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Anthology booklet – prejudice and discrimination
 Pupil Name:
 Teacher Name:
 English Class:
 Vocabulary for defining and using throughout the unit:
 prejudice -
 discrimination -
 misogyny -
 bigotry -
 sexism -
 racism -
 homophobia -
 victim -
 perpetrator -
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Source A: Extract 1 from ‘Black Roses’ by Simon Armitage (2012)
 I am dead but alive.
 Alive but dead – ghosting somewhere in between,
 Cushioned and wrapped in hospital pillows,
 And hospital sheets,
 Blanketed under fluorescent light,
 A Medusa of drips and tubes and leaves
 And clotted braids and tangled beads,
 And jigsaw shapes of naked scalp
 Where clumps of my hair were ripped, clean out.
 The police can’t believe this necklace is mine.
 Too ladylike. Too feminine.
 And mum can’t see that somewhere inside
 This swollen, blood-shot, abstract mess
 Is my heart-shaped face and swan-like neck.
 Black roses that bloom are the bitter bruises of self-defence.
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Source B: Extract 2 from ‘Black Roses’ by Simon Armitage (2012)
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Source C – A non-fiction account of the attack
 This evening Sophie and Rob stop at a garage to buy
 cigarettes before they enter Stubbylee Park. It is almost one
 in the morning but around the skate park that is on the
 edge of the park are gathered a group of boys. They are all
 teenagers and they’ve spent the night drinking lager, cider
 and peach schnapps. The boys strike up a conversation with
 the couple; Sophie even hands out cigarettes to them. It is
 friendly, and then it is not.
 Suddenly, everything changes and the air fills with menace.
 ‘Let’s bang him,’ says one of the boys looking at Rob. He is
 kicked, stamped on, battered. Sophie pleads with his
 attackers to leave him alone - she tries to protect him from
 the punches and kicks raining down. Their beating leaves
 him unconscious.
 The gang then turn on her and attack her so brutally that
 the pattern of their footwear is imprinted on her face. The
 couple both left unconscious, the gang leave the park. One
 boasts to his friends ‘we’ve just beaten someone up ...
 there’s two moshers nearly dead in Bacup Park. You wanna
 see them, they’re a right mess.’
 Among those who witness the attack is a 14-year-old girl
 who rings the emergency services. "We need an ambulance.
 This mosher’s just been banged because he’s a mosher."
 Her voice trembles. It is 1.19am. "They’re still breathing but
 they’re full of blood” she says between sobs. “send an
 ambulance quick."
 When paramedics arrive the couple are lying side by side
 covered in blood, their injuries so severe that it is hard to
 determine whether they were male or female. They are
 taken to hospital in comas. He will survive the attack but
 she will not.
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Source D – An account of women’s voting rights history from the USA
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Source E – Histories of voting rights in the USA and the UK
 A history of voting rights in the USA
 The right to vote is one of the most cherished rights of citizenship in the United States and the basis of their democratic form of government. As the Supreme Court stated over a century ago, the right to vote is "a fundamental political right.” Yet, throughout their history, too many Americans have been denied that basic right. Women and African
 Americans in the early part of the 20th century, African Americans in the 1960s and Latinos in the 1970s, Native Americans in the 1920s and Asian Americans following World War II all had to fight to be included
 amongst American citizens eligible to vote.
 The fifteenth amendment to the Constitution, adopted in 1870, guarantees the right to vote regardless of race, colour or previous condition of servitude. Yet, the amendment alone has not ensured minorities the right to vote. With imposition of government-sanctioned segregation laws, many southern states used a variety of techniques -- including literacy tests, poll taxes, intimidation, threats, and violence -- to keep African Americans from voting. The drive to win meaningful access to the vote was therefore among the civil rights movement's top priorities, and first achieved major success with the enactment of the Voting Rights Act of 1965. Until 1965, federal laws did not challenge the authority of states and localities to establish and administer their own voting requirements. In Mississippi, for example, at the end of the 1950s, 45% of the state's population was African American, but only five percent of that population was registered to vote. The state also led the nation in beatings, lynchings and "disappearances" of African Americans.
