ENGLISH CLASS X

READING & LITERATURE

ENGLISH
Reading & Literature
Class X

Royal Education Council
Royal Government of Bhutan
Paro

Published by
Royal Education Council (REC)
Royal Government of Bhutan
Paro, Bhutan.
Tel:
+ 975 - 8 - 271226
Fax: + 975 - 8 - 271991
Website: www.rec.gov.bt
Copyright © 2017 Royal Education Council (REC)
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without
permission from the Curriculum and Professional Support Division, Ministry of
Education.
NOT FOR SALE
This book is compiled and printed for educational purposes exclusively for
schools in Bhutan.
First Edition 2005
Revised 2007, 2010, 2021
ISBN 99936-0-267-1

ii

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
The Ministry of Education would like to acknowledge the financial assistance of the Canadian International
Development Agency (CIDA) and the Royal Government of Bhutan (RGOB), and the technical assistance of
the University of New Brunswick (UNB) under the Strengthening of Support to Education in Bhutan (SSEB)
project. The Ministry of Education would also like to acknowledge the contributions made by the following
teachers and educational professionals to the development of this textbook.
Adviser
Dr. Pema Thinley, Secretary, Ministry of Education
Tshewang Tandin, Director, Department of School Education, MoE
Copyediting
T. S. Powdyel, Director, Centre for Educational Research & Development, (Chair, English Subject Commitee)
William Bill Buggie, SSEB Outcome I Coordinator , UNB, Canada
Professor George Haley, Consultant, UNB, Canada
Dr. Mary Lou Stirling, SSEB Gender Advisor, UNB
Karma Yeshey, Chief Curriculum Officer, CAPSD
Lhundup Dukpa, SSEB Outcome I Project Officer,, CAPSD
Research and Compilation Team
Core Group members
T. S. Powdyel, Director, CERD, (Chair, English Subject Committee)
William Bill Buggie, SSEB Outcome I Coordinator , UNB, Canada			
Prof. G. Haley, Consultant, UNB
Lhundup Dukpa, SSEB Outcome I Project Officer/Eng. Curriculum Officer, CAPSD
Zinpai Zangmo, English Curriculum Officer, CAPSD
Participants

Dr. Phub Rinchen, Secretary, BBED			
Ms. Karma Dyenka, EMSSD, MoE
Ms. Tshering Lham, Teacher, Chukha HSS Chukha
Ms. Dechen Dolkar, BBED, MoE			
Ms. Deki Yangzom, Teacher, Jakar HSS, Bumthang Mr. Kunga T. Dorji, Lecturer, NIE, Paro
Mr. Amber Rai, Teacher, Gyelpoizhing HSS, Mongar
Mr. Sangay Drukpa, Teacher, Mongar HSS
Mr. Thinley Tobgye, Teacher, Dagana MSS		
Mr. Kinga Wangdi, Teacher, Drujaygang MSS
Mr. Pema Thinley, Teacher, Yebilaptsa MSS		
Ms. Pema Choki, Teacher, Gaupey MSS
Ms. Dechen, Teacher, Chapcha MSS
Ms. Ugyen Choden, Teacher, Trongsa MSS		
Ms. Deki Wangmo, Teacher, Damphu MSS
Ms. Tshering Om, Teacher, Zhemgang HSS		
Mr. Til Bahadur Chhetri, Teacher, Bajothang HSS
Ms. Tashi Cheozom Namgyel, Teacher, Samtse MSS
Ms. Karma Choden, Headteacher, Dotey LSS, Paro
Mr. Tashi Gyeltshen, Lecturer, NIE, Samtse		

Typesetting
Lhundup Dukpa, SSEB Outcome I Project Officer/Eng. Curriculum Officer, CAPSD
Nar Bahadur Chhetri, CCO, Thimphu, Secretariat
Jigme Lodey, Art & Publication Unit, CAPSD
Pema Choje, Art & Publication Unit, CAPSD
Karma Wangmo, CAPSD
Cover Design
Ugyen Dorji, Curriculum Officer

iii

iv

Foreword
Following the advent of modern education in the country, the English language has been given
an important place along with Dzongkha, the national language, and Mathematics. English
has, in fact, been the language of instruction for many school subjects, and it has served our
purpose well even outside the curriculum.
Even though it has long been the desire of the Ministry of Education to keep the English
programme up-to-date by incorporating changes in English usage, new developments in
literature and the understanding of how language is acquired, there has been a general
perception that the standard of English in the country has declined over the years. In response
to these concerns, the Ministry has maintained the development of English curriculum as the
main focus in the Ninth Five Year Plan (2002-2007). Major steps have been planned, which
include the revision of the English curriculum for classes Pre-Primary to XII, the provision
for in-service training to bring the teachers up-to-date on the revised curriculum, and a
programme of academic courses to improve the teachers’ knowledge of English.
In the new English curriculum, the emphasis is on the improvement of the language skills
of students, on literature studies written in contemporary English language, the inclusion of
non-fiction writing and changes in the approach to the assessment of students’ performance.
The new curriculum also demands change in the way in which students are taught, specifically
a movement away from the teacher-centred classroom to a gender-sensitive, student-centred
learning environment. This means that the teacher is responsible for designing activities that
promote active learning while the students play a greater role in their own learning. The teacher
will act as a facilitator and be a source of knowledge of language and literature.
This selection of texts represents a conscious and rigorous effort to bring to our classrooms
an assortment of rich and varied literary experiences presented through different genres which
celebrate the dignity of content and the beauty of language.
The plans put forward in the revised curriculum offer a balanced programme with adequate
instructional time to develop the skills in each strand of Reading & Literature, Listening and
Speaking, Writing, and Language. The goal is to provide adequate time to learn these skills
so that students are able to communicate with eloquence and receive the communication of
others with respect and clarity.
The Ministry of Education hopes that the new English curriculum will open the doors to
new opportunities for our students to improve their English language skills. The programme
will ensure that they will acquire the knowledge to continue higher studies and the skills they
v

require to become competent communicators - in Reading, Writing, Listening and Speaking
as required in the workplace and society.
The Ministry of Education acknowledges the contributions of the Government of Canada
and the support of our Government to carry out this important project. The Ministry also
wishes to acknowledge the valuable contributions of the teachers and teacher-educators to
the development of this new English curriculum.
Trashi Delek.

Thinley Gyamtsho
Minister
Ministry of Education
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Introduction
The task of building a curriculum necessarily involves an acknowledgement of the diverse
claims made on it by the society and the citizens essentially because of the high stakes at
play. Expectations are higher and concerns deeper especially in situations where the entire
system follows a national curriculum that is delivered through similar arrangements and
assessed against largely obvious criteria. An honourable curriculum is, therefore, called upon
to discover and advance the best that is thought and known in the diverse spheres of human
endeavour while at the same time beckoning the young minds to look for and to love what
is true and good and beautiful in life and living. A curriculum for Reading & Literature has
a special responsibility.
To this end, the revised English curriculum for Reading & Literature is built on the conviction
of the need for minimum standards, as presented in The Silken Knot: Standards for English for
Schools in Bhutan (CERD, 2002), that students are expected to achieve as they graduate from
school. From these Standards have evolved the Learning Objectives for each class for different
genres. The Learning Objectives then were seen to be achieved through a rigorous process
of selection of materials that would support both the Standards and the Learning Objectives
themselves. Further, the selection of teaching and learning materials was informed by several
other significant considerations: that the texts had to have the best ideas written in the best
language possible, that they had to be gender-sensitive, that they had to present fine examples
of classical and modern language, that they had to attempt a fair blend of both Bhutanese
and international writing in English, and, of course, the texts had to be age-appropriate and
appealing.
As can be seen from the selection, some of the literary icons of the past still preside over the
revised curriculum with their never-aging voice and presence. There is yet ample space for
novelty and innovation in style and structure so refreshing in the modern idiom. Excellent
samples of poetry, short stories, essays and plays from different cultures have been put
together both as main texts as well as supplementary reading materials. A short biography of
the author places the text in context.
Underneath the obvious diversity and variety in time and space, there is, yet, the self-evident
fact of life that is the common denominator that literature affirms and celebrates. In spite of
the often inexorable irony of fate, the agony of loss and privation, the corrosive evil inherent
in hate and lies, there is the ultimate message of compassion and human solidarity. It is the
privileged province of literature to discover and advance what makes life really worthwhile,
provide templates of the possible and the perfect. Literature seeks and affirms the soul and
sovereignty of humans and nations. Literature is truly the essential autobiography of life in
all its variety and profundity.
ix

It is our belief that our students and teachers will be able to celebrate the beauty of words
and their sounds, their meanings and their implications, the power of suggestiveness and
the authority of goodness. It is our hope too that the selections presented here will provide
opportunities to our young men and women to discover and celebrate their own individual
gifts and the marvels of their minds and hearts which they can bring to bear on the content
and character of our beautiful nation.
								 T. S. Powdyel
								 Chairman
							 English Subject Committee
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An Introduction to the English Curriculum
“We remain grateful for the wise policy of His Majesty the late King Jigme Dorji Wangchuck
to take full advantage of the English language which is in fact the international language - the
language of the sciences, technologies, trade, and international relations”.
- His Excellency the Prime Minister Lyonchen Jigmi Y Thinley (Annual Report to the
82nd session of the National Assembly, July 2004.)
Like many other happy developments, the advent of the English language to Bhutan was a
matter of choice. When the veil of self-imposed isolation was lifted, Bhutan looked beyond its
borders and began to prepare itself to modernise and join the community of nations. Which
language to use to interact with the international community was one of the many decisions
that had to be made.
English was seen as the most advantageous language to assist Bhutan in the articulation of its
identity and the elevation of its profile in the many organizations to which it would belong.
That choice has served Bhutan well, as it has undertaken to become a full charter member
of the United Nations and has established bi-lateral and multi-lateral agreements with other
countries. English has enhanced its capacity to participate more effectively and purposefully
in the global community.
The flexibility, versatility, and richness of English allow it to be used in a variety of
circumstances and to be used by the Bhutanese people to meet their own goals. As His Late
Majesty envisioned, Bhutan has been able to access and share in the knowledge and wisdom of
the different peoples of the world in the diverse spheres of human endeavour. The discoveries
of science and mathematics, medicine and information technology, much of which uses
English as the language of publication, are now available to Bhutan.
The cultural and intellectual resources of the English-speaking world and the formulations
of philosophy, jurisprudence and economics, to mention a few, have been opened to the
Bhutanese people directly. In return, Bhutan has been able to share with the international
community its rich cultural and spiritual heritage and, in the ensuing dialogues, enrich the
intellectual resources of the world.
The need for people in Bhutan to be competent in English has led to the decision to use
English as the language of instruction for many of the subjects taught in school. Along
with Dzongkha, it is, one of the official languages of communication. In all likelihood it will
continue to play this partner role with Dzongkha in the foreseeable future.
Given these circumstances, the question of how best to build and maintain a modern English
programme for Bhutan continues to be addressed by educators. As time goes on, revisions
xi

are necessary to keep the programme up to date with the changes in English usage, new
developments in literature and the understanding of how language is acquired. The Ministry
of Education has taken several measures to address the issue of quality English instruction.
Major steps include the complete revision of the English curriculum, Classes Pre - Primary
to XII, the provision for in-service training to update the teachers on the revised curriculum
and a programme of academic courses to improve the teachers’ knowledge of English.
That task of revision has been undertaken as part of The Strengthening of Support to
Education in Bhutan (SSEB) Project, a cooperative effort sponsored by the Canadian
International Development Agency (CIDA) in cooperation with the University of New
Brunswick (UNB) and the Royal Government of Bhutan. The project consists of three parts
– Education, Engineering and Information Technology – with the revision of the English
curriculum, PP – XII, as one task of the Education component of the project. At the request
of the Bhutan Ministry of Education, the committee was charged with the task of revising
the curriculum to reflect contemporary language and to include non-fiction writing. This, of
course, necessitated a change in the materials used. While efforts have been made to include
classical literature, there is a greater emphasis on modern writers of both fiction and non-fiction.
The Ministry also asked for a change in the way in which students are taught, requesting
a movement away from the teacher-centred classroom. The revised curriculum, therefore,
reflects a student or learner-centred approach to classroom instruction. In brief that means
that students, especially those at the upper levels of school, will be more involved as active
participants in the classroom. The teacher will be involved directly, assuming the roles of
the planner of activities, of the source of knowledge of language and literature and as the
facilitator of learning. She designs activities that promote active student learning
Some Thoughts on Language Learning
The decision to set out a learner-centred programme which calls for study in each of the four
strands shown in the curriculum, is informed by the kinds of theories of language learning
encountered in James Moffett’s (1983) explanation of how people learn language and how,
by extension, teachers should teach language.
In Teaching the Universe of Discourse, Moffett presents four modes of discourse (the Strands in
this curriculum) through which people learn to use language. Those are Listening, Talking,
Writing and Reading. The former two are oral modes of discourse while the latter are textual.
He posits that it is useful to consider the modes of Talking and Writing as productive, or
producing modes, while the Reading and Listening as receptive, or receiving modes. Despite
the nomenclature, the hallmark for all modes is the active engagement of the learner.
Moffett understands the universe of discourse to be an active “place” where the learner first
xii

receives language input as s/he listens to expert speakers, and then, after a long period of trial
and error, produces his or her own ideas in the language which s/he hears spoken around
him. It is with the modes of discourse Listening and Talking that the learner first learns both
to give and receive, to shape and modify messages, so that they more precisely reflect his
thinking and help him communicate that thinking more accurately.
A visit to most Pre-Primary classes in Bhutan will find the Pre-Primary teachers actively
engaged in helping their students to listen a great deal to learn sounds, to learn the intentions
of the teacher as s/he gives instructions; and then, after a long time, assisting her students to
produce in their own speech, ideas and concepts of their own. It is a struggle for them, and
takes hours of practice and repetition. The learning is active but slow and takes enormous
patience and consistency on the part of the teacher. But it works. The students learn how to
converse in English as they would in any language taught this way.
The move on the part of the learner to begin to use the writing mode of discourse requires
new skills of Reading and Writing. Again, the acquisition of these skills takes hours of practice
during which the students learn that letters represent the sounds they have learned to make,
and that they can use these letters to communicate their ideas in writing. At the same time,
they are learning to read, so that they can receive the ideas of others, who like them, have
learned to write down their thoughts, ideas and feelings.
Once the students are engaged in each of these modes of discourse, language learning
becomes increasingly dynamic. Ideas, feelings, words and structures flow between the learner
and himself, his immediate community, and even a community removed from him in time
and place but available through writing and reading.
Again, visits to Primary classes in Bhutan will allow the visitor to see students and teachers
actively engaged in experiences which develop the skills necessary to use each of these modes
of discourse. They talk, they write, they listen, they read. Through trial and error and months
of practice, they come to use English.
In brief, the decision by the Ministry of Education to plan for an activity based, learner-centred
curriculum for all classes Pre-Primary-XII is informed by ideas like Moffett’s which explain
how we learn language. It is helpful for this discussion, as well, to know that the international
testing program (PISA) of the OECD (the Organization for Economic Cooperation and
Development) has adopted similar principles of active language learning to be used when
designing its examinations.
The concept of Reading put forward by the Organization for Economic Cooperation
and Development and used in their international testing program, PISA (Programme of
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International Student Assessment) supports the need to put in place programs that require
the students to be actively engaged in the learning of a language. OECD defines reading
as “an interactive process………. which leads to understanding, using and reflecting on
written texts in order to achieve one’s goals, to develop one’s knowledge and potential and
to participate in society.” To gauge the reading literacy of its member countries, OECD tests
from 4500-10000 students in each of forty-three countries on these reading skills: forming
a broad general understanding of texts, retrieving information, developing an interpretation
of a text, reflecting on the content of a text, and reflecting on the form and purpose of a
text. It is evident that students need to learn how to read independently, reflectively and
interactively if they are to be able to do these things. The curriculum planning committee has
adopted Bloom’s Taxonomy to organise the classroom activities in each of the strands for
similar reasons. It provides a way to build an ascending order of skills for the program and,
of course, it is well known to Bhutanese teachers.
Guides for Teachers
To accompany this document, and to assist with the implementation of the new programme,
the Curriculum Development Committee has prepared a Guide for Teachers for each Class
level. The guides set out materials and activities for each Class level. Teachers will find in the
guides a description of the materials for each strand, justifications or rationales for each piece
of literature, and suggested activities for each strand. They will also find a Timeline for each
week, which sets out a plan that allows the teacher to engage the students in studies for each
strand in a consistent and thorough way.
Student-centered Classrooms
The decision by the Ministry to develop a curriculum for English which is student-centred
means that classroom practise has to change. As reported in The Silken Knot, and later confirmed
by a study commissioned by CAPSD in 2003, observers of classes, especially in Classes VII-XII,
found English teachers talking and explaining texts while students sat passively or made notes
on what the teachers were saying, directly into their textbooks. As a result, they were not able
to practice Speaking and Writing, nor were they being taught how to read at the higher levels
required of an adult reader. (See Moffett and the discussion of PISA above). The changes in
the test items used in the NEA call for students to manipulate texts at both the knowledge
and inferential levels. Teachers will have to plan for practice in that kind of reading and writing
if the students are to be able to meet the expectations raised by this programme of testing.
The recommendation, by both reports cited above, that students be actively engaged in their
own learning, was accepted by the Ministry; however, there is a fear that if an active classroom
program be put in place then teachers will have nothing to do. That fear has been addressed
directly. Teachers and parents will see in the guides an approach that balances direct teacher
input and planning with the participation of students in activities that help them develop
the skills and knowledge necessary to meet the standards set out in this document.
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To conclude this introduction, this document presents the revisions, which the Ministry of
Education is recommending at this time to keep the English curriculum up to date. They are
as follows:
Revision 1: The curriculum has been Organised so that classroom practice is informed by
the set of Standards presented by CERD in The Silken Knot: Standards for English for Schools in
Bhutan for each of the four Strands, or modes of discourse, namely Reading & Literature,
Listening and Speaking, Writing, and Language. These set out in global terms what students
can be expected to be able to do and to know in English, following graduation at the end of
Class XII.
Revision 2: The Standards are elaborated by a set of detailed Learning Objectives for each
Class level, PP-XII, which integrate the work in English across the curriculum. The Objectives
serve to indicate to students, teachers and parents, the details of what students need to
learn at each class level in order to make progress towards the attainment of the Standards.
The Objectives are set out for each of the four Strands and are cumulative, sequenced
developmentally, Pre-Primary-XII, and arranged so that they can be dealt with separately or
integrated at each class level.
Revision 3: The curriculum marks a change in thinking about English studies, especially the
English studies for Classes VII – XII. To date, the emphasis has been on learning the content
of the literature in the syllabus. Little time has been given to the use of the literature to aid
in the development of the language skills presented in the four strands in this programme.
The literature materials recommended here have been selected to help students develop
reading skills and to aid as a resource for assistance with the development, and practice, of
the skills of Writing, Listening and Speaking, and Language. The content of the literature is
important, and to that end, care has been taken to choose excellent literature: however, the
English Curriculum Review Committee is persuaded that content must play a secondary role
to the advancement of the skills necessary for proficiency in English.
Revision 4: The curriculum calls for a shift in teaching and learning practices to studentcentred learning and the establishment of learner-centred classrooms.
Revision 5: Students will read both fiction and non-fiction in the Reading and Literature
strand for each class. This curriculum sets out to achieve a balance in the kinds of literature
which students are expected to learn how to read.
Revision 6: The document calls for the direct teaching of reading strategies in each class,
PrePrimary – XII.
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Revision 7: Care has been taken to select materials that are gender sensitive and are age/
class appropriate.
Revision 8: Care has been taken to select texts which engage students in a discussion of the
cultural values of Bhutan and introduce them to the notable writers of Bhutan and of other
cultures.
Revision 9: Care has been taken to introduce texts that are written in contemporary English.
Revision 10: The curriculum calls for the teaching of English grammar, pronunciation and
syntax in a consistent, thorough and interactive manner, Classes IV – XII.
Revision 11: Timelines are set out to ensure that each of the strands gets its share of the time
allocated to English studies. The Timeline is different for each class level to permit teachers
to make provision for a balanced programme that meets the changing needs of the students
but still requires teachers to set aside time for work in each strand.
Revision 12: The curriculum presents changes in the Modes of Assessment in examination
test items which will permit students to show that they have learned the skills and content
presented in each strand.
Finally, the Ministry of Education wants to compliment the educators of Bhutan on the
excellent work, which has produced graduates who have a capacity in English second to none
in those countries that use English as a second language.
The plans put forward in this curriculum to provide for time to develop the skills in each
mode, or strand, of Listening and Speaking, Language, Writing, and Reading & Literature are
in keeping with this thinking about language learning. The goal is an English speaker who can
integrate the modes or strands so that he can communicate with eloquence and receive the
communication of others with respect and clarity.
It is the wish of the Ministry to build on the extraordinary capacities of both teachers and
students to learn English and offer a revised programme, which will graduate students with
the level of fluency in English needed at this time.
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Organisational Chart
An Introduction to the
Study and Teaching of English

Foreword and Standards for
Reading & Literature

Foreword and Standards for
Writing

Foreword and Standards for
Listening & Speaking

Foreword and Standards for
Language

Learning Objectives

Learning Objectives

Learning Objectives

Materials

Materials

Materials

Materials

Activities

Activities

Activities

Activities

Learning Objectives

Time Line
Modes of Assessment

The Organisational Chart above will help readers understand the different components
of the English curriculum. Every effort has been made to integrate the components. The
Introduction sets out a brief history of English in the schools of Bhutan and introduces
the principles which inform the curriculum. Twelve suggested revisions are included.
The Standards for each of the four strands – Reading & Literature, Writing, Listening and
Speaking, and Language – flow from these principles. They are exit Standards which set
out what graduates can be expected to know and do when they leave school in Class XII.
The Standards are elaborated as the Learning Objectives which set out what students must
learn to know and do at each class level to achieve the standards.
The Learning Objectives will serve as indicators of achievement at each class level in
reference to the Standards.
The Materials and Activities have been developed to help the students acquire the skills
and the knowledge they need to be successful in attaining the Learning Objectives, and
ultimately, the Standards. The Timetable sets out a ‘time-budget’ for each strand. The
Modes of Assessment are informed by the principles espoused in the Introduction to the
Foreword and are organised to test the students on their skill development and knowledge.
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Foreword to Reading & Literature
I am part of all that I have met;
Yet all experience is an arch wherethro’
Gleams that untravl’d world, whose margin
Fades for ever and for ever when I move.
		 From “Ulysses” by Alfred, Lord Tennyson
Like Ulysses, when we read, we become travellers through worlds whose horizons beckon and
entice us farther and farther into realms beyond our own daily experiences. We travel from
our own world to different places and times, go to a universe beyond our own, a universe in
which we meet people who hold ideas and beliefs which confirm, challenge, and elaborate
what we know, understand and believe.
Reading is the key to unlocking the vault of the wisdom of the race. To read well is to be in
contact with those who have gone before us, and have discovered what it is to be human, and
the best ways to organise themselves to achieve happiness.
We do not always read for such exalted reasons. Reading is also something we use to do everyday
things at work or at home: things like shopping, reading mail, getting information on topics
of interest and getting instructions on how to do things or put things together; also we read
to learn the ideas of others on more abstract issues like political thought or religious beliefs.
We also read for pleasure and to pass the time. Sometimes, we read our favourite authors
simply because we like to read their works. Whatever the reasons we have for doing it, it is
making meaning with text in an interactive process that engages the reader, the writer, and
the text in a dialogue about the subject of the piece.
Engaging in the dialogue begins when the reader tries to be clear about what the writer or
her characters are saying and doing. Frequently, once that has been achieved and is clear, the
reader does not want to go further. The knowledge of what has been read is enough. But
just as frequently, readers want to move beyond the simple knowledge of a book to levels of
dialogue which engage them, the writer, and the text in negotiations about the significance of
what has been said or enacted in the piece. It is in this kind of dialogue that the focus shifts
to attempts to comprehend what has been read at more profound levels, to delight in possible
interpretations, to analyse how the writer achieves the cogency of the piece, and ultimately,
the evaluation of the beauty and the validity of what has been said.
Whatever the level of the dialogue, the readers bring to the table not only their knowledge
of the text under study, but also their experiences with other texts, the experiences they have
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had in real life, or have imagined, and quite likely, sets of beliefs that challenge the point of
view of the writer. They need to be taught the strategies to read in these ways and they need
time to participate in activities which are planned by the teachers to allow them to practise
the strategies.
The literature in the syllabus provides the material to teach students how to read, while at the
same time, permitting them to read some of the best literature available in English. Students
have to learn how to make meaning by themselves and to appreciate what it means to have
met some of the best writers and their works in the course of their studies. If we can build
classroom communities where that can be arranged, then, like Ulysses, our readers will be
drawn to travel through new worlds of experience whose horizons keep expanding.
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Standards for Reading & Literature
1. Graduates are able to read a wide range of texts – fiction and non-fiction – independently.
2. Graduates know the different forms of literature and the purposes they serve.
3. Graduates know and use appropriate reading strategies for making meaning with a variety
of texts-fiction and non-fiction.
4. Graduates have read relevant major literary works from Bhutan and other countries.
5. Graduates have an interest in books and continue to read for enjoyment and learning.
6. Through their reading, graduates have studied and reflected on the cultural values of Bhutan
and other countries, particularly the different ways in which people discover meaning in
their lives; different expressions of fundamental values like Truth, Goodness, and Beauty;
the possibilities of human achievement; and have found directions and models for their
own aspirations.
7. Through their reading, graduates have developed a heightened sense of beauty and
harmony which informs their lives.
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Learning Objectives for Reading & Literature
Class X students will demonstrate that they can:
1. Use the reading strategies developed in earlier classes.
2. Read and articulate their understanding of experiences such as separation, love,
compassion, loss, and spirituality using situations encountered in literature to support
their points.
3. Compare and contrast different cultural values, traditions and beliefs, using situations
encountered in literature.
4. Respond personally and critically to fiction and non-fiction texts showing an
understanding of structural features of different texts.
5. Read, understand and engage with the ideas expressed by different authors in different
forms of essays.
6. Pronounce new words correctly.
7. Talk and write about some of major classical and modern writers, including Bhutanese
authors, and their works.
8. Read 40 pieces of fiction and non-fiction.
9. Have fun as they read.
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Reading Strategies
Secondary Reading Strategies
Reading is the process of constructing meaning through the dynamic interaction
among:
•
•
•

the reader’s existing knowledge,
the information suggested by the written language, and
the context of the reading situation.

