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prison and brought you out of the desert after Satan had stirred up strife
between me and my brothers. My lord is gracious to whom He will, He
alone is all-knowing and wise.

“Lord, You have given me authority and taught me to interpret dreams.
Creator of the heavens and the earth, my Guardian in this world and in the
hereafter. Allow me to die in submission, and admit me among the righteous.”

That which We have now revealed to you is a tale of the unknown. You
were not present when Joseph’s brothers conceived their plans and schemed
against him. Yet strive as you may, most men will not believe.

You shall demand of them no recompense for this. It is an admonition
to all mankind.

Many are the marvels of the heavens and the earth; yet they pass them
by and pay no heed to them. The greater part of them believe in God only
if they can worship other gods besides Him.

Are they confident that God’s scourge will not fall upon them, or that
the Hour of Doom will not overtake them unawares, without warning?

Say: “This is my path. With sure knowledge I call on you to have faith
in God, I and all my followers. Glory be to God! I am no idolater.”

Nor were the apostles whom We sent before you other than mortals
inspired by Our will and chosen from among their people.

Have they not travelled in the land and seen what was the end of those
who disbelieved before them? Better is the world to come for those that keep
from evil. Can you not understand?

And when at length Our apostles despaired and thought they were
denied, Our help came down to them, delivering whom We pleased. The
evil-doers could not be saved from Our scourge. Their annals point to a
moral to men of understanding.

This is no invented tale, but a confirmation of previous scriptures, an
explanation of all things, a guide and a blessing to true believers.

Suggestions for Discussion

1. How does this story deal with the issue of sibling rivalry?

2. How does the master’s wife behave toward Joseph? What motivates her
character?

3, How is Joseph's connection to divine powers a gift? How might it be called
a curse?

Suggestions for Writing

1. Another version of this tale appears in the Book of Genesis (chapters 37 to
50) in the Hebrew Scriptures, also known as the Old Testament. How do
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the two versions of the tale differ and how are they similar? Write an essay
in which you compare and contrast them.

2. As a creative exercise, rewrite the Joseph story from the perspective of one
of the supporting characters, or one of Joseph's principle antagonists.

§ V¢ T e ¥

BARBARA KINGSOLVER

Somebody’s Baby

Barbara Kingsolver (b. 1955) is a naturalist and a writer with a back-
ground in biology who has homes in southern Arizona and in the
Appalachian mountains. A poet, essayist, and novelist, she is the author
of a short-story collection, Homeland (1989), as well as the novels The
Bean Trees (1988), Animal Dreams (1990), Pigs in Heaven (1993), The
Poisonwood Bible (1998), and Prodigal Summer (2001). The following
piece first appeared in the 1995 book High Tide in Tucson: Essays from
Now or Never.

As I walked out the street entrance to my newly rented apartment, a
guy in maroon high-tops and a skateboard haircut approached, making kiss-
ing noises and saying, “Hi, gorgeous.” Three weeks earlier, [ would have
assessed the degree of malice and made ready to run or tell him to bug off,
depending. But now, instead, I smiled, and so did my four-year-old daugh-
ter, _vxmmw,_.ﬁo_mmnn dozens of similar encounters [ understood he didn’t mean,
mebut her.

This was not the United States. /

For most of the year my daughter was four we lived in Spain, in the
warm southern province of the Canary Islands. I struggled with dinner at
midnight and the subjunctive tense, but my only genuine culture shock
reverberated from this earthquake of a fact: people there like kids. They
don’t just say so, they do. Widows in black, buttoned-down CEOs, purple-
sneakered teenagers, the butcher, the baker, all would stop on the street to
have little chats with my daughter. Routinely, taxi drivers leaned out the win-
dow to shout “Hola, guapa!” My daughter, who must have felt my condi-
tioned flinch, would look up at me wide-eyed and explain patiently, “I like
it that people think I'm pretty.” With a mother’s keen myopia I would tell
you, absolutely, my daughter is beautiful enough to stop traffic. But in
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the city of Santa Cruz, | have to confess, so was every other person under the
height of one meter. Not just those who conceded to be seen and not heard.
Whenever Camille grew cranky in a restaurant (and really, what do you
expect at midnight?) the waiters flirted and brought her little presents, and
nearby diners looked on with that sweet, wistful gleam of eye that I'd
thought diners reserved for the dessert tray. What Ldiscovered in'Spain-was'
a culture that held children to be its meringues and éclairs. My own culture,
it seemed to me in retrospect, tended to regard children as a sort of toxics
waste product: a necessary evil, maybe, but if it’s not our own we don’t want=
1o see it or hear it or, God help us, smell it.

