ENGLISH LITERATURE

Bridging Work

BRIDGING WORK: THE TRANSITION FROM GCSE TO A LEVEL LITERATURE.
The work is designed to guide you into the course and to act as a foundation for your first 5 lessons when you
join HGS. There are 5 elements to the work that will fall into the categories below with one unit being
formally assessed by your English teachers:

Watch

Listen to

Read

Research
Complete (formally assessed

Your first five Lessons will be based on areas below and the tasks are explained under that information:
LESSON 1: BECOMING A LITERATURE STUDENT AND BUILDING TRUST

This lesson will be based on the WATCH activities

LESSON 2: HOW WIDER PREPARATION ENHANCES STUDY

This lesson will be based around the LISTEN TO activities

LESSON 3: THE IMPORTANCE OF CONTEXT

This lesson will be based around RESEARCH activities.

LESSON 4: BUILDING ON FEEDBACK 1

This lesson will be based around the READ and COMPLETE activities

LESSON 5: BUILDING ON FEEDBACK 2 AND SELF-EVALUATION

The Bridging Tasks

Watch the following

1. Watch the BBC’s 3-episode documentary Shakespeare Rise of a Genius. Make notes on key useful



context points. Available on iplayer https://www.bbc.co.uk/iplayer/episode/p0Ogjkzvc/shakespeare-
rise-of-a-genius-series-1-episode-1

3. An adaptation of a novel (preferably one you have read). Please take notes about its success as an
adaptation it is. Does it capture the essence and vision of the writer (and yourself as you read the original
source material?) If you are unfamiliar with the source material, you should aim to research the reviews of
the film which will enable you to see how effective the adaptation was considered to be. Here are some
suggestions of books that have been filmed and regularly aired on free to view services:

Atonement

Children of Men
The Children Act
Pride and Prejudice
The Hunger Games
All Quiet on the Western Front
Rebecca
Emma
The Lord of the Rings
Daisy Jones and the Six
Dune
The Godfather
Gone Girl

1. LISTENTO -
An audio book of your choice. Look at the following link of free audiobook
https://www.bbc.co.uk/sounds/category/audiobooks

2. There are many podcasts for the Arts that are freely available. Choose one from the list below and make
notes about the nature of the discussion and the ideas the broadcasters raised.

- Radio 4’s ‘In Our Time’: https://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/b006qykl/episodes/player

- The Guardian Books podcast: https://www.theguardian.com/books/series/books

- Radio 4’s ‘Books and authors’: https://podcasts.apple.com/gb/podcast/books-andauthors/id331296649?mt

- Not Another Book podcast: https://podcasts.apple.com/gb/podcast/not-anotherbook-
podcast/id1370122551

- The Literary Salon: https://podcasts.apple.com/gh/podcast/the-literarysalon/id495583876?mt=2

- Simon Mayo’s ‘Book of the Year’: https://podcasts.apple.com/gb/podcast/simonmayos-books-of-the-
year/id1402579687?mt=2

- Anything But Silent: https://podcasts.apple.com/gb/podcast/anything-butsilent/id1464701909
Frank Skinner on poetry: https://podcasts.apple.com/gb/podcast/frank-skinnerspoetry-
podcast/id1508123116

READ THE TWO SHORT STORIES PRINTED AT THE END OF THIS HANDOUT.
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There will come Soft Rains by Ray Bradbury
The Era by Nana Kwame Adjei-Breyah

RESEARCH:

The dystopian genre — consider its features, storylines, aims, authors and key works. Consider why it has been
a popular genre in the 20" and 215 century as well as its 19™ century roots. This will feed into your later Texts
and Contexts unit as well, so clear and organised notes will be essential.

COMPLETE:
An analysis of ONE of the READ texts based around the guided questions.

Two Dystopian Short Stories. Read both and choose one to focus on and complete the questions below for
one of them.

There Will Come Soft Rains By: Ray Bradbury.

The short story first appeared in the May 6, 1950, issue of Collier's magazine, and was revised and included
as a chapter titled "August 2026: There Will Come Soft Rains" in Bradbury's The Martian Chronicles that
was also first published in May 1950.

In the living room the voice-clock sang, Tick-tock, seven o'clock, time to get up, time to get up, seven o 'clock!
as if it were afraid that nobody would. The morning house lay empty. The clock ticked on, repeating and
repeating its sounds into the emptiness. Seven-nine, breakfast time, seven-nine!

In the kitchen the breakfast stove gave a hissing sigh and ejected from its warm interior eight pieces of
perfectly browned toast, eight eggs sunny side up, sixteen slices of bacon, two coffees, and two cool glasses



of milk.

"Today is August 4, 2026," said a second voice from the kitchen ceiling, "in the city of Allendale, California." It
repeated the date three times for memory's sake. "Today is Mr. Featherstone's birthday. Today is the
anniversary of Tilita's marriage. Insurance is payable, as are the water, gas, and light bills."

Somewhere in the walls, relays clicked, memory tapes glided under electric eyes.

Eight-one, tick-tock, eight-one o'clock, off to school, off to work, run, run, eight-one! But no doors slammed,
no carpets took the soft tread of rubber heels. It was raining outside. The weather box on the front door sang
quietly: "Rain, rain, go away; umbrellas, raincoats for today. .." And the rain tapped on the empty house,
echoing.

Outside, the garage chimed and lifted its door to reveal the waiting car. After a long wait the door swung
down again.

At eight-thirty the eggs were shrivelled and the toast was like stone. An aluminium wedge scraped them into
the sink, where hot water whirled them down a metal throat which digested and flushed them away to the
distant sea. The dirty dishes were dropped into a hot washer and emerged twinkling dry.

Nine-fifteen, sang the clock, time to clean.

Out of warrens in the wall, tiny robot mice darted. The rooms were a crawl with the small cleaning animals,
all rubber and metal. They thudded against chairs, whirling their moustached runners, kneading the rug nap,
sucking gently at hidden dust. Then, like mysterious invaders, they popped into their burrows. Their pink
electric eyes faded. The house was clean.

Ten o'clock. The sun came out from behind the rain. The house stood alone in a city of rubble and ashes. This
was the one house left standing. At night the ruined city gave off a radioactive glow which could be seen for
miles.