Four general purposes of reading are:
• to gain information
• to perform a task
• to experience and enjoy literature
• to form opinions
Critical Reading
Critical reading means learning to look through texts rather than at them; it means reading
beyond and beneath surface meanings to the assumptions, arguments, and strategies behind
them. Critical reading means learning about how texts work: how they make their meaning,
how they appeal to your emotions and intellect, how they present arguments that are explicit
and implicit; how they reason with readers and manipulate them.
To be a critical reader, you need to learn how to “slow down” your reading. Slowing down
your reading doesn’t mean you ought to read more slowly; it means that you need to read in
such a way that you learn to be aware of a text’s various parts and processes. Running
your eye over the words on the page it is easy to think of any piece of writing as a smooth
and solid object. But all writing — whether a short story by a famous writer or a paper by
one of your classmates — is the result of a process and the product of a context. Both the
process and context that produce a piece of writing are reflected in various ways in a text’s
parts and layers. When you learn to slow down your reading you will be able to see that all
writing is made up of parts and layers that come together in the writing process to make
something that seems whole.
Critical Reading Classroom Environment
For active, critical reading to occur, teachers must create an atmosphere which fosters inquiry.
Students must be encouraged to question, to make predictions, and to organize ideas which
support value judgments. Two techniques for developing these kinds of critical reading skills
include problem solving and learning to reason through reading. Flynn (1989) describes
an instructional model for problem solving which promotes analysis, synthesis, and evaluxxii

ation of ideas. She states that, “When we ask students to analyze we expect them to clarify
information by examining the component parts. Synthesis involves combining relevant parts
into a coherent whole, and evaluation includes setting up standards and then judging against
them to verify the reasonableness of ideas.”
Beck (1989) adopts a similar perspective, using the term “reasoning” to imply higher order
thinking skills. Comprehension requires inferencing, which plays a central role in reasoning
and problem solving. For Beck, children’s literature has the potential to engage students in
reasoning activities.
When literature is approached from a problem solving perspective, students are asked to
evaluate evidence, draw conclusions, make inferences, and develop a line of thinking (Riecken
and Miller, 1990). According to Flynn (1989), children are capable of solving problems at all
ages and need to be encouraged to do so at every grade level. (See, for example, “Using Fairy
Tales” 1991 for young children; Anton 1990 for elementary children; Johannessen 1989 for
middle school children.) Teachers may want to experiment with a particular children’s book
and plan a lesson which places reasoning at the center of instruction.
Wilson (1988) suggests that teachers re-think the way they teach reading and look critically at
their own teaching/thinking processes. She cautions against skills lessons that are repackaged
in the name of critical thinking but which are only renamed worksheets. She points out that
teaching students to read, write, and think critically is a dramatic shift from what has generally
taken place in most classrooms.
According to Wilson, critical literacy advocates the use of strategies and techniques like formulating questions prior to, during, and after reading; responding to the text in terms of the
student’s own values; anticipating texts, and acknowledging when and how reader expectations
are aroused and fulfilled; and responding to texts through a variety of writing activities which
ask readers to go beyond what they have read to experience the text in personal ways.
Critical Reading Strategies
Mastering these strategies will not make the critical reading process an easy one, it can make
reading much more satisfying and productive and thus help students handle difficult material
well and with confidence.
Fundamental to each of these strategies is annotating directly on the page: underlining key
words, phrases, or sentences; writing comments or questions in the margins; bracketing
important sections of the text; constructing ideas with lines or arrows; numbering related
points in sequence; and making note of anything that strikes you as interesting, important,
or questionable.
•

Previewing: Learning about a text before really reading it. Previewing enables readers
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to get a sense of what the text is about and how it is organized before reading it closely.
This simple strategy includes seeing what you can learn from the headnotes or other
introductory material, skimming to get an overview of the content and organization,
and identifying the rhetorical situation.
•

Contextualizing: Placing a text in its historical, biographical, and cultural contexts.
When you read a text, you read it through the lens of your own experience. Your
understanding of the words on the page and their significance is informed by what you
have come to know and value from living in a particular time and place. But the texts
you read were all written in the past, sometimes in a radically different time and place.
To read critically, you need to contextualize, to recognize the differences between your
contemporary values and attitudes and those represented in the text.

•

Questioning to understand and remember: Asking questions about the content. As
students, you are accustomed to teachers asking you questions about your reading. These
questions are designed to help you understand a reading and respond to it more fully,
and often this technique works. When you need to understand and use new information
it is most beneficial if you write the questions, as you read the text for the first time.
With this strategy, you can write questions any time, but in difficult academic readings,
you will understand the material better and remember it longer if you write a question
for every paragraph or brief section. Each question should focus on a main idea, not
on illustrations or details, and each should be expressed in your own words, not just
copied from parts of the paragraph.

•

Reflecting on challenges to your beliefs and values: Examining your personal
responses. The reading that you do for this class might challenge your attitudes, your
unconsciously held beliefs, or your positions on current issues. As you read a text for the
first time, mark an X in the margin at each point where you fell a personal challenge to
your attitudes, beliefs, or status. Make a brief note in the margin about what you feel or
about what in the text created the challenge. Now look again at the places you marked
in the text where you felt personally challenged. What patterns do you see?

•

Outlining and summarizing: Identifying the main ideas and restating them in your own
words. Outlining and summarizing are especially helpful strategies for understanding the
content and structure of a reading selection. Whereas outlining revels the basic structure
of the text, summarizing synopsizes a selection’s main argument in brief. Outlining may
be part of the annotating process, or it may be done separately (as it is in this class).
The key to both outlining and summarizing is being able to distinguish between the
main ideas and the supporting ideas and examples. The main ideas form the backbone,
the strand that holds the various parts and pieces of the text together. Outlining the
main ideas helps you to discover this structure. When you make an outline, don’t use
the text’s exact words.
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•

Summarizing begins with outlining, but instead of merely listing the main ideas, a
summary recomposes them to form a new text. Whereas outlining depends on a close
analysis of each paragraph, summarizing also requires creative synthesis. Putting ideas
together again — in your own words and in a condensed form — shows how reading
critically can lead to deeper understanding of any text.

•

Evaluating an argument: Testing the logic of a text as well as its credibility and
emotional impact. All writers make assertions that want you to accept as true. As a critical
reader, you should not accept anything on face value but to recognize every assertion
as an argument that must be carefully evaluated. An argument has two essential parts: a
claim and support. The claim asserts a conclusion — an idea, an opinion, a judgment,
or a point of view — that the writer wants you to accept. The support includes reasons
(shared beliefs, assumptions, and values) and evidence (facts, examples, statistics, and
authorities) that give readers the basis for accepting the conclusion. When you assess an
argument, you are concerned with the process of reasoning as well as its truthfulness
(these are not the same thing). At the most basic level, in order for an argument to be
acceptable, the support must be appropriate to the claim and the statements must be
consistent with one another.

•

Comparing and contrasting related readings Exploring likenesses and differences
between texts to understand them better. Many of the authors we read are concerned
with the same issues or questions, but approach how to discuss them in different ways.
Fitting a text into an ongoing dialectic helps increase understanding of why an author
approached a particular issue or question in the way he or she did.

THE STUDENT’S ROLE
Critical thinking implies that a reader is actively and constructively engaged in the process of
reading. The reader is continually negotiating what s/he knows with what s/he is trying to
make sense of. The role of background knowledge and the student’s ability to draw upon it
are essential to critical thinking/learning.
It is not an easy task to incorporate higher level thinking skills into the classroom, but it is
a necessary one. For students to participate in the society in which they live, they must have
experiences which prepare them for life. In order to become critical thinkers, it is essential that
students learn to value their own thinking, to compare their thinking and their interpretations
with others, and to revise or reject parts of that process when it is appropriate.
A classroom environment which is student-centered fosters student participation in the learning
process. Learning that is both personal and collaborative encourages critical thinking. Students
who are reading, writing, discussing, and interacting with a variety of learning materials in a
variety of ways are more likely to become critical thinkers.
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THE TEACHER’S ROLE
Teachers who encourage pre-reading discussions to help readers activate prior knowledge
or fill in gaps in background knowledge set the stage for critical reading. They help students
identify purposes for reading, formulate hypotheses, and test the accuracy of their hypotheses
throughout the reading process. In addition, asking students to examine their own reading
and learning processes creates the awareness necessary for critical reading.
Post-reading activities that extend texts provide an opportunity for teachers to check for
learning. Transforming ideas from reading into artwork, poetry, etc. is an evaluative, interpretive
act that reveals the student’s level of understanding. Critical readers are active readers. They
question, confirm, and judge what they read throughout the reading process. Students
engaged in such activities are likely to become critical thinkers and learners.
How Do I Sharpen My Critical Reading Strategies?
Reading critically does not mean that you are criticizing the writer’s message but rather that
you are assessing the validity and reliability of the writer’s material. Critical readers are
also aware that they bring their beliefs, values, experiences, and prior knowledge to the reading
process. Critical readers ask questions about themselves, the writer, and the writing. Below is
a set of questions to sharpen your critical reading strategies.
Menu of Critical Reading Questions
Reader’s Background and Value Assumptions
1.
What do I know about the topic?
1.
What are my beliefs and values regarding the topic?
2.
What is my purpose for reading this material?
3.
2.

Writer’s Background and Value Assumptions
What is the writer’s background?
1.
How might it affect the writer’s approach to the topic and the selection and in2.
terpretation of the evidence presented?
3.
What are the writer’s value assumptions regarding this topic?

3.

Writer’s Argument, Conclusion, and Evidence
1.
What is the topic of the writer’s argument?
2.
What is the writer’s conclusion?
3.
How has the writer limited the scope of the argument through definitions of key
terms and the use of qualifying words and phrases?

4.

Writer’s Use of Evidence to Support the Conclusion
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1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

5.

Are there any logical fallacies?
What sort of evidence does the writer use to support the conclusion(s)?
Does the evidence offer adequate support for the writer’s conclusion?
Are the sources creditable?
If the writer uses research studies as evidence, does the research satisfy these
conditions:
•
Is it timely?
•
Who conducted the research? What was the purpose of the research?
•
Has the research been replicated?
•
Are the statistical findings and writer’s conclusion focused on the same
topic?
Do the graphic illustrations represent the data in a truthful manner?
•
•
Do the various physical dimensions of the graphic accurately portray the
numerical relationships?
What is the source of the data in the illustration?
•
Are the statistical findings and the writer’s conclusion focused on the same
•
topic?

Reader’s Reaction to the Reading
Do I accept the writer’s evidence as reliable and valid support of the conclusion?
1.
To what degree do I accept the conclusion?
2.
How does the conclusion relate to what I already know and believe about the
3.
topic?
How has the writer’s argument changed my views on this topic?
4.

Here are some strategies that may be used:
1. Take inventory of what you will be reading
Think about what you already know about the subject. Write down some notes on these
thoughts. Look over the material you are reading - look for key words and phrases that may be
in italics or boldface. Look for any graphs, captions, pictures or other graphics. See if there is
a summary at the end or a set of comprehension questions. Most textbooks have summaries
and questions. These can be very helpful to guide your reading. You should always read the
summary and the questions before you read the text. These will give you a good idea of what
to look for when you read. Remember: not everything in the text is equally important: read
for the main ideas.
2. See the forest, not the trees!
There is an English idiom that says, “You can’t see the forest for the trees.” This means that
a person cannot see the overall picture or idea because she/he is concentrating on the details
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too much. When you are reading, don’t try to understand every word - get the overall idea.
3. Don’t just read —WRITE!
Take notes while you are reading. Sometimes notes can be words and phrases that help you
remember main ideas. However, you can also draw pictures or diagrams of key ideas. It’s like
drawing a map with roads connecting different cities or locations. If each location is an idea,
connect them together in your notes.
4. If at first you don’t succeed, try again.
If possible, read the text more than once.
5. Don’t be afraid to make guesses.
Try to guess at meaning by looking at the context. The sentences and words immediately
before and after the point you are reading can give you good ideas.
6. Try to analyze the text.
Look for the introduction and conclusion. Look for the topic sentences in each paragraph.
7. Make connections.
Try to make connections between main ideas and supporting details. Well-written texts will
attempt to make connections of their ideas in a logical way.
8. Summarize & Paraphrase.
When you have finished reading a paragraph or a portion of the text, stop and try to summarize in your own words what you have read. You can do this in your notes or you can explain
it orally to someone else.
9. Talk with your friends.
Discuss what you have read with others who have also read the same text.
SQ3R....for students & teachers
When you read, it is important to have a strategy or a plan for reading effectively. If you do
not have a plan, you may be easily distracted or may not focus on the right things in the text.
As a result, when you are finished reading, you may not understand very much of what you
have read. Also, you may not have developed your English very much, either.
When you read, you must be actively involved in the reading process in order to understand
most effectively. The SQ3R method is one way to help you do this.
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How does the SQ3R method work?
Survey
Survey means to scan the main parts of the text you are going to read. This includes looking
at the title, headings of paragraphs, introduction and conclusion, first lines of each paragraph,
and any extra information that may be presented in boxes on the page. Doing this gives you
some basic understanding of what the text is about and helps you know what to expect when
you read in more detail.
Question
Questions are very helpful when you read a text. Most of the time, people read first, and
then look at questions at the end of the text. However, this is not the best way to read. If
possible, read the questions provided for you FIRST. This will help you know what specific
information to look for. Questions (those that are provided with text and those provided by
your teacher) are designed to focus on the main points. Therefore, if you read to answer these
questions, you will be focusing on the main points in the text. This helps you read with a goal
in mind - answering specific questions.
3 R’s
Read
Once you have some idea of what the text is about and what the main points might be, start
reading. Do not be afraid if the text has many words you cannot understand. Just read!
Follow these suggestions:
•
Do not use your dictionary the first time through the text.
Try to understand as much as you can from the context.
•
Take notes as you go.
•
Make a note of places that you do not understand, or words that are unclear.
•
Go through the text a second time.
•
Try to answer the questions.
•
Recite
Studies have suggested that students remember 80% of what they learn, if they repeat the
information verbally. If they do not repeat verbally, they often forget 80%. Writing down
the answers to questions from the text and saying these answers will help you remember the
information. One good way to do this is to discuss the information with a friend or classmate,
or with the teacher. Try to summarize the main points you have learned from the reading and
add to your knowledge from the comments and responses of the person you are talking with.
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Review
Review means to go over something again. In order to remember information, you cannot
simply memorize it one day and then put it aside. After you have read and discussed and
studied your information, it is important to review your notes again a few days or weeks later.
This will help you keep the information fresh in your mind.
Strategies for Teaching Reading Strategies
MODES OF READING
Different modes of reading offer varying levels of support for students, from having the
teacher read the entire text aloud to having students read the text independently. It is frequently appropriate to combine several modes of reading at once. The combination provides
a scaffold for learning that gradually releases responsibility to the students and helps them to
become more proficient readers. Different combinations are used to meet the differing needs
of students in relation to the materials they are reading.
Reading Aloud
The teacher reads aloud from a text that is too challenging for the students to read and comprehend alone. Usually the students do not have a copy of the text. The teacher may complete
the text in one reading or may continue reading a longer text over a period of time. Reading
aloud is used to develop background information, to make connections across texts, or for
enjoyment.
Teacher-Directed Interactive Reading
Using grade level materials which may include magazine or newspaper articles, poems, charts,
or other forms of print, the teacher provides direct, supported reading of text to the whole
class. The text is read in a variety of ways.
•
The teacher introduces the text and sets a purpose for independent, silent reading of
a part or all of the text.
The teacher reads the text or part of the text aloud while students follow the reading
•
in their own texts. The teacher pauses for predictions, clarifications, and questions. A
summary of what was read is developed orally or in writing with the class.
•
Students are paired for buddy reading of the text.
•
Small groups of students read the text together using reciprocal teaching strategies.
•
The teacher reads the text aloud to a small group of students while the rest of the class
reads the selection independently, with a buddy, or in a small group.
•
Groups of students or the whole class may read the text together as a choral reading
activity.
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Guided Reading
The teacher provides small group instruction using materials at the instructional level of the
group. The teacher supports the development of effective reading strategies for processing
new texts at increasingly challenging levels of difficulty. This progression of difficulty must
be in increment’s small enough to allow the reader to bridge the gap without being frustrated.
Therefore, the best materials for guided reading are sets of books that have the progression
built in. For elementary school students whose instructional reading level is close to grade
level, the grade level basal may be used to provide guided reading instruction.
During Guided Reading, the teacher works with a small group of students who use similar
reading processes and are able to read similar levels of text with support. The teacher introduces a text to this small group and works briefly with individuals in the group as each student
reads to him/herself. The teacher may select one or two reading strategies to present to the
group following the reading and may have students participate in extension activities. Basic to
Guided Reading is that the text is one that offers the reader a minimum of new concepts to
learn so that students can read the text with the strategies they currently have, but it provides
an opportunity for new learning.
Structured Independent Reading
Students build reading fluency, practice strategic reading skills, and increase their vocabularies
by spending sustained periods of in-class time engaged in independent reading. Books may
be self-selected or teacher assigned, but are at the students’ independent reading levels. Time
for this fluency practice must be built into the school day and must include a daily homework
assignment.
Students in Kindergarten should spend a minimum of 15 minutes each day in developmentally appropriate independent reading behavior. Students in grades 1-12 must spend 30
minutes each day on in-class independent reading. All students, PP-12, must read 30
minutes each night as daily reading homework. Activities which support and strengthen
independent reading include:
drawing a picture of a favorite part of the book;
•
•
discussing the book/chapter read with a partner or a small group;
•
keeping a record or log of each book completed;
•
writing a brief summary of the content;
•
making a personal response to the reading in a log or journal;
•
writing dialogue journals to the teacher about the independent reading material; and/
or
•
taking the Accelerated Reader test.
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Working With Words
Students receive daily explicit, systematic instruction in one or more of the following as
appropriate:
•
phonemic awareness, students are taught the sounds of the language;
•
phonics instruction, students receive instruction in letter/sound matching;
•
blending and segmenting sounds, and decoding;
•
graphophonic instruction, students learn to use letter/sound correspondence to write;
•
syntactic, students learn word patterns and spelling, prefixes, suffixes, root words, etymologies; and
•
vocabulary, students learn word meanings, analogies, usage, and cognates.
Reciprocal Teaching
Students are taught to become strategic readers through an active dialogue with a teacher/
leader and other students. Working in small groups, students practice the following critical
reading strategies:
•
making predictions based on titles, captions, pictures, prior knowledge, etc.;
formulating good questions based on the text (e.g., writing test questions);
•
seeking clarification of words, phrases, or concepts not understood;
•
summarizing, getting the main idea; and
•
forming visual images while reading.
•
Questions and Discussion
Critical to reading comprehension is the ability to ask and answer higher order thinking
questions about text and to defend or challenge answers using information and details from
the text to support positions. Students at all levels and in all subject areas must have daily
opportunities to raise questions to be used in group discussions about texts. Student-generated questions should be used to formulate teacher-made tests.
Read and Retell
Retellings are powerful tools because they serve authentic instructional and assessment purposes. Students retell, orally or in writing, narrative or expository text. In the retelling, they use
the same form, style, and language of the original text. This strategy aids comprehension of
text, expands vocabulary, and provides good models for students to transfer to their personal
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writing. Retellings provide insights into the thinking, organization, and comprehension levels
of the readers. In primary grades students may use drawings in combination with oral retelling.
Learning to Write, Writing to Learn
Writing and reading are reciprocal skills which strongly support one another. It is important
that students receive daily instruction in effective writing and that they use writing to demonstrate what they have learned. Writing is thinking made visible. It supports students in learning
to construct meaning and become proficient readers. It involves many activities including:
•
exploring different modes of writing;
•
mini-lessons that include modeling; and
•
engaging students in meaningful interactions with text.
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1. The Layaps Go Home - Kinley Dorji

