I8 5326

SCHOOL DISTRICT OF QKALOOSA COUNTY
CITIZEN'S REQUEST FOR RECONSIDERATION OF FDUCATIONAL MATERIALS

{Textbook, {:lassrpom Resouree oy Media Center Resource)
EE_,"- =% Loolion ﬂi:"_m;‘n H.(‘; n At

ﬁﬁﬂhﬂhﬂrﬂ_ﬂ.ﬁh_‘itmﬂu b leglas niewe b

Sehool Where Materials ane Used Tupe of Material

Thae Mide Buanfe Riyernena Boews
Tiile Fraducer or Publisher

Kholed Hesedier P XY A S —————
Author, if Buak Copyripht Tate or Publicecion Dare

Complainant represents:

N Rl .

A Himse1@s_el_f) If 53, Teame of Camplainant: ey e SHtpwealil

__ Drpanizalion If s, Mume of Organteacion; _ ]

__(OHher Graup 11 50, Nane ol Group: _ - .

1. Tvpe of instmotional material: W ook _ Widen __ _hwo _ Suftware Cither

2. What brought this item 10 yous atrenbion? [ifrc-.riEw o list, please give name and date cﬂubiiuuﬂnn_j
Thni megatiea b diais b b _oap of fhe ey el DonGdue

3. State the specific ohicstions o this wark. {Mlease be speeifie, Quote pifensive passages wnd cite page nurebers o Kist

D_]Jé'&ﬂﬂﬁﬂilhlc sections of non-book media,) State the reasbos for your vkjections. Use back of pupe, if pecassary.

. el - - - '

P)eds ¢ e ebboaoneati Hrr s oeaibic quuriles LS Aeveh ek gradoeig ond

o meckd T peavent © L tha e JSL.QM;QJ.'&_QLbﬂf_;i&L;.F¢LLE_LIhJ_E€_LT$mh:¢J A
T, Wl i the purpose of th material in quesdon?

s IS VLS T AT _eh lmgy $hgt ouwel i% Ao SR s c db RO AG T

5 }\-‘hal o o foc] might be the reqult uf readtng this work?

Prowaokarg EAP I Loy o weasiciernkedy jhibzrhh:yb_mmﬁi.ﬁ_ A D rCo.anr it e ¥,
Ry Aentn Thoarer ot B e 0 A pLcE 4 et el ©h dbras wadihrE

0. For what age group is the work recosnmended?

 PBuhaitn, aseq po aekhn Keé Conatar Gunel Ak i tibarteg Sotalogony
_I%ﬁli_‘gﬁ_iﬂ.ihf__ Dot Tt Bt ] - - "

7. Thd vou read ar proviewerdl this ek in its cntirery? = g & What parls, if not all? . _

I recd b Bagk Feear ® hack tm ¥ v ar dheooen e B O

§. Arc yoru aware of lhe vabue of this work doemad by literary crities? Y os eyl L Svin alee o " % 3 R

. Whul do yuu believe iz the therme af thiz work? _Peolemaei b reslgap 1 ‘; P ’ A e S
14 Dues this media present the subjeet faetually and acpuraely? >

LMo, fde o o knctue lL?_ K s Tir g Dbl ;

11, Wiat pher tille mighl yon sugges! wihich could be substinnd to Auchttplish the edugstional i of This unlarial?

ok baE g om0l b ooy Llepie. Lo AvE Pl gebiong? | i tdp b Heg BRI
12, What relief, i any, ure you secking 454 besnll of this conswseration”? Vig EaklrBhis Rk *

I N E ks paoind_cd dhis e ¢ Yrom %u__r_; Caivory [ Ceacdusiisg SRy Ce

5 ] 3 RN o v RESE AR o
_(‘#_ﬂ,.z.udx_&" L‘-".ii_( _ _407.{?'?;*’{*3 — SX M \;{:}.‘ G
Siaziwtdte of individu requesting revicw Thate f

Address ALG D @othwizna: Urive NE

et e tkoa Do, FL 325 47 2%%

Do wfe BB D e phong 3
1o oeder for the cemmilles tr pive vilid consideration, all questions Should be filly answered.

