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PAP English II Summer Assignment 
 

*Summer Assignment located in Google Classroom: qqtj5ol 
 
Rationale:  This assignment is meant to expose students to the elements of rhetoric 
and argumentation as well as assess their annotation skills and their ability to make 
cross genre connections between texts. These skills are vital to students’ success not 
only in PAP ENG II, but in both AP Language and Composition and AP Literature and 
Composition in 11th and 12th grades.  
 
Objective: Students will analyze and recognize different rhetorical strategies in a piece 
of writing. Students will compare and analyze several texts across different genres for 
their thematic links.  
 
Assignment: This assignment consists of three parts. ALL parts must be completed to 
get credit. The short answers and CAPP analysis needs to be completed on a Google 
Doc. See the end of the assignment for the grading rubric. 
 
Part One: 
Students will complete a CAPP analysis over “On CIvil Disobedience” or “One Word of 
Truth Outweighs the World”. A CAPP analysis requires the reader to analyze the 
Context, Audience, Persona, and Purpose of a piece. CAPP Analysis will need to be 
completed on the same google doc as your short answers. 
 
Example CAPP Analysis 
 
“There is a Longing” 
By Cheif Dan George 
 
Chief Dan George was a Native American activist who championed for civil rights and 
equalities for other Native Americans. In the speech “There is a Longing”, Chief Dan 
George is addressing Native American kids and telling them to take their turn in fighting 
for their own civil rights and equality.  
 

There is a longing in the heart of my people to reach out and grasp that which is 
needed for our survival. There is a longing among the young of my nation to secure for 
themselves and their people the skills that will provide them with a sense of worth and 
purpose. They will be our new warriors. Their training will be much longer and more 
demanding than it was in olden days. The long years of study will demand more 
determination; separation from home and family will demand endurance. But they will 
emerge with their hand held forward, not to receive welfare, but to grasp the place in 
society that is rightly ours. 

I am a chief, but my power to make war is gone, and the only weapon left to me is 
speech. It is only with tongue and speech that I can fight my people's war. 
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Oh, Great Spirit! give me back the courage of the olden Chiefs. Let me wrestle 
with my surroundings. Let me once again live in harmony with my environment. Let me 
humbly accept this new culture and through it rise up and go on. Like the thunderbird  of 1

old, I shall rise again out of the sea; I shall grab the instruments of the white man's 
success - his education, his skills. With these new tools I shall build my race into the 
proudest segment of your society. I shall see our young braves and our chiefs sitting in 
the houses of law and government, ruling and being ruled by the knowledge and 
freedoms of our great land.  

Speech taken from http://www.umilta.net/chief.htm 
 

CAPP Analysis 
Analyzing the Rhetorical Situation 

Context o Time 
o Place 
o People 
o Events 
o Motivating 

force behind 
speaker/narr
ator 

-Civil rights era(‘60s) 
-Native American Reservation 
-Young Native Americans 
-Mistreatment towards Native Americans 
-Survival 

Audience/ 
Intended 
Audience 

o Who is being 
spoken to? 

o What do they 
know? 

o What is their 
attitude? 

o What do they 
believe? 

-The future voice of the Native American people 
-They know about the history of the tribe such as the 
“thunderbird of old” and “olden chiefs” 
-they desire to have achieve “worth and purpose” 
-they believe that adopting the ways of the nation is the 
surest way to gain a voice among society 

Persona of the 
Speaker/Narrato
r Point of View 

o How does 
he/she want 
to be 
perceived? 

o What does 
he/she 
presume 
about their 
audience? 

-He wants to be viewed as humble but also as someone 
who is going to take action and knows how to incite 
change 
-The audience is familiar with both their heritage and the 
modern culture they currently live in. He presumes they 
are tired of the current treatment and representation of 
their people in that modern society. 

Purpose o Infinitive 
phrase (to + 
strong verb + 
clarifying 
explanation) 

to motivate young Native Americans to use the tools of 
American society to give them a voice in a time of 
inequality.  

