UNIVERSITY INTERSCHOLASTIC LEAGUE
READY WRITING CONTEST

HIGH SCHOOL TOPICS STATE - 2024

Read both of the following statements carefully; then write an expository essay on a topic clearly
related to one or the other of the two statements. Provide your own title. You are not expected
to write on both topics.

Contestants who are hand-writing their compositions must use their own standard 8 1/2 x 11-inch
ruled white notebook paper or typing paper, or the paper provided by the host school. Contestants
shall write or print the composition in ink and on only one side of the paper. If contestants choose
to use their own laptop computers, they must bring portable printers and associated hardware,
software and paper. The typed entry must be single-sided and double-spaced, using any standard
12-point font on 8 1/2 x 11-inch white paper. When printing the contest on an electronic printer,
the print command must be started by the time contest time expires. Students who opt to compose
their entries on computers accept the risk of computer malfunction. In case of computer
malfunction, the contestant may use the remaining allotted time to complete the composition in
handwriting or compose on another computer (if available).

Ready Writing prompts are provided as springboards for thought, not to advocate particular points
of view. Contestants should not conclude that quotations or statements used in prompts reflect the
opinion of the UIL.

TOPIC I

“A grievous blow has struck the ghetto. They are asking us to give up the best we possess
-- the children and the elderly.

I was unworthy of having a child of my own, so I gave the best years of my life to
children. I've lived and breathed with children. I never imagined I would be forced to deliver this
sacrifice to the altar with my own hands. In my old age, I must stretch out my hands and beg:
brothers and sisters, hand them over to me. Fathers and mothers, give me your children.

I had a suspicion something was going to befall us. I anticipated something and was
always like a watchman, on guard to prevent it. But I was unsuccessful because I did not know
what was threatening us. The taking of the sick from the hospitals caught me completely by
surprise. And I give you the best proof there is of this: I had my own nearest and dearest among
them and I could do nothing for them.

I thought that would be the end of it — that after that, they’d leave us in peace, the peace
for which I long so much, for which I’ve always worked, which has been my goal. But
something else, it turned out, was destined for us. Such is the fate of the Jews: always more
suffering and always worse suffering, especially in times of war.

Yesterday afternoon, they gave me the order to send more than 20,000 Jews out of the
ghetto, and if not -- "We will do it!”” So the question became, “Should we take it upon ourselves,
do it ourselves, or leave it to others to do?" Well, we -- that is, I and my closest associates --



thought first not about "How many will perish?" but "How many is it possible to save?" And we
reached the conclusion that, however hard it would be for us, we should take the implementation
of this order into our own hands.

I must perform this difficult and bloody operation -- I must cut off limbs in order to save
the body itself. I must take children because, if not, others may be taken as well -- God forbid.

I have no thought of consoling you today. Nor do I wish to calm you. I must lay bare
your full anguish and pain. I come to you like a bandit, to take from you what you treasure most
in your hearts. I have tried, using every possible means, to get the order revoked. I tried -- when
that proved to be impossible -- to soften the order. Just yesterday, I ordered a list of children aged
nine to ten. I wanted at least to save this one age-group: the nine- to ten-year-olds. But I was not
granted this concession. On only one point did I succeed: in saving the ten-year-olds and up. Let
this be a consolation to our profound grief.

There are, in the ghetto, many patients who can expect to live only a few days more,
maybe a few weeks. I don't know if the idea is diabolical or not, but I must say it: "Give me the
sick. In their place we can save the healthy."

I know how dear the sick are to any family, and particularly to Jews. However, when
cruel demands are made, one has to weigh and measure: who shall, can and may be saved? And
common sense dictates that the saved must be those who can be saved and those who have a
chance of being rescued, not those who cannot be saved in any case. . .

We live in the ghetto, mind you. We live with so much restriction that we do not have
enough even for the healthy, let alone for the sick. Each of us feeds the sick at the expense of our
own health: we give our bread to the sick. We give them our meager ration of sugar, our little
piece of meat. And what's the result? Not enough to cure the sick, and we ourselves become ill.
Of course, such sacrifices are the most beautiful and noble. But there are times when one has to
choose: sacrifice the sick, who haven't the slightest chance of recovery and who also may make
others ill, or rescue the healthy.

I could not deliberate over this problem for long; I had to resolve it in favor of the
healthy. In this spirit, I gave the appropriate instructions to the doctors, and they will be expected
to deliver all incurable patients, so that the healthy, who want and are able to live, will be saved
in their place. I understand you, mothers; I see your tears, all right. I also feel what you feel in
your hearts, you fathers who will have to go to work in the morning after your children have
been taken from you, when just yesterday you were playing with your dear little ones. All this I
know and feel. Since four o’clock yesterday, when I first found out about the order, I have been
utterly broken. I share your pain. I suffer because of your anguish, and I don’t know how I’1l
survive this — where I’ll find the strength to do so.