Ten-fifteen. The garden sprinklers whirled up in golden founts, filling the soft morning air with scatterings of
brightness. The water pelted windowpanes, running down the charred west side where the house had been
burned, evenly free of its white paint. The entire west face of the house was black, save for five places. Here
the silhouette in paint of a man mowing a lawn. Here, as in a photograph, a woman bent to pick flowers. Still
farther over, their images burned on wood in one titanic instant, a small boy, hands flung into the air; higher
up, the image of a thrown ball, and opposite him a girl, hands raised to catch a ball which never came down.
The five spots of paint - the man, the woman, the children, the ball- remained. The rest was a thin charcoaled
layer.

The gentle sprinkler rain filled the garden with falling light.

Until this day, how well the house had kept its peace. How carefully it had inquired, "Who goes there? What's
the password?" and, getting no answer from lonely foxes and whining cats, it had shut up its windows and
drawn shades in an old-maidenly preoccupation with self-protection which bordered on a mechanical
paranoia.

It quivered at each sound, the house did. If a sparrow brushed a window, the shade snapped up. The bird,
startled, flew off! No, not even a bird must touch the house!

Twelve noon.

A dog whined, shivering, on the front porch.

The front door recognized the dog voice and opened. The dog, once huge and fleshy, but now gone to bone
and covered with sores, moved in and through the house, tracking mud. Behind it whirred angry mice, angry
at having to pick up mud, angry at inconvenience.

For not a leaf fragment blew under the door but what the wall panels flipped open and the copper scrap rats
flashed swiftly out. The offending dust, hair, or paper, seized in miniature steel jaws, was raced back to the
burrows. There, down tubes which fed into the cellar, it was dropped into the sighing vent of an incinerator
which sat like evil Baal in a dark corner.

The dog ran upstairs, hysterically yelping to each door, at last realizing, as the house realized, that only
silence was here.

It sniffed the air and scratched the kitchen door. Behind the door, the stove was making pancakes which
filled the house with a rich baked odour and the scent of maple syrup.

The dog frothed at the mouth, lying at the door, sniffing, its eyes turned to fire. It ran wildly in circles, biting



at its tail, spun in a frenzy, and died. It lay in the parlor for an hour.

Two o'clock, sang a voice.

Delicately sensing decay at last, the regiments of mice hummed out as softly as blown gray leaves in an
electrical wind.

Two-fifteen

The dog was gone.

In the cellar, the incinerator glowed suddenly and a whirl of sparks leaped up the chimney.

Two thirty-five.

Bridge tables sprouted from patio walls. Playing cards fluttered onto pads in a shower of pips. Martinis
manifested on an oaken bench with egg-salad sandwiches. Music played.

But the tables were silent and the cards untouched.

At four o'clock the tables folded like great butterflies back through the panelled walls.

Four-thirty.

The nursery walls glowed.

Animals took shape: yellow giraffes, blue lions, pink antelopes, lilac panthers cavorting in crystal substance.
The walls were glass. They looked out upon colour and fantasy. Hidden films clocked through well-oiled
sprockets, and the walls lived. The nursery floor was woven to resemble a crisp, cereal meadow. Over this ran
aluminum roaches and iron crickets, and in the hot still air butterflies of delicate red tissue wavered among
the sharp aroma of animal spoors! There was the sound like a great matted yellow hive of bees within a dark
bellows, the lazy bumble of a purring lion. And there was the patter of okapi feet and the murmur of a fresh
jungle rain, like other hoofs, falling upon the summer-starched grass. Now the walls dissolved into distances
of parched grass, mile on mile, and warm endless sky. The animals drew away into thorn brakes and water
holes. It was the children's hour.

Five o'clock. The bath filled with clear hot water.

Six, seven, eight o'clock. The dinner dishes manipulated like magic tricks, and in the study a click. In the metal
stand opposite the hearth where a fire now blazed up warmly, a cigar popped out, half an inch of soft grey
ash on it, smoking, waiting.

Nine o'clock. The beds warmed their hidden circuits, for nights were cool here.

Nine-five. A voice spoke from the study ceiling: "Mrs. McClellan, which poem would you like this evening?"
The house was silent.

The voice said at last, "Since you express no preference, | shall select a poem at random." Quiet music rose to
back the voice. "Sara Teasdale. As | recall, your favourite...

There will come soft rains and the smell of the ground,

And swallows circling with their shimmering sound;

And frogs in the pools singing at night,

And wild plum trees in tremulous white;

Robins will wear their feathery fire,

Whistling their whims on a low fence-wire;

And not one will know of the war, not one

Will care at last when it is done.

Not one would mind, neither bird nor tree,

If mankind perished utterly;

And Spring herself, when she woke at dawn

Would scarcely know that we were gone."

The fire burned on the stone hearth and the cigar fell away into a mound of quiet ash on its tray. The empty
chairs faced each other between the silent walls, and the music played.

At ten o'clock the house began to die.

The wind blew. A falling tree bough crashed through the kitchen window. Cleaning solvent, bottled, shattered
over the stove. The room was ablaze in an instant!

"Fire!" screamed a voice. The house lights flashed, water pumps shot water from the ceilings. But the solvent
spread on the linoleum, licking, eating, under the kitchen door, while the voices took it up in chorus: "Fire,



fire, fire!"

The house tried to save itself. Doors sprang tightly shut, but the windows were broken by the heat and the
wind blew and sucked upon the fire.

The house gave ground as the fire in ten billion angry sparks moved with flaming ease from room to room
and then up the stairs. While scurrying water rats squeaked from the walls, pistolled their water, and ran for
more. And the wall sprays let down showers of mechanical rain.

But too late. Somewhere, sighing, a pump shrugged to a stop. The quenching rain ceased. The reserve water
supply which had filled baths and washed dishes for many quiet days was gone.

The fire crackled up the stairs. It fed upon Picassos and Matisses in the upper halls, like delicacies, baking off
the oily flesh, tenderly crisping the canvases into black shavings.

Now the fire lay in beds, stood in windows, changed the colours of drapes!

And then, reinforcements. From attic trapdoors, blind robot faces peered down with faucet mouths gushing
green chemical.
The fire backed off, as even an elephant must at the sight of a dead snake.

