NEW YORK UNIVERSITY

THIRD EDITION

?.
Edited by EXPOSITORY WRITING PROGRAM
Pat C. Hoy Il COLLEGE OF ARTS AND SCIENCE

Mary Wislocki STEINHARDT SCHOOL OF EDUCATION



e 4 vanced,

codtga Essay

Education and the Professions

THIRD EDITION

EDITED BY
Pat C. Hoy I

Mary Wislocki

NEW YORK UNIVERSITY

EXPOSITORY WRITING PROGRAM
COLLEGE OF ARTS AND SCIENCE
STEINHARDT SCHOOL OF EDUCATION

Custom
Publishing

Boston Burr Ridge, IL Dubuque, IA Madison, WI New York
San Francisco St. Louis Bangkok Bogota Caracas Kuala Lumpur
Lisbon London Madrid Mexico City Milan Montreal New Delhi

Santiago Seoul Singapore Sydney Taipei Toronto



The McGraw-Hill Companies =

The Advanced College Essay
Education and the Professions

Copyright © 2003, 2002, 2001 by The McGraw-Hill Companies, Inc. All rights reserved. Printed in the
United States of America. Except as permitted under the United States Copyright Act of 1976, no part
of this publication may be reproduced or distributed in any form or by any means, or stored in a data
base retrieval system, without prior written permission of the publisher.

McGraw-Hill's Custom Publishing consists of products that are produced from camera-ready copy.
Peer review, class testing, and accuracy are primarily the responsibility of the author(s).

1234567890 QSR QSR 09876543

ISBN 0-256-92725-1

Editor: Ann Jenson

Production Editor: Nina Meyer
Cover Design: Maggie Lytle
Printer/Binder: Quebecor World



Table of Contents

Learning as Mindfulness

JOAN DIDION

LOREN EISELEY

MARK EDMUNDSON

PAULO FREIRE
ATUL GUWANDE
E.D. HIRSCH, JR.

JUNE JORDAN

WENDY KAMINER
JONATHAN KOZOL

ELLEN LANGER

WALKER PERCY
PLATO
BERTRAND RUSSELL

ROBERT SCHOLES

Why I Write

The Hidden Teacher

The Illusion of the Two Cultures

On the Uses of a Liberal Education: As
Lite Entertainment for Bored College
Students

The “Banking” Concept of Education
The Learning Curve

Cultural Literacy and the Schools

Nobody Mean More to Me Than You and The
Future Life of Willie Jordan

The Trouble with Single-Sex Schools
The Human Cost of an Illiterate Society

Introduction, The Power of Mindful
Learning

The Loss of the Creature
The Allegory of the Cave
What I Have Lived For

On Reading a Video Text

Collateral Readings from Encounters: Essays for Exploration

and Inquiry

GRETEL EHRLICH
GORDON GRICE
SUE HUBBELL
JAMAICA KINCAID
TONI MORRISON
CYNTHIA OZICK

RICHARD RODRIGUEZ

AMY TAN
LEWIS THOMAS
VIRGINIA WOOLF

Looking for a Lost Dog
The Black Widow
Passionate Science

On Seeing England

The Site of Memory

The Seam of the Snail

The Achievement of Desire
Mother Tongue

The Corner of the Eye
Craftsmanship

22

35

50

62

71

T

89

99

108

115

130

134

135

239
312
337
362
428
464
474
602
609
632

iii



Creativity and Knowledge

ALEX BEAM
WALTER BENJAMIN

ALLAN BLOOM

JAMES HILLMAN

C. G. JUNG

ARTHUR KOESTLER
TONY KUSHNER

URSULA K. LE GUIN

The Mad Poets Society
Marseilles

Creativity

Music

The Poetic Basis of Mind

On the Relation of Analytical Psychology
to Poetry

On Truth and Beauty
Some Questions about Tolerance

Why Are Americans Afraid of Dragons?

