YEAR 6 Term 1

Non-fiction Activity ideas sheet 6

Autobiographies

Objectives

·
To distinguish between biography and autobiography;

recognising the effect on the reader of the choice between first and third person;

·
distinguishing between fact, opinion, and fiction;

·
distinguishing between implicit and explicit points of view and how these can differ.

Resources

Wales here I come!

My trip from St. Lucia

Stove on the landing

My first and last job in England

40 Winters On - Lambeth Council -1988

Oxford Reading Tree - Non-Fiction - My grandmother came from Jamaica

BBC HMS Windrush Website 1998 http//www.bbc.co

Text Level Work

Read the extracts with pupils, discuss the content and experiences related.

Activities

·
Using primary and secondary sources, interviews and the texts above, write a biography of a grandparent who came to the United Kingdom in the 50's, or the biography of your favourite footballer, or popstar.

·
Write an account of the significant events in your life so far.

*
Taken from the National Literacy Strategy Document- DFEE 1998.

Sunbeam's Journey

I left Jamaica in 1957 by boat, we in stopped in Fungal in Tenerife.  When we got there, we left the boat and explored.  We noticed that the bread and other foodstuff on the doorsteps were not wrapped.  We thought about all the things that went on the food, we had a good laugh to our selves.

I came to live with a cousin who had a house in Railton Road in Brixton.  On the ship there were many others from home.  I gave the address of my cousin to a young man on the ship; he laughed tore it up and threw it into the sea.  Next morning when I woke up, I saw the same young man and others in the house; you can imagine how surprised I was.  We were all going to the same place!

I came to London to study nursing; they didn't want me to start immediately, so I looked around for work.  A family member took me to Lyons teahouse, where I was offered a job clearing tables and cleaning the floor on a rotating basis.

When I came to England, I remember that the fashion then was the 'gun foot trousers', the men from the Caribbean used to wear it, white people used to look at them and laugh.  Two years later it became fashionable in London, all the white people were wearing it, so black men stopped wearing it.

I started nursing as an auxiliary in Mayday hospital in Croydon.  I had a child and left, and in those days if you had a child without being married, they treated you in a funny way.  In 1969 1 found out I had diabetes, and later on I had an operation.  I ignore white people, when they say hurtful things to me.

I have taken the Lord as my 'Saviour'; I just find a song to sing when things go wrong now.  I find it is very good for me.

Mrs. Saunders

My Journey on the 'Ascania'

I came to England in 1962, on the 'Ascania'.  The journey by boat took one month; it was a very interesting journey.  This was one of the boats that took immigrants to England from the Caribbean.  It stopped in the English speaking islands, to pick up people who were going to England.  Luckily for us, St. Lucia was one of its first stops.  This allowed us to see the other islands for the first time, while our fellow islanders joined us.  I was very brave, I used to get off the ship and walk around the islands where we docked.

When the ship got to Kingston, Jamaica, I was one of the first people to get off the ship.  I walked down a tree lined main street, called King Street.  First, I went to the post office and bought a post card and sent it to my boyfriend in London.

Next I went to the 'English Shop' in King Street; it was full of white people selling.  I bought a straightening comb in this shop.  I also bought a 'Bombay' mango from a street vendor.  We went back on the boat, and told the others who were afraid to leave the boat, that it was safe and that they should come with us, and we would show them the sites.

Then the Jamaicans joined the ship each group had their own tables, and the Jamaicans didn't like their tables, so there was a lot of confusion.

My friends in St. Lucia gave me some yams to take to England.  On the boat we were told that we couldn't take it.  I cooked it and ate it.  I had a bottle of rum; the ship's administrators took it away and drank it.

When I got to Southampton, my boyfriend met me and we took a taxi to London.  I had no presents for anyone.

Mrs. St. Brice

My Journey from St. Lucia

I was born in Soufriere, St. Lucia.  I went to school and learnt my trade, a quarter of a mile from my home.  I enjoyed my school days, after school I trained as a blacksmith.  I learnt to shoe horses and do plumbing.

I worked in an oil company for twelve years.  I repaired steam engines.  I left the job and went to Martinique for a short time, after that I came to England in 1 956, to find better work.

When I arrived in London, I got a job at Lions Hotel in Charing Cross.  I got between £2.50 - £5.00 per week.  There was no difficulty in finding work at that time.  I worked there as a lift operator until I retired on medical grounds.

We had trouble with racism in the Paddington area of London, the racists were called 'Teddy boys', and they attacked, beat and sometimes killed Black people for no reason.

Fifteen years after I arrived, I met and married my wife.  We have three sons.  I never intended to stay in England forever.  Although I am not well, I am thinking of returning to St. Lucia.

Mr. Mathurin

Stove on the Landing

When I came here, the house I lived in did not have a kitchen.  The stove was on the landing, for everyone in the house to use, up to six families.  It was hard to get your turn.  Before you could cook you had to punch the gas.  You put in sixpence, but you didn't get much cooking for that.

There were crafty people living in the house, and when you put in your sixpence, they would watch you and come out and put their pot on the stove and cook their food.

