleaming exhibits are allegorical. God did create the universe in six days, they say, and the Earth is about 6,000 years old. Biblical scenes are hardly a fresh phenomenon, either as expressions of faith or as missionary props. What separates the Creation Museum from its Bible-boosting brethren is the promoters’ assertion that they can prove through science that the Book of Genesis is true. All of it.

  “This may be fascinating, but it is nonsense,” said Lawrence Krauss, a theoretical physicist at Case Western Reserve University and a vocal defender of evolutionary science. “It’s fine for people to believe whatever they want. What’s inappropriate is to then essentially lie and say science supports these notions.” Eugenie Scott,

director of the National Center for Science Education, calls the sparkling facility “the creationist Disneyland”. When the museum opens, protesters plan to gather at the gates for a “Rally for Reason”.

  The Creation Museum mocks evolutionary science and invites visitors to find faith and truth in God. It welcomes its first paying guests just weeks after three Republican presidential candidates said they do not believe in evolution. Opinion polls suggest about half of Americans

agree. They dismiss the scientific theory that all beings have a common ancestor, believing instead that God created humans in one stroke.
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Similar numbers say the world’s age should be counted in thousands of years, not billions, as established science would have it. 

  For the record, mainstream scientists estimate the age of the Earth at 4.5 billion years, but don’t try telling that to Ham, an Australian-born evangelist and former high-school science teacher. “When you’re talking about origins,

you’re not talking about science,” Ham said as charter members snapped photographs in an early walk-through. “You’re talking about belief.” Museum exhibits suggesting that man coexisted with dinosaurs – which fossils show

became extinct millions of years before humans existed – rely on the notion that the evidence is simply open to interpretation.

  To put together a museum with pizzazz, the planners recruited Patrick Marsh, who created the “Jaws” and “King Kong” attractions at Universal Studios in Florida. The exhibits, backed by dozens of professionally produced videos, keep the action lively and the content coming: “to create something of a ‘Wow!’ factor,” said Ham, who expects 250,000 visitors the first year. “We’re going to blow people out of the water with how many people we’ll get,” Ham said. “A lot of non-Christians will come. You couldn’t blow them into church with a stick of dynamite, but they’ll come to this.” 

  One of the museum’s slogans is “Prepare to Believe”. The charter members touring the building already do. “This shows why the creationist view is so popular,” said Bill Haney, a retired steel-company worker from Ohio who values the museum as a counterpoint to public education and the certitude of mainstream scientists, of whom he said, “They don’t know what happened. They might be right. They might be wrong.”

  (The Washington Post, shortened)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- irreconcilable - uforenlig/uforlikeleg

-- Genesis - skapelsen/skapinga

-- display - utstilling

-- fanciful - fantasifull

-- void - tomrom

-- luxuriant - tykt, rikelig / tjukt, rikeleg

-- frolic - å leke, å hoppe, å sprette / å leike, å hoppe, å sprette

-- facility - anlegg, bygning

-- evolution - evolusjon

-- to contend - å hevde

-- props - rekvisitter/rekvisittar

-- assertion - påstand

-- evolutionary science - evolusjonslæren/evolusjonslæra

-- to mock - å håne

-- origin - opprinnelse/opphav

-- exhibit - utstilling

-- to coexist - å leve samtidig med

-- extinct - utryddet/utrydda

-- pizzazz - fart, fres

-- counterpoint - motvekt

-- certitude - overbevisning/overtyding

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. Anderstanding the article
a) Who built the Creation Museum?

b) How old is the earth, according to the people who built the museum?

c) What do scientists think of the evangelists’ contentions?

d) Why is a “Rally for Reason” being planned?

e) About how many Americans do not believe in evolution?

f) How old is the earth, according to scientists?

g) What does the museum suggest about humans and dinosaurs?

h) Why does Ken Ham believe that the museum will be popular?

2. Discussion
Forms groups of three and discuss the following:

a) “When you are talking about origins, you’re not talking about science. You’re talking about beliefs.” Do you agree? How can we best understand the beginning of things?

b) What does the world “allegorical” mean? How could the scenes portrayed in the museum be understood if they were meant to be allegorical?

c) Creationalists defend their ideas by saying that scientific evidence is open to interpretation. Isn’t this correct? Or is there a flaw in their argument?

d) The evangelists who built this museum believe that science must give way to faith. Can you think of any examples where this might be correct?

3. Language
a) Find words in the text that correspond to the following: play – building – unsuitable – contend – guess – claim – shiny – ideas – prehistoric

b) Contest. Use the words you found in activity 3a to make five sentences, choose a partner and read your sentence aloud, minus the word you used. You partner guesses the word. Whoever gets the most words correct, wins.

4. Writing
Choose one task:

a) Have you heard of other instances in which science and religion have been in conflict? If so, write a short account of the conflict.

b) You have just visited the Creation Museum and you write a short letter home to your family describing the place and your reactions to it.

c) Write a caption to go with the picture below.
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Can technology change values? Some believe that the dawning age of digital information technology is creating a new generation motivated by new desires and ideals tied to the global consumer economy. Others deplore the spread of what they view as old wine in new bottles. You will find a little of both below.

{{Rammetekst:}} 
_Children of the Web_ - By Steve Hamm

It’s a simple sales pitch, really: Hey, dude, spray Axe deodorant all over your body, and you will become irresistible to beautiful young women. But what Russell Taylor, the Axe vice-president, proposed doing with that straightforward idea was ambitious. He wanted to turn it into a truly global marketing message, one that would work

in all 75 countries where Unilever (UN) sells Axe. The solution that came back from advertising agency BBH was to invent a new phrase that guys would hear as an international expression of lust – a female wolf whistle heard around the world.

