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Literary Skills
Understand
motivation;
understand

allusion.
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Make the Connectlon

‘Quickwrite &

Which do you think makes the best
home: the country or the city? Write
down some reasons for your choice, or
draw a picture of what you think is the
perfect place to live.

Literary Focus

Motivation

Why did he do that? What makes her act
that way? These are questions about
motivation. Feelings, needs, wishes,
pressures from family and friends—all
these forces pull and push people from

inside and outside. As you read the story :

of T. J. and his friends, think about what
motivates them to act the way they do.

Allusion

This title of this story is an allusionto a
character from Greek mythology.
Antaeus (an-té&'ss) is a giant whose
strength comes from his mother, the
Earth. As long as his feet are on the
ground, Antaeus cannot be beaten. As
you read the story, think about the
connection between Antaeus and T. J.

Reading Skills <&
Predicting

As you read this story, do some
guesswork about what you think will
happen. The best thing about guessing,
or predicting, is that you can always
change your pred:iction {and often
should) once you've read more of the
story. Use your own knowledge of
human behavior and details from the
text to predict what T. J. and his friends
will do next.

Vocabulary Development
You'll learn these words in “Antaeus.”

resolute (rez'a-16ot") adj.: firm and
purposeful; determined. T. ] was
resolute; he would not change his plan.

domain (dd-man’) n.: territory. The boys
were thrilled with their own roofiop domain.

contemplate (kan"tam-plat’) v.: look at
or think about carefully. They could
contemplate the result of their labor with
satisfaction.

shrewd (shrdod) adj.: clever. His shrewd
words convinced his friends of his plan.

sterile (ster'al} adj.. barren; facking
interest or vitality. They were surprised to
see grass growing on the sterile roof of the
building.

| Background

1 Literature and Social Studies
During World War |l the United States
geared up to produce equipment,

4 weapons, and goods to serve the
| -

military effort overseas. Since most
factories were in the North, many

families left their homes in the South
seeking work. This is the situation the ;
narrator is referring to as the story opens. | :







his was during the wartime, when Tots of
| people were coming North for jobs in facto-
cies and war industries, when people moved
around a lot more than they do now, and some-
times kids were thrown into new groups and
new lives that were completely different from
anything they had ever known
before. I remember this one
kid, T. J. his name was, from
somewhere down South,
whose family moved into our
building during that time.
They'd come North with
everything they owned piled
into the back seat of an old-
model sedan that you wouldn’t
expect could make the trip,
with T. J. and his three younger
sisters riding shakily on top of
the load of junk.

Our building was just like
a1l the others there, with fami-
lies crowded into a few rooms,
and I guess there were twenfy-
five or thirty kids about my
age in that one building. Of
course, there were a few of us
who formed a gang and ran
together all the time after
school, and T was the one who brought T. J. in
and started the whole thing.

The building right next door to us was a fac-
tory where they made walking dolls. It was a low
building with a flat, tarred roof that had a
parapet1 All around it about head-high, and we'd
found out a long time before that no one, not
even the watchman, paid any attention to the roof
because it was higher than any of the other build-
ings around. So my gang used the roof as a head-
quarters. We could get up there by crossing over

e
1. parapet n.: wall or railing.
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to the fire escape from our own roof on a plank
and then going on up. 1t was a secret place for us,
where nobody else could go without our permis-
sion.

I remember the day I first took . J. up there
to meet the gang. He was a stocky, robust kid

Egst River from the 30th Story of the Shelton Hote! by
Georgia O'Keeffe. Oil on canvas (30" x 48").

with a shock of white hair, nothing sissy about
him except his voice; he talked in this slow, ge
tie voice like you never heard before. He talke
different from any of us and you noticed it rig
away. But I liked him anyway, s0 I told him to
come on up.