Now there were twenty snakes whipping over the floor, killing the fire with a clear cold venom of green froth.
But the fire was clever. It had sent flame outside the house, up through the attic to the pumps there. An
explosion! The attic brain which directed the pumps was shattered into bronze shrapnel on the beams
The fire rushed back into every closet and felt of the clothes hung there.

The house shuddered, oak bone on bone, its bared skeleton cringing from the heat, its wire, its nerves
revealed as if a surgeon had torn the skin off to let the red veins and capillaries quiver in the scalded air. Help,
help! Fire! Run, run! Heat snapped mirrors like the first brittle winter ice. And the voices wailed. Fire, fire, run,
run, like a tragic nursery rhyme, a dozen voices, high, low, like children dying in a forest, alone, alone. And the
voices fading as the wires popped their sheathings like hot chestnuts. One, two, three, four, five voices died.

In the nursery the jungle burned. Blue lions roared, purple giraffes bounded off. The panthers ran in circles,
changing colour, and ten million animals, running before the fire, vanished off toward a distant steaming
river.... Ten more voices died.

In the last instant under the fire avalanche, other choruses, oblivious, could be heard announcing the time,
cutting the lawn by remote-control mower, or setting an umbrella frantically out and in, the slamming and
opening front door, a thousand things happening, like a clock shop when each clock strikes the hour insanely
before or after the other, a scene of maniac confusion, yet unity; singing, screaming, a few last cleaning mice
darting bravely out to carry the horrid ashes away! And one voice, with sublime disregard for the situation,
read poetry aloud in the fiery study, until all the film spools burned, until all the wires withered and the
circuits cracked.

The fire burst the house and let it slam flat down, puffing out skirts of spark and smoke.

In the kitchen, an instant before the rain of fire and timber, the stove could be seen making breakfasts at a
psychopathic rate, ten dozen eggs, six loaves of toast, twenty dozen bacon strips, which, eaten by fire, started
the stove working again, hysterically hissing!

The crash. The attic smashing into kitchen and parlour. The parlour into cellar, cellar into sub-cellar. Deep
freeze, armchair, film tapes, circuits, beds, and all like skeletons thrown in a cluttered mound deep under.
Smoke and silence. A great quantity of smoke.

Dawn showed faintly in the east. Among the ruins, one wall stood alone. Within the wall, a last voice said,
over and over again and again, even as the sun rose to shine upon the heaped rubble and steam:

"Today is August 5, 2026, today is August 5, 2026, today is..."

Answer the following questions

1. What is ominous about the house at the beginning of the story?

2. Why is the action just after nine o'clock somewhat more personal than the others of the day? How does
the house choose the poem? Why is it an appropriate poem for the situation?

3. Describe the scene of the destruction of the house. How is the house left in the end? How does the action
of the house in the last line compare to its action in the first line?

4. Why do you think Bradbury waited until paragraph 10 to explain what had happened to the city? Why do



you think he waited to show what had happened to the family?

Extended answer required for the following question

5. What comment is Bradbury making about the essential stupidity of machines? Of mankind? Contrast this
with Sara Teasdale's view of nature in her poem "There Will Come Soft Rains." For this task it will be useful to
research the contexts for the poem which was published in 1918.

The Era By Nana Kwame Adjei-Brenyah 2018.

The publication date for Nana Kwame Adjei-Brenyah's short story "The Era" is April 2, 2018. It was first
published in Guernica Magazine. It was also included in his collection Friday Black, which was published in
2018.

“Suck one and die,” says Scotty, a tall, mostly-true, kid. “I’'m aggressive ‘cause | think you don’t know shit.”
We're in HowltWas class.

“Well,” Mr. Harper says, twisting his ugly body toward us, “you should shut your mouth because you’re a
youth-teen who doesn’t know shit about shit, and I’'m a full-middler who’s been teaching this stuff for more
years than I’'m proud of.”

“Understood,” says Scotty.

Then Mr. Harper went back to talking about the time before the Turn, which came after the Big Quick War,
which came after the Long Big War. | was thinking about going to the nurse for some pre-lunch Good. | do
bad at school because sometimes | think when | should be learning.

“So after the Big Quick,” Mr. Harper continues in his bored voice, “science and philosopher guys realized that
people had been living wrong the whole time before. Sacrificing themselves, their efficiency, and their wants.
This made a world of distrust and misfortune, which led to both Big Wars.”

“Back then, everyone was a liar. It was so bad that it would not have been uncommon for people to tell
Samantha,” Mr. Harper points a finger at Samantha, who sits next to me, “that she was beautiful, even
though, obviously, she is hideous.” Samantha nods her ugly head showing she understands. Her face is
squished so bad she’s always looking in two different directions. Sometimes, kids who get pre-birth opti-
selected come out all messed up. Samantha is “unoptimal.” That’s the official name for people like her,
whose optimization screwed up and made their bodies horrible. | don’t have any gene corrections. | wasn’t
optimized at all. | am not optimal or ideal. But I'm also not unoptimal, so | wasn’t going to look like Samantha,
which is good. It’s not all good though, since no opti-select means no chance of being perfect either. | don’t
care. I’'m true. I'm proud, still. Looking over, being nosy 'cause sometimes | do that, | see Samantha log into
her class pad: | would have been pretty/beautiful.



“Or,” and now Mr. Harper is looking at me. | can feel him thinking me into an example. “Back then a teacher
might’ve told Ben, who we know is a dummy, that he was smart or that if he would just apply himself, he’d do
better.” The class laughs ‘cause they think a world where I’'m smart is hee-haw. In my head, | think, Mr.
Harper, do you think that back then students would think you were something other than a fat, ugly skin
sack? Then | say, “Mr. Harper, do you think back then students would think you were something other than a
fat, ugly skin sack?”

“I don’t know what they’d say about me,” Mr. Harper says. “Probably that it was a great thing that | was a
teacher and that my life didn’t suck. Anything else, Ben?” | start to say something else about how they must
have really, really liked lying to say Mr. Harper was a good teacher, but | don’t say that out loud because even
though I’'m being true, they’d say | was being emotional and it was clouding my truth.

“l understand,” | say.

Being emotional isn’t prideful, and being truthful, prideful, and intelligent are the best things. I’'m truthful and
prideful as best as | can be. Emotional truth-clouding was the main thing that led to the Long Big War and the
Big Quick War.