  The moment of truth came on Feb. 27, 2006, at a high-pressure meeting in a spacious conference room at BBH’s London offices. Flanked on one side by marketing materials hidden under plain brown paper and on the other by windows looking out over London’s ultrahip Soho neighborhood, BBH account manager Barney Robinson pitched the strategy to Taylor and his Axe marketing team. Robinson, an Elvis Costello look-alike dressed all in black, paused when the phrase his team had invented appeared on a screen, and a woman’s sexy voice snarled out of a loudspeaker: “Bom Chicka Wah Wah.” She made a sound like an electric guitar from a 1970s funk band. Taylor laughed out loud. He was sold.

  Over the coming months, Taylor’s brand managers would work with BBH to unleash a torrent of Bom Chicka Wah Wahs on the world, through TV ads, videos destined for YouTube, and online games. Unilever, based in London, began rolling out the campaign worldwide. But from here on it will be up to millions of young people from Brooklyn to Borneo to catch the phrase and make it stick with the persistence of

Homer Simpson’s “D’oh”. Even after more than a year immersed in the plan, Taylor, a slim, blond Brit, admits trepidation about whether it will succeed: “You get a feeling of Bloody hell! – because it’s not what you normally do as a brand manager. It’s an act of faith.”

  Better get used to it. Flying blind is the unavoidable consequence of coming to terms with today’s most important demographic group: the tens of millions of digital elite who are in the vanguard of a fast-emerging global youth culture. Because of smartphones, blogs, instant messaging, Flickr, MySpace, Skype, YouTube, digg, and de.lic.ious, young people scattered all over are instantly aware of what’s happening to others like them everywhere else. This highly influential group, many of whom are also wellheeled,

is sharing ideas and information across borders and driving demand for consumer electronics, entertainment, autos, food, and fashion. Think of it as a virtual melting pot.

  The target customer for major brands is someone like Brazilian Fabricio Zuardi, 27. He grew up 180 miles from São Paulo and found a job via the Web with Silicon Valley tech startup Ning Inc. Zuardi now lives in California, in an apartment he located on craigslist.org. He has no traditional phone, preferring Skype Internetbased service. He doesn’t own a TV. In his spare time he posts items on his blog or writes software that he contributes to open-source development projects. 
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His taste in music is eclectic: Bob Dylan, Frank Sinatra, The Pogues. His friends are from all over, including Australia, Britain, Germany, and Slovenia. He has never met some of them face to face. “This is a generational shift,” says Ning co-founder and Web browser A video clip on youtube.com about Hong Kong’s “Bus Uncle”, 2 August 2006. This short, poorly filmed and grainy clip gained international attention and alerted many to the promotional potential of YouTube pioneer Marc Andreessen. 
{{Bildetekst:}} 

A video clip on YouTube.com about Hong Kong’s “Bus Uncle”, 2 August 2006. This short, poorly filmed and grainy clip gained international attention and alerted many to the promotional potential of YouTube.

{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Et fotografi av en pc der YouTube’s hjemmeside er slått opp på skjermen

{{Slutt}} 
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“A whole new generation grows up used to new technologies, and they’re just different.”

{{Bildetekst:}} 

South Korean models test-run internet-based telephones for Skype Technolgies, a Luxembourg-based multinational firm marketing the internet-based global communications business

{{Slutt}} 

_When worlds collide_
Part of what makes this phenomenon so challenging for US marketers is that America is no longer the center of the digital universe. The hippest US cities share the Web 2.0 spotlight with London, Mexico City, Moscow, Seoul, and

Tokyo. And while the US is the home base for Google and MySpace, a new generation of Web services is breaking out all over. Habbo, the most popular social networking site for children, comes from Finland. Joost, which presents free TV programming, including Comedy Central, over the Web, is based in Luxembourg. Moo, a maker of calling cards for Web denizens, is located in central London.

  Unilever’s Axe campaign shows how one company is coming to grips with doing business in this complexly wired world. It’s becoming truly digital. For the US launch, the company

posted three videos online that supposedly showed the “Axe effect” of women chasing men who used the spray. The videos were so much fun that millions of people forwarded them to

friends by e-mail in a massive viral outpouring. Marketers also created an online game wherein guys indicated the kind of young woman they were interested in and got recommendations on which Axe fragrance to buy. These online

shenanigans may seem trivial. But they helped Axe’s US business grow from zero in 2001 to more than $500 million last year.

_Kids in charge_
A key to the global digital youth market is that, at least so far, the kids are in charge. They’re used to being pitched products; many of them welcome it. But they’re turned off by clumsy attempts to win their approval and pry away their money. In many cases, rather than being entertained by others, they’d prefer to do it themselves: Witness all those wacky videos on YouTube. This has major implications for how products and marketing programs are conceived, planned, and executed. “It’s going to change

business and culture,” says Vicki Lynn, president of Satellite Events Enterprises, a company that stages online events. “The old hierarchical system is falling away. It’s now about the power of the people.”

  Companies have begun tapping the global youth demographic to recruit employees. Organizations can bolster their staffs by using social networks to find just the right skills wherever they are needed. For example, Ning Inc.

provides software tools for consumers to build their own social networking sites, and it was South Korean models test-run internet-based telephones for Skype Technologies, a Luxembourg-based multinational firm marketing the internet-based global communications business through its own software that Ning located Fabricio Zuardi in Brazil. 
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He had used Ning’s tools to build a social networking site for people interested in music. Ning engineers liked what

he was doing and engaged him in an online conversation. One day, Zuardi had the very pleasant surprise of finding a job offer from co-founder Marc Andreessen in his e-mail inbox. “For anyone in the world, the American dream is more accessible now,” says Zuardi. But that doesn’t make Zuardi an easy mark for a globalized pitch. The Brazilian isn’t a huge consumer. All of his T-shirts are black, and he doesn’t own a car. Also ... he doesn’t use Axe body spray. Says Zuardi: “I think some of the marketing campaigns lack good taste.” Bom Chicka Wah Wah, indeed.