We climbed up over the parapet and dropp
down on the roof. The rest of the gang were al
ready there.




just moved into the building yesterday”
He just stood there, not scared or anything,
just looking, like the first time you see some-
body you're not sure you're going to like.
“Hi,” Blackie said. “Where are you from?”

ritain Museum of American Art, New Britain, Connecticut. Stephen
e Fund. 1958.9 Photo credit; Irving Blomstrann, ©2003 The Georgia
fie Foundation/Artists Rights Society (ARS), New York.

Marion County;” T. J. said.

Ve laughed. “Marion County?” I said.
ere’s that?”

elooked at me for a moment like T was a
ger, too. “It’s in Alabama,” he said, like I
ht t6 know where it was. .

hat’s your name?” Charley said.

15" he said, looking back at him. He had
lue eyes that looked washed-out, but he
d directly at Charley, waiting for his re-

action. He'll be all right, I thought. No sissy in
him, except that voice. Who ever talked like
that?

“T. J.,” Blackie said. “That’s just initials.
What’s your real name? Nobody in the world
has just initials”

“I do,” he said. “And they’re
T. ]. That’s all the name I got.”

His voice was resolute with
the knowledge of his right-
ness, and for amoment no
one had anything to say. T. J.
looked around at the rooftop
and down at the black tar
under his feet. “Down yonder
where I come from,” he said,
“we played out in the woods.
Don’t you-all have no woods
around here?”

“Naw;” Blackie said.
“There’s the park a few blocks
over, but it’s full of kids and
cops and old women. You
can’t do a thing.”

T. J. kept looking at the tar
under his feet. “You mean you
air’t got no fields to raise
nothing in?—mno watermelons
or nothing?”

“Naw,” I said scorntully. “What do you want
to grow something for? The folks can buy
everything they need at the store.”

He looked at me again with that strange, un-
knowing look. “In Marion County,” he said, “I
had my own acre of cotton and my own acre of
corn. [t was mine to plant and make ever’ year”

He sounded like it was something to be proud
of, and in some obscure way it made the rest of us
angry. Blackie said, “Who’d want to have their

Vocabulary
resolute {rez’s.[66t") adj: firm and purposeful; determined.
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own acre of cotton and corn? That’s just work.
What can you do with an acre of cotton and
corn?”

T. J. looked at him. “Well, you get part of the
bale offen your acre;” he said seriously. “And I
fed my acre of corn to my calf”

We didi’t really know what he was talking
about, 0 we were more puzzled than angry;
otherwise, 1 guess, we'd have chased him off the
roof and wouldn't let him be part of our gang.
But he was strange and different, and we were
all attracted by his stolid sense of rightness and
belonging, maybe by the strange softness of his
voice contrasting our own tones of speech into
harshness.

He moved his foot against the black tar. “We
could make our own field right here,” he said
softly, thoughtfully. “Come spring we could
raise us what we want to—watermelons and
garden truck and no telling what all.”

«“youwd have to be a good farmer to make
these tar roofs grow any watermelons,” I said.
We all laughed.

But T. I. looked serious. “We could haul us
some dirt up here,” he said. “And spread it out
even and water it, and before you know it, we'd
have us a crop in here” He looked at us intently.
“Wouldr’t that be fun?”

“They wouldn’t let us,” Blackie said quickly.

“I thought you said this was you-all’s roof,”
T.7. said to me. “That you-all could do any-
thing you wanted to up here”

“They ve never bothered us”” I said. I felt the
idea beginning to catch fire in me. It was a big
idea, and it took a while for it to sink in; but the
more I thought about it, the better I liked it.
“Say,” I said to the gang. “He might have some-
thing there. Just make us a regular roof gardemn,
with flowers and grass and trees and everything.
And all ours, too,” I said. “We wouldn’t let any-
body up here except the ones we wanted to.”
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“1¢d take a while to grow trees.” T. J. said
quickly, but we weren't paying any attention to
him. They were all talking about it suddenly; all
excited with the idea after I'd put it in a way
they would catch hold ofit. Only rich people
had roof gardens, we knew, and the idea of our
own private domain excited them.

