ОИЯc-17, Фольклор Америки (8 семестр)
Lecture 1

Folklore in the United States, also known as “American folklore,” consists of traditional knowledge and cultural practices engaged by inhabitants of North America below Canada and above Mexico, states of Alaska and Hawaii, and the territories of American Samoa, Guam, Northern Mariana Islands, Puerto Rico, and U.S. Virgin Islands. Scholarly and public awareness of American folklore primarily in the contiguous United States followed corpuses of myths, folk tales, and epics in Europe during the 18th century. Although European scholars considered much of the American material, especially in ballads and songs, to be derivatives of European traditions brought by settlers, many traditional forms such as tall tales, hero legends, and indigenous native customs in North America appeared distinctive. In Euro-centered folklore theory, the United States purportedly lacked a peasant class and a shared racial and ethnic stock that fostered the production of folklore. Also affecting perceptions of American folklore was the status of the United States as a relatively young nation, compared to the ancient legacies of European, African, and Asian civilizations. Further, geographically the country’s boundaries had moved since its inception to include an assortment of landscapes and peoples.

Primary folkloristic attention in 17th-century colonial North America was the otherness of  Native American groups and their various myths, songs, and rituals. A major question was whether these myths, songs, and rituals reflected a unified culture diffused from Asia or a varied indigenous tribal lore. In the 19th century, awareness turned to the persistence and adaptation of expressive songs and stories of  European settlers, enslaved Africans, and Southwest Mexicans. Narratives and buildings appeared to show signs of transplantation from the Old World, although as the New Republic emerged in the 19th century, intrepid Americanists presented cultural evidence of ethnic mixing that formed New World hybrids such as folk tales, games, and barns.

Although folklore in the United States was popularly associated with localized rural practices, folklorists in the 20th century pointed out emergent American traditions that suggested urban, regional, and national identities. Notable examples of distinctive expressions in the United States included the cowboy and railroader song, urban legend, and regional food. The rise of industrialism, transportation technology, and digital communication in the United States raised concerns that commercial popular culture had displaced folklore, but folklorists found that residents maintained folklore as a significant expression of various small-group or subcultural identities. Among the contexts that fostered folkloric production are college campuses, summer camps, and slumber parties. In a society like the United States that lacks collective public rites of passage to enter adulthood, folklore in the form of narrative and ritual in these contexts functioned to guide youths to adult responsibilities. The digital culture of the Internet that became widespread in the 21st century also provided frames for folkloric communication through the conduit of the social network. Although often circulating globally, many combined visual-verbal “memes” and “creepypastas” projected national anxieties. In this period, Americans could be heard and viewed using folklore rhetorically to refer to the veracity and significance of cultural knowledge in an uncertain, rapidly changing, individualistic society. Folklore frequently referred to the expressions of this knowledge in story, song, speech, custom, and craft as meaningful for what it conveyed and enacted about tradition in a socially dispersed, mobile, and future-oriented country.

