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1  Some Ways of Knowing23
adrienne rich  Claiming an Education27

But the most significant fact for you is that what you learn here, the very texts you read, the lectures you hear, the way your studies are divided into categories and fragmented one from the other—all this reflects, to a very large degree, neither objective reality, nor an accurate picture of the past, nor a group of rigorously tested observations about human behavior.

samuel scudder  Learning to See32

...and so for three long days he placed that fish before my eyes, forbidding me to look at anything else, or to use any artificial aid. “Look, look, look,” was his repeated injunction.


This was...a legacy the Professor has left to me, as he has left it to many others, of inestimable value, which we could not buy, with which we cannot part. 

carol bly  Growing Up Expressive36

We teach human beings to keep themselves conscious only of problems that can conceivably be solved. There must be no hopeless causes. Now this means that some subjects, of which death and sexual love come to mind straight off, should be kept at as low a level of consciousness as possible. 

jacob bronowski  The Creative Mind44

The discoveries of science, the works of art are explorations—more, are explosions, of a hidden likeness. The discoverer or the artist presents in them two aspects of nature and fuses them into one. This is the act of creation, in which an original thought is born, and it is the same act in original science and original art.

william g. perry jr.  Examsmanship and the Liberal Arts60

If a liberal education should teach students “how to think,” not only in their own fields but in fields outside their own—that is, to understand “how the other fellow orders knowledge,” then bulling, even in its purest form, expresses an important part of what a pluralist university holds dear, surely a more important part than the collecting of “facts that are facts” which schoolboys learn to do. 

vincent g. dethier  Extracting Information from a Fly72

The brilliant idea conceived by the biologist who first speculated on why some insects paraded around in their food was that they tasted with their feet. In retrospect it is the simplest thing in the world to test this idea. It also makes a fine parlor trick for even the most blasé gathering.

linda hogan  Hearing Voices77

I believe the divine, the magic, is here in the weeds at our feet, unacknowledged. What a world this is. Where else could water rise up to the sky, turn into snow crystals, magnificently brought together, fall from the sky all around us, pile up billions deep, and catch the small sparks of sunlight as they return again to water?

william l. rodman  When Questions Are Answers82

This time, listening to him, I began to notice details—the way in which he knitted the segments of the narrative together, the progressions in the encounter between the anthropologist and the teenager, the apparent revelation at the climax of the story: “My word! Then I understood.” But what had he understood?

2  Some Reasons for Writing103
george orwell  Why I Write107

When I sit down to write a book, I do not say to myself, 
“I am going to produce a work of art.” I write it because there is some lie that I want to expose, some fact to which I want to draw attention, and my initial concern is to get a hearing. But I could not do the work of writing a book, or even a long magazine article, if it were not also an aesthetic experience. 

david bradley  The Faith114

Until that night I had not understood what it meant to write. I had known that the writer’s goal was to reveal truths in words manipulated so effectively as to cause a movement in the minds and hearts of those who read them. But I had not understood that it would cost anything. I had believed that I could do those things while remaining secure and safe in myself...

richard rodriguez  Mr. Secrets124

Only toward the end of my schooling and only because political issues pressed upon me did I write, and have published in magazines, essays intended for readers I never expected to meet. Now I am struck by the opportunity. I write today for a reader who exists in my mind only phantasmagorically. 

adrienne rich  When We Dead Awaken: 
Writing as Re-Vision140

Re-vision—the act of looking back, of seeing with fresh eyes, of entering an old text from a new critical direction—is for women more than a chapter in cultural history: it is an act of survival. Until we can understand the assumptions in which we are drenched we cannot know ourselves.

george orwell  Politics and the English Language156

A man may take to drink because he feels himself to be a failure, and then fail all the more completely because he drinks. It is rather the same thing that is happening to the 
English language. It becomes ugly and inaccurate because our thoughts are foolish, but the slovenliness of our language makes it easier for us to have foolish thoughts.

joan didion  Why I Write170

Had my credentials been in order I would never have become a writer. Had I been blessed with even limited access to my own mind there would have been no reason to write. I write entirely to find out what I’m thinking, what I’m looking at, what I see and what it means.