Collateral Readings from Encounters: Essays for Exploration

and Inquiry

LEE ABBOTT
ROSELLEN BROWN
JOHN CANADAY
JUDITH ORTIZ COFER
JOAN DIDION

LOREN EISELEY

E. M. FORSTER

MARY GORDON

SUE HUBBELL

BARRY LOPEZ

TONI MORRISON

TIM O’BRIEN

LESLIE MARMON SILKO
JEANETTE WINTERSON
KRISTEN E. HUGHES

The True Story.

Mojo

The Peale and Bellelli Families
Silent Dancing

Georgia O'Keeffe

The Dance of the Frogs

Not Looking at Pictures

Mary Cassatt

Passionate Science

The Stone Horse

The Site of Memory

How to Tell a True War Story
Landscape, History

The Semiotics of Sex

I Will be My Own Hero

143

151

156

161

175

196

215

221

228

86
121
137
144
199
251
260
300
337
398
428
439
558
642

50



Healing and Its Dilemmas

GARY GREENBERG

JEROME GROOPMAN, M.D.
HARRIET MCBRYDE JOHNSON
HAROLD KRENTS

AUDRE LORDE

RICHARD MCGANN

NEL NODDINGS

RICHARD SELZER

LYTTON STRACHEY

SALLIE TISDALE

As Good as Dead: Is There Really
Such a Thing as Brain Death?

Decoding Destiny
Unspeakable Conversations
Darkness at Noon

Breast Cancer: Power vs. Prosthesis
The Resurrectionist

An Alternative Vision

The Exact Location of the Soul
Lessons from the Art

(Chap 3)

Florence Nightingale

We Do Abortions Here

Collateral Readings from Encounters: Essays for Exploration

and Inquiry

ELIZABETH MACDONALD
JANE BROX

LANGSTON HUGHES
JUNE JORDON

LEONARD KRIEGEL
NANCY MAIRS

PHYLLIS ROSE
SHARMAN APT RUSSELL
RICHARD SELZER

RANDY SHILTS
SUSAN SONTAG
LEWIS THOMAS

Odalisque

Influenza 1918
Salvation

Many Rivers to Cross
Falling into Life

On Being a Cripple
Tools of Torture
Homebirth

A Mask

The Knife

The Masked Marvel’s. . .
Imelda

Talking AIDS to Death
AIDS and Its Metaphors
The Lives of a Cell

237

243

258

270

272

285

294

312

320

330

368

55
129
345
354
386
408
506
511
534
687
692
697
545
574
614



Learning as Mindfulness







Why I Write

f course I stole the title for this talk, from George Orwell. 1

One reason I stole it was that I like the sound of-the
words: Why I Write. There you have three short unambiguous
words that share a sound, and the sound they share is this:

In many ways writing is the act of saying I, of imposing
oneself upon other people, of saying listen to me, see it my way,
change your mind. It's an aggressive, even a hostile act. You can
disguise its aggressiveness all you want with veils of subor-
dinate clauses and qualifiers and tentative subjunctives, with
ellipses and evasions—with the whole manner of intimating
rather thanm claiming, of alluding rather than stating—but
there’s no getting around the fact that setting words on paper
is the tactic of a secret bully, an invasion, an imposition of the
writer’s sensibility on the reader’s most private space.

I stole the title not only because the words sounded right
but because they seemed to sum up, in a no-nonsense way,
all I have to tell you. Like many writers I have only this one
“subject,”” this one “area”: the act of writing. I can bring you
no reports from any other front. I may have other interests: I
am “interested,” for example, in marine biology, but I don’t
flatter myself that you would come out to hear me talk about
it.  am not a scholar. I am not in the least an intellectual, which
is not to say that when I hear the word “intellectual” I reach
for my gun, but only to say that I do not think in abstracts.
During the years when I was an undergraduate at Berkeley I
tried, with a kind of hopeless late-adolescent energy, to buy
some temporary visa into the world of ideas, to forge for myself
a mind that could deal with the abstract.