PFad-¥Yomal retre - T worders o B TG e gy HaE AiuA Eat
1L 3k . _ ":'.- . _ .
ez eath v R Ll = U L T (e rape 9 I'-\:‘.ni“) L Oy oohly
e owjeitiombily vaeker. erd 1 s Lo P Gk e ko T edorg ol

P T, he YR D TH o4 et Gilveadminid e Ciebed




Page 1 of 5

Offensive and/or disturbing passages from Khaled Hosseini’s The Kite Runner:

“You! The Hazara! Look at me when I’m talking to you!” the soldier barked. He
handed his cigarette to the guy next to him, made a circle with the thumb and index finger
of one hand. Poked the middle finger of his other hand through the circle. Poked it in
and out. In and out. “I knew your mother, did you know that? I knew her real good. |
took her from behind by that creek over there.”... What a tight little sugary cunt she had!”
the soldier was saying, shaking hands with the others, grinning. (page 7)

*

I watched with horror as one of the chapandaz fell off his saddle and was trampled
under a score of hooves, His body was tossed and hurled in the stampede like a rag doll,
finally rolling to a stop when the melee moved on. He twitched once and lay motionless,
his legs bent at unnatural angles, a pool of blood soaking through the sand. I began to

cry. (page 21)
*

His word was law, and if you needed a little legal education, then those brass knuckles
were just the right teaching tool. I saw him use those knuckles once on a kid from the
Karteh-Char district. I will never forget how Assef’s blue eyes glinted with a light not
entirely sane and how he grinned, how he grinned as he pummeled that poor kid
unconscious. Some of the boys in Wazir Akbar Khan had nicknamed him Assef
Goshkhor, or Assef “the Ear Eater.” Of course, none of them dared utter it to his face
unless they wished to suffer the same fate as the poor kid who had unwittingly inspired
that nickname when he had fought Assef over a kite and ended up fishing his right ear
from a muddy gutter. (page 38)

*

But there were two things amid the garbage that I couldn’t stop looking at: One was
the blue kite resting against the wall, close to the cast-iron stove; the other was Hassan’s
brown corduroy pants thrown on a heap of eroded bricks. “I don’t know,” Walt was
saying. “My father says it’s sinful.” He sounded unsure, excited, scared, all at the same
time. Hassan lay with his chest pinned to the ground. Kamal and Wali each gripped an
arm, twisted and bent at the elbow so that Hassan’s hands were pressed to his back.
Assef was standing over them, the heel of his snow boots crushing the back of Hassan’s
neck.

“Your father won’t find out,” Assef said. “And there’s nothing sinful about teaching a
lesson to a disrespectful donkey.”

“I don’t know,” Wali muttered.

“Suit yourself,” Assef said. He turned to Kamal. “What about you?”

“I... well...”

“It’s just a Hazara,” Assef said. But Kamal kept looking away.

“Fine,” Assef snapped. “All I want you weaklings to do is hold him down. Can you
manage that?”

Wali and Kamal nodded. They looked relieved.

Assef knelt behind Hassan, put his hands on Hassan’s hips and lifted his bare buttocks.
He kept one hand on Hassan’s back and undid his own belt buckle with his free hand. He
unzipped his jeans. Dropped his underwear. He positioned himself behind Hassan.
Hassan didn’t struggle. Didn’t even whimper. He moved his head slightly and I caught a
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glimpse of his face. Saw the resignation in it....From just around the corner, I could hear
Assef’s quick, rhythmic grunts. (pages 75-77)
*

He stopped. Swayed on his feet like he was going to collapse. Then he steadied
himself....He began to say something and his voice cracked. He closed his mouth,
opened it, and closed i1 again. Took a step back. Wiped his face. And that was as close
as Hassan and 1 came to ever discussing what had happened in the alley. I thought he
might burst into tears, but to my relief, he didn’t, and I pretended I hadn’t heard the crack
in his voice. Just like I pretended I hadn’t seen the dark stain on the seat of his pants. Or
those tiny drops that fell from between his legs and stained the snow black....He turned
from me and limped away. (page 78)

¥

“] watched Hassan get raped,” I said to no one. (page 86)
*

But always, my mind returned to the alley. To Hassan’s brown corduroy pants lying on
the bricks. To the droplets of blood staining the snow dark red, almost black. (page 91)
*

