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1. Discuss images of America as they are presented in at least two of the texts on your
syllabus.

2. “The Meeting” by Abraham Cahan renders typical immigration experiences. Discuss
how Cahan uses these experiences in the portrayal of his characters. Text attached.

3. “RPM is not only a threat to feminity, but equally much to institutionalised America.”
Discuss this statement.

4. Tennessee Williams’ 4 Streetcar Named Desire unfolds a struggle between the new
and the old. Discuss how these forces are represented in the play.

5. Write an essay in which you discuss the idea of America as an open society. As part of
your answer include a short analysis of Martin Luther King’s speech “I have a
Dream”. Text attached.

Extra question for Nina @vrebg and Christopher Rowlands:

1. Account for the major changes that occured during the time of the Civil Rights
Movement.

Estimated time: 1 hour.



15 ABRAHAM CAHAN

“The Meeting” (1896)
A few weceks later, on a Saturday morning, Jake, with an unfolded
telegram in his hand, stood in front of one of the desks at the Immigra-
tion Bureau of Ellis Island, He was freshly shaven and clipped, smarty
dressed in his best clothes and ball shoes, and, in spite of the sickly
expression of shamefacedness and anxiety which distorted his features,
he looked younger than usual.

All the way to the island he had been in a flurry of jovous anticipation.
The prospect of meeting his dear wife and child, and, incidentally, of
showing off his swell attire to her, had thrown him intwo a fever of
Impatience. But on entering the big shed he had caught a distant
glimpse of Gitl and Yosselé through the railing separating the detained
Immigrants from their visitors, and his heart had sunk at the sight of his
wife’s uncouth and un-American appearance. She was slovenly dressed
In a brown jacket and skirt of grotesque cut, and her hair was concealed
under a voluminous wig of a pitch-black hue. This she had put on just
before leaving the steamer, both “in honor of the sabbath™ and by way of
sprucing herself up for the great event. Since Yekl had left home she had
gained considerably in the measurement of her waist. The wig, however,
made her seem stouter and shorter than she would have appeared
without it. It also added at least five years to her looks. But she was

aware neither of this nor of the fact that in New York even a Jewess of

her station and orthodox breeding is accustomed to blink a the wicked-
ness of displaying her natural hair, and that none but an elderly matron
Mmay wear a wig without being the occasional target for snowballs or
stones. She was naturally dark of complexion, and the nine or ten days

spent at sea had covered her face with a deep bronze, which combined
with her prominent cheek bones, inky litte eyes, and, above all, the
smooth black wig, to lend her resemblance 1o a squaw.

Jake had no sooner caught sight of her than he had averted his face, as
if loth to rest his eyes on her, in the presence of the surging crowd around
him, before it was inevitable. He dared not even survey that crowd to see
whether it contained any acquaintance of his, and he vaguely wished
that her release were delayed indefinitely.

Presenty the officer behind the desk took the telegram from him, and
in another little while Gitl, hugging Yosselé with one arm and a bulging
parcel with the other, emerged from a side door.

“Yekl!” she screamed out in a piteous high key, as if crying for mercy.

“Dot’sh alla right!” he returned in English, with a wan smile and
unconscious of what he was saying. His wandering eyes and dazed mind
were striving to fix themselves upon the stern functionary and the
questions he bethought himself of asking before finally releasing his
prisoners. The contrast between Gid and Jake was so striking that the
oflicer wanted to make sure partly as a matter of official duty and
partly for the fun of the thing - that the two were actually man and wife.

“Or a lamentation upon me! He shaves his beard!” Gil ejaculated to
hersell as she scrutinized her husband. “Yosselé, look! Here is tatel

But Yossclé did not care to look at taé. Instead, he turned his
frightencd litde eyes - precise copies of Jake’s — and buried them in
his mother’s cheek.