When you went to work they would use all the gas.  When you came home and put your pot on the stove there was no gas.  That used to make me mad.  Another thing that made me mad was that everyone used the cooker but did not clean it.

There was no toilet in the house, it was outside, so in the middle of the night if you wanted to do a number two, you had to get dressed and go out into the snow, or rain.  Then you had to sit in the cold toilet, until you finished.

Some houses did not have a bathroom or a bath.  Many people had a big wash pan you bathed in.  Otherwise you would have to go to the public baths to bathe sometimes miles away.

My First and Last Job in England

I arrived in England in December 1961, my brother who was already here sent for me.  My brother went with me to look for jobs, I was sent for two interviews, one at Lyons teashop, and at a hostel run by the London County Council.  Both jobs were to work in catering.  I worked at the hostel from January 1962 to 1986, when I retired and returned to the Caribbean.

The London County Council hostel asked me to come and work in the kitchen, assisting the cook by preparing the vegetables.  The wage was very low and I worked part time.  The cook was a big white man; he was a shifty man who did not like to work.  He would put food into the oven, then go out to the shop to place bets etc.  He also had other tricks; his friends would come to the back door.  He would cut off huge slices of ham and other stuff and give it to them.

When he made some dishes, he would hide so that I wouldn't learn how to make them.  He must have realised that I was keen to learn how to make English dishes.  As I said before, he would put the potatoes in the oven, and go out to do his business.  When he returned the potato was always overcooked.  The residents were not pleased and they complained constantly.

I cooked on the Saturdays, when he had his day off.  The first time I cooked and sent it upstairs, the residents came down and asked who cooked the lunch. I said I was the Saturday cook, they praised the meal and said I should cook all the time. I told them that already had a cook. They complained to the manager, and the cook started to look for another job. He left and I was offered the job as cook.

I talked to my brother about the job offer, he advised me to take it, only if I was given the cook’s pay. When the supervisor offered me the job, I told her my conditions and she agreed. I became the cook in 1962, I got assistants, they were difficult to keep, and they didn’t want to take orders from a Black woman.

I travelled from Finsbury Park by the No 4 bus to the hostel, the fare used to be 6 pence. I used to do my shopping in leather Lane market. Late the GLC took over the LCC, and the London Borough of Camden took over from the GLC. I continued to work until I retired.

YEAR 6 TERM 1

OBJECTIVE 12

Comment critically on the language, style and success of examples of non fiction

RESOURCE

Trinidad Diary is part of a diary written by one of the project teachers for his class while he was on leave to the Caribbean. Teachers should  not be afraid to share their own writing with their classes, indeed examples of pupils’ work can also be used. 

Being a piece not written by a working author, it is a good sample for children to make judgements about style, language and effect.

Trinidad Diary

27/10/97

Somewhere over the Caribbean Sea

Dear Year 7

It's 11pm on my watch, but I have not changed it since the clocks went back on Saturday. Where I am at the moment, it’s 6.30 p.m. and I can see the sun going down over the wing of the plane. Down below, resembling the blue of a painting, is the Caribbean Sea 3000 miles from England.

My trip started at 8.00 am on American Airlines. We were delayed for 2 hours while a broken wing flap was fixed. Even before we took off my two children, Asher and Levi began to complain. When the moment came the passengers gave a little cheer of joy and relief as the ground began to slant out of the small circular window and the plane took to the air.

Aeroplane journey’s, long ones, are boring ‘too bad’. To help you survive people in uniforms walk up and down the aisles, first of all with hot towels, and then free soft drinks and finally plastic boxes. The boxes are laid out in little hollows on plastic trays. Some of the boxes hot, some cold. They might as well contain plastic because the food inside them come like rubber. Before you tuck into the tiny rectangle of creamy pasta, you  first struggle with the bread roll. It look easy at firs’, but no matter what you do it always en’ up on the floor or on your lap.

Today they served up a real special - cheesy pasta. My boys calling it “batty crease”. One or two having it is OK - but a whole plane! The place stank. 

I am now sitting with my feet swollen, staring at the TV screen. I’ve read my magazines but forgot to pack my book. I really am bored. The journey has lasted 16 hours already.

Sunset Drive 

Arima 

Trinidad

28/10/97

Dear Year 7

I arrived last night at 10 PM after 17 hours. They lost my bag with the presents and my underpants. Looks like its going to be one of those trips!

We drove from the airport along some narrow roads lined with swaying sugar cane. The night was sticky-hot, as hot as a summer’s day in London. There are two sounds that fill the evening, the chirping of the Cicadas [crickets] and singing of Crapauds [frogs], taking turns to speak their welcomes to Trinidad.  My family had come to meet us and we talked about old times and exchanged the news.

Even though we were tired, the heat made for a bad night’s sleep, and then we were woken by cock’s crowing. Everyone in Trinidad keep chicken’, or ‘fowl’ as they name locally. It cheaper and s’pose to be more tasty than buying chicken from de market. After 20 minutes of cock a doodle-door my youngest started shouting 

”Shut up I goin’ kill you”. 