“We could bring it up in sacks and boxes,”
Blackie said. “We'd have to do it while the folks
weren’t paying any attention to us, for we'd
have to come up to the roof of our building and
then cross over with it”

“Where could we get the dirt?” somebody
said worriedly. ‘

“(yut of those vacant lots over close to
school” Blackie said. “Nobody’d notice it we
scraped it up.”

[ slapped T. J. on the shoulder. “Man, you
had a wonderful idea,” I said, and everybody
grinned at him, remembering that he had
started it. “Our own private roof garden.”

He grinned back. “I¢1l be ourn,” he said. “All
ourn.” Then he looked thoughtful again.
“Maybe I can lay my hands on some cotton seed,
too. You think we could raise us some cotton?”

We'd started big projects before at one time or
another, like any gang of kids, but they’d al-
ways petered out’ for lack of organization and
direction. But this one didn’t; somehow of
other T. J. kept it going all through the wintet
months. He kept talking about the water-
melons and the cotton we'd raise, come spring
and when even that wouldn't work, he’'d
switch around to my idea of flowers and grass
and trees, though he was always honest
enough to add that it'd take a while to get any

[

Vocabulary
domain (dd-man’) n. territory.

2. petered out: gradually disappeared.
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trees started. He always had it on his mind,
and he’d mention it in school, getting them
" lined up to carry dirt that afternoon, saying in
o acasual way that he reckoned a few more
" weeks ought to see the job through.
 Ourlittle area of private earth grew slowly. T. J.
~ was smart enough to start in one corner of the
- puilding, heaping up the carried earth two or
' three feet thick so that we had an immediate re-
2 sultto look at, to conternplate with awe. Some
of the evenings T. ]. alone was carrying earth up
" tothe building, the rest of the gang distracted
by other enterprises or interests, but T. ], kept
. plugging along on his own, and eventually we'd
all come back to him again, and then our own
little acre would grow more rapidly.
. He was careful about the kind of dirt he’d let
us carry up there, and more than once he
dumped a sandy load over the parapet into the
away below because it wasn’t good enough.
He found out the kinds of earth in all the vacant
ots for blocks around. He'd pick it up and feel
tand smell it, frozen though it was sometimes,
and then he’d say it was good growing soil or it
wasn't worth anything, and we’d have to go on
omewhere else.
Thinking about it now, I don’t see how he
ept us at it. It was hard work, lugging paper
acks and boxes of dirt all the way up the stairs
of our own building, keeping out of the way of
grown-ups so they wouldn’t catch on to
what we were doing. They probably wouldn’t
lave cared, for they didn’t pay much attention
us, but we wanted to keep it secret anyway.
en we had to go through the trapdoor to our
f, teeter over a plank to the fire escape, then
mb two or three stories to the parapet, and
P them down onto the roof, All that for a
all pile of earth that sometimes didn’t seem

oilsome adj.: involving hard work; laborious.

worth the effort. But T. J. kept the vision bright
within us, his words shrewd and calculated to-
ward the fulfillment of his dream; and he
worked harder than any of us. He seemed dri-
ven toward a goal that we couldn’t see, a partic-
ular point in time that would be definitely
marked by signs and wonders that only he
could see.

The laborious earth just lay there during the
cold months, inert and lifeless, the clods lumpy

and cold under our feet when we walked over it.

But one day it rained, and afterward there was a
softness in the air, and the earth was live and
giving again with moisture and warmth.

That evening T. J. smelled the air, his nostrils
dilating with the odor of the earth under his
feet. “It’s spring,” he said, and there was a glad-
ness rising in his voice that filled us all with the
same feeling. “It’s mighty late for it, but it’s
spring. I'd just about decided it wasn’t never
gonna get here at all”

We were all sniffing at the air, too, trying to
smell it the way that T. J. did, and T can still re-
member the sweet odor of the earth under our
feet. Tt was the first time in my life that spring
and spring earth had meant anything to me. I
looked at T. . then, knowing in a faint way the
hunger within him through the toilsome’ win-
ter months, knowing the dream that lay behind
his plan. He was a new Antaeus, preparing his
own bed of strength.