1The name of the Thunderbird name originates from the belief that the beating of its enormous 
wings causes thunder and stirs the wind. The Native Americans believed that the giant 
Thunderbird could shoot lightning from its eyes. Thunder was believed to be a sign the spirits 
were at war in the skies but this also foretold of victory for tribal wars fought on the ground. 
(www.warpaths2peacep#ipes.com/) 

 

http://www.umilta.net/chief.html
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Motivating Force: the reason behind an action, decision, or thought.  Examples CAN 
include— 

 
o Love 
o Fear 
o Guilt 
o Envy 
o Jealousy 
o Pride 
o Ambition 
o Friendship 

o Conscience 
o Vanity 
o Greed 
o Anger 
o Affection 
o Loyalty 
o Survival 
o Gratitude 

o Compassion 
o Shame 
o Duty 

 
 

 
 
Part Two: 
You will read and annotate the below texts (attached). Please note that these texts all 
thematically relate to one another. See the annotation guidelines below for how to 
annotate the texts. You will turn in your annotated texts on the first day of school.  

● Ursula Le Guin, “The Ones Who Walk Away From Omelas” (fiction) 
● Alexandr Solzhenitsyn, “One Word of Truth Outweighs the World” (nonfiction) 
● Mohandas K. Gandhi, “On Civil Disobedience” (nonfiction) 

 
Annotation Guidelines 
To get full credit, your annotations should follow the below guidelines.  

1. Number the paragraphs. 
2. Highlight unfamiliar words and define in the margin (at least four per passage) 

a. Write a synonym for the word in the margin 
3. Underline all similes and metaphors.  
4. Circle tone words (positive or negative). 
5. Place a box around repetition, motifs.  
6. In the left margin, write what the author is saying. (Summarize)  
7. In the right margin, write what the author is doing (tropes/schemes to affect 

reader) 
 
 
Part Three: 
When you are done reading and annotating the texts, you will answer the accompanying 
short answer questions. You will write in short answer format and have text evidence to 
support your answer and analysis. Your answers should be typed in 12 point font, 
Times New Roman, follow the attached formatting guide, and should be submitted 
to turnitin.com on the first day of school.  
 
Questions for Analysis 

1. In “The Ones Who Walk Away from Omelas,” what is the tone in the opening 
paragraph? Cite specific words and images that contribute to the development of 
the tone.  

2. What is the symbolism of the room where the child is kept? Pay attention to the 
specific details describing the setting where the child is imprisoned.  
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3. IS there a plot to this story? If so, what is it? If you think there is not a plot, then 
what is Le Guin’s purpose in writing the story without one? 

4. What is Gandhi’s purpose in his speech “On Civil Disobedience?” Provide 
evidence from the text to support your analysis. 

5. What is Solzhenitsyn’s argument about art and how is Le Guin’s “Omelas” and 
example of this argument? 

6. Both Gandhi and Le Guin write about civil disobedience. If faced with an injustice, 
would you “:walk away?” Explain your reasoning using evidence from the text.  

 
Example Short Answer Response 
Your short answer responses to the above questions should be in ACE (answer, cite, 
explain) format. See the below model short answer for how to do this. You should read 
over your work and revise. Your work should show evidence of proofreading and should 
contain no spelling or capitalization errors and minimal grammar errors. Your short 
answer response CAN be more than 3 sentences (a good, AP level response WILL be 
more than three sentences). After your quote  you must include author’s last name in 
parenthesis followed by a period (exactly like in the example response). 
 
Work: “Harrison Bergeron,” Kurt Vonnegut 
 
Question: Do you think Harrison's actions were a triumph or a failure? Support your 
reasoning with text evidence.  
 
Ultimately, Harrison’s semi-heroic actions were fruitless; they failed to produce 
any lasting change to the society that Harrison fought so vehemently against. 
Harrison’s attempted revolt and subsequent martyrdom failed the moment that he 
and his empress were shot by the Handicapper General. In the warped society that 
Harrison attempted to expose, everyone is created equal and they are provided 
handicaps in order to ensure this staunch equality. Because of their own 
handicaps, Harrison’s parents, George and Hazel, do not remember “something 
sad that happened on television” because of the fact that they “couldn’t think 
about anything except in small bursts” (Vonnegut). When Harrison’s actions are 
put to an end and those watching at home forget that “something sad,” then 
Harrison’s attempt at rebellion will go forgotten and unnoticed, thus making his 
attempt failed from its start.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Grading Rubric 
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Assignment is due the first day of school. Failure to complete the assignment will result 
in a non-recoverable Students will be evaluated according to the following rubric.  
 