The mule skids on the wet ice and slides forward on the steep track. The man springs forward
and grabs it by the muzzle. They both strain against the slope, breaking the skid on the edge
of the sheer precipice. The mule is lying on its belly, its forelegs dangling over the cliff. Braced
precariously, inches from edge, the man strains to hold the animal on the narrow track. Within
seconds, the man’s teenage
son runs back and deftly
unloads the mule, handing
over the heavy packs to the
woman standing behind
the animal, holding it by its
tail. Together they haul the
mule back on the path. Far
below them the mist swirls
over the jagged rocks which
line the bottom of the deep
gorge.
A few meters behind, a 73
year old woman is sitting
on the icy path, inching
forward on her buttocks,
using both her hands and feet to maintain her balance. She sits still and watches calmly as her
son, daughter-in-law, and grandson save the family mule and a year’s supply of food grain.
An hour later, along with several other families, they reach a swift stream. Without a thought
the men, women, children hitch up their ghos and kiras to the waist and wade across, oblivious
of the water which is at about freezing point. Young men pass lewd remarks at the women
who are forced to expose their upper thighs to avoid getting their kiras wet. The women
respond with quick witty remarks.
By evening, families are camped along the way in caves or under leafy trees. They care for
the horses first and then sit down to a simple hot meal. By dark, after a few bottles of ara
or sinchang, they share their experiences of the past months. This year the highlight was the
meeting in Gasa where they met their King and Queens. They marvel that their King walked
just as they did, all the way.
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The Layaps are on their way home
“This is one of the mildest seasons that I can remember”, Ap Tshering explains, “We can
see the path quite clearly this year”. In a normal winter the path is invisible under waist-high
snow and families are often stuck in blizzards. Last year three young men fell over the cliff
where the mule skidded. Two of them carried back their dead friend. It is not unusual for
man and pack mules to go over the edge and sometimes, an entire mule caravan can plunge
into the ravines.
The Land
The four-day journey from Punakha usually stretched over several weeks as they relay a year’s
food supply, brings the Layaps home to one of the most spectacular geogs in the Kingdom
the raw natural beauty of the high Alpine ranges.
Spreading upwards from 12,000 feet above sea level, Laya sits on the lap of the Masagang,
one of Bhutan’s 20 virgin peaks which are above 7,000 meters.
The mixed conifer forests above Gasa dzong, dotted with maple and rhododendron in full
bloom, merge into groves of birch, juniper, maple, and mountain cane. The entire slopes are
richly colored by wild flowers.
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Across Bari-la and Kohi lapcha, two rugged passes, the terrain leaves behind the tree-line and
the vast Alpine grasslands undulate towards the great northern glaciers. High above the crystal
waterfalls which often cut through the ice formations on the cliff sides, and the clear rapid
streams, are their sources; the turquoise fresh water lakes many of which local population
hold in sacred awe.
This is the world where the
Snow Leopards roam, where
the Blue Sheep, Sambar,
and Musk Deer graze in
solitude. Lower down, this
is the home of Takin, the
Himalayan Black Beer,
numerous deer, and the wild
dog. The winged inhabitants
of the region include the
raven, wild pheasants, snow
pigeons, the red billed cough,
the alpine swift, the snow
patridge, and the black
necked crane.
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History
The Layaps call their home bayu, the land, with good reasons. The cluster of villages is
completely hidden by ridges and peers suddenly when the traveller reaches the first houses.
The people believe that they are protected by an ancient gate leading to the main village. It
was here that their guardian deities kept a Tibetan invasion at bay. In an important annual
ceremony the Layaps pay homage to the protective forces which turned all the stones and
trees around the gate into soldiers to repel the invaders.
But if such legend is history in Laya, history is also legend. This was the place where Shabdrung
Ngawang Namgyal entered Bhutan. In a journey which resounds with conquests of human
and supernatural dimensions the Shabdrung crossed a chain of mighty Himalayan ridges and
entered Laya. In a small meadow below the villages, called Taje-kha a chhorten shelters the
footprints of the Shabdrung and his horse.
History and legend are still the realities of today. The pristine mountain ranges have not
succumbed to changes over the centuries. Neither have its people, like in many other parts of
Bhutan, the land and the people have existed in a harmony which the modern world does not
adequately appreciate. And it is in this context that the Layaps must be viewed. It is against
this rugged backdrop that they must be understood.
The People
“The Layaps smell”, is one well known
comment. “You cannot depend on the Layaps,
is another, often from civil servants. “The
Layaps are backward”, say people living in the
lower valleys. “The Layaps are alcoholics,” say
many who know them. Most people stop to
look when a Layap woman passes by in her
distinct, perhaps ‘quaint’ kira. Some would
point her out to friends.
The Layap is all of these, if you do not look
beyond the surface or if you do not understand
him in the right context. A discerning observer
would probably find, however, that the
Layap has far more substantial qualities to be
admired than those passing these derogatory
comments. Asked who he would choose as
a friend between the average Layap and a
5
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resident of Thimphu, Dr. Pema Gyamtsho, after three years of research among the Layaps,
provides a personal insight: “A Layap of course,” he said. “These people see you for what
you are, with no preconceived notion. In Thimphu, people look at you to see what they can
get out of you.
If the Layaps are as weather beaten as the Alpine rangelands they are as untamed and
unpredictable as the forces of nature which are sometimes harsh. That is why, perhaps, the
frustration of a civil servant who finds that the Layap cannot be bound to a deadline or even
to a responsibility. When you call them they always say yes but never turn up, explains one
official of Gasa Dzongkhag.
The Layaps are also as open as
their environment, normally free
of social inhibition. Men and
women are open and relaxed
on issues like the boundaries of
sexual behavior. This, in fact, is
often exploited by occasional
visitors like tourist guides, military
patrolmen, and civil servants.
Survival has also sharpened the
wiles of the Layap. Today, it is a
nightmare for dzongkhag officials
to pin a Layap herder down on
the number of yaks in his herd
because he wants to avoid tax.
Call a Layap family for official
duty during the busy season and
the best bet is an old woman who
is not needed at home.
Laya, today, confronts an issue
which Bhutan, as a nation, has
been grappling with for the past four decades. If change is inevitable, will the experience be
more harsh than the bitter winds which blow over their mountains?
But, inside the rough Layap exterior is a tenderness which is invisible to the casual observer.
Every Layap, for example, identifies with a 46 year old horse owner who risked his life last
year to scale an icy cliff to his horse which had fallen. The man was oblivious to the bitter
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cold as he sat with his dying horse for two days, feeding the animal water from his cupped
palm, the water mixed with his tears.
The Layaps are most tender in their feelings for the yak
which is the mainstay of their semi nomadic existence. They
officially own about 2,000 of Bhutan’s 30,000 yak population,
both believed to be reduced figures. The 300 to 400 kilogram
beast of burden is a source of food, shelter, draught power,
transportation and a part of the Layap identity.
“The yak is like a parent” explains a 70 year old woman, “It is
the source of our life”. This explains the unhealthy number of
old animals in the herds which adds unwanted pressure on the
pasture. Most Layaps claim that, apart from what is absolutely
necessary for their annual trade they will not kill the yak.
The Life
The carefree life-style comes with the alcohol consumption by the Layap men. Nearly every
man drinks heavily, often losing time, effort, and hard earned money in drunken stupors and
converting all the hard-toiled
food grain into alcohol. Sixtythree year old Ap Tshering claims
to be a typical example of the
Layap man. “I have lived a hard
life,” he says with a proud smile.
“Now I have two important goals
in life. I brew sinchang during the
day and I drink it at night.”
In this patriarchal society where
girls are married early and move
to the husband’s home, polyandry
is on the decline. With clear cut
gender roles the woman bears a
serious domestic responsibility,
looking after the yak herds,
digging the fields, weaving the
traditional clothing, and generally
keeping the home and family
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together. The men are responsible for trade and the transportation of goods, their own and
for the government.
The Community
With about 60,000 semi nomadic pastoralists spread across the kingdom’s northern region,
the 800 or so Layaps share a strong community spirit. They are fiercely protective about the
image of their community. Internal squabbles are normally settled within the community and
even a child will not divulge the name of a layap who is guilty of some wrong doing.
As a community the Layaps are also proud of their self sufficiency in the basic necessities
of life despite the day to day physical difficulties. Wealth is measured by the number of yaks
in a herd or the volume of rice and the number of tsuktrus in the storeroom. The Layaps are
also quick to inform visitors that they constitute an important proportion of the work force
in Gasa dzongkhag.
The Spiritual
There is a strong spiritual element in the cohesion of the Layap community. The men pay
obeisance to their Pho-lha, the local guardian. Every archery match, every business trip, every
journey, every development project starts with a prayer at the Pho-lha’s sacred shrine, a small
chorten above the village.
Like the broader Bhutanese society the advice of the village astrologer is sought on most
activities and the local medium is usually consulted during illness. It is a legacy of the Shabdrung
that the Layaps celebrate the Bumkar festival to plant barley and the Aulay festival during harvest.
Superstition is strong and is, in fact, one of the protective forces of the Layap identity. For
example, the distinctive kira of Layap women has been kept partly because of the belief in
its necessity. Superstition also controls etiquette and other aspects of the local traditions.
Trade
The Layaps are traders, bartering their animal products for food grain and other edibles every
winter. Starting in late October, when nature offers a respite between the rains and the snow,
they move to Punakha, their horses and every person laden with yak meat, butter, cheese,
incense plants from the wilderness, and sometimes transborder goods like dried fish, shoes
and brick tea. By March, when the road becomes accessible, they move back with rice, oil,
salt, sugar, chillies, clothing, and shoes.
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The only relief in this annual venture is a visit to the popular Gasa Tshachhu where they join
people from all parts of the country in the baths which are believed to be of curative value
and a boost to general health.
According to Dr. Pema Gyamtsho yak products account for 49 percent of the Layap’s
earning, 18 percent comes from trade, 15 percent from animal transport and four percent
from tourism, the last benefiting only five or six horse owners who are in contract with tour
operators in Thimphu.
Change
It is largely the exposure from these annual trips that have given the Layaps a view of a rapidly
changing world outside. A handful have ventured as far as Thimphu. And, in recent years,
they have watched the widening gap in economic progress with some dismay.
The urge to reach out and pluck the fruits of progress which their fellow citizens are enjoying
is beginning to gnaw at the roots of Layap culture. The goal of one man was to build a house
like the one he saw in Punakha, a woman preferred a car so she would be spared the heavy
loads, a young girl envied the Punakha schoolgirls, and an eight-year old boy rolled his father’s
hat around the campfire, his mind on the plastic toy cars he had seen in the shops.
Two women who had been selected to visit Thimphu in a cultural entertainment team returned
embarrassed about their kiras because they were clumsy compared with the nylon kiras of
the Thimphu women. When told by a Thimphu official that the beautiful and unique Laya
kira should be preserved she retorted, “So you can send tourists to take photographs of us?”
Progress
It is an enlightened policy that the Royal Government of Bhutan has sensitively pursued in
the mountains of Laya. The goal is to improve the life of the people without upsetting the
delicate balance in the distinct cultural identity of the people, the pristine natural ranges, and
the rich wildlife.
Finely tuned to the migratory pattern of the people, the priorities reflect an emphasis on
improving the yak herds and fodder, on the crops, on the road, and on the transportation of
goods. A highlight of Gasa’s Eighth Plan meeting, for example, was a raise in the porter and
horse charges, immediately increasing the income of the people by about 80 percent.
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But the main benefits of development in Laya is identified as the establishment of a BHU, a
veterinary service, and a school. Last year just two women died in childbirth and animal health
has been greatly increased, along with their numbers. The Layaps, however, place their long
term hopes on a 100 or so children who represent the education of the community.
The Layaps have not been unaware of the image of backwardness they suffer among a section
of Bhutan’s population. “Once educated, our children can face other people with pride,” said
one weary mother. A 56 year old father summed up the general sentiments, “Last month,
when I went to Thimphu, my son read the bus ticket and showed me where to sit,” he said
glowing with pride, his right hand gripping the boy’s shoulder. I did not have to face the shame
of sitting in the wrong seat.”
“Change? It is already here”, says Ap Tshering, well into his eighth bottle of Singchang.
“When I was a young man, I carried 40 dre of rice every year from Punakha on my back. It
took me just eight days. Now these boys have horses, they have a road to Tashithang. What
more do they want?”
Being a Layap
Laya, today, confronts an issue which Bhutan, as a nation, has been grappling with for the
past four decades. If change is inevitable, will the experience be more harsh than the bitter
winds which blow over their mountains?
It is a question with a familiar ring to it. It is a question facing Bhutan. The Layaps represent
the Bhutanese population on a smaller scale, the harmony with their natural environment, the
deep pride in their unique cultural identity, and a fierce will to protect their home.
“We Layaps have our good points and bad points,” explains one village elder. “But, in the
end, our biggest pride is our land and ourselves. Yes we go out to trade, buy supplies, to
drink, to flirt. We complain about our hardships, the heavy workload, the tough road. We are
embarrassed about our backwardness. But we would never want to be anything but a Layap.”
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2. Toasted English - R.K. Narayan
In American restaurants they call for ‘toasted English’, referring to English muffins which,
though being made in America, now retain ‘English’ as a sort of concession to their origin.
The same may be said of the Americans’ language too. They too went through a phase of
throwing out the British but retaining their language and letting it flourish on American soil:
the resultant language is somewhat different from its British counterpart; it may be said to
have gone through a process of toasting. One noticeable result of this toasting is that much
of the formalism surrounding the use of English has been abandoned.
In America, they have freed the language from the stifling tyranny of the Passive Voice. Where
we would say ceremoniously ‘Trespassing Prohibited’, their signboards, as I noticed in the
parks of Berkeley, merely say ‘Newly Planted, Don’t Walk.’ Or ‘Absolutely No Parking’ leaves
no room for speculation, and no motorist need spend too much time peering out and studying
the notice. In a similar situation our authorities are likely to plant a twenty-line inscription on
the landscape to say ‘Under Municipal Act so and so this area has been reserved, etc., etc., and
any vehicle stationed thereon will be deemed to have contravened sub-section so and so of
the Motor Vehicles Act, etc., etc.’ I saw on many American office-doors just ‘Do Not Enter’.
The traffic signs at pedestrian crossings never mince words; they just say ‘Go’; or ‘Wait’. In a
Hollywood studio I was rather startled to read, ‘Mark Stevens - Keep Out.’ Mark Stevens is a
busy television personality who does not like to be disturbed by visitors. Incidentally it left me
wondering why, if Mr. Stevens did not like interruptions, he announced his name at all on the
door! But it is one of the minor mysteries that make travel through that country so engrossing.
The ‘toasting’ of English has been achieved through other means also. Americans have evolved
certain basic keywords which may be used anywhere, anyhow, words which have universal,
multi-purpose use. I may make my point clear if I mention the example of the word ‘check’
which may safely be labelled the American National Expression. While the British usage
confines it to its bare dictionary definitions, the American uses it anywhere, this expression
being so devised that one may blindly utter it and still find that it is appropriate for the occasion.
‘I’ll check’ means ‘I’ll find out, investigate, examine, scrutinize, verify, or probe.’ ‘Your check’
means your ticket, token or whatever you may have to, produce. ‘Check room’ is where you
leave your possession for a while. ‘Check girl’ is one who takes care of your coat, umbrella, or
anything else you may leave in custody. ‘Check in’ and ‘Check out’ (at first I heard it as ‘Chuck
Out’ and felt rather disturbed) refer to one’s arrival in a hotel and departure therefrom. And
there are scores of other incidental uses for the word. If you are ever hard up for a noun or
a verb you may safely utter the word ‘check’ and feel confident that it will fit in. ‘Fabulous’
is another word that is used in that country freely, without much premeditation. Of course
everyone knows what fabulous means, but American usage has enlarged its sense. I heard
a lady in Wisconsin declare ‘Oh, those cats of mine are fabulous ‘- meaning that they were
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eccentric. ‘Oh, so and so, he is fabulous!’ may mean anything from a sincere compliment to
an insinuation that so and so displays a mild form of charming lunacy.
‘O.K.’ or okay is another well known example. It is the easiest sound that ever emanated
from the human vocal chords. Everyone knows how comprehensive its sense can be. ‘Okay’
is a self-sufficient word which needs no suffix to indicate any special respect for the listener;
it can stand by itself without a ‘Sir’ to conclude the sentence. In this respect it is like ‘Yeah’
which seals off a sentence without further ado. ‘Yes sir’ or ‘Yes, darling’ are conceivable but
‘Yeah sir’, or ‘Yeah darling,’ is unthinkable. ‘Yeah’ is uttered in a short base of-the-tongue
grunt, which almost snaps any further continuation of a sentence. ‘Yes’ involves time as the
sibilant could be prolonged.
The refinements of usage in countries where English has a bazaar status are worth a study.
On a London bus you will never hear the conductor cry, ‘Ticket, Ticket’. He approaches the
passenger and says, ‘Thank you’, and on receiving the fare says again, ‘Thank you, sir’. I found
out that one could calculate the number of passengers in a bus by halving the total number of
‘Thanks’ heard. In-any western country if a receptionist asks, ‘Can I help you?’ it really means,
‘Have you any business here, if so state it.’ Or it may mean ‘Evidently you have wandered off
into a wrong place, go away.’ A man who wants to pass you always says ‘Excuse me’, while he
may with all justice burst out. ‘What do you mean by standing there gaping at the world while
you block everybody’s passage? Stand aside, man!’ When you send your card in, the busy man’s
secretary appears and whispers in your ear, ‘Would you like to wait?’ Though the tone is one
of consultation, you have really no choice in the matter. The thing to do is not to answer the
question but say ‘Thanks’ and look for a comfortable seat in the waiting-room, although you
may feel like saying, ‘No I wouldn’t like to wait. I have other things to do.’
The time has come for us to consider seriously the question of a Bharat brand of English.
As I’ve said in my essay on ‘English in India’ so far English has had a comparatively confined
existence in our country-chiefly in the halls of learning, justice, or administration. Now the
time is ripe for it to come to the dusty street, market-place, and under the banyan tree. English
must adopt the complexion of our life and assimilate its idiom. I am not suggesting here a
mongrelization of the language. I am not recommending that we should go back to the days
when we heard, particularly in the railways, ‘Wer u goin’ man?’ Bharat English will respect
the rule of law and maintain the dignity of grammar, but still have a swadeshi stamp about
it unmistakably, like the Madras handloom check shirt or the Tirupati doll. How it can be
achieved is a question for practical men to tackle.
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3. Progress - Alan Lightman
Over the past several years, friends and colleagues have become increasingly irritated with
me for not being on the electronic network. Scientists want to send me their data on E-mail.
Secretaries for distant committees, forced to resort to the telephone, hound me for my
E-mail address and lapse into stunned silence when I allow that I don’t have one. University
administrators, who organize meetings and send messages across campus at the push of a
button, grumble about hand-carrying information to me or, even worse, putting paper in an
envelope and sending it through the interdepartmental-mail system. I admit I’m a nuisance. But
I resist getting on the Internet as a matter of principle, as a last holdout against the onslaught
of unbridled technology galloping almost blindly into the twenty-first century.
For at least the past two hundred years, human society has operated under the assumption
that all developments in science and technology constitute progress. According to that view,
if a new metalalloy can increase the transmission of data from 10 million bits per second
to 20 million, we should create it. If a new plastic has twice the strength-to-weight ratio as
the older variety, we should produce it. If a new automobile can accelerate at twice the rate
of the current model, we should build it. Whatever is technologically possible will find an
application and improve us….
Today, at the end of the twentieth century, a crucial question before us is whether developments
in technology inevitably improve the quality of life. And if not, we must ask how our society
can employ some selectivity and restraint, given the enormous capitalistic forces at work. That
is a terribly difficult problem for several reasons, not the least of which is the subjective nature
of progress and quality of life. Is progress greater human happiness? Greater comfort? Greater
speed in personal transportation and communication. The education of human suffering?
Longer life span? Even with a definition of progress, its measurements and technological
requirements are not straightforward. If progress is human happiness, has anyone shown that
twentieth-century people are happier than nineteenth-century people? If progress is comfort,
how do we weigh the short-term comfort of air-conditioning against the long-term comfort
of a pollution-free environment? If progress is longer life span, can we ever discontinue life
support for a dying patient in pain?
Only a fool would claim that new technology rarely improves the quality of life. The electric
light has expanded innumerable human activities, from reading to night time athletic events.
Advances in medicine___ particularly the germ theory of disease, public-health programs,
and the development of good antiseptics___have obviously reduced physical suffering and
substantially extended the healthy human life span.
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But one can also argue that advances in technology do not always improve life. I will skip over
such obvious environmental problems as global warming, ozone depletion, and nuclear-waste
disposal, and consider something more subtle: high-speed communications. We are already
seeing people at restaurants talking into cellular phones as they dine. Others take modems
on vacations, so they can stay in touch with their offices at all times. Or consider E-mail,
the example I began with. E-mail has undeniable benefits. It is faster than regular mail and
cheaper and less obtrusive than the telephone. It can promote conversations among farflung communities of people, and it can encourage otherwise reticent talkers to speak up, via
computer terminals. But E-mail, in my view, also contributes to the haste, the thoughtlessness,
and the artificial urgency that increasingly characterize our world. The daily volume of E-mail
communications is inflating without limit. A lawyer friend says he spends 50 percent of his
time at work sifting through unimportant E-mail messages to arrive at the few that count.
Some communications are invariably of the form “Please ignore my last message.” Evidently,
it has become so easy and fast to communicate that we often do so without reflection. When
messages come in so quickly and effortlessly, we irresistibly and immediately respond in kind.
Although I cannot document it, I suspect that bad decisions are being made because of the
haste of transmitting and responding to E-mail messages.
But more to the point is the overall fast-food mentality at work in the rapid conveyance of our
thoughts and responses. We are suffocating ourselves. We are undercutting our contemplative
powers. We could even be, ironically, impeding progress.
E-mail, of course, is only one example. Its use or abuse is up to the individual. But E-mail is
representative of other technological developments, such as genetic engineering, throw-away
plastics, advanced life-support systems, and computer networks. Certainly, many of those
developments will have good consequences. But that is not the point. Modern technology is
racing forward with little examination or control. To be sure, a number of thinkers and writers
have for some time expressed alarm over where unchecked science and technology might
be taking us. Mary Shelley, in Frankenstein (1818), was certainly concerned about the ethical
dilemmas of artificial life. So was H. G. Wells in The Island of Dr. Moreau (1896), wherein the evil
surgeon, Dr. Moreau, synthesizes creatures that are half man and half beast. In Walden (1854),
Thoreau wrote, “We do non ride on the railroad; it rides upon us.” A more recent example
is Don DeLillo’s White Noise (1985), in which the hero is exposed to a cloud of poisonous
industrial chemicals, and then suffers a far worse, mental ailment because of a computerized
medical system that constantly announces his fate. But those countervailing voices have, for
the most part, been ignored. That is not just because of the considerable economic forces that
are propelling today’s ravenous technological engine. Rather, we seem to belief___perhaps
at some subconscious level___that technology is our sacred future.
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I am not in favor of squashing new developments in pure science, in any form. The act of
understanding the workings of nature___and our place in it___expresses for me what is
most noble and good in us. As for the applications of science, I am certainly not opposed to
technology as a whole; I benefit greatly from it. But we cannot have advances in technology
without an accompanying consideration of human values and quality of life.
How should this examination and questioning proceed? I don’t know. It is not likely that
government regulations would be effective. Our government, as well as other large institutions,
understandably has an investment in allowing technology to develop unabated. The problem
cannot be solved from the top down. It is a cultural problem. Perhaps we must regulate
ourselves. Perhaps we each must think about what is truly important in our lives and decide
which technologies to accept and which to resist. That is a personal responsibility. In the long
run, we need to change our thinking, to realize that we are not only a society of production
and technology but also a society of human beings.
About the Author
Alan Lightman was born in Memphis, Tennessee, in 1948. He has worked in astrophysics
at Cornell, as assistant professor of astronomy at Harvard, and as a research scientist at the
Harvard-Smithsonain Center for Astrophysics. Lightman has published poems, essays, reviews,
and short fiction, and his books have been translated into 30 languages.
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4. Saving Culture - Waceke Nduati Omanga
There is never going to be enough money to save. That is what we must first accept if we
want to develop the habit of saving. A salary increase for most people will not necessarily get
them to save more. We look for excuses not to start saving, like having to spend on children’s
education or repaying loans etc. If a person does not start saving with what he or she has
today, chances are he or she will not save anytime simply because we do not have a culture
of saving. Culture is often defined as a way of thinking, behaving or working that exists in
a society or organisation. In other words – something done consistently becomes a habit; a
habit done over and over becomes a way of life i.e. a culture. If we look at our society, we have
a spending culture as opposed to a savings culture. This is why most often a bigger income
means more spending even though we often delude ourselves into thinking we will invest or
save more when a higher income comes along. The truth is, the world is never going to run
out of things we can buy. We may think that we have the latest phone, and a month later,
another model or upgraded version of the phone will be there.
So what is the importance of the habit, and consequently the culture of saving? Firstly, it helps
remove the scarcity mentality. Most people do not save because they think they do not have
enough money to save. Therefore, they are consistently in the frame of mind of “there is not
enough”. A writer by the name of Eckhart Tolle stated, “If the thought of lack has become
a part of who you think you are, you will experience lack and all you will see is lack”. If we
actually believe today with what we are earning, that it is not enough, it will never be enough
because we are focused on the wrong thing. To put this into practice just start saving. Nothing
is too small to start with. Work with Nu. 500 you have (or whatever you have available) and
don’t procrastinate with the Nu. 500, 000 you hope to have one day. Do not wait to feel you
can afford to save – just do it. After taking this leap of faith, you will discover you did not die
because you saved. The things that are important went on – rent was paid, you covered your
transport costs, you ate food etc. This is the start of instilling confidence that you can do it
and you will then find it easier to start increasing the amounts. If you have struggled with
saving, you are better off starting with a small consistent amount and building on it rather
than a large amount, which you give up on in a month.
This leads to another important reason to develop this savings culture. It is the doorway to
wealth creation. Remember you cannot create wealth if you are constantly thinking, “there
is never enough”. There are people who want to know where to invest but they have never
cultivated the discipline of putting money aside. Many of them are using not knowing where
to invest as an excuse not to save. You do not have to know precisely where to invest before
you start saving. When you consistently save your Nu.5,000 even in something as straight
forward as a savings account, you are more likely to start picking up ways and information
about how best to utilize your Nu.5,000 monthly saving. Preparation meets opportunity. Once
you know you have money, accumulating your mind will start looking out for information.
A conversation with someone may spark off a business idea. The share report in the daily
papers may start becoming interesting to you and you will go out of your way to understand
it. You may be motivated to team up with other people so you do bigger investments. Once
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you start seeing what you are actually able to do with this Nu 5,000 you get the incentive to
keep increasing it.
A culture of saving tames the beast called “instant gratification” because you start to understand the value of money. For example, if you put Nu. 5,000 every month into accumulating
a particular share on the stock market, you keep track of information regarding that share
and observe its performance, chances are you will not often spend Nu 5,000 without thinking
about it and the opportunity cost. If you do decide to spend, you are aware of the choice you
have made. You are able to put aside this instant gratification and use money as a resource
to live the life you really want. This savings culture allows you to put things into perspective.
Is upgrading your car on debt today, more important than being able to do the things that
have value to you? Finally yet importantly, if we develop a savings culture, our children do
the same and their children do the same. This culture has a positive effect on not just you
but generations to come. You can leave an extremely important legacy. Children will do what
they observe and if you have a spending culture in your family i.e. more emphasis is placed
on how to spend money then that is probably what they will do and teach their children to do.
About the author
Waceke Nduati Omanga is the founder and Director of Centonomy Ltd. where she is also the
Lead Trainer. She holds Masters Degrees in Banking & Finance, Professional Accounting. The
Business Daily nominated her as amongst the top 50 Women Entrepreneurs in November 2007.
http://centonomy.com/importance-of-a-savings-culture/
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SUPPLEMENTARY ESSAYS
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1. Preventing Conflict in the New Century - Kofi Annan
IN THE PAST 20 YEARS we have understood the need for military intervention where
governments grossly violate human rights and the international order. In the next 20 years we
must learn how to prevent conflicts as well as how to intervene in them. Even the costliest policy
of prevention is far cheaper, in lives and in resources, than the least expensive intervention.
This is why we have been pressing the international community to take prevention more
seriously. In cost-benefit terms the case for doing this is compelling. A recent study by the
Carnegie Commission on Preventing Deadly Conflict estimated that the cost to the international
community of the seven major wars in the 1990s, not including Kosovo and East Timor, was
US$199 billion. Add in these two conflicts and US$230 billion seems a likely figure.
Effective prevention could have saved most of this huge sum. More important, it could have
saved hundreds of thousands of lives.
Time and again, differences are allowed to develop into disputes and disputes allowed to
develop into deadly conflicts. Time and again, warning signs are ignored and pleas for help
overlooked. Only after the deaths and the destruction do we intervene at a far higher human
and material cost, by which time there are fewer lives left to save. Only when it is too late, it
seems, do we value prevention.
There are, in my view, three main reasons for the failure of prevention, when prevention is
so clearly possible. First, the reluctance of one or more of the parties to a conflict to accept
external intervention of any kind. Second, the lack of political will at the highest levels of
the international community.
Third, a lack of integrated conflict-prevention strategies within the UN system and the
international community. Of all these, the will to act is the most important. Without the
political will to act when action is needed, no amount of improved co-ordination or early
warning will translate awareness into action.
The founders of the UN drew up its charter with a sober view of human nature. They had
witnessed the ability of humanity to wage a war of unparalleled brutality and unprecedented
cruelty. They had witnessed, above all, the failure of prevention, when prevention was,
throughout the 1930s, still possible and every signal pointed to war.
Of course, as realists we must also recognize that in some cases the sheer intractability of
conflicts and the obduracy of the warring parties will make intervention unlikely to succeed.
But even wars that cannot be stopped once started might well have been avoided with effective
prevention policies.
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We are under no illusion that preventive strategies will be easy to implement. For a start, the
costs of prevention have to be paid in the present, while its benefits lie in the distant future.
And the benefits are not tangible___when prevention succeeds, nothing happens. Taking such
a political risk when there are few obvious rewards requires conviction and considerable vision.
Second, there are real institutional barriers to the institutional co-operation that prevention
requires. In national governments and international agencies, departments responsible for
security tend to know little about development or governance; those responsible for the latter
rarely think of them in security terms. Identifying such constraints is not a counsel of despair.
It is a necessary, if not sufficient, condition for progress.
The UN has long argued that good governance, democratization, respect for human rights,
and policies for equitable and sustainable development are the best form of long-term conflict
prevention. The changing patterns of global conflict and governance in recent years, particularly
with respect to democratization, provide ample evidence to support our conviction.
88
More Votes, Less War
During the 1990s there was a remarkable and little-noticed reduction in global warfare. More
od wars ended than new ones began.
Between 1989 and 1992 on average eight new ethnic wars began each year; by the late 1990s
the average had fallen to two a year. Between 1992 and 1998 the scope and intensity of armed
conflict around the world declined by about a third. The number of democratically elected
governments increased by about the same proportion.
We cannot leap to the conclusion that the increase in the number of democracies has caused
the decrease in warfare. Other factors, such as the end of the Cold War, surely also played a role
(although the two are obviously related). But the evidence is in line with the well-established,
if little publicized, finding that democracies have far lower levels of internal violence than
non-democracies. This is not really surprising. The non-violent management of conflict is
the very essence of democracy. In an era when more than 90% of wars take place within, not
between, states, the import of this finding for conflict prevention should be obvious.
Prevention is no panacea. It requires that governments act in good faith and place the welfare of
citizens above narrow sectional interests. But we know that some conflict-prone governments
see prevention policies, particularly those which stress democratization and good governance,
as a threat to their own power and privilege. For that reason, they are likely to reject them.
The fact that prevention will not work everywhere is an argument against naive optimism,
but not against actively supporting democratization, good governance, and other preventive
policies. These are not only important goods in their own right. They are also among the most
potent and cost-effective antidotes to the scourge of war.
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2. Creating a Model of Conservation-Combining Development and
Ecology - K.E.S. Kirby
Along the main street of Thimphu these days, a seemingly ordinary addition reminds residents
and visitors alike that Bhutan, far from ordinary itself, is a most progressive country.
Outside each tiny shop sits a large green plastic trash can___well-used: Most of the garbage
generated by the businesses seems to wind up in the cans instead of clogging the town’s new
sewer project. Similarly, at the vegetable market in Sabji Bazaar, shoppers increasingly throw
rubbish in identical green cans while they buy their weekly produce.
It’s a coup for the Thimphu City Corporation, a significant and practical step beyond the
exhortations made for several years to “Keep Bhutan Clean and Green.” And although the
litter problem is far from solved, it’s a step that seems to be working among many Bhutanese,
who hope to keep their landscape from becoming an archetypal ruined paradise.
It’s also illustrative of Bhutan’s respect
for the environment and nature, based
on devout adherence to Tibetan Buddhist
principles and farsighted leadership by His
Majesty King Jigme Singye Wangchuck.
Thus far, the Royal Government has
been able to balance conser vation
and development___saying “yes” to
environmental education in every school,
for example, and giving a resounding
“no” to lucrative projects a deemed
environmentally injurious.
“Bhutan,” the World Wildlife Fund has
declared, “is in many ways an ideal model
for conservation.”
As anyone who has been to the kingdom knows, it is a dazzling land comparatively unburdened
by global problems of de-forestation, soil erosion and threats to wild life. Indeed, it harbors
some of the most extraordinary remaining wildlife and habitat types in Asia___and is
considered by some scientists to be one of the 10 most important areas on Earth for
environmental conservation.
In a nation barely 100 miles wide and 200 miles long___about one-tenth the size of
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California___can be found some 5,000 species of plants, 160 species of mammals and more
than 770 species of birds, as well as a wide variety of climatic zones, from the tropics to cold,
high peaks.
About 60% of Bhutan is still covered by forests, preserving the topsoil and helping to largely
avoid the brown, denuded hillsides that scar much of the Himalayas. At the same time, more
than 20% of the country is classified as protected areas, including four national parks, four
wildlife sanctuaries, one nature reserve and several smaller conservation areas.
In these areas can be found many species that are either extinct or nearing extinction in other
parts of the region: snow leopards; blue sheep; musk deer; tigers; black necked cranes; takin,
the shaggy “national animals” that resemble a curious amalgam of ox, goat and moose, and
golden langur, a rare primate believed to survive only in Bhutan. Plant aficionados can delight
in rare orchids and fiery slopes of more than 50 kinds of rhododendron.
Bhutan “is one of the few
countries in the world today
with a relatively pristine
e nv i r o n m e n t ,” w r o t e
Bruce Bunting,WWF’svice
president for Asia and
Pacific programs, and Tashi
Wangchuk of Bhutan’s
N a t i o n a l E nv i r o n m e n t
Commission, in a paper
presented to a 1993
conference in London at
the School for Oriental and
African Studies.
For its par t, the Royal
Government is pursuing change cautiously, integrating environmental concerns into its
development programs. Notes Lyonpo C. Dorji, minister for Bhutan’s Planning Commission,
“With the temptation of development, there is a possibility that we may lose this reverence
(for nature) and break our traditional bonds with nature… To guard against this, we have
framed many policies and have acted as much as possible to conserve our environment.”
Among those actions are measures that restrict grazing in critical watersheds, ban logging and
agriculture on steep slopes, limit the conversion of forest land to other uses and forbid hunting.
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Even when faced with tough decisions pitting highly profitable development versus the
environment, the Government has held firm. In 1986, for example, His Majesty rejected a
project by the World Bank to build a dam in southern Bhutan because it would have flooded
part of Royal Manas National Park, a masterpiece of nature on the Indian border.
The king also ordered construction halted on a major marble quarry, declaring the site “visually
polluting.”
In the 1990 Paro Declaration, issued
after a workshop on development and
the environment, the Government
asserted: “Sustainable development,
we believe, is a concept that is in
harmony with the cultural and religious
traditions of Bhutan. Our nation
already has a strong conservation
ethic, and indeed, respect for the
natural world is a central tenet of
Buddhism. It is therefore essential that
the traditional culture be kept strong
so that its values guide our sustainable
development paths.
If Bhutan has an outstanding example
among its many environmental glories,
it is Manas, along the steamy southern
border. The oldest protected area in
the country, Manas was established
as a wildlife sanctuary in 1966 and
designated a national park 22 years
later. Its 463 square kilometers contain populations of tigers, rhinos, elephants, golden langur
and more than 350 species of birds, among others.
As beautiful and impressive as Manas is, nearly 10 times bigger is Jigme Dorji National Park
along Bhutan’s northwestern border with Tibet.
At 4,200 square kilometers, the park___named for Bhutan’s late prime minister___includes the
highest peaks in the country, eight vegetation zones and the upper watersheds of the region’s
major rivers. The home of snow leopard, takin, musk deer, Himalayan tahr and many other
species, it is one of the largest protected areas on the Indian subcontinent.
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Meanwhile, the proposed Black Mountains National Park in central Bhutan would protect
1,400 square kilometers of a mid-hill region that represents the richest temperate forest reserve
in the Himalayas. Species found there include the Himalayan black bear, red panda, goral and
gaur. And if a protected corridor linking the Black Mountains to Manas is approved, it would
result in the preservation of crucial habitat ranging unbroken from the southern jungles to
snowy mountains.
But perhaps the most significant long-term development for Bhutan’s environment occurred
in 1991, when the Royal Government, along with WWF and the United Nations Development
Program, created the Bhutan fund for Environmental Conservation.
The trust fund, which has received more than $10 million in contributions, represents the first
of its kind in the world involving a partnership of government donors specifically committed
to environmental conservation. It is designed to provide a sustainable income for conservation
work, with only the interest on contributions being used while the principal is invested.
Usually in such cases, environmentally degraded countries have been given money by
international groups to relieve their national debt in exchange for supporting a number of
conservation efforts. “… Debt-for-nature swap means just rewarding the naughty boys,”
Dasho Paljor J. Dorji, founder of the Royal Society for the Protection of Nature and deputy
minister for the environment, argued in a Los Angeles Times interview. “And we’re saying,
‘How about us good guys?’ ...We’re the ones who sacrifice certain incomes so that we can
preserve the ecosystem in our country.”
The Bhutan Fund is a global model also being followed in Costa Rica, Belize and elsewhere,
according to WWF.
Still, despite Bhutan’s justifiable pride in its environmental record, there are ominous signs
of soil depletion, deforestation, groundwater pollution and overgrazing. Often communities
have encroached into parks and other areas, clearing forests to plant crops and over-harvesting
medicinal plants. In Jigme Dorji National Park, for example, the biggest threat is land-use
pressure from inhabitants of the park, who are mainly yak herders.
At Manas, meanwhile, “ordinary hunters have been joined by a new breed of poachers, one
that wears the garb of political activism but in essence carries out the same destruction,”
Kuensel reported earlier last year.
“Wanted by authorities in the Indian state of Assam, (the poachers) belong to fugitive bands
that reportedly hide in the park and kill protected animals, especially the great one-horned
Indian rhino, prized for the enormous prices their horns fetch on the international black
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market,” the paper added. Tigers and elephants apparently also are being slaughtered for
valuable body parts and ivory.
All these developments indicate that increasing vigilance will be needed in the future in Bhutan.
Together, the Royal Government and WWF are working to develop the country’s capacity
to manage its natural resources, including training Bhutanese as environmental professionals
and promoting further public conservation awareness and education.
“We all want to be good human beings,” noted Dorji. And a good human being has a
responsibility not only to himself and his community, but, also to all the other things that
surround him.”
Editors Note: The author is a great friend of Bhutan and Deputy City Editor, The San Francisco
Chronicle.
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3. People as Products - Jean Kilbourne
MAKE NO MISTAKE: The primary purpose of the mass media is to sell audiences to
advertisers. We are the product. Although people are much more sophisticated about advertising
now than even a few years ago, most are still shocked to learn this.
Magazines, newspapers, and radio and television programs round us up, rather like cattle, and
producers and publishers then sell us to advertisers, usually through ads placed in advertising
and industry publications. “The people you want, we’ve got all wrapped up for you,” declares
the Chicago Tribune in an ad placed in Advertising Age, which pictures several people, all neatly
boxed according to income level.
Although we like to think of advertising as unimportant, it is in fact the most important aspect
of the mass media. It is the point. Advertising supports more than 60 percent of magazine and
news - paper production and almost 100 percent of the electronic media. Over $40 billion a
year in ad revenue is generated for television and radio, and over $30 billion for magazines and
newspapers. As one ABC executive said, “The network is paying affiliates to carry network
commercials, not programs. What we are is a distribution system for Procter & Gamble.” And
the CEO of CBS said, “We’re here to serve advertisers. That’s our raison d’etre”.
The media know that television and radio programs are simply fillers for the space between
commercials. They know that the programs that succeed are the ones that deliver the highest
number of people to the advertisers. But not just any people. Advertisers are interested in
white people aged 18 to 49 who live in or near a city. Dr. Quinn, Medicine Woman, a program
that was No.1 in its time slot and immensely popular with older, more rural viewers, was
cancelled in 1998 because it couldn’t command the higher advertising rates paid for younger,
richer audiences.
This is not new: The Daily Herald, a British newspaper with 47 million readers, double the
combined readership of the Times, Financial Times, Guardian and Telegraph, folded in the 1960s
because its readers were mostly elderly and working class and had little appeal to advertisers.
The target audience that appeals to advertisers is becoming more narrow all the time. According
to Dean Valentine, the head of Viacom’s UPN, most networks have abandoned the middle
class and want “very chic shows that talk to affluent, urban, unmarried, huge-disposable-income
18-to-34-year-olds because the theory is, from advertisers, that the earlier you get them, the
sooner you imprint the brand name.”
“Tripod Delivers Gen-X,” proclaims a website/magazine’s sinister ad, featuring a delivery
man carrying a corpselike consumer wrapped from neck to toe in brown paper. Several other
such “deliveries” are propped up in the truck. An ad for the newspaper USA Today offers
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18 consumer’s eye between a knife and a fork and says, “12 Million Served Daily.” The ad
explains, “Nearly six million influential readers with both eyes ingesting your message every
day.” There is no humanity, no individuality in this ad or others like it___people are simply
products sold to advertisers, of value only as potential consumers.
Newspapers are more in the business of selling audiences than in the business of giving
people news, especially as more and more newspapers are owned by fewer and fewer chains.
They exist primarily to support local advertisers, such as car dealers, realtors and department
store owners.
Once we begin to count, we see that magazines are essentially catalogs of goods, with less
than half of their pages devoted to editorial content (and much of that in the service of the
advertisers). An ad for a custom publishing company in Advertising Age promises, “The next
hot magazine could be the one we create exclusively for your product”
And in fact, there are magazines for everyone from dirt-bike riders to knitters to mercenary
soldiers, from Beer Connoisseur to Cigar Aficionado. There are plenty of magazines for the wealthy,
such as Coastal Living, “for people who live or vacation on the coast”. Barron’s advertises itself
as a way to “reach faster cars, bigger houses and longer prenuptial agreements” and promises
a readership with an average household net worth of over a million.
The Internet advertisers target the wealthy too, of course. Not surprisingly, there are no
magazines or Internet sites or television programs for the poor. They might not be able to
afford the magazines or computers, but, more importantly, they are of little use to advertisers.
About the Author
Jean Kilbourne is a media critic, writer, lecturer, and expert on addictions, gender issues, and
the media. She is internationally recognized for her pioneering work on the effects of alcohol
and tobacco advertising, and for raising public awareness of how advertising encourages
addictive behaviour. Kilbourne has made several documentaries based on her lectures, including
Killing Us Softly: Advertising’s Image of Women, and its sequel, Still Killing Us Softly. This selection
is taken from her book Deadly Persuasion: Why Women and Girls Must Fight the Addictive Power
of Advertising.
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4. Hard Edges Soft Skills - Ann Coombs
Technological advances have indeed been a fantastic boon to business in terms of speed
and scope. Time has been compressed into femtoseconds. Geography is irrelevant. But what
corporations___and the people who work in them___sometimes forget is that what makes
a message important is the content, not the means of sending it.
As Mark Starowicz, project director and executive director of the Canadian Broadcasting
Corporation’s “The Canadian History Project,” said, “What we are seeing may be occasioned
by one piece of technology___the microchip___but it is not one revolution; it is a cluster
of revolutions. Sometimes___I find this interesting___we are actually seeing the return of
old media that we thought were dead or static. The digital age has, for example, resurrected
telegraphy in the form of e-mail, restoring an almost Victorian level of letter-writing. It is a
revolution in telephony, a century-old medium where we weren’t expecting much excitement.”
When workers send e-mails, they are sending letters, reports, proposals or responses. When
they leave voice-mail messages, they are exchanging notes of information. Yet the prevailing
view is to downgrade the need to learn how to develop and present thoughtful, well-crafted,
clear content. The definition of technological literacy rarely, if ever, appears to include writing
and speaking skills.
When workers use real-time video, video conferencing and other highly sophisticated
technological tools they are still sitting in isolation in front of a monitor. Even if they can
see the person with whom they are linked, they will be blocked by a barrier that does not let
them see or hear, for example, a foot tapping impatiently. Nor will they have the opportunity
to build a friendship bit by bit by sharing moments of understanding over an informal lunch.
The day will come when 21st-century workers finally begin to understand that they need and
want something more. The tools, however sophisticated, will lose their luster, as workers realize
they are not truly connecting to their workplaces or to each other. That is when the demand
for a new language characterized by honesty, energy and clarity will become a clamor___
the day workers become aware of their hunger for true, full circle, say___listen___hear
communication. They will be as hungry for it as they are for respect, regard and a spiritually
supportive workplace.
This realization will also dawn on employers as they wage the war for talent. The first effects
in the marketplace of knowledge workers being fought over are already being felt. But the
shortcomings of these workers are also becoming apparent. As reported in Stepping Up: Skills
and Opportunities in the Knowledge Economy, a study done in 2000 by the Conference Board of
Canada, these workers are technically skilled but they generally do not have the “soft” skills,
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such as teamwork and oral and written communications. They are valuable for their technical
talents and skill for moving messages across time and space. But they have not developed the
discerning and intuitive skills of human discourse. They are not equipped to say, listen and
hear beyond tightly defined boundaries. They are clumsy in social environments. These workers
will become liabilities that corporations cannot tolerate if they are to compete successfully
in the global marketplace.
Joseph F. Coates, president of Coates & Jarratt Inc., a Washington, D.C. company engaged
in futures research, lays some of the responsibility at the door of the educational system.
“The most important skills for the worker…are skills in communication___not just reading
and writing, but in computation, and perhaps most importantly of all, in listening. Other skill
needs will emphasize human interaction, sensitivity to people, ability to work in teams ___the
sorts of things that are reflected in a number of interesting books and reports on ‘emotional
intelligence.’”
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5. Does the law discriminate against fathers? (Kuensel)
The Members of the National Assembly debated the child support clause of the Marriage
Act with the chimis who raised the issue asking for gender equality in a section of the law
that they saw being discriminatory against men.
The marriage Act 1980 states that irrespective of who commits the misdemeanour, the father
will pay alu sothe, child support. The father pays 20 percent of his income for each child up
to two children which comes to 40 percent of his income.
The Lhuentse chimi, who raised the issue, said that it was irrational for the husband to pay
for child support in the event of a divorce resulting from the misbehaviour of a wife. The
Paro and Thimphu chimis supported the submission saying that the present law was biased
and the payment of child support should be decided on the basis of who was at fault and
not just imposed on the husband. “Gender discrimination in the payment of child support
might encourage wives to misbehave and force husbands to resort to crime if they have no
other source of income to pay alimony,” the Paro chimi said.
“Some people resort to selling their property and land to pay alu sothe,” the Thimphu chimi
added. “It is not fair for the husband to pay after his wife has committed adultery and broken
up the family.”
The only woman chimi who spoke on the issue, the Mongar chimi, opposed the proposal,
saying that child support should be paid by the father because the child needed support after
divorce. “This law is based on compassion and not on discrimination,” the Mongar chimi said.
Child support, she said, was a return for the pain and trauma the mother had to undergo
during pregnancy and child birth. “Silk loses its softness after first wash, the girl loses her
charm after her first birth,” she said. “The law is based on humanitarian grounds.”
The Samtse chimi also agreed with the law. “A child is your own child even after divorce,” he
said. “Child support is money to provide your child a living.”
Chimis also proposed to lower the child support a husband had to pay after divorce. “The
percentage of alimony from one’s salary or income should also be reduced on humanitarian
grounds,” the BCCI chimi said. “What will happen if a man marries to sisters and has four
children from the two sisters? He will have to pay 80 percent of his income to the children. The
remaining 20 percent will not be enough to sustain himself and, even worse, if he remarries,”
he said. The Bumthang chimi said that the rate of alimony should be reduced to 12 percent.
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The Punakha chimi said that there were some contradiction in the section Kha-7-5 of the
1980 Marriage Act and the Marriage Act amendment made in 1996.
“The clause amended in 1996 says that alu sothe has to be borne by the father irrespective of
the fault, whereas the section Kha-7-5 of the 1980 Act says that if the mother is at fault no
alu sothe shall be admissible. I think the problem arose because of this,” he said.
Chimis also submitted that the payment of gow (compensation in the case of adultery) was
not fair according to the present law. The Paro chimi said that calculation of gow based on the
years of marriage was not justifiable.
Guest speaker at the National Assembly the chief justice, Lyonpo Sonam Tobgye, said that the
confusion might have arisen from the clause, Kha-7-5, which said that no alimony would be
admissible to the mother if she was at fault in the divorce. But the clause, Kha-7-5, referred
to the clause, Ga-6-17, of the Inheritance Act 1980, which states that the husband has to
bear the cost of child maintenance irrespective of whether the husband or wife is at fault.
“The law is based on the traditional saying that a husband is a provider, even if he is poor
and a wife is the receiver even if she is wealthy,” the chief justice submitted to the Assembly.
“The law reflects compassion in that it protects the child if the parents do not get along.”
The chief justice explained that this element of Bhutanese law had its roots in tradition and was
in practice. He added, however, that it did not encourage a woman to deliberately misbehave.
“One cannot profit from one’s misdeeds,” he said. “By legal principle that which is unjust can
really profit no one and there were relevant clauses by which a man could appeal if his wife
attempted to take advantage of the law.”
The law, he added, could only be hanged by the National Assembly.
The Speaker of the National Assembly said that it was not possible to amend an Act on
impulse. It required time and thorough study. The Assembly resolved that the judiciary should
look into the anomalic law, like the Marriage Act of 1980 and amendments of 1996 and the
problem in implementing this law. The judiciary was asked to submit its report, through the
Legislative Committee, to the next session of the National Assembly.
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1. Dover Beach - Mathew Arnold
The sea is calm to-night.
The tide is full, the moon lies fair
Upon the straits;—on the French coast the light
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!
Only, from the long line of spray
Where the sea meets the moon-blanch’d land,
Listen! you hear the grating roar
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,
At their return, up the high strand,
Begin, and cease, and then again begin,
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring
The eternal note of sadness in.
Sophocles long ago
Heard it on the Aegaean, and it brought
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of human misery; we
Find also in the sound a thought,
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.
The Sea of Faith
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl’d.
But now I only hear
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,
Retreating, to the breath
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of the world.
Ah, love, let us be true
To one another! for the world, which seems
To lie before us like a land of dreams,
So various, so beautiful, so new,
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;
And we are here as on a darkling plain
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Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Where ignorant armies clash by night.

