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since 1989, we've walched political leaders look for the familiar embrace of an

enemy's antlers.
But it's important Lo remember that it's a metaphor, that stags are no more
strike missile deployment. ‘Theodor Adorno?

prone to divorces than to [irst-s
objected Lo astrology (or, more specifically, to the astrology column in an Ameri-
people thought that the stars were about them: better

“That is, it's not that stags are like us but that
rd is the generation of strik-

~an newspaper) because
Lo say that we are about the stars.
we are like stags. One of the uses of the natural wo
| actions that let us define and redefine ourselves and connect
orld gives rise to metaphors by
1, onc of the most neglected

ing images anc
ourselves to everything else. That the natural w
which we understand oursclves is, 1 have long, though
1d paying attention to it, It's important Lo remember
jsm is just bad analogy: all that stuflf claiming we
aw food or copulate with

reasons for protecting it
too that biological determin
ave like our primordial selves, therelore we must eal r
{ out that way, is just saying that the stars are

those who look this way or ac
about us.

The definition is alwa
something else to happen, [or vedehinition. “My love i
wrote the poct Robert Burns:’ we assume that there is something about roses—
sweelness, redness, delicacy, heauty, epheme rality—-that he has in mind and
ectheart with thorns, roots, and maybe aphids. Partial
us only so far; then we must travel by

partial: the door at {he far end is always open for
ike a red, red rose”

do not picturve his sw
resemblance, because metaphor takes
other mcans.

The same week | 5
ntown to meet my friend Claire
L4 1t was a magnificent show, and Ono’s work man-

aw the skulls ol the stags who'd starved of intractable

combat, I went dow ind sce the last day of a

big show of Yoko O no's ar
aged to do all the things the conceptualists of that era most prized, but witha

Kind of tender bopelulness that wasi'L theirs but hers. At the entrance to the
exhibition were two tables, each with two chairs, and the tabletop was a chess-
board set with chess pieccs, ready to play. But the chessmen-—-and the
tables, and the chairs, and the board-—were white, whiter than the stags’ ant-
lers, than their skulls, than their teeth, pure white. In Ono's game, your 0ppo-
nent was no longer diflerent Irom yourscll and mayhe no longer your opponent.
Can you fight yoursellT How do you know when youre winning?

Claire, who has gone around the world doing antinuclear and peace work
and now heads Oakland’s Martin Luther King Jr. treedom Center, has many

it turned out that she is an avid chess player. [ am nob,
was delighted that it

surprising talents, a d
and 1 was tired, but that was all to the good, because she

Lo mistake her rook for mine and move it against

took only three moves for me
and Ono

her—at which point the game was OveT, we had unhooked antlers,

German-born philosopher and sociologist.

2. T'heador Adorno (1903 ~1969),
ved Scottish folk

3. Robert Burns (17591796 8 Seottish poet who adapted and prese
a Ned, Red Rose” (1794).

an artist and musician knowt

songs, including "My Love Is Li
4. Yoko Ono (b. 1933), Japancse Ame
to John Lennon and her peace activism.

1 for her marriage

“Lane

455

had firmly s
1ly 5 ] at cliff
had| v suggested that difference is negligible
artwork that was about rem M
ful merging. Further

ol ) ? avoidable, in thi
ol ci._m:_n_dm games and metaphors lor war :..:“ s
and placards {r ; ion was doc ok :

) _Lm,n.:Lw from the Vietnam War era, whi umentation of Ono’s bill
Over If You Want I, ar era, which
from conllic

a play-
boards
: said things like “T'
i s like “The Wi
i n_v:c makes it clear not only that mx il
also that with o i i we ¢ ,
0 pen imaginati ‘e ¢
something else— verhaps into love R that

could disengage
ould transform it into

Staus are st , a word that or

2 S i slags 5 : Crops ’

g tags, but chess doesn’t have (o be war. N .Muﬁ up all over her wo
war. Neither

does war
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“What game?” the others shouted back, skipping back and lorth.