When Gitl was finally discharged she made to fling herself on Jake. But
he checked her by seizing both loads from her arms. He started for a
distant and deserted corner of the room, bidding her follow. For a
moment the boy looked stunned, then he burst out crying and fell to
kicking his father’s chest with might and main, his reddened little face
appealingly turned to Gil. Jake continuing his way tried to kiss his son
into toleration, but the little fellow proved too nimble for him. It was in
vain that Gid, scurrying behind, kept expostulating with Yosselé: “Why,
it is taté! ” Taté was forced to capitulate before the march was brought to
its end.



.At length, when the secluded corner had been reached, and Jake and
Gitl had set down their burdens, husband and wife flew into mutual
cmbrac'e and fell to kissing each other. The performance had an effect of
something done to order, which, it must be owned, was far from being
belied by the state of their minds at the moment. Their kisses imparted
thc‘ taste of mutual estrangement to both. In Jake’s case the sensation was
quickened by the strong steerage odors which were emitted by Gitl’s
person, and he involuntarily recoiled.

“You look like a poritz,”! she said shyly.

“How are you! How is mother? ”

“How should she be? So, so. She sends you her love,” Gitl mumbled out.

“How long was father ill>”

“Maybe a month. He cost us health enough.”

He proceeded to make advances to Yosselé, she appealing to the child
in his behalf. For a moment the sight of her, as they were both crouching
before the boy, precipitated a wave of thrilling memories on Jake and
made him feel in his own environment. Presently, however, the illusion
took wing and here he was, Jake the Yankee, with this bonnetless,
wigged, dowdyish little grecnhorn by his side! That she was his wife,
nay, that he was a marricd man at all, seemed incredible to him. The
sturdy, thriving urchin had at first inspired him with pride; but as he now
cast another side glance at Gitl’s wig he lost all interest in him, and
began to regard him, together with his mother, as one great obstacle
dropped from heaven, as it were, in his way.

Git, on her part, was overcome with a feeling akin to awe. She, too,
could not get herself to realize that this stylish young man — shaved and
dressed as in Povodye is only some voung nobleman - was Yekl, her own
Yekl, who had all these three years never been absent from her mind.
And while she was once more examining Jake’s blue diagonal cutaway,
glossy stand-up collar, the white four-in-hand neckte, coquettshly
tucked awav in the bosom of his starched shirt, and, above all. his
patent leather shoes, she was at the same time mentally scanning the
Yekl of three years before. The latter alone was hers, and she felt like
cryving to the image to come back to her and let her he fus wife,

Presently; when they had got up and Jake was plying her with per-
functory questions, she chanced to recognize a certain movement of his
upper lip - an old wick of his. It was as if she had suddenly discovered
her own Yekl in an apparent stranger, and, with another pitiful outery,
she fell on his breast.

“Don’t!™ he said, with pauent gentleness, pushing away her arms.
“Here everything is so different.”

She colored deeply.

“They don’t wear wigs here.” he ventured to add.

“What then? 7 she asked, perplexedly.

“You will see. It is quite another world.”

“Shall I take it off, then? I have a nice Saturday kerchief,” she faltered.
“Itis of silk - I bought it at Kalmen’s for a bargain. It is still brand new.”

“Here one does not wear even a kerchief.”

“How then? Do they go about with their own hair? ” she queried in ill-
disguised bewilderment.

“Tell, alla night, put in on, quick! ”

As she set about undoing her parcel, she bade him face about and
screen her, so that neither he nor any stranger could see her bareheaded
while she was replacing the wig by the kerchief. He obeyed. All the while



the operation lasted he stood with his gaze on the floor, gnashing his
teeth with disgust and shame, or hissing some Bowery oath.

“Is this better?” she asked bashfully, when her hair and part of her
forehead were hidden under a kerchief of flaming blue and yellow, whose
end dangled down her back.

The kerchief had a rejuvenating effect. But Jake thought that it made
her look like an Italian woman of Mulberry Street on Sunday.

“Alla night, leave it be for the present,” he said in despair, reflecting that
the wig would have been the lesser evil of the two.

When they reached the city Gitl was shocked to see him lead the way

to a horse car. A
- “O1 woe is me! Why, it is Sabbath!” she gasped.