“Go back to sleep Levi or I kill you”! I shouted in reply. 

It went quiet for a while but not long enough. The cock crowing continued and this one rooster get join by he little posse. It was no good pretending to be asleep and so we woke up. It was only 5a.m. Already the sun was climbing above the brown roofs of galvanised steel. We got out of bed caressed in that yellow light.

After breakfast, my son’s were tired but ready to do something. They demanded swimming. There are few pools in Trinidad and the sea is almost 20 miles  from where we are staying. My cousin , now 50 and retired, drove us along the Manzanilla road, passing the wooden buildings perched flamingo like on their thin legs. The houses are islands dotted amongst the rainforest, bananas, cane and coconuts. 

The beach at “Manzan” is breathtaking. A clear view takes in the whole of the eastern side in a broad curve of coconut trees leaning over the beach. In 5 miles there were only 6 people, tiny dots on the yellow sandy-band. The sea was rough, 2 metre waves that crashed and tumbled my boys as though they were pebbles. In the water were jellyfish and the young shoots of mangroves, sent as messengers from a swamp in nearby Venezuela, an invading army with no place to conquer. The high winds of the hurricane season had sent  coconuts cascading onto the beach. We found one or two with jelly which my sons split like giant green berries and drunk the sweet water.

We left Manzanilla with the sand as souvenirs - clinging to our hair and hiding in our trainers. On the way back we bought Flying Fish from a local boy. Caught on a line without bait they came to grief on the silver worm. We mange them curry with long-long green beans call “bodie”. We will sleep well tonight, the sea bath and good food are potent sleeping pills.

29/10/97

Dear Year 7

My main reason for being here and not with you is my mother’s health. She’s 73 now and getting forgetful. She can remember everything perfectly up until 1956, but after that, everyt’ing come like a jumble. Sometimes she doesn’t even recognise me or my sons. I’m losing the person I’ve known all my life, and it’s hard even at 41 to come to terms with it. To ‘ease up my mind’ means that I have to sacrifice my name and my past. To love her may mean that I must let go of selfish memory. It is wonderful to see her the centre of attention, she smiles with the innocence of a ‘bibit’ [baby] washed in adoration. It is enough for her to think that every family gathering is a birthday party for her. I’m hoping that coming ‘home’ to Trinidad will help her rebuild her memories. It’s a dream, but here with my family there seems to be some hope. I have the name of a herbal doctor who may be able to help. My next talk will be to convince her to visit him.

30/10/97

My mother and father are staying with my aunt about 2 miles down the road. This morning I jogged to their house to have coffee with them. At 7.00 am it was already hot and by the time I got there I looked as though I had taken a shower fully clothed.

My mum was sitting on the couch talking with my cousin. She had not been to sleep since she arrived. Perhaps it was the excitement or the jet lag, but now the combination of tiredness and lack of sleep is seriously confusing her. She thought she was still in England and went looking for her overcoat. I decided that if she didn’t sleep tonight then we should give her a sleeping tablet.

The day came and went quickly. Today has been Diwali - the festival of light when Hindu’s celebrate the victory of light over dark, good over evil. As night fell, people all over the island lit the tiny clay pots -“deyas”. Streets lit up like Regent Street at Christmas and little parties were springing up in some of the houses. I feel at home now. I’m in a place where there are lots of people who look like me, a place where I have deep roots that go back to a time before the coming of the Spaniards, a place I must always come back to.

1/11/97

Hi everyone in Year 7,

I haven’t really written   for the last 2 days because I’ve been too tied up with family and friends, however the last few days have been relaxing, troubling and entertaining. I ended up giving my mum the sleeping pill and then staying with her until she fell asleep. It's funny to think that once she looked over me while I slept in my cot and now locked in the circle, I look over her tiny form. 

On Saturday we went to Chagaramas with my cousin. To get there you have to drive along one of the east west corridor the major road in Trinidad. The road passes along the main towns between Arima, where I’m staying, and Port of Spain the older capital city. To the right as we drove were the Northern mountains,  covered in trees and looking almost blue in the hurricane season sun. Every so often, dark clouds  fly across the sky, casting  shadows of vultures over the trees. With them comes the rain. The drop bigger than you thumb, it like someone unzipped the clouds and send the rain lashing down. When we reach Chagaramas we hire some kayaks - two person canoes with flat bottoms. We paddled out in the sun. My sons was a little wary at first but they soon get use to how you ha’ to work de paddles. By the time the end of the hour come a storm start up fast fast. The wave start to raise and a current start to drag across the bay. I working me paddle  hard but I making no headway. By the end I get stuck  up against the wall. My small son  start to  bawl  “Where’s my dad”. Well he dad was stuck. The ‘fella’ who hire out the canoes had to come and rescue me. I got out the boat and I feeling beaten and real real stupid as he paddle off into the wind and current. His broad triangular torso swaying as the paddle bit into the serpents jaws.