 A history of voting Rights in the UK
 In the mid-nineteenth century Britain was not a democracy and the majority of politicians did not support
 democratic values. Voting was not seen as a universal right but as a privilege for the wealthiest class of society. Before 1832 the right to vote depended on three things:
 Gender. Only men over the age of 21 were allowed to vote.
 Property. In order to vote, an individual had to own property over a certain value. Location. Small rural boroughs were able to elect more MPs than much larger towns and counties.
 The idea that all adults should have the right to vote had little support in Parliament, which was dominated by the aristocratic landowners. They argued that only people with "a stake in the country", that is people who paid taxes and held property, should take part in politics. Ordinary people, especially the poor and the working classes, had no voice in Parliament.
 In 1866, all voters had to be male adults over 21 years of age and the right to vote was still based upon a property qualification. By the early 1860s around 1.43 million could vote out of a total population of 30
 million. The system still did not give equal representation to the various parts of the United Kingdom. Areas such as Scotland still found themselves with fewer MPs and less of a say in Parliament that many other smaller areas of the UK. By 1918 there was a general feeling that the horrors of World War I had to be for something positive. As a
 consequence, in the same year the war ended, the Representation of the People Act gave the vote to all men over 21 and to all women over the age of 30 years. In 1928 women were finally given the franchise on the same terms as men.
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Source F – Caged Bird by Maya Angelou
 A free bird leaps
 on the back of the wind and floats downstream till the current ends
 and dips his wing in the orange sun rays
 and dares to claim the sky. But a bird that stalks
 down his narrow cage can seldom see through
 his bars of rage his wings are clipped and his feet are tied
 so he opens his throat to sing.
 The caged bird sings with a fearful trill of things unknown
 but longed for still and his tune is heard
 on the distant hill for the caged bird sings of freedom.
 The free bird thinks of another breeze
 and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees and the fat worms waiting on a dawn bright lawn and he names the sky his own
 But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams
 his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream his wings are clipped and his feet are tied so he opens his throat to sing.
 The caged bird sings
 with a fearful trill of things unknown but longed for still
 and his tune is heard on the distant hill
 for the caged bird sings of freedom.
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Source G – I Know Why The Caged Bird Sings by Maya Angelou
 ‘What are you looking at me for?
 I didn’t come to stay…’
 I hadn’t so much forgot as I couldn’t bring myself to remember. Other things were more important.
 ‘What are you looking at me for?
 I didn’t come to stay…’
 Whether I could remember the rest of the poem or not was immaterial. The truth of the statement was like a
 wadded up handkerchief, sopping wet in my fists, and the sooner they accepted it the quicker I could let my hands
 open and the air would cool my palms.
 ‘What are you looking at me for…?
 The children’s section of the Colored Methodist Episcopal Church was wiggling and giggling over my well -known
 forgetfulness.
 The dress I wore was lavender taffeta, and each time I breathed it rustled, and now that I was sucking in air to
 breathe out shame it sounded like crepe paper on the back of hearses.
 As I watched Momma put ruffles on the hem and cute little tucks around the waist, I knew that once I put it on I’d
 look like a movie star. (It was silk, and that made up for the awful color.) I was going to look like one of the sweet
 little white girls who were everybody’s dream of what was right with the world. Hanging soft ly over the black Singer
 sewing machine, it looked like magic, and when people saw me wearing it they were going to run up to me and say,
 ‘Marguerite [sometimes it was ‘dear Marguerite], forgive us , please, we didn’t know who you were,’ and I would
 answer generously, ‘No, you couldn’t have known. Of course I forgive you.’