Item Description Points 

CAPP Analysis ● Completed entirely over one of the pieces. All questions 
should be answered to the specificity of the example.  

26 points 

Annotations ● Annotations meet the following requirements. All 
paragraphs should be numbered, you should have at 
least four unfamiliar words per reading highlighted and 
defined with a synonym.  

20 points 

Short Answer 
Responses 

Each answer addresses the question and meets the length 
requirement of that question. 

54 points (9 
points each) 

Answer contains text evidence which supports the answer and is 
properly cited.  

The link between how the evidence supports the answer is 
clearly explained. You are NOT just summarizing the quote, 
you are analyzing how it supports the answer you gave.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
On Civil Disobedience 



p.6 

Mohandas K. Gandhi 
 
Mohandas K. Gandhi (1869-1948), called Mahatma(“Great Soul”), helped free India of 
British rule. This speech was written to help defend Indians born and living in South 
Africa who had no legal rights. As a student, he greatly admired Thoreau’s essay “Civil 
Disobedience.” Thoreau’s ideas helped shape Gandhi’s key principle—satyagraha, or 
“truth-force.” In the following excerpt from a 1916 speech, Gandhi describes this 
powerful weapon for fighting oppression. 
 
“There are two ways of countering injustice. One way is to smash the head of the man 
who perpetrates injustice and to get your own head smashed in the process. All strong 
people in the world adopt this course. Everywhere wars are fought and millions of people 
are killed. The consequence is not the progress of a nation but its decline. Soldiers 
returning from the front have become so bereft of reason that they indulge in various 
anti- social activities. One does not have to go far for examples. In the Boer War, when 
the British won a victory at Mafeking, the whole of England, and London in particular, 
went so mad with joy that for days on end everyone did nothing but dance night and day! 
They freely indulged in wickedness and rowdyism and did not leave a single bar with a 
drop of liquor in it. The Times, commenting, said that no words could describe the way 
those few days were spent, that all that could be said was that "the English nation went 
amafficking (a- Mafeking)". Pride makes a victorious nation bad-tempered. It falls into 
luxurious ways of living. Then for a time, it may be conceded, peace prevails. But after a 
short while, it comes more and more to be realised that the seeds of war have not been 
destroyed but have become a thousand times more nourished and mighty. No country 
has ever become, or will ever become, happy through victory in war. A nation does not 
rise that way, it only falls further. In fact, what comes to it is defeat, not victory. And if, 
perchance, either our act or our purpose was ill-conceived, it brings disaster to both 
belligerents.  
 
But through the other method of combating injustice, we alone suffer the consequences 
of our mistakes, and the other side is wholly spared. This other method is satyagraha. 
One who resorts to it does not have to break another’s head; he may merely have his 
own head broken. He has to be prepared to die himself suffering all the pain. In 
opposing the atrocious laws of the Government of South Africa, it was this method that 
we adopted. We made it clear to the said Government that we would never bow to its 
outrageous laws. No clapping is possible without two hands to do it, and no quarrel 
without two persons to make it. Similarly, no State is possible without two entities (the 
rulers and the ruled). You are our sovereign, our Government, only so long as we 
consider ourselves your subjects. When we are not subjects, you are not the sovereign 
either. So long as it is your endeavour to control us with justice and love, we will let you 
do so. But if you wish to strike at us from behind, we cannot permit it. Whatever you do 
in other matters, you will have to ask our opinion about the laws that concern us. If you 
make laws to keep us suppressed in a wrongful manner and without taking us into 
confidence, these laws will merely adorn the statute-books. We will never obey them. 
Award us for it what punishment you like, we will put up with it. Send us to prison and we 
will live there as in a paradise. Ask us to mount the scaffold and we will do so laughing. 
Shower what sufferings you like upon us, we will calmly endure all and not hurt a hair of 
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your body. We will gladly die and will not so much as touch you. But so long as there is 
yet life in these our bones, we will never comply with your arbitrary laws.” 
–M.K. Gandhi’s “On Civil Disobedience” 
 