Lecture 2
African American Spirituals and Their Roots in Liberation Motif
The spirituals, according to Alan Locke, are the “most characteristic product of the race genius as yet in America”. To him, by the very elements which make them uniquely expressive of the Negro “make them at the same time deeply representative of the soil that produced them”. The spirituals are intuitively emotional, and the humble origin of these sorrowful songs can be ignored or overlooked by scholars of music today because underneath their “broken words, childish imagery, peasant simplicity and a tragic profundity of emotional experience lies the depth of heart-felt experience of deprivation and exploitation”.
The spirituals, according to Locke, are spiritual in the sense that:
Conscious artistry and popular conception alike should never rob them of this heritage; it is untrue to their tradition and to the folk genius to give them another tone. That they are susceptible of both crude and refined secularization is no excuse. Even though their makers worked them up from the ‘shout’ and the rhythmic elements of the sensuous dance, in their finished form and basic emotional effect all of these elements were completely sublimated in the sincere intensities of religious seriousness.
Emotionally, these songs are simple in nature; they address every mood that pervades human consciousness with traditional religious tone. Locke identifies four basic classes of the Negro spirituals:
1. Unrestrained evangelical ‘shouts’
2. Camp-meeting songs
3. Folk ballads form that is so overlaid with tradition of the spirituals
4. The work and labour song with secular character
Moreover, the pure spirituals are traceable to broken fragments of evangelical folk liturgy; they are also linked to confessionals, exhortation, mourning, conversion and love-feast element of the present-day Pentecostal church. The distinctiveness of the spirituals and their overt meanings are found in their musical elements, and this distinctiveness as it were could be melodic, harmonic or rhythmic in nature. According to Krehbiel, cited in Locke, “the rhythmic element, though still dominant, has yielded measurably to the melodic, the dance having given way to religious worship, sensual bodily movement to emotional utterance”. What is glaring today is that there is a fusion of all the elements to make a complete whole.
The spirituals contributed immensely to the development of African American literature. The lyrics, the musical elements, merged completely with the verbal elements to create a whole blend. The spiritual represents a kind of poetry of the people in many ways. It grows out of these experiences; it is transmitted from generation to generation just like the old English ballads. It later came down in written form and it is one form of the slave song (apart from the blues), hence, it entered documentary history during the civil war.
The spirituals belong musically to that vast matrix of songs out of the African root and nurtured on American soil. 
Практическое 1.

1. Folklore and Culture. Definition of Folklore. Define the term 'folklore' from your own perspective. Be clear about what does and does not constitute folklore in your view, and what criteria you are using to decide. Then, offer a few different examples and counterexamples to support the definition you have offered up.

2. Classification of folklore. Functions of  folklore.

3. Characteristics of  Folk Literature. Techniques of Folk Literature. Literary Folklore genres.
4. What do you see as the similarities and differences among folktales, fairy tales, legends, and myths? Are these actually just different words for the same phenomenon, or do they constitute different kinds of genres? Be specific in your explanation, offering examples that support whichever perspective you take.
Практическое 2


Native American’s Folklore

1. Native American Gods & Mythology.

2. Native American Creation Myths.
3. Trickster Tales of Native Americans.

4. Native American Dances: Types & History

5. Native American music. List three things that make Native American music sound unique.
6. Проанализируйте:
Central California Maidu Creation Myth
All the Earth was covered by water. There was no sun, no moon, no stars. One day a raft appeared floating on the water. Turtle was on the raft. A being who shone like the sun descended down a rope of feathers. He was Earth Initiate and he tied the rope to the end of the raft. His face was covered and no one has ever seen his face. Turtle asked for dry land so he could rest from the water and for a place for people to be created.
Earth Initiate tied his rope to Turtle who then descended into the water and was gone for six years. When he came up he was covered in green slime but with a little earth beneath his nails. This earth was scraped off and rolled into a ball the size of a pebble and left it on the back of the raft. Earth Initiate returned to look at it three times.
The fourth time he looked, it was as big as the world and the raft was on dry ground. Turtle asked for light and Earth Initiate pointed to the East where his sister came up and the sun shone and brought light to the land. The sun traveled and went down and Earth Initiate told his brother to come up and the moon rose. He then called the stars to come out.
Earth Initiate called on a tree to rise with twelve types of acorns. Turtle could not keep up as Earth Initiate moved like a ball of fire under the ground and the water as he looked at the world he had made. Trees, birds, and animals were called to appear.
Earth Initiate then took dark red earth and mixed it with water to make a man and a woman whom he placed on his right and left side and lay down. The woman tickled him but he did not laugh. The first man and woman were white with pink eyes and black hair. Their teeth shone brightly and they were very handsome.
Практическое 3

Folklore of African Americans.

1. The oral tradition of African Americans:  general information.

2. African American folktales.

3. Proverbs and riddles of African American slaves.

4. The Vernacular Tradition – spirituals, songs, ballads etc.

5. Write an essay: In which particular ways have oral traditions influenced African American literature?
6. Read and answer the questions after the text.

