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Teachers & Writers Collaborative brings together writers,
teachers, and students for the purpose of creating a
curriculum that is relevant to the lives of children today
and can therefore make the study of language a living pro-
cess. Together, writer and teacher can encourage child-
ren to create their own literature from their own language,
experience and imagination. This new approach to the
teaching of language assumes that:

-- Children who are allowed to develop their own
language naturally, without the imposition of arti-
ficial standards of grading, usage, and without
arbitrary limits on subject matter, are encouraged
to expand the boundaries of their own language;

-- Grammar and spelling develop as a result of an
attachment to language and literature, not vice versa.
Teaching these skills before a child feels they are
relevant stifles his interest in language;

-- Children who write their own literature and read

other children's are more likely to view all literature
as an effort to deal with experience in creative ways,
whatever that experience may be.

Teachers & Writers Collaborative places professional
writers in classrooms to work on a regular basis with
teachers who are interested in opening their children to
new ways of using language. Teachers & Writers also
conducts training workshops for teachers. T&W writers
maintain detailed diaries of their work. These diaries,
along with the works of the students, are the raw
materials for Teachers & Writers publications--
newsletters, curriculum materials, anthologies. We
hope that other teachers find in our materials some
ideas they can use in their classrooms.
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| tried to leave my ego out of it
and think about the kids only.

DAN CHEIFETZ

I've had a difficult group
of fifth graders in my crea-
tive dramatics workshop this
year. Iasked them to sit in
a circle when they came into
the room, so we could begin
some activity together, In-
stead, they usually scattered
about the room, some to the
blackboard, some to the win-
dows. Some, the loners,
would just wander around.
And when 1 did get them to-
gether, many of them had a
hard time listening and foll-
owing directions. There
were constant wisecracks.
They were critical of each
other, mean even, especially
boys vs girls, Some of them
were so disruptive, I had to
throw them out of the group
entirely.

Last year, with a differ-
ent group of fifth graders in
the same school, my exper-
ience was quite different, I
developed a structure that
worked quite well, We began
with group "transformation
games, ' in which a "master"
or ""Simon" would change his
classmates into the creature
of his choice, We followed
up with individual panto-
mimes, in which each child
would try to communicate a
feeling or idea, and the oth-
ers would guess it, Then
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group pantomimes and from
there, stories and improvi-
sations. Someone would be-
gin a story, and cast his
classmates in the various
roles as he went along. Then,
when I thought a good scene
might develop, I had two or
more in the cast improvise
dialogue. Later, they worked
in small groups to create a
story together on a given
theme, performing it later
for the whole group. At the
end of the term, based on

the material developed during
the year, they gave a semi-
improvised "show, " in the
school auditorium, The aud-
ience was children in the
grades below fifth grade, It
was a really fine show, lively
and spontaneous. There were
a lot of ''goofs" but these
turned into laughs, The kids
showed as much resourceful -
ness in their performing as
they had in their creating.
There were discipline prob-
lems, as there usually are

in open-ended activities like
creative dramatics, but gen-
erally, things went pretty
smoothly.

But my group this year
showed little capacity for con-
trolling themselves, leave
alone working together. They
did well with group games,

I saw a thing that had only one eye., He
wore glasses but there was only one
glass in them. He had two large red
ears but the rest of his body was white.
He had three fangs coming out of his
mouth. On his chest a woxrd was written
but I didn't know what it said. This is
the word "SYKE".

Sherryl A, Noble



but that was about it. When I
asked them to work out pan-
tomimes individually or de-
velop a story in small groups
many would goof off or wan-
der around; often an argument
would break out. Some good
work was done, but it was all
uphill for me, I found my-
self shouting a lot,

Once, tired of trying to
settle them down for an ac-
tivity, I sat down to see if the
chaos would run its course.
It did, but by then my time
with them was almost up, and
I sent them back to their
classroom early. I was fur-
ious as [ watched them leave.
They were thwarting me from
doing my program. They
were making me feel guilty
I couldn't reach them,

Their regular teacher
told me how difficult they
could be in her classroom.

A real off-the-wall group,
needing strict discipline, The
teacher whose class I had
worked with so well last year
and who had my present
group this year in a special
program, also told me this
was a pretty impossible
bunch, [ justified my own
failure with the thought that
no one could work with such
kids within an atmosphere of
free expression,

It was green and all bumpy and has a
smell like a pickle with a psychedelic
wig and thirty five toes with twelve fin-
gers with an eye like a pickles and a
nose like a cucumber,

Anon,

Vegetable Soup

My vegetable looks like a giant green
peper with carrots for arms, ovles for
eyes, with little onions for legs, his
hair was leek roots. In the back round
it was like a eating place. The man in
the back door was the shief. He had a
pot and spoon, Then the vegetable ran
and fell, Then all of a sudden this weird
thing happened. This big big piece of
meat came. It was steak, ribreast,
choped meat, The man ran and all of a
sudden came the noodles, white ones,
green ones. But that cook he got what he
wanted he had a vegetable soup (and made
lots of money too).

Alyssa Hill




But I felt unhappy and dis-
satisfied. Unhappy blaming
the kids for my dissatisfac-
tion. Here I was, a shouting,
angry authority figure trying
to lead a creative, imagina-
tive activity which was incom-
patible: with such a repress-
ive atmosphere. The kids
were turning into my victim-
izers, Itried to leave my ego
out of it and think about the
kids only., Who were they out-
side of the present impasse?
What were they capable of,
and what were they not cap-
able of? They weren't really
having any fun wasting time
and being disruptive. What
did they need from me to have
a good experience?

I remembered they had had
fun in group games, For in-
stance, we had played a "sen-
tence game" they liked and
learned from., In this game,

a child says a word that be-
gins a sentence. The next
child adds a word, the next,
another, and so on, with the
last child in the circle finish-
ing the sentence, The only
rules were: You could not use
the word "and." You could
not end the sentence unless
you were the last person in
the circle, The sentences
they made were original, some
even witty. They had played
the game with a lot of pleas-
ure and played it without crit-
icizing each other,

So it appeared that when
there was a clear focus, and
rules, a constructive group
process began to operate with
them, They had a difficult
time working either alone or
in small groups. They couldn't
pay attention to each other's
work., But they did seem in-
terested in creating something
together as a group. And they
allowed each other to contrib-
ute to that something. I wasn't
interested in more group
games, But I did want to try
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using their group feeling to
help them get in touch with
their fantasy lives, and create
something out of them.,

During the next session; I
told them I was going to ex-
periment with them, Isaid I
was about to try something I
had never done before with
young people, I felt an immed-
iate stir in the room. They
sat up -- proud, Ithought, to
be treated as special, as good
as grown-ups. [ was not man-
ipulating them, What I had
said was true. I had only
wanted to tell them that I ex-
pected something from them
and had confidence that they
could follow where I led.

I asked them to gather in a
circle, close their eyes and i-
magine themselves 'howhere. "
Spooky darkness is all around
you, I said, You are some-
where in the middle of the air.
Slowly, an object is coming
up toward you from below. It
is big, oblong, strange-look-
ing. Finally, it is in front of
you. It's a mirror. You look
inside but you don't see your-
self, Instead, you see another
creature, What is it? Is it
human? What color is it?
What shape? Big? Small?
Medium? Does it have a head?
Eyes? Hair? Is it wearing any-
thing? What? Does it have
shoes on? Or maybe it doesn't
have any feet? How do you feel
about it? Do you like it? Hate
it? Scared of it? Is it saying
anything? What do you see be-
hind it? Etc. [ gave them time
to really investigate their own
vision, part by part, and as a
whole,

I was delighted how well
they stayed with it. Only one
or two smart-aleck remarks,
and those at the beginning. No
giggling or kicking each other.
They concentrated as I spoke,
and seemed to have much in-
terest in their own developing
fantasies. Since so much was

Hy




happening, I kept the exercise
going a long time.,

In my imagination, I saw the man or I had them slowly open

Beast. It all started when I went to the their eyes. After a few mom-

moon. He was standing on his feet and ents, [ asked them to share

had normal toes but finger toes. He had what they had seen, if they |
spikey eye out lines and yellow inside. wanted to, What began to

He was sycedelic and his arms were 9 come out really excited me,
feet long. He was approximitely 30 feet It seemed to me that their
or more, His claws were like the claws visions were original and au-

of an alligator. I gazed at him and the thentically their own. No one
black background. He had a kind of an faked it, or made up some-

afro on one side and mopstrings on the thing to hide what he actually
other. His nose where is it and his saw, or something that would
mouth was like a monsters., He had please me or the group. Most
horns on his arms and a furry bottom seemed to have gone deeply
and a scaley top. into the well of their secret
selves, And amazingly to me,
each one of them -- even the
shiest -- was willing to share
his or her vision. Just as
striking as this was the fact
that, as we went around the
circle, the group paid concen-
trated attention to each child's
fantasy. (At least, until we
were about 80 per cent around,
when some of them began to
get restless. ) No criticism,
no sneering,

It seemed like an entirely
new group to me, Their imag-
inations were alive and well --
unusually rich, in fact, Some
of the least attentive children
of previous sessions turned
out to have the liveliest and
most original visions. Also, I
had the sense that each child
had been encouraged in his i-
maginative work by the total
imaginative energy of the
group -- a kind of current
that passed through them all,
And though some of the fanta-
sies were extremely personal
no one seemed afraid to share
his with others. No matter
how bizarre or personal the
vision, each child seemed to
feel secure that what he had
created would be accepted,

I said that those who wanted
to eould get pencil and paper
and write down what they had
seen in the mirror. Ialso
suggested they draw a picture
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of what they had seen, on the
reverse side of the paper. Al-
most all of them did this --
once more, made confident by
the fact that everyone was do-
ing this "funny" work.

A selection of the work
that came out of this exercise
appears on the following pages.

I believe a class is often a
mirror for a teacher. Some-
‘times he gets a disagreeable
image, but it is probably acc-
urate, The indifference and
disruption of the children in
this group were, at least in
part, a reflection of my com-
pulsion to impose my struc-
ture on them, That image
persisted until I realized I
wasn't getting what I wanted
from them, Ididn't really
want to be a shouting authority
figure, pitting my will against
their resistance, What I
wanted was to feel myself to
be a facilitator of their imag-
inations, to be a catalyst in
bringing out what was theirs
alone and helping them to rec-
ognize it, value it and shape it
into a creative act. And I
wanted to feel connected with
them, not apart from and a-
bove them,

To get what I wanted, I had
to figure out what they needed.
And also, what they were cap-
able of at that moment in their
individual lives and in their
group life, Granted they had
behavior problems. My goal
as a teacher was to find some
way to tap into their construct-
ive, creative sides. As long
as I insisted on imposing a
program not possible for this
group of children to carry out,
there would be an impasse be-
tween us. When I finally u-
tilized what was in that room,
at that time, with these child-
ren, their creative energies
flowed as naturally as their
blood. The "image' they re-

flected back to me was much ..
more satisfying because I had
found a way to help them ex-
press their imaginations in a
way satisfying to them.

Of course, there is no
"happy ending" in teaching.
I've had several frustrating
times with these children af-
ter our satisfying "mirror"
session. But I try to stay in
touch with who they are and
where they are., I've tried
several other fantasy exer-
cises with them, some with
great success, For example:
I've taken them in fantasy to
the top of a mountain and
asked what they saw from
that height. They saw mon-
ster clouds, angels, weird
flying objects., Several of
them decided to "fall off" the
mountain, and most of the
others followed. This led to
an exciting "resurrection"
exercise. I asked those who
had been ''smashed to death"
at the foot of the mountain to
come back to life in any form
they wanted. [only wish I
had had my tape recorder
there to capture some of their
marvelous "reincarnations.

At another session, I put
them into a jungle, where
they could turn into anything
they wanted, from a twig to
an alligator to King Kong,.
What happened was that they
all became "natives' and
built huts out of the extra ta-
bles and chairs in the room,
Some structures were simple,
some complex. I turned my-
self into ''an interviewer from
CBS" and went around asking
the ""natives" about their fam-
ilies and tribes, what they
ate, how big they were, what
they did every day, etc. I
got some fascinating insights
into how these children really
wanted to live, given a world
of their own creation,

Nes D0
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Mrs,

P. Pickle

Hello, I want to tell you what hap-
pened in my dramatics class, My dra-
matics teacher's name is Mr, Shaffer,
One day we went to dramatics and Mr,
Shaffer told us to put our heads down
and use our imagination and imagine
that you were in nowhere and it was
black., All of a sudden you saw a mirror

Lise H a5

coming up to you and in your imagination,
imagine that you looked into the mirror
and you saw something strange. He said
to remember what it was, Well what I
saw was a pickle. It was a strange
pickle. I suppose it was a lady pickle
because it had 6 strans of hair. She had
six bows on each stran of hair., She had
a big cookie nose, She had a heart
shaped mouth with two big teeth and 7
small teeth, She had one big ear and
one small ear. She had two dot eyes.
She had two bony straight legs with big
round knees with scars, This certain
pickle I saw had a "P" on it. I started
staring at the "P" and all of a sudden it
said something, it said, "What are you
staring at?" Then I was surprised that
the pickle could talk, Then she said,
"My name is Pauline Pickle," Then she
said, "Would you like to come to my
country?" Then I said, "yes". She
said, "Could you fit into the mirror. I
said, "I don't know." Then I tried and
I got in, Oh it was a beautiful country,
It had very green grass so green that you
can smell a mile away, and oh it had
green trees, so green that you can al-
most smell the greenest., Then I saw so
many pickles that I got so hungry that I
almost ate a lady's baby pickle. Then
Pauline said, "If you do that again we
will disappear and you will never see us
again, So she took me to her house and
I met her husband Paul Pickle and her
baby Paulet Pickle, The name of the
country was Picklevillage, The people
of Picklevillage all had the last name of
Pickle. Then again I got very hungry,
and I thought about what Pauline had said
about if I bit off of some pickle again
they would disappear. So I just went on,
After a while I asked for some soap be-
cause I was really getting hungry., She
said, "What's s-soap?" Then I said,
"Nevermind.," Then I started getting
dizzy because I was starving, so I took
a bit off of her husband and all of a sud-
den everything disappeared even the
grass and trees disappeared. Then I
popped out of the mirror and I was back
in the dark and I started thinking about
the trip I made. I was wandering was
that really happening or was I imagining
things.

Lisa Hayes
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s I\ Miraculous Stream

Last September I embarked on a sort of mad undertaking for a 39-year-old
beginning teacher: running a "language lab'" for about 370 children from first through
sixth grades, I worked with 15 small groups every week in a large book room -- three
groups per day for about 45 minutes each, By the end of the school year I felt like a
vending machine,

It wasn't just the relentless schedule. Trying to meet the expectations of ten
different teachers was a problem. My lack of experience both as a teacher and as a
writer was another. I made a lot of mistakes (especially the kind where you realize
just an instant too late how you should have presented the lesson), experienced several
near-mutinies (I'm a lousy grammar teacher), and wasted a lot of time aud energy.