3  Community177
scott russell sanders  The Common Life181

A community can support a number of people who are just passing through, or who care about no one’s needs but their own; the greater the proportion of such people, however, the more vulnerable the community, until eventually it breaks down. That is true on any scale, from a household to a planet.

robert d. putnam  Bowling Alone: America’s 
Declining Social Capital197

The bond between any two members of the Sierra Club is less like the bond between any two members of a gardening club and more like the bond between any two Red Sox fans (or perhaps any two devoted Honda owners): they root for the same team and they share some of the same interests, but they are unaware of each other’s existence. 

katha pollitt  For Whom the Ball Rolls214

...despite Putnam’s title, they don’t bowl alone. They bowl with friends, on dates, with their kids, with other families. The bowling story could be told as one of happy progress: from a drink-sodden night of spouse avoidance with the same old faces from work to temperate and spontaneous fun with one’s intimate friends and relations. 

h. d. f. kitto  The Polis217

The Greeks thought of the polis as an active, formative thing, training the minds and characters of the citizens; we think of it as a piece of machinery for the production of safety and convenience. The training in virtue, which the medieval state left to the Church, and the polis made its own concern, the modern state leaves to God knows what. 

james baldwin  Fifth Avenue, Uptown: 
A Letter from Harlem231

They work in the white man’s world all day and come home in the evening to this fetid block. They struggle to instill in their children some private sense of honor or dignity which will help the child survive. This means, of course, that they must struggle, stolidly, incessantly, to keep this sense alive in themselves...

jane jacobs  The Uses of Sidewalks240

When Jimmy Rogan fell through a plate-glass window (he was separating some scuffling friends) and almost lost his arm, a stranger in  an old T shirt emerged from the Ideal bar, swiftly applied an expert tourniquet and, according to the hospital’s emergency staff, saved Jimmy’s life. Nobody remembered seeing the man before and no one has seen him since.

susan glaspell  Trifles (drama)256

I might have known she needed help! I know how things can be—for women. I tell you, it’s queer, Mrs. Peters. We live close together and we live far apart. We all go through the same things—it’s all just a different kind of the same thing.

4  Femininity and Masculinity271
susan brownmiller  Femininity275

As I passed through a stormy adolescence to a stormy maturity, femininity increasingly became an exasperation, a brilliant, subtle esthetic that was bafflingly inconsistent at the same time that it was minutely, demandingly concrete, a rigid code of appearance and behavior defined by do’s and don’t-do’s that went against my rebellious grain.

annie dillard  Samson in Chains280

She questioned everything, every pair of scissors, every knitting needle, gardening glove, tape dispenser. Hers was a restless mental vigor that just about ignited the dumb household objects with its force.

tom wolfe  The Right Stuff287

No, the idea here (in the all-enclosing fraternity) seemed to be that a man should have the ability to go up in a hurtling piece of machinery and put his hide on the line and then have the moxie, the reflexes, the experience, the coolness, to pull it back in the last yawning moment—and then to go up again the next day, and the next day, and every next day, even if the series should prove infinite...

katha pollitt  The Smurfette Principle298
The more privileged and daring can dream of becoming exceptional women in a man’s world—Smurfettes. The others are being taught to accept the more usual fate, which is to be a passenger car drawn through life by a masculine train engine.

jan morris  To Everest301

His mind, like his body, is tuned to the job, and will not splutter or falter. It is this feeling of unfluctuating control, I think, that women cannot share, and it springs of course not from the intellect or the personality, nor even so much from upbringing, but specifically from the body.

noel perrin  The Androgynous Man309

Men who are not 100 percent red-blooded Americans—say, those who are only 75 percent red-blooded—often fail to notice their freedom. They are too busy trying to copy the he-men ever to realize that men, like women, come in a variety of acceptable types.