 

 
 
 
One Word of Truth Outweighs the World 
Alexander Solzhenitsyn 
 
Solzhenitsyn (1918-2008) became a worldwide figure when he exiled from the Soviet 
Union in 1974 for publishing a historical account of the wretched system of Soviet prison 
camps known as gulags. Solzhenitsyn had been imprisoned as a young soldier during 
World War II for writing a letter critical of Stalin, the Soviet dictator. His experiences in a 
Siberian prison became the basis for one of his best-known works, One day in the life of 
Ivan Denisovitch. For years afterward, Solzhenitsyn was forced to publish his works 
secretly and often abroad because of the threat of further incarceration. Solzhenitsyn 
lived in the United States for twenty years, but when he regained his Soviet citizenship in 
1994, he returned home and continued writing. 
 
I THINK THAT WORLD LITERATURE has the power in these frightening times to help 
mankind see itself accurately despite what is advocated by partisans and by parties. It 
has the power to transmit the condensed experience of one region to another, so that 
different scales of values are combined, and so that one people accurately and concisely 
knows the true history of another with a power of recognition and acute awareness as if 
it had lived through that history itself ─ and could thus be spared repeating old mistakes. 
At the same time, perhaps we ourselves may succeed in developing our own 
WORLD-WIDE VIEW, like any man, with the center of the eye seeing what is nearby but 
the periphery of vision taking in what is happening in the rest of the world. We will make 
correlations and maintain world-wide standards. Who, if not writers, are to condemn their 
own unsuccessful governments (in some states this is the easiest way to make a living; 
everyone who is not too lazy does it) as well as society itself, whether for its cowardly 
humiliation or for its self-satisfied weakness, or the lightheaded escapades of the young, 
or the youthful pirates brandishing knives? 
 
We will be told: What can literature do against the pitiless onslaught of naked violence? 
Let us not forget that violence does not and cannot flourish by itself; it is inevitably 
intertwined with LYING. Between them there is the closest, the most profound and 
natural bond: nothing screens violence except lies, and the only way lies can hold out is 
by violence. Whoever has once announced violence as his METHOD must inexorably 
choose lying as his PRINCIPLE. At birth, violence behaves openly and even proudly. But 
as soon as it becomes stronger and firmly established, it senses the thinning of the air 
around it and cannot go on without befogging itself in lies, coating itself with lying’s 
sugary oratory. It does not always or necessarily go straight for the gullet; usually it 
demands of its victims only allegiance to the lie, only complicity in the lie. The simple act 
of an ordinary courageous man is not to take part, not to support lies! Let that come into 
the world and even reign over it, but not through me. Writers and artists can do more: 
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they can VANQUISH LIES! In the struggle against lies, art has always won and always 
will. Conspicuously, incontestably for everyone. Lies can stand up against much in the 
world, but not against art. 
 
Once lies have been dispelled, the repulsive nakedness of violence will be exposed ─ 
and hollow violence will collapse. 
 
That, my friend, is why I think we can help the world in its red-hot hour: not by the 
nay-saying of having no armaments, not by abandoning oneself to the carefree life, but 
by going into battle! In Russian, proverbs about TRUTH are favorites. They persistently 
express the considerable, bitter, grim experience of the people, often astonishingly: ONE 
WORD OF TRUTH OUTWEIGHS THE WORLD. 
 
On such a seemingly fantastic violation of the law of the conservation of mass and 
energy are based both my own activities and my appeal to the writers of the whole world. 
 
 

 
 
