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You will need to carefully read the selection below and complete various activities using the essay as your basis.

Using the highlight function on your computer, you will need to mark the essay below. It will be necessary for you to read the essay several times to fully understand the essay and complete the markings in such a way that demonstrates a close reading of the essay. You will need to use the following chart to correctly mark the essay.

	Highlight Color
	Item to be identified
	Use an X to indicate you have accomplished this task. Use NA if this task did not apply to this essay.

	PINK
	Mark the main idea of the essay.
	

	AQUA
	Mark key examples/ support for the main idea/ theme of the essay.
	

	GREEN
	Mark statements that you agree with .
	

	YELLOW
	Mark statements that are new to you or make you think in a new way.
	

	RED
	Mark statements in the essay that you disagree with.
	

	GRAY
	Mark terms/ concepts that you found difficult to understand.
	


The time I began reading and marking this assignment was:

The time I completed reading and marking this assignment was:

I firmly believe in equality, that racism is a cancer in our society. It took a hard lesson at the age of 15 to shape this belief, but as painful as it was, I’m glad it happened. It helped me reach my belief today.

I was a high school sophomore in a public high school in New Orleans. It was 1977 and my school’s student population was about 70 percent white, 30 percent black. Racial tension ran high on a regular basis. Fights and riots were commonplace. But not for me. I got along with everyone, so I thought.

I particularly wanted to get along with a senior named Alyssa. She was gorgeous, with long red hair and a bright smile that made my sophomore heart ring like a pinball machine. She also was way out of my league, but boy how I tried. She had the locker next to mine on the second floor. I knew her schedule and made sure I was at my locker at the end of lunch when she was there. That smile and “hi” from her would make my day.

On this particular day, the word was out that there would be a riot. Warnings usually were accurate, too. 

I pretty much ignored it all, after all, I got along with everyone. There stood Alyssa at her locker, all alone. My perfect chance to chat with her. As I spun my locker dial, my mind went blank. Not only could I not think of anything to say, but I couldn’t even remember my locker combination.

“Having trouble?” she said with that smile of hers. If she only knew.

Suddenly around the corner came a group of 10 black teenagers. I forgot to mention that this area of the second floor was vacant at this time of day. The group was looking for trouble and they knew they’d found it when spotting the two of us at our lockers.

They wasted no time, since the bell would sound in less than five minutes and the hallways would fill. The ten black kids surrounded us at our lockers. I didn’t recognize a single face. They were all angry and energized strangers.

I tried to be chivalrous and stepped in front of Alyssa to protect her.

A very muscular kid with a thin mustache and cat-like brown eyes stepped forward.

“Hit the nigger, honky,” another kid in the crowd yelled. “Don’t you wanna hit the nigger?! Go on, honky!”

I replied with the only thing that I remember thinking at that moment, “I don’t even know you, man.”

Nothing more was said between us. The kid in front of me suddenly jumped straight into the air and planted his foot in my chest, sending me crashing against the locker behind me. Alyssa had bravely stepped up beside me. I bounced off the locker and stood there.

Again, the same kid jumped into the air and this time his left foot hit me in the mouth — a mouth that was full of braces at the time. I ricocheted off my locker once more as blood burst out of my mouth.

Guess I better defend myself, I remember thinking as I put up my wobbly fists. But no sooner were they up when the kid to the right of the apparent Kung Fu fan caught me with a right cross over my left eye. He used the handle of a lock as a makeshift pair of brass knuckles, inflicting more damage. I spun and now had my cheek up against my locker with both hands gripping the locker’s door.

Just go down for the count, I told myself and I slid down to the floor. The group of attackers were yelling and laughing and chanting the entire time. Once I was actually on the floor, they began to stomp on me, spit on me and kick me. Alyssa stood there screaming at them to leave me alone. She wasn’t about to abandon me.

Finally, I was literally saved by the bell. The attackers sprinted away still declaring victory. And there I was, sprawled out on the second floor of O. Perry Walker High School, a victim of racism and hate.

I healed up in a week and was back at school. My dad had some strong words with our school principal when checking me back in, as I recall. And, sadly, my beating was used by some white kids as a reason to start more riots in retaliation. And on and on the trouble went through my senior year. 

I took advantage of that event in my life. Because I realize that I could’ve become a very prejudiced person afterward. Mind you, I wasn’t the most mature 15-year-old in the world, but I did think it all through. Still do. I saw the senselessness of it. How prejudice is so blindly wrong. Of any kind. It opened my eyes to understanding that people are people, and I take them one at a time, based on who they are on the inside, nothing else. 

There’s a footnote to my story: no, Alyssa and I didn’t get married or even go to the Prom for that matter, although we’ve remained friends over the years.

Actually, I’m referring to the first person who came to help while I was bleeding on the floor.

Sheldon, a friend of mine who was in the marching band with me. He reached down to help pick me up and carry me to the office. But I panicked. I swung at him and broke his nose. You see, Sheldon is black, and I neglected to look at his face, only the color of his skin.

I believe that we are all in this together, equally. I believe it and I live it.

	Your response should be self-contained. When someone reads your responses, they should be able to tell which question you are responding to.

In marking the essay you should be clear in what idea and item you are reacting to. The markings should indicate a close and personal reading of the essay. Excessive markings or lack of markings may indicate a failure to have closely read and comprehended the essay.
	Students are expected to be actively engaged during discussions. Students are required to contribute by successfully doing the following actions:

-Asking a well thought out question designed to

  explore the essay and generate quality discussion.

-Respond thoughtfully to a question posed by the

  presenter or classmate.

Reminder: students who are rude, disruptive, unprepared, or are otherwise inattentive may forfeit some or all of their participation points. (This will be left up to the instructor’s discretion)

	Based on your reading and marking of the essay identify the main idea of the essay as well as support including direct quotations and evidence from the essay. Your response should be limited to no more than one (1) well written and adequately edited paragraph.


	

	Using at least two (2) of the writing prompts below and in no more than three (3) well written and adequately edited paragraphs create a response to the essay:

· The part (s) of the essay I agreed with were

· The part (s) of the essay I disagreed with were

· This essay reminded me of/ made me think of

· This essay made me think in a new way

· This essay was similar to another essay
	

	What question (s) would you like to ask the author of this essay? Explain your reasoning for wanting to have the answer to this question.
	

	Having now read this essay I…


	

	Presenters Only: You will need to have three (3) questions that you would like to present to your classmates during your seminar.
	1.

2.

3.
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