“Planting time,” he said. “We’ll have to find
s some seed.”

“What do we do?” Blackie said. “How do we
do it?”

Vocabulary

contemplate (kin'tam-plit’) v.: consider; look at or
think about carefully.
shrewd (dwdsd) adj.: clever.
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hour. T. J. showed us how to prepare the earth,
breaking up the clods and smoothing it and sow-
ing the grass seed. It looked rich and black now
with moisture, receiving of the seed, and it
seemed that the grass sprang up overnight, pale
green in the early spring.

We couldm’t keep from looking at it, unable
to believe that we had created this delicate
growth. We looked at T. J. with understanding
now, knowing the fulfillment of the plan he had
carried along within his mind. We had worked
without full understanding of the task, but he
had known all the time.

We found that we couldn’t walk or play on the
delicate blades as we had expected to, but we
Jidr’t mind. It was enough just 10 look at it, to re-
alize that it was the work of our own hands, and
cach evening, the whole gang was there, trying to

rmeasure the growth that had been achieved that
day. -

One time a foot was placed on the plot of
ground, one time only, Blackie stepping onto it
with sudden bravado. Then he looked at the
crushed blades and there was shame in his face.
He did not do it again. This was his grass, t00,
and not to be desecrated.” No one said any-
thing, for it was not necessary.

T. J. had reserved a small section for watermel-
ons, and he was still trying to find some seed forit.
The wholesale house didn’t have any watermelon
seeds, and we didn’t know where we could lay our
hands on them. T. J. shaped the earth into
mounds ready to receive them, three mounds
lying in a straight line along the edge of the grass
plot.

We had just about decided that we'd have
to buy the seeds if we were to get them. It wasa
violation of our principles, but we were anxious
to get the watermelons started. Somewhere Of

«Fiyst we'll have to break up the clods,” T. J.
said. “That won't be hard to do. Then we plant
the seeds, and after a while they come up. Then
you gotyoua crop?” He frowned. “But you ain’t
got it raised yet. You got to tend it and hoe it
ond take care of it, and all the time it’s growing
and growing, while you're awake and while
you're asleep- Then you lay it by when it’s
growed and let it ripen, and then you gotyou a
crop.

“There’s those wholesale seed houses over on
Sixth” I said. “We could probably swipe some
grass seed over there.”

T J. looked at the earth. “You-all seem mighty
set on raising some grass;” he said. “I ain’t never
put no effortinto that. I spent all my life trying
not to raise grass.”

«Byt it's pretty, Blackie said. “We could play
on it and take sunbaths on it. Like having our
own lawn. Lots of people got lawns.”

“Well” T. J. said. He looked at the rest of us,
hesitant for the first time. He kept on looking at
s for 2 moment. “I did have it in mind to raise
some corn and vegetables. But we’ll plant

grass.”

Tie was smart. He knew where to give in. And
1 dor’t suppose it made any difference to him,
really. He just wanted to grow something, even
if it was grass.

«Of course.” he said, “I do think we ought to
plant a row of watermelons. They'd be mighty
ice to eat while we was a-laying on that grass.”

¢ Weall laughed. “All right,” 1 said. “We’ll plant
us a row of watermelons.”

Things went very quickly then. Perhaps half
the roof was covered with the earth, the half
that wasn’t broken by ventilators, and we swiped
pocketfuls of grass seed from the open bins in
the wholesale seed house, mingling among the
buyers on Saturdays and during the school lunch

[
5. desecrated (des'i-krat'id) v showed disrespect for

-
4. ventilators #.: devices used to bring in fresh ait. (something considered holy}.