About the Author
Although remembered now for his elegantly argued critical essays, Matthew Arnold (1822
1888) began his career as a poet, winning early recognition as a student at the Rugby School.
He also studied at Balliol College, Oxford University. He was the Professor of Poetry at
Oxford from 1857 to 1867. During this time, Arnold wrote the bulk of his most famous
critical works, Essays in Criticism and Culture and Anarchy. His poems like Dover Beach link
the problem of isolation with what Arnold saw as the dispair in the light of human affairs.
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2. “Hope” is the thing with feathers - Emily Dickinson
“Hope” is the thing with feathers___
That perches in the soul___
And sings the tune without the words___
And never stops-at all___
And sweetest-in the Gale-is heard___
And sore must be the storm___
That could abash the little Bird
That kept so many warm___
I’ve heard it in the chillest land___
And on the strangest Sea___
Yet, never, in Extremity,
It asked a crumb-of Me.

About the Author
Dickinson was born in Amherst, Massachusetts, to a family well known for educational and
political activity. She was educated at the Amherst Academy (1834-1837) and Mount Holyoke
Female Seminary (1847-48). Around 1850 Dickinson started to write poems, first in fairly
conventional style, but after ten years of practice she began to give room for experiments.
From 1858 she started assembling her poems in the packets of ‘fascicles’, which she bound
herself with needle and thread.
After the civil war Dickinson restricted her contacts outside Amherst to exchange of letters,
dressed only in white and saw few of the visitors who came to visit her. In fact, she spent
most of her time in her room. Dickinson’s emotional life remains mysterious, despite much
speculation about a possible disappointed love affair.
After Dickinson’s death, her sister Lavinia brought out her poems. She co-edited three volumes
from 1891-1896. Dickinson’s poem came to public in 1945 in the form of Bolts Of Melody,
transcribed and published by Dickinson Bianchi, the poet’s niece.
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3. Absence - Elizabeth Jennings
I visited the place where we last met.
Nothing was changed, the gardens were well-tended,
The fountains sprayed their usual steady jet;
There was no sign that anything had ended
And nothing to instruct me to forget.
The thoughtless birds that shook out of the trees,
Singing an ecstasy I could not share,
Played cunning in my thoughts. Surely in these
Pleasures there could not be a pain to bear
Or any discord shake the level breeze.
It was because the place was just the same
That made your absence seem a savage force,
For under all the gentleness there came
An earthquake tremor: Fountain, birds and grass
Were shaken, by my thinking of your name.

About the Author
Elizabeth Jennings (1926-2001), born in Lincolnshire, has spent most of her life in Oxford.
Her first book won a Somerset Maugham Award, and many distinction followed, among them
the W.H. Smith Award (1987) and a C.B.E. Over the last twenty years Carcanet has published
many of her books including Selected Poems, Collected Poems, Tributes, Times and Seasons, Familiar
Spirits, In the Meantime, Praises, her translation of Michelangelo’s Sonnets, her critical meditation
Every Changing shape and her anthology A Poet’s Choice.
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4. To My Mother George Barker
Most near, most dear, most loved and most far,
Under the window where I often found her
Sitting as huge as Asia, seismic with laughter,
Gin and chicken helpless in her Irish hand,
Irresistible as Rabelais, but most tender for
The lame dogs and hurt birds that surround her,
She is a procession no one can follow after
But be like a little dog following a brass band.
She will not glance up at the bomber, or condescend
To drop her gin and scuttle to a cellar,
But lean on the mahogany table like a mountain
Whom only faith can move, and so I send
O all my faith, and all my love to tell her
That she will move from mourning into morning.

5. A Red Palm - Garay Soto
You’re in this dream of cotton plants.
You raise a hoe, swing, and the first weeds
Fall with a sigh. You take another step,
Chop, and the sigh comes again,
Until you yourself are breathing that way
With each step, a sigh that will follow you into town.
That’s hours later. The sun is a red blister
Coming up in your palm. Your back is strong,
Young, not yet the broken chair
In an abandoned school of dry spiders.
Dust settles on your forehead, dirt
Smiles under each fingernail.
You chop, step, and by the end of the first row,
You can buy one splendid fish for wife
And three sons. Another row, another fish,
Until you have enough and move on to milk,
Bread, meat. Ten hours and the cupboards creak.
You can rest in the back yard under a tree.
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Your hands twitch on your lap,
Not unlike the fish on a pier or the bottom
Of a boat. You drink iced tea. The minutes jerk
Like flies.
It’s dusk, now night,
And the lights in your home are on.
That costs money, yellow light
In the kitchen. That’s thirty steps,
You say to your hands,
Now shaped into binoculars.
You could raise them to your eyes:
You were a fool in school, now look at you.
You’re a giant among cotton plants.
Now you see your oldest boy, also running.
Papa, he says, it’s time to come in.
You pull him into your lap
And ask, What’s forty times nine?
He knows as well as you, and you smile.
The wind makes peace with the trees,
The stars strike themselves in the dark.
You get up and walk with the sigh of cotton plants.
You go to sleep with a red sun on your palm,
The sore light you see when you first stir in bed.
About the Author
Gary Soto, born and raised in Fresno California, is the author of ten poetry collections for
adults, most notably NEW AND SELECTED POEMS, a 1995 finalist for both the Los Angeles
Time Book Award and the National Book Award. His recollection LIVING UP THE STREET
received a Before Columbus Foundation 1985 AMERICAN BOOK AWARD. His poems have
appeared in many literary magazines, including The Nation, Ploughshares, The Iowa Review, Ontario
Review and most frequently Poetry, which honored him with the Bess Hokin Prize and The
Levinson Award and by featuring him in Poets in Person.
He serves as the Young People’s Ambassador for the California Rural Legal Assistance (CRLA)
and the United Farm Workers Of America (UFW). He lives in Berkley, CA.
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1. Good - R.S Thomas
The old man comes out on the hill
and looks down to recall earlier days
in the valley. He sees the stream shine,
the church stand, hears the litter of
children’s voices. A chill in the flesh
tells him that death is not far off
now: it is the shadow under the great boughs
of life. His garden has herbs growing.
The kestrel goes by with fresh prey
in its claws. The wind scatters the scent
of wild beans. The tractor operates
on the earth’s body. His grandson is there
ploughing; his young wife fetches him
cakes and tea and a dark smile. It is well.