 
The Ones Who Walk Away from Omelas 
Ursula Le Guin 
 
With a clamor of bells that set the swallows soaring, the Festival of Summer came to the 
city Omelas, bright-towered by the sea. The rigging of the boats in harbor sparkled with 
flags. In the streets between houses with red roofs and painted walls, between old 
moss-grown gardens and under avenues of trees, past great parks and public buildings, 
processions moved. Some were decorous: old people in long stiff robes of mauve and 
grey, grave master workmen, quiet, merry women carrying their babies and chatting as 
they walked. In other streets the music beat faster, a shimmering of gong and 
tambourine, and the people went dancing, the procession was a dance. Children dodged 
in and out, their high calls rising like the swallows' crossing flights over the music and the 
singing. All the processions wound towards the north side of the city, where on the great 
water-meadow called the Green Fields boys and girls, naked in the bright air, with 
mud-stained feet and ankles and long, lithe arms, exercised their restive horses before 
the race. The horses wore no gear at all but a halter without bit. Their manes were 
braided with streamers of silver, gold, and green. They flared their nostrils 
and pranced and boasted to one another; they were vastly excited, the horse being the 
only animal who has adopted our ceremonies as his own. Far off to the north and west 
the mountains stood up half encircling Omelas on her bay. The air of morning was so 
clear that the snow still crowning the Eighteen Peaks burned with white-gold fire across 
the miles of sunlit air, under the dark blue of the sky. There was just enough wind to 
make the banners that marked the racecourse snap and flutter now and then. In the 
silence of the broad green meadows one could hear the music winding through the city 
streets, farther and nearer and ever approaching, a cheerful faint sweetness of the air 
that from time to time trembled and gathered together and broke out into the great 
joyous clanging of the bells. 
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Joyous! How is one to tell about joy? How describe the citizens of Omelas? 
 
They were not simple folk, you see, though they were happy. But we do not say the 
words of cheer much any more. All smiles have become archaic. Given a description 
such as this one tends to make certain assumptions. Given a description such as this 
one tends to look next for the King, mounted on a splendid stallion and surrounded by 
his noble knights, or perhaps in a golden litter borne by great-muscled slaves. But there 
was no king. They did not use swords, or keep slaves. They were not barbarians. I do 
not know the rules and laws of their society, but I suspect that they were singularly few. 
As they did without monarchy and slavery, so they also got on without the stock 
exchange, the advertisement, the secret police, and the bomb. Yet I repeat that these 
were not simple folk, not dulcet shepherds, noble savages, bland utopians. They were 
not less complex than us. The trouble is that we have a bad habit, encouraged by 
pedants and sophisticates, of considering happiness as something rather stupid. Only 
pain is intellectual, only evil interesting. This is the treason of the artist: a refusal to admit 
the banality of evil and the terrible boredom of pain. If you can't lick 'em, join 'em. If it 
hurts, repeat it. But to praise despair is to condemn delight, to embrace violence is to 
lose hold of everything else. We have almost lost hold; we can no longer describe a 
happy man, nor make any celebration of joy. How can I tell you about the people of 
Omelas? They were not naive and happy children--though their children were, in fact, 
happy. They were mature, intelligent, passionate adults whose lives were not wretched. 
O miracle! but I wish I could describe it better. I wish I could convince you. Omelas 
sounds in my words like a city in a fairy tale, long ago and far away, once upon a time. 
Perhaps it would be best if you imagined it as your own fancy bids, assuming it will rise 
to the occasion, for certainly I cannot suit you all. For instance, how about technology? I 
think that there would be no cars or helicopters in and above the streets; this follows 
from the fact that the people of Omelas are happy people. Happiness is based on a just 
discrimination of what is necessary, what is neither necessary nor destructive, and what 
is destructive. In the middle category, however--that of the unnecessary but 
undestructive, that of comfort, luxury, exuberance, etc.--they could perfectly well have 
central heating, subway trains, washing machines, and all kinds of marvelous devices 
not yet invented here, floating light-sources, fuelless power, a cure for the common cold. 
Or they could have none of that; it doesn't matter. As you like it. I incline to think that 
people from towns up and down the coast have been coming in to Omelas during the 
last days before the Festival on very fast little trains and double-decked trams, and that 
the train station of Omelas is actually the handsomest building in town, though plainer 
than the magnificent Farmers' Market. But even granted trains, I fear that Omelas so far 
strikes some of you as goody-goody. Smiles, bells, parades, horses, bleh. If so, please 
add an orgy. If an orgy would help, don't hesitate. Let us not, however, have temples 
from which issue beautiful nude priests and priestesses already half in ecstasy and 
ready to copulate with any man or woman, lover or stranger, who desires union with the 
deep godhead of the blood, although that was my first idea. But really it would be better 
not to have any temples in Omelas--at least, not manned temples. Religion yes, clergy 
no. Surely the beautiful nudes can just wander about, offering themselves like divine 
soufflés to the hunger of the needy and the rapture of the flesh. Let them join the 
processions. Let tambourines be struck above the copulations, and the glory of desire 
be proclaimed upon the gongs, and (a not unimportant point) let the offspring of these 
delightful rituals be beloved and looked after by all. One thing I know there is none of in 
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Omelas is guilt. But what else should there be? I thought at first there were not drugs, 
but that is puritanical. For those who like it, the faint insistent sweetness of drooz may 
perfume the ways of the city, drooz which first brings a great lightness and brilliance to 
the mind and limbs, and then after some hours a dreamy languor, and wonderful visions 
at last of the very arcana and inmost secrets of the Universe, as well as exciting the 
pleasure of sex beyond belief; and it is not habit-forming. For more modest tastes I think 
there ought to be beer. What else, what else belongs in the joyous city? The sense of 
victory, surely, the celebration of courage. But as we did without clergy, let us do without 
soldiers. The joy built upon successful slaughter is not the right kind of joy; it will not do; 
it is fearful and it is trivial. A boundless and generous contentment, a magnanimous 
triumph felt not against some outer enemy but in communion with the finest and fairest in 
the souls of all men everywhere and the splendor of the world's summer: this is what 
swells the hearts of the people of Omelas, and the victory they celebrate is that of life. I 
really don't think many of them need to take drooz. 
 