I must tell you a secret: they requested 24,000 victims, 3,000 a day for eight days. I
succeeded in reducing the number to 20,000, but only on the condition that these be children
under the age of ten. Children ten and older are safe. Since the children and the aged together
equal 13,000 souls, the gap will have to be filled with the sick.

I can barely speak. I am exhausted; I only want to tell you what I am asking of you; help
me carry out this action. I am trembling. I am afraid that others, God forbid, will do it
themselves. A broken Jew stands before you. Do not envy me. This is the most difficult of all
orders I have ever had to carry out at any time. I reach out to you with my broken, trembling
hands and beg: give into my hands the victims. So that we can avoid having further victims, and
a population of 100,000 Jews can be preserved. So they promised me: if we deliver our victims
by ourselves, there will be peace.



I don’t have the strength to argue with you. If the authorities were to arrive, none of you
would be shouting.

I understand what it means to tear off a part of the body. Yesterday, I begged on my
knees, but it did not work. From small villages with Jewish populations of 7,000 to 8,000, barely
1,000 arrived here. So which is better? What do you want? That 80,000 to 90,000 Jews remain,
or God forbid, that the whole population be annihilated?

You may judge as you please; my duty is to preserve the Jews who remain. I do not speak
to hot-heads. I speak to your reason and conscience. I have done and will continue doing
everything possible to keep arms from appearing in the streets and blood from being shed. The
order could not be undone; it could only be reduced.

One needs the heart of a bandit to ask from you what I am asking. But put yourself in my
place, think logically, and you’ll reach the conclusion that I cannot proceed any other way. The
part that can be saved is much larger than the part that must be given away.”

--Mordechai Chaim Rumkowski (1877-1944),

Nazi-Appointed “Eldest of the Jews” of Lodz
Ghetto, Poland. Give Me Your Children,
September 4, 1942.

*Rumkowski is rumored to have been

killed at Auschwitz by former ghetto inmates

in revenge for his abusive treatment of Jews

and for collaborating with the Germans.

TOPIC 11

“I speak to you as a man — a Wampanoag Man. [ am a proud man, proud of my ancestry,
my accomplishments won by a strict parental direction (“You must succeed — your face is a
different color in this small Cape Cod community!”). [ am a product of poverty and
discrimination from these two social and economic diseases. I, and my brothers and sisters, have
painfully overcome, and to some extent we have earned the respect of our community.

We are Indians first — but we are termed “good citizens.” Sometimes we are arrogant but
only because society has pressured us to be so. It is with mixed emotion that I stand here to share
my thoughts. This is a time of celebration for you — celebrating an anniversary of a beginning for
the white man in America.

A time of looking back, of reflection. It is with a heavy heart that I look back upon what
happened to my People. Even before the Pilgrims landed it was common practice for explorers to
capture Indians, take them to Europe and sell them as slaves for 220 shillings apiece.

The Pilgrims had hardly explored the shores of Cape Cod for four days before they had
robbed the graves of my ancestors and stolen their corn and beans. Mourt’s Relation* describes a
searching party of sixteen men. Mourt goes on to say that this party took as much of the Indians’
winter provisions as they were able to carry.

Massasoit, the great Sachem of the Wampanoag, knew these facts, yet he and his People
welcomed and befriended the settlers of the Plymouth Plantation. Perhaps he did this because his
Tribe had been depleted by an epidemic. Or his knowledge of the harsh oncoming winter was the
reason for his peaceful acceptance of these acts.



This action by Massasoit was perhaps our biggest mistake. We, the Wampanoag,
welcomed you, the white man, with open arms, little knowing that it was the beginning of the
end; that before 50 years were to pass, the Wampanoag would no longer be a free people.

What happened in those short 50 years? What has happened in the last 300 years?

History gives us facts and there were atrocities; there were broken promises — and most
of these centered around land ownership. Among ourselves we understood that there were
boundaries, but never before had we had to deal with fences and stone walls. But the white man
had a need to prove his worth by the amount of land that he owned.

Only ten years later, when the Puritans came, they treated the Wampanoag with even less
kindness in converting the souls of the so-called “savages.” Although the Puritans were harsh to
members of their own society, the Indian was pressed between stone slabs and hanged as quickly
as any other “witch.”