“Let me show you,” the first one said. She was about cight and looked as if
she might be the informal leader of the group. She began to demonstrate. The
other girls didn't seem tvo enthusiastic about this new game. What was wrang
with just playing skip? But slowly, they became intrigued.

“It is called the necklace game.” the leader said. “This is just going to he
pretend necklace, not the real thing.” she said. She pushed the other girls aside
as il to open up the stage. Rotaling through the role of victim, then killers, then
onlookers, she scemed to my amazement to recall virtually everything that actu-
ally happencd in a real “necldace” murder, even though she hadnt been born
when the last necklace killing occurred in her township.

She flailed her arms, screaming in mock ang h as il being beaten, sway-
ing back and forth, turning her head from left to right, and begging for merey
with eyes wide open to show Iright. Then she switched roles and play-acted
someone going of( to find petrol, then another person offering matches, then
someone running to demand a car tire [rom an imaginary passing motorist.
“Give me your tire,” she ordered with mock hostility. She narrated tlie

H

part of the motorist dutifully nbeying, then the petrol man, then the matches
man. Finally, she returned to her vietim role, struggling against the make-
belicve tire placed around her nec Nervously, she made a gesture simulating
the striking ol a match, as il her [riends—now a crowd of exceutioners—had

forced her to set hersell alight.

As imaginary lames engulfed her, she threw her arms wildly into the air,
“Now sing and clap your hands and dance. I'm dying,” she said. 1ler [riends
started clapping and singing in a discordant rhythm. They formed a circle and
went round and round her “body.” Gradually, the high-pitched screams of the
girl with the imaginary tir around her neck faded into a whimper as her life
chbed away. Consumed by the flames, she slowly lowered hersell o the ground
and “died.” 1t was all make-believe.

None of the girls 1 saw reenacting the necklace game that morning had
actually witnessed a necklace murder. But the unspoken events of the past—the
silence o Mlungisi's lambs  had hecome imprinted on their minds. It was not
just the eutward form of the game, but its inner meaning, the sense ol trauma
1o communal Tife that it carried with it They carried the collective horrar
somewhere deep within them. Reenacting the death dance of the necklace
have been a way of translorming its memory into something

victim may wel
more accessible and tess learful for the girls.

“This incident provides an illuminating metaphor for the way in which
trauma is passed on intergenerationally “in ways subtle and not so subtle”
through silences, fear, and through the psychological scars and pain that are
often left unacknowledged. The questions that remain for us when we witness
2 scenc such as this ene are: Did they witness it? 1F they only heard about it
without witnessing it, how could they so accu rately reenact it? ]

The langnage ol violence is etched in the memory of many victims ol vio-
lent conflict and passed on to the next generation in the way that traumatic
memory so often is. The notion ol intergencrational transmi sion of trauma