But through all this chaos ran a miraculous stream of children's writing.

Acrostic poems turned out to be one of the highlights of the year, Our first at-
tempts at poetry produced a pretty depressing collection of jingles. Then one day I
wrote Matthew Mandelbaum's poem oa the board, and the kids proceeded to explore the
form and invent elaborations on it, Starting with acrostics based on their names and
various interesting words, some kids went on to write pages of poems based on their
classmates' names and short sentences, and some put the acrostic in the middle of their
poems, The most complicated one was Kenny Salter's "Time Is Strange, " in which each
stanza begins with one of the title words.

I'd like to share two of our projects with you. One was this: [ had some 2" X 2"
glass light-show slides that some kids and [ had made a few years ago with transparent
inks and glass enamels. (These interact like oil and water on the glass, making fascin-
ating patterns and colors.) I projected the slides, while a group of fourth graders wrote
down the images and stories the slides suggested to them, This writing was so vivid
that 1 decided, when working with this group again several months later, to let them
make their own slides. A friend had given me a lot of used glass slides from a TV studio,
so all T had to buy were the inks and enamels (primary colors plus black) and tape for
the edges, Small brushes, Q-Tips and toothpicks were all good for applying the colors.
Sometimes we let the slides dry before taping on the second sheet of glass, and some-
times we "smashed'' them -- put the glass on while the colors were still wet, which
made surprising things happen. The following week I projected the slides while the kids
wrote, and later we tape-recorded some of their commentary and presented the whole
show -- slides and tape -- for the rest of the class and then for the parents at Open House.

Another project was based on an idea suggested by a dancer-teacher and was done
with first and second graders on our last day. [ brought a silk scarf, a bean bag, a dry
leaf and a "snowflake' made out of rice paper. We dropped each of these and studied
their different styles of falling, and we tried falling the same ways. (The boys were
awfully good at falling down like bean bags.) We talked about the different movements and
sounds, and I wrote their descriptive words on the board. Then they wrote.




There was atree in the winter
That smelled like lemons
And the snow was orange.

Lynn Novatt

Richard the Rocket

Is the fastest

Cat-

Human in races, He's

Ahead of everyone. He is a
Raider in racing. He races to
Do fast things.

Pedott's the best in football, He
Enters then he racks them up to
Destroy and win them

Out of business,

Ta

Tal

Richard Pedott, third grade

Maynard

And T run

Yelling and barking,
Now slowly tiring
And now panting hard,
Rest now and

Do nothing at all,

Move slowly, jump up
Yelling loud.

Don't let mommy hear you, tiptoe
Out, jump and yell,
Go running down the hill,

Sharon Long, fifth grade

Sun shines

Up and

Sun shines
Around

Nearly every day

Except when a storm comes up, the
Lights go out then 1

Light the candles and

I go

Out of my room

Tiptoe

Tiptoe,

Susan Elliott, third grade

John has a snake,
Ouch, with a
Horrible
Not{orious bite,

Three times he bit me,
Ouch, four,

Rattlesnakes are venomous,
Most have rattles,

Every snake has fangs,

You have teeth,

John Tormey, fifth grade




SUE WILLIS

PLAYING

When I was about six years
old, my best friend and I used
to play together up on the hill
behind my house; we played we
were married to the great
cowboys Roy Rogers and Rex
Allen, They always got wound-
ed so we would mix poultices
for them out of cow manure
and grass seed. Then, while
they recuperated, we galloped
across the plains on their
horses and dispatched their
enemies., When I was nine, I
directed my first play, a mel-
odrama parody for my family
starring me, my cousin, and
my little sister, From this
production I learned three val-
uable lessons: first, how to
tailor the script to the avail-
able performers. My sister
was three years old, so she
had only two words to say, 'Oh
Tom!" but she said them in
many different contexts, Sec-
ond, I learned that laughter
captures audiences; thus my
little sister's recurring
phrase worked to our advan-
tage. Third I learned that the
juiciest acting-roles belong to
evil characters, and as play-
wright and director I reserved
the villain's part for myself.

I'm twenty-eight now, and
I teach creative writing to el-
ementary school children. In
all four classes I worked with
at P.S. 75 this year the writ-
ing at some point seemed to
lead naturally into playmaking.,
As soon as we would try a lit-
tle improvizing or dramati-
zing, someone inevitably
would say, "Sue, when can we
do it in the Auditorium?" Dra-
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ma clearly has many uses
with children. In his book,
Theater in My Head, Dan
Cheifetz describes a whole
personally-oriented area of
drama workshops; some ther-
apists use drama to elicit con-
flicts and fantasies that could
not be verbalized., My partic-
ular orientation is that of a
theater enthusiast and a fiction
writer. As an enthusiast I get
chills from lowering house-
lights. The magic of the stage
is an article of faith with me;

[ empathize completely with
the boy who hid backstage until
the performance of "The Last
of the Scotts" had begun and it
was too late for me to chase
him offstage. Iam the little
girl who says, Please, let me
just pull the curtains., Didn't
I myself last year, at my bus-
iest season, say to Phillip
Lopate, our team director,
You're putting on West Side
Story, let me have the privi-
lege of giving up my own pro-
jects, the classes I teach, let
me do make-up, let me shush
kids backstage, take me, use
me, but let me be part of the
show!

As a writer, I see play-
making as another form of
communication with oneself
and strangers. My first year
with Teachers & Writers Col-
laborative, I let the kids do
improvisations as a reward, a
sugar lump to sweeten the
hard work of writing, There
was no question that they ac-
cepted improvisations as a
high form of pleasure. Last
year I fell into directing plays

kids had written spontaneous-
ly, outside of class or writing
workshops. This year I had
my small writing groups be-
gin with poems, monologues
of characters, personal stor-
ies of family life, and then,
after I got a feeling for the
concerns of the individuals,
we would act out, or act on
the same themes as, the writ-
ten pieces, Sometimes we
would read the actual piece of
writing, sometimes we ig-
nored it, and then wrote again
after the deepening experience
of trying to be a character,

In Robin Rubinger's fourth-
fifth grade we began the year
with medieval themes because
of a corridor middle ages pro-
ject. Character monologues
were of queens and knights, or
abstracts personified like
Death and the Devil, We
worked these into medieval
skits, and after these three
skits had been presented in
the auditorium, I turned with
this class to themes I have
been working on in my own
writing, especially intrafamily
politics. In a single session
one of the small writing
groups would do individual
stories of family life and then
read them aloud and choose
one or two to act out, We im-
provised a little theater in the
writing room and entertained
each other on the spot. I
loved these little intimate per-
formances, I had also pre-
ferred the writing room dress
rehearsals of the medieval
plays to the performances in
the auditorium, Many practi-

cal problems disappeared in
the writing room; voices could
be heard; small gestures were
meaningful; there was a close
contact between audience and
actors., I wanted to do one
more play with Robin's class;
I had been hoping that one of
these improvised family tales
would grow into a full-scale
drama. But when I asked one
group of six children what sort
of play they would like to do,
they said, Mystery! Ghosts!
and when I had them actually
write suggested plot outlines,
there was a strong bias toward
murder, Malcolm wanted to
be a detective in a trenchcoat
and pipe: he was typical in
that he didn't really care what
play we did as long as his tal-
ents could be fitted in, Almost
every child in the class had
had a part in one or another of
the three medieval skits; and
they had all been bitten by the
vampire Stage. It seemed
that to have been up there a-
bove a sea of clapping was to
hunger to be there again.

We wanted a script. Ius-
ually avoid falling back on the
class stars, but this time I
made an executive desision
and chose three writers who I
knew were solid workers;
three girls, Nelly, Ileana and
Yvonne, Nelly and Ileana had
been in Robin's class last year
too; they were part of a clique
of mostly Puerto Rican girls
who smiled and studied sweet-
ness and sat together at one
table, working, and if they
finished their assignments
they would knit and crochet
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and whisper constantly like lit-

THE LAST OF THE SCOTTS tle old widows. This year they
. both seemed physically strong-
A play by Nelly Gomez, Yvonne Kingdon er and freer. The third girl,
and Ileana Izquierdo Yvonne, also had the virtues

of the middle classes: clever-
ness, responsibility: in her

Characters: case welded by a big sisterly
quality that tricked me into
Howard Scott Doctor forgetting that she was only

Bernadette Scott, his first wife  Evalina, the maid

s - . nine, We went down to the
Christina Scott, their daughter  Detective

auditorium itself to begin writ-

Olivia Scott, his second wife Police ing because the writing room
Rosaline Scott Rogers, Preacher was overflowing, Composing
Howard's sister Neighbors, wedding our play in the actual space
Peter Rogers guests, people in a bar where we would play it proved

Katherine

a vital connection between i-
magination and pragmatic con-
siderations. But at first the
auditorium had its usual effect
) on even these Good Little
(Bernadette and Howard are reading newspapers. ) Girls, While I fumbled around
after the lights, Nelly and Il-
eana began chasing one anoth-
er up and down in the dark
vastness shouting "Echo!
Echo!" Everytime I put on a
play in the auditorium this
happens-~-it is probably one of
my reasons for delighting in
intimate classroom theater.

In the auditorium a Dionysian
spirit seizes children; the
ceiling vault, the lingering
magic of previous performan-
ces, cause a celebratory mad-
ness, Tag in aisles, hide and
seek in the curtains, exhibi-
tionist dancing on the piano,
snatches of remembered num-
bers from West Side Story,
last year's great schoolwide
theater experience. I made
my girls sit down, still vibrat-
ing with the excitement of pre-
tending, on the apron of the
stage, and start dictating.
They would hop up to play the
scenes as they made them up.
That acoustically reprehen-
gible old auditorium became

a member of our playwriting
team.

As soon as they had decided
on main characters, they be~
gan debating who gets to play
whom, Nelly claimed the part

Peter Junior

Act I, scene i The Scott living room

Bernadette: The world is a dreadful place sometimes--
a woman, a very nice woman just died and her
husband swore eternal love to her and then he
married another woman.

Howard: (Looks at watch) Oh, ah, Bernadette, I have to go
meet a friend of mine at a bar.

Bernadette: To talk about business? Fine with me.

(Howard goes off, puts on jacket and tie, Something sus-
. picious is going on. )

Bernadette: Why are you getting so dressed up, it's only
to talk business.,

Howard: (Stammers) Whay ah er I'm going to meet an old
college buddy of mine I haven't seen in a long time.

(He leaves)

Bernadette: (Hears door click, runs to window) Ooh, so
that's what you've been up to, eh? Oh, I'll show
you,

Scene ii. In the bar. (Laughing and smoking)

Olivia: Oh darling, I was waiting for you all this time, and
you didn't come out!

Howard: Oh, I was telling my wife that I had to meet an old
college buddy.

Olivia: I think we shouldn't go out together anymore.
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Passionate wo-
men, full of digni-
ty orrevenge.

of the evil homebreaker and
murderess Olivia, Ileana and
Yvonne debated over the other
women but had trouble decid-
ing which part to fight over as
the play wasn't finished and
they didn't know which part
was larger, I kept saying
things like, "Yes, but how can
you show a window on the
stage? And whydoes she kill
her? What happens after that?"
I felt myself to be a weight
pulling them back to the task,
out of their freewheeling play
of imagining themselves as
passionate women, full of dig-
nity or revenge. But after a
couple of writing sessions
they began to see the shape of
their play too; they began to
couch their ideas in props and
actions, "That means a gun or
a knife--these people are rich
so they must have a maid--
well then after the murder,
the maid would be suspected. "
I was pleased with the devel-
oping plot of love-hate family
relationships; an extramarital
affair,a heart attack, a death-
bed vow, a murder, a couple
of thwarted murders, and two
ghosts who continue the com-
pulsions of their living. Nelly
contributed the revenge and
family struggle; Ileana gave us
the ghosts; Yvonne added plot
twists and long speeches in
pseudo upper class diction:
"My love, you must promise
me one thing--never to let any
other woman take my place in
your heart and life--" The

Howard: Why not? There's nothing wrong between us two!
Olivia: Well, I have a funny feeling that she suspects--I saw

her through the window looking at us--she made me
feel nervous!

Act I, scene iii Scott living room

(Howard comes back, he opens the door and finds
Bernadette lying on the floor. )

Howard: What's wrong with you? You've never been like
this before!

(He tries to wake her, he calls the doctor. )

Christina: I've seen you going out with that woman--
that's why you killed my mother!

Doctor: (Comes in) So what happened? (Starts examining
her) You did it, Howard, didn't you?

Howard: No, No, I came home and there she was lying
down,

Scene iv, Hospital
(Doctor comes out)

Doctor: I'm very sorry--your wife is dying--she wants to
speak to you,

Christina: I want to see mother too!

Bernadette: My love, you must promise me one thing--
never let any other woman take my place in your

heart and life, Christina, for - give your father...
(She dies)

Christina: Mother, mother, don't die!

Howard: I loved her, but now that she's dead, I'll marry
Olivia,

Act II, scene i,
Howard.

Five days later, Wedding of Olivia and

(Big family reunion)

Different people: Oh wasn't it just awful!
She died so suddenly!
She was so beautiful, and such a nice woman!
With a young daughter.

Olivia: (standing by herself, holding a tray, listening, Hears

the word 'beautiful’, drops the tray.) Oh, I'11 get
revenge!
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Christina: Thank you. (looks at Olivia and rolls her eyes.
Christina follows Olivia,) It was your fault my
mother died.

(Olivia slaps her)
Christina: Why did you go out of the party--the people were

looking and staring at you, My mother never hit me
before, why did you have to hit me?

e R e

i

(The wedding)

Different women: Isn't he handsome?
Why did he have to marry her instead of me?

Scene #i. In Scott house.

(Howard rings for maid. )

Maid: Oui, monsieur,

Howard: Je veux deux thé et un pain et une biere.

(Olivia is drinking. Christina and Olivia are giving each
other bad looks. They loathe each other, Olivia
keeps looking at Christina and she gets so mad
she throws her food, stands and goes out. )

Scene iii. Christina's bedroom, that night,

Christina: Oh I wish my mother hadn't been killed! (Hears
door, Olivia comes in,) What are you doing here?
I told you never to come in my room., Go away
go away!

Olivia: (Has knife.) Isn't it a beautiful knife?