If you don’t have children, you think I'm exaggerating. But if you've
changed a diaper in the last decade you know exactly the toxic-waste glare
[ mean. In the U.S. I have been told in restaurants: “We come here to get
away from kids.” (This for no infraction on my daughter’s part that I could
discern, other than being visible.) On an airplane I heard a man tell a belea-
guered woman whose infant was bawling (as I would, to clear my aching
cars, if I couldn’t manage chewing gum): “If you can’t keep that thing quiet,
you should keep it at home.”

Air travel, like natural disasters, throws strangers together in unnaturally
intimate circumstances. (Think how well you can get to know the bald spot of
the guy reclining in front of you.) Consequently airplanes can be a splendid
caltural magnifying glass. On my family’s voyage from New York to Madrid
we weren't assigned seats together. I shamelessly begged my neighbor—a forty-
something New Yorker traveling alone—if she would take my husband’s aisle
seat in another row so our airweary and plainly miserable daughter could
stretch out across her parents’ laps. My fellow traveler snapped, “No, I have to
have the window seat, just like you had to have that baby"

As simply as that, a child with needs (and ears) became an inconvenient
thing, for which I was entirely to blame. The remark left me stunned and,
as always happens when someone speaks rudely to me, momentarily guilty:
yes, she must be right, conceiving this child was a rash, lunatic moment of
selfishness, and now I had better be prepared to pay the price.

In the U.S.A., where i’s said that anyone can grow up to be President,
we parents are left pretty much on our own when it comes to the Presidents-
in-training. Our social programs for children are the hands-down worst in
the industrialized world, but apparently that is just what we want as a
nation. It took a move to another country to make me realize how
thoroughly I had accepted my nation's creed of every family for itself. When-
ever my daughter crash-landed in the playground, I was startled at first to
see a sanguine, Spanish-speaking stranger pick her up and dust her off. And
if a shrieking bundle landed at my feet, I'd furtively look around for the next
of kin. But I quickly came to see this detachment as perverse when applied

to children, and am wondering how it ever caught on in the first place.
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My grandfathers on both sides lived in households that were called
upon, after tragedy struck close to home, to take in orphaned children and
raise them without a thought. In an era of shortage, this was commonplace.
But one generation later that kind of semipermeable household had van-
_mra@. at least among the white middle class. It’s a horrifying thought, but
predictable n:o.”.m? that the worth of children in America is tied to their
dollar value. Children used to be field hands, household help, even miners
and muﬁonm_ Son_sal.axmo?&oam of a family’s productive potential and so,
in a sense, the property of an extended family. But précious pro s valu
s:gsggéo@ﬁs&argoﬁ Fim.‘nrm&oﬂ r—“ﬂ v.‘.850 MM.
held 8 _.w.\evaai.ou in the economysFhey’re spoken of ag
liability, an encumbrance—or, if their unwed moth-

3 istake that should not be rewarded. The political
shuffle seems to be about making sure they cost us as little as possible, and
that 52_.. own parents foot the bill. Virtually every program that benefits
children in this country, from Sesame Street to free school lunches, has been
cut back in the last decade—in many cases, cut to nothing. If it takes a vil-
lage to raise a child, our kids are knocking on a lot of doors where nobody
seems to be home.

Taking parental responsibility to extremes, some policymakers in th
.c.m. _w..:a seriously debated the possibility of aocm::mwﬂnmﬁ.n for v».ﬁ:%
ing. I'm am:.m:.& by the notion of licensing an individual adult to raise an
SQ.ER__.E_ child, because it implies parenting is a private enterprise, like
un__.:m. liquor or driving a cab (though less lucrative). I'm also dismayed by
what it suggests about innate fitness or nonfitness to rear children. Who
would mmsﬂ u.cmr a test? And how could it harbor anything but deep class
biases? Like %::mﬁ&&foﬁg by doing. You keep an eye,

or-oncoming disasters,and know when to stop and ask for directions,
¢ Skillsyou have going into it are hardly the points
o .H.rm first time | tried for my driver’s license, I flunked. I was sixteen and
_._m.:.u i.:.. panic. I rolled backward precariously while starting on a hill; I
S_uﬁnmﬁm.& in e.,im:m the shape of a railroad crossing sign; as a final dis-
qualifying indignity, my VW beetle—borrowed from my brother and appar-
ently as appalled as I—went blind in the left blinker and mute in the horn.
But :oiua.»ﬁu when it’s time for a renewal, I breeze through the driver’s test
without thinking, usually on my way to some other errand. That test [ failed
twenty years ago was no prediction of my ultimate competence as a driver,
anymore :.u:..:« doll-care practices (I liked tying them to the back of my
bike, by the hair) were predictive of my parenting skills (heavens be praised).
s.:..o really understands what it takes to raise kids? That is, until after the
diaper changes, the sibling rivalries, the stitches, the tantrums, the first day
of school, the overpriced-sneakers standoff, the first date, the safe-sex
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lecture, and the senior prom have all been negotiated and put away in the
scrapbook?