2. Those Winter Sundays - Robert Hayden
Sundays too my father got up early
And put his clothes on in the blueback cold,
then with cracked hands that ached
from labor in the weekday weather made
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.
I’d wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.
When the rooms were warm, he’d call,
and slowly I would rise and dress,
fearing the chronic angers of that house,
Speaking indifferently to him,
who had driven out the cold
and polished my good shoes as well.
What did I know, what did I know
of love’s austere and lonely offices?
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3. Warning - Jenny Joseph
When I am an old woman, I shall wear purple
With a red hat which doesn’t go, and doesn’t suit me.
And I shall spend my pension on brandy and summer gloves
And satin sandals, and say we’ve no money for butter.
I shall sit down on the pavement when I’m tired
And gobble up samples in shops and press alarm bells
And run my stick along the public railings
And make up for the sobriety of my youth.
I shall go out in my slippers in the rain
And pick the flowers in other peoples’ gardens
And learn to spit.
You can wear terrible shirts and grow more fat
And eat three pounds of sausages at a go
Or only bread and pickle for a week
And hoard pens and pencils and beermats and things in boxes.
But now we must have clothes that keep us dry
And pay our rent and not swear in the street
And set a good example for the children.
We must have friends to dinner and read the papers.
But maybe I ought to practise a little now?
So people who know me are not too shocked and surprised
When suddenly I am old, and start to wear purple.
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4. The sun has burst the sky - Jenny Joseph
The sun has burst the sky
Because I love you
And the river its banks.
The sea laps the great rocks
Because I love you
And takes no heed of the moon dragging it away
And saying coldly ‘Constancy is not for you’.
The blackbird fills the air
Because I love you
With spring and lawns and shadows falling on lawns.
The people walk in the street and laugh
I love you
And far down the river ships sound their hooters
Crazy with joy because I love you.

5. Ozymandias - Percy Bysshe Shelley
I met a traveller from an antique land
Who said: ‘Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed.
And on the pedestal these words appear —
“My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!”
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.’
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SHORT STORIES
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1. Day of the Butterfly - Alice Munro
I DO NOT remember when Myra Sayla came to town, though she must have been in our
class at school for two or three years. I start remembering her in the last year, when her little
brother Jimmy Sayla was in Grade One. Jimmy Sayla was not used to going to the bathroom
by himself and he would have to come to the Grade Six door and ask for Myra and she would
take him downstairs. Quite often he would not get to Myra in time and there would be a big
dark stain on his little button-on cotton pants. Then Myra had to come and ask the teacher:
“Please may I take my brother home, he has wet himself ?”
That was what she said the first time and everybody in the front seats heard her-though Myra’s
voice was the lightest singsong-and there was a muted giggling which alerted the rest of the
class. Our teacher, a cold gentle girl who wore glasses with thin gold rims and in the stiff
solicitude of certain poses resembled a giraffe, wrote something on a piece of paper and showed
it to Myra. And Myra recited uncertainly: “My brother has had an accident, please, teacher.”
Everybody knew of Jimmy Sayla’s shame and at recess (if he was not being kept in, as he
often was, for doing something he shouldn’t in school) he did not dare go out on the school
grounds, where the other little boys, and some bigger ones, were waiting to chase him and
corner him against the back fence and thrash him with tree branches. He had to stay with
Myra. But at our school there were the two sides, the Boys’ Side and the Girls’ Side, and it was
believed that if you so much as stepped on the side that was not your own you might easily get
the strap. Jimmy could not go out on the Girls’ Side and Myra could not go out on the Boys’
Side, and no one was allowed to stay in the school unless it was raining or snowing. So Myra
and Jimmy spent every recess standing in the little back porch between the two sides. Perhaps
they watched the baseball games, the tag and skipping and building of leaf houses in the fall
and snow forts in the winter; perhaps they did not watch at all. Whenever you happened to
look at them their heads were slightly bent, their narrow bodies hunched in, quite still. They
had long smooth oval faces, melancholy and discreet-dark, oily, shining hair. The little boy’s
was long, clipped at home, and Myra’s was worn in heavy braids coiled on top of her head
so that she looked, from a distance, as if she was wearing a turban too big for her. Over their
dark eyes the lids were never fully raised; they had a weary look. But it was more than that.
They were little children in a medieval painting, they were like small figures carved of wood,
for worship or magic, with faces smooth and aged, and meekly, cryptically uncommunicative.
Most of the teachers at our school had been teaching for a long time and at recess they would
disappear into the teachers’ room and not bother us. But our own teacher, the young woman
of the fragile gold-rimmed glasses, was apt to watch us from a window and sometimes come
out, looking brisk and uncomfortable, to stop a fight among the little girls or start a running
game among the big ones, who had been huddled together playing Truth or Secrets. One day
she came out and called, “Girls in Grade Six, I want to talk to you!” She smiled persuasively,
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earnestly, and with dreadful unease, showing fine gold rims around her teeth. She said, “There
is a girl in Grade Six called Myra Sayla. She is in your grade, isn’t she?”
We mumbled. But there was a coo from Gladys Healey, “Yes, Miss Darling!”
“Well, why is she never playing with the rest of you? Every day I see her standing in the back
porch, never playing. Do you think she looks very happy standing back there? Do you think
you would be very happy if you were left back there?”
Nobody answered; we faced Miss Darling, all respectful, self-possessed, and bored with the
unreality of her question. Then Gladys said, “Myra can’t come out with us, Miss Darling.
Myra has to look after her little brother!”
“Oh,” said Miss Darling dubiously. “Well you ought to try to be nicer to her anyway. Don’t you
think so? Don’t you? You will try to be nicer, won’t you? I know you will.” Poor Miss Darling!
Her campaigns were soon confused, her persuasions turned to bleating and uncertain pleas.
When she had gone Gladys Healy said softly, “You will try to be nicer, won’t you?
I know you will!” and then drawing her lip back over her big teeth she yelled exuberantly, “I don’t
care if it rains or freezes.” She went through the whole verse and ended it with a spectacular
twirl of her Royal Stuart tartan skirt. Mr. Healey ran a Dry Goods and Ladies’ Wear, and
his daughter’s leadership in our class was partly due to her flashing plaid skirts and organdie
blouses and velvet jackets with brass buttons, but also to her early-maturing bust and the fine
brutal force of her personality. Now we all began to imitate Miss Darling.
We had not paid much attention to Myra before this. But now a game was developed; it
started with saying, “Let’s be nice to Myra!” Then we would walk up to her in formal groups
of three or four and at a signal, say together, “Hel-lo Myra, Hello My-ra” and follow up with
something like, “What do you wash your hair in, Myra, it’s so nice and shiny, My-ra.” “Oh she
washes it in cod-liver oil, don’t you, Myra, she washes it in cod-liver oil, can’t you smell it?”
And to tell the truth there was a smell about Myra, but it was a rotten-sweetish smell as of
bad fruit. That was what the Saylas did, kept a little fruit store. Her father sat all day on a stool
by the window, with his shirt open over his swelling stomach and tufts of black hair showing
around his belly button; he chewed garlic. But if you went into the store it was Mrs. Sayla
who came to wait on you, appearing silently between the limp print curtains hung across the
back of the store. Her hair was crimped in black waves and she smiled with her full lips held
together, stretched as far as they would go; she told you the price in a little rapping voice,
daring you to challenge her and, when you did not, handed you the bag of fruit with open
mockery in her eyes.
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One morning in the winter I was walking up the school hill very early; a neighbor had given
me a ride into town. I lived about half a mile out of town, on a farm, and I should not have
been going to the town school at all, but to a country school nearby where there were half
a dozen pupils and a teacher a little demented since her change of life. But my mother, who
was an ambitious woman, had prevailed on the town trustees to accept me and my father to
pay the extra tuition, and I went to school in town. I was the only one in the class who carried
a lunch pail and ate peanut-butter sandwiches in the high, bare, mustard-colored cloakroom,
the only one who had to wear rubber boots in the spring, when the roads were heavy with
mud. I felt a little danger, on account of this; but I could not tell exactly what it was.
I saw Myra and Jimmy ahead of me on the hill; they always went to school very early-sometimes
so early that they had to stand outside waiting for the janitor to open the door. They were
walking slowly, and now and then Myra half turned around. I had often loitered in that way,
wanting to walk with some important girl who was behind me, and not quite daring to stop
and wait. Now it occurred to me that Myra might be doing this with me. I did not know what
to do. I could not afford to be seen walking with her, and I did not even want to-but, on the
other hand, the flattery of those humble, hopeful turnings was not lost on me. A role was
shaping for me that I could not resist playing. I felt a great pleasurable rush of self-conscious
benevolence; before I thought what I was doing I called, “Myra! Hey, Myra, wait up, I got
some Cracker Jack!” and I quickened my pace as she stopped.
Myra waited, but she did not look at me; she waited in the withdrawn and rigid attitude with
which she always met us. Perhaps she thought I was playing a trick on her, perhaps she expected
me to run past and throw an empty Cracker Jack box in her face. And I opened the box and
held it out to her. She took a little. Jimmy ducked behind her coat and would not take any
when I offered the box to him.
“He’s shy,” I said reassuringly. “A lot of little kids are shy like that. He’ll probably grow out
of it.”
“Yes,” said Myra.
“I have a brother four,” I said. “He’s awfully shy.” He wasn’t. “Have some more Cracker Jack,”
I said. “I used to eat Cracker Jack all the time but I don’t any more. I think it’s bad for your
complexion.”
There was a silence.
“Do you like Art?” said Myra faintly.
“No. I like Social Studies and Spelling and Health.”
“I like Art and Arithmetic.” Myra could add and multiply in her head faster than anyone else
in the class.
“I wish I was as good as you. In Arithmetic,” I said, and felt magnanimous.
“But I am no good at Spelling,” said Myra. “I make the most mistakes, I’ll fail maybe.” She
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did not sound unhappy about this, but pleased to have such a thing to say. She kept her head
turned away from me staring at the dirty snowbanks along Victoria Street, and as she talked
she made a sound as if she was wetting her lips with her tongue.
“You won’t fail,” I said. “You are too good in Arithmetic. What are you going to be when
you grow up?”
She looked bewildered. “I will help my mother,” she said. “And work in the store.”
“Well I am going to be an airplane hostess,” I said. “But don’t mention it to anybody. I haven’t
told many people.”
“No, I won’t,” said Myra. “Do you read Steve Canyon in the paper?”
“Yes.” It was queer to think that Myra, too, read the comics, or that she did anything at all,
apart from her role at the school. “Do you read Rip Kirby?”
“Do you read Orphan Annie?’”
“Do you read Betsy and the Boys?”
“You haven’t had hardly any Cracker Jack,” I said. “Have some. Take a whole handful.”
Myra looked into the box. “There’s a prize in there,” she said. She pulled it out. It was a brooch,
a little tin butterfly, painted gold with bits of colored glass stuck onto it to look like jewels.
She held it in her brown hand, smiling slightly.
I said, “Do you like that?”
Myra said, “I like them blue stones. Blue stones are sapphires.”
“I know. My birthstone is sapphire. What is your birthstone?”
“I don’t know.”
“When is your birthday?”
“July.”
“Then yours is ruby.”
“I like sapphire better,” said Myra. “I like yours.” She handed me the brooch.
“You keep it,” I said. “Finders keepers.”
Myra kept holding it out, as if she did not know what I meant. “Finders keepers,” I said.
“It was your Cracker Jack,” said Myra, scared and solemn. “You bought it.”
“Well you found it.”
“No-” said Myra. .
“Go on’” I said. “Here, I’ll give it to you.” I took the brooch from her and pushed it back into
her hand.
We were both surprised. We looked at each other; I flushed but Myra did not. I realized the
pledge as our fingers touched; I was panicky, but all right, I thought, I can come early and walk
with her other mornings. I can go and talk to her at recess.
Why not? Why not?
Myra put the brooch in her pocket. She said, “I can wear it on my good dress. My good dress
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is blue.”
I knew it would be. Myra wore out her good dresses at school. Even in midwinter among the
plaid wool skirts and serge tunics, she glimmered sadly in sky-blue taffeta, in dusty turquoise
crepe, a grown woman’s dress made over, weighted by a big bow at the v of the neck and
folding empty over Myra’s narrow chest.
And I was glad she had not put it on. If someone asked her where she got it, and she told
them, what would I say?
It was the day after this, or the week after, that Myra did not come to school. Often she was
kept at home to help. But this time she did not come back. For a week, then two weeks, her
desk was empty. Then we had a moving day at school and Myra’s books were taken out of
her desk and put on a shelf in the closet. Miss Darling said, “We’ll find a seat when she comes
back.” And she stopped calling Myra’s name when she took attendance.
Jimmy Sayla did not come to school either, having no one to take him to the bathroom.
In the fourth week or the fifth; that Myra had been away, Gladys Healey came to school and
said, “Do you know what-Myra Sayla is sick in the hospital.”
It was true. Gladys Healey had an aunt who was a nurse. Gladys put up her hand in the middle
of Spelling and told Miss Darling. “I thought you might like to know,” she said. “Oh yes,”
said Miss Darling. “I do know.”
“What has she got?” we said to Gladys.
And Gladys said, “Akemia, or something. And she has blood transfusions.” She said to Miss
Darling, “My aunt is a nurse.”
So Miss Darling had the whole class write Myra a letter, in which everybody said, “Dear Myra,
We are all writing you a letter. We hope you will soon be better and be back to school, Yours
truly….” And Miss Darling said, “I’ve thought of something. Who would like to go up to the
hospital and visit Myra on the twentieth of March, for a birthday party?”
I said, “Her birthday’s in July.”
“I know,” said Miss Darling. “It’s the twentieth of July. So this year she could have it on the
twentieth of March, because she’s sick.”
“But her birthday is in July.”
“Because she’s sick,” said Miss Darling, with a warning shrillness. “The cook at the hospital
would make a cake and you could all give a little present, twenty-five cents or so. It would
have to be between two and four, because that’s visiting hours. And we couldn’t all go, it’d be
too many. So who wants to go and who wants to stay here and do supplementary reading?”
We all put up our hands. Miss Darling got out the spelling records and picked out the first
fifteen, twelve girls and three boys. Then the three boys did not want to go so she picked
out the next three girls. And I do not know when it was, but I think it was probably at this
moment that the birthday party of Myra Sayla became fashionable.
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Perhaps it was because Gladys Healey had an aunt who was a nurse, perhaps it was the
excitement of sickness and hospitals, or simply the fact that Myra was so entirely, impressively
set free of all the rules and conditions of our lives. We began to talk of her as if she were
something we owned, and her party because a cause; with womanly heaviness we discussed
it at recess, and decided that twenty-five cents was too low.
We all went up to the hospital on a sunny afternoon when the snow was melting, carrying our
presents, and a nurse led us upstairs, single file, and down a hall past half-closed doors and
dim conversations. She and Miss Darling kept saying, “Sh-sh,” but we were going on tiptoe
anyway; our hospital demeanor was perfect.
At this small country hospital there was no children’s ward, and Myra was not really a child;
they had put her in with two grey old women. A nurse was putting screens around them as
we came in.
Myra was sitting up in bed, in a bulky stiff hospital gown. Her hair was down, the long braids
falling over her shoulders and down the coverlet. But her face was the same, always the same.
She had been told something about the party, Miss Darling said, so the surprise would not
upset her; but it seemed she had not believed, or had not understood what it was. She watched
us as she used to watch in the school grounds when we played.
“Well, here we are!” said Miss Darling. “Here we are!”
And we said, “Happy birthday, Myra, Hello, Myra, happy birthday!”
Myra said, “My birthday is in July.” Her voice was lighter than ever, drifting expressionless.
“Never mind when it is, really,” said Miss Darling. “Pretend it’s now! How old are you Myra?”
“Eleven,” Myra said. “In July.”
Then we all took off our coats and emerged in our party dresses, and laid our presents,
in their pale flowery wrappings on Myra’s bed. Some of our mothers had made immense,
complicated bows of fine satin ribbon, some of them had even taped on little bouquets of
imitation roses and lilies of the valley. “Here Myra,” we said, “here Myra, happy birthday.”
Myra did not look at us, but at the ribbons, pink and blue and speckled with silver, and the
miniature bouquets; they pleased her, as the butterfly had done. An innocent look came into
her face, a partial, private smile.
“Open them, Myra,” said Miss Darling. “They’re for you!”
Myra gathered the presents around her, fingering them, with this smile, and a cautious
realization, an unexpected pride. She said, “Saturday I’m going to London to St. Joseph’s
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Hospital.”
“That’s where my mother was at,” somebody said. “We went and saw her. They’ve got all
nuns there.”
“My father’s sister is a nun,” said Myra calmly.
She began to unwrap the presents, with an air that not even Gladys could have bettered,
folding the tissue paper and the ribbons, and drawing out books and puzzles and cutouts as
if they were all prizes she had won. Miss Darling said that maybe she should say thank you,
and the person’s name with every gift she opened, to make sure she knew whom it was from,
and so Myra said, “Thank you, Mary Louise, thank you Carol,” and when she came to mine
she said, “Thank you, Helen.” Everyone explained their presents to her and there was talking
and excitement and a little gaiety, which Myra presided over, though she was not gay. A cake
was brought in with Happy Birthday Myra written on it, pink on white, and eleven candles.
Miss Darling lit the candles and we all sang Happy Birthday to You, and cried, “Make a wish,
Myra, make a wish-” and Myra blew them out. Then we all had cake and strawberry ice cream.
At four o’clock a buzzer sounded and the nurse took out what was left of the cake, and the
dirty dishes, and we put on our coats to go home.
Everybody said, “Goodbye, Myra,” and Myra sat in the bed watching us go, her back straight,
not supported by any pillow, her hands resting on the gifts. But at the door I heard her call;
she called, “Helen!” Only a couple of the others heard; Miss Darling did not hear, she had
gone out ahead. I went back to the bed.
Myra said, “I got too many things. You take something.”
“What?” I said. “It’s for your birthday. You always get a lot at a birthday.” “Well you take
something,” Myra said. She picked up a leatherette case with a mirror in it, a comb and a nail
file and a natural lipstick and a small handkerchief edged with gold thread. I had noticed it
before. “You take that,” she said.
“Don’t you want it?”
“You take it.” She put it into my hand. Our fingers touched again.
“When I come back from London,” Myra said, “you can come and play at my place after
school.”
“Okay,” I said. Outside the hospital window there was a clear carrying sound of somebody
playing in the street, maybe chasing with the last snowballs of the year. This sound made Myra,
her triumph and her bounty, and most of all her future in which she had found this place for
me, turn shadowy, turn dark. All the presents on the bed, the folded paper and ribbons, those
guilt-tinged offerings, had passed into this shadow, they were no longer innocent objects to
be touched, exchanged, accepted without danger. I didn’t want to take the case now but I