THE PEOPLE COULD FLY
CAST
OLD MAN Slave and Storyteller BOY
Young Slave
RABBIT
Trickster
FOX
Greedy Animal
BEAR
Large Animal
WOMAN
Slave Woman
TOBY Old Slave
OVERSEER Cruel Master
NARRATOR: The boy had been born on the plantation at harvest time. That's all his mother could tell him about his birthday and his age. He knew it didn't matter though because he was a slave. He and the other slaves belonged to a white man called "the Master."
Slaves labored in the fields—picking cotton from sunup to sundown. The master had an overseer, who rode around on horseback, and pointed out the slaves who were going too slowly. Most slaves were expected to pick 200 pounds of cotton in a day—even when the air was thick and oppressive. Those who went too slowly got a whip across the back—a slice-open cut of pain. So the slaves learned to move faster. They had to.
One night the boy was sitting outside the slave-quarters when he realized an old, white-headed slave was sitting there, too, in the darkness. It was a man who the other slave children said was good at telling stories. In fact, even the Master's son would sometimes sneak out to sit and hear the old man tell his tales. The boy had never spoken to the old man before, but tonight he did.
BOY: I hear you tell stories.
OLD MAN: I speak the truth. Just comes out like stories.
NARRATOR: The old man looked at the boy knowingly.
OLD MAN: Why? You need to hear one?
BOY: I do.
OLD MAN: I can read minds, too, you know.
BOY: You can?
OLD MAN: Sure as you're born. I know what you're thinkin'. You're wonderin' why some folks is born white and some is born black.
BOY: How'd you know?
OLD MAN: Simple. Every slave wonders it. They pity those poor white folks.
BOY: What? Pity them?
OLD MAN: Sure. They don't know none of what we know. They don't know our magic.
BOY: I ain't wantin' to be lied to.
OLD MAN: No lie! Our folks ain't from around here. Long ways off, far across the sea, there's a land full of folks just like you and me. And they're free. And they're magic.
BOY: I don't believe you.
OLD MAN: That's okay. Some folks forgot it. But I didn't. My mama she told it to me, and I'll tell it to you. Then you'll know.
BOY: Mama says the Master don't like people tellin' stories.
OLD MAN: Course not. There's magic in stories. He don't want none of that magic comin' back around.
BOY: Then tell me. Tell me a story.
OLD MAN: All right. I can tell you're feelin' low—thinkin' about how things work here on the plantation. The Master is hard, and the days are long. We are the little folks in a big world. But I'll tell ya—the little folks can still have the upper hand.
BOY: How so?
OLD MAN: I have proof—a critter named Brer Rabbit. You ever heard tell of him?
BOY: No, never. But if he's a rabbit, wouldn't the other critters try to catch him?
OLD MAN: Oh, sure as you're born! And they came awful close, too!
NARRATOR: The old man leaned back and crossed his arms across his chest—as if he were remembering.
OLD MAN: Brer Rabbit, he was a likable fella, but he warn't much of a worker, you see. So when it came time for him to get some food, he had to borrow a bit from the other critters.
RABBIT: Well, bless my ears! My stomach sure is a-rumblin'. I best be findin' me some vittles.
OLD MAN: Brer Rabbit spied the goober pea patch of Brer Fox, his most hateful enemy. Those goobers were greenin' up nice, and the sight of it made Brer Rabbit's mouth water somethin' fierce.
RABBIT: Brer Fox is such a prickly fella! It won't hurt none to help myself to some of his goobers.