 Just thinking of it made me go around with angel dust sprinkled over my face for days. But Easter’s early morning sun
 had shown the dress to be a plain ugly cut down from a white woman’s once-was- purple throwaway. It was old lady
 long too, but it didn’t hide my skinny legs, which I had greased with Blue Seal Vaseline and powdered with the
 Arkansas red clay. The age faded colour made my skin look dirty like mud, and everyone in church was looking at my
 skinny legs.
 Wouldn’t they be surprised when one day I woke out of my black ugly dream, and my real hair, which was long and
 blond would take the place of the kinky mass that Momma wouldn’t let me straighten? My light blue eyes were
 going to hypnotize them, after all the things they said about ‘my daddy must have been a Chinaman’ (I thought they
 meant made out of china, like a cup) because my eyes were so small and squinty. Then they would understand why I
 had never picked up a Southern accent, or spoke the common slang, and why I had to be forced to eat pigs’ tails and
 snouts. Because I was really white and because a cruel fairy stepmother, who was understandably jealous of my
 beauty, had turned me into a too-big-Negro-girl, with nappy black hair, broad feet and a space between her teeth
 that would hold a number two pencil.
 ‘What you looking…’ The minister’s wife leaned towards me, her long yellow face full of sorry. She whispered, “I just
 come to tell you, it’s Easter Day.” I repeated, jamming the words together, ’IjustcometotellyouitsEasterDay’, as low
 as possible. The giggles hung like clouds that were waiting to rain on me. I held up two fingers, close to my chest,
 which meant that I had to go to the toilet, and tiptoed toward the rear of the church. Dimly, somewhere over my
 head, I heard ladies saying, “Lord bless the child.” and “Praise God”. My head was up and my eyes were open, but I
 didn’t see anything. Halfway down the aisle, the church exploded with ‘Were you there when we crucified my Lord?’
 and I tripped over a foot stuck out from the children’s pew. I stumbled, or started to say something, or maybe to
 scream, but a green persimmon, or it could have been a lemon, caught me between the legs and squeezed. I tasted
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the sour on my tongue and felt it in the back of my mouth. Then before I reached the door, the sting was burning
 down my legs and into my Sunday socks. I tried to hold, to squeeze it back, or keep it from spreading, but when I
 reached the church porch I knew I’d have to let it go, or it would probably run right back up to my head and my poor
 head would burst like a dropped watermelon, and all the brains and spit and tongue and eyes would roll all over the
 place. So I ran down into the yard and let it go. I ran, peeing and crying, not toward the toilet out back, but to our
 house. I’d get a whipping for it, to be sure, and the nasty children would have something new to tease me about. I
 laughed anyway, partially for the sweet release; still the greater joy came not only from being liberated from the silly
 church but from the knowledge that I wouldn’t die from a busted head.
 If growing up is painful for the Southern Black girl, being aware of their displacement is the rust on the razor that
 threatens the throat.
 It is an unnecessary insult.
 Maya Angelou – ‘I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings’ (1969)
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Source H – A history of Emmett Till
 Who Was Emmett Till? Emmett Till was born in 1941 in Chicago and grew up in a middle-class black neighbourhood. Till was visiting relatives in Money,
 Mississippi, in 1955 when the fourteen-year-old was accused of whistling at Carolyn Bryant, a white woman who was a cashier at a grocery store. Four days later, Bryant's husband Roy and his half-brother J.W. Milam kidnapped Til l , beat him and shot him in the head. The men were tried for murder, but an all -white, male jury acquitted them.
