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Linit 1
Lesson 1

Dad

Andrew H. Malcolm

Andrew H.Malcolm was born in 1943 in Cleveland, Ohio. He studied journal-
ism at Northwestern University and first joined the New York Times in 1967 as a
news clerk. He worked as a reporter for the New York Times in New York, Chica-
go, and San Francisco and as a foreign correspondent for the newspaper in the
Far East and Toronto before being assigned to Chicago as bureau chief in 1982.
He has won major awards for reporting, and is the author of ten books, inclu-

ding Unknown America (1975). The Canadians (1985), and Fury (1998).

The first memory | have of him — of anything. rcally is his strength. It was in the late
afternoon in a housc under construction ncar ours. The unfinished wood floor had large, terri-
fying holes whose yawning darkness T knew led to nowhere good. Ilis powerful hands. then
age 33, wrapped all the way around my tiny arms, then age 4, and casily swung mc up to his
shoulders to command all [ surveyed.

The relationship between a son and his father changes over time. It may grow and flourish
in mutual maturity. It may sour in resented dependence or independence. With many children
living in single-parent homes today, it may not cven cxist.

But to a little boy right after World War [[ , a father seemed a god with strange strengths
and uncanny powers cnabling him to do and know things that no mortal could do or know.
Amazing things. like putting a bicycle chain back on. just like that. Or building a hamster
cage. Or guiding a jigsaw so that it formed the leteer F; | lcarned the alphabet that way in those
pre-television days, one letter or number cvery other evening plus a review of the collection.
(The vowels we painted red because they were special somchow. )

He cven scemed to know what 1 thought before T did. *You look like you could usc a
cheescburger and chocolate shake,” he would say on hot Sunday afternoons. When, at the age
of 5. T broke a ncighbor’s garage window with a wild curve ball and waited in fear for 10 days
to make the announcement. he seemed to know about it alrcady and to have been waiting for
something.

There were. of course, rules to [carn. First came the handshake. None of those fishy little
finger grips, but a good firm squecze accompanicd by an cqually strong gaze into the other’s
eyes. “The first thing anyonc knows about you is your handshake,” he would say. And we'd
practice it cach night on his return from work, the serious toddler in the old Cleveland Indians
cap running up to the giant father to shake hands again and again until it was firm cnough.

When my cat kifled a bird. he defused the anger of a 9-ycar-old with a little chat about

1
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something called “instinked.” The next ycar. when my dog got run over and the weight of
sorrow was just too immensc to stand. he was theres too, with his big arms and his own tcars
and some thoughts on the natural order of life and death. although what was natural about a
speeding car that didn’t stop always escaped me.

" e

As time passed, there were other rules to learn. “Always do your best. Do it now.”
“NEVER LIE!” And most importantly, *You can do whatever you have to do.” By my teens,
he wasn’t telling me what to do anymore, which was scary and hcady at the same time. He
provided perspective. not telling me what was around the great corner of life but letting me
know there was a lot more than just today and the next. which T hadn’t thought of.

When the most important girl in the world [ forget her name now turned down a
movic date. he just happened to walk by the kitchen phone. “This may be hard to belicve right
now.,” lic said, “but someday vou won’t even remember her name. ”

Onc day, [ realize now, there was a change. [ wasn’t trying to plcasc him so much as I was
trying to impress him. 1 never asked him to come to my football games. He had a high-pres-
sure carcer. and it meant driving through most of Friday night. But for all the big gamecs,
when 1 looked over at the sideline, there was that familiar fedora. And. by God. did the op-
posing tcam captain cver get a firm handshake and a gaze he would remember?

Then, a school fact contradicted something he said. Impossible that he could be wrong,
but there it was in the book. These accumulated over time. along with personal experiences. to
buttress my own developing sense of values. And | could tell we had cach taken our own. per-
fectly normal paths.