In short I tried to think. I failed. My attention veered
inexorably back to the specific, to the tangible, to what was
generally considered, by everyone I knew then and for that
matter have known since, the peripheral. I would try to con-
template the Hegelian dialectic and would find myself concen-
trating instead on a flowering pear tree outside my window
and the particular way the petals fell on my floor. I would try
to read linguistic theory and would find myself wondering in-
stead if the lights were on in the bevatron up the hill. When
I say that I was wondering if the lights were on in the bevatron
you might immediately suspect, if you deal in ideas at all, that
I was registering the bevatron as a political symbol, thinking
in shorthand about the military-industrial complex and its role
in the university community, but you would be wrong. I was



only wondering if the lights were on in the bevatron, and how
they looked. A physical fact.

I had trouble graduating from Berkeley, not because of
this inability to deal with ideas—I was majoring in English,
and I could locate the house-and-garden imagery in ““The Por-
trait of a Lady” as well as the next person, “imagery” being
by definition the kind of specific that got my attention—but
simply because I had neglected to take a course in Milton. For
reasons which now sound baroque I needed a degree by the
end of that summer, and the English department finally agreed,
if I would come down from Sacramento every Friday and talk
about the cosmology of ‘‘Paradise Lost,” to certify me proficient
in Milton. I did this. Some Fridays I took the Greyhound bus,
other Fridays I caught the Southern Pacific’s City of San Fran-
cisco on the last leg of its transcontinental trip. I can no longer
tell you whether Milton put the sun or the earth at the center
of his universe in “Paradise Lost,” the central question of at
lcast one century and a topic about which I wrote 10,000 words
that summer, but I can still recall the exact rancidity of the
butter in the City of San Francisco’s dining car, and the way
the tinted windows on the Greyhound bus cast the oil refineries
around Carquinez Straits into a grayed and obscurely sinister
light. In short my attention was always on the periphery, on
what I could see and taste and touch, on the butter, and the
Greyhound bus. During those years I was traveling on what I
knew to be a very shaky passport, forged papers: I knew that
I was no legitimate resident in any world of ideas. I knew I
couldn’t think. All I knew then was what I couldn’t do. All I
knew then was what I wasn’t, and it took me some years to
discover what I was.

Which was a writer.

By which I mean not a “good” writer or a “bad” writer
but simply a writer, a person whose most absorbéd and pas-
sionate hours are spent arranging words on pieces of paper.
Had my credentials been in order I would never have become
a writer. Had I been blessed with even limited access to my
own mind there would have been no reason to write. I write
entirely to find out what I'm thinking, what I'm looking at,
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what I see and what it means. What I want and what I fear.
Why did the oil refineries around Carquinez Straits seem sin-
ister to me in the summer of 1956? Why have the night llghts
in the bevatron burned in my mind for twenty years? What is
going on in these pictures in my mind?

When I talk about pictures in my mind I am talking, quite
specifically, about images that shimmer around the edges.
There used to be an illustration in every elementary psychology
book showing a cat drawn by a patient in varying stages of
schizophrenia. This cat had a shimmer around it. You could
see the molecular structure breaking down at the very edges
of the cat: the cat became the background and the background
the cat, everything interacting, exchanging ions. People on hal-
lucinogens describe the same perception of objects. I'm not a
schizophrenic, nor do I take hallucinogens, but certain images
do shimmer for me. Look hard enough, and you can’t miss the
shimmer. It's there. You can’t think too much about these pic-
tures that shimmer. You just lie low and let them develop. You
stay quiet. You don’t talk to many people and you keep your
nervous system from shorting out and you try to locate the cat
in the shimmer, the grammar in the picture.