Together they’re called the Water Wars because of how the Federation Forces lied to its own people about
the how the Amalgamation had poisoned the water reservoirs. The result was catastrophic/horrific. Then,
since the people of the old Federation were mad because of their own truth-clouding, they kept on warring
for years and years, and the old Federation became the New Federation that stands proudly today. Later on,
when the Amalgamation of Allies suspected a key reservoir had been poisoned, they asked the New
Federation if they’d done it. In a stunning act of graciousness and honesty, my New Federation ancestors told
the truth, said, “Yeah, we did poison that reservoir,” and in doing so, saved many, many lives, which were
later more honorably destroyed via nuclear. The wars going on now, Valid Storm Alpha and the True Freedom
Campaign, are valid/true wars because we know we aren’t being emotional fighting them.

“Class, please scroll to chapter forty-one and take it in,” Mr. Harper says. The class touches their note-
screens. The chapter is thirty-eight pages. | don’t even try to read it. | look at some chapter videos of people
doing things they used to do: a man throws three balls into the air, a woman in a dress spins on one leg. After
three minutes the class is done reading the chapter. Their SpeedRead™ chips make reading easy/quick for
them. SpeedRead™ lets optimized people take in words faster than | can hardly see them. Since I’'m a clear-
born, | look while they read. | read the chapters on my own later. But even staring at the videos and pictures
is better than some can do. Samantha can’t hardly look at her screen. And then there’s Nick and Raphy who
are the class shoelookers. All they do is cry and moan. They were both optimized and still became
shoelookers. Being emotional is all they are and it means they aren’t good for anything. I’'m glad Samantha
and Nick and Raphy are in the class. Because of them I’'m not bottom/last in learning and | don’t wanna be
overall bottom/last at all.

After they’ve read the chapters, Mr. Harper goes back to talking about how untrue the lives people used to
live were. We've all heard about the times before the Turn, but hearing Mr. Harper, who is a teacher and,
hopefully, not a complete ass/idiot, talk about all the untruths people used to think were regular makes me
proud to be from now and not then. Still, | mostly only half-listen “cause I’'m thinking.

When the horn goes off and it’s time for rotation, | hang back so | can speak truth to Mr. Harper.

“Mr. Harper,” | say.

“What, Ben?”

“Today, during a lot of your session, | was thinking about beating you to death with a rock.”

“Hmm, why?”

“I don’t know. I’'m not a brain-healer.”

“If you don’t know, how would I? Go to the nurse if you want.”

| walk toward the nurse’s office. On the way there | see three shoelookers together in front of one of our
school’s war monuments: a glass case holding a wall with the nuclear shadows of our dead enemies on it.
Two of the shoelookers cry and the third paces between the other two, biting his nails. Marlene is near them.
Marlene is my sibling. She is five cycles older than | am and training to be a NumbersPlusTaxes teacher.
Marlene is also the reason | was not given a pre-birth opti-selection. When Marlene was opti-selected all her
personality points attached to only one personality paradigm and made her a Para-one, a person who’s only



about one thing. There are all kinds of paradigms, like Intelligence, Conscientiousness or Extraversion.
OptiLife™ releases different personality packages people can pay for all the time. My parents are successful
enough to get a standard package of seven points to spread across a few paradigms. That’s what they wanted
for Marlene: a balanced, successful person. But all seven of the points that could have gone toward her being
a bunch of different stuff all went to one paradigm. Ambition. And that much of anything makes you a
freak/the worst. But some companies like Learning Inc. like people like Marlene. She is a good worker. She is
good at getting things she wants. It’s all she does. Get things.

When Marlene was six and | was still a crying bag of poop, my parents had to convince her that having a
younger brother would actually help her be a good teacher because she could practice information transfer
on me. They also told her that |, as a clear-born, could never be in competition with her in life or their hearts,
after they caught her trying to smother me with a pillow. They tell that story and laugh about it now.

After Marlene, my parents decided optimizing me wasn’t worth the risk. When | was younger, she used to
force me to read books for hours. She tried to make me remember things, and when | couldn’t, she would
slap me or pull my hair or twist my fingers. When | cheated, and she didn’t notice, she would hug me and
squeeze so tight | couldn’t breathe. She’d kiss my forehead. When | got old enough to really be in school, and
didn’t do well there either, Marlene gave up on me. “No one can make a diamond out of a turd,” she said.
“Got it, Marlene,” | said.

“Diamonds are actually made from—"

“l don’t care, Marlene.”

I’'m proof she isn’t the perfect teacher and she hates me for it.

How | feel about Marlene: she could keel over plus die and I'd be happy plus ecstatic.

She has two cups of water in her hands. She looks at me quickly, then pours a cup of water onto the heads of
each of the crying shoelookers. “Wet the Wetter” is a game people play with shoelookers sometimes. People
like to trip them or pour water on the heads of criers ‘cause they won’t do anything back and it’s humorous.
The two shoelookers are crying harder than ever now but not moving. Water drip, drips from their heads and
clothes.

“Ben,” Marlene says, “isn’t it your lunch section?”

“Yes,” | say.

“This isn’t the food sector.”

“I understand.”

“I am inquiring because your ability to move effectively through an academic space reflects upon my own
person,” Marlene says. | look at the empty glasses in her hands.

“I am me and you are you. | don’t care what reflects on you,” | say.

“You know this school will be mine in the future.” she says. “Even you should understand that.” Marlene
always talks about how she will take the school over, how she’ll be such a good teacher that everything will
be hers.

“Okay. Don’t talk to me,” | say loudly. “Para-one,” | say much more softly because she’s scary. Marlene comes
close to me. The shoelookers drip. The dry one paces back and forth.

“What’d you say?” Marlene asks. | don’t say anything. | look at her eyes that always look the same, always
searching for something to push over and stomp. Marlene backs off and lets me go. She walks away laughing
at the wet shoelookers, and at me, | guess.

Shoelookers don’t really do anything to anybody except make them proud to be themselves and not a no-
good shoelooker. People say if you tell a lot of lies, eventually you start being all depressed and weepy like
them. The shoelookers don’t feel anything but sad. They feel it so much you can see it in everything they do.
They’re always looking at the ground.

| walk to the nurse in big steps. Everybody gets their mandatory Good in the mornings with breakfast at
school, but they have extra at the nurse’s. | go to the nurse because Good makes me feel good. When | have
Good it’s easy to be proud and truthful and to ignore the things that cloud my truth like Marlene, or being
made into an example, or knowing I'll never be perfect.