I began to see, too. his blind spots. his prejudices and his weaknesses. | never threw these
up at him. Ilc hadn’t to me, and. anyway. he scemed to need protection. | stopped asking his
advice: the experiences he drew from no longer seemed relevant to the decisions T had to make.
On the phone, he would go on about politics at times. why he would vote the way he did or
why some incumbent was a jerk. And I would roll my cyces to the ceiling and smile a little,
though [ hid 1t in my voice.

He volunteered advice for a while. But then. in more recent years. politics and issues gave
way to the talk of empty errands and, alwavs. to ailments ~— his friends’s my mother’s and his
own, which were serious and included heart discase. He had a bedside oxygen tank, and he
would ostentatiously retire there during my visits. asking my help in casing his body onto the
mattress. " You have very strong arms.” he once noted.

From his beds he showed me the many sores and scars on his misshapen body and all the
bottles for medicine. He talked of the pain and craved much sympathy. He got some. But the
scene was not attractive. He told me, as the doctor had, that his condition would only deterio-
rate. *Somectimes.” he confided, “1 would just like to lie down and go to sleep and not
wake up.”

After much thought and practice (*You can do whatever you have to do. ™), onc night last
winter. | sat down by his bed and remembered for an instant those terrifying dark holes in an-
other house 35 years before. | told my father how much T loved him. I described all the things
people were doing for him. But. I said, he kept cating poorly, hiding in his room and vio-

lating other doctor’s orders. No amount of love could make someone clse carc about life. |

D)
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said; it was a two-way strect. He wasn’t doing his best. The decision was his.

the best teacher.” 1 said. “You can do whatever you have to do.” He smiled a little. And we

shook hands. firmly. for the last time.

Scveral days later, at about 4 A. M. . my mother hcard Dad shuffling about their dark

room. “I have some things | have to do,” he said. He paid a bundle of bills. He composed for

my mother a long list of legal and financial what-to-do’s *in case of emergency.” And he wrote

mc¢ a note.

Then he walked back to his bed and laid himself down. He went to sleep, naturally. And

he did not wake up.

# Notes

1.

897

wl

6.

10,

The first memory | have of him — of anything. rcally - is his strength (para 1): The
auvthor had his first memory when he was four. When did you have your first memory?
Not something which your parents said you did when you were six months old. When do
most children start remembering things?
whose yawning darkness ... (para 1): whosc wide open holes that scem dark and fright-
cning as they appear to have no end

. swung me up to his shoulders to command all I surveyed (para 1): ... swung me up to
his shoulders so that I sat on his shoulders and was ablc to see more, which made me feel

powerful and in charge of everything I saw.

. uncanny powecrs (para 3): mysterious and unnatural powers

. Amazing things. like ... just hike that (para 3): Notice the style of the language. Is it

adult language?
hamster (para 3): a small animal with pockets in its checks for storing food. It is a popu-

lar pet and used in laboratory research.

. ajigsaw (para 3): a saw with a narrow blade, uscd to cut curved outlines

(The vowels we painted red because they were special somchow. ) (para 3): Why arc

vowel letters special?

. 1 broke a neighbor's garage window ... and waited in fecar for 10 days to make the an-

nouncement (para 4) : Do most parents wait for so long? What doces this show?
... he seemed to know about it already and to have been waiting for something (para 4) .
What is “somcthing” Dad was waiting for?

tishy little finger grips (para 5): sott little finger grips

. the old Cleveland Indians cap (para 5); The Cleveland Indians are a professional baseball

tcam based in Cleveland., Ohio. Cleveland is the largest city in Ohio and a major Great

Lakes port located in northeastern Ohio on Lake Eric. Population: 467 000.

. “instinked” (para 6): This word is misspelt on purposc. Why?
14.

“You can do whatever you have to do.” (para 7); What are some of the things you have

to do from the cradle to the grave? Think of a few things you have to do as a child, no

3

He said he knew how hard my words had been to say and how proud he was of me. “[ had 15

16

17



15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

matter how painful they arc.