 Till 's murder and open casket funeral galvanized the emerging civil rights movement. More than six decades later, in January 2017, Timothy Tyson, author of The Blood of Emmett Till and a senior research scholar at Duke University, revealed that in a 2007 interview Carolyn admitted to him that she had lied about Til l making advances toward her. The following year, it was
 reported that the Justice Department had reopened an investigation into Til l 's murder. Background Emmett Louis Til l was born on July 25, 1941, in Chicago, the only chil d of Louis and Mamie Til l . Til l never knew his father, a
 private in the United States Army during World War II. Mamie and Louis Til l separated in 1942, and three years later, the family received word from the Army that the soldier had been executed for "willful misconduct" while serving in Italy. Emmett Till 's mother was, by all accounts, an extraordinary woman. Defying the social constraints and discrimination she faced
 as an African-American woman growing up in the 1920s and '30s, Mamie Til l excelled both academically and professionally. She was only the fourth black student to graduate from suburban Chicago's predominantly white Argo Community High School, and the first black student to make the school's Honour Roll. While raising Emmett Till as a single mother, she worked long hours for
 the Air Force as a clerk in charge of confidential files. Emmett Till , who went by the nickname Bobo, grew up in a thriving, middle-class black neighbourhood on Chicago's South Side. The neighbourhood was a haven for black-owned businesses, and the streets he roamed as a child were lined with black-owned
 insurance companies, pharmacies and beauty salons as well as nightclubs tha t drew the likes of Duke Ell ington and Sarah Vaughan.
 Those who knew Till best described him as a responsible, funny and infectiously high-spirited child. He was stricken with polio at the age of 5, but managed to make a full recovery, save a slight stutter that remained with him for the rest of his l ife. With his mother often working more than 12-hour days, Til l took on his full share of domestic responsibil ities from a very young
 age. "Emmett had all the house responsibility," his mother later recalled. "I mean everything was really on his shoulders, an d Emmett took it upon himself. He told me if I would work, and make the money, he would take care of everything else. He cleaned, and he cooked quite a bit. And he even took over the laundry." Til l attended the all -black Grammar School. His classmate and childhood pal, Richard Heard, later recalled, "Emmett was a funny guy all the time. He had a suitcase of jokes that
 he liked to tell. He loved to make people laugh. He was a chubby kid; most of the guys were skinny, but he didn't let that stand in his way. He made a lot of friends at school."
 In August 1955, Til l 's great uncle, Moses Wright, came up from Mississippi to visit the family in Chicago. At the end of his stay, Wright was planning to take Til l 's cousin, Wheeler Parker, back to Mississippi with him to visit relatives down South, and when Til l , who was just 14 years old at the time, learned of these plans, he begged his mother to let him go along. Initially, Til l's mother was opposed to the idea. She wanted to take a road trip to Omaha, Nebraska, and tried to convince her son to join her
 with the promise of open-road driving lessons. But Til l desperately wanted to spend time with his cousins in Mississippi, and in a fateful decision that would have grave impact on their l ives and the course of American history, Til l 's mother relented and let him go.
 Emmett Till Murder They kissed goodbye, and Til l boarded a southbound train headed for Mississippi. It was the last time they ever saw each other. Three days after arriving in Money, Mississippi—on August 24, 1955—Emmett Till and a group of teenagers entered Bryant's
 Grocery and Meat Market to buy refreshments after a long day picking cotton in the hot afternoon sun. What exactly transpired inside the grocery store that afternoon will never be known. Til l purchased bubble gum, an d in later accounts he was accused of either whistling at, flirting with or touching the hand of the store's white female clerk—and wife of the owner—Carolyn Bryant.
 Four days later, at approximately 2:30 a.m. on August 28, 1955, Roy Bryant, Carolyn's hus band, and his half brother J.W. Milam kidnapped Til l from Moses Wright's home. They then beat the teenager brutally, dragged him to the bank of the Tallahatchie River, shot him in the head, tied him with barbed wire to a large metal fan and shoved his mutilated body into the water. Moses
 Wright reported Til l 's disappearance to the local authorities, and three days later, his corpse was pulled out of the river. Til l 's face was mutilated beyond recognition, and Wright only managed to positively identify him b y the ring on his finger, engraved with his father's initials—"L.T."