Most of the procession have reached the Green Fields by now. A marvelous smell of 
cooking goes forth from the red and blue tents of the provisioners. The faces of small 
children are amiably sticky; in the benign grey beard of a man a couple of crumbs of rich 
pastry are entangled. The youths and girls have mounted their horses and are beginning 
to group around the starting line of the course. An old women, small, fat, and 
laughing, is passing out flowers from a basket, and tall young men where her flowers in 
their shining hair. A child of nine or ten sits at the edge of the crowd, alone, playing on a 
wooden flute. People pause to listen, and they smile, but they do not speak to him, for 
he never ceases playing and never sees them, his dark eyes wholly rapt in the sweet, 
thin magic of the tune. 
 
He finishes, and slowly lowers his hands holding the wooden flute. 
 
As if that little private silence were the signal, all at once a trumpet sounds from the 
pavilion near the starting line: imperious, melancholy, piercing. The horses rear on their 
slender legs, and some of them neigh in answer. Sober-faced, the young riders stroke 
the horses' necks and soothe them, whispering, "Quiet, quiet, there my beauty, my 
hope...." They begin to form in rank along the starting line. The crowds along the 
racecourse are like a field of grass and flowers in the wind. The Festival of Summer has 
begun. 
 
Do you believe? Do you accept the festival, the city, the joy? No? Then let me describe 
one more thing. 
 
In a basement under one of the beautiful public buildings of Omelas, or perhaps in the 
cellar of one of its spacious private homes, there is a room. It has one locked door, and 
no window. A little light seeps in dustily between cracks in the boards, secondhand from 
a cobwebbed window somewhere across the cellar. In one corner of the little room a 
couple of mops, with stiff, clotted, foul-smelling heads stand near a rusty bucket. The 
floor is dirt, a little damp to the touch, as cellar dirt usually is. The room is about three 
paces long and two wide: a mere broom closet or disused tool room. In the room a child 
is sitting. It could be a boy or a girl. It looks about six, but actually is nearly ten. It is 
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feeble-minded. Perhaps it was born defective, or perhaps it has become imbecile 
through fear, malnutrition, and neglect. It picks its nose and occasionally fumbles 
vaguely with its toes or genitals, as it sits hunched in the corner farthest from the bucket 
and the two mops. It is afraid of the mops. It finds them horrible. It shuts its eyes, but it 
knows the mops are still standing there; and the door is locked; and nobody will come. 
The door is always locked; and nobody ever comes, except that sometimes--the child 
has no understanding of time or interval--sometimes the door rattles terribly and opens, 
and a person, or several people, are there. One of them may come in and kick the child 
to make it stand up. The others never come close, but peer in at it with frightened, 
disgusted eyes. The food bowl and the water jug are hastily filled, the door is locked, the 
eyes disappear. The people at the door never say anything, but the child, who has not 
always lived in the tool room, and can remember sunlight and its mother's voice, 
sometimes speaks. "I will be good," it says. "Please let me out. I will be good!" They 
never answer. The child used to scream for help at night, and cry a good deal, but now it 
only makes a kind of whining, "eh-haa, eh-haa," and it speaks less and less often. It is so 
thin there are no calves to its legs; its belly protrudes; it lives on a half-bowl of corn meal 
and grease a day. It is naked. Its buttocks and thighs are a mass of festered sores, as it 
sits in its own excrement continually. 
 