I wasn’t trying to please him so much as I was trying to impress him (para 9): What is
the difference between pleasing someone and impressing somconc? Give an example.

I never threw these up at him (para 11): I never mentioned these things to him again
and again.

... or why some incumbent was a jerk (para 11): ... or why a certain official was a fool
ostentatiously (para 12): unnccessary show of wealth, knowledge, cte.

[ ... remembered ... those terrifying dark holes ... 35 years before (para 14): How old
were the author and his father by then?

... and violating other doctor’s orders (para 14): ... and violating other orders by the
(same) doctor

And we shook hands, firmly, for the last time (para 15): What is the function of the

two commas in this sentence?

B Highlights

1.

Lessons 1 and 2 in this unit focus on paternal love. In the past a great deal was written
about maternal love. It was only not long ago that pcople began to be aware of paternal
love, which is different from maternal love, but equally important in the education of
children. Today many people belicve that a child with more contact and communication
with its father will develop in an all-round way morally. intcllectually. physically. and
psychologically.

In paragraph 2 the author says: “It (The rclationship between a son and his father) may
sour in resented dependence or independence. ” This sentence itself is highly generalized.
How do you paraphrasc it? What do you think of it? Does it only mcan that if a son is de-
pendent on or independent of his father, he will be resented? If so, give cxamples and
think what he should do in order not to be resented. But as there is no modifier before
“resented dependence or independence. ) it does not refer to the son only. Have you cver
thought that it may also mean that if the father is dependent on or independent of his son.
his son will resent it. too? Can you give some examples? When you discuss this sentence,
you should also discuss the changing rclationships a person may have with his or her par-
ents: first total dependence, then cquality, and finally, caretaking. Which stage arc you
in now?

In paragraphs 10 and 11 the author says: “Then, a school fact contradicted something hc
said.” “1 began to sce, too, his blind spots, his prejudices and his weaknesses. ™ But he
does not claborate on these. As a matter of fact, there are no examples in the text so far to
illustratc his father’s shortcomings, while there arc quite a number of incidents to show
his father’s love for him. Why is that? If you compare this lesson with Lesson 2. you

will find they are different.

¥ Vocabulary Exercises

I

_ Scan the words listed below. Choose one that corresponds to one of the definitions on
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10.

the left. Write the word in the blank space at the right of cach definition.

resent toddler defuse huttress errand
ailment ease confide crave contradict
(1.) a child who has just learned to walk
(v.) fecl angry or bitter
(v.) ask seriously for
(v.) tell secrets to somebody one trusts
(v.) move Somcb(‘)dy/something gently; make something less severe or painful

(n.) a short journey for a special purposc
(v.) support, strengthen

(i) discase

(v.) make calmer or less dangerous

(v.) say that the oppositc is truc

. Choose the word from this lesson that best completes cach of the following sentences.

Write the word in the proper tensc or form in the space given.
Ladies and gentlemen, may | your attention, please?
It is quite common for the husband to his secrets to his devoted wife.

The old man is always complaining of somc or other.

. At the mecting, they their arguments by producing lots of facts.

He is fully occupied. so he has no time to run for his aging parents.

As a result of flexible foreign policy, the international crisis was

As soon as the saw its mother, it walked unsteadily toward her.
At that time children were not supposed to their parents.
His girl-friend being called a baby.

Logan took the moncy from his brief case and dropped it into the dusty drawer. Then he

the drawer into the table.

B Study Questions

1.
2.

What is the author’s carliest memory of his father?

Why did Malcolm refer to “putting a bicycle chain back on” as one of the amazing feats
his father did?

How did the author lcarn the alphabet? Why does hie mention the fact that he accom-
plished this in “those pre-television days”?

What were the four rules that Malcolm’s father taught him after the handshake lesson?
Why was the last onc the most important?

How would you describe the audience for this article with regard to age and gender?

. In which of his examples docs Malcolm show the greatest affection for his father? Which

oncs were most valuable for his adult life?