He irately essayed to explain that a car, being an uncommon sort of
vehicle, riding in it implied no violation of the holy day. But this she
sturdily met by reference to railroads.? Besides, she had scen horse cars
while stopping in Hamburg,? and knew that no orthodox Jew would use
them on the seventh day. At length Jake, losing all self-control, fiercely
commanded her not to make him the laughingstock of the people on the
street and to get in without further ado. As to the sin of the matter he
was willing to take it all upon himself. Completely dismayed by his stern
manner, amid the strange, uproarious, forbidding surroundings, Giu
yielded.

As the horses started she uttered a groan of consternation and
remained looking aghast and with a violently throbbing heart. If she
had been a culprit on the way to the gallows she could not have been
more terrified than she was now at this her first ride on the day of rest.

The conductor came up for their fares. Jake handed him a ten-cent
piece, and raising two fingers, he roared out: “Two! He ain’ no maur as
tree years, de liddle feller!” And so great was the impression which his
dashing manner and his English produced on Gitl, that for some time it
elieved her mind and she even forgot to be shocked by the sight of her
Lusband handling coin on the Sabbath.

Having thus paraded himself before his wife, Jake all at once grew
kindly disposed toward her.

“You must be hungry?” he asked.

“Not at all! Where do you eat your varimess? **

“Don’t say varimess” he corrected her complaisantly; “here it is called
dinner”

“Dinner>> And what if one becomes fatter? ” she confusedly ventured
an irresistible pun. '

This was the way in which Gitl came to receive her first lesson in the
five or six score English words and phrases which the omnivorous Jewish
Jjargon has absorbed in the Ghettos of English-speaking countries.




27 MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR.

“I Have a Dream” (1963)

Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we
stand, signed the Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous decree
came as a great beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who had
been seared in the flames of withering injustice. It came as a Jjoyous
daybreak to end the long night of captivity.

But one hundred years later, we must face the tragic fact that the
Negro is still not free. One hundred years later, the life of the Negro is
stll sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains of
discrimination. One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a lonely
island of poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One
hundred years later, the Negro is still languished in the corners of
American society and finds himself an exile in his own land. So we
have come here today to dramatize an appalling condition.

In a sense we have come to our nation’s Capital to cash a check. When
the architects of our republic wrote the magnificent words of the Con-
stitution and the Declaration of Independence, they were signing a
promissory note to which every American was to fall heir. This note
was a promise that all men would be guaranteed the unalienable rights
of life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.

It is obvious today that America has defaulted on this promissory note
insofar as her citizens of color are concerned. Instead of honoring this
sacred obligation, America has given the Negro people a bad check; a
check which has come back marked “insufficient funds.” But we refuse to
believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to believe that
there are insufficient funds in the great vaults of opportunity of this
nation. So we have come to cash this check — a check that will give us
upon demand the riches of freedom and the security of justice. We have
also come to this hallowed spot to remind America of the fierce urgency
of now:. This is no time to engage in the luxury of cooling off or to take the



tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Mow is the time to make real the
promises of Democracy. Mow is the time to rise from the dark and
desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit path of racial justice. Now is
the time to open the doors of opportunity to all of God’s children. Now is
the time to lift our nation from the quicksands of racial injustice to the
solid rock of brotherhood.

It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of the moment
and to underestimate the determination of the Negro. This sweltering
summer of the Negro’s legitimate discontent will not pass until there is
an invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. 1963 is not an end, but
a beginning. Those who hope that the Negro needed to blow off steam
and will now be content will have a rude awakening if the nation returns
to business as usual. There will be neither rest nor tranquillity in
America until the Negro is granted his citizenship rights. The whirl-
winds of revolt will continue to shake the foundations of our nation until
the bright day of justice emerges.