Chandler, Mexico (1923), photograph by Edward Weston,

other, T. J. got his hands on a seed catalog and
brought it one evening to our roof garden.
“We can order them now;” he said, showing
us the catalog. “Look!”
We all crowded around, looking at the fat
green watermelons pictured in full color on the
pages. Some of them were split open, showing

thered, tempting meat, making our mouths
‘water.

>

- “Now we got to scrape up some seed money,

LT, said, looking at us. “I got a quarter. How

‘much you-all got?”

. Wemade up a couple of dollars among us and

TJ.nodded his head. “That’ll be more than
nough. Now we got to decide what kind to get. T

A

think them Kleckley Sweets. What do you-all
think?”

He was going into esoteric’ matters beyond
our reach. We hadn’t even known there were
different kinds of melons. So we just nodded
our heads and agreed that yes, we thought the
Kleckley Sweets too.

“T'll order them tonight,” T. J. said. “We
ought to have them in a few days”

“What are you boys doing up here?” an adult
voice said behind us.

It startled us, for no one had ever come up
here before in all the time we had been using
the roof of the factory. We jerked around and

6. esoteric (es's-ter'ik) adj.: specialized; beyond most
people’s understanding or knowledge.
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saw three men standing near the trapdoor at the
other end of the roof. They weren’t policermen
or night watchmen but three men in plump
business suits, looking at us. They walked to-
ward us.

“What are you boys doing up here?” the one
in the middle said again.

We stood still, guilt heavy among us, levied
by the tone of voice, and looked at the three
strangers.

The men stared at the grass flourishing be-
hind us. “What’s this?” the man said. “How did
this get up here?”

“Sure is growing good, ain't it?” T. J. said
conversationally, “We planted it.”

'The men kept looking at the grass as if they
didr’t believe it. It was a thick carpet over the
earth now, a patch of deep greenness startling
in the sterile industrial surroundings.

“Yes, sir” T. J. said proudly. “We toted that
earth up here and planted that grass.” He flut-
tered the seed catalog. “And we're just fixing to
plant us some watermelon.”

The man looked at him then, his eyes strange
and faraway. “What do you mean, putting this
on the roof of my building?” he said. “Doyou
want to go to jail?” ‘

T. J. looked shaken. The rest of us were silent,
frightened by the authority of his voice. We had
grown up aware of adult authority, of police-
men and night watchmen and teachers, and this
man sounded like all the others. But it was a

new thing to T. J.

“Well, you was't using the roof,” T. J. said.
He paused a moment and added shrewdly, “So
we just thought to prettyitupa little bit”

“And sag it so I'd have to rebuild it,” the man
said sharply. He started turning away, saying to

Vocabulary

another man beside him, “See that all that junk
is shoveled off by tororrow.”

“Yes, sir,’ the man said.

T. J. started forward. “You can’t do that,” he
said. “We toted it up here, and it’s our earth. We
planted it and raised it and toted it up here.”
The man stared at him coldly. “But it’s my
building” he said. “It’s to be shoveled off
tomorrow.

“I¢'s our earth” T, J. said desperately. “You
ain’t got no right!”

The men walked on without listening and
descended clumsily through the trapdoor. T. J.
stood looking after them, his body tense with
anger, until they had disappeared. They _
wouldn’t even argue with him, wouldn’t let him
defend his earth rights. '

He turned to us. “We won’t let 'em do it,” he

said fiercely. “We'll stay up here all day tomor-
row and the day after that, and we won’t let om
doit” ‘

We just looked at him. We knew there was no :
stoppingit.

He saw it in our faces, and his face wavered
for a moment before he gripped it into determi-
nation. “They ain’t got no right,” he said. “It’s
our earth. It’s our land. Can’t nobody touch a
man’s own land.”

We kept looking at him, listening to the
words but knowing that it was no use. The
adult world had descended on us even in our
richest dream, and we knew there was no calcu

lating the adult world, no fighting it, no win-
ning against it.