Christina: What is it fox?
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final result seemed to me to
be a blending of gothic novel
and channel 47 soap opera.
There was no doubt in my
mind that we had a playable
script, and the girls felt it too.
In the beginning they had come
to play, and then settled down
to write because they do the
task set before them, but now
they saw the script and began
to imagine the performance,
just as I did, As Ityped up
the scripts I thought: So this
is what I do with children, 1
realize, Ihelp them find what
excites and moves them, what
they want to share out of them-
selves, and then I offer them
means to realize it. I show
them how to manipulate words,
stage spotlights, and, yes,
audiences, to make their ideas
concrete,

It was a good thing that I
took time out to explain things
to myself then, because be-
tween the completion of the
script of "The Last of the
Scotts' and the culminating
performances, there was to be
a lot of jealousy over who got
the best part, a lot of tracking
down custodians to get audi-
torium keys, a lot of little
voices fluttering to the edge of
the stage and there disintegrat-
ing. A lot of Brian and Felix,
who do not pride themselves
on being good children, prac-
ticing tarzan swings on the
curtains, and a lot of me won-
dering, '""Who is this bitch-
mouth who keeps yelling at the
high spirited little children?"
A lot of her saying, '"The next
kid who takes a swing on one
of these curtains is out of the
play. Do you hear me Brian?
Brian? I mean out of the play!"

As we continued into the
script, it seemed that the
whole process consisted of
meeting obstacles, incorpor-
ating them as advantages if
possible, otherwise avoiding
or ignoring, One problem that



Olivia: It's for your own good, my dear,

(Christina screams. )

Act II, scene iv.

(Christina lying on floor covered with ketchup. )

Howard: Christina, Oh oh Christina, why did you scream
so loud! You've got blood all over you! You
haven't been, . ..oh no!

Scene v, Detective comes.

(Howard in living room, walking back and forth,)

Olivia: I can't clean it--I can't stand the sight of blood.,

Detective: Now tell me the whole story of what happened.

Howard: (Stutters a little) Well, the maid went up to Chris-
tina's bed and when she went up, she went in to
take a pearl necklace from Christina and then
Christina said, "What are you doing, Evalina?"
She said, ""Oh, nothing, ma'am, "

Evalina; No sir, I didn't do such thing!

Howard: Shut up!

(Olivia is sitting there staring. )

(Detective goes into kitchen, )
Detective: Okay, tell me, is it true that you killed her?

Evalina: No sir, Ididn't do such a thing to Miss Chris-
tina, She was so beautiful.,

Detective: Okay, tell me what you did?

Evalina: [ just went upstairs to change the bed and saw
Miss Christina reading a book, That's all sir, I
don't remember any more. Wait, wait, on the
way down, I remember one more thing., [ met
Miss Olivia and she said not to let anybody go in
Miss Christina's room.

Detective: Olivia, what were you doing during the murder
of Christina Scott?

Olivia: Why, why, I was reading in the library,

Detective: Hum, ah, by george, I don't know which one of
you is telling the truth,

All: Tam, I am, sir, [am,

quickly arose was that the
main male character was a
curiously amorphous role.
Howard Scott is the object of
all the movement of the play:
he bestows the great name of
Scott on crazy Olivia; his first
wife is jealous of him even
after her death; his sister and
her impoverished family come
to him for succor in their time
of need. And yet, he is a buf-
feted character, a desirable
object shoved and tugged here
and there by the passions of
the women in his life, Perhaps
more to the point, there were
no boy actors in the class of
the caliber of Nelly and Y-
vonne, My final casting choice
committed me to a constant
barrage of '"James, keep your
face to the audience, James
try it again louder, please.”
At the same time shouting,
"Brian, get off the curtains!"
Brian played a policeman, and
he said, "Did you bring my
gun today? You promised I
could practice with a gun to-
day. " Through curled lips he
refused to go on without his
gun, I never had time to try
and find out what was really
bothering him hecause Ileana,
for her own unaccoutable rea-
sons, had begun carrying a
comic book onstage with her,
reading it except when she had
a line to say. "Don't you un-
derstand, "' I called. "Don't
you understand, Ileana, that
we have to pretend we're act-
ually giving a performance?"
She didn't understand, She
giggled, People who weren't

in the scene sat on the stage to
watch the action, They're not
pros, Itold myself, They're
not experienced in pacing
themselves toward a deferred
goal, Felix touched my arm.,
"Hey Sue, today I'm not going
to swing on the curtains. This
is my brother Reuben, He's
visiting me today, can he
watch us practice?"” Felix
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Act II, scene vi.

Howard: Okay, Evalina, you may go.

Olivia: Oh, I don't want to be caught by the police--oh,
you have to help me, I love you too much!

Howard: I'll help you, but you must act stupid. But why
did you do that to my daughter? She was the only
Scott left,

Olivia: But I'm a Scott too!

Howard: But you're not a genuine Scott, you're just a sort
of half Scott,

Olivia: But Iam a Scott!

Howard: Well, you are, but--you're not a real one.
Christina was the only natural true born Scott,
Except me of course. And my sister,

Olivia: Who is this sister of yours? Tell me.

Howard: It's a long story, but if you must know --

Olivia: Yes, I must, I must know!

Howard: We were a happy family until Rosaline met Peter
Rogers. Peter and I were school friends in 3rd
grade and we were the best of friends until one day
we agreed upon an all's fair boat race. And he
was teasing me that he won--and he did win, that
no good scoundrel! She got in love with him and

.married him, and I said not to step in this
"house anymore,

scene vii,

(Knock on door. )

Olivia: The police!

Howard: Do you think it's them?

Olivia: Yes, I'm sure. They want to get me, Oh, Howard,
I'm scared! They have finally come to take me
away to prison!

Howard: How could they? Ooh, that maid!

Voice: Let us in, please let us in!

(Maid goes to door, Peter and Rosaline Rogers come in.)

Maid: Sir! My word! It's your sister and her husband
come back!
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didn't swing on the curtain but
Reuben did. Reuben also got
hit by Brian who was in a foul
mood, and Felix had to res-
pond by beating Brian., I
thought I was beginning to un-
derstand why Olivia killed her
stepdaughter. . .

One afternoon about half-
way through rehearsals as [
was trying to get the kids a-
way from the piano and on-
stage, Nicky said, "Listen to
the murder chord, " and lo
and_behold he struck a minor
that said as clearly as all the
conventional TV-movie sound
tracks, "What you are about
to witness is terrifying and
horrible; brace yourself; be-
ware!" An electric light bulb
blinked over ‘my head., Nicky
had only a small part; he is
one of the workers, a talented
kid of the sort that reminds
classroom teachers why they
originally went into the busi-
ness, Within ten minutes we
had Nicky giving the cues that
the dialogue should have giv-
en, if only all those voices
had reached the sudience, He
chorded for a tray dropped in
anger; for a slap; for gun -
shots; he found a little gray
shivery ghost tune. I felt con-
fident then that we had three
strong strands holding the
play together: the script,
Nicky's music, Nelly's pow-
erful evil Olivia,

Less than a week before
the performances I experi-
mentally took myself out of
the play, Up to that point I
had never really stopped talk-
ing them through it: "Louder,
James, turn your body toward
me. That's good, Now this is
where Andy and Brian come in-
Andy and Brian! Get out here!"
My voice constantly wheedling
and directing each movement,
each step. When I closed my
mouth, they all stood like clo-
seted puppets, and after a
while turned to appeal to me



| remembered that |
was the grown-up and
teacher.

e s e e i
with their eyes, Gradually
they whispered their way
through a few scenes, forget-
ting which scene followed
which, It's not their play, I
thought, horrified, They don't
even know the plot, We all
stared at one another bleakly
until I remembered that I was
the grown-up and teacher and
committed to drawing lessons
even out of wells of despair,
"There," 1 said, "Wasn't it
good that we did it now instead
of waiting till when we have an
audience?" That night I
dreamed the whole play, right
through the applause and cur-
tain calls, Then woke up and
realized it wasn't over at all,
that I had to go through it a-
gain,

We gave one dress rehear-
sal and two full performances,
The dress rehearsal was only
for the half of the class not in
the play. I had suffered great-
ly over getting as many kids as
possible into the play, The
ones finally left out were gra-
cious, Jackie came up and
stood beside me for a while,
finally saying, "Can I help
with the clean-up ?" The new
boy in the class produced a
toy police outfit for Brian,
complete with badge, cap and
gun holster, There was one
tragedy; Yvonne, writer and
mainstay, came down with the
chicken pox. I was mournful;
Rebekah, who had wanted the
part and did not want to do
make-up instead, told me a-
bout Yvonne with an irrepress-
ible smile playing over her

Howard: I can't believe my eyes! Didn't I tell you not to
come to this house?

Rosaline: Oh, Howard, I had to!

Peter: Yes, Howard, we had to. We were living fine until
my brother came and said all that fortune wasn't
left to me, but to him., So since we had no place
to live, we had to come here, It's the first place
your sister could think of.

Howard: You're lying,

Olivia: (To herself) Now is my chance to wipe them all out
--and be the last woman Scott!

(Katherine and Peter Junior come in, )
Kids: We couldn't wait!

Katherine: Oh mama, who is that lady? She isn't
Bernadette!

Olivia: You wretched child! Don't you talk to me like that!
Bernadette was killed, I'm your aunt Olivia,

Katherine: (runs to Howard) Oh uncle, uncle, you
wouldn't do that!

(Howard likes Katherine and Pete, )

Howard: I wish you were my kids, Well, just for one

week you can stay. And that is all,
(He puts out his hands and Rosaline kisses them and kneels.)

Olivia: Let them stay a little bit longer, (With a devilish
smile. )

Act III, scene i.

Rosaline: (Preparing bed in guest room, sees two white
figures,) Who are you--Bernadette and Chris-
tina!

Bernadette: We've been trying to haunt the house and take
that woman out of here, but there's no where to
get in...

Christina: I'm glad you came because Olivia plans to kill
you' L ]

Rosaline: I'll leave the window open so you can come in
every night and haunt the house and take that
awful Olivia away,

(The ghosts go away, )




Rosaline: Oh, I can't wait till we trap that mean old
Olivia, I've got to find out why.

Olivia: (Comes in.) I heard you talking to yourself.
Rosaline: (Scared) Yes, I often do...

Olivia: Why are you backing away?

(Rosaline screams and faints)

Peter: (Comes in) I heard her scream and I came in.
Olivia, what are you doing to my wife?

Olivia: Nothing, nothing, I was just talking to her and
she just fainted.

Peter: What did you say that she fainted?

Olivia: Iwas just talking about how nice it would be if you
could stay longer. She was talking to herself in
her dream and when I came in she saw me and
she screamed and fainted.

Peter: You said 'she saw you, ' that was your slip!

Olivia: Get out of here! This is my own room! (She slams
door and goes out. )
Scene ii. At dinner table,

Katherine: Hello, uncle Howard, hello Mommy, hello
father.
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face. Adults offered their ser-
vices; the student teachers did
make-up, backdrops, helped
keep the backstage quiet,

At last, the reality of the
performance took our breath
away. The actual murmur of
Others out there, not just Sue
and Felix's little brother, not
even Ms. Rubinger and the o-
ther kids in the class, but ra-
ther, a live, true Audience.
What will they think of us?
Nervously I counted my props.
The food-coloring red tee
shirt for leana's transforma-
tion from stepdaughter to
corpse; Nelly's murder wea-
pons, knife and gun; light
switches. What none of us was
prepared for was not being

able to see: "Carlos, " 1

hissed, "Get away from there,
they can see you!" They want-
ed to watch through the cur-
tains, to peep from the sides,
I wished 1 didn't understand
so well, Carolyn the curtain
puller suddenly decided she
couldn't take it, put the ropes
in my hand and slipped out
front to watch, I realized that
I never did the curtains be-
fore and I didn't know which
rope opened, which closed.
James and Felix in a fit of
helpfulness took the bed off-
stage two scenes too early and
we barely got it back in time,
And yet, suddenly I saw
that nothing was going really
wrong, Some things were even
going very right, Ileana had
generated a powerful voice
from out of her giggling and
comic book reading; Cynthia,
who missed half the rehears-
als, carried off her scenes
with aplomb, With the curtains
open from backstage we see
other members of the produc-
tion bathed in pink light; we
held our breath; something
special was happening, Nelly
went out and in her loveliness
caused a small shock of hor-
ror; she was evil beautified;



she lifted the knife, turned it
in air. "Isn't it a beautiful
knife? It's for your own good,
Christina,.." The chords,

the lights out, The scream,
lights up and Ileana lying
there bloody. The audience
gasps; backstage we sigh; 1
hug Nelly, herself again,
Something had happened to all
of us, audience, and stage,
We shared a high point, No
wonder afterwards Nicky said,
"Hey Sue let's do another play
before school's out, ' Nelly
said, "Do you think maybe
next year?"

We cherish our high points,
our moments of fulfillment
and ritual excitement, I do
not want to suggest that ""The
Last of the Scotts" was a
prodigy; on the contrary what
I loved about it was the effort
of children who are not in-
nately competent actors. Part
of the play was acting the role
of actors, We were just good
enough on several occasions
to enjoin the sympathy and
participation of the audience,
Our troupe made the best of
what it had as a group. More
than half the class was in-
volved in some way, making
curtain-raiser skits, contrib-
uting costumes, making pro-
grams, What was important
about "The Last of the Scotts"
was the power we found to
move ourselves and the audi-
ence for a brief instant, a rit-
ual moment when what was
happening on stage was an ex-
pression of feelings mutual to
players, crew, and audience.
So many children's activities
are abstracted; "Learn this it
will be good for you when
you're thirty." So much of
what children do is not real,
but practice, childsplay, We,
however, conceived, wrote,
rehearsed and performed; we
created as a group a whole ex-
perience, an event, a real
play. T

Howard: Well, darling, why don't you say hello to your

aunt?

Katherine: She's not my aunt, I've been telling you--she's

an imposter!

(She runs up to her room, )

Olivia: IL.et me go and talk to her.

Howard: That will be fine dear.

Rosaline: Oh, excuse me, I have to go upstairs and get

something I forgot,

Act III, scene iii, Katherine's room.

Olivia: You fretful little child, (to herself) I think I shall

kill you too!
Katherine: No, no!
(Ghosts are watching)

Olivia: Yes! Yes!

Rosaline: No, don't you dare touch my child!

Katherine: That woman over there tried to kill me!

(Olivia goes for a gun)

Olivia: Don't you dare move or I'll shoot.
Katherine: No! No! You won't hurt my mother!

Christina's ghost: No, you won't!

(Olivia drops gun and faints, Rosaline picks up gun,)

(Howard and Peter come in,)

Howard: You killed Olivia!

Katherine: No! No! She wanted to kill my mother,

dead! She's dead!

(Then Howard sees the ghosts. )

Howard: It can't be, No, I don't believe it,

She's

Bernadette's ghost: Boy, you better believe it, now!

Ha ha ha!

Howard: No you wouldn't, you wouldn't!

(Seven shots, He dies. )
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POEMS BY BERNARD SHEPHERD
P, S. 75, Manhattan

My Favorite Things Are

Noodles

Tea

Rainbows

Chocolate Bars

Long Island

Flowers and My Grandmother
Going Over to Andy’s

Playing House With My Sister
Being Alone

A Book About Rainbows

Playing House With My Sister

I like to be with my sister
Very:much

With my sister I play

We eat chocolate bars every time
We go over to Andy's

And we see the rainbow

It's up in the sky

High in the sky

Then it starts to rain

The rainbow goes away,

Let's Talk About My Grandmother

I love my grandmother

She was so pretty, like a rainbow

I still remember her

She was 84 years old when she died

Before she died someone came up and helped her
He brought a bottle of whiskey for her

And my grandmother put it all over her face

My grandmother always liked it

It made her feel better
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How To Make A Rainbow

I will make a rainbow on a picture
I will put it on a film

Then I will point the film projector up to the sky
Everybody will look at the rainbow.