  (shortened)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 

-- to deplore - å beklage

-- sales pitch - salgspresentasjon/salspresentasjon

-- advertising agency - reklamebyrå

-- lust - begjær

-- Look-alike - dobbeltgjenger/dobbeltgjengar

-- to snarl - å snerre

-- to unleash - å slippe løs / å sleppe laus

-- torrent - strøm/straum

-- persistence - iherdighet/idigskap

-- trepidation - nervøsitet

-- to fly blind - å ta sjanser / å ta sjansar

-- to be in the vanguard of – å være i spissen for / å vere i spissen for

-- well-heeled - rik

-- melting pot - smeltedigel

-- eclectic - allsidig

-- denizen - innbygger/innbyggjar

-- wired - sammenkoblet med ledninger / samankopla med leidningar

-- launch - lansering

-- viral outpouring - virusstrøm/virusstraum

-- fragrance - duft

-- shenanigans - fiksfakseri

-- to be turned off - å miste interessen / å miste interessa

-- to pry away - å lure fra / å lure frå

-- to be conceived - å bli uttenkt

-- to tap - å utnytte

-- to bolster - å styrke / å styrkje

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the article
Match up the following sentence halves: BBH account manager Barney Robinson global youth to recruit employees. Young people are instantly aware an easy mark for a globalized pitch. A whole new generation irresistible to beautiful young women. Companies have begun tapping pitched the strategy to Taylor. In his spare time he posts the company posted three videos online. But that doesn’t make Zuardi of what’s happening to others like them. For anyone in the world, is that the kids are in charge. Use Axe and you will be is growing up used to new technologies. Unilever, based in London, began items on his blog or writes software. For the US launch, rolling out the campaign worldwide. A key to the global digital youth market the American dream is now more accessible.

2. Discussion

Form groups of three and discuss the following:

a) Have you heard or seen an Axe commercial? What do you remember about it? What is your opinion of this ad campaign?

b) Do you know of other brand advertising slogans or catch-lines that are used to sell products internationally? What kinds of product? Have you bought any recently?

c) How many forms of digital communication are you familiar with? How many do you use daily? What is the most important form for you?

d) Do you feel your use of technology makes you different from earlier generations? If so, in what ways? Make a list and compare it with another group’s.

e) “Virtual reality has no center and no borders.” Discuss the implications of this statement.

f) Do you think that, on balance, new technology makes you more powerful or more vulnerable? Back up your opinion with examples.

g) Zuardi says, “For anyone in the world, the American dream is more accessible now.” What American dream do you think he is referring to? Is it “American” anymore?

3. Class Survey
This article claims that today’s youth meet and mingle on the web through a myriad of social networks, chat rooms, electronic bulletin board, blogs, YouTube, MySpace, and the like. Take a survey of the class.

-– How many pupils are in touch with such networks either passively or actively?

-– How important are they to users’ social life (very important, fairly important, rarely important, unimportant)?
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4. Vocabulary: Geek Terms
Try to match the words below with the definitions underneith: 
-- public domain 
-- blog 
-- cyberpunk 
-- googlewhack 
-- live support 
-- spider 
-- webafied 
-- wiki 
-- netscuse 
-- bread crumbs 
-- pull 
-- an internet slang term that describes using internet breakdowns as an excuse for not completing a task

-- a term used to refer to any program that has been made to be accessible to the web

-- aweb site navigation system that provides a trail for the user to follow back to the starting point of the website

-- all knowledge and innovations which have no legal owner and are available to all

-- an open and collaborative website made up of the collective work of many authors

-- to request data from another program or computer

-- a web page that serves as a publicly accessible personal journal for an individual

-- service that allows users to communicate in real time with businesses at their web site

-- a search term containing a combination of two or more words that will produce only one single search result in the Google search engine

-- slang term used to describe a lifestyle, or subculture based around technology

-- a program that automatically fetches web pages for search engines (also webcrawler)

5. Role Play

Make groups of four. You all work for an advertising agency. You have been asked to make a commercial that will have a special appeal to a Norwegian audience, but which

makes use of the basic elements of the “Bom Chicka Wah Wah” campaign.

a) Have a brainstorming session. Spend 10–15 minutes kicking around ideas (in English!). Find a suitable product.

b) Write up a short proposal for a commercial.

c) Join another group and present your proposal (in English) or, if you prefer, present them all for the class and then vote on which proposed commercial is best.
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6. Analyzing mass media
Form a group of three. Choose a TV or film commercial that you are all familiar with. Make an analysis of it explaining why it is memorable and evaluating how effective it is in selling its product.

7. Listening – love-seeking indians head online
India’s rapidly growing economy has led to transformation in the lives of its middle class – but how well have the country’s long-standing traditions stood the pace of change? Listen to the text on the Access CD or on access.cappelen.no to find out how new technology and old customs have intertwined to create novel opportunities

for love and marriage. Take notes to help you work together with a partner on the questions to the right.

a) What kind of husband did Sowmya’s parents want her to have?

b) How did Sowmya find Sandeep?

c) What does Sowmya think of arranged marriages?

d) What explanation is given for the success of India’s online matrimonial services?

e) What kinds of service do matrimonial agencies provide their customers?

f) Why has Savitha decided to use a matrimonial agency?

g) What kind of man is Savitha looking for?

h) What advantages does she feel online contact give her?

Discuss:

i) “Marriages based on love often end. Love comes and goes, but an arranged marriage has the weight of family and tradition behind it.”

j) Online dating services are common around the world, but they clearly differ according to the culture they find themselves in. How does this Indian service compare to what you would expect in Norway?
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The first three articles of this chapter reflect reactions to the onward rush of science, technology and the Western consumer economy that has spread throughout the world. Sometimes such reactions become violent. The attack on the World Trade Center and the Pentagon in September of 2001 marked the beginning of a series of terrorist actions by Islamic fundamentalists who were motivated by a hatred of Western values they feel are being imposed on them, threatening their beliefs and traditions. The following articles reflect some of the consequences these attacks have had on us all.

xxx3 Terror on the Tube

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

Four suicide bombers struck central London on Thursday 7 July 2005, killing 52 people and injuring 700. The attacks hit the transport system as the morning rush hour drew to a close. Three bombs went off at 8.50 a.m. on underground trains. The final explosion was around an hour later on a double-decker bus.