 http://www.history.com/topics/black-history/civil-rights-movement
 https://www.duke.edu/
 http://www.history.com/topics/world-war-ii/world-war-ii-history
 http://www.biography.com/people/duke-ellington-9286338
 http://www.biography.com/people/sarah-vaughan-9516405
 http://www.biography.com/people/sarah-vaughan-9516405
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Emmett Till Trial Till 's body was shipped to Chicago, where his mother opted to have an open -casket funeral with Til l 's body on display for five
 days. Thousands of people came to the Roberts Temple Church of God to see the evidence of this brutal hate crime. Till 's mother said that, despite the enormous pain it caused her to see her son's dead body on display, she opted for an open -casket funeral in an effort to "let the world see what has happened, because there is no way I could describe this. And I needed somebody to help me tell what it was l ike."
 "With his body water-soaked and defaced, most people would have kept the casket covered. [His mother] let the body be exposed. More than 100,000 people saw his body lying in that casket here in Chicago. That must have been at that time the largest single civil rights demonstration in American history." — Jesse Jackson
 By the time the trial commenced—on September 19, 1955—Emmett Till 's murder had become a source of outrage and indignation throughout the country. Because blacks and women were barred from serving jury duty, Bryant and Milam were
 tried before an all -white, all-male jury. In an act of extraordinary bravery, Moses Wright took the stand and identified Bryant and Milam as Til l 's kidnappers and kil l ers. At the time, it was almost unheard of for blacks to openly accuse whites in court, and by doing so, Wright put hi s own life in
 grave danger. Despite the overwhelming evidence of the defendants' guilt and widespread pleas for justice from outside Mississippi, on
 September 23, the panel of white male jurors acquitted Bryant and Milam of all charges. Their deliberation s lasted a mere 67 minutes. Only a few months later, in January 1956, Bryant and Milam admitted to committing the crime. Protected by double jeopardy
 laws, they told the whole story of how they kidnapped and kil led Emmett Till to Look magazine for $4,000. "J.W. Milam and Roy Bryant died with Emmett Till 's blood on their hands," Simeon Wright, Emmett Till 's cousin and an eyewitness to his kidnapping (he was with Til l the night he was kidnapped by Milam and Bryant), later stated. "And it looks l ike everyone else who was involved is going to do the same. They had a chance to come clean. They will die with Emmett Till 's blood
 on their hands."
 http://www.biography.com/people/jesse-jackson-9351181
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Source I – Atticus at the Maycomb Jail
 The Maycomb jail was the most venerable and hideous of the county’s buildings. Atticus said it was like something Cousin
 Joshua St Clair might have designed. It was certainly someone’s dream. Starkly out of place in a town of square -faced stores
 and steep-roofed houses, the Maycomb jail was a miniature Gothic joke one cell wide and two cells high, complete with
 tiny battlements and flying buttresses. Its fantasy was heightened by its red brick façade and the thick steel bars at its
 ecclesiastical windows. It stood on no lonely hill, but was wedged between Tyndal’s Hardware Store and the Maycomb
 Tribune office. The jail was Maycomb’s only conversation piece: its detractors said it looked like a Victorian privy; its
 supporters said it gave the town a good solid respectable look, and no stranger would ever suspect that it was full of
 niggers.
 As we walked up the sidewalk, we saw a solitary light burning in the distance. “That’s funny,” said Jem, “jail doesn’t
 have an outside light.”
 “Looks like it’s over the door,” said Dill.
 A long extension cord ran between the bars of a second floor window and down the side of the building. In the light
 from its bare bulb, Atticus was sitting propped against the front door. He was sitting in one of his office chairs, and
 he was reading, oblivious of the nightbugs dancing over his head.
 I made to run, but Jem caught me. “Don’t go to him,” he said, “he might not like it. He’s all right, let’s go home. I just
 wanted to see where he was.”
 We were taking a short cut across the square when four dusty cars came in from the Meridian highway, moving
 slowly in a line. They went around the square, passed the bank building, and stopped in front of the jail.