My Sister

My sister jumps on me

Then I jump on her back

She jumps on me

We keep doing it until Mommy calls out
Stop!

Then she puts us to bed without dinner

I go in my mother's bed and go to sleep,



These poems were dictated to me by a third grader, Bernard Shepherd, in a storage
closet where we met to get some privacy every Tuesday morning for a month,

I could describe Bernard to you, but I have the feeling my impressions would get in
the way, and would finally add nothing to the very beautiful and honest account he gives

of himself in these poems,

I began by asking for a simple list of his likes and hates; and then he proceeded to
talk, or rather, chant on these subjects. Bernard's mind was like a compass needle that
always pointed to the heart of the matter. He knew exactly how to begin, and what he
wanted to say, and when to end. There was less and less need for prodding from me --
occasionally I would ask him to take a poem further, but once he felt it had come to a
conclusion he would not budge. He even told me where he wanted the line-breaks, so
that I was reduced to a mechanical, but happy scribe. I felt privileged to be in on a

communication which was so pure and clear,

Later, Bernard was éncouraged to write poems on his own, but to be honest, they
were not as fresh as the ones dictated, it was as if his vocabulary had shrunk in the
transition from dictating to writing -- which often happens with younger children., In any
case, the poems in the Rainbow collection all seemed part of a single set, and so I have

grouped them together,

I Like To Drink Tea

Tea is tasty

Tea is good

Tea is tasty with sugar in it

Tea is not so tasty when you put pepper in it

Tea is brown

You put it in the cup

You put your finger in it
Then you will get burned.,

I Hate School

I hate school very much

[ hate when we have to do math

Every morning and afternoon they call me names
Dummy, stupid, fatso, creep, jackass

They call me bad words too

Don't ask me to say the words

Because that wouldn't be polite

- Phillip Lopate

I'm Alone

[ like to be alone, alone every day

I scratch my head when I'm alone

I scratch my head

And I play

I scratch my head and think

I remember everything

My grandmother I saw her be buried

It took a long time

Then I remember my grandfather

When [ was a little baby he used to diaper me
And he would always buy me stuffed animals
Then I remember my father

He used to murder me every day

When I told lies.

Friends

[ only have one friend when we dance

I only have one friend when we play

I only have one friend when we go outside
I only have one friend when we jog

My friend is named Michael Daniel Green
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Teaching Writing to
Emotionally

JEANNINE DOBBS

St. Ann's euphemistically
bills itself as "a home for
children with problems in
living. "' It is a residential
treatment center for some
sixty-eight children with vary-
ing degrees of emotional and,
thus, behavioral difficulties,
Located at the end of a cul-de-
sac in Methuen, Massachu-
setts, St. Ann's reflects
early twentieth-century, red
brick, school building archi-
tecture, In its windowless
basement is Hilltop School.

Early this year, I taught a
writing workshop at Hilltop.
My students ranged in number
from one to eight, in age from
nine to twelve, in ability and
interest (on a scale of ten)
from zero to ten. Most --
like Mary and Ray, I'll call
them, -- were unpleasantly
plump, or -- like Kathy and
Bobby -- agonizingly thin. At
that indeterminate age sexu-
ally, girls and boys were al-
most indistinguishable, In-
stitutional haircuts (long and
fashionable for the boys;
short and unstylish for the
girls) added to their unisex
appearance, Some of the
children were belligerent,
some cruel, some almost to-
tally withdrawn, some hyper-
active. Some were so affect-
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ionate they were almost dan-
gerous. Mary (4'10", 1101bs.)
swept me (5'4", 110 1bs. ) lit-
erally off my feet,

I had taught writing work-
shops before, Last year, as
Visiting Poet to New Hamp-
shire schools, I taught three
sessions of workshops to a
total of approximately 550
sixth-grade students., But un-
like those ""mormal’ students
(I use the term "normal’ re-
luctantly, for who among us
is without "problems in
living"'?), Hilltop students had
not donned the mask of polite-
ness or the mask of indiffer-
ence, behind which most stu-
dents of their age group al-
ready face teachers. They
were free, uninhibited: in their
response to me, to my teach-
ing methods, and especially
to my comments on their
work. Emotionally disturbed
children have much the same
reactions to people, to work
projects, and to criticism as
other students, The differ-
ence is one of freedom of ex-
pression and one of degree. I
expected emotionally disturbed
children to be highly sensitive;
I had been warned to use only
positive reinforcement as a
response to student writing.
Still, I was not prepared for

the reaction to my first at-
tempt at responding to a stu-
dent's paper at Hilltop School.

Lena was finished first,
She showed me her paper
which consisted of two lines
of writing: "Mr. Connie is my
English teacher. Miss Debbie
is my teacher's aide, "

"Good, " I said, remem-
bering my instructions. Then
[ added, in what I thought was
a tactfully suggestive manner:
"Now why don't you describe
what Mr, Connie and Miss
Debbie look like?"

"Why should I?" Lena said,
"They're standing right over
there. You can see for your-
self, "

"Because, "' I replied, still
confident of the way I was
handling the situation, "I
want to see what they look
like to you."

But instead of returning to
her writing, Lena pounced on
the only other girl in the
classroom that day, pummel-
ing Kathy's head with her
fists, Lena was promptly
dispatched to the "crisis"
room, a room where the child-
ren are sent for more person-
al attention than the classroom
with its ratio of two adults to
seven students, can afford,
Later I was told that Lena had



Disturbed Children

been confined to the crisis
room most of the rest of that
day and that night, screaming,
"I won't change it. I don't
care what she says!"

The violence of Lena's re-
action is not unusual at Hill-
top. Many of these children
are there because they've been
told all their lives by teachers
and by parents that they are
dumb or bad or both, Sur-

prisingly, considering their
apprehensions, children at
Hilltop were often more eager
to show their work, to read it
aloud, to distribute it to any-
one who would pay attention to
it, than other students in my
experience have been. The

Lenas of this world believe
that their work is good. They
may expect to hear that it is

that it is good and want to hear
that it is. Of course, we are
all this way. We don't want
anyone messing around in our
ideas and in our expressions
of our ideas.

Thus, I quickly acquired a
reputation at Hilltop, a nearly
disastrous one., The children
who had come eagerly to the
first workshop now were re-
Iuctant to return, Lena and
several of the others went di-
rectly to the crisis room in-
stead of coming to our second
class, With the remaining few
who felt they could handle the
threat I seemed to have be-
come, I was very cautious, I
was also positive, Oh, yes, I
was very positive, But every-
thing is not good, and the stu-
dents are not dumb, "That's
very good, " I lied to Alan, an
insecure ten-year-old who
wore his two Christmas
watches on one arm, "It
sucks, " was his reply, and he
was right.,

The problem with positive
reinforcement is that teachers
must take the time, the pains,
to find out what is good about
a piece of work., It is much
easier to be general than spe-
cificc. And we are so accus-
tomed to looking for faults;
faults are easier to find, 1
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began to give more support to NG cions. [ refrain from assign-

my students during the pro-
cess of writing and less atten-
tion to their product. I began
to sit beside them while they
were writing and to talk to
them in a general way about
the subjects they had chosen,
I began to write with them
and to talk about my own
writing -- its pleasures and
its frustrations, I began to
respond to their work in
pleasant sounding but more
noncommital OK's and Mm-
Hmms. They began to prefer
the classroom to the crisis
room, Finally, even Lena
came back., She and the oth-
ers began showing me their
writing with pleasure once
more rather than with appre-
hension. The pay-off came
when Alan sent word by way
of Mr, Connie that he had
completed a poem that he
would like me to look at in
order to help him improve it,
I was being granted the priv-
iledge of criticizing,

In addition to openly re-
vealing their hostility to
criticism, my Hilltop stu-
dents unreservedly revealed

their intolerance to boredom,
There was never any doubt as

to whether or not a session
had flopped. During a reading
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Ibeganto give
more support to

my students dur-
ring the process
of writing and less
attention to the

product.

of Frost's "Witch of Coos"
(which I thought had gained
rapt, or at least polite, atten-
tion from "normal'’ children),
my audience exiled itself,
through one means or another,
to the crisis room, Finally,
feeling silly and embarrassed,
I gave up reading to the empty
classroom,

Frustration at the blank
mind encountering the blank
page produced violent reac-

ing subjects to writing stu-
dents, encouraging them ra-
ther to write about what they
know and care about, But
Hilltop students needed some-
thing; so I gave them props --
frameworks, structures.
Kenneth Koch's "I used to be, .
/But now I am,.." device
(from his book Wishes, Lies,
and Dreams) worked well, I
gave them colored paper to
write on. I played records
for them to write to, I sug-
gested they write a class
poem, but on good days we
had eight students in our
classroom, It was imposs-
ible for eight of these child-
ren to work together., They
liked the idea of group work,
however, and begged to be
allowed both more space in
which to work and one or two
people with whom to write, I
suspected a ploy to escape
from writing altogether; but
no -- they gained a sense of
security from having space
around them safe from the
others' stares, jibes, jabs,
And they gained a sense of
security from working in
groups. The "if the work is
good, I did it; if not, we did
it" defense mechanism at
work,




When these and other de-
vices to initiate the writing
process worked, the children
were greatly relieved. And
completing a piece of writing
gave them a sense of accom-
plishment and additional se-
curity. For instance, when
Nikki, a handsome brown-
eyed boy, joined our class a-
round the fifth week of the
workshop session, he did not
know how to begin, The class
and I had solved some of our

problems by then, and most of

the other students were busy
writing, I had, by coincidence,
read a poem of Nikki Giovan-
ni's that day; so when my
Nikki asked for help I sug-
gested he use the first line of
her poem and go on from
there with one of his own. It
worked. And when at last his
own piece was finished, Nikki
tipped himself back in his
chair and waved his paper in
the air, ""Oh, my heart," he
said, clutching his chest and
laughing, "I've just written
my very first poem!"
Emotionally disturbed
children have a deep need for
security in their relationships
with others. To establish a
secure relationship, a bond of
trust, must be their writing

is taught must be secondary,
if, in fact, it ever enters into
the matter at all, Take, for
example, my experience with
Ray.

Ray was a young Bartleby
the Scrivener, who preferred
not to do anything the class
was doing. He habitually sat
on the outside of our circle or

To establish a sec-
ure relationship,
a bond of trust,
must be their wri-
ting teacher’s first
concern.

in a far corner of our class-
room stolidly ignoring us. He
was not completely withdrawn,
however, He would recoil
physically if writing paper
were offered to him, He would
remind us at least once every
class that he did not partici-
pate. If trouble started in the
classroom, he would silently
observe and then usually slip
away. According to Mr,
Connie, this was Ray's usual
behavior, I did not know how
to deal with Ray. I made po-
lite efforts to involve him,
which he rejected. During my
final visit to Hilltop, the class
made a mimeographed book

of their poems so0 that we
would all have a permanent
record of our experience, A
child approached me, tugged
at my sleeve, said, "Will you
help me copy Lena's poem
onto a ditto for the book?" It
was, of course, Ray. He only
wanted to copy someone else's
work, but for Ray it was quite
a breakthrough., And for me?
I don't even know what it was
that had reached Ray. Perhaps
I had done nothing more than
happen to be there at the right
time. But I consider it my
most rewarding experience,
even, ironically, as a writing

teacher's first concern, What HEESEEENSNN————— (cacher, at Hilltop School. M
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I Land on one of the kids' arms,

They Want to Make
Elephants

BOB SIEVERT

A meeting is held between
Steve Schrader, P.S.84
principal Sid Morison and
writer Bill Zavatsky. It is
decided that my working at 84
is O.K, 1 will be given about
$20 a month for supplies by
the school, and I will go in on
Tuesdays and Wednesdays.,
First week (Feb, 5, 1974)

I go in two days - mostly
roaming around checking out
the school, trying to meet
people. I write a rexo telling
all of the teachers about my
coming to work, inviting them
to contact me if they are in-
terested. [ get about seven
replies, I start visiting those
who wrote,

This is an extremely inter-
esting school - one of the most
interesting things is the vari-
ety of classroom styles here,
The classes go from very
straight rows of tables and
chairs to no tables and chairs-
sofas-daybeds-cages-looms-
aquariums-stacke of books,
and every square inch covered
with projects.

In room 224 there is a ter-
rific turtle tank, a very large
tank (4’ X 2' X 3'") with a ter-
rific crawl deck oa top, so
the turtles can crawl out and
climb on a variety of rocks,
I'm sure they'll never be
bored. The turtles are the
kind with flipper feet rather
than claws., Their graceful
swimming can take up hours
of gazing time - very visually
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beautiful,

There are also straight
traditional classrooms here -
the walls covered with pro-
jects (similar to classrooms
I remember in the parochial
school system 10 years ago).
The sense of interest and pro-
ductivity seems the same in
both types of rooms, It will
be interesting to see how the
different classrooms will
effect my working with the
students, It would be nice if
the kids could choose between
the two types of structures.