OLD MAN: Brer Rabbit hopped right on over to that goober patch, thinkin' nothin' in the world could get him. But Brer Fox had set up a trap. He'd leaned over a hickory sapling, bent it double, and tied it down with a rope. Then on the other end of the rope he made a loop knot that would catch whoever tried a-stealin' his goobers.
FOX: I bet my tail it's that no-good Brer Rabbit. When I catch him, I'll have some meat to go with my goober peas! Hee hee!
OLD MAN: Well, since Brer Rabbit didn't see no one around, he hopped right over into that goober patch—plannin' to scoop up a goober a second. But as soon as he did, that loop tightened around his ankle, and that hickory sapling snapped back upright—leavin' Brer Rabbit dangling plum helpless by his foot. (Sproing!)
RABBIT: Good Golly! I should have knowed it! Now Brer Fox will have me stewed in no time!
OLD MAN: Just then Brer Rabbit heard someone a-bumblin' down the road. Luckily for that rascally rabbit, it warn't Brer Fox neither. It was Brer Bear.
BOY: A bear? He'd be one of Brer Rabbit's enemies, too!
OLD MAN: You betcha! Brer Bear was big and mean, but he was also dumb as a post. And Brer Rabbit thought up a story right​quick-like.
BEAR: Doo-dee-dah! Doo-dee-dah! Hey! What in tarnation? Is that Brer Rabbit I see? Hangin' from a rope in the middle of Brer Fox's goober patch?
OLD MAN: Brer Rabbit looked up — or down, I guess you'd say—and waved howdy to Brer Bear.
RABBIT: Good mornin', Brer Bear!
BEAR: Hee hee. Well, shucks. It's a good mornin' for me, but not for you. It sure looks like Brer Fox has finally caught ya!
RABBIT: Caught me? What are you talkin' bout? Cause of this? Nah. I'm doin' this on purpose.
OLD MAN: That dumb, old bear wrinkled up his dumb, old nose.
BEAR: On purpose? I says, you're trapped, and that's that!
RABBIT: I've got ten dollars in my pocket that says otherwise!
BEAR: Ten dollars! Where'd you get that kind of money? Ain't nobody round here got ten dollars!
RABBIT: Well, I didn't neither until about ten minutes ago. You see, Brer Fox is terrible afraid them crows is goin' to come along and eat up all his goobers. So he's payin' me to hang here—all scary-like—and scare off them crows. Hangin' upside-down just scares the feathers off 'em.
OLD MAN: Brer Bear looked at that old rabbit in confusion.
BEAR: Now, hold on a minute. If you've got ten dollars, that means Brer Fox is payin' you... (mumbling as he does mental math)
RABBIT: A dollar a minute!
BEAR: Wooo boy! I could use a job like that! I got a passel of cubs at home and an old grizzly of a wife to feed!
RABBIT: Well, I'm not sure it's fittin'. Y'see, Brer Fox asked me to do it for him. But if you'll let me down and take my place, I'll tell him to pay you my wages.
BEAR: That would be right kindly of you, Brer Rabbit!
RABBIT: Say nuttin' of it, my good man.
OLD MAN: So that big, old bear freed Brer Rabbit of that trap and then tied himself up in the same ridiculous way.
BEAR: You sure I have to hang upside down?
RABBIT: Positive!
BEAR: I can't thank you enough for this, Brer Rabbit. You're a true friend.
RABBIT: Think nothing of it!
OLD MAN: So freed from the trap, Brer Rabbit hopped away-a-chucklin' to himself.
Meanwhile, Brer Fox suspected his hickory-tree trap had caught a thief by then, so he scurried out of his den for the goober patch. Sure enough, some critter was dangling from the rope.
FOX: I knowed it! I knowed it! I knowed I'd catch you, you dumb old...(pause) bear?