has been well established, particularly in the surviving families of the Hol
caust, S‘._:.E. it has been observed that second- and ”E_A_.wn_:,.?:r:.:_ : i
dants ol survivors krow their parents' trauma without :z._.n,u.:eznpn._....m._u.
discussing Lheir experiences in any detail. The traumatic stories ‘“M c iy
cated in behaviorally subtle and unconscious ways. The n _.E._._..._. d _s_.ﬂp..::m_..
necklace murder by the young girls in the story above could “__,w ”M ,.,_ . :. )
expression of that which cannot be spoken but expressed only :.:..cn:m nwd,q.:
bolic language. ’ v
.;m repetition of real events lrom the past seems like a transformation of
trawmalic eﬁx._..mc:nw into ritual, _xi:__um a cathartic v ay c::w:m_wm _.:r,. ;Q:m "
the struggle to lind language that expresses the [rustrations, helplesst __.E
empowerment, and dire poverty of people whose lives :n..,,_S. 2_::. ,?M . .._;.
past and continue Lo count for little in the greater scheme s:_:: ;.H e
The notion of “language rules”—which T have horrowed m_._«._uz.d 1z h
Arendt's reflections in her book on Lichmann'—is an ::E.nﬁ.m: r one.? \M_.d_::_
uses the phrase in reference to the use of cuphemistic r_:m..:; .Mu wh & N :” a
ing is called by its proper name. The phrase “language _.:n.cm...m._”:..ﬂ pli ... ) ::H_m
one hand, that one has to obey rules of communication m._.:hm “: »M, .ca __ ,
hand, that these rules of communication often Fail us, and that .2:2_. " :_mﬂ__.
short of adequately conveying the meaning of cﬁumnwm:nc especi _w _:.u.w i
ences that are imbued with painful memories. e e
The stories of trauma told by victims who testified belore South Africa’
Truth "mw"_ Reconciliation Commission (rre) illustrate this struggle ?W:_.__.n_
guage. [raumatic ...v_ue_.ma:nm overwhelms the senses so that cqm—w._.m_: :Lq _._»_HHH-
ing of the trauma, language is inadequate. Language does not suflici M‘
capture what happened. As victims navigate the world of r,_mx:.umc _:p_:,_.: 4
communicate these painful memories to witnesses of their :..:.::;Q. _J_\»—”.c
mony, the essence of their experience may be lost in the words _._zé ﬂA._:n_" .. in
order to convey what they went through. T would like to illust .H:c thi _._v " of
meaning with two stories lrom the e, o e ool
:w.w first story is drawn from eur work in the carly stages of the Tre pro-
cess. 5n.4m..¢ conducting outreach meetings throughout the country to m.:_i_ ,
communities (o suhmit testimonies in preparation for the Tre's _Ewur.n ra.:.ﬁ,.
ings. | was part of a team leading the Tre's outreach _ﬁuncm_:n_:w in the | _‘.._
township of Mlungisi in the Eastern Cape region. In the 1980s Mlun ...v_zw.w
ﬁ_qﬁﬁ_ unspeakable violence both at the hands of »im::e.mm_ oV m:._ u_n“
police and also as a result of the atrocitics of the necklace m,E?_ewmmncw“”“”““.._
wﬂ_w_.”:.z.m people alliliated with the anti-apartheid struggle. The _:.mr:._u.. M&.
L m“”_““wdﬂuﬁ_cwuwﬁ. an :ﬂ:. left the community ravaged, where memories
past were performed through children’s reenactment games.

s

._».L.M“MM.M_W_W_:_HZ.:Mﬂ__cA_Euaa_c..\.mu. ,n“m_ﬁ:::..\.?:.m»_.. political theorist
i a:._._:.“_q,.ﬁ ! __r.m.._f..mv. # German Nazi who [acilitated the d
3 £ ermination camps during World War 11,

5 :m_.::ur Avendt, Fielmann in
enguin, 1994) [Author's note].
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necklace murders in the streets of Mlun-

“Ten years alter the raging fires of the
in the faces ol the

gisi were extinguished, one could still sce the brokennes
people sitting in the community hall wailing to hear our message.
We gathered on the stage of the community hall to give speeches about the
different Tre: committees, inviting the audience to remember the past and hear
witness to their pain and sulfering. In the midst of my presentation, 1 noticed
that a woman in the audience was shifting and turning in her seat. By the time |
completed my presentation, she had deliantly turned her back to us. [ wondered
il her body language was a reaction 1o something | had said. 1 walked down [rom
the stage to talk to her. As 1 touched her on her shoulder she got up angrily and
walked away. [ followed her outside Lo a spot under a Lrec. With a look of pain
and anger in her eyes, she asked why we were asking them to hring up “buried
She wondered why the commission wanted to open up old wounds.
“pe have laid these stories Lo rest.” she said. “Now you are asking us to
tall about things that we have forgotter
Like an unwelcome messenger | sat {here next to her, not fooking at her
and not knowing what to say. It started to rain—a sign lrom above to rescue
me from my guilt for having caused her pain—and 1 offered to drive her home.
Driving in silence, [ knew what unbearable horrors our presence in the town-
ship of Mlungisi was forcing its residents to remember. Our guick arrival at
her home brought simultancously some relief--1 would soon be alone with my
guilt and not have to face her—and a sense of anxious anticipation—T did not
ay the right parting words (hat would express my regret for
As 1 opened the door to let her out of the car, 1
expeeted to say my sood-hyes and retuin back to the hall. But instead, Mrs.
Plaatjie invited me into her home. She asked me o sit on one of only two
¢ kitchen while she sat in the other. She then told me her story:

pai

trust mysell o s
having caused her pain.