It seems a matter of personal
need as to who is best served
by which style,

Feb, 13

[ have made arrangements
with Suzan Morton to take
some fourth graders from hex
She is a corridor teacher and
divides her time among class-
es along a corridor, I bring
about ten kids with me back to
the T & W C room. I have
made a self-portrait with
markers and newspaper, cut-
ting out arms, clothes, pasting
it all together, I show them
the work, I ask if they know
what a portrait is, No res-
ponse, Finally someone ven-
tures it is a picture. I ex-
plain that it's a picture of
someone, I go on to ask,
"What is a self-portrait?"
Everyone explains it's a pic-
ture of yourself, I show my
self-portrait, I dance it a-
round, I make it move, put a

I suggest they do one of their
own, I suggest an alternate-
"Or make a picture of each
other, " (big giggle.) Three
boys grab markers - they say
they will do some great draw-
ings for me, Out come rock-
ets, guns, airplanes, phallic,
aggressive stuff,

Two. girls run to the black-
board, They start drawing
elaborate drawings of girls -
very fancy dresses and ac~
cessories, ribbons, bows,
then the final touch - two
breasts with nipples, Upon
finishing these they collapse
in giggles and feverishly e-
rase the whole thing and
start all over again,

One boy, Kenny, asks me
to draw an airplane, Eager
to please, Ido, I give him a
super sabre point nos= job,
This wows the other guys, I

| forgothow to
draw the sky,

must draw for everyone, Next,
Kenny crumples his paper.
Why? I ask, "Iforgot how to
draw the sky - draw me anoth-
er," '"No,'" I say (I'm afraid
of being monopolized by his
needs). He starts a revolt,
first crossing his arms, push-
ing back from the table, then
running around, finally stand-
ing at the door, looking com-
pletely rejected, half in half
out, saying he is leaving, I
am really upset by him, I
start jiving him with "I know
you need my attention - you
must be responsible for your
own work''-type stuff, It



ey for supplies, Her father
used to be an artist, but is
now a working photographer,
She drops about six names,
several familiaxr, She is su-
per social, and her work is
sensitive and articulate., She
next constructs a chair and a
woman to sit in it, '

I helped a beautiful boy
named Victor make a building,
an apartment house, He has
stood it up, He has also made
a small group of people (very
small in size) standing in
front of the building, A car is
at the curb on a winding road
he has drawn on the base pa-
per. One person is saying
"Help!" There seems to be a
coaflict about who is going to
get into the car. He is in fan-
tasy, making siren sounds
with his voice, enacting a pri-
vate drama, I don't intrude,
Feb, 20

Today I am to work with
two fourth grades,
in the classrooms with the en-

tire class,

The first is Pat Knott's
class, It is a very orderly
group., Everyone has a place-
everyone knows it - clear,

I begin by discussing the

visit is bilingual, mostly Latin
kids, The assistant teacher,
who is Puerto Rican, tells me
most of the kids are Domini-
can, The teacher tells me the
class has just been organized,

difference between designs and and it's still in the forming

I ask what is the
Several people

pictures,
difference,

stages. One of the kids asks
if art is work., ''Oh, no,'" vol-

know what pictures are. "They unteers one of the paraprofes-

are when you want to show
someone what someone looks
like, " Designs: "They're
anything - you know, scribble
scrabble, " Itry to refine the
statement: "A design is a
picture idea - a visual idea -
using shape and colors.' I
next draw a rectangle on the
board., I show them the two-
line design (see below). The
class is immediately respon-
sive, (I think it is the design
I have made on the board - it
is obviously easy to achieve, )
Almost everyone gets a good
design - there are several

I will work terrific oaes,

The other fourth grade I

sionals. My mouth drops open,
I don't know how to reply., I
am unable to defend artists as
working people - what could I
say?

I give them the design
problem. As I walk around,
I notice the level of the work
is not on the usual third-fourth
grade level, It is clumsy and
uncoordinated - there seems
to be a lack of experience in
using crayons, Few are able
to put themselves down on pa-
per. I ask and find out that
for many of them, this is their
first school experience in
New York,

There is an interesting

1, Make two points at the edge of your paper. (A & B)

2. Take a walk with your crayons from one point to the A
Be sure to visit all parts of your paper.

other,

point (C to D).
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3. Make two more points and again walk from point to

You now have many different shapes.

Show each shape with a different color,

B




girl, Ramona, who has an un-
developed hand and is very in-
sistant that [ see it She
points to sections of her work
and asks me questions, She
lays her hand across the paper,
waiting, looking into my face
for a reaction. I am not upset
by her deformity, only inter-
ested by it. We do not speak
about it, As I am telling her
the importance of completing
ideas in drawings, making
them clear, I rest my hand on
her arm, not near her hand,
but it is enough for her.

Several designs are com-
pleted in the group. I hold up
most of the work, Iam trying
to get visual awareness, They
show their delight or displeas-
ure with ooos and ughs,

This will be an interesting
class,
Feb, 26

Today is the first day I

have my schedule completely
filled in. [ have brought with
me lots of colored paper, glue,

scissors,

The first group I meet with a hospital.

is five fifth graders. Their
teacher, Russ Seymour, has
chosen them because they are
kids who have a hard time ex-
pressing themselves - three
girls and two boys - Lucy,
Darlene and Myra, Freddie
and Melvin, The girls are
very similar to one another -
quiet, shy, nicely done up in
curls and ribbons, very em-
barrassed about being in such
a small group. I imagine
they always like to disappear
in a crowd, Freddie has lots
of energy, flashing eyes, he
never stops moving for a sec-
ond, Melvin never does a
thing for the whole period but
explores every cabinet and
drawer in the room,

I suggest, to get to know

winding road, then a building,
He makes another
drawing - an ambulance,
crosses on the side, The
girls are less eager to work -
Darlene takes the lead - with
a ruler she outlines a large,
classic house, Myra and Lucy
follow her every step - in the
end their work is interesting
in its infinitesimal variations-
slight misplacements of doors
and windows.

The next group I work with
is the talented bunch Pat Par-
ker has chosen, Most out-
standing in his talent is Wil-
liam Lee, an oriental lad with
an unerring hand, His work
has a sense of completeness.,
He draws a car (I gave the
group the assignment of show-
ing what kind of street they
live on), then he draws a lamp

one another, that we just make post on each side of his paper.

drawings. The girls all just
softly giggle, Freddie jumps
in, He loves to draw cars -

he makes several, then a

Each post has a double fork of
two lights, Such symmetry. [
am jealous., [ work with him,

helping him cut apart his draw-
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START LIKE THIS:

trees

cars

people
street lights
buildings

X
wl \j fences

trucks
stores
other windows

To begin, first draw or trace two rectangles next to each other (covering
most of the paper). Next say "these are windows!" Imagine looking out of
them - list all the things you'd see out your window - draw some of them -

have fun!

ing, done on a piece of blue
construction paper, and reglue
it on green paper. I say this
gives me an idea for making
an animated film, Iask him if
he has ever worked with ani-
mation - he has, in his after-
noon community center. The
students in this school seem
to have a lot of experience,
They have been worked with a
great deal - groups, special
classes, lessons -the sense of
"worked with" pervades the so-
cial, racial lines, The school
itself seems to have an ideal
mix of kids from all back-
grounds, a full range of peo-
ple, very varied., Everyone
seems to get along O, K. Still,
each class seems to break in-
to subgroups that are pretty
tight. The black kids hang
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out together, the white kids by
themselves, And the Latin
kids seem to interrelate into
each group, but lots of Spanish
is spoken to exclude others -
people are basically stubborn,
Getting back to the class, I
try and get people into making
pictures with cut out paper.
There's still a strong karate
contingent, so I cut some kar-
ate action poses - so kids dig
it and pick up the ball. I get
several good pieces of cut-out
action collage, One girl makes
a red fist coming out of a yel-
low sunburst on green paper -
two small black figures are
demolishing each other in the
background. The artist says
she will take it to her karate
teacher, There are several

other karate pieces.

A girl named Lynda makes
a figure standing in the sun-
set - different colors radiate
from out the figure, She writes
all over it - I don't like doing
this,

Bill Zavatsky has come in
today and is trying to get a
teacher workshop with teach=:
ers going in the room. Itry
and find alternate space for
my next group, The teacher
suggests we work in the cor-
ridor. We set up a work camp
in the corridor. We cut-paper
buildings, models of brown-
stones (which surround the
school), It's a simple project-
clt out the shape of a building
in one color and fit in windows,
doors and other fixtures with
contrasting colors - everyone



is turned on by the idea and
does nice work,

After lunch I go back to
the bilingual fourth grade.
After last week's design I try
to give some work that will en-
gage their picture-making, I
give them the window assign-
ment. (See example above)
We list on the board all the
things they could see out their
windows if they were looking
out - people, buildings, parks,
I also reverse it and list the
things they could see looking
into their windows - beds,
curtains, TV's, etc.

When they draw, pretty
nearly every window has cur-
tains, The designs are O, K,
For the most part represen-
tation of people is pretty mi-
nute - many tiny stick figures,
They make barely recognizable
human forms - is this the lack
of experience? There are sev-
eral excellent exceptions, A
wonderfully gifted girl, Lisette
does a beautiful piece - bright
dotted curtains, beaming faces
looking out, I comment on how
much I like her work, She
tells me her mother says she
always brings brightness and
light wherever she goes - she's
wonderful.

The last group of the day
is made up of fifth and sixth
graders I have worked with
before, A boy named Victor
is eager to return to his past
week's work, I tell him to go
ahead., I don't make a definite
assignment, Another boy,
Harcourt, who was totally off
the wall last week, settles into
looking at work that was done
during the day., He starts
drawing robots and space mon-
sters, The other two can't
get into anything, [ present
several ideas - city streets -
they don't respond. One does
a big dick drawing - both of
them go wild over it, Itry to
show acceptance of it - this
encourages them to break away

from the table and carry on.
Everyone gets upset - the
working three watch me care-
fully - they have stopped --I
have to get heavy - "Cut it out"
- no matter how repressive I
get, it seems to excite them
more. I throw them out of
the room, send them back to
their class. Jeanette is
making a collage on orange
paper - a store window with
cactuses, Victor is drawing
faces with magic marker, and
Harcourt is continuing his
creature sketches, As we
work Ken, the teacher of the
group, comes in to find out
what happened, Iam very de-
feated by their negative and
disruptive behavior - I can't
express it to Ken - but Har-
court and I have this terrific
collage going - I am cutting
and pasting his space mon-
sters - I don't care about
those boys - WE HAVE OUR
ART,

Feb, 27

I have told Suzan Morton
that I will go to this class with
her, She says that it is a
very depressed class, It'sa
sixth grade - the kids are
sullen - they sit about in
small groups of three or four,
painting nails, telling jokes,
Suzan's right. The class has
no spirit, no center. The
teacher is a polite man - may-
be anguished, He leaves,

I try to think of something
to do with them, My ideas for
the day are meant for a more
industrious group, I decide to
present the basic design, No
one responds. It takes about
10 minutes to gain their atten-
tion - it is as if they are in a
trance. Slowly they shake
themselves and realize some-
one is talking to them. After
a while they begin to respond

- about half-way through the
sessgion everyone is working,
No one has any confidence in
what he is doing. As Igo up

to .several people to reinforce
their work, they tell me it is
ugly and that they should throw
it away - it's very sad. Suzan
was right - group depression.
In the end there are several
nice pieces of work,

Next I go to Pat Knott's
fourth grade, Iam very pre-
pared. I explain we are going
to make pictures of houses, I
point out of the window at the
brownstones across the street,
I cut out a piece of paper
roughly the shape of a brown-
stone, Then with a contrast-
ing color I cut out windows.
They get it immediately. Each
student has two pieces of
colored paper - each student
proceeds to turn out beautiful
variations - they share the
different colors beautifully.
Some make elegant doorways,
stairs, plants in windows,
people, cats, The end result
is about twenty-five buildings,
Kenny folds a terrific set of
bay windows; he makes shut-
ters; he is copying a building
across the street, Pat Knott
is very excited about their
work, too! It's really click-
ing., Time flies by really
fast. Suzan Morton comes in
and we decide that after lunch
we will put them all together
and make a mural,

After lunch I go back to
4B-1, I take about six kids
and go out into the corridor,
We put down about eight sheets
of paper (large) and tape them
together. Someone says we
should have clouds - we cut
cloud shapes out of newspaper
and paste clouds and buildings
on the long:sheet of paper -
we have made a city block,
We tape the whole thing up on
the wall in the corridor. Pat,
Suzan and the kids keep shaking
their heads. They say some-
one will tear it down because
the lunch lines pass right by
it (it has been up four weeks
now ),
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Chlldren s Conceptlons of Wlld Chimpanzees

BILL CURRIER

The work began in a fourth-grade classroom at an all-
black school on the outskirts of New Haven, named Martin
Luther King. Craig O'Connell, the teacher in the class-
room, had shown Goodall's film, "My Friends the Wild
Chimpanzees, "' the previous year. He knew the children
were intrigued by chimps. But neither O'Connell nor any of
the others working with him knew if children could conceive
of subjects such as chimp communication, social structure,
and chimp rearing. It took three months to begin to answer
whether they could or not, The children answered it them-
selves,

This paper reports what children had to say in interviews,

discussions, and stories after completing the initial activi-
ties in the curriculum. The children's interest in and com-
mand of concepts relating to chimps can best be evaluated
by reading their own words from discussions and from
writing,




MY CHILDHOOD DREAMS ARE BEING REALIZED

The first activity in the chimp study was a film, "My
Friends the Wild Chimpanzees." The film conveys a vivid
picture of Jane Goodall, the African setting, and the indi-
vidual chimps, This film gave the children a common base
of knowledge, images, and impressions about chimp life.
The facts that attracted children became the subject matter
for discussions after the film, However, the film was so
evocati' e that two girls began writing down their observa-
tions during the film., O'Connell collected the notes from

the girls, Andrea and Lisa. This is what Andrea had to say:

Jane Goodall arrives in Tanzania to study about
chimpanzees, It is a bright morning. Jane goes to find
chimps. Jane finds hair from chimps. She goes up 150
feet high then sees chimps, The cliimps see her and
run, The cook makes eggs and beans. As a morning
begins Jane goes past fish drying., Chimps groom two
hours a day. They eat seven hours a day. The chimp-
anzees sleep in trees, She said to herself, "My child-
hood dreams are being realized." The chimpanzees
are getting wet so the chimps do a rain dance. When
the rain stopped the chimps make sponges to drink with.
Miss Goodall makes camouflage, Suddenly the chimps
scent something. They spot her. ''Should we run away
or stay, ' they thought. Well, as long as she stays hid-
den now she can approach the chimps without them run-
ning away. She feels like her dreams have come true.
Now Jane can come close to the chimps. The cook bakes
the daily bread. She tries to eat the food they eat. She
spits it out, One chimp comes to Jane's camp. Then
others come too. They find camp very interesting., In
the forest one lonely chimp calls. The call is under-
stood. Omne day Jane experiments with a play monkey.
Jane puts a mirror in the forest. The chimps are puz-
zled with their reflection. Chimps use grass stems to
fish for termites. The chimps have a good meal. Jane
Goodall has made contact with wild animals, Five years
with chimps was good. Another chimp comes with a
baby. She is finally refreshed. Jane Goodall thinks,
"I've finally really contacted the chimps., That's what
I've really wanted, " and she walks away.

Wild Chimpanzees are immensely interesting to
children. Unfortunately only one attempt has been made to
adapt the existing research on chimps into a form teachers
can use in classrooms. The Education Development Center
tried to do it in Man: A Course of Study, a curriculum
project directed by Jerome Bruner. The course contrasts
chimpanzee and baboon adaptation and social organization.
But the chimp study is peripheral. Baboons are the main
subject matter. A group of teachers in New Haven, Conn-
ecticut, decided to develop an upper elementary school
curriculum based on Jane Van Lawick Goodall's research
on a chimp population in Tanzania.
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In class discussions Andrea frequently spoke about how
unfair it was that there were so few women scientists and
doctors. These spontaneous notes make it clear that An-
drea was as interested in Jane's behavior and her motives
as she was in the activities of the chimps. She identified
with Jane's strongly held desire for a life observing ani-
mals in their natural habitats.