The nurse, Ms. Higgins, is shaped like an old pear. Her body type is not attractive. She isn’t in a union and
doesn’t have any kids because she’s ugly and works as a school nurse. Today her face looks tired plus more



tired. | prefer Ms. Higgins. Ms. Higgins looks at me, pulls her injector from her desk. There are vials of fresh
Good on a shelf behind her.

It's quiet, so | talk. “Why don’t you quit if you hate it here so much?” | ask as she screws the Good into the
injector gun.

“Because | need credits,” she says. She steps to me. | stretch my neck out for her and close my eyes. She puts
one hand on one side of my neck. Her hand is warm plus strong. She stabs the injector needle in. My head
feels the way an orange tastes. | open my eyes and look at her. She waits. | look at her more. She frowns,
then gives me another shot. And then | feel Good.

“Bye,” | say to Ms. Higgins. She sweeps the air with her fingers, like, be gone.

On the way to my usual foodbreak table, | walk past a table of shoelookers whispering to themselves. A few
are crying. Shoelookers—if they’re good for anything, it’s crying. | laugh ’cause the Good is going full blast and
it’s funny how the shoelookers just don’t have a chance. How they’re so down that even Good doesn’t help
them much.

At my table Scotty, John and some others are laughing, but | don’t know why, so | feel mildly frustrated.

“Oh hey, Ben, we were so worried. Please have a seat,” says John. | sit down next to him. “How are you
feeling today?” Scotty asks, and | feel even more frustrated 'cause | think they’re using me for humor because
| needed extra Good instead of just the mandatory breakfast Good. “We care,” Scotty says, making his voice
like a bird. The table laughs. | look around, then | relax ‘cause | catch on to things, and | can see that they’re
making fun of how things used to be, and not me.

“Why, thank you for asking,” | say. “I'm doing great.” They laugh more, and it feels great. All the laughing at
the table.

“Please take my drink because you look thirsty and ‘cause you’re a really smart guy,” Scotty says and
everybody laughs even harder. “Catch, Ben,” Scotty says as he tosses a box drink. | don’t move to catch it fast
enough ‘cause I’'m thinking: | just got Good from the nurse, and already I’'m feeling things other than good,
which isn’t how it works.

The drink box goes over my hand and smacks Leslie McStowe right in the head.

She drops her tray and her food. Leslie frowns. | laugh with everybody else. Leslie was a twin, then her
brother, Jimmy, died. Jimmy was a shoelooker who cooked his head in a food zapper. Leslie is always telling
lies about how great things are or how nice everyone looks and how everybody is special. Leslie McStowe is
one of the least truthful people around, which is frustrating because she and | scanned high for compatibility
on our genetic compatibility charts. Probably because we’re both clear-borns. Leslie’s parents have protested
against the Opti-Life™. They don’t believe in perfect. | believe in it—I just hate it.

Leslie stands there looking lost and stupid. | want more laughs, so | stand up and make my mouth a big, huge
smile and say, “Sorry about that, Leslie, let me use my credit to get you a new lunch.” The table goes crazy. |
have a lot of credits because my mother and father are successful, which | benefit from. Leslie’s face goes
from Ow to all smiles as she looks at me. Then she says, “That’s so nice of you.” It’s a surprising thing to hear
’cause no one has said it to me before. The table is wild/crazy, which makes me proud. | keep it going.
“C’'mon, let’s get you another lunch,” | say in a voice | imagine would have been regular a long time ago.
Leslie McStowe follows me into the food part of the cafeteria. “Those people are idiots,” my mother said
once. She wasn’t talking about the McStowes specifically, but a bunch of people that were giving away candy
and flowers to strangers on the newscast. The McStowes and the people my mother called idiots are part of
the Anti. They’re anti-Good, anti-prebirth science, anti-progress. At my school | can count the number of anti-
families on my hands. But there are a lot of them in worse parts of the Federation.

“Get whatever you want,” | say, even though the guys at the table can’t hear me over here.

“Thanks so much!” Leslie says. When she smiles it looks like somebody scooped holes in her cheeks 'cause of
her dimples. She grabs a juice and a greens bowl and that’s it. | register my credit code into the machine for
her and she smiles at the lunch man who doesn’t say anything. “Have a great day,” | say to him because I’'m
still doing the thing | was doing. He stares. When we come back to the main part of the cafeteria, I'm
expecting a bunch of laughs. No one at the table notices. They’re eating now. | feel frustrated.

“Thanks, Benny, you're such a sweetie,” Leslie says. | want to let her know the whole thing was for laughs, but
then | don’t, because I'm thinking. | sit down, and Leslie goes to sit with the shoelookers, though she herself is



not a shoelooker. | think, maybe | should have been truthful and reminded her about the fact that her face is
arranged nicely, so she would remember we scanned as compatible and might eventually be part of a
workable, functional familiar unit with me.

Everybody has their own room in our housing unit. | have a mother and a father, and there’s Marlene. In my
room, | do physical maintenance like push-ups and leg pushes and then | read the chapters from school until |
smell food. | go downstairs where my mother and father and sibling are all at a table chewing.

“What are you looking at me for?” | ask.

“I received a message saying you’ve been taking extra Good,” my father says.

| take a bowl from the washer and | push the button that makes the cooker front slide open. | put a spoon in. |
feel the hot inside the box. | fill the bowl with meat and grains from the cooker. “Sometimes | need it. And
why aren’t you being truthful?” | say. “Marlene told you that.” Marlene, since she’s training at the school,
knows stuff about me and what | do there.

“Don’t accuse anyone of not being truthful,” my mother says.

“I obscured the full truth because you have a tendency to respond emotionally, like some kind of neck-
crane,” says my father. Standing and staring at them, | dive my spoon into my bowl. | take a bite and chew.
The grains and meat taste like grains and meat.

“I only pay attention because people still associate me with you,” Marlene says. “Once I'm certified | won’t be
interested. Until then you are still a periphery reflection of my person.”

Sometimes | imagine Marlene drowning in a tank of clear water.

“Okay, I've listened to you and now I’'m frustrated,” | say.