chairs in he

hool break at ten

My son was eleven years ald, Lle had come home during
| was sitting right there, where you are sitling, just sitting exactly
you are sitting in that chair. He walked dressed in his school
aniform, went to the cuphoard over there, and opened the drawer to get 2
knife. He cut himsell a slice of bread. 11e was in a rushs he is like 1] when
he comes home during break. fle got some peanut butter and spread it on
his bread. e put the bread hack, but there were crumbs telt on the cup-
hoard. And the knile was still smudged with peanut butter. 1e ran out, still
chewing his bread and holding it in his hand.

It wasn't long, | heard shots outside -—-some commotion and shots. |
went {lying out of the house. Now T am dazed. 1 run, My eyes are on the
crowd that has gathered. Here is my son, my on - child. My anguish was
beyond anything 1 thought 1 could experience. They have killed him. |
threw myself over him. | can [eel the wetness ol his blood. 1 felt his last
breath leave him. e was my only child.

of trauma conlinue to live

and of what Ruth Glynmn
notions,

This is a compelling example ol how witnesses ¢
in the grip of the images of their Lraumatic memories
-alls the “ceaseless repetitions” of traumatic experience.’ The images, en

di pi ombo,

1 and Testimony in the nnni
srtngal, €

The Case of Naly and !

e

3, Ruth Glyan, “franma on the Line: Terrori
in The Value of Literature in and after the Seveuties:

and voices fr st are ete i
_ Mm ﬂ_,-_ﬂ the past arc ctched in her memory—the crumbs lelt on tl
cupboard, ife her i i : butter
_ﬁ_ : ard, the _Er her son leaves behind still smudged with peanut butt .
and her : ish re: ar as i i . p
E r .:_Mﬁ:f reappear as il the event is happening in the present, 2 m”..
memory—the chair i itti g
e m: t ”m chair on which I was sitting, the jar of peanut butter aln :A. o
. n -7 : o H H N =
o __ .EH.. mwm.._:v to take on new signilicance, to become a symbol c\: m:
ittle boy’'s [inal act in his 0 it o
y 12l act in his home. Even the erumbs ave wreasured as a ki §
A Sk asured as a kind of
A
As she L 'y, t ivi
Ll _.E the story, the event was so vivid in my mind that it was as il it
: ™ $
ay tq:__:n at that very moment. Her use of tense defies the rules of
s . E s the rules o
m i ot :. 55 F.E».cmmmm and recrosses the boundaries of past and present. [fe
._..u__ ﬁ__. : e is still chewing his bread. Now I ant dazed. I can feel his blood. |
he [inal moment comes when she i | lere
L n she rec: e i
B s Fi ec _.:mm seeing her son’s lileless body, “Ilere
ey y eyes follow her hand as if | would see her son lying on the floor
ec P g = H 1 1 -
; :n_.m witness standing both outside of her memory and participating i
Sty i ating i
Juniwmu .__._._"n:z_z_x.:zwm Are we in the past, or the present? Is the w.:hﬁ %....2”
ast’? ¢ answer Lo these questions lies in Law ' .
“timelessness” of traumatic Emm.dca ﬂ o L am.._:na wrfiai ks
53 rt .
ssies y. Trauma, accordi anger, is “i
Lo the vicissitudes of time."? N BRI e
Another ex: at illus i
_, ; the m..E_:_w_.m that illustrates the timelessness ol traumatic memory is
X : H 1
m“,s_.aw l M_. F.n_m:_zw:uv of a mother whose son was killed on army duty in m
outh Afric: Forse Harce (SAGE ; . o
i i .M“ Defense Foree (sapr) during the apartheid government's war
a0 | u seat i i ihi 7 ; "
agains Wm beration struggle in Namibia. Wallace McGregor was second i
i L on < ; ! . s sccond in
2. _p_:__u_z_ in a unit responsible for minesweeping operations in an are
picd by the sank across the Namibian—§ i e died nfter
s hian—South African bord i
sulfering injuries from : e S aller
S a mortar bomb explosio i
! sion. Accordin : i
pe et G WETS T p ing to army policy, all
L Z.np s _:.: Marie McGregor, was told was that her son died “in c_w.,.»m;
. il W Y i ) -
o :c: .—_ was she prevented by official sapr policy from knowing the
of how her son was killed, but Wallace’s body was | .
scaled body bag, which deprived her of ~ Avedingel gtk
; 3 d r ol any last momen * mi ¢
wanted (o have with him before he was buried = 55 TR B
Mrs. McG g i :
) 7—2...&@.:_ was invited to the Tre to talk about the loss of he
er experience with the sapr, She told the Tre about ] . ason -
linowing that she would never see Wallace agai m s ke S
i b s e ace again, yet rot knowing whether the
3 g SADI s e P 3 .
vears that [ollowed S.L__mnmw F“n c: . H_m_m «.._ﬂ_u ;MEL:__ hevgunshody, Dyentio
S s death, Mrs, McGregor was ple ¢ thi
o B , gor was plagued by this se
, and she “saw"” her son i g o
B 5011 11N Many youn,
: : ! Yy men she enc cred i
he «Hﬂnm—m who bore some resemblance to him - counteredin
rs. McGregor's ap inabili :
) B :
i .ﬁ.:mnm“.m_mm w.d__“m:w_.w_:n inability ﬁ:w to grasp the inevitable reality of
: b weounter wi 5
Wallace's unit in Namibia. The m ¥ :“c e kRl ol
26 ; an approac The af i
B i s bl ot A“ s E,. 9BG hed us at the Tre after watching a
N M 5.:?. _.. sregor’s TRC testimony. In the television pro-
ade a plea to any v Ve =
It anyone who was present when her son died
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to come lorward. Arrangements were made for the lormer commander, who was
accompanied by his wife, and Mrs. McGregor and her two sons to meet at the
offices of the rre.® Sitting in the room as a witness (o the conversation about
Wallace, I was struck again by the fusion ol past and present in the retelling of
traumatic events. For alimost two hours the conversation between Mrs. MeGregor
and the Tormer commander focused on \Wallace, his habits and mannerisms, his
words and his values. They compared "notes™ on what they knew about Wallace,
speaking in present Lense as if Wallace had just gone out for awhile and would
return to join us in the room. “Oh yes,” Mrs. McGregor would respond 1o a
statement about a particular characteristic of Wallace's, “he is very {inicky. Wal-
lace is a perfectionist. Tle will always do that . . ." She beamed with warmth and
fondness when the former com mander confirmed what she knew about her son:
[hat's exactly the way he is,” she concurred. “He loves to be elean.”

1 seemed that for Mrs. McGregor the clock had stopped and that the story
of her son’s death had nev accurred. So dramatic was the denial of time and
reality that it scemed that we as witnesses were forced Lo suspend our judgment
and our ability to “know hetter'—that is, to understand that Mrs. McGregor
was only temporarily propelled to a past that she seemed to be experiencing as
present, a state that Jenniler Willging calls the “disintegration of linear time."
What brought Mrs. McGregor to the reality of her loss vas the commander’s
shilt of Tocus in his narrative Lo a deseription of the critical event that fed o
Wallace's death. For the former commander, too, it secmed as if the images of
that moment from the past flooded his memory, for as he began to describe the
{ragic scene, his voi started to crack and tears ran down his cheeks. e
deseribed the anxious moment when the paramedics’ helicopter touched down
in the operational area, how they rushed Wallace to the nearest hospital, and
how he held Wallace's hand, “because T wanted my hand to be his heart.” As he
uttered these wards, the former commander collapsed with the sheer intensity
of the memory of that moment. He broke down in tears as he described the
moment when he realized that his hand-heart was not enough Lo save Wallace's
life. Tis wile <at motionless nest o him. the quict tears rolling down her [ace
the only gign of emation. In response, Mrs. McGregor, letting go of her younger
sons hand, let out a deep mournful ery and buried her head against my chest.
Her decp pain, expressed in her heart-wrenching sobs, symbolized both the pain
of what was revealed by the former commander and the uncertainty she had
endured over the years since her son's death. 1t had been ten years since Wal-
lace died, but this was the first time anvone had spoken to her about how her
son was killed. She was sobbing uncontrollably like a child, repeating the words
“Iy is rerig dood. Wallace is dood " (He really is dead. Wallace is dead) over and