2/11/97

Greetings to year 7

I don't think I'll be able to send these dispatches to you in time. The post takes at least 8 days from Trinidad as everyone seems relaxed about the jobs they do and in no hurry in hot sun. There is definitely less stress here. I've been teaching football in a school in Arima today. The school building is a big block of concrete and breeze block. Filing cabinet grey, it has small classrooms into which are crowded the children from 5 - 16. Most of the children are 5-12 years old but there is a class of older children who have failed the exams to go to secondary school and now stay on in primary school. They like it - even prefer it to the harder lives of the friends who have passed on. The exams are very competitive. All pupils, poor or big shot study for these tests. In year 6 nearly all the children take classes after school as they swot in the dark of the early evening in kitchens, living rooms and verandahs. Most will do extra homework after school in special classes put on by their teachers. There is a will here to do well and to get into the best schools. Those who go to the best schools will almost certainly get the better jobs. It's brutal but there is a faith in education that just doesn't exist in Britain. Even though the class I taught had 42 pupils, they were well behaved, silent when you were talking, and not needing to put up  hands to answer or ask questions during a discussion of pre-match tactics . They did not interrupt each other, and in the playground there was no bullying, no little 'bad bwoys'. One teacher went on break duty and when her quiet voice was heard, almost all the children stopped and waited. I think I could do it as a teacher here,  'All you' are so lucky with the facilities and opportunities that you have. You just don't appreciate it.

4/11/97

I have a cousin who lives in the rainforest above Arima. He's called Muggy and he's a Rastaman like me. He lives in a wooden house that was only built 10 years ago, 11 miles from Arima and in another universe. At the end of a narrow winding road, Mont La Croix sits on top of a 900 foot mountain surrounded by sheer drops and a carpet of towering Salmon Trees and Lianas. It is an old village of just 80 people where life has scarcely changed since the start of the century. In the fog that comes every evening is an existence which is tuned to the seasons of rain and dry. Green all year round, the people of Mont La Croix still go out to work in the steep estates and mountain terraces to harvest their cho-cho, zaboca,  cocoa and coffee. In fact it was the Cocoa that once made Trinidad the sweetest jewel of the Caribbean. Now the cocoa goes to England, Germany and Switzerland where it has margarine and milk added to it and turned into expensive chocolate. A day's work in the  hot sun only brings in 50 dollars, - £5. A day that can pick enough cocoa for 30 tins of Milo pays the farmers barely enough dunzai to buy just one.

In this quiet place where time and pollution can't touch you, the evening is filled with talk and music and not the telly. Electricity, ‘current’, has yet to come to Mont La Croix. And so tonight I've sat outside on the step until it began to drizzle and the mist came to blur the shadows and bring out the ghosts. We talked about bringing up children here and in England, cursing Nike and Adidas and the rat race that they bring.

During the grey night, cockroaches fly like steel beetles and strike the side of the house before falling like stones and scuttling away to hide. In the flickering light of the storm lamp my eyes get heavy-heavy, my skin turns cool. My children play in de river today, see hummingbird already visit the red hibiscus, they does resemble giant bees dancing as though we was not there. They won't forget their visit here for a long long time.

TEXT LEVEL WORK

· Why do you think the author wrote the diary?

· Examine an extract from the text. Like most diaries, it is written in the first person – I. Does this help you to identify with the view of the author?

· Are there any other ways in which the author could have punctuated pieces of the text to give a different effect?

SENTENCE LEVEL WORK

Find and choose a sentence or sentences that are not written in standard english.

Why to you think the author chose not to rite them in standard?

How do you think the sentence is different from standard?

Rewrite the sentence in standard. How is it different?

Does it change the effect? How?

WORD LEVEL WORK

Try to find out about the meaning and origin of these words.

crapaud

fowl

Diwali

Deya

kayak

canoe

verandah

Autobiographies - Nelson Mandela

Mandela has been an inspiration to Black people all over the world. It is wholly approapriate that his words are included.

Objectives

· ·
To distinguish between biography and autobiography;

· recognising the effect on the reader of the choice between first and third person;

· ·
distinguishing between fact, opinion, and fiction;

· ·
distinguishing between implicit and explicit points of view and how these can differ.

Resources

Extracts from the Autobiography of Nelson Mandela -  Long Walk to Freedom 
Mandela Timeline

Quotations of  Mandela

Text Level Work

Read the extracts with pupils, discuss the content and experiences related.

How does his childhood compare with their own childhood.

Activities - Extended Writing

Write a short article as a jounalist about Mandela in prison.

Write in autobiographical style using Mandela's simple affecting style to tease out the detail of an image or moments from childhood or other experience.

[image: image1]MANDELA - His Life  

July 18th, 1918: 
Born in Transkei

1930:

Mandela’s father, Chief Henry Gadla Mandela 



dies

1940:

Expelled from College because he stands up 



against injustice

1941

Works in the mines. Finishes his studies.

1944 Starts up ANC Youth League for young Black people

1950                      Voted president of ANC Youth League

1952:

Jailed for 9 months for getting people not to obey the Apartheid 
laws.