The complexity of the chimps' behavior around Jane
also intrigues Andrea. The striking comparison between
the large "'white" primate and the smaller, but stronger
chimps is powerful, The irony of intelligent chimps stud-
ying Jane before allowing her to study them is not lost on
the children,

Lisa was more interested in factual observations of
chimp behavior., This is what she said in her spontaneous
notes: \

Jane Goodall is studying chimpanzees, She brought
food for herself, She types about the chimpanzees.,
Jane Goodall was looking at the chimpanzees, The
chimpanzees are shy. She climbed the mountain look-
ing for the chimpanzees. The chimpanzees make their
own bed. The people make Jane Goodall's food for her.
They caught fish at night and dry them in the sun. The
chimpanzees are picking out bugs from their skin. The
chimpanzees are climbing trees, Jane Goodall is mak-
ing her coffee, The chimpanzees eat leafs, Some of
the chimpanzees are making their beds and go to sleep.
It started to rain, The chimpanzee is doing rain dance.
Then it stops raining. The chimpanzees are making
tools. Jane Goodall is making camouflage. The chimp-
anzees come back, The chimpanzees saw Jane Goodall
and she saw the baby chimpanzee, Flint. Flint played
in the tree. The chimpanzees lay on the ground. The
chimpanzees climb trees., Jane Goodall is writing about
chimpanzees, The people are making bread. Jane
Goodall is climbing a tree., The chimpanzees are in
the camp. Jane Goodall is giving the bananas to the
chimpanzees, The chimpanzees eat bananas., The
chimpanzees are eating the skin from the bananas. Jane
Goodall is washing her hair from a stream. The chimp-
anzees is holding her arm and leg. Jane Goodall is play-

ing with the chimpanzees, Flint is holding on to a branch.

Flint is playing with a doll. The chimpanzees eat meat.
The chimpanzees make tools. The chimpanzees are eat-
ing termites with grass stems. Flint has touched Jane
Goodall's nose. Jane Goodall's tickling the chimpanzees.
A chimpanzee has a new baby. The chimpanzee is kiss-
ing another chimpanzee, Jane Goodall is walking through

the jungle.

IT LOOKS LIKE A MONKEY, A LITTLE IT DO

It is clear from these notes that children do make ob-
servations about chimps from the film. But what were they
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most interested in learning about chimps? Could important
concepts about chimp behavior be organized around these
interests? To find out, discussions about the film were
conducted with small groups of children, These are some
comments made during those discussions.

1. Do chimps communicate? Do they have language?
"They touch hands if they are nervous or if they are
friends. They have calls, They touch hands if they
accept another chimp. Chimps have different vocal
calls. They have their own language of hoots and calls
but we can't understand them, They can't learn our
language. "

Kenny

2. What do chimps look like?
"It looks like a monkey, a little it do and they hands
look like our hands and their foots look like a hand,
They lookin' in they hair for something, insects, and
they take it out and eat it, I saw it in the movie yes-
terday. [ think they bugs,"

Alpha

3. Do chimps make tools?

"They make a bed. They would take some leaves and
make a bed and stay there. But they don't stay two or
three days. After awhile, they just leave. To make a
sponge they take a leaf off a branch., They put it in
their mouth, After a rain they can't get no water (these
are the big chimps, now) and they take the sponge in the
water and they drink from it,

When they get meat from a baboon they don't take it
with their hands, They would take that sponge and take
the meat out of the baboon. They like the brain the most,
They break the bone to get the brain,

See them grass stems? I guess they lick the stems,
to make it sticky., Then they take the stick out and start
eatin' them, The big chimps, sometimes Flo will give
Flint some of the termites. "

Anthony

Following the discussion one girl who had shown par-
ticular interest in chimps was asked to dictate all she could
remember from the film. She sat down immediately and
composed this story:

Jane Goodall, she went to Africa and she wanted to
learn about chimpanzees, And every day she used to
walk around and see if she could find them. Every day
she walked around until she found chimpanzees. Then
she knew she was getting close. One day the man that
cooked her food put up a sheet to tell Jane Goodall that
there were chimpanzees in the camp, Then she saw the
sheet and she ran up there, The chimpanzees were Flo
and Flint. She got used to the chimpanzees. And the
chimpanzees got used to her,

One day she had a stuffed chimpanzee and she tried
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to see what Flint would do when he saw the stuffed
chimpanzee, She put a mirror out there and Flint went
up to it and he was acting all funny and everything., Af-
ter that she put bananas out for the chimps, Flo and
Flint, and Flo took it and all the chimpanzees went over
there and wanted bananas. Then all the chimps went to-
get the bananas out, Fifi opened the banana box and
then all the chimps went over there and were trying to
pick the bananas out. So Jane went over there and
closed the box so they'd have bananas for the next day.

It was rainin' one day and then she went out where
the chimpanzees live, She seen the chimps run around
and one chimp was doing the rain dance, It was Fifi,
Flint's sister I think,

Jane was making a bed like the chimps make beds.
After that she sat in it to see how it feels, After that
she hid to see what the chimps were going to do. Then
another chimp came and sat on her bed. She tasted the
chimps' food and she didn't like how the chimps' food
tasted so she just shot it away.

One day up in the camp Flint went oa top of the tent
and then he slide down. Jane was watching him shootin'
down, Then all the chimps started sliding down, climb-
ing up and sliding down, Then all the chimps started
doing it again, Melissa was there too,

Melissa had a baby chimp., She was hiding the baby
from the other chimps and one of the chimps found out
and she showed the baby, They all got used to it.

This is how they eat, They get sticky tubes and
stick it into a hole and they pull out the termites and
brush them off with the hair on their mouths,

Chimps, they groom each other, They go looking
through their hair, looking for bugs and they take them
out and eat the bugs. They do it to clean each other.,

Bridget

A CHIMP FAMILY STUDY

Most children could no: identify the relationships be-
tween chimps. Without knowing the relationships behavior
was difficult to interpret and conceptualize, For example,
most children did no: know that the chimp in the film who
kept trying to touch the infant was the baby's sister.

However it was not difficult for the children to pick out
the infant's mother. They were immediately attracted to
the bonding between the mother and her infant, A study of
a chimp family was organized ro take advantage of this
interest,

A family is a comprehensible unit to children. They
understand the roles of individuals at some level, Through
their own experience children identify with the relationships
between mothers, fathers, brothers, and sisters. Two
benefits resulted from drawing on this identification.,

First, the children became familiar with the names and
habits of individual chimps. Second, by studying the rela-
tionship in a family children began to understand the behav-
ior of chimps in general.
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Before the family study was begun Alpha was asked if
she thought chimps had families. She is struggling with the
concept of a family., She seems to have trouble defining
what a family is but she knows what she thinks is the pur-
pose of a family:

. Do chimps have families, Alpha?

. Idon't know,

. Do you know what a family is?

. No.

. Tell me all the different kinds of people at your
house.

Mother, Daddy, brothers, sisters.

Are they all the same size?

No, I'm the littlest.

Do you know people who have babies?

Yes.

Do chimps have babies?

They do. They teach the babies how to make
the sounds, They teach them to go to school,
They teach them how to walk, They have to
learn how to eat their own food they get, They
go to learn how to make tools and take off the
leaves to make a stick. They get to learn to
jump over from the other branch and learn to
climb trees and get into their own bed. They
learn how to fight for themselves,

FOPOFO» OFO»O

CHILDREN'S BOOKLETS ABOUT FLO'S FAMILY

Booklets were written about Flint's birth and develop-
ment and Flo's care for him, The booklets were adapted
from Coodall's, In the Shadow of Man, Children were told
to read them in preparation for interviews and discussions.
By this time interest was high, Two boys began drawing
chimps napping in trees and grooming each other in the
lilting light under the forest canopy. They wrote a chimp
book and illustrated short descriptive passages with draw-
ings. The art teacher began making clay chimps and chimp
dolls with the children., During gym they built nests in
trees and practiced pant hooting. It was a chimp orgy.

Three booklets were printed, "Flo and Her Family, "
"Flint's First Steps, " and "Flint Grows Up, " They were
written in simple, periodic sentences. The booklets read
like the children's own observation notes, Actual incidents
and stories from Goodall's book were included, Flint's and
Flo's relationship came alive, Of course chimp and human
families are not the same. It is difficult to infer feelings
and intentions in wild animals from their behavior, But the
information in the booklets helped children understand re-
lationships within what is undeniably a family, Flo's family;
Flint, Fifi, Faben, and Figan., After seeing the film and
reading thé booklets the children became interested in com-
parisons between human and chimp families, their methods
of infant care, their use of tools, and the bonds that develop
between members of the family., This is an interview with
Andrea after she finished reading the chimp booklets:
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. Do chimpanzees have families, Andrea?

. No. They really go around in groups with each

other,

What's a family?

It’s a group of people who are related to each

other; a mother, father, and two children or more.

Some are orphans, But a family is when you're

related to each other, We kids say, your gen-

eration, But we're in a generation 1973,

Do you think Flo and her babies are a family?

. Flo is a mother and she had about five kids,
That was considered to be her family more than
the others. But there was no original father,
Flo is like a human mother because wheneyer
Flint cried she'd go to him. She wouldn't let
Fifi hold Flint because she's afraid she'd hurt
him. She took care of Flint like a baby but she
didn't neglect Fifi, Sometimes Flo would run
and play a game with Fifi to get her mind off
Flint, As he got older, Fifi didn't want to play
with him anymore. Figan and Faben weren't
around. Sometimes they'd come over whén Fifi
was playing with Flint, She'd run over and play
with them to get their minds off Flint, And then
while they were playing she'd run back and play
with Flint, .

Why wouldn't Flo let Figan and Faben play with
Flint and she would let Fifi play with the baby?
A. Maybe they play rougher. Flint is still a baby,

>0 20
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WE DISCUSSED HOW PEOPLE AND CHIMPS LEARN

Craig O'Connell, a master at running class discussions
and drawing out children's ideas, talked with the children
about the booklets, He did not know what the children's
reactions to the material would be, but he wanted to probe
their understanding of chimp family relationships, These
are his notes from the discussions:

T asked them to tell me what kind of relationship
Fifi had with Flint, One child said that Fifi wanted to
hold Flint, Kenny said that Fifi was interested in Flint.
I then asked why Flo didn't want Fifi to hold Flint, Wal-
ter said that Flo was afraid that Fifi would hurt Flint,
[ asked Walter that if this was so, then why did Flo fin-
ally allow Fifi to hold Flint, He said that Fifi had
learned how to hold Flint without hurting him, Then we
discussed how chimps and people learn. Iasked them
how their own baby brothers and sisters learn. Some-
one said that they learn by watching, the same as Fifi
learned. Someone else said that Fifi watched Flo take
care of Flint, I asked them how little children learn to
talk, Kenny said by listening to their parents talk, We
subsequently discussed how Flo was a very good mother,
how Fifi could learn to take care of Flint by watching
Flo, that Fifi would probably be a good mother when she
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grew up, and that if Flo died Fifi could take care of
Flint., The point had been made by several children
that Fifi learned how to care for Flint gradually. I asked
them how Flo prevented Fifi from holding Flint at first.
Gordon said that Flo would take Flint and walk away
from Fifi. Someoné said that Flo would push Fifi's
hand away. Walter said that Flo would grab Fifi by the
ankle and that she would know that she was not supposed
to touch Flint, I asked Walter if Flo ever punished Fifi,
Walter said no. Iasked, why not? Someone said that
Flo didn't have to and we concluded that Fifi respected
what her mother wanted without having to be punished.

The children grappled with the difficult topic of inter-
preting intentions and motivations of individual chimp be-
havior. In many ways they collectively arrived at one of
the crucial purposes of primate families; to instruct pro-
geny in the ways of child care to insure the continuation of
the species. Some children felt from watching the film and
from reading the booklets that Flo was a good mother, that
Fifi could learn how to take care of Flint by watching Flo,
and that "Fifi would probably be a good mother when she
grew up, and that if Flo died Fifi could take care of Flint, "
Another group of children differed on this interpretation of
Flo as a mother:

Julia: Whenever he (Flint) fell and made one little
cry he was rescued,

Teacher: Do you think Flint will be spoiled?

Kim: I think he'll be spoiled because everytime any-
thing happens to Flint they let him get anything
he wants, They always giving him bananas
and stuff,

Alpha: If they don't feed Flint he won't eat nothing. ..
He don't get anything he wants.

Kenny: If you were Mr, Goodall and had a banana and
Flint saw you and he was hungry and you gave
him your banana that would not be spoiling him
because he's hungry.

Alpha: They didn't let Flint do whatever he wanted to
do.

Walter: If he falls and if Flo is not there and if he hits
his head he could get killed or hurt and she
would be sorry if she wasn't in back of him,

Frank: I disagree with Kimberly because if you don't
feed Flint he'll die and Kimberly too--she'll
die if she doesn't eat, The way you spoil Flint
is if you keep on holding him after he learns
how to walk himself.

Discussion of chimp rearing also provoked discussion of
the problems Flint had as an infant. In the following dis-
cussion children discussed how Flo taught Flint to ride on
her back--an essential behavior for an infant's survival.

Teacher: What problems did Flint have in learning to
ride on his mother's back?
Honda: He kept on sliding off.
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Alpha: Yeah, he would slide off her back.

Teacher: How did Flo help him?

Honda: She grabbed him by his hand,

Alpha:  She pushed him back on her back.

Frank: No, she put him under her stomach.

Honda: She grabbed him by the hand and dragged him.
Teacher:; Did Flo grab Flint by the hand and drag him?

All: No! .
Alpha:  She put him under her stomach (reading from
booklets) :

Frank: Honda means that she grabbed him by the hand
and put him under her stomach.
Teacher: Is that what you meant, Honda?

Honda: Yeh,

Teacher: Did Flint stand on Flo's back?
Walter: No,

Julia: I think so.

Alpha:  He was holding onto a tiny tree.

Frank: That's learning to climb, He learned by Flo
holding his stomach., Sometimes Flo lifted
him off a branch,

Alpha:  He grabbed a handful of hair on her back and
held on,

Honda: She held onto his waist.

Kenny: Fifi held him up when he took one step.

This discussion led to one of the most interesting re-
sults of the chimp case study and one which was not con-
sidered when we began developing the unit, While talking
about chimps and Flint's upbringing, the children spontan-
eously began to discuss their own childhoods! Again it was
O'Connell who flushed out the childrens' personal identifi-
cation with Flint,

Teacher: Do human beings ride on other human beings

backs?
Walter: No, they get a back sack.
Julia: Grown-ups walk, they don't ride on other

grown-ups backs, only babies,

Walter: - First they crawl and then they start walking,

Teacher: Is that true?

Frank: No.

Everyone

Else: Yes.

Walter: My mother said that when I was a little baby I
use to try to pull myself up and then start

walking,

Frank: Inever crawled when I was a baby.

Alpha

(to F.): How do you know, you probably can't remem-
ber.

Frank

(to A,); Cuz my mother, father, and my grandmother
told me. My mother held me on the bed and I
would fall on the bed when I fell over and 1
wouldn't get hurt cuz I would fall on the bed and
that's how I learned to walk,
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Julia: When I was a baby I used to get the wash pan
and put it on my head.