But there is something that I must say to my people who stand on the
warm threshold which leads into the palace of justice. In the process of
gaining our rightful place we must not be guilty of wrongful deeds. Let us
not seck to satisfy our thirst for freedom by drinking from the cup of
bitterness and hatred. We must forever conduct our struggle on the high
plane of dignity and discipline. We must not allow our creative protest to
degenerate into physical violence. Again and again we must rise to the
majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul force. The marvelous
new militancy which has engulfed the Negro community must not lead
us to a distrust of all white people, for many of our white brothers, as
evidenced by their presence here today, have come to realize that their
destiny is tied up with our destiny and their freedom is ln("(tn(‘ablv
bound to our freedom. We cannot walk alone.

And as we walk, we must make the pledge that we shall march ahead.
We cannot turn back. There are those who are asking the devotees of
civil rights, “When will you be satisfied?” We can never be satisfied as
long as the Negro is the victim of the unspeakable horrors of police
brutality. We can never be satisfied as long as our bodies, heavy with the
fatigue of travel, cannot gain lodging in the motels of the highways and
the hotels of the cities. We cannot be satisfied as long as the Negro’s basic
mobility is from a smaller qhetto to a larger one. We can necver be
satisfied as long as a Negro in Mississippi cannot vote and a Negro in
New York believes he has nothing for which to vote. No, no, we are not
satisfied, and we will not be satisfied until justice rolls down like waters
and righteousness like a mighty stream.

I'am not unmindful that some of you have come here out of great trials
and tribulations. Some of you have come fresh from narrow jail cells.
Some of you have come from arcas where your quest for freedom left



you battered by the storms of persecution and staggered by the winds of
police brutality. You have been the veterans of creative suffering. Con-
tinue to work with the faith that unearned suffering is redemptive.

Go back to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go back to South
Carolina, go back to Georgia, back to Louisiana, go back to the slums
and ghettos of our northern cities, knowing that somehow this situation
can and will be changed. Let us not wallow in the valley of despair.

I say to you today, my friends, that in spite of the difficulties and
frustrations of the moment I still have a dream. It is a dream deeply
rooted in the American dream.

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the
true meaning of its creed: “We hold these truths to be self-evident; that
all men are created equal.”

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia the sons of
former slaves and the sons of former slaveowners will be able to sit down
together at the table of brotherhood.

I'have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a desert state
sweltering with the heat of injustice and oppression, will be transformed
into an oasis of freedom and justice.

['have a dream that my four litde children will one day live in a nation
where they will be not judged by the color of their skin but by the content
of their character.

[ have a dream today.

I have a dream that one day the state of Alabama, whose governor’s
lips are presently dripping with the words of interposition and nullifi-
cation, will be transformed into a situation where little black boys and
black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls
and walk together as sisters and brothers.

I have a dream today. -

[ have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, every hill
and mountain shall be made low, the rough places will be made plain,
and the crooked places will be made straight, and the glory of the Lord
shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together.

This is our hope. This is the faith with which I return to the South.
With this faith we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a
stone of hope. With this faith we will be able to transform the Jjangling
discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brotherhood. With
this faith we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle
together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing
that we will be free one day.

This will be the day when all of God’s children will be able to sing with

new meaning



My country, ’tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty,
Of thee I sing;
Land where my fathers died,
Land of the pilgrims’ pride,
From every mountain-side
Let freedom ring.

And if America is to be a great nation this must become true. So let
freedom ring from the prodigious hilltops of New Hampshire. Let free-
dom ring from the mighty mountains of New York. Let freedom ring
from the heightening Alleghenies of Pennsylvania!

Let freedom ring from the snowcapped Rockies of Colorado!

Let freedom ring from the curvacious peaks of California!

But not only that; let freedom ring from Stone Mountain of Georgia!

Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee!

Let freedom ring from every hill and molehill of Mississippi. From
every mountainside, let freedom ring

When we let freedom ring, when we let it ring from every village and
every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to speed up
that day when all of God’s children, black men and white men, Jews and
Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands and sing in
the words of the old Negro spiritual, “Free at last! free at last! thank God
almighty, we are free at last!”