We started moving slowly toward the parap
and the fire escape, avoiding a last look at the
green beauty of the earth that T. ], had planted
for us, had planted deeply in our minds as we
as in our experience. We filed slowly over the

edge and down the steps to the plank, T. J. co

sterile (ster’sl) adj. barren; lacking interest or vitality.
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ing last, and all of us could feel the weight of I




grief behind us.
© “Wait a minute,” he said suddenly, his voice
: harsh with the effort of calling.
 We stopped and turned, held by the tone of
his voice, and looked up at him standing above
i1s on the fire escape.
“We can’t stop them?” he said, looking down
. -atus, his face strange in the dusky light. “There
7 4in'tno way to stop 'em?”

. “Noy” Blackie said with finality. “They own

- the building.”
© Westood still for a moment, looking up at T. J.,
“=caught into Inaction by the decision working in
his face. He stared back at us, and his face was
- pale and mean in the poor light, with a bald
nakedness in his skin like cripples have some-

€s.

“They ain’t gonna touch my earth,” he said
fercely. “They ain’t gonna lay a hand on it!
me on.”
He turned around and started up the fire es-
pe again, almost running against the effort of
limbing. We followed more slowly, not know-
g what he intended to do. By the time we
iched him, he had seized a board and thrust it
o the soil, scooping it up and flinging it over
parapet into the areaway below He straight-
ed and looked at us.
“They can’t touch it,” he said. “I won’t let ’em
dirty hand on it!”
¢ saw it then. He stooped to his labor again,

we followed, the gusts of his anger moving
frenzied labor among us as we scattered
g the edge of earth, scooping it and throw-
over the parapet, destroying with anger -
rowth we had nurtured with such tender
The soil carried so laboriously upward to
ght and the sun cascaded swiftly into the
areaway, the green blades of grass crum-

-3

task of destruction is infinitely easier than that
of creation. We stopped at the end, leaving only
a scattering of loose soil, and when it was finally
over, a stillness stood among the group and
over the factory building, We looked down at
the bare sterility of black tar, felt the harsh tex-
ture of it under the soles of our shoes, and the
anger had gone out of us, leaving only a sore
aching in our minds, like overstretched
muscles.

T.]. stood for a moment, his breathing slowing
from anger and effort, caught into the same con-
templation of destruction as all of us. He stooped
slowly, finally, and picked up a lonely blade of
grass left trampled under our feet and put it be-
tween his teeth, tasting it, sucking the greenness
out of it into his mouth. Then he started walking
toward the fire escape, moving before any of us
were ready to move, and disappeared over the
edge.

We followed him, but he was already halfway
down to the ground, going on past the board
where we crossed over, climbing down into the
areaway. We saw the last section swing down
with his weight, and then he stood on the con-
crete below us, looking at the small pile of
anonymous earth scattered by our throwing.
Then he walked across the place where we could
see him and disappeared toward the street with-
out glancing back, without looking up to see us
watching him.,

They did not find him for two weeks.

Then the Nashville police caught him just
outside the Nashville freight yards. He was
walking along the railroad track, still heading
South, still heading home.,

As for us, who had no remembered home
to call us, none of us ever again climbed the
escapeway to the roof.
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Borden Deal

Keeping the Faith
Like his hero T. J., Borden Deal
(1922-1985) came from a family of
Southern cotton farmers. They knew
firsthand the hardships of farm fife
during the Great Depression. As the
following anecdote proves, Deal was
" just as persistentas T. J.:

6% My short story ‘Antaeus’ hasa
strange history. Though it has

been reprinted far more often

than any other of my nearly one

hundred shoxt stories, 1t took me reprinted in the annual collection

ten years to get it published the first called The Best American Short Sto-

time! True. It was turned down by ries. Since then, the story has ap-

peared in hundreds of textbooks

every quality popular magazine in
the country, not once but two or
three times. Then, on rereading the
story after a year or so,I'd like it all
over again, and I'd send it around

and anthologies on every level, from

grammar school to college. So you

sce, when you believe in something,

it pays to keep the faith and be per-
once more. After ten long years, the

sistent—justas, in the story, T. J. s
story was finally published by one of

persistent in his faith and feeling for
the country’s finest literary maga- the earth.??

zines, and the next year it was
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First Thoughts D
1. ifyouwere T. J., what would you do after hearing t Reading Check

the words “It's to be shoveled off tomorrow”? ] a. What characteristic makes
: T. ). seem "different” at first
Thinking Critically 1 to the narrator?