54

Print 2021

could not think how to get out of it, what lie to tell. I’ll give it away, I thought, I won’t ever
play with it. I would let my little brother pull it apart.
The nurse came back, carrying a glass of chocolate milk.
“What’s the matter, didn’t you hear the buzzer?”
So I was released, set free by the barriers which now closed about Myra, her unknown, exalted,
ether-smelling hospital world, and by the treachery of my own heart. “Well thank you,” I said.
“Thank you for the thing. Goodbye.”
Did Myra ever say goodbye? Not likely. She sat in her high bed, her delicate brown neck,
rising out of a hospital gown too big for her, her brown carved face immune to treachery,
her offering perhaps already forgotten, prepared to be set apart for legendary uses, as she was
even in the back porch at school.
About the Author
Alice Munro is one of the best-known writers in Canada today. She was born in Wingham,
Ontario, in 1931, attended the University of Western Ontario for two years, and lived for a
while in Victoria, British Columbia. Her first book was a collection of short stories, Dance
of the Happy Shades, published in 1969. She has written several books of poetry, short stories
and novels. Her best-known book is Lives of Girls and Women, a novel set in the rural Ontario
setting in which she grew up.
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2. He-y, Come On Ou-t! - Shinichi Hoshi
Who would have thought that something as simple as a hole in the ground could prove to be so useful?
The typhoon had passed and the sky was a gorgeous blue. Even a certain village not far from
the city had suffered damage. A little distance from the village and near the mountains, a small
shrine had been swept away by a landslide.
“ I wonder how long that shrine’s been here.”
“Well, in any case, it must have been here since an awfully long time ago.”
“We’ve got to rebuild it right away.”
While the villagers exchanged views, several more of their number came over.
“It sure was wrecked.”
“I think it used to be right here.”
“No, looks like it was a little more over there.”
Just then one of them raised his voice. “Hey what in the world is this hole?”
Where they had all gathered there was a hole about a meter in diameter. They peered in, but
it was so dark nothing could be seen. However, it gave one the feeling that it was so deep it
went clear through to the center of the earth.
There was even one person who said, “I wonder if it’s a fox’s hole.”
“Hey-y, come on ou-t!” shouted a young man into the hole. There was no echo from the
bottom. Next he picked up a pebble and was about to throw it in.
“You might bring down a curse on us. Lay off,” warned an old man, but the younger one
energetically threw the pebble in. As before, however, there was no answering response from
the bottom. The villagers cut down some trees, tied them with rope and made a fence which
they put around the hole. Then they repaired to the village.
“What do you suppose we ought to do?”
“Shouldn’t we build the shrine up just as it was, over the hole?”
A day passed with no agreement. The news traveled fast, and a car from the newspaper
company rushed over. In no time a scientist came out, and with an all-knowing expression on
his face he went over to the hole. Next, a bunch of gawking curiosity seekers showed up; one
could also pick out here and there men of shifty glances who appeared to be concessionaires.
Concerned that someone might fall into the hole, a policeman from the local sub-station kept
a careful watch.
One newspaper reporter tied a weight to the end of a long cord and lowered it into the hole.
A long way down it went. The cord ran out, however, and he tried to pull it out, but it would
not come back up. Two or three people helped out, but when they pulled too hard, the cord
parted at the edge of the hole. Another reporter, a camera in hand, who had been watching
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all of this, quietly untied a stout rope that had been wound around his waist.
The scientist contacted people at his laboratory and had them bring out a high-powered
bull horn, with which he was going to check out the echo from the hole’s bottom. He tried
switching through various sounds, but there was no echo. The scientist was puzzled, but he
could not very well give up with everyone watching him so intently. He put the bull horn right
up to the hole, turned it to its highest volume, and let it sound continuously for a long time.
It was a noise that would have carried several dozen kilometres above ground. But the hole
just calmly swallowed up the sound.
In his own mind the scientist was at a loss, but with a look of apparent composure he cut
off the sound and, in a manner suggesting that the whole thing had a perfectly plausible
explanation, said simply, “Fill it in.”
Safer to get rid of something one didn’t understand.
The on lookers disappointed that this was all that was going to happen, prepared to disperse.
Just then one of the concessionaires, having broken through the throng and come forward,
made a proposal.
“Let me have that hole. I’ll fill it in for you.”
“We’d be grateful to you for filling it in,” replied the mayor of the village, “but we can’t very
well give you the hole. We have to build a shrine there”.
“If it’s a shrine you want, I’ll build you a fine one later. Shall I make it with an attached meeting
hall?”
Before the mayor could answer, the people of the village all shouted out.
“Really? Well, in that case, we ought to have it closer to the village.”
“It’s just an old hole. We’ll give it to you!”
So it was settled. And the mayor, of course, had no objection.
The concessionaire was true to his promise. It was small, but closer to the village he did build
for them a shrine with an attached meeting hall.
About the time the autumn festival was held at the new shrine, the hole-tilling company
established by the concessionaire hung out its small shingle at a shack near the hole.
The concessionaire had his cohorts mount a loud campaign in the city. “We’ve got a fabulously
deep hole! Scientists say it’s at least five thousand meters deep! Perfect for the disposal of
such things as waste from nuclear reactors.”
Government authorities granted permission. Nuclear power plants fought for contracts. The
people of the village were a bit worried about this, but they consented when it was explained
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that there would be absolutely no above-ground contamination for several thousand years
and that they would share in the profits. Into the bargain, very shortly a magnificent road was
built from the city to the village.
Trucks rolled in over the road, transporting lead boxes. Above the hole the lids were opened,
and the wastes from nuclear reactors tumbled away into the hole.
From the Foreign Ministry and the Defense Agency boxes of unnecessary classified documents
were brought for disposal. Officials who came to supervise the disposal held discussions on
golf. The lesser functionaries, as they threw in the papers, chatted about pinball.
The hole showed no signs of filling up. It was awfully deep, thought some; or else it might
be very spacious at the bottom. Little by little the hole-filling company expanded its business.
Bodies of animals used in the contagious disease experiments at the universities were brought
out, and to these were added the unclaimed corpses of vagrants. Better than dumping of all
its garbage in the ocean, went the thinking in the city, and plans were made for a long pipe
to carry it to the hole.
The hole gave peace of mind to the dwellers of the city. They concentrated solely on producing
one thing after another. Everyone disliked thinking about the eventual consequences. People
wanted only to work for production companies and sales corporations; they had no interest
in becoming junk dealers. But, it was thought, these problems too would gradually be resolved
by the hole.
Young girls discarded old diaries in the hole. There were also those who were inaugurating
new love affairs and threw into the hole old photographs of themselves taken with former
sweethearts. The police felt comforted as they used the hole to, get rid of accumulations of
expertly done counterfeit bills. Criminals breathed easier after throwing material evidence
into the hole.
Whatever one wished to discard, the hole accepted it all. The hole cleansed the city of its filth;
the sea and sky seemed to have become bit clearer than before.
Aiming at the heavens, new buildings went on being constructed one after the other.
One day, atop the high steel frame of a new building under construction, a workman was
taking a break. Above his head he heard a voice shout:
“He-y, come on ou-t!”
But, in the sky to which he lifted his gaze there was nothing at all. A clear blue sky merely
spread over all. He thought it must be his imagination. Then, as he resumed his former position,
from the direction where the voice had come, a small pebble skimmed by him and fell on past.
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The man, however, was gazing in idle reverie at the city’s skyline growing ever more beautiful,
and he failed to notice.
About the Author
Shinichi Hoshi was born in 1926 and lived until 1997. He pioneered the format know as
“short short”. He is best known as a science fiction writer and also has a taste for fantasy. His
work Enushi no Yuuenchi, consists of 31 short stories; 14 of these are included in a compassion
volume called A Bag of Surprises, translated in to English by Stanleigh.H.Jones. This original
means something like “Mr. N’s Play ground” or “amusement park”.
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3. Is he Living Or Is he Dead? - Mark Twain
I was spending the month of March, 1892, at Mentone, in the Riviera. At this retired spot one
has all the advantages, privately, which are to be had at Monte Carlo and Nice, a few miles
farther along, publicly….Mentone is quiet, simple, restful, and unpretentious; the rich and
the gaudy do not come there. As a rule, I mean, the rich do not come there. Now and then a
rich man comes, and I presently got acquainted with one of these. Partially to disguise him I
will call him Smith. One day, in the Hotel des Anglais, at the second breakfast, he exclaimed:
“Quick! Cast your eye on the man going out at the door. Take in every detail of him.”
“Why?
“Do you know who he is?”
“Yes: He spent several days here before you came. He is an old, retired, and very rich silk
manufacturer from Lyons, they say, and I guess he is alone in the world, for he always looks
sad and dreamy, and doesn’t talk with anybody. His name is Theophile Magnan.”
I supposed that Smith would now proceed to justify the large interest which he had shown
in Monsieur Magnan; but instead he dropped into a brown study,’ and was apparently lost to
me and to the rest of the world during some minutes. Now and then he passed his fingers
through his flossy white hair, to assist his thinking, and meantime he allowed his breakfast to
go on cooling. At last he said:
“No, it’s gone; I can’t call it back.”
“Can’t call what back?”
“It’s one of Hans Andersen’s beautiful little stories. But it’s gone from me. Part of it is like
this: A child has a caged bird, which it loves, but thoughtlessly neglects. The bird pours out
its song unheard and unheeded; but in time, hunger and thirst assail the creature, and its song
grows plaintive and feeble and finally ceases-the bird dies. The child comes, and is smitten
to the heart with remorse; then, with bitter tears and lamentations, it calls its mates, and they
bury the bird with elaborate pomp and the tenderest grief, without knowing, poor things, that
it isn’t children only who starve poets to death and then spend enough on their funerals and
monuments to have kept them alive and made them easy and comfortable. Now-”
But here we were interrupted.
About ten that evening I ran across Smith, and he asked me up to his parlor… It was a cosy
place, with its comfortable chairs, its cheerful lamps, and its friendly open fire of seasoned
olive-wood. To make everything perfect, there was the muffled booming of the surf outside.
After… much lazy and contented chat, Smith said:
“Now we are ready- I to tell a curious history, and you to listen to it. It has been a secret for
many years- a secret between me and three others; but I am going to break the seal now. Are
you comfortable?”
“Perfectly. Go on.”
Here follows what he told me:
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“A long time ago I was a young artist-a very young artist, in fact-and I wandered
about the country parts of France, sketching here and sketching there, and was presently
joined by a couple of darling young French-men who were at the same kind of thing that I
was doing… Claude Frere and Carl Boulanger-these are the names of those boys; dear, dear
fellows, and the sunniest spirits that ever laughed at poverty and had a noble good time in
all weathers.
“At last we ran hard aground in a Breton village, and an artist as poor as ourselves took us in
and literally saved us from starving-Francois Millet-”
“What! the great Francois Millet?”
“Great? He wasn’t any greater than we were, then. He hadn’t any fame, even in his own village;
and he was so poor that he hadn’t anything to feed us on but turnips, and even the turnips
failed us sometimes. We four became fast friends, doting friends, inseparables. We painted away
together with all our might, piling up stock, piling up stock, but very seldom getting rid of
any of it. We had lovely times together; but, O my soul! how we were pinched now and then!
“For a little over two years this went on. At last, one day, Claude said: ‘Boys, we’ve come to
the end. Do you understand that?-absolutely to the end. Everybody has struck-there’s a league
formed against us. I’ve been all around the village and it’s just as I tell you. They refuse to
credit us for another centime until all the odds and ends are paid up.’
“This struck us cold. Every face was blank with dismay. We realized that our circumstances
were desperate, now. There was a long silence. Finally, Millet said with a sigh:
“Nothing occurs to me-nothing. Suggest something, lads.’
“There was no response, unless a mournful silence may be called a response. Carl got up, and
walked nervously up and down awhile, then said:
“It’s a shame! Look at these canvases: stacks and stacks of as good pictures as any body in
Europe paints-I don’t care who he is. Yes, and plenty of lounging strangers have said the
same-or nearly that, anyway.’
‘But didn’t buy,’ Millet said.
‘No matter, they said it; and it’s true, too. Look at your Angelus there! Will anybody tell me.’
“Pah, Carl-my Angelus! I was offered five francs for it.’
‘When.?’
‘Who offered it?’
‘Where is he?’
‘Why didn’t you take it?’
‘Come-don’t all speak at once. I thought he would give more-I was sure of it-he looked it-so
I asked him eight.’
‘Well-and then?’
“He said he would call again.’
‘….Why, Francois-’
‘Oh, I know-I know! It was a mistake, and I was a fool. Boys, I meant for the best; you’ll grant
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me that, and I-’
‘Why, certainly, we know that; ...but don’t you be a fool again.’
‘I ? I wish somebody would come along and offer us a cabbage for it- you’d see!’
‘A cabbage ? Oh, don’t name it-it makes my mouth water. Talk of things less trying.’
‘Boys,’ said Carl, ‘do these pictures lack merit? Answer me that.
‘No!’
Aren’t they of very great and high merit? Answer me that.’
‘Yes’
‘Of such great and high merit that, if an illustrious name were attached to them, they would
sell at splendid prices. Isn’t it so?’
‘Certainly it is. Nobody doubts that.’
‘But-I’m not joking-isn’t it so?’
‘Why, of course it’s so-and we are not joking. But what of it? What of it? How does that
concern us?’
‘In this way, comrades-we’ll attach an illustrious name to them!’
“The lively conversation stopped. The faces were turned inquiringly upon Carl.
What sort of riddle might this be? Where was an illustrious name to be borrowed? And who
was to borrow it?
“Carl sat down, and said:
‘Now, I have a perfectly serious thing to propose. I think it is the only way to keep us out of
the almshouse, and I believe it to be a perfectly sure way. I base this opinion upon certain
multitudinous and long-established facts in human history. I believe my project will make us
all rich.’
‘Rich! You’ve lost your mind.’
‘No, I haven’t.’
‘Yes, you have-you’ve lost your mind.
What do you call rich?’
‘A hundred thousand francs apiece.’
‘He has lost his mind. I knew it.’
‘Yes, he has. Carl, privation has been too much for you, and-’
‘Shut up!’ said Millet, with ostensible severity, ‘and let the boy say his say. Now, then- come
out with your project, Carl. What is it?’
‘Well, then, by way of preamble I will ask you to note this fact in human history: that the merit
of many a great artist has never been acknowledged until after he was starved and dead. This
has happened so often that I make bold to found a law upon it. This law: that the merit of
every great unknown and neglected artist must and will be recognized, and his pictures climb
to high prices after his death. My project is this: we must cast lots-one of us must die.’
“The remark fell so calmly and so unexpectedly that we almost forgot to jump. Then there
was a wild chorus of advice again-medical advice-for the help of Carl’s brain; but he waited
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patiently for the hilarity to calm down, then went on again with his project:
‘Yes, one of us must die, to save the others-and himself. We will cast lots. The one chosen
shall be illustrious; all of us shall be rich. Hold still, now-hold still; don’t interrupt-I tell you I
know what I am talking about. Here is the idea. During the next three months the one who
is to die shall paint with all his might, enlarge his stock all he can-not pictures, no! skeleton
sketches, studies, parts of studies, fragments of studies, a dozen dabs of the brush on eachmeaningless, of course, but his with his cipher on them; turn out fifty a day, each to contain
some peculiarity or mannerism easily detectable as his-they’re the things that sell, you know,
and are collected at fabulous prices for the world’s museums, after the great man is gone;
we’ll have a ton of them ready-a ton! And all that time the rest of us will be busy supporting
the moribund, and working Paris and the dealers-preparations for the coming event, you
know; and when everything is hot and just right, we’ll spring the death on them and have the
notorious funeral. You get the idea?’
‘N-o; at least, not qu-’
‘Not quite? Don’t you see? The man doesn’t really die; he changes his name and vanishes; we
bury a dummy, and cry over it, with all the world to help. And I-’
“But he wasn’t allowed to finish. Every-body broke out into a rousing hurrah of applause;
and all jumped up and capered about the room and fell on each other’s necks in transports
of gratitude and joy. For hours we talked over the great plan, without ever feeling hungry;
and at last, when all the details had been arranged satisfactorily, we cast lots and Millet was
elected-elected to die, as we called it….
“Next morning, early, the three of us cleared out, straightway after breakfast-on foot, of
course. Each of us carried a dozen of Millet’s small pictures, purposing to market them. Carl
struck for Paris, where he would start the work of building up Millet’s fame against the coming
great day. Claude and I were to separate, and scatter abroad over France.
“Now, it will surprise you to know what an easy and comfortable thing we had. I walked two
days before I began business.
Then I began to sketch a villa in the outskirts of a big town-because I saw the proprietor
outstanding on an upper veranda. He came down to look on-I thought he would. I worked
swiftly, intending to keep him interested. Occasionally he fired off a little ejaculation of
approbation, and by and by he spoke up with enthusiasm, and said I was a master!
“I put down my brush, reached into my satchel, fetched out a Millet, and pointed to the cipher
in the corner. I said, proudly:
‘I suppose you recognize that? Well, he taught me! I should think I ought to know my trade!’
“The man looked guiltily embarrassed, and was silent. I said, sorrowfully:
‘You don’t mean to intimate that you don’t know the cipher of Francois Millet!’
“Of course he didn’t know that cipher; but he was the gratefulest man you ever saw,
just the same, for being let out of an uncomfortable place on such easy terms. He said:
‘No! Why, it is Millet’s, sure enough! I don’t know what I could have been thinking of. Of
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course I recognize it now.’
“Next, he wanted to buy it; but I said that although I wasn’t rich I wasn’t that poor. However,
at last, I let him have it for eight hundred francs.”
“Eight hundred!”
“Yes. Millet would have sold it for a pork chop. Yes, I got eight hundred francs for that little
thing….I made a very nice picture of that man’s house, and I wanted to offer it to him for
ten francs, but that couldn’t answer, seeing I was the pupil of such a master, so I sold it to
him for a hundred. I sent the eight hundred francs straight back to Millet from that town and
struck out again next day.
“But I didn’t walk-no. I rode. I have ridden ever since. I sold one picture every day, and never
tried to sell two. I always said to my customer:
‘I am a fool to sell a picture of Francois Millet’s at all, for that man is not going to live three
months, and when he dies his pictures can’t be had for love or money.’
“I took care to spread that little fact as far as I could, and prepare the world for the event.
“I take credit to myself for our plan of selling the pictures-it was mine. I suggested it that last
evening when we were laying out our campaign, and all three of us agreed to give it a good
fair trial before giving it up for some other. It succeeded with all of us. I walked only two days,
Claude walked two-both of us afraid to make Millet celebrated too close to home- but Carl
walked only half a day, the bright, conscienceless rascal, and after that he traveled like a duke.
“Every now and then we got in with a country editor and started an item around through
the press; not an item announcing that a new painter had been discovered, but an item which
let on that everybody knew Francois Millet; not an item praising him in any way, but merely
a word concerning the present condition of the ‘master’-sometimes hopeful, sometimes
despondent, but always tinged with fears for the worst. We always marked these paragraphs,
and sent the papers to all the people who had bought pictures of us.
“Carl was soon in Paris, and he worked things with a high hand. He made friends with the
correspondents, and got Millet’s condition reported to England and all over the continent,
and America, and everywhere.
“At the end of six weeks from the start, we three met in Paris and called a halt, and stopped
sending back to Millet for additional pictures. The boom was so high, and everything so ripe,
that we saw that it would be a mistake not to strike now, right away, without waiting any longer.
So we wrote Millet to go to bed and begin to waste away pretty fast, for we should like him
to die in ten days if he could get ready.
“Then we figured up and found that among us we had sold eighty-five small pictures and
studies, and had sixty-nine thousand francs to show for it. Carl had made the last sale and the
most brilliant one of all.
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He sold the Angelus for twenty-two hundred francs. How we did glorify him!-not foreseeing
that a day was coming by and by when France would struggle to own it and a stranger would
capture it for five hundred and fifty thousand, cash.
“We had a wind-up supper that night, and next day Claude and I packed up and went off
to nurse Millet through his last days and keep busybodies out of the house and send daily
bulletins to Carl in Paris for publication in the papers of several continents for the information
of the waiting world. The sad end came at last, and Carl was there in time to help in the final
mournful rites.
“You remember that great funeral, and what a stir it made allover the globe, and how the
illustrious of two worlds came to attend it and testify their sorrow. We four-still inseparablecarried the coffin, and would allow none to help. ...”
“Which four?” “We four-for Millet helped to carry his own coffin. In disguise, you know.
Disguised as a relative-distant relative.”
“Astonishing!”
“But true, just the same. Well, you remember how the pictures went up. Money? We didn’t
know what to do with it. There’s a man in Paris to-day who owns seventy Millet pictures. He
paid us two million francs for them. And as for the bushels of sketches and studies which
Millet shoveled out during the six weeks that we were on the road, well, it would astonish you
to know the figure we sell them at nowadays-that is, when we consent to let one go!”
“It is a wonderful history, perfectly wonderful!”
“Yes It amounts to that.”
“Whatever became of Millet?”
“Can you keep a secret?”
“I can.”
“Do you remember the man I called your attention to in the dinning room to- day?
That was Francois Millet……for once they didn’t starve a genius to death and then put into
other pockets the rewards he should have had himself. This songbird was not allowed to pipe
out its heart unheard and then be paid with the cold pomp of a big funeral. We looked out
for that.”

Notes
Mark Twain wrote this story using the name of a famous French painter, Jean-Francois Millet (1814-1875).
Although the tale is entirely fictional, Twain makes an important point___appreciation is often given after
it is too late to do much good.
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About the Author
Mark Twain- one of the most widely loved and celebrated American writers since his first
books were released in the late 1860’s, early 1870’s. Since his death, Mark Twain has transcended
ordinary fame and became an icon of American culture and humour the world over.
Under the pen name Mark Twain, Samuel Langhorn Clemens published over 30 works of
literature encompassing satire, historical fiction, short stories and non-fiction. Many of his
writings have reached the pinnacles of American and world Literature, including the timeless
Adventures of Tom Sawyer, Huckleberry Finn, The Prince and the Pauper and A Connecticut Yankee
in King Arthur’s Court.
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4. The White Knight - Eric Nicol
Once upon a time there was a knight who lived in a little castle on the edge of the forest of
Life. One day this knight looked in the mirror and saw that he was a White Knight.
“Lo!” he cried. “I am a White Knight and therefore represent good. I am the champion of
virtue and honour and justice, and I must ride into the forest and slay the Black Knight, who
is evil.”
So the White Knight mounted his snow-white horse and rode into the forest to find the Black
Knight and lay him in single combat.
Many miles he rode the first day, without so much as a glimpse of the Black Knight. The
second day he rode even farther, still without sighting the ebony armour of mischief. Day
after day he rode, deeper and deeper into the forest of Life, searching thicket and gully and
even the tree tops. The Black Knight was nowhere to be seen.
Yet the White Knight found many signs of the Black Knight’s presence. Again and again he
passed a village in which the Black Knight had struck___a baker’s shop robbed, a horse stolen,
an innkeeper’s daughter ravished. But always he just missed catching the doer of these deeds.
At last the White Knight had spent all his gold in the cause of his search. He was tired and
hungry. Feeling his strength ebbing, he was forced to steal some buns from a bakeshop. His
horse went lame, so that he was forced to replace it, silently and by darkness, with another
white horse in somebody’s stable. And when he stumbled, faint and exhausted, into an inn,
the innkeeper’s daughter gave him her bed, and because he was the White Knight in shining
armour, she gave him her love, and when he was strong enough to leave the inn she cried bitterly
because she could not understand that he had to go and find the Black Knight and slay him.
Through many months, under hot Sun, over frosty paths, the White Knight pressed on
his search, yet all the knights he met in the forest were like himself, fairly white. They were
knights of varying shades of whiteness, depending on how long they, too, had been hunting
the Black Knight.
Some were sparkling white. These had just started hunting that day and irritated the White
Knight by innocently asking directions to the nearest Black Knight.
Others were tattle-tale grey. And still others were so grubby, horse and rider, that the mirror
in their castle would never have recognized them. Yet the White Knight was shocked the day
a knight of gleaming whiteness confronted him suddenly in the forest and with a wild whoop
thundered towards him with levelled lance. The White Knight barely had time to draw his
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sword and, ducking under the deadly steel, plunge it into the attacker’s breast.
The White Knight dismounted and kneeled beside his mortally wounded assailant, whose
visor had fallen back to reveal blond curls and a youthful face. He heard the words, whispered
in anguish: “Is evil then triumphant?” And holding the dead knight in his arms he saw that
beside the bright armour of the youth his own, besmirched by the long quest, looked black
in the darkness of the forest.
His heart heavy with horror and grief, the White Knight who was white no more buried the
boy, then slowly stripped off his own soiled mail, turned his grimy horse free to the forest,
and stood naked and alone in the quiet dusk.
Before him lay a path which he slowly took, which led him to his castle on the edge of the
forest. He went into the castle and closed the door behind him. He went to the mirror and
saw that it no more gave back the White Knight, but only a middle-aged, naked man, a man
who had stolen and ravished and killed in pursuit of evil.
Thereafter when he walked abroad from his castle he wore a coat simple colours, a cheerful
motley, and never looked for more than he could see. And his hair grew slowly white, as did
his fine, full beard, and the people all around called him the Good White Knight.
About the Author: Eric Nicol (1919- ), a former long-time columnist for the Vancouver
Sun, is one of the Canada’s top humorists. He has won the Leacock Medal for humour three
times, and was appointed to the Order of Canada in 2001.
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SUPPLEMENTARY SHORT
STORIES
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1. A Boy Grows Older - By Morley Callaghan
In the bedroom Mrs. Sloane sat down and folded her hands tight in her lap and swallowed
hard and said to her husband, “I’ve got something to tell you about Jim.”
Holding the shoe he had just taken off in his hand, he said, “Were you talking to him
today?”
“He’s coming here for money. I’ve been giving a bit to him from time to time. I know I
shouldn’t, but he’s got me completely distracted.”
“He knows we’ve got no money to lend,” he said, and as he got up and walked around
excitedly with one shoe on, she knew he was thinking of their little bit of money
disappearing day by day. “He knows we’ve only got our bit of a pension,” he said. He had
worked hard all his life and they had both denied, themselves many little comforts and
now she could see a look of terror coming into his eyes that she had seen for the first time
the day he had to quit work and they had thought they would hardly be able to live. “Why,
what’ll happen to us?” he said, turning on her suddenly “Where does he think we get it?”
She only sighed and shook her head, for she had been asking Jim that question for months,
ye’ every time he got behind in his insurance collections he came around, scared, and got a
little money from her.
“There’s no use giving me a setting out,” she said. “He’ll never believe we won’t give it to
him till you tell him. If he understands we’re through helping him maybe he’ll get some
sense.”
As they sat there solemnly looking at each other and waiting for Jim, she had her old
dressing gown wrapped around her and he was sitting on the bed with his white hair
mussed from rubbing his hands through it.
They took turns blurting things out, questions they never tried to answer, questions that
worried them more and more and drew them closer together. When they heard Jim come
in and call from the living room, she said, “Remember, I’m going to tell him I told you. I’ve
done all I can. It’s up to you now.”
Jim was waiting for her, walking up and down with his hat on and his white scarf hanging
out as if the wind had blown it free from his overcoat while he hurried along the street. He
looked very unhappy but tried to smile at his mother. His face was so good-natured it was
almost weak. “What is it this time?” she asked.
“Oh,” he said, sitting down and starting to rub his shoe on the carpet like an embarrassed
small boy, “the same thing, I guess.”
“More money again, you mean,” she said.
“I guess that’s it.”
“In God’s name, what for this time?”
“The same thing___I’m behind in my collections.”
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She had intended to shrug and say coolly, “Speak to your father,” but instead she found
herself walking up and down in front of him, wheeling on him and whispering savagely,
“You’d take the last cent from us, and then what do you think is going to happen? Who
are you going to run to then?” But he got up and took her arm and muttered, “I’ll never
ask you again___I promise___but I’ve got to have it. I’ll give every cent back to you___I
promise, I wouldn’t ask you if there was a chance of getting it any place else.” He felt sure
of her. “I’ll lose my job,” he said.
“Maybe it would teach you to have some respect for yourself,” she said, and then she added
calmly, “I’ve told your father.”
“You told him after all,” he said, terribly hurt. “You promised not to.”
“I’m through,” she said.
He started to work himself up into a temper, which didn’t fool her at all, because he always
did it when he was trying to abuse her.
“You’re mean,” he said. “Plain mean.” His words had no real anger and she smiled grimly.
When he saw her smile he stopped and said helplessly, “Please, Mom, please___” But she
said firmly, “Speak to your father. It’s his money.”
“Mom, just this once more,” he pleaded, and when she saw how he dreaded facing his
father, she was puzzled because he had never been afraid of him, they had never shouted
at each other. “I’ve got to do it, I’ve got to do it,” he kept saying to himself as he walked
up and down, and then he turned to her, white-faced, and said, “Well, I’ve got to ask him, I
can’t help it,” and he went into the bedroom with her following.
His father had gotten into bed and was reading, and he could just see the crown of his
white head rising over the edge of the newspaper. When Jim went into the room, he stood
over under the light on the wall. That was where he always stood when he was in trouble.
Years ago when he had been caught in a petty theft at school he had stood there; when he
had started to work he used to come in late at night and stand under the light and tell them
what had happened during the day, and it was where he had stood the night when he was
eighteen and had told them he was going to get married. He was tilting back and forth on
his heels, waiting for his father to look over at him, but when the paper wasn’t lowered, he
said at last in a mild, friendly tone, “Dad, could you loan me some money?”
His father put down his paper, folded it, shoved it under his arm and took off his glasses
and said, What do you do with your money, son?
As his father stared at him steadily, a silly half-ashamed grin was on Jim’s face. I don’t know,
honestly I don’t,” he said shaking his head.
“Well, tell me what you think you do with it. You must remember something.
Salesmen and collectors are all pretty much alike,” Jim said. They hang around together and
it just slips through their fingers and then they’re short at the end of the week.”
Then a man like you shouldn’t have such a job.”
“I guess you’re right,” Jim mumbled.
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Why don’t you hunt for another job?”
“I will___I’ll try hard,” he said eagerly.
How much do you need this time?”
It’s a lot, I’ve got to cover a whole week’s collections,” Jim said, his head down, his voice
faint.
“All that?” his father said, and Mrs. Sloane knew by the way he swung his head toward
her, startled, that he was thinking of the money he had saved for himself for his personal
expenses such as tobacco, news-papers, a trip to the movies, and clothes for himself. As he
swung the bedclothes off, his face was flushed a vivid red against his white hair and he kept
on staring at Jim. Mrs. Sloane knew he had a bad temper and she grew afraid.
Jim, watching his father coming toward him in his bare feet, muttered hastily, “I guess you
haven’t got it. I guess I’ll go.”
“Wait, Jim,” his father called anxiously, making it clear he was not going to challenge him
at all. “I didn’t say I didn’t have it, did I?” He spoke as if Jim ought to understand they
had always been close together. He was going over to his coat hanging on the closet door.
When Mrs. Sloane saw how he fumbled in his pocket for his chequebook and how his hand
trembled as he jerked his pen out of his vest pocket she knew he was scared of something.
She thought he was scared of Jim: she resented it so much she turned to abuse Jim herself.
But she said nothing to Jim because she had never seen him look so hurt as he did standing
there waiting and realizing that his father was scared. He was watching his father as if at
last he understood everything his father felt, and he said in a whisper, “What are you scared
of ?”
“Nothing,” his father said.
“What’s the matter?”
“Maybe I was thinking it might be worse.”
“What do you mean?”
“Supposing I didn’t give it to you?” his father said, and while they kept looking at each
other, Jim felt the fear in his father that came from knowing how weak he was, a fear that
tomorrow or in a year something was apt to happen that would break him and jail him. He
turned to his mother, begging her with his eyes to tell him what to do or say that would
drive that scared look from his father’s eyes. For the first time he seemed aware of their
feeling for him. She nodded her head: she wanted to tell him she believed in him, but she
was puzzled herself.
His father was writing the cheque on the top of the dresser. He wrote very carefully, and
when he was finished he handed the cheque to Jim, saying, only, “Here you are, Son.”
Looking at the cheque as if it were very hard for him to take it, Jim said in such a low voice
she could hardly hear him, “I guess I’ve got to take it, but I’ll pay you back. I wish you’d
believe I’ll pay you back. I don’t want to take it if you won’t believe it.”
“All right, Son.”
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“Well, thanks, thanks”, he said.
But at the door he stood for a while with his head down, waiting, as if he couldn’t bear to
leave them till he was sure they had some faith left in him. He was so grave it made him
look years older.
When he had gone, his father waited a while for her to abuse him scornfully for not being
firm with him, and then when she didn’t speak, but stood there looking at the door, he got
into bed and pulled the covers over him. After a few moments, she went over and got into
bed too. But she couldn’t lie down. She sat up stiffly, staring down at her husband’s face.
His head rolled away from her and his eyes were closed.
“I’m glad you gave it to him”, she said.
He opened his eyes and said simply, “He’s getting older. He was a little different. Didn’t you
notice it? It made me feel we hadn’t been wrong helping him this far.”
As she lay down beside him and reached to turn out the light, her hand trembled. She lay
very still. Then she turned and put her arm around him, and they lay there together in the
dark.