 Nobody got out. We saw Atticus look up from his newspaper. He closed it, folde d it deliberately, dropped it in his lap,
 and pushed his hat to the back of his head. He seemed to be expecting them.
 “Come on,” whispered Jem. We sneaked across the square, across the street, until we were in the shelter of the
 Jitney Jungle door. Jem peeked up the sidewalk. “We can get closer,” he said. We ran to Tyndal’s Hardware door —
 near enough, at the same time discreet.
 In ones and twos, men got out of the cars. Shadows became substance as light revealed solid shapes moving towards
 the jail door. Atticus remained where he was. The men hid him from view.
 “He in there, Mr Finch?” a man said.
 “He is,” we heard Atticus answer, “and he’s asleep. Don’t wake him up.”
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Source J – The courtroom fills up for Tom Robinson’s trial
 We knew there would be a crowd but we had not bargained for the multitudes of people. We overheard
 conversations about my father. “…thinks he knows what he’s doing,” one said.
 “Ohh now, I wouldn’t say that,” another said.
 “Lemme tell you somethin’ now, Billy,” a third said, “you know the court appointed him to defend this
 nigger.”
 “Yeah, but Atticus aims to defend him. That’s what I don’t like about it.”
 The Negroes waited for the white people to go in and then they climbed to the balcony where they were to
 sit. We couldn’t find a seat anywhere and were going to have to stand by the wall. We ran into Reverend
 Sykes. He edged his way and told us that there was not a seat anywhere downstairs. “Do you all reckon it’ll
 be all right if you all come to the balcony with me?”
 “Gosh, yes, “ said Jem. Happily we sped ahead of Reverend Sykes to the staircase. Four Negroes rose and
 gave us their front-row seats. The jury sat on the left, under long windows. One or two of the jury looked
 vaguely like dressed up Cunninghams. Atticus and Tom Robinson sat at tables with their backs to us and
 there was the prosecutor at the other table. Judge Taylor was at the bench.
 Judge Taylor looked like he was sleepy but knew the law and actually ran his courtroom with a firm grip. He
 had one peculiar habit. He allowed smoking in his courtroom but didn’t smoke himself. However, he did, at
 times, put a long dry cigar into his mouth and munch it up slowly. Bit by bit the dead cigar would disappear,
 to reappear some hours later as a flat slick mess, its essence extracted and mingled with Judge Taylor’s
 digestive juices. I once asked Atticus how Mrs. Taylor stood to kiss him, but Atticus said they didn’t kiss
 much. By the time we took our seats in the balcony, Sheriff Heck Tate was already taking his seat on the
 witness stand.
 I saw that Heck Tate had worn a normal suit and looked like every other man. The solicitor was named Mr.
 Gilmer and he was not well known to us. He was from Abbottsville and we only saw him when there was a
 trial. He was anywhere between forty and sixty. We knew that he had a slight cast in one of his eyes, which
 he used to his advantage. He seemed to be looking at a person when he was actually doing nothing of the
 kind, thus he was hell on juries and witnesses. They thought they were under close scrutiny so they paid
 attention but so did the witnesses. Mr. Gilmer was asking questions about what happened on the night he
 was called to the Ewell’s house.
 Mr. Tate said, “I was fetched by Bob—Mr. Bob Ewell yonder, one night –“ “What night, sir?” Mr. Tate said,
 “It was the night of November twenty-first. I was just leaving my office to go home when Bob – Mr. Ewell
 came in, very excited he was, and said to get out to his house quick, some nigger’d raped his girl.”
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How can fashion & music sense be causes of
 prejudice and discrimination?
 How do prejudice and discrimination impact on
 politics and elections?
 How have race relations in America resulted in
 prejudice and discrimination?
 How can the story of Emmett Till teach us about
 prejudice and discrimination?
 How have prejudice and discrimination been portrayed in art and
 culture?
 How do prejudice and discrimination plague our
 society, today?
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