The Russian soldier thrust his face into the rear of the truck...His eyes settled on the
young woman wearing the black shawl. He spoke in Russian to Karim without taking his
eyes off her...Karim cleared his throat, dropped his head. Said the soldier wanted a half
hour with the lady in the back of the truck. The young woman pulled the shawl over her
face. Burst into tears...The husband’s face had become as pale as the moon hovering
above.... “It’s his price for letting us pass,” Karim said. He couldn’t bring himself to look
the husband in the eye. (page 114)

*

Then he told Baba about Kamal. I caught only snippets of it: Should have never let
him go alone...always so handsome, you know...four of them...tried to fight...God...took
him...bleeding down there...his pants...doesn’t talk anymore.. just stares. (page 120)

¥

A moment later, Kamal’s father was standing with Karim’s gun in his hand. “Don’t
shoot me!” Karim cried. But before any of us could say or do a thing, Kamal’s Yather
shoved the barrel in his own mouth. I'll never forget the echo of that blast. Or the flash
of light and the spray of red. I doubled over and dry-heaved on the side of the road.

{page 124)

“Fuck the Russia!” (page 132) -

*

*

“It’s so fucking unfair,” she barked. “Their sons go out to nightclubs looking for meat
and get their girlfriends pregnant, they have kids out of wedlock and no one says a
goddamn thing. (pages 178-179)

*

“Fuck ‘em,” I said. (page 179)
%

“She looked like she had not eaten for days. But the worst of it by far was her face.
Someone had taken a knife to it and... Amir jan, the slashes cut this way and that way.
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One of the cuts went from cheekbone to hairline and it had not spared her left eye on the
way. It was grotesque.” (page 209)
*

Hassan protested again. So they took him to the street- “No,” I breathed. - and
ordered him to kneel- “No, God, no.” - and shot him in the back of the head. “No.”
- Farzana came screaming and attacked them- “No.” - shot her too. Self defense, they
claimed later-

But all I could manage was to whisper “No. No. No” over and over again. (page 219}

*

“You bastards,” I muttered. Stood up. “You goddamn bastards!” I screamed. “All of

you, you bunch of lying goddamn bastards!” (page 222)
*

“I’m thirty-eight years old and I’ve just found out my whole life is one big fucking lie!
What can you possibly say to make things better? Nothing. Not a goddamn thing!”
(page 223)

*
There had been a hanging. A young man dangled from the end of a rope tied to a beam,
his face puffy and blue, the clothes he’d worn on the last day of his life shredded, bloody.
(page 259)

*

| will never, as long as I draw breath, forget the sound of that scream. It was the cry of
a wild animal trying to pry its mangled leg free from the bear trap. Two more Talibs
joined in and helped force her into one of the chest-deep holes. The blindfolded man, on
the other hand, quietly allowed them to lower him into the hole dug for him. Now only
the accused pair’s torsos protruded from the ground....The Talib, looking absurdly like a
baseball pitcher on the mound, hurled the stone at the blindfolded man in the hole. It
struck the side of his head. The woman screamed again...The man in the hole was now a
mangled mess of blood and shredded rags. His head slumped forward, chin on
chest....When it was all over, the bloodied corpses had been unceremoniously tossed into
the backs of red pickup trucks... (pages 269-272)

*

“Door to door we went, calling for the men and the boys. We’d shoot them right there
in front of their families. Let them see. Let them remember who they were, where they
belonged.” He was almost panting now. “Sometimes, we broke down their doors and
went inside their homes. And...I’d...I'd sweep the barrel of my machine gun around the
room and fire until the smoke blinded me.”...He said it fondly, like a man telling of a
great party he’d attended. “We left the bodies in the streets, and if their families tried to
sneak out to drag them back into their homes, we’d shoot them, too. We left them in the
streets for days. We left them for the dogs. Dog meat for dogs.” (page 277)

*

“You come from America?”’

tGYes”
“How is that whore these days?” (pages 277-278)
*

“Bia, bta, my boy,” the Talib said, calling Sohrab to him. Sohrab went to him, head
down, stood between his thighs. The Talib wrapped his arms around the boy. “How
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talented he is, nay, my Hazara boy!” he said. His hands slid down the child’s back, then
up, felt under his armpits. One of the guards elbowed the other and snickered.... The
Talib spun the boy around so he faced me. He locked his arms around Sohrab’s belly,
rested his chin on the boy’s shoulder.... The man’s hand slid up and down the boy’s belly.
Up and down, slowly, gently....He brushed his lips against Sohrab’s ear, kept his eye on
me. He plucked a red grape. Put it, lovingly, in Sohrab’s mouth...He kissed the side of
Sohrab’s neck. The boy flinched a little, closed his eyes again. (pages 280-282)

%

I asked him if he remembered me. He said no. Ttold him the same thing I just told
you, that I never forget a face. Then I shot him in the balls. I’ve been on a mission
since.”