joann wypijewski  A Boy’s Life312

In a graduate-class discussion right after Shepard was found, the high-minded talk was all of tolerance as students challenged a woman who had said she abhorred violence but still...homosexuality, it’s immoral. Amid the chatter, a cowboy who’d been silent said plainly, “The issue isn’t tolerance. We don’t need to learn tolerance; we need to learn love.”

gloria steinem  Sex, Lies, and Advertising322

When editors do include articles on less-than-cheerful subjects (for instance, domestic violence), they tend to keep them short and unillustrated. The point is to be “upbeat.” Just as women in the street are asked, “Why don’t you smile, honey?” women’s magazines acquire an institutional smile.

john steinbeck  The Chrysanthemums (fiction)343

She looked down toward the men by the tractor shed now and then. Her face was eager and mature and handsome; even her work with the scissors was over-eager, over-powerful. The chrysanthemum stems seemed too small and easy for her energy.

5  What’s So Bad About Being Poor?355
charles murray  What’s So Bad About Being Poor?359

It was easy to acknowledge then, as it is not now, that there is nothing so terrible about poverty per se. Poverty is not equivalent to destitution. Being poor does not necessarily mean being malnourished or ill-clothed. It does not automatically mean joylessness or despair. To be poor is not necessarily to be without dignity; it is not necessarily to be unhappy.

gary soto  Black Hair369

I woke up feeling tired and greasy. It was early and a few street lights were still lit, the east growing pink with dawn. I washed myself from a garden hose and returned to the church to break into what looked like a kitchen. Paper cups, plastic spoons, a coffee pot littered on a table. I found a box of Nabisco crackers which I ate until I was full.

e. m. forster  My Wood377

What is the effect of property upon the character? Don’t let’s touch economics; the effect of private ownership upon the community as a whole is another question—a more important question, perhaps, but another one. Let’s keep to psychology. If you own things, what’s their effect on you?

john kenneth galbraith  How to Get the Poor 
Off Our Conscience381

There is, we can surely agree, no form of oppression that is quite so great, no constriction on thought and effort quite so comprehensive, as that which comes from having no money at all. Though we hear much about the limitation on the freedom of the affluent when their income is reduced through taxes, we hear nothing of the extraordinary enhancement of the freedom of the poor from having some money of their own to spend.

clarence darrow  Address to the Prisoners in the 
Cook County Jail387

First and last, people are sent to jail because they are poor....Some of you people are perhaps plying the trade, the profession, which is called burglary. No man in his right senses will go into a strange house in the dead of night and prowl around with a dark lantern through unfamiliar rooms and take chances of his life, if he has plenty of the good things of the world in his home. 

sallie tisdale  Good Soldiers398

Salvation Army officers receive no salary; the commitment to the poor includes the experience of poverty. (William Booth, the Army’s founder, told one class of newly trained officers, “I sentence you all to hard labor for the rest of your natural lives.”)...The most any officer or officer couple can make is $282 a week.

lars eighner  On Dumpster Diving410

The things I find in Dumpsters, the love letters and ragdolls of so many lives, remind me of this lesson. Now I hardly pick up a thing without envisioning the time I will cast it away. This I think is a healthy state of mind. Almost everything I have now has already been cast out at least once, proving that what I own is valueless to someone.

alice walker  Everyday Use (fiction)422


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


She gasped like a bee had stung her.


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

6  On the Job431
dorothy l. sayers  Living to Work435

One group—probably the larger and certainly the more discontented—look upon work as a hateful necessity....The other group—smaller nowadays, but on the whole far happier—look on their work as an opportunity for enjoyment and self-fulfilment. They only want to make money so that they may 
be free to devote themselves more single-mindedly to their work.

studs terkel  Two Prefaces from Working440
All my work is set right out there in the open and I can look at it as I go by. It’s something I can see the rest of my life. Forty years ago, the first blocks I ever laid in my life, when I was seventeen years old. I never go through Eureka—a little town down there on the river—that I don’t look thataway. It’s always there.