1953:

Goes into hiding from the police

1958:

Marries Winnie Mandela

March 21st, 1960:
69 unarmed Black people shot dead by police in Sharpeville

1961:
Mandela goes on trial for trying to bring down the government of South Africa [treason]. He goes free and travels abroad for military training. 

June 1962:

Comes to London as head of the military wing of the ANC 


[Umkhonto we Sizwe]

August 1962:
Arrested in Natal for getting to people to go on strike.He defends himself in court.

November 1962:
Found guilty and sentenced to 5 years in jail.

June 1964:
Sentenced to life for trying to bring down Apartheid. 


Taken to Robben Island prison.

1964 - 84
He is kept going in prison by visits from Winnie and his children. 


Friends in the ANC tell him about what is going on in South Africa. 


January 1985
President Botha, says he will free Mandela.  But first,  Mandela 
must tell the ANC that he is giving up the armed struggle. 

Mandela says that he will never give up the armed struggle while there is Apartheid in South Africa.

June 1988
80,000 people go to the ‘Free Mandela” concert in London.

February 11th 1990:

Let out from prison after 27 years. 

50,000 people come to meet him.

July 1991:
Becomes President of ANC.

September 24th 1993:

Mandela says “the countdown to democracy in South Africa has begun”. 

October 1993:
Given the Nobel Peace Prize [like Martin Luther King]

April 27 1994
The first free Elections in South Africa where  all people can vote.  Mandela elected President.

Extracts from A Long Walk to Freedom 

by Nelson Mandela

Mandela's Childhood 

The village of Qunu was situated in a narrow, grassy valley

crisscrossed by clear streams, and overlooked by green hills. It

consisted of no more than a few hundred people who lived in huts, which were beehive-shaped structures of mud walls, with a wooden pole in the center holding up a peaked, grass roof. The floor was made of crushed ant-heap, the hard dome of excavated earth above an ant colony, and was kept smooth by smearing it regularly with fresh cow dung. The smoke from the hearth escaped through the roof, and the only opening was a low doorway one had to stoop to walk through. The huts

were generally grouped together in a residential area that was some distance away from the maize fields. There were no roads, only paths through the grass worn away by barefooted boys and women. The women and children of the village wore blankets dyed in ocher; only the few Christians in the village wore Western style clothing. Cattle, sheep, goats, and horses grazed together in common pastures.

The land around Qunu was mostly treeless except for a cluster of

poplars on a hill overlooking the village. The land itself was owned by the state. With very few exceptions, Africans at the time did not enjoy private title to land in South Africa but were tenants paying rent annually to the government. In the area, there were two small primary schools, a general store, and a dipping tank to rid the cattle of ticks and diseases.

Maize (what we called mealies and people in the West call corn),

sorghum, beans, and pumpkins formed the largest portion of our diet, not because of any inherent preference for these foods, but because the people could not afford anything richer. The wealthier families in our village supplemented their diets with tea, coffee, and sugar, but for most people in Qunu these were exotic luxuries far beyond their means. The water used for farming, cooking, and washing had to be fetched in buckets from streams and springs. This was women's work, and indeed, Qunu was a village of women and children: most of the men spent the greater part of the year working on remote farms or in the mines along the Reef, the great ridge of gold-bearing rock and shale that forms the southern boundary of Johannesburg. They returned perhaps twice a year, mainly to plow their fields. The hoeing, weeding,

and harvesting were left to the women and children. Few if any of the people in the village knew how to read or write, and the concept of education was still a foreign one to many.

My mother presided over three huts at Qunu which, as I remember, were always filled with the babies and children of my relations. In fact, I hardly recall any occasion as a child when I was alone. In African culture, the sons and daughters of one's aunts or uncles are considered brothers and sisters, not cousins. We do not make the same distinctions among relations practiced by whites. We have no half brothers or half sisters.

My mother's sister is my mother; my uncle's son is my brother; my

brother's child is my son, my daughter.

Of my mother's three huts, one was used for cooking, one for sleeping, and one for storage. In the hut in which we slept, there was no furniture in the Western sense. We slept on mats and sat on the ground. I did not discover pillows until I went to Mqhekezweni. My mother cooked food in a three- legged iron pot over an open fire in the center of the hut or outside. Everything we ate we grew and made ourselves. My mother planted and harvested her own mealies. Mealies were harvested from the field when they were hard and dry. They were stored in sacks or pits

dug in the ground. When preparing the mealies, the women used

different methods. They could ground the kernels between two stones to make bread, or boil the mealies first, producing umphothulo (mealie flour eaten with sour milk) or umngqusho (samp, sometimes plain or mixed with beans). Unlike mealies, which were sometimes in short supply, milk from our cows and goats was always plentiful.