  Rachel from North London was in one of the trains. Listen to an excerpt from the blog she started writing on the same day as the bombings occurred. You will find the excerpt on the Access CD or on access.cappelen.no. Take notes and then work with the activities.

{{Gloser:}} 

-- to impose - å påtvinge / å tvinge på

-- to draw to a close - å gå mot slutten

{{Slutt}} 

{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Et fotografi som viser en t-bane vogn som er sprengt i filler.

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. Listening Comprehension
Complete these sentences correctly:

a) Normally I boarded the train …

-- on the run

-- half way up

-- in the back

b) After the explosion it was so dark that …

-- people used flashlights

-- the emergency lights came on

-- nobody could see anything

c) We escaped by …

-- a stairway to the street

-- another train behind us

-- walking along the tracks

d) I walked to Camden because …

-- there were no buses or taxies

-- I needed to be outside

-- my boyfriend wanted to

e) If I see anyone leaving their bag unattended …

-- I will call a constable

-- I will probably slap them

-- I will run the other way

f) If I start to panic, I will look at my fellow passengers and say …

-- Let me out of here!

-- I’m feeling scared, can you help me?

-- I’m sorry I’m such a coward

g) The bombers killed Londoners and …

-- were happy about it

-- escaped

-- people from all over the world, including Muslims

h) I’m scared, …

-- of people who are different from me

-- but not that scared

-- all the time
2. Discussion
Discuss in pairs or small groups;

a) How would you describe Rachel to someone who didn’t know her? What words come to mind? Make a short list and then compare your notes with another’s. Complete your descriptions.

b) Rachel says that “hate feeds hate”. What does she mean? Can you think of examples? How can this be avoided?

3. Oral Work
Use your notes to construct a short radio newscast in which you relate Rachel’s story. Choose a partner and give one another your newscasts. 
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As a consequence of terrorist attacks, people in Western countries have had to re-think the value of privacy. Those who wish to stop or catch terrorists argue that, for the greater good, we must give up some of the civil liberties we enjoy in our democracies. New laws have been passed allowing increased government surveillance. New organizations have been formed like the Department of Homeland Security (DHS) in the United States to keep track of suspicious activities. Garrison Keillor wonders if we haven’t gone too far in our efforts to assure our safety.

xxx3 Beware of Suspicious Medicine Men - By Garrison Keillor

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

It may seem craven to say so, but a person really had to wonder at the inability of trained medical personnel to hook wire A to battery B to alarm clock C and detonate a car loaded with gasoline and nails in London. And then having to resort to the rather amateurish alternative of crashing a Jeep Cherokee into the Glasgow airport terminal; somewhere, the suicide bomb alumni association must be shaking their heads.

  Nonetheless, the fiasco in London is bound to bring new directives from the Department of Homeland Security forbidding doctors and nurses from operating motor vehicles. It only makes sense. Where there is smoke, there is fire. The war on terror must be pursued wherever it

leads and right now it points towards people with  stethoscopes. 

  It is the DHS that requires us to remove our shoes at the airport and put our toothpaste in a little plastic bag, all in homage to previous unsuccessful terrorists, and so a new rule from Secretary Shirtsoff seems inevitable. What evil lurks in the hearts of men? The Secretary knows. Doctors have been shown to constitute a security threat: therefore they must not be allowed to drive cars or have backpacks or briefcases, which can conceal bombs. They should carry their possessions in clear plastic bags and they should go barefoot at all times. 

  When it comes to security, there can be no shortcuts, no half measures. 

  Perhaps these rules should apply only to medical personnel from the Middle East, or to all swarthy doctors, or those who have fez marks on their foreheads or who set off the fig detector, but that would require a lot of on-site decisions by motor vehicle bureaus and security personnel – a blanket rule is easier to enforce. All docs take walks. After all, the TSA folks at the airport don’t let you squeeze out a little Ipana on your finger and prove that it’s only toothpaste and not nitroglycerine – there

just isn’t time for that monkey business.

{{Bildetekst:}} 

In central London on June 29, 2007 two cars packed with

nails, petrol and gas cylinders were found and their bombs

rendered harmless. The following day, two Asian-looking men set fire to a Jeep Cherokee and drove it at speed into the main terminal of Glasgow International Airport. In the initial investigations that followed, doctors with Islamic backgrounds were connected to both attacks.

{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Fotografi av politimenn med kjeledresser og hjelmer med visir undersøker restene etter en bileksplosjon

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- privacy - privatliv

-- civil liberties - borgerrettigheter/borgarrettar

-- craven - feig

-- to resort to - å ty til

-- alumni - tidligere studenter / tidlegare studentar

-- in homage to - som hyllest til

-- Secretary Shirtsoff (pun) = Secretary Chertoff

-- swarthy - svartsmusket/svartsmuska

-- fig - fiken

-- blanket rule - regel som gjelder for alle / regel som gjeld for alle

-- TSA = Transportation Security Administration

-- Ipana – en type tannkrem / ein type tannkrem

{{Slutt}} 
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And so, starting September 1st, everybody – no exceptions – in the health-services field will be banned from driving anything with an ignition system.

  Thank you for your cooperation. You will be allowed to ride a bicycle or use public transportation, but you may not get behind the wheel or even sit in the front seat, lest you have a fit and overpower your driver and steer the vehicle into a terminal. Also you must register the purchase of nails with your local law enforcement agency.

  Will this new rule apply to emergency medical technicians? Yes. The rescue vehicles they drive contain potentially explosive oxygen tanks, and so each EMT will have a non-EMT handler to keep an eye on him or her and check the gurney for suspicious bulges.