carol bly  Getting Tired454

A thousand impressions enter as you work up and down the rows: nature’s beauty or nature’s stubbornness, politics, exhaustion, but mainly the feeling that all this repetition—last year’s cornpicking, this year’s cornpicking, next year’s cornpicking—is taking up your lifetime. The mere repetition reveals your eventual death.

sue hubbell  Beekeeper459

...the strong young man I hire for the honey harvest is always stung unmercifully for the first few days while he is new to the process and a bit tense. Then he learns to become easier with the bees and settles down to his job. As he gains confidence and assurance, the bees calm down too, and by 
the end of the harvest he usually is only stung a few times a day.

paul roberts  Virtual Grub Street473

Before I developed the rhythms and strategies of the seasoned multimedia writer, I kept a stopwatch by my computer, struggling to crank out each blurb in under fifteen minutes. This follows another irony of the information revolution: the texts of the next century are being manufactured much like the products of the last one—on an hourly basis in a vast, decentralized electronic sweatshop.

perri klass  Learning the Language486


The resident was describing a man with devastating terminal pancreatic cancer. “Basically he’s CTD,” the resident concluded. I reminded myself that I had resolved not to be shy about asking when I didn’t understand things. “CTD?” I asked timidly.


The resident smirked at me. “Circling The Drain.”

william carlos williams  Jean Beicke (fiction)489

And sometimes the kids are not only dirty and neglected but sick, ready to die. You ought to see those nurses work. You’d think it was the brat of their best friend. They handle those kids as if they were worth a million dollars. Not that some nurses aren’t better than others but in general they break their hearts over those kids, many times, when I, for one, wish they’d never get well.

7  Faith and Practice497
e. m. forster  What I Believe501

Faith, to my mind, is a stiffening process, a sort of mental starch, which ought to be applied as sparingly as possible. I dislike the stuff. I do not believe in it, for its own sake, at all. Herein I probably differ from most people, who believe in Belief, and are only sorry they cannot swallow even more than they do. 

patricia nelson limerick  Believing in the 
American West510

Here was yet another piece of testimony from Santa Fe, reminding me of the hopelessness of trying to separate faith from worldly fact in western America. Once again, Santa Fe offered a reminder that of all the places on the planet where the sacred and the secular meet, the American West is one of the hot spots.

huston smith  The Straight Path of Islam526

At least once during his or her lifetime a Muslim must say the Shahadah correctly, slowly, thoughtfully, aloud, with full understanding and with heartfelt conviction. In actuality Muslims pronounce it often....In every crisis and at every moment when the world threatens to overwhelm them, not excepting the approach of death, “There is no god but God” will spring to their lips. 

robert kegan  The Mitzvah of Kaporis542

After the prayer I stood in a line feeling grateful to the old bird, waiting to have the butcher, before my eyes, cut its neck. To stand in a line with a group of dignified, elaborately dressed men and women, each holding a large, squirming bird, and trying, for some reason, to look as if they were only waiting together for a bus—that is why I was given breath today, I thought, putting it in terms the Hasids used. 

martin luther king jr.  Letter from Birmingham Jail545

In that dramatic scene on Calvary’s hill three men were crucified. We must never forget that all three were crucified for the same crime—the crime of extremism. Two were extremists for immorality, and thus fell below their environment. The other, Jesus Christ, was an extremist for love, truth, and goodness, and thereby rose above his environment. 

flannery o’connor  Revelation (fiction)563

They were marching behind the others with great dignity, accountable as they had always been for good order and common sense and respectable behavior. They alone were on key. Yet she could see by their shocked and altered faces that even their virtues were being burned away. She lowered her hands and gripped the rail of the hog pen, her eyes small but fixed unblinkingly on what lay ahead.