“YWhat mission is that?” [ heard myself say. “Stoning adulterers? Raping children?
Flogging women for wearing high heels? Massacring Hazaras? All in the name of
Islam?” (page 284)

*

He pinched Sohrab’s earlobe between his teeth. Let go. Sweat beads rolled down his
brow... “What do you want to do with him?” he said. Then a coy smile. “Or 70 him.”

“That’s disgusting,” I said.

“How would you know? Have you tried it?” (page 285)

*

“Let him stay,” Assef said. He grinned. “Let him watch. Lessons are good things for
boys.” The guards left. Assef put down his prayer beads. Reached into the breast pocket
of his black vest. What he fished out of that pocket didn’t surprise me one bit: stainless
steel brass knuckles. (page 287)

*

Mostly, I remember this: his brass knuckles flashing in the afternoon light; how cold
they felt with the first blows and how quickly they warmed with my blood....Sohrab
screaming.... The knuckles shattering my jaw. Choking on my own teeth, swallowing
them...Lying on the floor, blood from my split upper lip staining the mauve carpet, pain
ripping through my belly, and wondering when I’d be able to breathe again. The sound
of my ribs snapping like the tree branches Hassan and [ used to break... Sohrab
screaming, The side of my face slamming against the corner of the television stand. That
snapping sound again, this time just under my left eye. Music. Sohrab screaming....That
snapping sound again, now my nose....Sohrab screaming. (pages 288-289)

*

“No more.” Twin trails of black mascara, mixed with tears, had rolled down his
cheeks, smeared the rouge. His lower lip trembled. Mucus seeped from his
sound when Sohrab released the cup. Then Assef was screaming. He put his hand where
his left eye had been just a moment ago. Blood oozed between his fingers. Blood and
something else, something white and gel-like.... Assef rolled on the carpet. Rolled side to
side, shrieking, his hand still cupped over the bloody socket. (pages 290-291)
*

I dreamed a lot, and most of it I only remember as a hodgepodge of images...How dark,
almost black, Hassan’s blood had looked on the snow, dropping from the seat of his
pants. (pages 309-310)
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*

“Because-" he [Sohrab] said, gasping and hitching between sobs, “because I don’t want
them to see me...I’'m so dirty.” He sucked in his breath and let it out in a long, wheezy
cry. “I'm so dirty and full of sin.”

“You'’re not dirty, Sohrab,” I said.

“Those men-"

“You’re not dirty at all.”

“.they did things...the bad man and the other two...they did things...did things to me.”
...His little body convulsed in my arms with each sob. (pages 319-320)

*

“He was sexually abused,” 1 said, thinking of the bells around Sohrab’s ankles, the

mascara on his eyes. (page 331)
*

I felt like a prick. (page 341)

*

When I wake up, maybe I will discover that everything I saw in the hotel bathroom was
part of a dream: the water drops dripping from the faucet and landing with a plink into
the bloody bathwater; the left arm dangling over the side of the tub, the blood-soaked
razor sitting on the toilet tank...his eyes, still half open but lightless. That more than
anything, I want to forget the eyes. (page 347-3438)

*

In the moming, I tried not to look at the bathtub. It was clean now, someone had wiped
off the blood, spread new floor mats on the floor, and scrubbed the walls.. I pictured
Sohrab filling it with warm water. Saw him undressing. Saw him twisting the razor
handle and opening the twin safety latches on the head, sliding the blade out, holding it
between his thumb and forefinger. I saw him lowering himself into the water, lying there
for a while, his eyes closed. I wondered what his last thought had been as he had raised
the blade and brought it down. (page 350-351)

*

Profanities in addition to those included in the passages cited above:

goddamn: pages 58, 89, 92, 116, 233, 257
shit: pages 108, 123, 222,223
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