  Will there be larger and uglier concrete barriers blocking public buildings? Yes, enormous ones the size of split-level ramblers, made of specially hardened concrete that will survive our civilization.

  How can we be certain that our own internist or pediatrician does not have explosives strapped to his body? Medical personnel will be sniffed by trained dogs. They will be watched closely on closed-circuit cameras for beads of sweat, rapid pupil movements or other signs of anxiety. They will be required to wear transparent scrubs so that their bodies are visible and also any explosive devices.

  If medical people are deprived of the right to drive, how will they serve the good folks of Yoknapatawpha County or get to the hospital late at night in an emergency? The DHS will employ and train a new corps of drivers to transport medical personnel and to watch them for furtive behavior such as whispering or making odd hand gestures.

  These driver/watchers will be English majors. It is a known fact that nobody who wrote a term paper about the novels of Edith Wharton has ever committed an act of terrorism. Anyone who can write 3,000 words deconstructing “The House of Mirth” and find the subtexts and the overtones of Sylvia Plath, the Beach Boys’ “Fun, Fun, Fun,” the journals of Meriwether Lewis, and MySpace, has done enough violence and lost his appetite for terror.

  At the moment, a half-million English majors are employed in the service and hospitality industry but they are ready to answer their country’s call and assume responsible positions in the field of health-care security.

  Trust us. We will watch the doctors and make sure they do not hurt you.

  Thank you for your understanding.

{{Gloser:}} 

-- ignition - system tenningslås 

-- lest - for at ikke / for at ikkje
-- gurney - båre

-- rambler – bobil/bubil

-- internist - kandidatlege

-- pediatrician - barnelege

-- scrubs - operasjonsklær/operasjonsklede

-- furtive - mistenkelig/mistenkjeleg

-- English majors - som har fordypning i engelsk / som har fordjuping i engelsk

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text
Pick the correct expression to make the statement true:

a) Garrison Keillor is impressed / scared / disappointed by the terrorist attacks.
b) The war on terror will now be pursued against airports / doctors / Jeeps.

c) When it comes to security there can be no ends / drivers / shortcuts.

d) Starting September 1st all doctors will be banned from bars / clinics / cars.

e) Medical personnel will be required to wear rubber shoes / identification / transparent scrubs.

f) Drivers will watch doctors for rashes / whispering / instructions.

g) English majors are ready to work for the summer / the exam / health-care security.

2. Explaining Phrases
Find the following phrases and then explain what they mean in terms of their context by choosing the best of three alternatives for each:

a) It may seem craven to say so

-- Garrison may seem very careful

-- Garrison may seem worried that he might appear cowardly

-- Garrison may appear angry

b) … the suicide bomb alumni association must be shaking their heads

-- The alumni are worried that victims will not take them seriously

-- The alumni are praying for a better result

-- The alumni are frustrated by the incompetence of bombers

c) … and check the gurney for suspicious bulges

-- They will look for tumors in patients

-- They will mark the ducks for unusual lumps

-- They will look for explosives on trolleys

d) Medical personnel will be sniffed by trained dogs

-- The dogs will be looking for food

-- The dogs will be checking for bombs

-- The dogs will be asking for a walk

e) All docs take walks

-- Medical personnel are healthy

-- Doctors get fired

-- Doctors may not drive
{{Bildeforklaring:}} 

Et fotografi av en sikkerhetsvakt som ved hjelp av et instrument sjekker om en flypassasjer bærer noe om helst av metal på kroppen

{{Slutt}} 
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3. Satire as a writing style
Satire is a very specific style of writing. It has the object of criticizing its subject by making fun of it. Often it appears to be taking a matter seriously while in fact showing how ridiculous it is. Garrison Keillor’s article above is an example of such satirical writing. Form groups of three and read through the article looking for examples of how he uses the following writing tools to be satirical:

-- Exaggeration – extending an idea or thought to the point of absurdity

-- Sarcasm – referring to something in a funny and critical way

-- Understatement – saying something quite alarming in an off-hand manner

-- Irony – stating an idea or belief in such a way as to make it implicitly clear that you actually disagree with it

-- Irreverence – making fun of something generally held in great respect

-- Mock politeness – seeming to be courteous when actually being critical

-- Playful logic – giving an unexpected and logical twist to a normal line of reasoning

-- Use of tone – using an inappropriate or surprising voice or vocabulary to describe or express something

When you have found some examples, compare them with other groups’ and discuss what makes them effective.

4. Writing a column
Garrison Keillor regularly writes a humorous column for the newspapers. In it he takes up issues in a satirical or amusing way, commenting on the world around him. Now it is your turn. Pick out something in the news that most people have heard of these days and that you can treat humorously. Write a short column about it, 300 words or so.

  You can look at Activity 3 above to find some of the literary tools you can use for this.
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As part of what the United States called a War on Terror, it invaded Iraq in March, 2003. The stated aim of the invasion was to destroy weapons of mass destruction (WMD) and establish a functioning democracy to replace Saddam Hussein’s dictatorship. It would be an understatement to say that things have not gone as planned. There were no WMDs and five years later a vicious guerrilla and civil war still raged in Iraq. Below, you will find a first-hand account of one of the 150,000 American soldiers who occupied Iraq after the invasion. The question he asks: What is the effect of my actions here?

xxx3 Just Another Soldier - by Jason Christopher Hartley

{{Dikt/Tekst:}} 

April 23, 2004

_I love Dead Civilians_
The man in the passenger seat lay slumped against the dashboard, a massive wound to his head. Kirk pulled the body upright and cut the man’s pockets open looking for ID. Roughly an hour earlier, a convoy of fuel tankers and Humvees came to a halt a little north of our forward operating base when what looked like an Improvised Explosive Device (IED) was spotted on the side of the road. Since the suspected IED was spotted mid-convoy, the vehicles were split, part to the north and part to the south, leaving the area around the IED open to prevent any of the trucks from being destroyed. Our explosive ordinance disposal team was being called in, and our Quick-Reaction Force (QRF) was going to escort them. I was in the QRF staging area that day, but I wasn’t on the mission. We were listening to the radio in a Humvee as one of the officers

in the convoy was communicating with our headquarters about the IED when the convoy started to take small arms fire. They took contact from multiple directions. Then the mortar rounds started to fall. Thankfully they don’t know how to aim them better than they do their rifles.