Walter

(to J.): That's not what we're talking about.

Kemny: There's a saying that people gotta crawl be-
fore they take the first step.

Teacher: Does everybody agree with that?

Everyone: No,

Frank: I was nine months old when I took my first step.

Honda: 1 was ten months old.

One of the characteristics of most human families is that
they are formalized in cultural ceremonies and affirmed by
the society in a public ritual bond. It was natural for the
children to inquire whether chimps "married.” These are
Craig's notes from the discussion:

The discussion became especially lively when Thom-
as asked if Flo was married. I threw the question back
at the kids and especially at Tony who had his hand up
immediately. Tony said that Flo could be married and
Thomas asserted that she was. Jimmie Lee laughed
and yelled out that chimps don't marry. Most children
seemed to agree with him., But Thomas and Anthony
remained adamant in their position that Flo was married
or at least she "could be, ' Iasked them what marriage
was, Kenny said it is when two people love each other
and show affection to one another. I asked Kenny if I
could love somebody and show affection to her without
being married to her. Kenny thought for a second and
replied that I could. I maintained that his definition
then was not sufficient, Again I posed the same quest-
ion. Someone said that it is when two people live to-
gether, Iasked them if two adults, a male and a female,
could live together without being married. Everyone
thought that they could. Again, I asked what marriage
was, Gordon said that you must have a priest to get
married, Someone else said that you must have a wed-
ding. Anthony said that there must be a ceremony to be
married, Ididn't force the issue any longer and we all
agreed on these definitions. Anthony was especially
pleased because it seemed to support his argument. He
exclaimed that chimpanzees have ceremonies and that
they could be married if they wanted to. Jimmie Lee
laughed loudly at this, retorting rather self-assuredly
that chimpanzees "'don't have ceremonies!" T asked
Anthony if he could support his theory that chimps have
ceremonies; could he cite an example, Anthony said
that in the film the chimps had a rain dance ceremony.
"All the chimps sat in the trees and watched this one
chimp go wild and act crazy and do a rain dance, "' I
supported Anthony's claim that chimps have ceremonies
but explained that as far as scientists knew chimpanzees
do not marry.

Having resolved that question we moved on to whether
Flint had a father. The children disagreed, but no one
seemed especially adamant in their position. Iasked
them to explain how Flint would get a father if he had
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one, Gordon said that it is when two people get together
and have a baby, one of them is the father. I agreed but
said that when two animals mate and produce a baby, one
animal is the father and the other is the mother, I
asked the children to use the word "'mate," Walter pro-
tested that some animals do not have to mate to have
babies. Iagreed, but said that chimpanzees do have to
mate, Thomas asked if chimpanzees have only one

baby at a time. I replied that they did,. We agreed

that if two chimpanzees must mate to have a baby then
Flint must have a father. I told them that Flint, Fifi,
Faben and Figan could all have different fathers, Sandy
said that they must all be step-brothers and step-sisters.
I asked them where Flint's father was. Someone said
that he could have run away., Someone else said that he
could have died. Iasked if it was possible that Flint's
father was still living with the chimpanzee band. They
thought it was possible, This blew Jimmie Lee's mind,
The reality of the story he had been reading and the film
he saw finally struck home. '‘You mean Flo is alive to-
day?" I said no, that she had died. '"How did she die?"
someone demanded, She died of old age, I said.

The similarities between human and chimp families
raises the question of the nature of the relationship be-
tween humans and chimps. It is a principle of evolution-
ary theory that two similar species have a more recent
common ancestor than two dissimilar species. Man is
more similar to chimps than to any other creature, Our
common ancestors may have looked something like modern
chimps, While she was cutting out a life-sized cardboard
chimp skeleton, Andrea discussed her theories about hu-
man and chimp ancestry:

Q.. Describe a chimpanzee,

A, Well, they look like a man but they're hairier.
They climb trees a lot, I guess they're just like
a man, They use tools like a man. They fish
for termites, they eat meat, they're wild, I
think they're wild, I think they're the closest
relative to man, except for orang-utangs and
monkeys. They probably came...(Walter, be
quiet, you're disturbing my mind!),.. I think
they came from the same place as man. Man
used to look like a chimpanzee but they changed.
Their backs got straighted and they stood up.
From our research, man was a wild animal,
He began to change. He was like a chimpanzee.

Q. Can any chimps turn into men?

A. No, because I think the climate was different
and man developed more, Maybe a chimp could
change but it would take a lot of brain, lose
their hair,

. What did human relatives look like?

. He looked like a chimp. Chimps could be on
Earth before us, They get their looks and then
we get ours. There was a slight difference be-

> QO
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tween chimps' and man's relatives.

Q. Would a single chimp change in a lifetime?

A. No.

Q. How do we get from a chimp-like creature to
man?

A

. Our ancestors lived in the forest. But we lived
in some different area. And we learned how to
use tools, While the other chimps are still
animals. I think we were animals in the first
place,

WHAT CHILDREN LEARNED

The children's first comments after the film were iso-
lated observations about chimps; how chimps made tools,
how mothers cared for infants, how.chimps groomed each
other, and how chimps made beds. The children had no
spontaneous conception of chimp development from infancy
to adulthood; they had no conceptions of social organization;
they had no conceptions of chimp families, However, their
observations of mothe r-infant behavior led them to the con-
cept of chimp family structure. Concepts such as chimp
rearing and maturation were based on these observations
and on their own experience, not on abstractions, Children
understood Flo's family and her relationship with Fifi and
Flint in much the same terms as they understood their own
families, Yet the distinctive characteristics of human cul-
ture, such as marriage and the formalization of relation-
ships clearly differentiate men from animals in some
children's minds.

When the case study of Flo's family was completed the
children could describe chimps physically, They could
describe the relationships between siblings and between
mothers and their babies. They knew even grown males
occasionally accompany their old mothers., They realized
that chimp babies do not know who their fathers are and
male chimps do not know who their offspring are. They
had a conception of a family unit as an essential element in
the structure of a chimp band.

The study of Flo's family was only the beginning, Stud-
ies of anatomy, communication and social structure came
next, A cardboard chimp skeleton was assembled. Chimp
calls and faces were explained. The social structure of
the band was examined through a child-made chimp envi-
ronment complete with clay chimps.

From this preliminary work the group of teachers
believes that it is possible for children to empirically
arrive at concepts which, if taught "as verbally elaborated
concepts, " would have no meaning, Lines of inquiry which
structure a child's thinking about his observations without
doing the thinking for him, moving him to assimilate more
information and consider more attributes, encourage re-
lationship thinking about chimp family structure and behav-
ior in concrete terms,

Children are natural scientists and by their nature they
learn from empirical observation, The physical world is
their natural laboratory.ll
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The purpose of a minimally structured
event is to give the students enough infor-
mation about a subject to excite them,
and then to allow them to '"rap" and write
about this subject in the manner and style
they choose. Any words or forms may
be used, misspelling isn't scorned, and
grammar becomes the organic way their
writing holds together, and not a set of
rules,

My events fall into mini-courses that
merge academic disciplines with creative
writing. Because drug communities are
so psychotherapeutic in orientation, the
cross between writing and psychology is
a natural in this environment, The mini-
course in psychology-writing has impro-
vised on Freud's "free association’,
Reich's "character armor', Laing's
"knots'', as well as Rank's "birth trauma'
notion. They have all proved to be pretty
much a‘two-fold success - the students
get an introduction to some of the more
interesting concepts and thinkers in psy-
chology and a chance to write creatively.,

This event finished with a gestalt
treatment of the writing. We all agreed
that nobody has an accurate memory of
their actual birth, Anyway this didn’t
really seem to matter much, What be-
came important was how one felt and im-
agined his or her birth during the present
moment, Rather than delving into long
past history or analyzing situations, the
birth trauma writing became a way of
understanding and recreating yourself and
your evolution based on your present feel-
ings, When a student chose to role play
his or her effort, an extra sense of elec-
tricity and drama was added to the now-
ness of the writing.

During the past four years, I've been a
teacher for P.S. 231, which is a special

]
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DAVID FLETCHER

Birth Trauma

“Birth Trauma'': also known as ''The way
out of the tunnel of love"

My mother spent 18 hours in labor
with me, and it was as hard on me as it
was on her, I could hear the doctors
telling her to push harder and harder. I
could feel the pressure of the contractions
trying to expell me from my warm rest-
ing place, Itried to stay still and hide
myself in the womb but the pressure kept
forcing me thru the tunnel. Soon I could
see the light and feel the cold air. A
doctor turned me upside down and slapped
me, I was dizzy, confused and in pain so
[ screamed. There was no going back.

Arleen Goldberg

"Birth Trauma Song"
(sung in West Indian tempo)

When I was born

I was born

on a very cold day

When I came out

I was smiling

Oh, it was a glorious day

Once I slid out

of darkness into light
and was spanked

on my black ass

My mother was told

she had a "Bontified"
brown eyed; curly haired
pretty little baby boy.

Willie Douglas



The day my mother open
her legs
and scream
and all that blood came
out
when the doctor
pull my big head out
and spank on my
blackass
the world heard my big
loud mouth
and when I open my eye
I saw the light

I know my mother was glad
I came out
like I was kickin' her
I knew I was gonna be
the baddest mother
on this face of the
earth

Rosalie Richardson

I almost didn't make the big entrance
It was a tight squeeze that might

cause death for both of us,

it didn't hurt all that bad till I
found myself thrown out in the light

of all this here

Howard Beers

Oh its so warm and comfortable
I feel so safe and good
I never want to leave this home
But what's happening?

I am slipping down, I am falling, oh
[ don't want to leave, I am being squeezed.
Oh, it's so tight it hurts, What's happen-
ing to me? Something is grabbing me now.
It's pulling me, Please leave me alone;
[ don't want to leave. It's so light what
happened to the darkness. I am scared,
I am cold, please put me back. Now they
they're hitting me and [ am going to scream
till they stop. Now there are a lot of
hands on me doing so many things, Why
don't they leave me alone, Always these
fucking changes!

Frank Locastro

I thought [ was a raisin
But I felt like a human being

When I was born, I said, "Mommy
here I come, This is going to be a big
one," Itry to come out the right way,
but I came oirt the wrong way.,

Sometimes my mother wish I could
go back where [ came from., So enjoy me
while [ am here. [ grew-up to be very
smart, and not dumb after all. I owe
this to my mother cause she handle the
pain very well, and didn't let me go to
hell.

Pat Spencer
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The day

The day I came into the world was
the happiest day in everybody's life. It
was a bumpy ride, wet and bloody. It
was a noisy moment with this woman
screaming and carrying on, Next thing
I knew this man slapped the shit out of
me, I cried something awful, then they
comforted me. I barely opened my eyes,
when all of a sudden I was wrapped in a
soft blanket and handed to this woman who
was screaming, She became "mommy',

If I had to do it again, I don't think
I'd make it.

Earlene Martin

"Birth Trauma Jive"

To my limited knowledge of the day
[ was born, it was quite hectic, First of
all I remember the way I accidentally
slipped out of my Mother's love, As I
was preparing to enter civilization, I
position myself for the "Great Escape'.
Being that it was so slippery, I instantly
felt slick., My Mother always enjoyed
winter mornings, therefore I was some-
what cool. And sometimes my Mother
use to tell people that she want to have a
gossip column in the Daily News, so
therefore I talk a lot of shit.

So as I now look back, I used to al-
ways lean against things, and even until
today I always seem to sit with a gangster
lean. Now in after effect, what I am is
just a jazzy, jazzy dude.

James Landrum

Suddenly my head came out and the rest
of me came along with it, I felt nasty. I
had all this blood and other substance oa
my body. I felt a little embarrassed, I
had no clothes on and men were in my
presents. But it was a beautiful day, Ev-
eryone was happy and dancing around.
"It's a girl It's a girl." My mother
cried with joy tears ran down her cheeks,
The feeling of being born is beautiful, but
frightening,

Pat Sanders
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cluster school operating inside drug re-
habilitation communities. I work with
the residents of the Hart Island, Phoenix
Houses located near City Island in the
Bronx., Our educational goals are to pre-
pare students for the high school equiva-
lency exam and to do remedial work in
math and English. Since we are an un-
graded and highly experimental school,
the teachers have vast freedom in select-
ing methods, styles, and curricula to
meet these goals. The school is run a-
long Dewey's educational laboratory mo-
del where students, teachers and clinical
staff members experiment together to
discover productive and enjoyable ways to
learn and grow, This past year I've spe-
cialized in creative writing. My classes
have focused around writing by utilizing
minimally structured events, One such
event involved Otto Rank's concept of the
birth trauma.

The event began with my explaining
about birth in Rank's opinion as a shocking
transition from a snug, protected and se-
cure environment into a world of demands,
compromises and self support. The stu-
dents grasped immediately, and began
free relating from Rank's theory, When
they first left home, when they broke off
with a lover, and when they quit drugs be-
came later versions or analogies to the
birth transition, Traumatic transition
was familiar turf to them; they term it
"changes'.

Since nearly all the students are poor
and grew up in a ghetto, they are rooted
in an oral, not a written, tradition. Mid-
dle class expertise is reading and wri-
ting; my student's long suit is "rapping.
Hence, much of this lesson was spent in
discussion, and a tape recorder was used
liberally, Many of the ideas and much of
the writing were first "rapped'' out into
the tape recorder, and later set down into
writing. Since all my students talk with a
high degree of fluidity, readers and non-
readers are not placed in separate class-
es. Students with more advanced skills
act as "scribes' for the non-readers. A
scribe's job is to transcribe the non-
reader's spoken efforts into written form.
They sit next to the non-reader and act as
a secretary for the voice. Frequently the
most powerful writing comes from the non-

writers! il
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NORMAN WEINSTEIN

| think somedays |l am as mad as
any South Sea missionary...

Nov 30, '73:

Nothing less is at stake
than the discovery of the indi-
vidual, inner voice of the
child, How easily that simple
truth can be lost sight of in
the maze of language games,
imagination exercises and the
other sundry cargo I carry
into the classroom to protect
myself from that naked fact,
Too much of the Endowment
literature depicts these pro-
jects as harmless, humani-
tarian ventures in educating
mass sensibilities to the arts.
I find risk, danger, excite-
ment, bitter failure and oc-
casional ecstatic breakthrough.
But, initially, I find passivity
among students, a psychic
deadness that frightens ne.