1 felt bound by the

5. T'he man requested that his identity not be disclosed since he s
sanr seereey code [Author's notel.

6. Jennifer W /illging, "Annic Eenaux’s Shamelul Narration,”
83-103, 90 |Author's note].

h Forune 26.1 2001,

over again, There was stillness in the room when, with apparent calm, she lified
her head, reaching out with her eyes Lo the former commander.

The radical shilt in Mrs. McGregor's response from cheerfulness in the
first part of her conversation as she recounted her son’s special n__.__z_n.z“«,zr.ﬁ )
:..q utter m_:w:mmr Fn_:dzmenq through her tears mxm:ﬁ_:_ﬁm several ﬁ._x:.:.pf.._.m.ﬁ.:nn
of trauma. One is the dissociation that helps victims and survivors of :.z::r_zm
experience cope with the distressing elements of their trauma.” By engaging in
an apparently “normal” conversation about her son, Mrs. ?_nﬂ_.nm..c_. ET. ;nm.._ -
ing confrontation with the reality of her loss. A second illustrative w::_.. ;:.NA
her encounter with the lormer commander is her extremely emotional _.n\_.n:c:
to the “confirmation” of what she already “knew”: that her son had dicd :_” arm
duty. Her breaking down, as if conflronted for the first time with the news :.m. _:,w
son's death, is suggestive ol the fragmentation and ncnz_::::q:r_:.\,m:m.: that
allows viclims and survivors to escape, even il only brielly, [rom the ravages of
tranmatic memory.® o

Mrs. McGregor's heart-wrenching sobs could be scen as the “second
blow™ of her traumatic loss. The first was ten years earlier when the :.eﬂ..ﬁ ol
her son's death came with a sealed body bag that deprived her of the a_cn” her
level of knowing that she needed to have some closure without any c_.w._n_...mH
acknowledgment by a witness who was present when her son vas killed. Fer
tears scem to symbolize “the wound that cries out,” a wound that “addresses :....
in the altempl to tell us of a _.e::_.z or a truth” that cannot be ..:.:n.:_in_nj_ m .

As Eija Harjula and Timo Heiskanen remind us, when people are trauma-
tized, a “silent language” begins (o occupy the space between words, rupturin
specch and changing its rhythm.'® This “silent language” in essence conve m
the “tived memory™ of her trauma and her struggle with its disruptive ::_:F.—m_._
When language lailed, her anguished silence and specchlessness “s :_w.m_.
through her tears. Paradoxically, this language of silence may also ,r». .m__ bath
toward the possibility, no matter how small, of closure. Gc:;u_m._n closure “_;._E.
massive trauma is, of course, not po ible. This is partially hecause of what
has been termed the “i y

indelible” imprint of traumatic memory.'?

7. In its adest sense, dissociation means the “splitting of " of memories of a tran-

matic cvent [rom consciousness. Traumatic memories that become dissociated may be

ke too much anxiety ta be consciously experienced |[Author's _:w_l.
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1. Purala (2 ’ ;

&.__.A.«M _._msr_ Gobodo-Madikizela, A Human Being Died that Night: A South African Story

rgiveness {Boston: Toughton Milllin, 2003) {Auther's note].
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Mrs. McGregor and her sons, who sat in painful silence on both sides of
their mother, may have been taking the first small steps Loward some form of
healing—a lirst fayer of closure. As we left the room, there was a certain calm
about the young men and their mother. There appeared to be a lightness about
Mrs. McGregor as she got up to leave. As the former commander and his wife
were escorted by one of my colleagues in the opposite direction, Mrs,
McGregor turned with a warm smile and followed them with her eyes until
they disappeared into the busy corridors of the tre. "You know,” she said,
turning back to us, “Wallace would have been growing bits of gray hair just
like him.” She then wondered if her son would have allowed his gray hair to
grow, and thought that the perfectionist in him would have led him o pluck
out the gray hair. It is precisely this level ol engnging with the memory of her
son that opens the possibility of the translformation of pain from her loss into
a narrative that becomes part ol her lile.