“We are also frustrated because people still associate you with us, even though we are our own successful
individuals,” my mother says.

“Not to mention the fact that your clear-birth was a mistake and you are only alive due to your mother’s
irrationality brought about by maternity,” my father says. My mother looks at me, then my father, and then
nods her head. “It’s true, it’s true,” she says.

| drop my food on the floor and walk away. The bowl doesn’t break. The food splats on the floor.

“Have some pride, Ben,” my father says.

“You always say the same things. It’s frustrating,” | say from the hall so they can’t see me. | squeeze my eyes
shut so no water can come from them. | try to have some pride. “l know | was a mistake already, so | don’t
know why you mention it so often.”

“It’s because the fact that we didn’t select genes during your pre-birth period almost certainly correlates to
your being so slow and disappointing,” my father calls, “and we’re frustrated with you and tangentially
ourselves as a result.”

“I know all that,” I say. | go to the bathroom. | grab the house injector from behind the mirror. | go to grab a
vial of Good. There is none. | spin around like it will be in the air somewhere. Then | take a breath and close
my eyes and close the mirror. | open it again slowly, hoping it will be different. It isn’t. There is an injector,
but no Good. | want to scream but don’t. Instead | go to my room. | sit in the bed.

| try to sleep. All | do is sweat and feel hurt all around my body and in my head. It gets dark. By then | feel like
death/poop. Deep into the night my mother comes into the room.

“You’ve been screaming,” she says.

“I don’t care if I've been disturbing you. I’'m frustrated you hid our Good,” | say from under the covers. | hear
her step to me, she rips the covers away. She is frowning in the dark. She puts a hand on my face and turns it.
Then she uses the injector in her hand and stabs it into my neck. She gives me three shots and the Good
makes my teeth rattle. My mother’s hand sits on my head for a while. Then she turns and leaves. And then
everything feels so right and so fine that | fall asleep smiling.

At school | get my usual morning Good. And in HowltWas class we talk about before, again.

“So even though people said all these things and acted like everyone else was important there were still wars
and hurting, which proves it was a time of lies,” Mr. Harper says.

“But yesterday you said some frog crap about how some things were better and how it was easier in the old



days,” Scotty says.

“This is why you’ll be a mid-level tasker at best,” Mr. Harper says. “I said some people still believe that the old
way was better. Some people still live the old way because they prefer it.”

“I think those people are assjerks,” Scotty says.

“No one cares what you think,” Mr. Harper says, “though | agree with you.”

“H-How dow know?” says Samantha, in her broken, deep voice. She is normally quiet. “Mahbe okay.”

“Shut up, screw-face,” Scotty says. He takes off his shoe and throws it at Samantha. It hits her and makes a
thunk sound and then bounces off her head onto my desk. The class laughs. Mr. Harper laughs. Samantha
tries to laugh. | stare at the shoe.

“See, here we have a teachable moment,” Mr. Harper says. “Back before the turn, Scotty might not have
been honest about how he expressed himself, and Samantha would go on thinking he thought what she said
was smart.”

| go straight to Ms. Higgins after class. When | get there she looks at me like I’'m broken.

“You’ve been put on a Good restriction by your legal guardians,” she says. | can see the vials behind her. | can
almost feel them. Almost, but definitely not.

“I only need two,” | say. “Even one shot, please.”

“A formal restriction has—"

“I' know,” I yell. | turn around and leave.

The floors of the school are tan and white. | walk to lunch. It is hard to keep my head up ‘cause | don’t feel
proud or Good at all.

When | get to the cafeteria | hear someone say, “Happy birthday.” When | look up | see Leslie McStowe
looking at me. She’s sitting at a table with a bunch of sorry shoelookers. Then she stands and wraps her arms
around me. “Happy birthday,” she says again. | used to hide in my room and try to remember everything from
whatever Marlene had given me to read so that | could get a hug like that after her tests. But this is the first
one I've had in many cycles. I’'m standing there thinking of how Leslie McStowe is strong plus soft. | can feel
her breathing on my neck a little.

“It’s your birthday,” Leslie says. She is smiling at me. Her eyes seem excited/electronic.

“Oh,” | say. | have seen fifteen cycles now.

“We scanned compatible, you know. It’s in your charts,” she says quickly, answering the question | was
thinking.

“Oh.”

“If you want, my parents would love to have you over to celebrate,” she looks down at the floor, not like a
shoelooker, but like she’s ashamed. “They like celebrating things.”

“I don’t celebrate like that, or associate with you. Also, everyone thinks your parents are strange,” | say.

“I know, but it would make us all really happy,” she says. This, | realize, is exactly, what Mr. Harper was
speaking of. Leslie McStowe wants me to make her happy, for no reason. | look at her and am lost in
something that doesn’t feel like pride or intellect or what truth should feel like. “Please,” she says and hands
me a paper that is an invitation for later in the day. | take the invitation and then | walk to the table where |
normally sit with the people | usually associate with.

At home my familiar unit says things to me:

“Hello,” my father says.

“You seem agitated,” my mother says.

“You are now on the Good restriction list,” Marlene says.

| don’t say anything to anyone. Without any Good in me everything looks like a different kind of bad. And all |
can imagine are the worst things about everyone and everything. And | can’t tell if my stomach is aching or
whether I’'m imagining how bad a really bad stomachache might be if | had one right then. Either way it hurts.
Ideas that scare me run around my head. | go to the bathroom. | pull the mirror back. There is an injector, but
there is still no Good. None. Only a shaver and fluoride paste and a small medical kit. | look in the medical kit,
just in case. No Good. | take the empty injector and bring it to my neck. | hit the trigger and stab and hope
maybe I'll get something. | hit the trigger again. Again. | close the mirror, and a small crack appears in a corner



of the glass. | go outside. I'm afraid of how bad | feel. No one asks where | am going.

The McStowes live in a complex on the outer part of the section. In our section the poor people all live on the
outer parts so those of us on the inner parts don’t have to come in contact with them all the time. They live
cramped together in small spaces that are cheaper and as a result not as nice, in looks or housing capabilities:
keeping warm/dry, being absent of animals, etc.

| haven’t had any Good since breakfast. | can feel the no-Good pressing on me. Pulling me down. It is getting
dark outside. Out at the edge of the section, there are so many shoelookers slowly moving through the walk-
streets. They’'ve been abandoned by the people who used to be their families. That’s what happens to most
shoelookers. There are a bunch of soon-deads and there are a few kid-youths and also every other age there
is. Once in a while, one of the shoelookers will snap their heads up and their eyes will be wild like they just
remembered something important. Then, after a few seconds of wild looking and head turning, they’ll drop
their heads back down.