73

Print 2021

2. Overseasoned - Anton Cheov
ON ARRIVING at Deadville Station, Gleb Smirnov, the surveyor, found that the farm to
which his business called him still lay some thirty or forty miles farther on. If the driver
should be sober and the horses could stand up, the distance would be less than thirty miles;
with a fuddled driver and old skates for horses, it might amount to fifty.
‘Will you tell me, please, where I can get some post-horses?’ asked the surveyor of the
station-master.
‘What? Post-horses? You won’t find even a stray dog within a hundred miles of here, let
alone post-horses! Where do you want to go?’
‘To Devkino, General Hohotov’s farm.’
‘Well,’ yawned the station-master, ‘go round behind the station; there are some peasants
there that sometimes take passengers.’
The surveyor sighed and betook himself wearily to the back of the station. There, after a
long search and much disputing and agitating, he at last secured a huge, lusty peasant, surly,
pock-marked, wearing a ragged coat of grey cloth and straw-shoes.
‘What a devil of a wagon you have!’ grumbled the surveyor, climbing in. ‘I can’t tell which
is the front and which is the back.’
‘Can’t you? The horse’s tail is in front and where your honour sits is the back.’
The pony was young but gaunt, with sprawling legs and ragged ears. When the driver stood
up and beat it with his rope whip, it only shook its head; when he rated it soundly and beat
it a second time the wagon groaned and shuddered as if in a fever; at the third stroke the
wagon rocked, and at the fourth, moved slowly away.
‘Will it be like this all the way?’ asked the surveyor, violently shaken and wondering at the
ability of Russian drivers for combining the gentle crawl of a tortoise with the most soulracking bumping.
‘We’ll get there,’ the driver soothed him. ‘The little mare is young and spry. Only let her
once get started and there is no stopping her. Get up, you devil!’
They left the station at dusk. To the right stretched a cold, dark plain so boundless and vast
that if you crossed it no doubt you would come to the Other End of Nowhere. The cold
autumn sunset burnt out slowly where the edge of it melted into the sky. To the left, in
the fading light, some little mounds rose up that might have been either trees or last year’s
haystacks. The surveyor could not see what lay ahead, for here the whole landscape was
blotted out by the broad, clumsy back of the driver. The air was still, but frosty and cold.
‘What desolation!’ thought the surveyor, trying to cover his ears with his coat collar; ‘not
a hut nor a house! If we were beset and robbed here not a soul would know it, not if we
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were to fire cannons. And that driver isn’t trustworthy. What a devil of a back he has! It is
as much as a man’s life is worth even to touch a child of nature like that with his forefinger!
He has an ill-looking snout, like wild animal. Look here, friend,’ asked the surveyor, ‘what’s
your name?’
‘My name? KIim.
‘Well, KIim, how is it about here? Not dangerous? No one plays any pranks, do they?’
‘Oh, Lord preserve us, no! Who would there be to play pranks?’ ‘That’s right. But, in any
case, I have three revolvers here’___the surveyor lied___“and, you know, it’s a bad plan to
joke with a revolver. One revolver is a match for ten robbers.’
Night fell. Suddenly the wagon creaked, groaned, trembled, and turned to the left, as if
against its will.
‘Where is he taking me now?’ thought the surveyor. ‘He was going straight ahead, and now
he has suddenly turned to the left. I am afraid the scoundrel is carrying me off to some
lonely thicket___and___and___things have been known to happen. Listen!’ he said to
the driver, ‘so you say there is no danger here? Well, that’s a pity. I love a good fight with
robbers. I am small and sickly to look at, but I have the strength of an ox. Three robbers
attacked me once, and what do you think? I shook one of them so that___well, it killed
him. The other two I had sent to hard labour in Siberia. I can’t think where all my strength
comes from. I could take a big rascal like you in one hand___and___and___skin him!’
KIim looked round at the surveyor, blinked all over his face, and dealt his pony a blow.
‘Yes, my friend,’ continued the surveyor, ‘Heaven help the robber that falls into my hands!
Not only would he be left without any legs, but he would have to answer for his crimes in
court, where all the judges and lawyers are friends of mine. I am a government official, and
a very important one. When I am travelling like this the government knows it and keeps an
eye on me to see that no one does me any harm. There are policemen and police captains
hidden in the bushes all along the road. Stop! Stop!’ yelled the surveyor suddenly. ‘Where
are you going? Where are you taking me to?’
‘Can’t you see? Into the wood.’
‘So he is,’ thought the surveyor. ‘I was frightened, I mustn’t show my feelings; he has
already seen that I am afraid of him. What makes him look around at me so often? He
must be meditating something. At first we barely moved, and now we are flying. Listen,
Klim, why do you hurry your horse so?’
I am not hurrying her; she is running away of her own accord. When once she begins
running away, nothing will stop her. She is sorry herself that her legs are made that way.’
‘That’s a lie, my friend, I can see it’s a lie. I advise you not to go so fast. Hold your horse in,
do you hear? Hold him in!’
‘Why?’
‘Because___because___I have four friends following me from the station. I want them to
catch up. They promised to catch me up in this wood. It will be jollier travelling with them.
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They are big, strong fellows, every one of them has a revolver. Why do you look round
and jump about as if you were sitting on a tack? Hey? See here, I I - there is nothing about
me worth looking at, there is nothing interesting about me in the least___unless it is my
revolvers! Here, if you want to see them I’ll take them out and show them to you___let me
get them.’
The surveyor pretended to be searching in his pockets, and at that moment something
happened which not even his worst fears had led him to expect. Klim suddenly threw
himself out of the wagon and ran off on all fours through the forest.
‘Help!’ he shouted. ‘Help! Take my horse, take my wagon, accursed one, only spare me my
soul! Help!’
The sound of his hurrying footsteps died away, the dry leaves rustled, all was still. When
this unexpected judgement fell on him, the surveyor’s first act was to stop the horse; then
he settled himself more comfortably in the wagon and began to think.
‘So he has taken fright and made off, the fool! Well, what shall I do now? I don’t know the
way, so I can’t go on alone, and, anyway, if I did, it would look as if I had stolen his horse.
What shall I do? Klim! K!im!’
‘Klim!’ answered the echo.
At the idea of spending the whole night alone in a dark forest, listening to the wolves, the
echo, and the snorting of the lean pony, the surveyor felt the gooseflesh running up and
down his spine.
‘Klim!’ he yelled. ‘Dear old Klim! Good old Klim! Where are you?’
For two hours he called, and it was not until he had lost his voice and resigned himself to
the thought of a night in the forest that a faint breeze brought him the sound of a groan.
‘Klim, is that you, old man? Come, Klim, let us start!’
‘You___you’ll kill me!’
‘Why, Klim, I was only joking, old chap; upon my word I was. Fancy my carrying revolvers
with me! I lied like that because I was afraid. Do let us start; I am frozen!’
Klim, thinking, no doubt, that a real robber would have made off long ago with the horse
and wagon, came out of the-forest and approached his fare with caution.
‘What are you afraid of, idiot? I was only joking, and you are afraid of me! Get in!’
‘Lord, Mister,’ muttered Klim, climbing into the wagon, ‘if I had foreseen this I wouldn’t
have taken you for a hundred roubles. You have nearly scared me to death!’
Klim beat his pony - the wagon shuddered; Klim beat him again - the wagon rocked; at the
fourth stroke, as the wagon moved slowly away, the surveyor pulled his coat collar over his
ears and abandoned himself to meditation. .
Neither Klim nor the road seemed dangerous now.
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3. D. B. Cooper Max Haines
The 37 passengers responded to the announcement that Northwest Airlines Flight 305
was about to take off. Flying time for the 727 between Portland, Oregon, and Seattle,
Washington was 25 minutes. This flight would take much longer.
It was a trip none of the 37 passengers would ever forget. On that U.S. Thanksgiving
evening of November 24, 1971, one of their numbers would become part of American
folklore as a cross between Robin Hood and Jesse James.
Dan Cooper unobtrusively strolled aboard the aircraft. Stewardesses Florence Shaffner
and Tina Mucklow welcomed him abroad. D.B. Cooper, as he came to be known Cooper,
as he came to be known due to a reporting error, took a seat by himself at the rear of the
aircraft.
Moments after takeoff, D.B. pressed the button requesting a stewardess’s assistance. Miss
Shaffner responded. Silently D.B. handed her a folded piece of paper. Miss Shaffner
an attractive brunette, had been approached in many different ways since becoming a
stewardess. This was a novel move. She was later to tell authorities, “I thought he was
trying to hustle me.” Then she read the note.
In simple language it was a demand for 10,000 twenty dollar bills and two sport parachutes.
Otherwise the plane its passenger, and crew would be blown up. Miss Shaffner gulped as
D.B. flipped open his suitcase and revealed two red cylinders attached to coils of wire. To
this day no one knows if the contents of D.B’ s briefcase held a real bomb constructed of
dynamite or merely highway flares. D.B. closed his briefcase and the contents were never
seen by anyone again.
Miss Shaffner walked briskly to the cockpit and passed the note to Captain William Scott.
He radioed Seattle for instructions. They, in turn, immediately contacted local police, the
FBI, and Northwest Airlines president Don Nyrop. Instructions were not long in coming.
Tersely they were told, “Do whatever he demands.”
Scott informed his passengers that there would be a slight delay in landing due to minor
mechanical difficulties. Meanwhile, officials on the ground were gathering up and
photographing $200 000 in twenty dollar bills.
For three hours the 727 circled Seattle before beginning its descent. Once on the ground,
the passengers were informed of the real cause of the delay. They breathed a collective
sigh of relief when D.B. accepted a bag from a Federal Aviation Administration official.
The laundry sack contained 21 pounds of twenty dollar bills. D.B. then inspected the two
parachutes brought aboard as instructed. Satisfied, he dismissed all passengers and Miss
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Shaffner with a wave of his hand.
Flight 305 again took to the air. D.B. dictated notes to attendant Tina Mucklow, who passed
them on to Captain Scott. Cooper instructed the pilot to head for Reno at an altitude below
10,000 feet, keeping flaps down and cruising at 200 miles per hour. After being assured
that his wishes would be carried out to the last detail, D.B. escorted Tina Mucklow to the
cockpit and gave firm orders that no one was to leave the cockpit area.
A few minutes later a red light flashed on Scott’s control panel, indicating that the plane’s
rear boarding ramp had been unlatched. At 8: 10 p.m. a second red light indicated that
the ramp was fully extended. The aircraft was behaving somewhat erratically due to the
extended ramp. Scott, at a loss for words, inquired over the P.A. system, “Anything we can
do for you?” There was no reply.
It is believed that D.B. parachuted over a wilderness area north of Portland, which
includes the tiny village of Ariel, Washington. A snowstorm was raging outside, while the
temperature was 7 below zero. The crew of the 727 continued on to Reno, landing hours
later without coming out of the cockpit.
Back in Seattle, passengers and stewardess Florence Shaffner were questioned extensively.
They were able to provide surprisingly little in the way of helpful information regarding
D.B’s disappearance. Most had not really seen the skyjacker and had no reason to pay
particular attention to him since they were not aware a skyjacking was taking place until
they had landed. Miss Shaffner did her best. D.B. had been wearing a brown business suit
and sunglasses. That was pretty well it. He wasn’t noteworthy in any way. The 727 was
searched for clues, but D.B. left nothing behind except unanswered questions.
Did he parachute out of the aircraft at 8:10 p.m. into a driving snowstorm, or did he
parachute out later, extending the ramp as a subterfuge to throw police off his track? Did
he survive? Above all, who in tarnation was D.B. Cooper?
For over eight years nothing was heard of D.B. Cooper. Many admired the idea of an
individual planning and executing the daring skyjacking without hurting anyone. To
police, he is the criminal responsible for hatching a diabolical plot which placed 42 lives in
jeopardy.
Whatever your feelings, D.B. Cooper caught on. First came the t-shirts, then the movie,
then the songs. You can even sip a D.B. Cooper cocktail in many western U.S. bars. No
question about it, D.B. became an American folk hero.
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On Feb. 12, 1980, the man without an identity again made his way into the headlines.
Children on a family picnic about 32 kilometres outside of Portland found a bundle of
decomposed twenty dollar bills. The FBI verified that the serial numbers of the bills, which
totalled $6000, matched those of the bills handed over to D.B. eight long years before.
They also verified that all the bills were from one bundle.
Did the recovered money provide any answers or did it lead to more unanswered
questions? Was that rascal D.B. clever enough to toss away $6000 so that searchers would
believe he died in the lonely woods upon landing, or did he really perish and was his body
ravished by wild animals?
The mystery continues to intrigue Laurel and Dave Fisher, the owners of the Ariel
Store and Tavern in Ariel, Washington. Each year, on the Saturday following the U.S.
Thanksgiving, they celebrate D.B’s dramatic jump on D.B. Cooper Day. Laurel tells me that
there generally isn’t that much excitement in Ariel, whose population is about 100, with
another hundred or so “within shouting distance.”
However, on D.B. Cooper Day all that changes. Over 450 patrons sign the guest book on
the big day. Dave stocks up with 100 cases of beer and barrels of chili for the guests, some
of whom come from as far away as England. You can purchase D.B. Cooper t-shirts and an
engraved certificate attesting that you are a member of the D.B. Cooper fan club. The party
starts at 10:00 in the morning and ends at 2:00 the next morning.
Did finding some of the ransom loot in 1980 put a damper on the fun in Ariel? “Not on
your life,” replies Laurel Fisher. “It added to the speculation. Among our customers it’s
about 50-50 whether old D.B. is dead or alive. We all hope he shows up for a bowl of chili
and a beer on D.B. Cooper Day.”
So does the FBI, Laurel, so does the FBI.
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4. Not Even a Corpse to Cremate - Kunzang Choden
Every evening when the girls came home with their cattle they would each carry a load of
firewood and invariably the village boys would stand around and quip, “Where did you find
the raven’s nest?” or “How many ravens’ nests did you steal today?” Raven’s nest, of course,
alluded to the small useless twigs that the birds use to build their nests. The girls were fed up
with the teasing and taunting and they had long ago realized that it was no use fighting back
with words. The only way to fight back the bothersome boys was to show them that they were
as strong and as able to carry big, heavy logs of firewood as the boys themselves.
As the boys engaged in their usual ritual of loud badgering one evening, the girls walked home
in silence, with only traces of mysterious smiles on their faces which reflected nothing of their
resolve. Failing to achieve any communication with the girls, the boys left their strategic posts
in silence, peeved and disappointed. The teasing was only an excuse to talk to the girls, for
this was the only way that these gawky teenage boys knew how to interact with girls. Phurba
Lhamo and Pem Doikar were certainly the most attractive girls in the village and they realized
that even if they brought home the heaviest logs of wood the boys would still find a reason
to tease them.
Next day, as soon as the cows were milked, Phurba Lhamo and Pem Doikar took them and
headed towards the pastures. The girls wore, as head bands cane ropes, which were made into
rings over their heads, around their necks were a medley of colorful strings and beads and
their faces were flushed with secret excitement. The big sickles called gila were stuck into their
belts in the back. Over their arms they casually tossed the coarse cloths which they would
use as protection for their own clothes against the roughness of the branches and logs they
would carry on their backs. Phurba Lhamo had a long and slender willow branch with which
she guided her cattle along the track and Pem Doikar was already busy spinning with a drop
spindle as she walked. There was nothing unnatural about the duo except, perhaps, only a
keen observer would have discerned a small difference; these girls did not stroll along in their
usual leisurely way but seemed to walk with a resolute purpose.
The girls drove their animals past the other curious herders, telling them that they expected
the grass to be more plentiful and tender further up the mountainside. Once they reached the
forested area they let their cattle graze freely and they themselves immediately ventured into
the forests, searching for the thickest branches, pulling and dragging them into an open space
where they began to chop them into lengths that they would tie into bundles to be carried
on their backs. When the loads were ready it was time to take the cattle home; for they had
to start back a little earlier than the others as they had come a little further than the other
herders. “I’ll help you with your load first and then you can help me,” suggested Pem Doikar.
Phurba Lhamo covered her back with the coarse cloth and then sat with her back against the
load of firewood. She carefully pulled her arms through the straps made from the rope that
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was tied around the firewood and began to adjust them, all the time saying, “Wait, wait, I’ll
be ready in just a moment.”
Pem Doikar had suddenly become quite impatient and extending her hands towards her friend
said, “How long do I have to wait to help you up? Can’t you hurry up?”
“Look, the rope is all tangled, if you want me to hurry up you better help me to untangle the
rope first.”
With an impatient intake of a quick breath, Pem Doikar bent forward to help her friend when
she was suddenly swept off the ground. Phurba Lhamo looked up and screamed an endless
scream; her friend was being carried away by some gigantic monster that walked on two legs.
Phurba Lhamo saw her friend as she struggled, throwing her arms about and kicking wildly
like some one about to drown. Strapped to the heavy load of firewood, all she could do was
watch on helplessly as her friend’s mouth opened and closed with silent cries for help before
she disappeared into the thick forests.
“Are you sure it was not a bear?”
“What was the color of the animal?”
“Did it bite on to Pem Doikar as it dragged her away? Think carefully and tell us all the details”.
In spite of the horrifying experience Phurba Lhamo seemed to remember everything with
clarity and she replied to all the questions patiently and carefully. “I am sure it was not a bear. I
have seen plenty of bears. This creature was not even black; it was grayish brown. It did not bite
her and drag her. It carried her in its arms like we carry children,” and she demonstrated how.
The people were shocked and mystified, “What could this creature have been?” they asked,
but found no answers.
All the men from the village volunteered to go and search for the missing girl. They quickly
devised torches out of old shingles and moved out of the village, climbing the same
mountainside where the girls had been earlier in the day. Darkness had descended and as the
anxious villagers looked towards the mountainside they could see the spots of light from the
torches spread over the entire area. For those who had remained in the village, the wait was
long and strained and every now and then Pem Doikar’s mother broke into uncontrollable sobs.
Phurba Lhamo sat by her, trying to reassure her but she herself was now crying more than
actually easing the old woman’s anxieties. The men returned one by one, their torches burnt out,
their faces serious and tired. They had not found the missing girl. Although nothing definite
was known about the fate of the girl, a heavy solemnity descended upon the village. Everybody
seemed to huddle near their hearths and speak in hushed tones, as if in mourning. With the
first light of day Pem Doikar’s father organized another search, party and at the end of the
day, after a thorough search they came home with the girl’s sickle and her drop spindle. They
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had called for her until their throats were
sore and hoarse; at least they were relieved
that there were no evidence of any violence
or blood. For the family it is often better to
have no evidence of a missing person than
to have to deal with mangled and mutilated
body. Although nobody could come up with
a plausible explanation as to what might have
happened to the girl the village was at once
buzzing with speculations and rumors.
“The girl has fallen into the hands of the
spirits of the mountains. She has left the
realms of the humans and has entered the
world of the Lhaende,” intoned the astrologer after he had consulted the book of divinations.
The years went by swiftly but the incident was not forgotten and Pem Doikar’s mother when
referring to her daughter’s mysterious disappearance always lamented, “Aie, my Pem Doikar,
if she is still alive there is nothing to prove her existence and if she is dead there is not even
her corpse to cremate. What fate is this?”
Fate was indeed unfathomable. Many years later still, unknown to the villagers of Pem Doikar,
a strange woman appeared in a distant village, many valleys away. The woman was not young.
Her hair was long and wild, she was clothed in the furs of wild animals which were stitched
together roughly. Around her neck was a string of colorful beads. Her face was dark and
gaunt; her arms and legs were criss-crossed with scars and bruises and she had a wild yet
frightened look. She held her hands under her chin and stepped backwards in fear when people
approached her. She uttered sounds that were incomprehensible to all. The people of the
village stood around this woman talking and gesticulating excitedly, the children laughed and
teased her and the village dogs ran wild and barked in disorderly agitation. The vulnerability
of this strange woman immediately melted the aged hearts of Mimi Tashi and Aei Lhamo
and they broke through the crowds and took her hands gently, led her to their house at the
end of the village and she let herself be guided.
After many months of patient and loving kindness the strange woman was able to learn to
speak again and then she was able to tell her story. She recalled screaming and crying for
help after she was abducted by the migoi. She must have become unconscious after a while
because when she woke up she found herself in a cave with the strange creature next to her,
staring at her curiously. She remembered that she began to holler and shriek in sheer fright
and confusion, until she passed out again. She must have drifted in and out of consciousness
because she remembered very little of what happened over the following days. As time passed
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the creature sat by her side continuously and left her side only to go and bring her different
kinds of games which it piled up beside her. She could have run away during the time it went
hunting but she was simply too starved and weak to move. In the beginning she was repulsed
by all the meat that had accumulated in the cave in various stages of decay but finally she
realized that she had to eat something if she were to survive. For the rest of her time with the
creature she lived on the meat that it brought her and covered her body with the furs from these
carcasses. The vegetation of the area was not familiar to her and she dared not eat it although
she grew tired of the meat diet. Later she learned to use sharp stones and wooden splinters
to cut the meat into strips and dry them before she ate them. The dried meat provided some
change from having to eat raw meat all the time. The creature would sit and watch her all the
time and became agitated and intense every time she tried to run away. Whenever she went a
little further from the cave than the creature thought was necessary it grabbed her gently and
carried her back to the cave. She was a virtual prisoner of this creature. In the depth of the
wilderness surrounded by unfamiliar dangers lurking everywhere, she, in the course of time
was compelled to turn to the only familiar and unchanging object in her entire environment;
this huge, hideous creature who was gentle and caring in its own strange way.
Pem Doikar watched the seasons change and she guessed that many years had passed. She had
no orientation of where she was and how far she was from the nearest human settlements.
Every direction she looked there were thick forests on layers and layers of endless mountains.
For many years she longed to hear a human voice or see a human face but she couldn’t even
hear the distant bark of dogs at the herders’ camps and she realized that they were far out in
the deepest depths of the wilderness. She wondered if she had actually died and it was only
her spirit that was bondaged to this creature, but when she tested this idea, she found that
her body still created a shadow and her feet left imprints on the stones after she had walked
through streams and brooks; spirits do not cast shadows and leave imprints, that much she
knew. But she also knew that she was lost to the human world and was as good as dead.
In the course of many more years she learned to accept the creature as her companion and
a baby was born to her. The baby was more human-like than the father and she immediately
felt a strong bond to this helpless and strange-looking thing that suckled furiously at her
breasts. She nursed it and nourished it in the best way she knew. The baby provided some of
the human companionship that she had yearned for and she was grateful. But Pem Diokar’s
heart cried out for human company, after all these years she never stopped scheming and
plotting how she could run away from her guard. Escape had become her life’s purpose and
challenge; perhaps it had become her reason to go on living and hoping.
It was winter and bitterly cold, snow fell unceasingly and piled high all around them. One day
the creature carried her and the child and took them to a different area where it was a little
warmer and there was less snow on the ground. Pem Doikar at once guessed that they were
closer to human habitats and at once renewed hopes of escape rekindled in her heart. She grew
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restless and anxious but had to contain her excitement because her companion had learned
quickly to sense her emotions. She concealed her emotions well and now the creature relaxed
in her company and did not display any signs of overt anxiety when she went away from the
cave for short periods of time. Over many days and nights she feverishly debated in her mind
whether she should take the baby with her or not, and finally and painfully decided that she
would escape alone. She reasoned that if her escape was not successful the baby would most
likely fall prey to the wild animals in the forest and even if she did reach a village the people
would, perhaps, not accept the strange child, which looked only almost human; it would be
better off in the wild with its father.
One day as usual she wandered off into the forest and then as soon as she was some distance
away from the migoi she ran off as fast as her feet could carry her. She followed the sound of
the river and soon she reached a deep and narrow gorge where there was a rather small tree
trunk pulled across the turbulent river as a temporary bridge; the first signs of human presence,
and it encouraged her to move on. Holding on to the branches of the horizontal tree, she
crossed the bridge swiftly and then with all her might pushed the tip of the tree trunk into
the river. The tip of the tree, which was barely resting on the bank, was slowly dislodged and
the trunk fell in to the gushing, roaring waters and the furious currents carried it downstream.
She looked across the stream and saw her migoi with the child in its arms gesticulating wildly,
holding up the baby; even over the loud roaring of the river she could hear the strange but
familiar sounds he made. Pem Doikar knew that even with his immense strength he would
never be able to come across the river which was very deep, icy cold and its current so viciously
fierce. In the safety of this knowledge she stood still on the bank of the river looking at her
child and its father. A tinge of sadness touched her heart and she knew that she would have
to move fast before it overwhelmed her and she changed her mind. As she turned to go, the
creature wailed so loudly and so mournfully that she had to stop and turn back. What she
then saw was so brutish that she was numbed in all her senses; the child’s father tore the
child in half and tossed one half towards her and then crouched on the ground, holding and
cuddling the other half. In its natural and wild judgment it had decided that parents shared
the responsibility of looking after a child.
Not many months after Pem Doikar had told her extraordinary story she died, in fact she sort
of just wilted away, without a specific cause for her death. Ever since her return, although she
was able to relearn the language and the human ways she was never ever happy again. She
walked around like one in a daze, with a vacant look in her eyes. She seemed to be in perpetual
mourning, perhaps she mourned the cruel death of her child or she mourned her own betrayal
of a genuine companion. The elderly couple, Mimi Tashi and Aei Lhamo observed all the
appropriate rites for her cremation and Pem Doikar’s own mother’s lament, “there is not even
her corpse to cremate” was no longer relevant.