  When our QRF made it to the scene, shots were still being fired, so they laid down suppressive fire as best they could. Restraint was exercised and fire was directed toward less collateral damage-including areas. But to the north, another QRF also responded to this ambush, an active-duty unit newly in country. Less restraint and less positive target identification were exercised.

{{Gloser:}} 
-- weapons of mass destruction - masseødeleggelsesvåpen/ masseøydeleggingsvåpen

-- first-hand account - øyenvitneskildring/ augevitneskildring

-- slumped - sammensunket/samansokken

-- Humvee (high-mobility multipurpose wheeled vehicle) - militært kjøretøy

-- explosive ordinance disposal team -eksplosivryddekommando

-- mortar rounds - bombekasterskudd/bombekastarskot

-- suppressive fire - dekkild/dekkeld

-- restraint - tilbakeholdenhet/atterhald

-- collateral damage – utilsiktet skade / utilsikta skade

{{Slutt}} 

---- 348 til 356
The vehicle was a white pickup, a small Toyota, one like most Iraqis stack their families into the back of, just as this family was. I can imagine that the man driving it, most likely the father of those on board, just wanted to get his family out of the area of the fighting as quickly as possible. I can also imagine that the other QRF got word that a fastmoving vehicle was our attackers’ likely means of attack and escape, a completely plausible and reasonable possibility.

  From what could be gathered afterward, the Humvee gunships engaged the pickup with a SAW, an M240B, and an M2 .50-cal – or, in other words, a shitload of machine gun fire. The truck contained six people. Two men, two women, and two young girls. As is the custom in Iraq, the men were in the cab as the females huddled together in the bed of the truck. The only one who seemed certain to survive was an eightyear-old girl who had gunshot wounds in both of her upper arms. The man and the girl were medevac’d via Blackhawk. Whiskey and Kirk had the grisly duty of stacking the dead bodies in the back of a truck to be moved to the aid station at the FOB.

  As I try to fathom what it must be like to be a poverty-stricken eightyear-old girl and to experience the epic pain of having your family suddenly and violently killed in front of you, I have to pause and ask myself, 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- plausible - rimelig/rimeleg

-- SAW = Squad Automatic Weapon - lett maskingevær
-- cab - førerhus/førarhus

-- medevac’d - evakuert med lufttransport pga. skade

-- grisly - blodig, fæl

-- FOB = Forward Operating Base (in a combat zone) to fathom - å begripe / å fatte

{{Slutt}} 

{{Bildetekst:}} 

An Iraqi woman shouts “Don’t shoot!” as US soldiers from Alpha Company, 1/38 Infantry Regiment detain her son and husband, who are suspected of blowing up their Stryker convoy with an IED, 5 October

{{Slutt}} 
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Now what am I doing here again? I know this kind of thing happens in combat, and I kind of expected to see it, but, Jesus, the record is pretty bad so far. Since I’ve been in Iraq, in situations that my platoon has responded to, there have been three dead bad guys, two wounded civilians (one critically), and seven dead civilians, including four women, one three-year-old girl, and one mentally unstable homosexual man on a moped, a near 1:3 ratio of dead evildoers to innocent and ridiculously poor Iraqis who couldn’t have cared less who led their country just so long as they were able to feed themselves. Now that I think about it, there have actually been more civilian casualties in our area, but these are the only ones I remember right now. Thank God none of this carnage has been carried out by anyone in my platoon or even my company, for that matter. My battalion has sustained only one casualty of its own so far, but, still, I’m having a hard time being okay with all the dead civilians. But it happens so often. It’s like we should have bumper stickers that read, I love dead civilians.

  I’ve been stewing over this dead family thing for a couple of weeks now. I’ve been painstakingly mulling over in my mind the things these insurgents do and the things we, the U.S. Army, do and the unintuitive peculiarity of how the drive to be violent seems to precede the purpose

to be violent, and how rampant it is to meaninglessly develop one’s identity through injury, but frankly I don’t think I’ve figured it all out well enough yet to even kludge together a coherent line of thought.

  But what does any of this have to do with the dead family, you ask? Well, nothing directly. It’s just another of those things I’m having difficulty reconciling in my mind, I guess.

Seven months later …

October 27, 2004

_Thoughts on Iraq_
I like combat. Most of my life has been a suburban daydream where I’ve floated along the peaks and valleys of minor triumphs and minor failures. Now I’m beginning to see things in hues more saturated as my time in Iraq quietly reveals how life is precious and sublime. I’m not a warmonger, I’m not blood-thirsty or trigger-happy. I am not anti-Muslim, anti-Arab, or anti-Iraqi (although the temptation to slip into these ways of thinking is seductive). I am not hateful. I make a point anytime we’ve detained someone to share a cigarette with him. I suppose

it’s just a way of saying, “We are enemies and it happens I won this round – now let’s enjoy a moment of repose together the only way we can.” But know this: As an infantryman in Iraq, everything that I am and everything that I hope to accomplish is concentrated on killing the people who behead contractors and film it, who execute their fellow Arab Iraqi Police and Iraqi National Guard en masse, and who injured friends of mine last night.

{{Margtekst:}} 

Lions for Lambs is a 2007 film which takes a critical look the US government’s prosecution of the wars in the Middle East. It involves United States soldiers in Afghanistan, a US senator and a reporter, and a California college professor. The title refers to incompetent leaders sending brave soldiers into the slaughter of battle. There are activities based on the movie on our website.