7. What is Malcolm’s thesis? Is it stated or implied?

8. Malcolm says that during his father’s final illness, the patient would “ostentatiously re-

tire” to his bed and oxygen tank. What docs the word “ostentatiously” show about the re-

5



lationship between Malcolm and his father at this time?

8 Questions for Discussion

1.

o

9.

Is it still important today for a man to display a firm handshake and a steady gazc into

someonc’s eyes? Is it necessary for a woman? When would these gestures be most helpful?

. How do you feel about Malcolm’s father crying with his son when the boy’s dog was

killed?

- As you grew up, when did you shift from trying to pleasc a parent to trying to impress

that parent?

- Discuss the changing relationships that a person may have with his or her parents: first to-

tal dependence, then cquality, and finally, carctaking.

. How well can a person younger than forty (Malcolm’s age) understand the problems in-

volved in a parent’s aging and dying?

. The author writes about his Dad from the age of 33 to that of 68. Still therc are many

things we do not know about him. What are they? Does the author intentionally leave

them out? Why?

. Recall the valuable lessons your father taught you. Show how cach lesson has helped you

in your adult life.

- Recrcate a frightening scene from your childhood in which a family member protected

you from harm.

Describe your concept of an ideal father.

10. Write a letter to your imaginary child to be read on his or her twenty-first birthday. De-

scribe the qualities that you hope he or she will have at this time of life.



Uinit 1
Lesson 2

Discovery of a Father

Sherwood Anderson

Sherwood Anderson (1876 -1941) did not become a writer until 1912, during
his thirty-sixth year. His career as a writer was influenced by two important
facts of his life. The first was that he was raised in a small town in Ohio, and
the second was that he was a highly successful businessman before turning to
writing as his life’s work. His short stories and novels reflect these facts in
their portrayal of characters whose talents and ambitions are stifled by a
semi-rural environment, or whose monetary success rendered them alienated and
unfulfilled rather than happy. Today Anderson is best remembered for his col-
lection '6f stories entitled Winesburg, Ohio (1919) and for his novel Dark
Laughter (1925).

You hear it said that fathers want their sons to be what they feel they themselves cannot be,
but I tell you it also works the other way. I know that as a small boy I wanted my father to be
a certain thing he was not. | wanted him to be a proud, silent, dignified father. When I was
with the other boys and he passed along the street, | wanted to feel a glow of pride: “Therce he
is. That is my father.”

But he wasn’t such a onc. He couldn’t be. It scemed to me then that he was always show-
ing off. Let’s say somconce in our town had got up a show. They were always doing it. The
druggist would be in it, the shoe-store clerk. the horsc doctor, and a lot of women and girls.
My father would manage to get the chief comedy part. It was, let’s say, a Civil War play and
he was a comic Irish soldier. He had to do the most absurd things. They thought he was fun-
ny, but I didn’t.

[ thought he was terrible. I didn’t scc how Mother could stand it. She even laughed with
the others. Maybe | would have laughed if it hadn’t been my father.

Or there was a parade, the Fourth of July or Decoration Day. He’d be in that, too, right
at the front of it, as Grand Marshal or something, on a white horse hired from a livery stable.

He couldn’t ride for shucks. He fell off the horse and cveryone hooted with laughter, but
he didn’t care. He even scemed to like it. [ remember once when he had done something ridic-
ulous, and right out on Main Strect, too. I was with some other boys and they were laughing
and shouting at him and he was shouting back and having as godd a time as they were. [ ran
down an alley back of some stores and there in the Presbyterian Church sheds [ had a good long
cry.

Or I would be in bed at night and Father would come home a little lit up and bring some

7
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men with him. He was a man who was never alone. Before he went broke, running a harness
shop, there were always a lot of men loafing in the shop. He went broke, of course, because
he gave too much credit. He couldn’t refusc it, and I thought he was a fool. 1 had got to hating
him.