OLD MAN: Brer Bear was hanging from his trap-staring back at him.
FOX: Brer Bear? What are you doin' in my trap?
BEAR: Earnin' a dollar a minute, that's what!
OLD MAN: The eyes of that mean, old fox narrowed down into slits.
FOX: You been stealin' my goobers?
BEAR: I've been guardin' these here goobers with my life!
FOX: That's crazy talk!
BEAR: You best pay me for my time! You tryin' to cheat me?
FOX: Cheat you from what, you crazy critter? You're the one stealin' my goobers!
BEAR: I'll tan your hide!
OLD MAN: Brer Bear came out of that trap a-swinging, and Brer Fox went at him a- bitin'. (sounds of a scuffle) Pretty soon they was plum exhausted and startled puzzlin' it out. It took them a while to piece it all together. But the truth was-Brer Rabbit had made a fool out of them both!
BEAR: I'll wring his mangy neck!
FOX: Good luck catchin' that varmint! I've been tryin' for years. He's too slippery!
BEAR: You done caught him, but he didn't stay stuck!
FOX: Wait a minute! That's it! Hee hee. I've got me an idea! We'll trap him good this time!
OLD MAN: Brer Bear followed after Brer Fox-scratchin' his head powerful hard- and watched while Brer Fox worked up a big batch of tar and turpentine in a pot until it was extra gooey-like.
BEAR: Watcha goin' to do with that, Brer Fox?
FOX: Just watch and see, you dumb galoot! That rabbit has done messed with me too many times!
OLD MAN: Brer Fox shaped that tar up into the shape of a child and put a hat on it and a coat on it and stuck an ol' corn cob pipe in where a mouth should be.
BEAR: You makin' a scarecrow for your goober patch?
FOX: No, you durn fool! It's a tar baby! We'll set this here tar baby by the road and wait for Brer Rabbit to come lippity-clippity down the road like he always does. Then he'll try to engage this here tar baby in some civilized conversation.
BEAR: Duh. But that tar baby can't talk back.
FOX: I know that! Now, shut up, and you'll see how it'll work!
OLD MAN: Meanwhile, Brer Rabbit had done lit out. He knew once Brer Bear figured out how he'd tricked him, he'd be angrier than a wet hen. So he had laid-low in a mudpuddle—with only his eyes a- stickin' up—so everyone who passed would think he warn't nothin' but a bullfrog. When Brer Bear didn't come lookin' for him, Brer Rabbit got a bit curious. He climbed out of that mudpuddle and directly headed back for Brer Fox's goober patch.
As he passed along, he spied that old tar baby sittin' on a log beside the road.
RABBIT: Psst. Mornin', friend. You seen a mean, old bear ‘round these parts?
OLD MAN: The tar baby didn't say nothing.
RABBIT: (louder) I said, you seen a mean, old bear ‘round these parts?
OLD MAN: The tar baby just stared back at him with its two button eyes.
RABBIT: You got a problem? Cain't you talk?
OLD MAN: Tar Baby didn't say nothing.
RABBIT: You best speak up! I wished you a good mornin' all polite-like!
OLD MAN: Tar Baby just looked back blank.
RABBIT: (angrily) That's it! I don't allow no stranger to treat me this way! I'll give you a lick upside the head!
OLD MAN: Cause he was a stickler for manners and that tar baby was bein' awful rude, Brer Rabbit hauled off and punched him right in the middle of his face. But just imagine! Brer Rabbit's fist sank right into the middle of that Tar Baby's face. (Splat!)
RABBIT: Hey! What's the matter here?
OLD MAN: He tried to yank his hand free, but it warn't no use! So he threw a punch with his other fist, and it got stuck, too!
RABBIT: (yelling) Let go! Let go! You ain't fightin' fair!
OLD MAN: He brought up his feet to kick the tar baby, but they got caught up in that goo, too.
RABBIT: I'll knock the stuffin' out of ya!
OLD MAN: Before he knowed it, Brer Rabbit was stuck for sure—covered head to toe in tar. Out of the bushes hopped Brer Fox and Brer Bear.
FOX: Whee-hee! You sure are stuck now!
OLD MAN: Brer Fox started rolling ‘round on the ground—holdin' his sides for laughin' so hard.
FOX: Hee hee hee!
BEAR: Heh. Heh. Heh. What now, Brer Fox?
FOX: Now, we going to eat up this here critter! Have ourselves some rabbit dumplin's!
OLD MAN: Brer Rabbit knowed he was caught, so he started actin' all humble-like.
RABBIT: You caught me fair and square, Brer Fox! My trickin' days are done! I don't care what you do with me.
FOX: Well, good! Cause you know what? I'm going to roast you alive!
BEAR: (dumb laugh) Heh heh. Yeah! Roast you alive.
RABBIT: Whew. That's a relief.
FOX: A relief? That'll be plumb torture!
RABBIT: Nah. I'm just glad you aren't gonna...
FOX: Gonna what?
RABBIT: Throw me in the briar patch.
OLD MAN: Not far from Brer Fox's goober patch was a briar patch full of the prickliest prickers you ever did see.
FOX: Well, if you ain't afraid of burnin', I'll just skin ya alive instead!
BEAR: (dumb laugh) Heh heh. Yeah. Skin ya alive.
RABBIT: Whew. As long as you don't throw me into that briar patch, I don't care what you do.
BEAR: (whispering) Hey, Brer Fox, why ain't he scared of burnin' or skinnin'?
RABBIT: I ain't cause there ain't no pain in the world like bein' thrown into a briar patch. Every thorn and pricker in there would pierce my poor, little body. So do whatever you want to me, but please, oh please, don't throw me in that briar patch!
OLD MAN: Now, old Brer Rabbit had worked Brer Fox into such a rage that he wasn't a-thinkin' straight.
FOX: All right! He asked for it! Throw this critter in the briar patch!
RABBIT: (wailing) No! No! Heaven help me! What will I do?
OLD MAN: As Brer Rabbit squalled and wailed, Brer Bear hoisted him up and hauled him to the briar patch.