Just as I meant “shimmer” literally I mean ““grammar”
literally. Grammar is a piano I play by ear, since I seem to have
been out of school the year the rules were mentioned. All I
know about grammar is its infinite power. To shift the structure
of a sentence alters the meaning of that sentence, as definitely
and inflexibly as the position of a.camera alters the meaning
of the object photographed. Many people know about camera
angles now, but not so many know about sentences. The ar-
rangement of the words matters, and the arrangement you want
can be found in the picture in your mind. The picture dictates
the arrangement. The picture dictates whether this will be a
sentence with or without clauses, a sentence that ends hard or
a dying-fall sentence, long or short, active or passive. The pic-
ture tells you how to arrange the words and the arrangement
of the words tells you, or tells me, what’s going on in the
picture. Nota bene:

It tells you.

You don’t tell it.



Let me show you what I mean by pictures in the mind. 1

I began “Play It As It Lays” just as I have begun each of my
novels, with no notion of “character” or “plot” or even “in-
cident.” I had only two pictures in my mind, more about which
later, and a technical intention, which was to write a novel so
elliptical and fast that it would be over before you noticed it,
a novel so fast that it would scarcely exist on the page at all.
About the pictures: the first was of white space. Empty space.
This was clearly the picture that dictated the narrative intention
of the book—a book in which anything that happened would
happen off the page, a “white”” book to which the reader would
have to bring his or her own bad dreams—and yet this picture

told me no “story,” suggested no situation. The second picture -

did. This second picture was of something actually witnessed.
A young woman with long hair and a short white halter dress
walks through the casino at the Riviera in Las Vegas at one in
the morning. She crosses the casino alone and picks up a house
telephone. 1 watch her because I have heard her paged, and
recognize her name: she is a minor actress I see around Los
Angeles from time to time, in places like Jax and once in a
gynecologist’s office in the Beverly Hills Clinic, but have never
met. I know nothing about her. Who is paging her? Why is
she here to be paged? How exactly did she come to this? It
was precisely this moment in Las Vegas that made “Play It As
It Lays” begin to tell itself to me, but the moment appears in
the novel only obliquely, in a chapter which begins:

“Maria made a list of things she would never do. She
would never: walk through the Sands or Caesar’s alone after
midnight. She would never: ball at a party, do S-M unless she
wanted to, borrow furs from Abe Lipsey, deal. She would
never: carry a Yorkshire in Beverly Hills.”

That is the beginning of the chapter and that is also the
end of the chapter, which may suggest what I meant by “white
space.”’ )

I recall having a number of pictures in my mind when I
began the novel I just finished, “A Book of Common Prayer.”

As a matter of fact one of these pictures was of that bevatron °

I mentioned, although I would be hard put to tell you a story
in which nuclear energy figured. Another was a newspaper
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photograph of a hijacked 707 burning on the desert in the
Middle East. Another was the night view from a room in which
I once spent a week with paratyphoid, a hotel room on the
Colombian coast. My husband and I seemed to be on the Co-
lombian coast representing the United States of America at a
film festival (I recall invoking the name “Jack Valenti” a lot, as
if its reiteration could make me well), and’ it was a bad place
to have fever, not only because my indisposition offended our
hosts but because every night in this hotel the generator failed.
The lights went out. The elevator stopped. My husband would
go to the event of the evening and make excuses for me and
I would stay alone in this hotel room, in the dark. I remember
standing at the window trying to call Bogota (the telephone
seemed to work on the same principle as the generator) and
watching the night wind come up and wondering what I was
doing’ eleven degrees off the equator with a fever of 103. The

- view from that window definitely figures in “A Book of Com-

16

mon Prayer,” as does the burning 707, and yet none of these
pictures told me the story I needed.

The picture that did, the picture that shimmered and made
these other images coalesce, was the Panama airport at 6 A.M.
I was in this airport only once, on a plane to'Bogoté4 that stopped
for an hour to refuel, but the way it looked that morning re-
mained superimposed on everything I saw until the day I fin-
ished “A Book of Common Prayer.” I lived in that airport for
several years. I can still feel the hot air when I step off the
plane, can see the heat already rising off the tarmac at 6 A.M.
I can feel my skirt damp and wrinkled on my legs. I can feel
the asphalt stick to my sandals. I remember the big tail of a
Pan American plane floating motionless down at the end of
the tarmac. I remember the sound of a slot machine in the
waiting room. I could tell you that I remember a particular
woman in the airport, an American woman, a norteamericana,
a thin norteamericana about 40 who wore a big square emerald
in lieu of a wedding ring, but there was no such woman there.