And so down through the years there is record after record of Indian lands taken and, in
token, reservations set up for him upon which to live. The Indian, having been stripped of his
power, could only stand by and watch while the white man took his land and used it for his
personal gain.

This the Indian could not understand; for to him, land was survival, to farm, to hunt, to be
enjoyed. It was not to be abused. We see incident after incident, where the white man sought to
tame the “savage” and convert him to the Christian ways of life. The early Pilgrim settlers led the
Indian to believe that if he did not behave, they would dig up the ground and unleash the great
epidemic again.

The white man used the Indian’s nautical skills and abilities. They let him be only a
seaman — but never a captain. Time and time again, in the white man’s society, we Indians have
been termed “low man on the totem pole.”

Has the Wampanoag really disappeared? There is still an aura of mystery. We know there
was an epidemic that took many Indian lives — some Wampanoags moved west and joined the
Cherokee and Cheyenne.

They were forced to move. Some even went north to Canada. Many Wampanoag put
aside their Indian heritage and accepted the white man’s way for their own survival. There are
some Wampanoag who do not wish it known they are Indian for social or economic reasons.

What happened to those Wampanoags who chose to remain and live among the early
settlers? What kind of existence did they live as “civilized” people?

True, living was not as complex as life today, but they dealt with the confusion and the
change. Honesty, trust, concern, pride, and politics wove themselves in and out of their [the
Wampanoags’] daily living. Hence, he was termed crafty, cunning, rapacious, and dirty.

History wants us to believe that the Indian was a savage, illiterate, uncivilized animal. A
history that was written by an organized, disciplined people, to expose us as an unorganized and
undisciplined entity. Two distinctly different cultures met. One thought they must control life;
the other believed life was to be enjoyed, because nature decreed it.

Let us remember, the Indian is and was just as human as the white man. The Indian feels
pain, gets hurt, and becomes defensive, has dreams, bears tragedy and failure, suffers from
loneliness, needs to cry as well as laugh. He, too, is often misunderstood.

The white man in the presence of the Indian is still mystified by his uncanny ability to
make him feel uncomfortable. This may be the image the white man has created of the Indian;
his “savageness” has boomeranged and isn’t a mystery; it is fear; fear of the Indian’s
temperament.



High on a hill, overlooking the famed Plymouth Rock, stands the statue of our great
Sachem, Massasoit. Massasoit has stood there many years in silence. We the descendants of this
great Sachem have been a silent people. The necessity of making a living in this materialistic
society of the white man caused us to be silent. Today, I and many of my people are choosing to
face the truth. We ARE Indians!

Although time has drained our culture, and our language is almost extinct, we the
Wampanoags still walk the lands of Massachusetts.

We may be fragmented, we may be confused. Many years have passed since we have
been a people together. Our lands were invaded. We fought as hard to keep our land as you the
whites did to take our land away from us. We were conquered, we became the American
prisoners of war in many cases, and wards of the United States Government, until only recently.

Our spirit refuses to die. Yesterday we walked the woodland paths and sandy trails.
Today we must walk the macadam highways and roads. We are uniting. We’re standing not in
our wigwams but in your concrete tent. We stand tall and proud, and before too many moons
pass we’ll right the wrongs we have allowed to happen to us.

We forfeited our country. Our lands have fallen into the hands of the aggressor. We have
allowed the white man to keep us on our knees. What has happened cannot be changed, but
today we must work towards a more humane America, a more Indian America, where men and
nature once again are important; where the Indian values of honor, truth, and brotherhood
prevail.

You the white man are celebrating an anniversary. We the Wampanoags will help you
celebrate in the concept of a beginning. It was the beginning of a new life for the Pilgrims. Now,
350 years later it is a beginning of a new determination for the original American: the American
Indian.

There are some factors concerning the Wampanoags and other Indians across this vast
nation. We now have 350 years of experience living amongst the white man. We can now speak
his language. We can now think as a white man thinks. We can now compete with him for the
top jobs.

We’re being heard; we are now being listened to. The important point is that along with
these necessities of everyday living, we still have the spirit, we still have the unique culture, we
still have the will and, most important of all, the determination to remain as Indians.

We are determined, and our presence here this evening is living testimony that this is
only the beginning of the American Indian, particularly the Wampanoag, to regain the position in

this country that is rightfully ours.”
--Wamsutta (Frank B.) James (1923-2001),
Wampanoag. National Day of Mourning:
The Suppressed Speech of Wamsutta (Frank
B. James), September 10, 1970.

*Mourt’s Relation: detailed events from

the landing of the Pilgrims to their relations
with the surrounding Indigenous Peoples up
to the first Thanksgiving.