84

Print 2021

5. Penny in the Dust - Ernest Buckler
MY SISTER and I were walking through the old sun-still fields the evening before the funeral,
recalling this or that thing which had happened in this or that place, turning over memories
after the fashion of families who gather again in the place where they were born___trying to
disclose and identify themselves with the strange children they must have been.
“Do you remember the afternoon we thought
you were lost?” my sister said. I did. That was
as long ago as the day I was seven.
“We searched everywhere,” she said, “up
in the meetinghouse, back in the blueberry
barrens___we even looked in the well. I think
it’s the only time I ever saw Father really upset.
He didn’t even stop to tie up the horse’s reins.
He raced right through the chopping where
Tom Reeve was burning brush, looking for
you___right through the flames almost. They
couldn’t do a thing with him. And you up in
your bed, sound asleep!
“It was all over losing a penny or something,
wasn’t it?” she went on, when I didn’t answer.
It was. She laughed indulgently. “You were a
crazy kid, weren’t you?”
I was. But there was more to it than that. I had never seen a brand-new penny before. I thought
they were all black. This one was bright as gold. And my father had given it to me.
You would have to understand about my father and that is the hard thing to tell. If I say that
he worked all day long, but I had never seen him hurry, that would make him sound like a
stupid man. If I say that he never held me on his knee and that I never heard him laugh out
loud in his life, it would make him sound humorless and severe. If I said that whenever I’d be
telling mother some of my fancy plans and he’d come into the kitchen I’d stop, like someone
hiding the pages of a foolish book, you’d think that he was distant and that in some kind of
way I was afraid of him. None of that would be true.
There’s no way you can tell it to make it sound like anything more than an inarticulate man a
little at sea with an imaginative child. You’ll have to take my word for it that there was more
to it than that. It was as if his sure-footed way in the fields forsook him the instant he came
near the door of my child’s world and that he must wipe off his feet before he stood inside,
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awkward and conscious of trespass; and that I, sensing that but not understanding it, felt, at
the sound of his solid step outside, my world’s foolish fragility.
He would fix the small spot where I planted beans and other quick-sprouting seeds before he
prepared the big garden, even if the spring was late; but he wouldn’t ask me how many rows
I wanted and, if he made three tiny rows and I wanted four, I couldn’t ask him to change
them. If I walked behind the load of hay, longing to ride, and he walked ahead of the oxen,
I couldn’t ask him to put me up and he wouldn’t make any move to do so, until he saw me
trying to grasp the binder.
He, my father, had just given me a new penny, bright as gold.
He took it from his pocket several times, pretending to examine the date on it, waiting for
me to notice it. He couldn’t offer me anything until I had shown some sign that the gift would
be welcome.
“You can have it if you want it, Dan,” he said at last.
I said, “Oh, thanks,” Nothing more.
I started with it to the store. For a penny you could buy the magic cylinder of “Long Tom”
popcorn, with Heaven knows what colored jewel on the ring inside. But the more I thought of
my bright penny disappearing forever into the black drawstring pouch the Assyrian merchant
kept his money in, the slower my steps lagged as the store came nearer and nearer. I sat down
in the road.
It was that time of magic suspension in an August afternoon. The lifting smells of leaves
and cut clover hung still in the sun. The sun drowsed, like a kitten curled upon my shoulder.
The deep flour-fine dust in the road puffed about my bare ankles warm and soft as sleep. A
swallow-tailed butterfly clung to the road, its bright-banded wings spreading and converging
like the movements of breathing. The sound of the cowbells came sharp and hollow from
the cool swamp.
I began to play with the penny postponing the decision. I would close my eyes and bury it
deep in the sand and then, with my eyes still closed, get up and walk around and then come
back to search for it tantalizing myself each time with the thrill of discovering afresh its bright
shining edge. I did that again and again. Alas once too often.
It was almost dark when their excited talking in the room woke me. It was mother who had
found me. I suppose when it came dusk she thought of me in the bed other nights and I
suppose she looked there without any reasonable hope, but as you do when the search has
become desperate, in every place where the thing lost has ever lain before. And now suddenly
she was crying.
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“Danny!” she cried, with the pointlessness of sudden relief, “where have you been!”
“I lost my penny,” I said.
“You lost your penny___? But what made you come up here and hide?” If my father hadn’t
been there, I might have told her. But when I looked up at my father, standing there like the
shape of everything sound and straight, it was like daylight shredding the memory of a foolish
dream. How could I bear the shame of repeating before him the soft twisting visions I had
built in my head in the magic August afternoon when almost anything could be made to seem
real, as I buried the penny and dug it up again? How could I explain that pit-of-the-stomach
sickness which struck through the whole day when I had to believe, at last, that it was really
lost? How could I explain that I wasn’t really hiding from them? How, with the words and the
understanding I had then, that the only possible place to run from that awful feeling of loss
was the soft, absorbing, dark safeness of bed? That I had cried myself asleep?
“I lost my penny,” I said. I looked at father and turned my face into the pillow. “I want to go
to sleep.”
“Danny,” my mother said, “it’s almost nine o’clock. You haven’t had a bite of supper. Do you
know you almost scared the life out of us!”
“You better git some supper,” my father said. It was the only time he had spoken.
I knew mother would talk about it and talk about it, but I never dreamed of father ever
mentioning it again. But the next morning when we had the forks in our hands, ready to toss
out the hay, he seemed to hold up the moment of actually leaving for the field. He stuck his
fork in the ground and brought in another pail of water, though the kettle was chock-full.
He took out the shingle nail that held his broken brace together and put it back in exactly the
same hole. He went into the shop to see if the pigs had cleaned up all their breakfast.
“Ain’t you got no idea where you lost your penny?” he said suddenly.
“Yes,” I said, “I know just about.”
“Let’s see if we can’t find it,” he said.
We walked down the road together, stiff with awareness. He didn’t hold my hand.
“It’s right here somewheres,” I said. “I was playin’ with it in the dust.” He looked at me,
questioningly but he didn’t ask me what game anyone could possibly play with a penny in
the dust.
I might have known he would find it. In making a whistle he could tap alder bark with his
jackknife just exactly hard enough so it wouldn’t break but so it would twist free from the
wood beneath, though I couldn’t believe he had ever made a whistle for himself when he
was a child. His great fingers could trace loose the hopeless snarl of a fishing line that I could
only succeed in tangling tighter and tighter. If I broke the handle of my wheelbarrow ragged
beyond sight of any possible repair, he could take it and bring it back to me so you could
hardly see the place if you weren’t looking for it.
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He got down on his knees and drew his fingers carefully through the dust, like a harrow; not
clawing it frantically in heaps as I had done, covering even while I uncovered. He found the
penny almost at once.
He held it in his hand, as if the moment of passing it to me were a deadline for something
he dreaded to say, but must. Something that could not be postponed any longer if it were to
be spoken at all.
“Dan,” he said, “You needn’ta hid. I wouldn’ta beat you.”
“Beat me? Oh, Father! You didn’t think that was the reason___?” I felt almost sick.
Do you know how I felt then? I felt as if I had beaten him. His face looked like I had seen it
of an evening when mother wasn’t speaking and he would pick up a schoolbook or a paper
and follow the lines patiently, though he never read any other time at all. I had to tell him the
truth then. Because only the truth, no matter how foolish it was, would have the unmistakable
sound of truth, to scatter that awful idea out of his head.
“I wasn’t hidin’, father,” I said, “honest___I was___I was buryin’ my penny and makin’ out
I was diggin’ up treasure. I was makin’ out I was findin’ gold. I didn’t know what to do when
I lost it, I just didn’t know where to go___ “His head was bent forward, like mere listening.
I had to make it truer still.
“I made out it was gold,” I said desperately, “and I___I was making out I bought you a mowin’
machine so’s you could get your work done early every day so’s you and I could go into town
in the big automobile I made out I bought and everyone’d turn around and look at us drivin’
down the streets___” His head was perfectly still, as if he were only waiting with patience
for me to finish.
“___laughin’ and talkin”___I said, louder, smiling intensely, compelling him, by the absolute
conviction of some true particular, to believe me.___
He looked up then. It was the only time I had ever seen tears in his eyes.
I wondered, though, why he hesitated and then put the penny back in his own pocket.
Yesterday I knew. I never found any fortune and we never had a car to ride in together. But I
think he knew what that would be like, just the same. I found the penny again yesterday, when
we were getting out his good clothes___in an upper vest pocket where no one ever carries
change. It was still shining. He must have kept it polished. I left it there.
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Novel

The Giver: Lois Lowry
The Giver is her most ambitious work to date and her acceptance speech for the Newbery
Award it received tells of the many rivers of experience and inspiration that led her to write
it. One of those rivers of inspiration came from her father who was, at that time, in a nursing
home having lost most of his long-term memory. She realized one day while visiting her
father that, without memory, there is no pain and
began to imagine a society in which the past was
deliberately forgotten. The flaws in that supposedly
ideal society show the need for personal and societal
memory and for making connections with the past
and with each other. The ending of The Giver,
which is deliberately ambiguous, has been the
subject of much discussion by readers. All that Lois
will say about it is that there will never be a sequel
and that she is hopeful about its ending. With its
varied interpretations, the book is a wonderful one
for discussion groups for middle school students.
Lois has said that each reader reads his or her own
book and that is certainly shown in the varied
reactions to The Giver.
Recurrent themes for Lois Lowry seem to be saying
goodbye, the importance of making connections
with others and finding a place where we belong.
The Giver deals with all of these and more. Lois
Lowry’s work is wide-ranging, richly varied and right
on target for her intended audiences.
Rationale
The Giver is a novel that students of class X will enjoy immensely because the plot is original
and fresh. The plot follows a logical series of events and is cleverly crafted. There is an
identifiable climax, plenty of conflict and tension. On the whole it is a fascinating story with
great examples of foreshadowing and flashbacks. Foreshadowing is a technique the writer uses
to arouse the reader’s curiosity, build suspense and help prepare the reader to accept events
that occur later in the novel. Flashback is a device that shifts the narrative from the present
to the past, usually to reveal a change in character or illustrate an important point.
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There is a lot of intrigue. The protagonist is a young boy of twelve. He is himself unaware of
what is in store for him in his assigned job as a receiver of memory. What are the memories?
Why must the community be shielded from these memories? Why is it necessary to keep these
memories alive? The reader is kept busy throughout the novel trying to unravel these questions.
The protagonist is Jonas, a regular 12-year-old boy, and the story begins shortly before the
ceremony in which he and all the other twelve year olds receive their life work assignments.
Jonas receives the most responsible job in the community: that of Receiver of Memory. The
character is strong. Jonas the protagonist is an evolving character. He takes his own decisions;
he matures with the different experiences he undergoes. He tries to bring changes to his own
life and the lives of the people in his community. Moreover, his experience as a teenager is
identifiable and relevant to the experiences of Bhutanese teenagers. Therefore his character
is convincing and credible.
The fantasy novel takes place in an isolated but modern village that tries to maintain utopia
for its residents. The advantage with this setting is that it can be anywhere in Bhutan, Canada,
India. The setting is designed appropriately and integrates well with the characters and the
conflict created by the writer.
The themes are worth imparting to students. They are not obviously stated rather the students
are allowed the freedom to discuss and let the themes emerge naturally. The novel has themes
that are universally true: the ideas of wanting to be loved, the need for nuclear families,
the ideas of personal happiness versus one’s responsibility to society, the power that elders
have over their children, the concept of punishment, the regard for rules, controlling one’s
biological urges and many others can be discussed. Besides these, controversial themes related
to euthanasia for both old and young, treatment of people with different job assignments, the
ideas of a utopian (ideal) society versus the real world and the use of euphemisms will allow
students to have healthy discussions and understand their concepts more clearly.
The style is challenging. The writer is able to create images in the mind of the reader that
suggests a bland organised utopian society balanced against a society that is painful and yet
beautiful with the use of her diction. There is a good balance between narration and dialogue.
The story can be set both in the future or the present and this brings a fresh use of terminology
for example: nurturer instead of nurse, birthmother instead of biological mothers, sanitation
labourer instead of wet sweeper, instructor of threes instead of teacher of foundation level,
landscape workers instead of gardeners and so on. The language is appropriate to age and
the writer makes the reader aware that precision in the use of language is important in order
to express oneself well.
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The writer uses words, phrases and sentences that suggest the protagonist is happy in the
utopian society but also questions the utopian society. Towards the later half of the novel the
tone created by the writer is one of rebellion: he rebels against many utopian ideas.
About the Author
Lois Lowry is a witty, clever, interesting woman
with lots of facets to her life. She’s a great
conversationalist, an avid and eclectic reader and
moviegoer; she likes to play bridge and garden.
She’s an excellent cook and her cookbook collection
is enormous and varied. Her home is full of
bookshelves which, of course, are full of books
and, since she has a great need for order, her books
are carefully arranged with her own rather eccentric
system with no apologies to Dewey.
Lois is an accomplished photographer (the cover of
The Giver is her own work) and she has an artist’s
eye for composition. She sometimes compares the
role of writer to that of photographer saying that the writer carefully chooses the best lens
and settings for her work, deciding which things to focus on and which to blur.
She writes novels, short stories and essays, mostly for young people, but she also writes because
it’s so much a part of her that she turns to it constantly, both personally and professionally.
Recently, her son, an air force pilot, was killed when his plane crashed on take-off in Germany.
Soon after that tragedy, she wrote a sort of newsletter to those of us who knew Lois but not
Grey because she needed us to know what a treasure the world had lost. She also put together
a book about him with photographs and a brief text for his two-year-old daughter so that she
would remember what her father was like.
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Annual Timetable for classes IX and X.
This document assumes a school year with 150 teaching days exclusive of holidays and
examination time. For classes IX and X, it assumes the school year divided into two terms
of fifteen weeks each, and that each week will have 5 periods of 40 minutes for teaching
English. Therefore, classes IX and X will have 150 periods in a year.
Time Allocation
Reading & Literature		
68 periods
Writing				37 periods
Language			30 periods
Listening & Speaking		
15 periods.
Total 				150 periods.
Suggestive Plan:
Term 1.
Week

2

Monday
Reading &
Literature
,,

Tuesday
Reading &
Literature
,,

3

,,

,,

4

,,

,,

Writing

5
6

,,
,,

,,
,,

7

,,

,,

,,
,,
Reading &
Literature

8

,,

,,

Writing

9

,,

,,

10

,,

,,

11

,,

,,

,,
Reading &
Literature
Writing

12

,,

,,

,,

13

,,

,,

14

,,

,,

Reading &
Literature
Writing

15

,,

,,

,,

1

Wednesday
Writing
,,
Reading &
Literature
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Thursday
Listening &
Speaking
Writing

Language

,,

,,

Listening &
Speaking
,,
Writing
,,
Listening &
Speaking
Writing
Listening &
Speaking
Writing
Listening &
Speaking

Friday

,,

,,
,,
,,
,,
,,
,,
,,
,,
,,

Writing

,,

Writing
Listening &
Speaking

,,
,,
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Term 2
Week

2

Monday
Reading &
Literature
,,

Tuesday
Reading &
Literature
,,

3

,,

,,

4

,,

,,

Writing

5
6

,,
,,

,,
,,

7

,,

,,

,,
,,
Reading &
Literature

8

,,

,,

Writing

9

,,

,,

10

,,

,,

11

,,

,,

,,
Reading &
Literature
Writing

12

,,

,,

,,

13

,,

,,

14

,,

,,

Reading &
Literature
Writing

15

,,

,,

,,

1

Wednesday
Writing
,,
Reading &
Literature

Thursday
Listening &
Speaking
Writing

Friday
Language

,,

,,

,,

Listening &
Speaking
,,
Writing

,,
,,

,,

,,

Listening &
Speaking
Writing
Listening &
Speaking
Writing
Listening &
Speaking

,,

,,
,,
,,
,,
,,

Writing

,,

Writing
Listening &
Speaking

,,
,,

Note: Library Period, which is ONE period per week, is NOT included in the plan.
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Modes of Assessment for Class X
Introduction
In the new English curriculum the emphasis was given to improve the language skills - reading,
writing, listening and speaking - of the students. The new curriculum also demands for a change
in which students are assessed, a movement away from the formal or examination oriented
approach to informal or alternative assessment. The targets of assessment are:
· to assess how well students are progressing in their studies
· to assess the performance level of the students in reference to the set Standards (for
promotion to a higher grade level)
· to monitor the overall student achievement
Standards
The Standards are statements of what the public can expect students to know and be able
to do in English when they graduate from the school system (The Silken Knot: Standards for
English for schools in Bhutan). The Standards for Writing and Language are listed in the English
Curriculum Framework Document – Pre-primary to Class XII.
Learning Objectives
The Learning Objectives will serve as indicators of achievement at each class level in reference
to the Standards. The assessment is guided by the Learning Objectives.
Assessment Objectives
The objectives are listed under the Learning Objectives for Class X under Language and Writing
Strand in the English Curriculum Framework document. These objectives are inter-related
and it will not normally be possible or desirable to test them in isolation.
Assessment Scheme
The overall assessment during the year will consist of the following:
•
Continuous Formative Assessment (CFA)
•
Continuous Summative Assessment (CSA)
•
Examinations
o
Mid-term examinations
o
Annual Examinations
Continuous Formative Assessment
The Continuous Formative Assessment (CFA) is an assessment of student’s learning that is
carried out throughout the academic year involving a variety of organised, both formal and
informal learning activities to facilitate quality teaching and learning in schools.
The main aims of Continuous Formative Assessment (CFA) are to:
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•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

provide opportunities to both the teacher and the learner to reflect on the learning
process and on the level of achievement
help teachers to find out what teaching methods and materials work best
help teachers pay attention to individual differences and learning styles of the learners
make learners realize how well they can do certain types of work and what they need
to improve
enable learners to see the connection between efforts and results
allow the learners to evaluate themselves and also in peer group
enable learners to take on multiple roles – as learners, helpers, evaluators and reviewers
of the learning processes
enable learners to appreciate each other’s talents and accept the weaknesses
develop and tap the higher level thinking and problem solving skills of learners

The following are some of the suggested Continuous Formative Assessment activities:
• Ask series of questions to the class verbally as the teaching is going on
• In pair provide opportunities for peer assessment among students
• Provide individual students with the opportunities for self assessment
• In group/pair work, observe students and keep notes
• In writing activities, keep ample time for corrections and giving feedback to students
• Rubrics can be used for assessing students’ writing, class participation, listening speaking and reading skills
• Keep literacy Portfolios for both reading and writing activities
• Teachers could keep anecdotal records, observation notes and conference diaries for
students as part of CA, and follow the FA activities that are suggested in the teachers’
manuals under various genres.
Continuous Summative Assessment:
The Continuous Summative Assessment (CSA) consists of the school-based assessment on
the Listening and Speaking Strand, Portfolios and the two written examinations.
The Listening and Speaking Strand carries 20 marks. The Portfolio Assessment consists of
Reading portfolio (record of reading, journal writing, critical response, text talk or book talk)
and Writing portfolio (best pieces of writing selected by students and best pieces selected by
the teacher) maintained for each student in Reading & Literature and Writing Strands. Each
portfolio values 10%.
There are two written examinations for class X: The Mid-term Examination conducted in
the first term will be marked out of 30%. The Annual Examination conducted at the end of
the year will be marked out of 70%.
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CLASS X
PAPER I: LANGUAGE AND WRITING
In Paper I the Assessment will consist of Listening and Speaking strand and the written
examination.
The record of Listening and Speaking exercises is to be maintained for each student and
must be assessed and awarded 20% marks as part of CA.
Listening And Speaking : 20%
•
•
•
•
•

Listening and Speaking Exercises
Debates
Extempore Speeches
Panel Discussions
Presentations, reports etc.

There will be two papers for the Examination. Paper I will consist of Language and Writing strands. The time allotted for the written examination is as given below:
Time: 3 hours for writing and 15 minutes for reading the questions
Weighting: 100marks (60 marks for writing and 40 marks for Language)
Question Format:
The Paper I will have two sections-Section A and Section B
SECTION A
Section A is for Writing and it will be marked out of 60%. This section will test students’
writing skills through extended response questions. This section will have two questions.
Question 1:
Students are required to choose and write an expository essay from the three choices provided. It will be worth 25 marks.
Question 2:
Students are required to write any of these letters, business letter or an invitation letter
from the three choices provided. It will be worth 15 marks.
SECTION B
The questions under section B will test students’ language skills through short answer questions. It will be worth 40 marks.
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Question 1: 10 marks
The students will be examined on their understanding of origin of words (etymology) and
purposes of language and its features.
Question 2: 30marks
There will be questions on grammar which will require students to correct, rewrite, edit,
and complete sentences. It will be worth 30 marks.
Examination weighting for:
Writing
Essay									
Letter Writing								

25%
15%

Language
Nature of Language							
Grammar Structure							

10%
30%

Total									

80%

Suggsted break up of CA and Examinatiom weightings
Term One
Class X

Term Two

Continuous
Assessment

Examination

10% Listening
and Speaking
5% Writing
Portfolio

30%

Continuous
Assessment

Trail
Examination

10% Listening
and Speaking 50%

Total

100%

Note:
· For class X, BCSE will be conducted out of 80%. Each school submits 20% marks for
the Listening and Speaking Strand to the BBE as internal assessment marks which will
be added to the Board Examination marks to make it 100%.
· The schools should conduct term one examination out of 100% and convert it to
30%. Similarly, term two examination should be conducted out of 100% and convert it
to 50%. By adding 20% CA for Listening and Speaking for Paper I, the overall weighting will be 100%.
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PAPER II: READING & LITERATURE
In Paper II the Assessment will consist of Reading and Writing portfolios and the Written
Examinations.
The Reading Portfolio includes - Reading Record for books read, critical responses, text
talk or book talk, and book reviews by the students on teacher’s guidance based on the
criteria.
The Writing portfolio includes best pirces of writing, process of work etc. The portfolios is
to be maintained for each student and must be assessed and awarded marks as the part of
CA.
The Reading Portfolio carries 10% and Writing portfolio carries 10% and the written examinations (Term 1 and Term 2) are of 80%.

•
•
•

Reading Portfolio : 10%
Record Reading
Critical response to books read
Text talk or book talk

•
•
•
•

Writing Portfolio : 10%
Best pieces of writing
Journal writing for books read
Process of work
Number and types of genre

The second part is the written examination on the Reading & Literature strand.
The time allotted for the written examination is as given below:
Time: 3hours fro writing and 15 minutes for reading
Weightings:
Short Stories: 20 marks
Essay: 20 marks
Poetry: 20 marks
Novel: 20 marks
Question Format:
In Paper II there will be four sections as shown below:
Section A: Short Stories
Section B: Essay
Section C: Poetry
Section D: Novel
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In each Section there will be two sets of questions of which either set I or set II to be attempted. However students must attempt at least one set II (Extended Response) questions
from any of the four sections.
Assessment Scheme and Question Pattern:
Section A: Short Stories
Set I: 20 marks
Multiple Choice Questions - 5 marks
Short Answer Questions – 15 marks
Set II: 20 marks
Extended Response Questions – Two questions: 10+10=20marks
Note: In section A questions will be set on seen texts.
Section B: Essay
Set I: 20 marks
Multiple Choice Questions - 5 marks
Short Answer Questions – 15 marks
Set II: 20 marks
Extended Response Questions – Two questions: 10+10=20marks
Note: In section B questions will be set on unseen texts.
Section C: Poetry
Set I: 20 marks
Multiple Choice Questions - 5 marks
Short Answer Questions – 15 marks
Set II: 20 marks
Extended Response Questions – Two questions: 10+10=20 marks
Note: In section C questions will be set on unseen texts.
Section C: Novel
Set I: 20 marks
Multiple Choice Questions - 5 marks
Short Answer Questions – 15 marks
Set II: 20 marks
Extended Response Questions – Two questions: 10+10=20 marks
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Note: In section D questions will be set on seen text.
In each genre, the questions will test the students’ ability to:
· Understand the text
· Give relevant interpretations of the contents in their own words
· Identify elements, points of view, themes, ideas, and analyse, synthesize, evaluate the
texts and apply the ideas.
Suggested break up of CA and Examination weighting
Class X

Continuous
Assessment
5% Reading
Portfolio
5% Writing
Portfolio

Examination

30%

Continuous
Trail
Assessment Examination

Total

5% Reaing
Portfolio
5% Writing
Portfolio

100%

50%

Note:
· For class X, BCSE will be conducted out of 80%. Each school submits 20% marks for
Reading and Writing Portfolios to the BBE as internal assessment marks which will be
added to the Board Examination marks to make it 100%.
·

The schools should conduct term one examination out of 100% and convert it to
30%. Similarly, term two examination should be conducted out of 100% and convert it
to 50%. By adding 20% CA for Reading and Writing Portfolios to Paper II, the overall
weighting will be 100%.

Texts for Study
Short Stories:
1. Day of the butterfly – Alice Munro
2. He-y, Come on Ou-t! – Shinichi Hoshi
3. Is He Living or Is He Dead? – Mark Twain
4. The White Knight – Eric Nicol
Essay:
1. The Layaps Go Home – Kinley Dorji
2. Toasted English – R.K Narayan
3. Beauty and Body Image in the Media – Jean Kilbourne and Chris Godsey
4. Progress – Alan Lightman
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Poetry:
1. Presents From My Aunts in Pakistan – Moniza Alvi
2. Dover Beach – Mathew Arnold
3. A Red Palm – Gary Soto
4. To My Mother – George Barker
5. “Hope” is a Thing with Feathers – Emily Dickinson
6. Absence – Elizabeth Jennings
Novel:
The Giver – Lois Lowry
Textbooks and References
1. Lyons, John (1981) Language and Linguistics: An Introduction Cambridge University
Press
2. Swan, Michael (1980) Practical English Usage: International Student’s Editions OUP
3. Millward, C.M (1996) A Biography of the English Language Harcourt Brace College
Publishers
4. Sinha, R.P (2002) Current English Grammar and Usage with Composition OUP
5. Wren and Martin High School Grammar and Composition
6. Eastwood, John Oxford Practice Grammar – New Edition Oxford India (Text book
for Language and Grammar for classes IX and X; Student’s copy)
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Distribution of marks
Strand
Exam
CA

Paper I
Wriitng
Language
50%
30%
Listening & Speaking 20%

Total

100%

Paper II
Reading & Literature
80%
Reading Portfolio 10%
Writing Portfolio 10%
100%

TEXTS FOR STUDY
Short Stories (20 periods)
1.
Day of the Butterfly - Alice Munro
2.
He-y, Come on Ou-t! - Shinichi Hoshi
3.
Is He Living or Is He Dead? - Mark Twain
4.
The White Knight - Eric Nicol
Essay (20 periods)
1.
The Layaps Go Home -Kinley Dorji
2.
Toasted English -R.K.Narayan
3.
Beauty and Body Image in the Media - Jean Kilbourne and Chris Godsey
4.
Progress - Alan Lightman
Poetry (18 periods)
1.
Presents From My Aunts in Pakistan - Moniza Alvi
2.
Dover Beach - Mathew Arnold
3.
A Red Palm - Gary Soto
4.
To My Mother - George Barker
5.
“Hope” is a Thing With Feathers - Emily Dickinson
6.
Absence - Elizabeth Jennings
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Novel (22 periods)
The Giver: Lois Lowry
Textbooks and References
1.
Language and Linguistics: An Introduction by John Lyons. Cambridge University Press,
1981.
2.
Practical English Usage: International Student’s Editions by Michael Swan. OUP, 1980.
3.
A Biography of the English Language by C.M Millward, Harcourt Brace College Publishers, 1996
Current English Grammar and Usage with Composition by R.P Sinha, OUP, 2002
4.
5.
High School Grammar and Composition by Wren and Martin
6.
Oxford Practice Grammar – New Edition, Oxford India by John Eastwood (Text Book
for Language and Grammar for Classes IX & X : Student’s Copy)
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