8  Progress and Its Price585
daniel j. boorstin  Technology and Democracy589

When Rebecca lived in her village and needed to get water for the household, she went to the well. At the well she met the other women of the village; she heard the gossip; she met her fiancé there, as a matter of fact. And then what happened? With the progress of democracy and technology, running water was introduced; and Rebecca stayed in the kitchenette of her eighth-floor apartment.

alice bloom  On a Greek Holiday604

Nearly naked, pretty, without discernible blemish, blond, tall, tan, firm, the product of red meat and whole milk, vitamins, orange juice, women’s suffrage, freedom of religion, child labor laws, compulsory education, the anxious, dancing, lifelong attendance of uncounted numbers of furrow-browed adults, parents, teachers, pediatricians, orthodontists, counselors, hairdressers, diet and health and career and exercise and fashion consultants, still, she is not much to look at.

c. s. lewis  The Abolition of Man611

Man’s conquest of Nature, if the dreams of some scientific planners are realized, means the rule of a few hundreds of men over billions upon billions of men. There neither is nor can be any simple increase of power on Man’s side. Each new power won by man is a power over man as well. Each advance leaves him weaker as well as stronger.

barbara ehrenreich  Spudding Out625
...when you watch television, you will see people doing many things—chasing fast cars, drinking lite beer, shooting each other at close range, etc. But you will never see people watching television. Well, maybe for a second, before the phone rings or a brand-new multiracial adopted child walks into the house. But never really watching, hour after hour, the way real people do.

randall jarrell  A Sad Heart at the Supermarket628

As we look at the television set, listen to the radio, read the magazines, the frontier of necessity is always being pushed forward. The Medium shows us what our new needs are—how often, without it, we should not have known!—and it shows us how they can be satisfied by buying something. The act of buying something is the root of our world.

e. m. forster  The Machine Stops (fiction)633

“We created the Machine, to do our will, but we cannot make it do our will now. It has robbed us of the sense of space and of the sense of touch, it has blurred every human relation and narrowed down love to a carnal act, it has paralyzed our bodies and our wills, and now it compels us to worship it. The Machine develops—but not on our lines. The Machine proceeds—but not to our goal.”

9  Their Lives and Times665
lytton strachey  Florence Nightingale669

She had gained her independence, though it was in a meagre sphere enough; and her mother was still not quite resigned: surely Florence might at least spend the summer in the country. At times, indeed, among her intimates, Mrs. Nightingale almost wept. “We are ducks,” she said with tears in her eyes, “who have hatched a wild swan.” But the poor lady was wrong; it was not a swan that they had hatched; it was an 
eagle.

joan didion  Slouching Toward Bethlehem716

It was a country in which families routinely disappeared, trailing bad checks and repossession papers. Adolescents drifted from city to torn city, sloughing off both the past and the future as snakes shed their skins, children who were never taught and would never now learn the games that had held the society together. People were missing. Children were missing. Parents were missing. Those left behind filed desultory missing-persons reports, then moved on themselves.

roger angell  In the Country746

There were more letters back and forth. It meant a lot to me to hear from someone—from two people, really—who could tell me what baseball was like far from the crowds and the noise and the fame and the big money that I had been writing about for many summers. And by this time, of course, I cared about Ron and Linda, and worried about what would happen to them.

katherine boo  After Welfare785

When her police shift ends, at 4 a.m., she sleeps for two hours, wakes her children for three different schools, sees one to the bus and drives the two others, along with four neighborhood kids who depend on her, to their schools. Then she heads downtown to her part-time job as a private security guard. When she finishes, at 5 p.m., she fetches her children and the four others from their schools, drops them all at their doors, and goes to the police station to start her shift. On days off, she sleeps.

Preface

The best way to explain the nature of the sixth edition of The Dolphin Reader is to explain my day job during the two decades since the publication of the first edition. Besides teaching, I have been directing a writing-across-the-curriculum program and directing a freshman composition program, in both capacities working with teachers on the development of writing assignments and the readings that accompany them. Excepting the irritations that come with every administrative job, this has been interesting work. It has kept me reading and thinking not only about English, but also about sociology, biology, history, and many other disciplines. More pertinently, it kept me thinking about undergraduate writers and how the composition course can help them succeed in other disciplines.


