


¨  Notice Details: For example, here is 
what 
Josh W. observed in the image above: 

¨  It appears in this picture that a man is 
trying not to drown in some kind of 
sewer, and he seems quite in danger 
because of the frightened look on his 
face. However, maybe it’s some sort of 
public punishment because the police 
are just looking at him while driving 
by and then walking by, while random 
people to the left don’t seem to care 
either. It also looks like the area he is in 
has been barred off, so maybe nobody 
is allowed to help him. The place 
seems to not be the richest place on 
earth, this area is quite worn down, 
and it seems Latin because of the 
writing on the police’s shirt. It is also 
possible that he is seeking refuge from 
the police, but he has failed as they 
have found him. 

¨  This image comes from the Lens post 
“Challenging an Old Narrative in Latin 
American Photojournalism.” The caption begins: 

¨  Fermin Pena attempts to repair a broken pipe in 
Caracas, Venezuela. 

¨  We asked the photographer, Rodrigo Abd, for 
the backstory on this image: 

¨  I left the AP office in downtown Caracas, and I 
jumped on a motorbike taxi – the only way to 
move in Caracas as a journalist – to try to find 
some daily life pictures for the wire, basically 
trying to describe the mood of the people days 
before the presidential elections. 

¨  Only two blocks from the office I suddenly saw 
this incredible situation, so I jumped off the 
motorbike to document the scene. It was surreal, 
this guy, almost covered by water, trying to fix a 
public tube. I spent almost 20 minutes there until 
the man finished his work. 

¨  For me it was a symbolic image of the political 
situation in Venezuela, where millions are trying 
not to drown in the multiple problems facing the 
South American country, amid the fighting 
between the government and the opposition that 
seems to worsen every day. 

¨  The photograph was taken on September 26, 
2012, and won second place in the Everyday Life 
category in the 
Pictures of the Year Latin America 2013 contest. 















¨  PnG’s commerical “Like a Girl” 



¨  “The Kiss” 

¨  Plus poem 
¡  “Short 

Story on a 
Painting 
of Gustav 
Klimt” 



They are kneeling upright on a flowered bed  
   He  
       has just caught her there  
                                 and holds her still  
      Her gown  
                     has slipped down  
                                               off her shoulder  
    He has an urgent hunger  
                           His dark head  
                                      bends to hers  
                                                  hungrily  
And the woman the woman  
     turns her tangerine lips from his  
            one hand like the head of a dead swan  
                   draped down over  
                                     his heavy neck  
                      the fingers  
                         strangely crimped  
                                     tightly together  
       her other arm doubled up  
                      against her tight breast  
                           her hand a languid claw  
                                                        clutching his hand  
                               which would turn her mouth  
                                                                         to his  
 

[…] 
Gold garlands  
                     stream down over  
                                             her bare calves &  
                                                 tensed feet   
[…] 
They  
       are silent together  
                                 as in a flowered field  
           upon the summer couch  
                                 which must be hers 
  
  And he holds her still  
                                 so passionately  
        holds her head to his  
                             so gently so insistently  
           to make her turn  
                               her lips to his   



MAGIC! LYRICS "Rude"  
 
Saturday morning jumped out of bed 
And put on my best suit 
Got in my car and raced like a jet 
All the way to you 
Knocked on your door with heart in my hand 
To ask you a question 
'Cause I know that you're an old-fashioned man, yeah  
Can I have your daughter for the rest of my life? Say yes, 
say yes 'cause I need to know 
You say I'll never get your blessing 'til the day I die 
Tough luck, my friend, but the answer is 'No'  
 
Why you gotta be so rude? Don't you know I'm human 
too? Why you gotta be so rude? I'm gonna marry her 
anyway  
 
Marry that girl 
Marry her anyway Marry that girl 
Yeah, no matter what you say Marry that girl 
And we'll be a family Why you gotta be so Rude  
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