Or am I confusing their hos-

tility to me as a stranger in
their classroom with their
disinterest in writing? Half
their parents in this county
never attained literacy. The
only book likely to be found in

the majority of my students

homes is the King James ver-
sion of the Bible - a book read
with utter literality by these
who can read., Standing in a
supermarket checkout counter
watching the embarrassment
of a sixty-year-old man ex-
plaining to the cashier why he
can't sign his name on the
food stamp hooklet because he
never learned how, He might
be the father or grandfather
of any number of my students.
Into this specific context I
bring the poetry of Ed Dorn
or Kenneth Patchen or Gary
Snyder. I think somedays I
am as mad as any South Sea
missionary, and fear I am
mistaken for the same reason.
What if that most ethereal
product of literate societies,
the poetic utterance, has no
PLLACE in this culture? Why
impose the artist and his art
on a people who need assur-
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ance about the values of their
own native arts: weaving, fid-
dle music, survival,

Dec 4, '73:

How wonderful to discover
this soon in my work that all
my preconceived projects will
be doomed to failure! Now I
can explore further my own
intuitions knowing that my in-
tuitions have at least as much
a chance as Koch's or Holt's
or Herndon's. I had grown
critical of Koch's approach
long before arriving in these
remote mountain districts.
My experiences here con-
firmed my fears about his
method. Fill-in-the-blank
games are not poetry and can
rarely generate student poetry
of any order of individual po-
wer., The greatest lesson I
can teach a student is how the
form of any particular piece
of writing emerges from him-
self, from his very mind and
blood and marrow at the mo-
ment of composition (as Olson
so movingly writes in the op-
ening of Maximus Poems), Un-
less the student learns to
trust and test his own lang-
uage structures from the
very start of his work how
much mere passionless dross
is produced.
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The problem of teaching
children to write poetry is
the problem of getting the
child to delve far enough into
his interior and emerge with
something that must be utter-
ed, Only at this point can the
poet truly earn his presence
in the classroom by bringing
to the child's awareness those
resources of language that can
bring into being the poem.
This process is antithetical to
the mentality of an Arts ad-
ministrator who wants product,
I wish I didn't have to concern
myself with the sheer quantity
of writing churned out, and
could (without distraction) con-
centrate on helping students
probe their inner voices,

Dec 16, '73:

There is a completely re-
markable girl at the B---
School. She writes with a ma-
turity, a range of vision, and
an original voice. She can't
wait to start writing and she
finishes her writing long be-
fore most of the class even be-
gins their work. She is no
more than eleven years old
and yet is more individuated
than several of the adult teach-
ers in this school, I wish this
project were designed so that
I could spend several hours

weekly working with her, [ am
enough of an unabashed elite-
ist to say that she is singular
among the thousand students 1
have seen with regard to her
potential as an accomplished
writer., For this very reason
I fear for her most deeply.
Several months from now, af-
ter I pack up to go home, she
will be plodding through sim-
plistic readers replete with
Longfellow and Rupert Brooke.
Nothing is more laughable than
to hear an adult proclaim how
carefree and romantic child-
hood is. A--'s poems have a
quality of darkness about them
that reminded me of the sense
of nearby danger in Lorca's
Spanish ballads, That's the
term for her sight: duende.
into a public school classroom
to evoke that pain! How safer
to write odes on the joy of
what one would do if one could
be tranformed into a favorite
comic book character. How
rewarding for me to see in
this girl's writing an escape
from that tawdry and trash-
ridden adult world imposed
from without and above,

Jan 3, '74
I have been creating meth-
ods derived largely from Ge-



stalt Therapy with some suc-
cess. I have suggested that
students write about the dif-
ference between the public
face they show to the world
and their face(s) as they per-
ceive them, To give them an
example of a poem illustrating
the tension between public/
private selves I read Dianne
Wakoski's "I've Had To Learn
To Live With My Face. " 1
hoped her directness of state-
ment, her honesty, her ur-
gency, would bring about a
willingness on the part of
some students to share their
secret faces, [ asked them
to imagine a cosmetic mirror
with a dial somewhat like a
television channel selection
knob. In the "1" position they
would see their face as it ap-
peared in a conventional mir-
ror to themselves, In the "2"
position they would see their
face as they imagined their
mother did. In the "3" po-
sition the mirror would reveal
their face as their best friend
saw them, and so on. One
day I pushed the exercise fur-
ther: one position on the mir-
ror represented the image of
their face just after birth and
one position their facial im-
age just prior to death. I was
needlessly worried about whe-

ther seventh-grade students
could handle this material.
Three quarters of the students
responded to the birth/death
faces with glee and fear.
Some wrote that for the first
time in their lives they real-
ized the potential expressive-
ness of their faces. Now to
aid them in realizing the po-
tential fire of their words,

Feb 5, '74

The true Appalachian talk
is great -- when you can hear
it. The kids talk like that at
home and then are taught not
to talk or write like that in
school, A pity, A pity also
that the only living adult poet
native to the State writes in
that dialect with ghastly senti-
mentality and to my ear miss-
es the real flavor of the
tongue. My problem is com-
pounded since I'm a native
Philadelphian and it takes time
for the kids to get used to
hearing my accent and inflec-
tions. I brought in my tape
recorder (shades of the cargo-
cult) and tried to encourage
che students into talking stor-
ies (often nonsensical) that I
would transcribe into poetry
(when possible), Their talk
was so rich and their writing
so impoverished I (naively)

believed the tape recorder
would span the gap between
talking and writing,

I also recommended David
Antin's book Talking. I've
got to remember that a kid
would have to travel seven
hundred miles to reach a
bookstore or library that
might have such a book, Must
remember ['m not working at
C.C.N.Y.! The Antin poem
is boring as hell anyway --
being merely a verbatim
transcription in different print
types with novel typology of
conversations between the poet
and his wife, Which would
mean NOTHING to a kid from
Appalachia who likes hunting,
fast motorbikes, and not going
to school.

The tape failed. I STILL
don't know why. The kids were
more self-conscious in front
of the mike than I anticipated
and rushed whatever they had
to say with an absolute lack of
conscious control, Most in-
teresting was how MUCH of
what they said was given to
them: by parents, T.V., re-
cording industry, comic books.
How can poetry break through
the wall between people talking
and writing third-generation
pap and believing it original
material? I want to keep in-
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sisting that one writes about
experiences that no one else
in the history of the earth
might ever have,

---Like What? they ask,

How can I tell them: making
an art is so isolating and lone-
ly an activity that a school is
an unlikely locus for such
work, The athletic games
bring the kids together. The
writing throws them complete-
ly back on their own resour-
ces. And most group poems
are more game than artisfic
creation.

I tell them an artist tries
to articulate the essential
truth of life as he or she sees
and hears it.

But I don't blame them for
wanting to have fun. We do.
But when the fun stops their
eyes grow disinterested, Koch
is wrong in letting them be-
lieve only in the imaginative
fun, Let the struggle be de-
clared for them also. Don't
make writing any easier or
any harder than it is: a life
committment to the force of a
single voice saying its piece,
peace,

March 30

In presenting an imaginative
possibility ("'Imagine the place
on earth you would most like
to be'’) the danger is constantly
present that kids will merely
accept the limited terms pre-
sented in the exercise, For
example: if I say: ""Picture in
your mind as clearly as you
can the qualities of light in
the sky' they will literally
parrot my words back at me
in their own poems.

Always the wish to please
authority.

Sometimes delicately and
at other times tactlessly I in-
troduce the historical condi-
tion of the poet (and of myself
as writer) as outsider, out-
cast, and defend the powers
of imaginative creation that
drive a man or woman far
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from the conventionally stated
version of social reality,

So students test my sincer-
ity by writing trivially about
drugs and sex, hoping for my
tacit approval of their imag-
inative advance. The phrases
and ideas are stolen from un-
derground media. There is a
total lack of experiential
foundation for their writing of
this order and the failure is
most strikingly revealed in
their language, Such bone-
chilling superficiality: like
Mixon giving the Panther sal-
ute, But I want to keep res-
ponsive to the human needs
declared. There IS a real
Pandora's box to be sorted
out in the unconsciousness of
these kids and the language is
the key, These kids are like
the characters of William's'

them so they perish,
April 6, '74

One of the local highschool
teachers asks me to read my
own poetry in front of her
class of seniors. I choose
sections from an intensely
personal long poem called
"Meshes" concerning my
feeling toward my mother as
a child. I strain to get the
lines out into the room, my
poor, fragile narrative hangs
in the air --- a gift? an em-
barrassment? When I finish
the teacher says that she can't
see any form in my work,
Since my poetry doesn't rhyme
she believed she would hear a
definite rhythmic figuration.

"Where is your RHYTHM?"
she asked me, The class at-
tentive, waiting for the con-
frontation,

"I write with the rhythms
of my body. Listen to your
own breath and pulse, "

She appeared puzzled, I
hoped one of the young faces
in the room wouldn't be.

And that hope sustains my
work in these mysterious
mountains,ill



PLUGS

ART RESOURCES FOR TEACHERS AND STU-
DENTS is an organization of artists working
in the public schools of the Chinatown area
of New York City, Its storefront offers free
materials, advice, and help with projects.
Children have written and illustrated many
lovely books, some of which are on sale for
50¢ each, 10 for $3. Available titles are:

Arriving N. Y. C,

Chinese Folk Songs

Christmas in Puerto Rico

Chinese New Year Customs

Chinese Children's Games

Write to A. R, T. S., 98 Madison St., NYC 10002,

WHAT'S INSIDE YOU IT SHINES OUT OF YOU:
POETRY GROUPS WITH OLD PEOPLE, a book
by Marc Kaminsky, is now available from Ho-
rizon Press, 156 Fifth Avenue, New York City,
10010, Price: $7.95

MATH AND WRITINCG GAMES IN THE OPEN
CLLASSROOM by Herbert R, Kohl, a New York
Review Book distributed by Vintage Books. Full
of practical suggestions and techniaques, a first
rate book, New York Review, 250 West 57th
Street, New York City 10019.

DREAMS AND INNER SPACE is a newsletter
aimed at helping people get in touch with their
dreams and teachers become more sensitive

to this aspect of themselves and of the students
they work with, Published 10 times yearly,
September through June, Subscription $5.
Sample copy free. Dreams and Inner Space,
Box 26556, Edendale P, O., Los Angeles, Calif,,
90026,

THE TEACHER PAPER "The only magazine
to print only teachers. ' Sample copies 75¢.
Subscriptions $4 for four issues.. The Teach-
er Paper, 2221 NE 23rd Street, Portland,
Oregon 97212,

STONE SOUP The most beautiful magazine of
children's writing that we have seen., Pub-
lished three times a year. Single copies $1. 50;
Subscriptions $4, 50, Write to Stone Soup,

Box 83, Santa Cruz, California 95063,

A DIRECTORY OF AMERICAN POETS. The
new 1975 edition updates and expands the 1973
edition. An exhaustive, state-by-state list of
poets interested in working in writing programs
in the schools. An invaluable resource for ad-
ministrators and teachers interested in finding
out who's available in their area. Paperback
copies $6. Hardcover $12. All available back
issues of Coda, the supplemental newsletter,
are sent with every copy, plus the new Codas
to be published, Copies available from Pub-
lishing Center for Cultural Resources, 27 West
53rd Street, New York City 10019,

Zephyros, a group based in San Francisco, is
trying to set up a forum in which teachers can
share and create new teaching ways and topics.
They publish textbooks and other materials full
of great ideas and practical suggestions, Check
them out at: Zephyros, 1201 Stanyan Street,

San Francisco, Californis 94117,
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Contributors’Notes

DAN CHEIFETZ is the author of a children's
picture book, Washer in the Woods, and
Theatre in My Head, about children's work-
shop theatre., He teaches labs at the City Col-
lege of New York on the use of improvisatory
drama in the classroom,

BILL, CURRIER has been a public school teach-
er in New York City, For the past year he has
been working at developing and testing an elem-
entary school curriculum at the Center for the
Study of Education at Yale University.

NAN DAVISON teaches at Brentwood Elem-
entary School in Los Angeles, where she has
been a resource teacher in the gifted program
for the past two years, Last year she ran a
writing workshop there, and this year she has
been exploring, with her students, some per-
iods of art history.

JEANNINE DOBBS is currently an assistant to
the chairman and part-time lecturer in the Eng-
lish department at the University of New Hamp-
shire. In the fall she will teach in the exposi-
tory writing program at Harvard University,
and in the spring will again teach writing at
UNH, She has published poetry, short fiction
and literary criticism. She has a Ph.D, in
English L:it. from UNH,

DAVID FLETCHER graduated from the Uni-
versity of Notre Dame and received a M, A,
from C.C.N.Y, in education for the emotion-
ally disturbed. He has worked with drug ad-
dicts during the past four years in P, S, 231,
and has taught ""the social-psychology of drug
addiction" at the New School for Social Re=
search, He writes songs, studies T'ai Chi
Chu'an and runs for distance. Currently he
is working on a series of autobiographical
poems that fit into novel form,

PHILLIP LOPATE is the author of a volume
of poems, The Eyes Don't Always Want To
Sta ben, (SUN Books) and a novella, In
E‘oyggggg_ (Swollen Magpie Press), His works
have appeared in the anthologies A Cinch,
Equal Time and other magazines, including
The Paris Review. He is coordinator of

Teachers & Writers Collaborative's special
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program at P, S, 75 in New York City. A
book about his teaching experiences will be
published by Doubleday.

DICK LOURIE's fourth book, Stumbling, a
selection of his poetry over the last ten years,
has just been published by the Crossing Press.
An editor of Hanging L.oose, a well-known mag-
azine of poetry, he now livesg in Ithaca, NY,
where he is working with the Poets-in-the-Schools
program and with the Ithaca City School Dis-
trict, as a poet-in-residence for the public
schools in that area.

ADALBERTO ORTIZ was born in Bayamon,
Puerto Rico in 1947, He is a graduate of The
City College. He was first-prize winner of the
125th anniversary CCNY art contest, and re-
ceived the James K. Jackett medal for distinc-
tion in theatrical design, Mr, Ortiz has also
designed several covers for the poetry quarter-
ly, Hanging Loose, His paintings are included
in the permanent collection of City College. He
is now doing graduate work at NYU,

BOB SIEVERT is currently working at P. S, 84

in Manhattan and at C,S. 232 in the Bronx. He
is having an exhibit of his paintings this season
at the Green Mt, Gallery, He has been a "street
artist’" (murals - street theatre). His theatre
dance "Wolf Girl of London" was produced two
years ago at the Intermedia Foundation.

NORMAN WEINSTEIN is the author of Gertrude
Stein ‘& the Literature of the Modern Conscious-
ness (Frederick Ungar 1970). Poetry & essays
published in America, England & Japan in Cater-
pillar, lo, Tree, Truck, Second Aeon, & Vort.
Educated at Bard College (B, A.) under inspiration
and knowledge of Robert Kelly, Graduate work
and later teaching at SUNY at New Paltz, 1973-
-74, poet-in-residence for West Virginig Poetry-
inthe-Schools. Seeking publisher for Ta'Wail,
selected poems from the last five years.

SUE WILLIS's stories have been published in
Epoch and The Minnesota Review, She has an
MFA in writing from the Columbia School of the
Arts, She teaches writing, drama and videotape
for Teachers & Writers Collaborative at P, S, 75.
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