From an early age, I spent most of my free time in the veld playing and fighting with the other boys of the village. A boy who remained at home tied to his mother's apron strings was regarded as a sissy. At night, I shared my food and blanket with these same boys. I was no more than five when I became a herd-boy, looking after sheep and calves in the fields. I discovered the almost mystical attachment that the Xhosa have for cattle, not only as a source of food and wealth, but as a blessing from

God and a source of happiness. It was in the fields that I learned how to knock birds out of the sky with a slingshot, to gather wild honey and fruits and edible roots, to drink warm, sweet milk straight from the udder of a cow, to swim in the clear, cold streams, and to catch fish with twine and sharpened bits of wire. I learned to stick-fight--essential knowledge to any rural African boy - and became adept at its various techniques, parrying blows, feinting in one direction and striking in another, breaking

away from an opponent with quick footwork. From these days I date my love of the veld, of open spaces, the simple beauties of nature, the clean line of the horizon.

As boys, we were mostly left to our own devices. We played with toys we made ourselves. We moulded animals and birds out of clay. We made ox-drawn sleighs out of tree branches. Nature was our playground. The hills above Qunu were dotted with large smooth rocks which we transformed into our own roller coaster. We sat on flat stones and slid down the face of the large rocks. We did this until our backsides were so sore we could hardly sit down. I learned to ride by sitting atop weaned calves-- after being thrown to the ground several times, one got the hang of it.

I learned my lesson one day from an unruly donkey. We had been taking turns climbing up and down its back and when my chance came I jumped on and the donkey bolted into a nearby thornbush. It bent its head, trying to unseat me, which it did, but not before the thorns had pricked and scratched my face, embarrassing me in front of my friends. Like the people of the East, Africans have a highly developed sense of dignity, or what the Chinese call "face." I had lost face among my friends. Even though it was a donkey that unseated me, I learned that to humiliate another person is to make him suffer an unnecessarily cruel fate. Even as a boy, I defeated my opponents without dishonoring them.

Usually the boys played among themselves, but we sometimes allowed our sisters to join us. Boys and girls would play games like ndize (hide and-seek) and icekwa (touch-and-run). But the game I most enjoyed playing with the girls was what we called khetha, or choose-the-one-you-like. This was not so much an organized game, but a spur-of-the-moment sport that took place when we accosted a group of girls our own age and demanded that each select the boy she loved. Our rules dictated that the girl's choice be respected and once she had chosen her favorite, she was free to continue on her journey escorted by the lucky boy she loved. But the girls were nimble-witted--far cleverer than we doltish lads--and would often confer among themselves and

choose one boy, usually the plainest fellow, and then tease him all the way home.

The most popular game for boys was thinti, and like most boys' games it was a youthful approximation of war. Two sticks, used as targets, would be driven firmly into the ground in an upright position about one hundred feet apart. The goal of the game was for each team to hurl sticks at the opposing target and knock it down. We each defended our own target and attempted to prevent the other side from retrieving the sticks that had been thrown over. As we grew older, we organized matches against boys from neighbouring villages, and those who distinguished themselves in these fraternal battles were greatly admired, as generals who achieve great victories in war are justly celebrated.

After games such as these, I would return to my mother's kraal where she was preparing supper. Whereas my father once told stories of historic battles and heroic Xhosa warriors, my mother would enchant us with Xhosa legends and fables that had come down from numberless generations. These tales stimulated my childish imagination, and usually contained some moral lesson. I recall one story my mother told us about a traveler who was approached by an old woman with terrible cataracts on her eyes. The woman asked the traveler for help, and the man averted his eyes. Then another man came along and was approached by the old woman. She asked him to clean her eyes, and even though he found the task unpleasant, he did as she asked. Then,

miraculously, the scales fell from the old woman's eyes and she

became young and beautiful. The man married her and became wealthy and prosperous. It is a simple tale, but its message is an enduring one: virtue and generosity will be rewarded in ways that one cannot know.

Like all Xhosa children, I acquired knowledge mainly through

observation. We were meant to learn through imitation and emulation, not through questions. When I first visited the homes of whites, I was often dumbfounded by the number and nature of questions that children asked of their parents--and their parents' unfailing willingness to answer them. In my household, questions were considered a nuisance; adults imparted information as they considered necessary.

My life, and that of most Xhosas at the time, was shaped by custom, ritual, and taboo. This was the alpha and omega of our existence, and went unquestioned. Men followed the path laid out for them by their fathers; women led the same lives as their mothers had before them. Without being told, I soon assimilated the elaborate rules that governed the relations between men and women. I discovered that a man may not enter a house where a woman has recently given birth, and that a newly married woman would not enter the kraal of her new home without elaborate ceremony. I also learned that to neglect one's ancestors

would bring ill-fortune and failure in life. If you dishonored your

ancestors in some fashion, the only way to atone for that lapse was to consult with a traditional healer or tribal elder, who communicated with the ancestors and conveyed profound apologies. All of these beliefs seemed perfectly natural to me.

I came across few whites as a boy at Qunu. The local magistrate, of course, was white, as was the nearest shopkeeper. Occasionally white travelers or policemen passed through our area. These whites appeared as grand as gods to me, and I was aware that they were to be treated with a mixture of fear and respect. But their role in my life was a distant one, and I thought little if at all about the white man in general or relations between my own people and these curious and remote figures. 
Prison

At midnight, I was awake and staring at the ceiling - images from the trial were still rattling around in my head - when I heard steps coming down the corridor. I was locked in my own cell, away from the others. There was a knock at my door and I could see Colonel Aucamp's face at the bars. 'Mandela,' he said in a husky whisper, 'are you awake?' 