FOX: Throw him in!
RABBIT: (fading away) Nooooooo!
OLD MAN: Brer Fox and Brer Bear watched with devilish fun as Brer Rabbit disappeared into those prickly briars. (falling sound) They stuck out their ears-a- waitin' to hear those wails of pain and misery. But none of them came. Instead they heard a far-away laughin'.
RABBIT: (laughing) Ha-ha! Hoo-hoo! You dumb critters!
BEAR: Duh. What's that?
FOX: It's Brer Rabbit!
OLD MAN: Sure as you're born, Brer Rabbit popped his head up out of that thorny, old briar patch. He was combin' the tar out of his fur and laughin' away at 'em.
RABBIT: You stupid critters! Didn't you know I was born and bred in a briar patch? This here's my home!
FOX: Why you—!
RABBIT: Thank ye for provin' my point— there ain't no place like home!
OLD MAN: And without another word, Brer Rabbit skipped away—sassy as a jaybird.
NARRATOR: As the old man finished his story, he leaned back and slapped his hands on his knees.
BOY: Is that a real story?
OLD MAN: As real as you and me. Think of that next time you need it.
NARRATOR: Weeks passed on the plantation, and to the boy the days seemed to get hotter and longer. One day, he learned that his mother was going to be sold to another plantation. That evening the old man found the boy crying on the steps of the slave quarters.
OLD MAN: What are you a-cryin' for, boy?
BOY: My mother. My mother is goin' to be sold.
OLD MAN: (sigh) I'm sorry.
BOY: You said there was magic. You said there was magic in us folks—real magic.
OLD MAN: There is. Let me tell you another story.
NARRATOR: The old man's eyes got a faraway look.
OLD MAN: Like I told you before, folks like us came from an old land across the sea. It was a magical land. Back in the old land the people could fly—just like birds. But for some reason, they allowed themselves to get caught, and they allowed themselves to get chained up and come over the sea on the white man's ships. The old up-and-down of the ships must have made them forget. They forgot that they could fly.
BOY: If I could fly, I would fly away from this place.
OLD MAN: Of course. But that's just the problem. If you cain't remember that you can do a thing, how can you do it? But one time a miracle happened on a plantation just like this one. The slaves there had a master just as hard as ours. On this plantation there was a slave named Old Toby. He was old and knowed wisdom from way back. One day, the Master was workin' the slaves awful hard in the field, and there was a woman there with her child slung up against her chest. (wailing of a baby)
WOMAN: Hush, child.
OLD MAN: The day was hot, and that baby was a-cryin'. How could it not? But the overseer didn't like that cryin'.
OVERSEER: Shut that baby up!
WOMAN: Yes, sir. I'll try!
OLD MAN: But the baby wouldn't stop crying. So the overseer let loose with his whip. (whip-crack) The woman tried to shield that baby, but she couldn't. The whiplash fell upon her and the baby, and it cried even louder. (loud crying of a baby) Its blood and her blood was running down her dress. And then she fell down.
OVERSEER: (yelling) Get up! Get up, or I'll whip you to your feet!
OLD MAN: That overseer probably would have done it, too, but Old Toby was standing there—looking down at that woman with a different light in his eyes. The woman looked up at him—like she was asking a question.
TOBY: Not yet, daughter. Not yet.
OLD MAN: It was hard, but the woman rose to her feet and continued her work— before the overseer could lash her. But then she shivered all over and fell down again. But Old Toby spoke to her again.