QUESTIONS

1. Pumla Gobodo-Madikizela tells stories of times when “Traumatic experience oy
whelms the senses so that even in the retelling of the trauma, language is inadequate”
(paragraph 14). Which story in this essay is most memorable to you? Why? Is there
s the story is tald— Gobodo-Madikizela's use of Tanguage-—that

something about the v

makes it memorable?

2. Gobodo-Madikizela begins + ving i game and ends
with a narrative about a mother seeking closure in dealing with the death of her son.

a narrative about children

Why do you think she begins and ends where she doc? Da these stories illustrate some-

thing dilTerent or something similar about trauma and how individuals and groups deal
with it?

3. Gobodo-Mad
experience and the experiences of others. The cssay is a complex mix of reportage, per-

irela deseribes, provides history, analy ses, and reports on her own

sanal narrat arch, and analvsis. Note the places in the essay where you recognize

these different approaches to the mateeial. In what places do you think the author is

maost successiul? Least successlul?

4. Gobodo-Madikizela writes about times when words themselves are inadequate; she
also deseribes different uses of body language. Write an autobiographical narrative
about & time when body language communicated more than words.

Grorer Oxwerr  Politics and the English Language
ost pEorLE who bother with the matter at all would
admit that the English language is in a bad way, but
it is generally assumed that we cannot by conscious
action do M:._vi_m:m about it. Qur civilization is
decadent and our language—so the argument
runs—must inevitably share in the general col-
lapse. It Tollows that any struggle against the abuse of language is a sentimen-
tal archaism, like preferring candles to electric light or hansom cabs to
acroplancs. Underncath this lies the hall-conscious beliel that language is a
natural growth and not an instrument which we shape for our own purposes.

Now, it is clear that the decline of a language must ultimately have politi-
-al and economic causes: it is not due simply to the bad inlluence of this or
that individual writer, But an effect can become a cause, reinforcing the origi-
nal cause and producing the same ellect in an intensified form, and so on
indefinitely. A man may take to drink because he feels himsell to be a lailure,
and then fail all the more completely because he drinks. It is rather the same
thing that is happening to the English language. It becomes ugly and inaccu-
rate because our thoughts are foolish, but the slovenliness ol our language
makes it casicr [or us to have foolish thoughts. The point is that the process is
reversible. Modern English, especially written English, is [ull of bad habits
which spread by imitation and which can be avoided if one is willing to take
the necessary trouble. If one gets rid of these habits one can think more
clearly, and to think clearly is a necessary first step towards palitical regener-
atton: so that the fight against bad English is not frivolous and is not the exclu-
sive concern of prolessional writers. [ will come back to this presently, and 1
hope that by that time the meaning of what 1 have said here will have become
cle Mceanwhile, here are {ive specimens of the English language as it is
now habitually written.

These live passages have not been picked out because they ave especially
bad—T could have quoted lar worse if 1 had chasen—but because they illus-
trate various of the mental vices from which we now sufler. They are a little
below the average, but are fairly representative samples. I number them so that
I can refer back to them when necessary: !

“(1) Tam not, indeed. sure whether it is not true to say that the Milton
who once seemed not unlike a seventeenth-century Shelley had not become,
out of an experience ever more bitter in each year, more alien [sic] to the
Tounder of that Jesuit sect which nothing could induce him to tolerate.”

Procrasor arorn Laskr (Lssay in Freenoat or Exeri ss1om).

From Shooting an lephant, and Other Lssays (1950}, a collection of Orwell’s best-
bnowew vy “Pofitics aud the [nglish Language” is the most famous modern argument for

a clear, wnadorned writing style——not only as a matter of good sense, but as a political
virlue,
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