It’s worse than frustrating. Being around all those downed heads makes me want to close my eyes forever. |
follow the gridwalks toward where the McStowes live. | focus on the ground because it doesn’t make me
want to disappear as much. The ground on the way there is grey and grey and grey. My shoes are black and
grey. Good in its vial is clean/clear.

Long fingernails bite my shoulders. | look up and see a shoelooker my mother’s age. Her hand are near my
neck. She screams, “Where are we going?” and shakes me like she’s trying to get me to wake up. Her voice is
screechy like she’s been yelling for a long time. | shove her, then | run because I’'m very disturbed.

I make sure I’'m looking up as | run. I’'m sweaty when | reach Leslie’s housing complex. Inside it is not nice. A
bunch of cats and a raccoon race and fight in the lobby area. The walls are dirty and the paint is peeling. |
walk up a stairwell that smells like a toilet. When | find the McStowe door | knock on it. | can hear people
rustling inside. | imagine myself falling into a jar of needles over and over again. | haven’t had any Good. The
door opens. It’s bright inside.

“Happy birthday” comes out of several mouths. The voices together make my heart beat harder.

“Hello,” I say.

“Come in, come in,” says Leslie. There’s a tall man with a skinny neck and grey hair. He wears an ugly shirt
with bright flowers on it.

“Great to see you, really great to see you,” Father McStowe says. I’'m wondering if in the McStowe’s home
people say everything twice.

The food sector is a small space to the left. It smells like something good. In the main sector are Leslie
McStowe, her mother, her father, and three fidgeting shoelookers about my age. They have the usual
sad/dirty look. They might be from the school. | don’t know. | don’t look at shoelookers.

“Come in,” Mother McStowe says, even though I’'m already inside. She is a thin woman with a short haircut.
There are folds of loose skin under her neck. | come in further. Everyone is looking at me.

“How was your walk over?” Leslie says. Her face is smiling.

“Bad,” | say. “This part of the section is worse than where my unit lives.”

“Well, I'm sorry to hear that,” Father McStowe says. “Let’s have some cake now that the man of the hour is
here in one piece!” Man of the hour. He is talking about me.

There are two beds in the main section. There are sheets and plates on one bed so it can be a table. There are
pillows arranged on the other to make it a place to sit.

“I've never had cake,” | say. | haven’t. It isn’t something proud people eat. It makes people fat, my mother
says, just like the candy the Antis hand out in the streets.

“Well, isn’t that a shame,” Mother McStowe says, even though she is smiling. She has dimples like her
daughter. “In this house we eat cake every chance we get, seems like,” she laughs. And so does Father
McStowe. Leslie laughs. Even one of the three shoelookers laughs a little. | can tell by how the shoelooker’s
shoulders jump while she stares at the floor.

“You shouldn’t feel sorry for me,” | say. “My housing unit is much nicer than this.” It gets quiet, then the
house starts laughing some more. Even though | don’t know exactly why they are laughing, I’'m not too
frustrated.



“This one!” says Father McStowe. “A true comedian.”

“What’s a true comedian?” | ask.

“Joke-tellers, humor-makers,” says Father McStowe. “Back in the old world, it was a life profession to make
laughter. One of many interesting old-world lives.”

“I don’t believe that,” | say, ‘cause | don't.

“That’s okay,” says Mother McStowe, still giggling. “Let’s eat some cake.”

“Sounds sweet to me,” says Father McStowe. He laughs and so does his family.

We move over to the table/bed. The main sector of the housing unit has walls covered in sheets of paper with
too many colors on them.

“Cake,” Mother McStowe says as she walks to the food sector, “was a delicacy in the old world, used to
celebrate events like union-making, the lunar cycle, battle-victory and, of course, birthdays.” Mother
McStowe looks for some utensil in the food sector. | look at Father McStowe and ask, “Is that the food sector
your son killed himself in?” There’s a clang/clack sound from Mother McStowe dropping something on the
floor.

Father McStowe looks at me. He touches my shoulder. His hand is large/heavy. “You know something,” he
speaks low so only | can hear him, “one of the things we like to do in this home is be careful of what we say.
What you said didn’t have to be said. And now you’ve hurt my wife. She’ll be fine, but—"

“Lying for others is what caused the Big Quick and the Long Big,” | say.

“Maybe. Or maybe it was something else. I’'m talking about thinking about the other person, ya know?”
Father McStowe whispers to me. “I’'m sure you have a lot of ideas about this, but it's something we try
around here.” He smiles and touches my shoulder again. “Let’s eat some cake,” he says in a big voice, a voice
for everybody.

| haven’t had any Good since breakfast. And here | am. In Leslie McStowe’s house. Because she invited me
and because she makes me think of things that aren’t Marlene or optimization or being forever dumb/slow.
Mother McStowe comes back. She smiles at me as she hands me a knife big enough to cut a bunch of things.
“It was tradition for birthday boys to cut the cake after the singing of the traditional birthday hymn,” Mother
McStowe says. She looks around quickly with wide eyes, then begins to sing. The rest of her family joins in.
The shoelookers look down and up, and down and up, trying to decide what to be, and even they mumble
along with the McStowes.

Happy birthday to ya, happy birthday to ya

Happy birthday, happy birthday to ya

Happy birthday, it’s your day yeah

Happy birthday to ya, happy birthday yeah!

When they finish, Mother McStowe tells me, with her eyes, to cut the cake. The knife cuts through easily. “I
forgot, traditionally, you are supposed to make a wish before you cut into the cake,” says Mother McStowe.
“But after is fine, | suppose. You can wish for anything.”

Of course, | wish for Good. | put one more cut into the cake, then Mother McStowe takes the knife for me,
and | see she cuts into the middle of it instead of off the side like | did. She cuts pieces for everybody. Father
McStowe and Leslie and | sit on the bed made for sitting. The rest stand and chew. The cake is the sweetest
thing I've ever eaten. “Do you like it?”