While there are better and worse circumstances from which to launch
offspring onto the planet, it’s impossible to anticipate just who will fail. One
of the most committed, creative parents I know plunged into her role
through the trapdoor of teen pregnancy; she has made her son the center
of her life, constructed a large impromptu family of reliable friends and
neighbors, and absorbed knowledge like a plant taking sun. Conversely,
some of the most strained, inattentive parents I know are well-heeled pro-
fessionals, self-sufficient but chronically pressed for time. Life takes surpris-
ing turns, The one sure thing is that no parent, ever, has turned out to be
perfectly wise and exhaustively provident, 1,440 minutes a day, for 18 years.
It takes help. Children are not commodities but an incipient world. They
thrive best when their upbringing is the collective joy and responsibility of
families, neighborhoods, communities, and nations. .

It’s not hard to figure out what's good for kids, but amid the noise of an
increasingly antichild political climaté;it.can be hard to remember just o
goahead and do it: for example, to vote to raise your school district’s bud-
get, even though you'll pay higher taxes. (If you're carning enough to pay
taxes at all, I promise, the school needs those few bucks more than you do.)
To support legislators who care more about afterschool programs, afford-
able health care, and libraries than about military budgets and the Dow
Jones industrial average. To volunteer time and skills at your neighborhood
school and also the school across town. To decide to notice, rather than
ignore it, when a neighbor is losing it with her kids, and offer to baby-sit
twice a week. This is not interference. Getting between a ball player and a
ball is interference. The ball is inanimate.

Presuming children to be their parents’ sole property and responsibil-
ity is, among other things, a handy way of declaring problem children to be
someone else’s problem, or fault, or failure. Is a dangerous remedy; it does-
n't change the fact that somebody else’s kids will ultimately be in your face
demanding now with interest what they didn’t get when they were smaller
and had simpler needs. Maybe in-your-face means breaking and entering,
or maybe it means a Savings and Loan scam. @hildrédepriveds=ofilave,
money, attention, or moral guidance—grow.up to have large and powerful
needs. «

Always there will be babies made in some quarters whose parents can’t
quite take care of them. Reproduction is the most invincible of all human
goals; like every other species, we're only here because our ancestors spent
millions of years refining their act as efficient, dedicated breeders. If we hope
for only sane, thoughtful people to have children, we can wish while we're
at it for an end to cavities and mildew. But unlike many other species we are
social, insightful, and capable of anticipating our future. We can see, if we
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d—defines the shape of the world we’ll wake #
mos| rkable feature of human culture is its capac-
reach beyon self and encompass the collective good
r s an inspiring thought. But in mortal fact, here in the U.S. we are
c._»nw.:m a bold downhill path from the high ground of “human collec-
tive,” toward the tight little den of “self.” The last time we voted on a
school-budget override in Tucson, the newspaper printed scores of let-
ters from readers incensed by the very possibility: “I don’t have kids,” a
typical letter writer declared, “so why should I have to pay to nm:n.wz
o:..ﬁ vn.ov_n.m offspring?” The budget.increase was voted down, thes
mm_.aoismﬁﬁgaumnmg deficient to.desperate, and I longed to ask
n._amig‘_‘:o&».rﬁ_ just whose offspring he expects to doctor the mal~
ad his old ages ’
R If we intend to cleave like stubborn barnacles to our great American
ethic of every nuclear family for itself, then each of us had better raise and /

eat children—gall of them, not just our own,

educate offspring enough to give us each day, in our old age, our daily bread.” 4