I told him I was. 'You are a lucky man,' he said. 'We are taking you to a place where you will have your freedom. You will be able to move around; you'll see the ocean and the sky, not just grey walls.' He intended no sarcasm, but I well knew that the place he was referring to would not afford me the freedom I longed for. He then remarked rather cryptically, 'As long as you don't make trouble, you'll get everything , you want.' 

That first week we began the work that would occupy us for the next few months. Each morning, a load of stones about the size of volleyballs was dumped by the entrance to the courtyard. Using wheelbarrows, we moved the stones to the centre of the yard. We were given either four-pound hammers, or fourteen-pound hammers for the larger stones. Our job was to crush the stones into gravel. We were divided into four rows, about a yard-and-a-half apart, and sat cross-legged on the ground. We were each given a thick rubber ring, made from tyres, in which to place the stones. The ring was meant to catch flying chips of stone, but hardly ever did so. We wore makeshift wire masks to protect our eyes. 

Warders walked among us to enforce the silence. During those first few weeks, warders from other sections and even other prisons came to stare at us as if we were a collection of rare caged animals. The work was tedious and difficult; it was not strenuous enough to keep us warm but demanding enough to make all our muscles ache. 

June and July were the bleakest months on Robben Island. Winter was in the air, and the rains were just beginning. I t never seemed to go above 40 degrees Fahrenheit. Even in the sun, I shivered in my light khaki shirt. It was then that I first understood the cliche of feeling the cold in one's bones. At noon we would break for lunch. That first week all we were given was soup, which stank horribly. In the afternoons we were permitted to exercise for half an hour under strict supervision. We 1- walked briskly around the courtyard in single file. 

Within a few months our life settled into a pattern. Prison life is about routine: each day like the one before; each week like the one before it, so that the months and years blend into each other. Anything that departs from this pattern upsets the authorities, for routine is the sign of a well-run prison.

Routine is also comforting for the prisoner, which is why it can be a trap. Routine can be a pleasant mistress whom it is hard to resist, for routine makes the time go faster. Watches and timepieces of any kind were barred on Robben Island, so we never knew precisely what time it was. We were dependent on bells and warders' whistles and shouts. With each week resembling the one before, one  must make an effort to recall what day and month it is. One of the first things I did was to make a calendar on the wall of my cell. Losing a sense of time is an easy way to lose one's grip and even one s sanity.

Time slows down in prison; the days seem endless. The cliche of time passing slowly usually has to do with idleness and inactivity. But this was not the case on Robben Island. We were busy almost all the time with 
work, study, resolving disputes. Yet time nevertheless moved glacially. This is partially because things that took a few hours or days outside would take months or years in prison. A request for a new toothbrush 
might take six months or a year to be fulfilled. Ahmed Kathrada once said that in prison the minutes can seem like years, but the years go by like minutes. An afternoon pounding rocks in the courtyard might seem like , forever, but suddenly it is the end of the year, and you do not know where all the months went. .
Quotations

Nelson Mandela

South African statesman, 1993 Nobel Prize for Peace. 1918- 
The words of Mandela

A good head and a good heart are always a formidable combination. 
  

During my lifetime I have dedicated myself to this struggle of the African people, I have fought against white domination, and I have fought against black domination. I have cherished the ideal of a democratic and free society in which all persons live together in harmony and with equal opportunities. It is an ideal which I hope to live for and to achieve. But if it needs be it is an ideal for which I am prepared to die. 
  

It is better to lead from behind and to put others in front, especially when you celebrate victory when nice things occur. You take the front line when there is danger. Then people will appreciate your leadership. 
  

If you want to make peace with your enemy, you have to work with your enemy. Then he becomes your partner. 
  

Education is the most powerful weapon which you can use to change the world. 
  

If there are dreams about a beautiful South Africa, there are also roads that lead to their goal. Two of these roads could be named Goodness and Forgiveness. 
  

As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates others. 
  

As I have said, the first thing is to be honest with yourself. You can never have an impact on society if you have not changed yourself... Great peacemakers are all people of integrity, of honesty, but humility. 
  

And as we let our own light shine, we unconsciously give other people permission to do the same. As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates other 
  

After climbing a great hill, one only finds that there are many more hills to climb. 
I cannot conceive of Israel withdrawing if Arab states do not recognize Israel, within secure borders 
  

I have never cared very much for personal prizes. A man does not become a freedom fighter in the hope of winning awards, but when I was notified that I had won the 1993 Nobel Peace Prize jointly with Mr de Klerk, I was deeply moved. The Nobel Peace Prize had a special meaning to me because of its involvement with South African history.... The award was a tribute to all South Africans and especially to those who fought in the struggle; I would accept it on their behalf. 
  

Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate. Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure. It is our Light, not our Darkness, that most frightens us. 
  

I regard it as a duty which I owed, not just to my people, but also to my profession, to the practice of law, and to the justice for all mankind, to cry out against this discrimination which is essentially unjust and opposed to the whole basis of the attitude towards justice which is part of the tradition of legal training in this country. I believed that in taking up a stand against this injustice I was upholding the dignity of what should be an honorable profession. 
  

You can see that, there is no easy walk to freedom anywhere and many of us will have to pass through the valley of the shadow of death again and again before we reach the mountain tops of our desires. Dangers and difficulties have not deterred us in the past, they will not frighten us now. But we must be prepared for them, like men who mean business and who do not waste energy in vain talk and idle action. The way of preparation for action lies in our rooting out all impurity and indiscipline from our organization and making it the bright and shining instrument that will cleave its way to Africa's freedom. 
  

There is nothing like returning to a place that reminds unchanged to find the ways in which you yourself have altered. 
  

How can I be expected to believe that this same racial discrimination which has been the cause of so much injustice and suffering right through the years, should now operate here to give me a fair and open trial?....consider myself neither morally nor legally obliged to obey laws made by a Parliament in which I am not represented. That the will of the people is the basis of the authority of government, is a principle universally acknowledged as sacred throughout the civilized world. 
  

The time comes in the life of any nation when there remains only two choices - submit or fight. That time has now come to South Africa. We shall not submit and we have no choice but to hit back by all means in our power in defense of our people, our future, and our freedom. 
  

When I think about the past, the types of things they did, I feel angry, but then again that is my feeling. The brain always dominates, says, as I have pointed out, you have a limited time to stay on Earth. You must try and use that period to transform your country into what you desire it to be. 
  

We all felt on top of the world. It was a justification for the sacrifices which had been made by our people since the arrival of whites in this country in 1652. [image: image2.wmf]
I have walked that long road to freedom. I have tried not to falter; I have made missteps along the way. But I have discovered the secret that after climbing a great hill, one only finds that there are many more hills to climb. I have taken a moment here to rest, to steal a view of the glorious vista that surrounds me, to look back on the distance I have come. But I can only rest for a moment, for with freedom comes responsibilities, and I dare not linger, for my long walk is not ended. 
  

There was much in such a society that was primitive and insecure and it certainly could never measure up to the demands of the present epoch. But in such a society are contained the seeds of revolutionary democracy in which none will be held in slavery or servitude, and in which poverty, want and insecurity shall be no more. This is the inspiration which, even today, inspires me and my colleagues in our political struggle. 
  

It is, however, well known that the main national liberation organizations in this country have consistently followed a policy of non-violence. They have conducted themselves peaceably at all times, regardless of government attacks and persecutions upon them, and despite all government-inspired attempts to provoke them to violence. They have done so because the people prefer peaceful methods of change to achieve their aspirations without the suffering and bitterness of civil war. 
  

The government has interpreted the peacefulness of the movement as a weakness: the people's non-violent policies have been taken as a green light for government violence. Refusal to resort to force has been interpreted by the government as an invitation to use armed force against the people without any fear of reprisals. 
  

That was one of the things that worried me - to be raised to the position of a semi-god - because then you are no longer a human being. I wanted to be known as Mandela, a man with weaknesses, some of which are fundamental, and a man who is committed, but never the less, sometimes he fails to live up to expectations. 
  

Never, never and never again shall it be that this beautiful land will again experience the oppression of one by another. 
  

It was the government that should have been told to refrain from its inhuman policy of violence and massacre, not the African people .... It was further argued that it is wrong and indefensible for a political Organization to repudiate picketing, which is used the world over as a legitimate form of pressure to prevent scabbing. Even up to the present day the question that is being asked with monotonous regularity up and down the country is this: is it politically correct to continue preaching peace and non-violence when dealing with a government whose barbaric practices have brought so much suffering and misery to Africans. 
  

There's nothing enlightened about shrinking so that other people won't feel insecure around you. We were born to make manifest the glory of God that is within us. It is not just in some of us; it's in everyone. And as we let our own light shine, we unconsciously give other people permission to do the same. As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates others. 
  

I cherish my own freedom dearly, but I care even more for your freedom. Too many have died since I went to prison. Too many have suffered for the love of freedom. I owe it to their widows, to their orphans, to their mothers and their fathers, who have grieved and wept for them ..... Not only have I suffered during these long lonely wasted years. I am no less life-loving than you are. But I cannot sell the birthright of the people to be free ....... Only free men can negotiate. Prisoners cannot enter into contracts. Your freedom and mine cannot be separated. 
  

I hate racial discrimination most intensely and all its manifestations. I have fought all my life; I fight now, and will do so until the end of my days. Even although I now happen to be tried by one, whose opinion I hold in high esteem, I detest most violently the set-up that surrounds me here. It makes me feel that I am a Black man in a White man's court. This should not be I should feel perfectly at ease and at home with the assurance that I am being tried by a fellow South African, who does not regard me as an inferior, entitled to a special type of justice.