TOBY: Not yet, daughter. Not yet.
OLD MAN: Then she fell a third time, and everyone could see she couldn't get up again this time.
OVERSEER: (yelling) That's it! I'll beat the life out of you!
OLD MAN: The woman looked up to Old Toby.
WOMAN: Now?
TOBY: Yes, daughter. Go.
OLD MAN: The woman stood up and didn't stop there. She leaped up into the air and flew higher and higher—with that baby still clinging to her chest. The overseer stared up after her—blinkin' his eyes in wonder. On she flew beyond the wood, beyond the river, and she was gone. Then he turned to the rest of the workers in the field.
OVERSEER: Back to work! Back to work!
OLD MAN: The overseer hurried the others on and cracked his whip at them, so they would forget the miracle they just saw. (whipcracks) Soon another man fell to the ground, and the overseer aimed his whip toward him. But then Old Toby called out.
TOBY: Go! Fly!
OLD MAN: Then he spoke in an unknown language, and the man's face lit up. He remembered. He turned, laughed, and leaped up into the air and was gone—flying over field and wood.
The overseer turned toward Old Toby— holdin' up his mean, old club.
OVERSEER: Get him! Get that old, devil! We'll string him up!
OLD MAN: But Old Toby just laughed.
TOBY: (laugh) The time has come.
OLD MAN: As the overseer rushed at him to end his life, Old Toby spoke the same forgotten, magical words loudly, so that all the slaves in the field could hear.
As he spoke, they all remembered what had been forgotten. They recalled the power that had once been theirs. Then they all stood up together.
TOBY: All right. Let's go.
OLD MAN: Old Toby raised his hands, and they all leaped up into the air with a great shout. (loud shouting) The men went clapping their hands. The women went singing. The children laughed and were not afraid. In a moment they were gone over the field, over the fence, and over the top of the wood. Behind them flew Old Toby.
TOBY: (laughing)
OLD MAN: The overseer looked after them as they flew, miles and miles, until they passed beyond the last rim of the world and disappeared into the sky like a handful of leaves. They were never seen by the master again.
NARRATOR: The old man finished his story and looked down to the boy. There were fresh tears upon his face—but of a different kind.
OLD MAN: What do you say now, boy?
BOY: When will we fly away?
OLD MAN: Not yet, son. Not yet. But someday. Someday.
NARRATOR: The boy rubbed his eyes.
BOY: You're right. Stories are magic.
OLD MAN: Good. Now you know. Now you know.
DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1. Is this story an example of Realism or Romanticism—or both? Explain.
2. What people or groups of people could the characters in the Brer Rabbit tale represent?
3. Most slaveholders forcibly suppressed the languages, customs, and traditions of the individuals they enslaved. Black slaves used storytelling and singing to express their ideas and keep their culture alive. How is this evident in this story?
4. Trickster characters such as Brer Rabbit were popular in African folktales. What makes tricksters likeable? What are some examples of modern-day tricksters?
5. How is dialect used to embellish this story?
6. Sometimes slaves used storytelling to pass along coded information about meeting places and escape plans to one another. How do the two stories that the old man tells speak of freedom?
Практическое 4

Сделать презентацию: Folklore of the first white settlers of the USA. Plots and main heroes (Johnny Appleseed, Davy Crockett, Paul Bunyan, Pecos Bill etc.).

