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This essay assignment is being given to you at the beginning of the semester as a diagnostic aid for your instructor.  In a well-constructed college-level essay (no fewer than 300 words) respond to the prompt in the box below.  You should read The New York Times column by Daphne Beal, “The Art of Losing,” and the poem by Elizabeth Bishop, “One Art.”  You may use a dictionary.

Examine these lines from Bishop’s poem: 

“It's evident/ the art of losing's not too hard to master
though it may look like (Write it!) a disaster.” 
In an essay discuss the idea about mastery in these lines in relation to Beal's point.   Your essay should discuss both Beal’s column and Bishop’s poem.   

Helpful Tips:

· DO sketch out and use a topic outline (no sentences) if you feel it will help.
· DO have a clear thesis statement in mind.
· DO have a general idea of how you will use the 60 minutes allotted by the instructor.
· DO strive to produce an essay that is easily readable; this sample is a chance for you to demonstrate the level of your writing skill to your instructor.  Your instructor will evaluate your essay, first, on your grasp of the issue and your ability to analyze and explain it and then, your mastery of currently acceptable grammar and usage and the mechanics of written communication.
· REMEMBER that being for or against Beal’s or Bishop’s ideas is less important than understanding the ideas and considering them, perhaps even speculating about what you might want to say about the art of losing.  
· REMEMBER: YOU MAY USE A DICTIONARY AND BRING A ONE PAGE OUTLINE (NO SENTENCES),  AND YOU WILL HAVE 60 MINUTES TO WRITE THIS ESSAY.
	One Art
 


	 

The art of losing isn't hard to master;
so many things seem filled with the intent
to be lost that their loss is no disaster,

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.
The art of losing isn't hard to master.

Then practice losing farther, losing faster:
places, and names, and where it was you meant
to travel. None of these will bring disaster.

I lost my mother's watch. And look! my last, or
next-to-last, of three beloved houses went.
The art of losing isn't hard to master.

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.
I miss them, but it wasn't a disaster.

-- Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture
I love) I shan't have lied. It's evident
the art of losing's not too hard to master
though it may look like (Write it!) a disaster. 

Elizabeth Bishop 




The Art of Losing 

By DAPHNE BEAL
Published: August 3, 2008
The New York Times
It was a given that we would be conspicuous. We were four distinctly un-European females — my Midwestern mother; my mentally disabled and legally blind sister; my 14-month-old daughter; and me — going to Brussels and Paris on a pilgrimage of sorts. My sister, Cecily, had long dreamed of visiting the country where she was born and spent her earliest childhood, and also France, for which she’d always felt an affinity because her birthday is Bastille Day.

We lived in Brussels for four years, because of my father’s job, and moved back to Wisconsin when I was almost 5 and Cecily was about 4. Cecily now lives semi-independently in a community near my parents, where she helps take care of the severely handicapped. Recently, at an evaluation meeting, one of the “goals” she articulated was to visit Brussels. It was a trip that would require serious planning. She is awkward getting around and needs to be considered as a child does: is she fed and rested? Is she sufficiently entertained, at ease? 

Somehow I always knew my mother and I would go on this trip with her. My nursing daughter was the obvious fourth. In Brussels, our days were filled with touristic excursions — the Grand’ Place, the Atomium (a 335-foot-high model of an atomic crystal, with a cafe serving waffles at its center) — and sentimental ones. We visited the house where we lived, now an old-age home; the park where we once fed slightly and still malevolent swans; and our baby sitter from those years, now 87. Unintentionally (I think), we drove past Ste. Elisabeth Hospital, where Cecily was taken when she went into a coma — a few hours after a routine vaccination at the age of 4 months. When she regained consciousness five days later, she was completely altered from the healthy, normal infant she had been. Our family has never dwelled on the topic, but we carried the fact of it through the city like a small and heavy piece of luggage.

For our group, with two of us needing attendance, plus a stroller and other gear, just getting out of a cab could become a complex operation. So maybe it’s not a surprise that my mother and I kept losing things — wallet, keys, sunglasses, maps, guidebooks and so on. An Elizabeth Bishop poem sang through my head: “The art of losing isn’t hard to master; /so many things seem filled with the intent/to be lost that their loss is no disaster.” But the item always eventually turned up.

Then on our last day in Brussels, I went to the front of a tram to buy us tickets while my mother took care of Cecily and the baby. A few stops later, my mother said: “My wallet’s gone. It has my passport in it.” This time it was gone for good. Later, standing on a curbside in the center of town and asking for directions to the U.S. Embassy, I thought, I cannot believe I am that American. 

My sister took it hard, though she blamed my mother. “You’d think after getting her wallet stolen last year, she would know better,” Cecily said to me as my mother filed her police report. It was true that my mother, generally savvy, was pickpocketed on a trip to Chicago on Super Bowl weekend. I told Cecily that it could have happened to any of us. But my sharp tone, betraying my own impatience, made her cry.

We did eventually get to Paris. In contrast with Brussels, it felt like part of the present, not just a stolid setting of the past, marred by things lost and taken. When we took my daughter into the crowded chapel at Sainte-Chapelle, she looked around and proclaimed, “Wooow!” inspiring a young guard to get on his walkie-talkie to cheerfully report the incident. Then, at the airport, I went with the baby to the détaxe window to get my sales-tax refund. My mother insisted I take my belongings in case we got separated — a good idea given the how sluggish the transaction turned out to be. When I returned to check in, at a different counter from my mother and sister, I looked down at the luggage cart to see that my backpack was gone, with my laptop inside it. 

This time, I was not that American, so much as that person, the one you pity in the airport. I was something of a spectacle. People tried to help, but there was nothing to be done. An agent told me: “When something like that is stolen, all the bad energy goes with it. So let it go. Your daughter is fine. That’s the important thing.” I nodded, sniffling, already feeling chagrined, when I saw my mother and sister approaching — perhaps the two people in the airport who didn’t know of my mishap. On top of their cart was my backpack, where I now realized it had always been. I put it on the stroller handle, placed my jacket over it and said nothing. Later, I would wonder about my inconsolable outburst, and if it was only that I needed to say, in the most visible possible way: Lucky as I’ve always been in my life, I lost something, too. 
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