There’d be men I didn’t think would want to be fooling around with him. There might
cven be the superintendent of our schools and a quiet man who ran the hardware store. Once ]
remember there was a white-haired man who was a cashier of the bank. It was a wonder to me
they’d want to be scen with such a windbag. That’s what [ thought he was. | know now what
1t was that attracted them. It was because life in our town, as in all small towns, was at times
pretty dull, and he livened it up. He made them laugh. He could tell stories. He'd even get
them to singing.

If they didn’t come to our house they’d go off, say at night, to where there was a grassy
place by a creck. They’d cook food there and drink beer and sit about listening to his stories.

He was always telling storics about himself. He’d say this or that wonderful thing had
happened to him. It might be something that made him look like a fool. He didn’t carc.

If an Irishman camc to our housc, right away Father would say he was Irish. He'd tell
what county in Ircland he was born in. Hc’d tell things that happened there when he was a
boy. Hec'd make it scem so real that, if I didn’t know he was born in southern Ohio, I'd have
believed him mysclf.

If it was a Scotchman the same thing happened. He'd get a burr into his speech. Or he was
a German or a Swede. He’d be anything the other man was. [ think they all knew he was ly-
ing, but they scemed to like him just the same. As a boy, that was what [ couldn’t understand.

And there was Mother. How could she stand it? 1 wanted to ask but never did. She was
not the kind you asked such questions.

I'd be upstairs in my bed, in my room above the porch, and Father would be telling some
of his tales. A lot of Father’s storics were about the Civil War. To hear him tell it, he’d been
in about every battle. He’d known Grant, Sherman, Sheridan, and 1 don’t know how many
others. Hc'd been particularly intimate with General Grant, so that when Grant went East, to
take charge of all the armies, he took Father along.

“I was an orderly at headquarters, and Sam Grant said to me, *Irve.” he said, ‘I'm going
to take you along with me.””

It scems he and Grant used to slip off sometimes and have a quict drink together. That’s
what my father said. He'd tell about the day Lee surrendered and how, when the great moment
came, they couldn’t find Grant.

“You know,” my father said, “about General Grant’s book. his memoirs. You've read of
how he said he had a headache and how. when he got word that Lee was ready to call it quits,
he was suddenly and miraculously cured.”

“Huh,” said Father. “He was in the woods with me.”

“I was in there with my back against a trec. 1 was pretty well cornered. 1 had got hold of
a bottle of pretty good stuff.”

*They were looking for Grant. He had got off his horsc and come into the woods. He

found me. He was covered with mud.”
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“I had the bottle in my hand. What'd I care? The war was over. [ knew we had them
licked.”

My father said that he was the one who told Grant about Lee. An orderly riding by had
told him, because the orderly knew how thick he was with Grant. Grant was cmbarrassed.

“But, Irve. look at me. I'm all covered with mud,” he said to Father.

And then, my father said, he and Grant decided to have a drink together. They took a
couple of drinks and then, because he didn’t want Grant to show up drunk before the immacu-
late Lee. he smashed the bottle against the tree.

“Sam Grant’s dead now, and I wouldn’t want it to get out on him,” my father said.

That’s just one of the kind of things he’d tell. Of course the men knew he was lying, but
they scemed to like it just the same.

When we got broke, down and out, do you think he cver brought anything home? Not
he. If there wasn't anything to cat in the house, he'd go off visiting around at farmhouses.
They all wanted him. Sometimes he’d stay away for wecks, Mother working to keep us fed.
and then home he'd come bringing, let’s say. a ham. Hec’d got it from some farmer friend.
Hc’d slap it on the table in the kitchen. * You bet I'm going to scc that my kids have something
to cat,” he'd say, and Mother would just stand smiling at him. She’d never say a word about
all the weeks and months he’d been away, not leaving us a cent for food. Once I heard her
spcaking to a woman in our strect. Maybe the woman had dared to sympathize with her.
“Oh,” she said. *it’s all right. He isn’t cver dull like most of the men in this street. Lifc is
never dull when my man is about.”