“It’s good "cause it’s so sweet,” | say. It makes my tongue and teeth feel more alive.

“And it’s an authentic old-time recipe you can’t get anywhere else,” Mother McStowe says.

When half my cake is gone | turn to Father McStowe. “Do you have any extra Good?” | ask somewhat
discretely, since taking too much Good is not a proud thing. Father McStowe looks at me with cheeks full of
cake.

“We like to think of our home as a throwback to an era before industrial Good,” he says. He swallows, then
puts a hand on my shoulder then removes it.

“I need Good.”

“You’re thinking now, this,” Father McStowe does something with his hands, “is then. Think of our home as a
place where no one needs industrial Good.”

“Is it because you’re poor that you don’t have any Good?” | ask. Father McStowe laughs so hard he spits wet



cake onto the floor. Quickly, Mother McStowe cleans it up. He looks to his daughter and says, “This one is
funny. A real comedian.”

“I'm not telling jokes,” | say.

“That’s why you’re so good,” Father McStowe says. “When | want to be funny, | usually tell an old-time joke,
like this one,” he clears his throat. “Have you heard the one about the deaf man?”

“What?”

“That’s what he said!” Father McStowe says. “If you would have said ‘no’ | would have said ‘ neither has he.’
Get it?” He touches me on the shoulder and chuckles. Leslie and the shoelookers giggle with him. “Truly, we
like to think we, as you’ve seen, have created a space that is really a throwback to a time before the Big Quick
or even the Long Big. My family and | recreate that decent era for people who might want, or need it.”

“I’'m frustrated because you don’t have any Good. I'm leaving,” | say.

“What we—hey Linda, could you grab some of our literature—offer here is a way to feel and be happy
without Good. We can feel good just by being together and you can join us a few times a week depending on
the package that works for you.” Leslie is smiling and the shoelookers are eating cake, switching between
weak smiles and lost frowns.

“I'm going home,” | say.

“Take some literature,” he says. With her face smiling, Mother McStowe hands me a pamphlet. On it are
smiling faces and words and different prices. Different amounts of time are trailed by different credit values
on each row of information.

“There are lots of choices,” Leslie says.

“Think it over. If any package feels right for you, let Leslie know. We recommend starting off with at least
three days a week here with us in The Era. You’ll feel brand-new. Just look at these guests,” Mother McStowe
points to the shoelookers who are munching cake still. They look at me and they all try to smile.

| get up. “I'm frustrated because | thought this was something different,” | yell. | haven’t had any Good. | feel
the pamphlet crushing in my fist. On the front it says Life in the Era in curly letters. “Also your daughter
doesn’t frustrate me, so that’s why | came.”

“Look over the literature,” Father McStowe says when I’'m at the door.

“I haven’t had any Good since the morning, that’s why I’'m emotional,” | scream before | slam the door and
run back to my own housing unit. | get tired, so | have to walk. Plus there is no Good at my housing unit
anyways. The night is black. The gridwalk is grey and grey and grey. There’s some sweet left on my teeth and,
even after the sweet is gone, thinking about it helps keep me walking.

At breakfast the next day the Good makes me feel better for a few minutes, but not even through to the last
sip of my milk. My neck aches. My brain throbs. The floor of the school is mostly tan and the patterns against
the tan are at least easy to drown in. In Mr. Harper’s class we are talking about the Long Big and how it led to
the Big Quick, like always. | think of cake during class.

At lunch | go to sit with my usuals. At the table Scotty says, “Back off, we don’t want to associate with a
shoelooker like you.” Somebody else says, “Go sit with the downs over there.” | just stand there, looking at
the ground, because I'm not a shoelooker, even though, with my head down, and the feeling in my head, and
the tears almost in my eyes, | probably look like one.

| try to be proud and look up. | feel a boom and a hurt under my eye. | fall. The table laughs. | see that John
has punched me to say | am officially not welcome. My face hurts. | want to lie there, but | get up because I'm
pulled up. It is Leslie McStowe that pulls me. She is frowning. When I’'m standing, | pick my head up and she
walks with me to the nurse’s office. “It’s okay,” Leslie says, lying like they used to, like she does. And | am
happy to hear her do it.

In the nurse’s office Ms. Higgins stares at the two of us. Samantha is sitting in a chair. Samantha is not
healthy, ever, but she looks at me like, welcome, and does her happier moaning sound. Ms. Higgins pulls a
cold pack out of a cold box. | put the cold over my eye. It makes the hurt less. | sit in a chair next to Samantha.
Leslie sits in one next to me.

“He got hit,” Leslie says.

“Yah ohkay?” Samantha groans.



“You got hit,” Ms. Higgins says.

“Yes,” | say. Ms. Higgins says nothing. Then she stands up and opens the drawer that holds her injector.
Hearing the drawer slide open makes my skin tingle. She turns her back to us so she can feed some fresh new
Good into the injector.

Then, at the office door, | see my sibling. “I heard,” says Marlene, “you’ve become a real shoelooker.” Leslie
touches my not-cold hand. Her fingers are warm on mine. “Ben is on a Good restriction, Higgins.” With one
eye | look at Leslie McStowe, then Samantha, and then Marlene, and then Ms. Higgins. Ms. Higgins screws a
vial of Good into the injector. “I'll report you,” Marlene says.

Ms. Higgins continues screwing the vial into the injector and does not look at Marlene. Marlene stands at the
office door. She’s holding a cup of water. All | want is Good. Ms. Higgins looks at me with her loaded injector.
Leslie squeezes my hand. | look at Ms. Higgins. | shake my head. Ms. Higgins drops her injector on her desk
then sits down in her chair. She turns her head and looks at the wall. We are quiet. It’s quiet for a long time.
Leslie looks at me. She wants to smile, but she can’t, so with my head down, one hand warm, one hand cold,
one eye bruising and the other looking at her | say, “Have you heard the one about the deaf man?”

Answer the following questions:

1.How does the society in "The Era" use technology and medication ("Good") to control its citizens and
maintain conformity?

2. What is the significance of the "New Federation" and its ideology, and how does it differ from the "Anti"
group?

3. Why does the society in "The Era" allow outsiders to exist, and what role do they play in maintaining the
social order?

Extended answer required for:

4. How does the author use language and imagery to convey the emotional tone and atmosphere of the
story?
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