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State and National legislatures, and endeavm o EIl]_hSI_ Eﬁcla E;fgi_

d the press in our behalf. We hope this C.onventlon W Hlbe {;he
f;lwed by a series of Conventions embracing every pa

country.

For Discussion and Writing

fion-era Ameri-
What is the analogy Stanton sets up between Revolution-era
E time?
cans and women of her . N
Read Stanton’s argument through her tl.tle: Whﬁi doifss)hfl S&?does o
' timents and resolutions? (Start by defining both terms.
" to the latter? ,
et from the former to t . _—
) ctions Compare Stanton’s declaration to T-homilstii[%istorj_
. zonlnfation (p. 187). How does she use both the fO‘I n‘; an
s - ' igi her point?
igni -iginal text to make her p
cal significance of the origin . : W
Whatg roup today could write a declaration akin to IeFlffel:caréChra
i i 1y ara-
‘ Stanto%l's? Write its declaration, playing off of these ea

tions.

1.

¥ BRENT STAPLES

Just Walk on By: Black Men
and Public Space

Brent Staples, born in | 951 in Chester: Pennsylvania, has 4 doctorate
in psychology and has laught, but he has builr 4 career as a reporter
and columnist. He is on the edirorial board of the New York Times
where he writes on education, culture, and politics. He has also contrip-
uted to Ms., Harper’s, and other magazines. Staples’s memoir, Paralle]
Time: Growing Up in Black and White (1994) tells 1he story of his
youth and that of his Younger brother, whose violent life followed o very
different path.

Tust Walk on By"” originally appeared in Ms. As you read, think

about why this Piece might be appropriate for a publication intended
primarily for women.

public space in ugly ways. It was clear that she thought her-
self the quarry of a mugger, a rapist, or worse, Suffering a bout of
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i nia, however, T was stalking sleep, not defep?eless \,\;2}‘:
11‘1510111 A ' a softy who is scarcely able to take a knife to a
fal'el’S— i let alone hold one to a person’s throatgll was 51211"-
Ch}Ckeﬂ —be rrassed, and dismayed all at once. He1." flight n}lla c;
Pﬂsfe d,l ?ﬁqle z;n accor,nplice in tyranny. It also made. it clear t atd
- 'eed' tinguishable from the muggers who occasionally seelie
vas 11;1 ¥ ref from the surrounding ghetto. That ﬁrst. encmi?ler,
mtg Ehgsi that followed, signified that a vast, unnerving gud niy
Entween nighttime pedestrians — particularly women —iina haz:
Ae d I soon gathered that being perceived as dange'rous o ahaz
A in 1t If. I only needed to turn a corner into a dicey sr[uah ,
. ltcS:'le (;rne &:ightened, armed person in a foyer somewhere,
or CTOI‘?’ ' errant move after being pulled over by a po.hcen"i)an.
%hn;fe efeaa?" and weapons meet — and they oft}?n do in urban
America — there is always the possibility of dheaItn étown -
In that first year, my first away from my ho < fear' P,
become thoroughly familiar with thc—:. languagef fe S'topped .
d intersections, I could cross in front of a c o o
s CE%V y1' ht and elicit the thunk, thunk, thunk, ‘rmn o} 4
ngir - glgack, white, male, or female;hlinllmennfcgsgg Hieg
cks. On less traveled streets after dar < g‘rew 1ed
(ti(? (})Jilltonever comfortable with people crossing iec; fi]i eoz?;; ;ard
of the street rather than pass me. Then there w g
leasantries with policemen, doormen, bouncelb,l ey
le:llg others whose business it is to screen out troublesom
i { i nastiness. '
“dualsx?:cﬁ’(f ;I};iie'l'lcfringearly two years ago and I have }“emalfici
anI;\:i(zl night walker. In central Manhattan, .the neilt—:r(;n; ]E;e_
? minimizes tense one-on-one street encou : f
e COYerSoHo for example, where sidewalks are narrow an
ggl?flif:plaﬁced buildings shut out the sky — things can get very
taLXf}tzfiii:k on the warrenlike streets of Brooklyn where ;rﬁvte(;
I often see \A'romen who fear the worst fro.m me_:. Tl;eg zestmng
have set their faces on neutral, and with their pLu}sle Sdl alz i
ross their chests bandolier-style, they forge a ead A
?)iacing themselves against being tackled. I unlder§tan V,Vomen %
hat the danger they perceive is npt a hallucination. e e
bt larly vulnerable to street violence, and young bla e
E?; udcrl;stic};dly overrepresented among the perpetrators o
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violence. Yet these truths are no solace against the kind of alien-
ation that comes of being ever the Suspect, a fearsome en tity with
whom pedestrians avoid making eye contact.

Itis nét altogether clear to me how I reached the ripe old age of
twenty-two withowut being conscious of the lethality nighttime
pedestrians attributed to me. Perhaps it was because in Chester,
Pennsylvania, the small, angry industrial town where T came of
age in the 1960s, T was scarcely noticeable against a backdrop of
gang warfare, street knifings, and murders. T grew up one of the
good boys, had perhaps a half-dozen fistfights. In retrospect, my
shyness of combat has clear sources.

As a boy, T saw countless tough guys locked away; I have since
buried several, too. They were babies, really — a teenage cousin,
a brother of twen ty-two, a childhood friend in his mid-twenties —
all gone down in episodes of bravado played out in the streets, 1
came to doubt the virtues of intimidation early on. I chose, per-
haps unconsciously, to remain a shadow — timid, but a survivor.