But often | was filled with bitterness. and sometimes | wished he wasn’t my father. I'd
cven invent another man as my father. To protect my mother, I'd make up stories of a secret
marriage that for some strange reason never got known. As though some man, say the president
of a railroad company or maybe a Congressman, had married my mother, thinking his wife
was dead and then it turned out she wasn't.

So they had to hush it up, but I got born just the same. 1 wasn’t really the son of my fa-
ther. Somewhere in the world there was a very dignified. quite wonderful man who was really
my father. [ even made myself half believe these fancics.

And then there came a certain night. He'd been off somewhere for two or three weceks.
He found me alonc in the house, reading by the kitchen table.

[t had been raining, and he was very wet. He sat and looked at me for a long time, not
saying a word. 1 was startled, for there was on his facc the saddest look I had ever seen. He sat
for a time, his clothes dripping. Then he got up.

“Comec on with me.” he said.

I got up and went with him out of the house. I was filled with wonder, but I wasn’t
afraid. We went along a dirt road that led down into a valley, about a mile out of town, where
there was a pond. We walked in silence. The man who was always talking had stopped his talk-
ing.

I didn’t know what was up and had the queer feeling that I was with a stranger. | don’t
know whether my father intended it so. I don’t think he did.

The pond was quite large. It was still raining hard, and there were flashes of lightning
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followed by thunder. We were on a grassy bank at the pond’s edge when my father spoke, and
in the darkness and rain his voice sounded strange.

“Take off your clothes,” he said. Still filled with wonder. I began to undress. There was
a flash of lightning, and I saw that hec was alrcady naked.

Naked, we went into the pond. Taking my hand. he pullcd me in. It may be that I was
too frightened, too full of fecling of strangeness, to speak. Before that night my father had
never seemed to pay any attention to me.

“And what is he up to now?” I kept asking myself. I did not swim very well. but he put
my hand on his shoulder and struck out into the darkness.

He was a man with big shoulders, a powerful swimmer. In the darkness 1 could feel the
movement of his muscles. We swam to the far edge of the pond and then back to where we had
left our clothes. The rain continued and the wind blew. Somectimes my father swam on his
back and when he did he took my hand in his large powerful one and moved it over so that it
rested always on his shoulder. Sometimes therc would be a flash of lightning and I could scc his
face quite clearly.

It was as it was carlicr, in the kitchen, a face filled with sadness. There would be the mo-
mentary glimpse of his face and then again the darkness, the wind. and the rzin. In me there
was a fecling I had never known before.

It was a fecling of closeness. It was somcthing strange. It was as though therc were only
we two in the world. It was as though I had been jerked suddenly out of mysclf, out of my
world of the schoolboy. out of a world in which I was ashamed of my father.

He had become blood of my blood; he the strong swimmer and [ the boy clinging to him
in the darkness. We swam in silence, and in silence we dressed in our wet clothes and went
home.

There was a lamp lighted in the kitchen, and when we came in. the water dripping from
us, there was my mother. She smiled at us. [ remember that she called us *boys.”

“What have you boys been up to?” she asked. but my father did not answer. As he had
begun the evening’s experience with me in silence. so he ended it. He turned and looked at
me. Then he went, I thought, with a new and strange dignity. out of the room.

I climbed the stairs to my own room. undressed in darkness, and got into bed. T couldn’t
sleep and did not want to sleep. For the first time. I knew that [ was the son of my father. He
was a storyteller as I was to be. It may be that I even laughed a little softly there in the dark-

ness. If I did. I laughed knowing that I would never again be wanting another father.

# Notes
1. a glow of pride (para 1) a strong fecling of pride
2. ... he was always showing off (para 2): ... he was always acting.
3. ... he was a comic Irish soldier (para 2): Some Europeans think Irishmen are not very

clever, which is an old prejudice.
4. Deccoration Day (para 4); It is also called Memorial Day, which is a day to honor dead

servicemen in the United States. It falls on the last Monday in May in most statcs.
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