©. 2. T.J.inspires the boys to take on a difficult project i b. What does T. J. want? What
' and carries it out alone when the others lose obstacles must he overcome

interest. What does this tell you about his to get what he wants?

character? E €. What does the narrator _
3. What was T. J.’s motivation for conceiving and : rea!,ze for the first time when

carrying out his grand project? : he smells “the sweet odor of

. . . h " i
Find the passage in the story that mentions the earth™ under his feet

Antaeus (page 179). In the Greek myth, Antaeus  (page 179)?

cannot be beaten while connected with the earth, d. :0W’d0e§ T }_' react wher;the
but the hero Hercules is able to kill Antaeus after X 0ys” project is destroyeds
lifting him into the air. Explain the connection -
between what happens to Antaeus and what
happens to T. J. What do you think the allusion
adds to the story?

. What do you make of the last line, about the city boys’ having
“no remembered home” to call them? What do you think the
word home means here?

Did any of your predictions turn out to be correct? Using /I:-\l:aell;:? Skills
details from the story, explain why one of your predictions was motivation;
or was not correct. =525 analyze an

. S allusion.
ﬁhat 5 ™

Reading Skills

xtending Interpretations

compare with T, L's? 47

T.J. doing When is it? | Make
Look back at the notes about home g : predictions.
that you made for the Quickwrite. How Writing Skills
do your feelings about home 7~ Add a scene to
: last scene astory.

Why ™
did T.J run )
away? s

IRITING
dding a Final Scene

hat happensto T. 1.7 Write a final scene
rthe story. Tell it from T. J.'s point of view.
tT. J. continue the story, speaking as “I.”
fore you write, collect ideas by answering How does

e questions in the graphic to the right. T.J. 1‘:68"?/
e

Where is it? §
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Vocabulary Development

Clarifying Word Meanings
One way to show your understanding of words is to use them in
your own writing.

1. Describe T.J., using the words resolute and shrewd.

2. Describe how the city boys feel about the roof garden,
using the waords contemplate and domain.

3. Using the word sterile describe how the boys change
the tar roof into a lawn.

Dialect—Voices of a Region or a Group

e

a

in “Antaeus,” T. J. speaks in a way that doesn’t sound like standard
English. He uses double {even triple) negafives and words like ourn

for ours and offen for from. Here is an example:

T.J’S DIALECT "You mean you ain‘t got no fields to raise

nothing in?”

STANDARD ENGLISH Do you mean you have no fields in which

to raise anything?

Dialect is a way of speaking that is
characteristic of a particular region or
group of people. People who study
language say that all of us speak one
dialect or another. Think of how a British
speaker sounds. Think of how a
philadelphian speaks, as compared with a
person from Southern California. T. b
speaks one of the dialects of the Deep
South. Like all dialects, T. J'shasa
distinctive pronunciation, vocabulary,
and grammar. By re-creating T. J.'s dialect,
Deal helps us “see” the boy and “hear”
his gentle Southern drawl.

Collection 2 / Characters: Living Many Lives

—————" R

Word Bank

resolute
domain
contemplate
shrewd |
sterile

Do a survey of dialects spoken in
your class. Does everyone sound the
same, or do you hear varied dialects?
1. Do you say “crick” of “creek”
to refer to a small stream?
2. Do you use frying pan; skillet,
or spider to referto the pan
you fry eggs in?
3. How do you pronounce dear,
car, and water?