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- casualty - offer

-- carnage - massakre, blodbad

-- bumper sticker – klistremerke på støtfanger / klistremerke på støytfangar

-- to mull over - å gruble på

-- insurgent - opprører/opprørar

-- unintuitive - mot det man forventer / mot det ein ventar

-- rampant - utbredt/utbreidd

-- suburban – forstads
-- hue - nyanse 

-- saturated - mettet/metta

-- warmonger - hauk, krigshisser / hauk, krigshissar

-- seductive - forførerisk/forførarisk

-- to detain - å arrestere

{{Slutt}} 
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Thirteen years ago, as a junior in high school, when I enlisted in the Army, I decided in advance that going into Iraq, or any conflict, would be a superb idea. I have renewed that decision every time I’ve reenlisted. Before I reenlist is the only time for me to ponder the overall politics of my job. After I enlist, it’s my job. Command-detonated 155mm artillery rounds, clearing the kill zone and establishing a casualty collection point, maneuvering on likely enemy egress routes – as a soldier, these are the things that concern me.

  For you, a concerned citizen of the Earth trying to better your understanding of the big picture, you do what you can to expand your thoughts and actions on the matter outward, like a blanket of empathy, as it should be. If this describes you, I commend you; you are what is good about this world.

  For me, the “big picture” doesn’t go beyond the tactical environment I am in. From there, my thoughts on Iraq continue inward, a contemplative introspection, as it should be.

  (excerpts, shortened)

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- contractor - entreprenør

-- to enlist - å verve seg

-- to ponder - å tenke på / å tenkje på

-- egress route - tilbaketrekningsrute/tilbaketrekkingsrute

-- to commend - å berømme, å rose / å rose, å lovprise

-- contemplative introspection - innadvendt ettertanke / innettervend ettertanke

{{Slutt}} 
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text
Complete the following sentences about the text. Then compare your answers with another student’s.

a) The convoy was split up …

b) The convoy started to take …

c) The unit newly arrived in the country …

d) The only one who survived was …

e) This made the author pause to ask himself: …

f) He suggests they have bumper stickers …

g) The drive to be violent comes …

h) When he detains someone he …

i) Concerned citizens of Earth …

j) For him, the big picture …

2. Discussion
Discuss in small groups:

a) “Before I reenlist is the only time for me to ponder the overall politics of my job.” Do you agree with this statement? Is this the proper attitude for a professional soldier?

b) The author talks about showing restraint and avoiding collateral damage. Do you believe this is possible in a war zone?

c) The author says quite clearly that he freely chose to become a soldier and enjoys combat. Is the military an honourable profession? What do you think of someone who enjoys combat?

d) The author puzzles over his perception that our inclination to be violent comes before the purpose that violence might have. Are we humans naturally violent? Put another way, do our emotions determine our actions more than our reason does?

3. Language – Jargon
Every type of work has its jargon – that is, particular phrases and vocabulary it uses. This is certainly true of the military. In groups of three, try to put the following

military terms and phases into ordinary English. Example:

Improvised Explosive Device – home made bomb. When you are finished, compare your answers with another group’s.

a) explosive ordinance disposal team

b) quick reaction force (QRF) staging area

c) to take contact

d) suppressive fire

e) collateral damage

f) less positive target identification exercised

g) to engage the enemy

h) medevac’d via Blackhawk

i) to respond to

j) maneuvering on likely enemy egress routes

k) a casualty collection point

l) clearing the kill zone
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4. Writing
Choose one task.

a) Write a character portrait of Jason Christopher Hartley. Include something about his motives, his reactions, his desires, his expectations and so forth. Conclude with your personal opinion of him based on what you have read in these excerpts.

b) Write a military report on the described attack, using as much as possible of the specialized military jargon covered in Activity 3 above.

5. Quick Research
Find answers to the following questions:

a) How many American troops are in Iraq as you read this?

b) How many casualties has the American Army had in Iraq to date?

c) How many Iraqis have died since the conflict began in 2003?

d) Who heads the present government in Iraq?
{{Bildetekst:}} 
An Iraqi woman and girl stand amid the rubble of a bombed former detention and interrogation center which they now

call home

{{Slutt}} 

{{Gloser:}} 
-- casualty - offer

-- strewn - overstrødd

-- to fathom - å begripe / å fatte

-- conduct - atferd / åtferd, framferd

-- to boast - å skryte

-- accomplishment - prestasjon

-- bewildered - forvirret/forvirra

-- proverbial - som i ordtaket

-- to be branded - å bli stemplet / å bli stempla

-- to envision - å se for seg / å sjå for seg

-- to pledge - å love

{{Slutt}} 
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One of the first casualties of war is the truth, it is said. Below, you will read the statement of a group of women trying to keep that truth alive in the desperate and destructive conditions of war-ravaged Iraq. The message is simple and timeless – see us as we are. We are you.

{{Rammetekst:}} 

_We Are Not Terrorists. We Are Journalists in Iraq_
(Editorial, The New York Times, October 24, 2007)

The International Women’s Media Foundation awarded its “courage in journalism awards” on Tuesday to women who risked their lives covering the news. One award was given to six Iraqi women who worked in the McClatchy Newspapers bureau in Baghdad, a job so dangerous that they could not take the chance of being photographed, not even in the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel in New York.  
  Speaking for the six, Sahar Issa had a powerful message that we wanted to share with our readers:

“To be a journalist in violence-ridden Iraq today, ladies and gentlemen, is not a matter lightly undertaken. Every path is strewn with danger, every checkpoint, every question a direct threat.

  “Every interview we conduct may be our last. So much is happening in Iraq. So much that is questionable. So much that we, as journalists, try to fathom and portray to the people who care to know.