I put this woman in the airport later. I made this woman
up, just as I later made up a country to put the airport in, and
a family to run the country. This woman in the airport is neither
catching a plane nor meeting one. She is ordering tea in the



airport coffee shop. In fact she is not simply “ordering” tea but
insisting that the water be boiled, in front of her, for twenty
minutes. Why is this woman in this airport? Why is she going
nowhere, where has she been? Where did she get that big
emerald? What derangement, or disassociation, makes her be-
lieve that her will to see the water boiled can possibly prevail?

“She had been going to one airport or another for four
months, one could see it, looking at the visas on her passport.
All those airports where Charlotte Douglas’s passport had been
stamped would have looked alike. Sometimes the sign on the
tower would say ‘Bienvenidos’ and sometimes the sign on the
tower would say ‘Bienvenue,” some places were wet and hot
and others dry and hot, but at each of these airports the pastel
concrete walls would rust and stain and the swamp off the
runway would be littered with the fuselages of cannibalized
Fairchild F-227’s and the water would need boiling.

“I knew why Charlotte went to the airport even if Victor
did not.

“I knew about airports.”

These lines appear about halfway through ““A Book of

Common Prayer,” but I wrote them during the second week I '

worked on the book, long before I had any idea where Charlotte
Douglas had been or why she went to airports. Until I wrote
these lines I had no character called “Victor” in mind: the
necessity for mentioning a name, and the name ““Victor,” oc-
curred to me as I wrote the sentence. I knew why Charlotte went
to the airport sounded incomplete. I knew why Charlotte went to
the airport even if Victor did not carried a little more narrative
drive. Most important of all, until I wrote these lines I did not
know who “I” was, who was telling the story. I had intended
until that moment that the “I” be no more than the voice of
the author, a 19th-century omniscient narrator. But there it was:
“I knew why Charlotte went to the airport even if Victor
did not.
“I knew about airports.”
This “I"” was the voice of no author in my house. This
was someone who not only knew why Charlotte went to

IlIll

the airport but also knew someone called ““Victor.” Who was -

Victor? Who was this narrator? Why was this narrator telling
me this story? Let me tell you one thing about why writers
write: had I known the answer to any of these questions I
would never have needed to write a novel.
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The Hidden Teacher

Sometimes the best teacher teaches only once to a single child
or to a grownup past hope.

—Anonymous

The putting of formidable riddles did not arisc with today’s philoso-
phers. In fact, there is a sense in which the experimental method of
science might be said merely to have widened the area of man’s

homelessness. Over two thousand years ago, a man named Job,
* crouching in the Judean desert, was moved to challenge what he felt
to be the injustice of his God. The voice in the whirlwind, in turn,
volleyed pitiless questions upon the supplicant—questions that have,
in truth, precisely the ring of modern science. For the Lord asked
of Job by whose wisdom the hawk soars, and who had fathered the
rain, or entered the storehouses of the snow.

A youth standing by, one Elihu, also played a role in this drama, -
for he ventured diffidently to his protesting elder that it was not true
that God failed to manifest Himself. He may speak in one way or
another, though men do not perceive it. In consequence of this
remark perhaps it would be well, whatever our individual beliefs, to
consider what may be called the hidden teacher, lest we become too
much concerned ‘with the formalities of only one aspect of the
education by which we lcarn.

We think we learn from tcachers, and we sommmes do. But the
teachers are not always to be found in school or in great laboratories
Sometimes what we learn depends upon our own powers of insight.
Morcover, our teachers may be hidden, even the greatest teacher.
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And it was the young man Elihu who observed that if the old are -
not always wise, ncither can the teacher’s way be ordered by the
young whom he would teach.