They all know it is there, all the people of Omelas. Some of them have come to see it, 
others are content merely to know it is there. They all know that it has to be there. Some 
of them understand why, and some do not, but they all understand that their happiness, 
the beauty of their city, the tenderness of their friendships, the health of their children, 
the wisdom of their scholars, the skill of their makers, even the abundance of their 
harvest and the kindly weathers of their skies, depend wholly on this child's abominable 
misery. 
 
This is usually explained to children when they are between eight and twelve, whenever 
they seem capable of understanding; and most of those who come to see the child are 
young people, though often enough an adult comes, or comes back, to see the child. No 
matter how well the matter has been explained to them, these young spectators are 
always shocked and sickened at the sight. They feel disgust, which they had thought 
themselves superior to. They feel anger, outrage, impotence, despite all the 
explanations. They would like to do something for the child. But there is nothing they can 
do. If the child were brought up into the sunlight out of that vile place, if it were cleaned 
and fed and comforted, that would be a good thing indeed; but if it were done, 
in that day and hour all the prosperity and beauty and delight of Omelas would wither 
and be destroyed. Those are the terms. To exchange all the goodness and grace of 
every life in Omelas for that single, small improvement: to throw away the happiness of 
thousands for the chance of the happiness of one: that would be to let guilt within the 
walls indeed. 
 
The terms are strict and absolute; there may not even be a kind word spoken to the 
child. 
 
Often the young people go home in tears, or in a tearless rage, when they have seen the 
child and faced this terrible paradox. They may brood over it for weeks or years. But as 
time goes on they begin to realize that even if the child could be released, it would not 
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get much good of its freedom: a little vague pleasure of warmth and food, no doubt, but 
little more. It is too degraded and imbecile to know any real joy. It has been afraid 
too long ever to be free of fear. Its habits are too uncouth for it to respond to humane 
treatment. Indeed, after so long it would probably be wretched without walls about it to 
protect it, and darkness for its eyes, and its own excrement to sit in. Their tears at the 
bitter injustice dry when they begin to perceive the terrible justice of reality, and to accept 
it. Yet it is their tears and anger, the trying of their generosity and the acceptance 
 of their helplessness, which are perhaps the true source of the splendor of their lives. 
Theirs is no vapid, irresponsible happiness. They know that they, like the child, are not 
free. They know compassion. It is the existence of the child, and their knowledge of its 
existence, that makes possible the nobility of their architecture, the poignancy of their 
music, the profundity of their science. It is because of the child that they are so gentle 
with children. They know that if the wretched one were not there sniveling in the dark, 
the other one, the flute-player, could make no joyful music as the young riders line up in 
their beauty for the race in the sunlight of the first morning of summer. 
 
Now do you believe in them? Are they not more credible? But there is one more thing to, 
and this is quite incredible. 
 
At times one of the adolescent girls or boys who go to see the child does not go home to 
weep or rage, does not, in fact, go home at all. Sometimes also a man or woman much 
older falls silent for a day or two, and then leaves home. These people go out into the 
street, and walk down the street alone. They keep walking, and walk straight out of the 
city of Omelas, through the beautiful gates. They keep walking across the farmlands 
of Omelas. Each one goes alone, youth or girl, man or woman. Night falls; the traveler 
must pass down village streets, between the houses with yellow-lit windows, and on out 
into the darkness of the fields. Each alone, they go west or north, towards the 
mountains. They go on. They leave Omelas, they walk ahead into the darkness, and 
they do not come back. The place they go towards is a place even less imaginable to 
most of us than the city of happiness. I cannot describe it at all. It is possible that it does 
not exist. But they seem to know where they are going, the ones who walk away from 
Omelas. 
 