  “In every society there is good and bad. Laws regulate the conduct of the society. My country is now lawless. Innocent blood is shed every day, seemingly without purpose. Hundreds of thousands have been killed for seemingly no reason. It is our responsibility to do our utmost to acquire the answers, to dig them up with our bare hands if we must.

  “But that knowledge comes at a dear price, for since the war started, four and half years ago, an average of about one reporter and media assistant killed every week is something we have to live with.

  “We live double lives. None of our friends or relatives know what we do. My children must lie about my profession. They cannot under any circumstance boast of my accomplishments, and neither can I. Every morning, as I leave my home, I look back with a heavy heart, for I may not see it again – today may be the day that the eyes of an enemy will see me for what I am, a journalist, rather than the appropriately bewildered elderly lady who goes to look after ailing parents, across the river every day. Not for a

moment can I let down my guard.

  “I smile as I give my children hugs and send them off to school; it’s only after they turn their backs to me that my eyes fill to overflowing with the knowledge that they are just as much at risk as I am.

  “So why continue? Why not put down my proverbial pen and sit back? It’s because I’m tired of being branded a terrorist: tired that a human life lost in my county is no loss at all. This is not the future I envision for my children. They are not terrorists, and their lives are not

valueless. I have pledged my life – and much, much more, in an effort to open a window through which the good people in the international community may look in and see us for what we are, ordinary human beings with ordinary aspirations, and not what we have been portrayed to be.

  “Allow me, ladies and gentlemen, allow me to reach out. Help us to build bridges of understanding and acceptance. Even though the war has cast a dark shadow upon your nation and mine – it is never too late.”
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>>>> Activities

1. Understanding the text
Choose a partner. Use the following key words to retell the content of the article above. One of you takes section A. The other section B. Prepare yourselves, then close your books and retell. 

Section A: International Women’s Media Foundation / award / photographs / for all six / message / being a journalist / portray / lawless / dig up answers / one killed each week 

Section B: double lives / children lie / heavy heart / tears / elderly lady / branded a terrorist / loss of life / open a window / ordinary human beings / never too late

2. Discussion
Discuss in groups:

a) Why do you suppose the women in this article would not let themselves be photographed in New York? What danger do you think they would be exposed to? What does this tell us about their situation?

b) Sahar Issa says she is tired of being branded a terrorist. By whom? In whose mind is it enough to be an Iraqi to be stereotyped as a terrorist? Where does such a view come from?

c) Sum up in your own words why Sahar Issa does not quit journalism despite all the dangers. Do you think there is hope for her aspirations?

d) “Hundreds of thousands have been killed for seemingly no reason.” Is that true? Can you suggest any reasons for the deaths of all these people in Iraq?

3. Writing
Choose one task:

a) Write an account of the International Women’s Media Foundation meeting to be read out at a local TV station in New York. You can begin with the words: “This evening at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel …”

b) Write a personal letter to Sahar Issa expressing your reactions to her speech and giving your wishes for her future prospects.

c) Write an analysis of Sahar Issa’s message as a persuasive speech (see pp. 378 and 417 for use of rhetorical tools).

4. Role Play
Make groups of three. One of you is Sahar Issa. The other two are members of a private militant armed group in Iraq. Sahar wishes to cross your territory. You stop her to ask her where she is going and what she is doing. She must lie, of course, saying she is just an old woman, etc. Be suspicious. Ask for details. Does she make it across? Prepare your roles and play it out.

5. Quick Research
Find answers to the following questions:

a) Who received the “courage in journalism awards” from the International Women’s Media Foundation last year?

b) How many foreign journalists have been killed in Iraq to date?

c) What is the leading newspaper in Baghdad?

d) Is there censorship of the press in Iraq today?
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xxx3 Digging Deeper: Part Three

See p. 148 for an introduction to in-depth research work.

_Topics to investigate_
1) Find out the following about the population of the world:

-– What is the average rate of population growth in the world?

–- Where is population growing the fastest?

–- Where is population decreasing the fastest?

–- When is population growth expected to level off?

  Conclude with an evaluation of what you believe will be the impact of population growth in the 21st century.

2) Find out the following about the health of people:

-– What was the average life span in the world one hundred years ago?

–- What is the average life span in the world today?

–- Where do people live the longest?

–- Where do people live the shortest?

  Conclude with an evaluation of what you believe will be the impact of a population that lives longer and healthier.

3) Find out the following about the development in technology:

–- Which five nations have the highest percentage of computer owners?

–- In which three languages are most internet websites written?

-– Which country has the highest percentage of cell phone users?

–- Where does solar energy make up the largest part of total energy needs?

  Conclude with an evaluation of the technology you believe will have the greatest importance in the 21st century.

4) Find two websites dealing with Creationalism, one for and one against. What arguments do the two sides use? Explain which of the two you think is more successful in stating its case.

5) The borders between countries within the European Union have been opened to free travel to a larger and larger extent. How have Europeans reacted to this? Find out arguments used for and against this development. State what you think are the best arguments.
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6) There is a conflict going on between those who want to download music and films from the net for free and those who want to protect their copyright and make a profit from their work. Find arguments for both sides of the issue. Conclude with an evaluation of what developments you think will occur in the coming decade.

7) Many people celebrate the freedom of the internet. It allows everyone to have their say. Unfortunately, that includes offenders, terrorists, racists and violent sub-cultures. Ought there be a limit to the things which are allowed on the net? Find out what has been done to limit materials on the net and give some of the arguments for and against such censorship. State your own opinion on the matter.

8) Find out what special laws have been passed in the UK and the USA to help fight the war on terrorism. Why have some opposed these laws? Do you think any of these laws are justified? Explain your views.

9) Find out about open source software like GNU and Linux. How are they different from Microsoft and other pay-per-unit platforms? What advantages do open source programs give the user? What do you think will be the future of the open source movement?

_Self-evaluation_
Go back to p. 149 and review your overall performance in English according to the goals in the subject curriculum. Make a new table for the areas you think need more work.
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