For cxample, I once received an unexpected lesson from a spider. .

It happened far away on a rainy morning in the West. I had come
up a long gulch looking for fossils, and there, just at eye level, lurked
a huge yellow-and-black orb spider, whose web was moored to the
tall spears of buffalo grass at the edge of the arroyo. It was her
universe, and her senses did not extend beyond the lines and spokes
of the great wheel she inhabited. Her extended claws could feel every
vibration throughout that dclicate structure. She knew the tug of -
wind, the fall of a raindrop, the flutter of a trapped moth’s wing.
Down onc spoke of the web ran a stout ribbon of gossamer on which
she could hurry out to investigate her prey.

Curious, | took a pencil from my pocket and touched a strand of-
the web. Immediately there was a response. The web, plucked by its
menacing occupant, began to vibrate until it was a blur. Anything
that had brushed claw or wing against that amazing snare would be
thoroughly cntrapped. As the vibrations slowed, I could see the
owner fingering her guidelines for signs of struggle. A pencil point
was an intrusion into this universe for which no precedent existed.
Spider was circumscribed by spider ideas; its universe was spider

universe. All outside was irrational, extrancous, at best raw material

for spider. As I procceded on my way along the gully, like a vast
impossible shadow, I realized that in the world of spider I did not
exist. .

Morcover, I considered, as I tramped along, that to the phago-
cytes, the white blood cells, clambering even now with some kind
of clementary intelligence amid the thin pipes and tubing of my
body—creatures without whose ministrations I could not exist—the
conscious “I"” of which I was aware had no significance to thesc
amocboid beings. I was, instead, a kind of chemical web that brought
mcaningful messages to them, a natural environment secmingly
immortal if they could have thought about it, since generations of
them had lived and perished, and would continuc to so live and dic,
in that odd fabric which contained my intelligence—a misty light
that was beginning to seem floating and tenuous even to me.



I began to see that, among the many universes in which the world
of living creatures existed, some were large, some small, but that all,
including man’s, were in some way limited or finite. We were crea-
tures of many different dimensions passing through each other’s lives
like ghosts through doors. '

In the years since, my mind has many times returned to that far

moment of my encounter with the orb spider. A message has arisen
only now from the misty shreds of that webbed universe. What was
it that had so troubled me about the incident? Was it that spidery
indifference to the human triumph?

If so, that triumph was very real and could not be denied. I saw,
had many times seen, both' mentally and in the seams of exposed
strata, the long backward stretch of time whose recovery is one of
the great feats of modern science. I saw the drifting cells of the early
seas from which all life, including our own, has arisen. The salt of

thosc ancient seas is in our blood, its lime is in our bones. Every time’

we walk along a beach some ancient urge disturbs us so that we find
ourselves shedding shoes and garments or scavenging among sea-
weed and whitened timbers like the homesick refugees of a long war.

And war it has been indeed—the long war of life against its
inhospitable environment, a war that has lasted for perhaps three
billion years. It began with strange chemicals secthing under a sky
lacking in oxygen; it was waged through long ages until the first
green plants learned to harness the light of the nearest star, our sun.
The human brain, so frail, so perishable, so full of inexhaustible
dreams and hungers, burns by the power of the leaf.

The hurrying blood cells charged with oxygen carry more of that
element to the human brain than to any other part of the body. A
few moments’ loss' of vital air and the phenomenon we know as
consciousness goes down into the black night of inorganic things.
The human body is a magical vessel, but its life is linked with an
clement it cannot produce. Only the green plant knows the secret
of transforming the light that comes to us across the far reaches of
space. There is no better illustration of the intricacy of man’s rela-
tionship with other living things.

The student of fossil life would be forced to tell us that if we take
the past into consideration the vast majority of earth’s creatures—
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