I’ve learned two broad lessons from this work. One is to focus reading and writing on large, central questions that students will think about in many classes and for the rest of their lives: What glue holds a community together? and In what ways are the actions of even strong individuals determined by history and culture? and (above all) How do we know? The undergraduate who stays engaged with central questions like these will produce good papers in any discipline. The second lesson serves as a check on the first. It is that even a central question can produce lifeless papers if it is discussed from a single perspective. Pluralism is the most invigorating force on our college and university campuses. “Even the questions,” one student said to me recently, in a voice that seemed to combine shock and delight. “The professors can’t agree even on the questions!” Many undergraduates come to campus primed for a period of tremendous intellectual growth as they are exposed to multiple and contradictory views on everything under the sun and above it.


On the one hand, then, a centripetal force drove me as I worked on The Dolphin Reader: “Get to the central issues; don’t lose focus.” On the other hand, there was the centrifugal force of pluralism: “Be sure that lots of perspectives are represented, lots of different types of evidence, lots of different ways of writing, based on lots of different experiences with life.” These opposing impulses cannot be averaged or reconciled, even to my own satisfaction, let alone to the satisfaction of every reader of the book. They can only be borne in mind, in editing as in life, with as much intelligence and grace as possible.


In the case of this edition of The Dolphin Reader, the result has a shape I can best describe by analogy. Imagine the book laid out, not as a set of pages, but as a large room. In the room are nine tables around which our various writers are gathered. At one table a sociologist, an essayist, a journalist, a self-educated expert on city life, a professor of classics, and a playwright are talking about what holds communities together and what happens when they fall apart. At other tables equally diverse sets of writers (some living and some dead) are talking about religion, technology, sex, working life, social upheaval, poverty, and the way an individual life fits into its times. A good portion of what people talk about, anywhere, is being talked about in this room.


My role as editor and host is to invite guests who will talk well together, and to seat them in a pattern that will help the conversation get started. The student’s role, like the role of any guest among strangers, is first to listen, then to speak. Some students will hear what every one of the writers has to say; others will limit themselves to three or four tables, hearing only snippets of the other conversations in the room. Every student, I hope, will realize at times that the conversations overlap, that a writer from the religion table, for instance, has something valuable to contribute to the discussion at the poverty table.


Having ridden this analogy a bit farther than I intended, I will dismount. The Dolphin Reader isn’t a dinner party, but a textbook. Once I let it go, it will become whatever teachers and, especially, students make of it. My advice to students would be to read the pieces the teacher assigns, of course, but also to “read around” a bit in the unassigned readings. I’ve done my best to put together a book that rewards this kind of browsing, one where any piece could cast a serendipitous light on any other piece. My advice to my fellow teachers I will reserve for the Instructor’s Resource Manual, where I can offer it unstintingly and they can ignore it if they wish. There instructors will find overviews and lesson plans for each unit and for each separate essay, along with dozens of questions for writing and discussion, and dozens of style exercises based on the readings.


Though I am editing the book solo in this edition and writing (or rewriting) the entire instructor’s manual myself, I continue to be deeply indebted to Carolyn Perry and Melody Daily for many years of involvement with the book. I have benefited enormously from their friendship and their intelligence, and their ideas have now become thoroughly intertwined with my own. 


Thanks also go to the supportive editors at Houghton Mifflin—to Janet Young and Becky Wong; to Rosemary Jaffe who oversaw production; and to Jill Dougan, who handled some thorny problems with permissions. I am also grateful to the following colleagues for their reviews:

Jesse Airaudi, Baylor University

James Allen, College of DuPage

Anna Bourgeois, University of Wyoming

Robert Cosgrove, Saddleback College

Carol Franks, Portland State University

Sharon S. Gibson, Towson University

Dennis Keen, Spokane Community College

Charles Lewis, Westminster College

Jeffrey N. Nelson, University of Alabama in Huntsville

Frank G. Novak, Jr., Pepperdine University

James Persoon, Grand Valley State University

Mary S. Pollock, Stetson University

Joseph Powell, Central Washington University

Kathy Stein, The University of Texas at El Paso

Burt Thorp, University of North Dakota

Mary L. Tobin, Rice University

Kenneth R. Wright, James Madison University
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