The fearsomeness mistakenly attributed to me in public places
often has a perilous flavor. The most frightening of these confy-
sions occurred in the late 1970s and early 1980s, when T worked as
a journalist in Chicago. One day, rushing into the office of a maga-
zine I'was writing for with a deadline story in hand, I was mistaken
for a burglar. The office manager called security and, with an ad
hoc posse, pursued me through the labyrinthine halls, nearly to
my editor's door. T had no way of proving who T was. I could only
move briskly toward the company of someone who knew me.

Another time I was on assignment for a local paper and killing
time before an interview. I entered a jewelry store on the city’s
affluent Near North Side. The proprietor excused herself and
returned with an enormous red Doberman pinscher straining at
the end of a leash. She stood, the dog extended toward me, silent
to my questions, her eyes bulging nearly out of her head. T took a
cursory look aroungd, nodded, and bade her good night.

Relatively spgaking, however, I never fared as badly as another 10
black male jourhalist. He went Lo nearby Waukegan, Hlinois, a
couple of summers ago to work on a story about a murderer who
was born there. Mistaking the reporter for the killer, police offi-
cers hauled him from his car at gunpoint and but for his press
credentials would probably have tried to book him. Such episodes
are not uncommon. Black men trade tales like this all the time.
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- the years, I learned to smother the rage I feilt ﬁt 52 lzgtig
'Ovel k )Eor alcriminal. Not to do so would surely ha .
e eIn w take precautions to make myself less t.hrfeater.l gE;
" ith care, particularly late in the evening. I glth
. ido b ablgut | ervous ’people on subway platform§ durnig . e
b i tor?icularly when I have exchanged 1_31.131ne55 clot (i::
for hOl{F?f ?ﬁa en to be entering a building behind som}i: ple(?:ﬁ3
6 L ld?tri)sh I may walk by, letting thenll clear t eI(l)1 Vz
P i 1, SO E,lS not to seem to be following the.m. }311 €
Eeforiallr;e:;ﬁ éxtremely congenial on those rare occasions whe
i e police.
o pﬁl]igi\c:ngnbgyctc}:n;;itutionals I employ wh'aLtlhas plrggriz(i
féﬂd y: xcellent tension-reducing measure: I whistle .mael i
i eh n and Vivaldi and the more popular C}a551§ :
i Oveteely New Yorkers hunching toward mg}.ltt.lm'e Ei;
Hnatio i 51’1 to relax, and occasionally they even join m1 b
tmam;;ilf'uslz]eliy everybody seems to sense that aidr}}ufﬂng \;;); m:g
e sl i ) ions from Vivaldi’s Four S,
})te ":i;];h;lc?u?i;glgrtlltSgﬁgesilsgllj(;ﬁsthat hikers wear when they
1

know they are in bear country.

For Discussion and Writing

i imes seen by
1. How does Staples describe himself? How is he sometim

t
others?

is presence on
i i i ing the effect of his pres .
ins his essay by dlSC:.lSS] g o sl
% Stap%esrbi%"son. However, others’ reactions to his .pl-ese}t]ﬁ: & i
e Gk, and he spends much of the essay explaining e
i (Iieni‘lall’tical effects he experiences as a cfogsequferiieese i
and 1;}15 How is the complication and para oX 0 Sooosnss
actl(_) o] by the last sentence about Staples§ w s
e ?Siiing the “equivalent of the cowbell that hikers wea
music ] : e
lmow they are in bear country” (par. 12): el o eun G
's reaction -
i Compare Staples’s reac : Bk
' ":onnec;t[l?r?:s Baldxsin's reaction to the en.counter épfftel;‘; r:"éaes i
1Lerwat 2 of a Native Son” (p. 50). What might :he i
' O e - % . . . b :
gllf)out the individuals and their respective 'tlrnezf s
The person with whom you find ypursel.f 1der§1fyn§§ c; v;u o
o depends on your own identity. Wlt-h whom Shgmat
theS r?p f Staples’s essay, and how did it affect your
the start o Y,

full piece?

JONATHAN SWIFT

A Modest Proposal

Born in 1667 in Ireland and raised there by English parents, Jonathan
Swift was dean of St. Patrick’s Cathedral in Dublin and a prolific poet,
satirist, and pamphleteer While he is best enown today

for his satiric
novel Gulliver’s Travels (1726) and for “A Modest Proposal,” his politi-

cal pamphlets and essays on behalf of Irish causes had great impact
and are themselves masterpieces of political rony. Swift's work is
thought by some to reveq] a misanthropic, skeptical, and hopeless heart,
bt there always exists in his writing the possibility ofaltemcztives, the
hope for improvement. “A Modest Proposal,” Swift writes, “Therefore
I repeat, let no man talk to me of these and the Ji

ke expedients, til] he
has at least some glimpse of hope thay there will be ever some hearty

and sincere attempt to put them in Practice” (par, 30). As you read this
essay and try (o tease oyt Swift’s messages, keep this idea in mind.

In 1729, when “A Modest Proposal” was published, years of drought
were exacerbated by q crop failure that caused thousands of Irish to

Starve to death, and this suffering was essentially ignored by English
landowners. “A Modest Proposal” is Swift's response to this tragedy.,

It is a melancholy object to those who walk through this great

town or travel in the country, when they see the streets, the roads,
and cabin doors, crowded with beggars of the female sex, followed
by three, four, or six children, all in rags and importuning every
se mothers instead of being able to

work for théir honest livelihood, are forced to employ all their
time in strolligrg to beg sustenance for their helpless infants: who
as they grow up either turn thieves for want of work, or leave their
dear native country’to fight for the pretender in Spain, or sell
themselves to the Barbadoes,
I'think it is agreed by all parties that this
children in the arms, or on the backs,
ers, and frequently of their fathers,

prodigious number of
or at the heels of their moth-
is in the present deplorable
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