If we don’t wish to live by bread alone, we'll need not onl
. ] ’ y a farmer and a
cook in the ..E:.&, but also a home repair specialist, an auto mechanic, an
accountant, an import-export broker, a forest ranger, a therapist, an engi-
neer, a musician, a poet, a tailor, a doctor, and at least three shifts of nurses
—m,zﬁqgav.?ﬁgcgiog accept other people’s kids into ouy
lives;starting now.
#.m not so difficult. Mostiof the rest.of the world has got this in haad.
about:any cauntry yau can name w«ﬁ_@hﬁmﬂ. percentage of its assets
ts: kidsthancwe:do:. Virtually all in dustrialized nations have bettey
schools and child-care polic: esuAnd while the U.S. grabs headlines by sav-
ing the occasional baby with heroic medical experiments, world health
reports 3.0:.., CZMmOO. USAID, and other sources) show that a great
: ex parts of the w tld ha e lower infant mortality rates than we

: Er.rﬁ?ao.roaggg.gg“m:m ond
. dhardly keep New York City's lights on, has better immyu-
o ams and:a higher literacy.xate. During she long, grim haul
ofa .r“-@-«n&. anm_.ﬂ“zn blockade, during which the United States has
managed to starve Cuba to a ghost of its hopes, that island’s child- i-
orities have never altered. ¢ i Wi
Heresin-the-land-of-plenty a-child dies from poverty ,

. <h revery fifty-threé
minutesy and A.<.S=n shows exhibit teenagers who pierce their flesh with
safety pins and rip off their parents every way they know how. All these
punks started out as somebody’s baby. How on earth, we'd like to know, did
they learn to be so isolated and selfish?
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! afternoon in Spain, standing in a crowded bus, as we :no-
nrswmﬁwwn%h.% a corner and :.W daughter reached ms..m.mrimmn. for ms_!_.@..
a man in a black beret stood up and gently helped her into his seat. In his
weightless bearing I caught sight of the decades-old child, treasured by the
manifold mothers of his :&mﬂeo_‘smog. growing up the way leavened dough

i to the kindness of bread. . Iy
E&ﬁﬁﬂwﬂr. then of the woman on the airplane, who was oa<_oﬁ_<. within
her rights to put her own comfort first, but i_..oﬂ i.c.ra._a generosity mﬂn
my daughter what amounted to a sleepless, kicking, SE_.BSW Mara.—oﬁn e
journey. As always happens when someone has %o_s.: to me rudely, [ knew
exactly what I should have said: Be careful what you give children, for sooner
or later you are sure to get it back.

Suggestions for Discussion
1. According to Kingsolver, how are children treated differently in the United
States from the way they are treated abroad?
2. In Kingsolver's view, how might children’s “value” be calculated
economically?
3. Why does Kingsolver object to the proposal that one might need a license
to become a parent?

Suggestion for Writing

Is Kingsolver correct in her view that Americans ...:a«?&:.o and EW—SQ
children? Respond to points she makes in her essay, cither agreeing or &uwm_«ﬂ
ing with them, and reinforce your argument by incorporating research an
personal experiences of your own.
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KATE CHOPIN

A Respectable Woman

Kate Chopin (1851-1904) was an early feminist who did not begin to
write until her late thirties. Her first novel, At Fault (1890), was followed
by two volumes of short stories, Bayou Folk (1894) and A Night in Acadie
(1897), and her masterpiece, The Awakening (1899). The “respectable
woman” in this picce, published in 1894, undergoes a metamorphosis
after her earlier indifference to her husband’s friend.

Ms. Baroda was a little provoked to learn that her husband expected
his friend, Gouvernail, up to spend a week or two on the plantation.

They had entertained a good deal during the winter; much of the time
had also been passed in New Orleans in various forms of mild dissipation.
She was looking forward to a period of unbroken rest, now, and undisturbed
téte-a-téte with her husband, when he informed her that Gouvernail was
coming up to stay a week or two.

This was a man she had heard much of but never seen. He had been her
husband’s college friend; was now a journalist, and in no sense a society man
or “a man about town,” which were, perhaps, some of the reasons she had
never met him. But she had unconsciously formed an image of him in her
mind. She pictured him tall, slim, cynical; with eyeglasses, and his hands in
his pockets; and she did not like him. Gouvernail was slim enough, but
he wasn’t very tall nor very cynical; neither did he wear cyeglasses nor carry
his hands in his pockets. And she rather liked him when he first presented
himself.

But why she liked him she could not explain satisfactorily to herself
when she partly attempted to do so. She could discover in him none of those
brilliant and promising traits which Gaston, her husband, had often assured
her that he possessed. On the contrary, he sat rather mute and receptive
before her chatty cagerness to make him feel at home and in face of Gas-
ton’s frank and wordy hospitality. His manner was as courteous toward her
as the most exacting woman could require; but he made no direct appeal to
her approval or even esteem.




