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LVA – Mythes et Héros

• US Team Drops Smith and Carlos for Clenched-Fist Display on Victory Stand by J. M. 
Sheehan, New York Times, October 1968. 
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• Extract from A Mighty Long Way, My Journey to Justice at Little Rock Nine Central High 
School, 2009.
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LVA - Mythes et Héros

• Document personnel: How DC Comics’ 1st Black Superhero With His Own 
Title Was Almost a White Racist by Joe Vince, January 27, 2016 

As the Civil Rights movement changed the face of America in the 1960s, DC Comics responded in 
the ’70s with its portrayal of its black characters.The
results, however, were misguided. And that’s being
very kind. 
Black Bomber is an almost-happened character that
Reddit user mike_pants recently discovered and
posted about in the Today I Learned community. 
The Black Bomber, as conceived by DC editors in
the late 1970s, was a white racist who unknowingly became a black superhero when he stressed 
out—a condition he acquired thanks to a military experiment with a camouflage chemical during 
the Vietnam War. 

In a 2000 column, Tony Isabella, the writer who was asked to script the 
Black Bomber’s adventures, described what it was like to point out to his 
bosses how bad their idea was:
“In each of the two completed Black Bomber scripts, the white bigot risks 
his own life to save another person whom he can’t see clearly (in one case,
a baby in a stroller) and then reacts in racial slur disgust when he discovers
that he risked his life to save a black person. He wasn’t aware that he had 
two identities, but each identity had a girlfriend and the ladies were aware 
of the change. To add final insult, the Bomber’s costume was little more 
than a glorified basketball uniform.
“DC had wanted me to take over writing the book with the third issue. I 
convinced them to eat the two scripts and let me start over. To paraphrase 
my arguments…
That creation turned into Black Lightning, DC’s first African-American 
superhero to star in his own series. It ran for 11 issues between 1977 and 
1978, and Isabella wrote the first 10.

Surprisingly, the Black Bomber’s story didn’t end with disco and dreams
of second presidential term for Jimmy Carter. The character concept
was revived by the late Dwayne McDuffie in the pages of a 2008 issue of
Justice League of America. The writer, who was African American,
introduced the Brown Bomber, a member of an alternate Earth version
of the JLA who could switch from white to black by saying certain magic
words. 
The Brown Bomber appearance is little more than a cameo, and it’s
clear McDuffie intended the character to be a parody. In fact, McDuffie
even gets in a shot at his employer’s unfortunate history with black
representation, showing how good intentions don’t make racial tone
deafness acceptable.
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• Can Electric Current Make People Better at Math? Scientists find mild jolts to 
the brain may improve performance with numbers, Feb. 18, 2014 by 
Frantzesco Kangaris for The Wall Street Journal

In a lab in Oxford University's experimental psychology department, researcher Roi Cohen
Kadosh is testing an intriguing treatment: He is sending low-dose electric current through
the brains of adults and children as young as 8 to make them better at math.
A relatively new brain-stimulation technique called transcranial electrical stimulation may
help people learn and improve their understanding of math concepts. 
The electrodes are placed in a tightly fitted cap and worn around the head. The device, run
off a 9-volt battery commonly used in smoke detectors, induces only a gentle current and
can be targeted to specific areas of the brain or applied generally. The mild current
reduces the risk of side effects, which has opened up possibilities about using it, even in
individuals without a disorder, as a general cognitive enhancer. Scientists also are
investigating its use to treat mood disorders and other conditions.
Dr. Roi Cohen Kadosh, in the experimental psychology department at Oxford University,
has pioneered studies on using mild electric current to make adults and children better at
math and to treat a range of ailments.
Dr. Cohen Kadosh's pioneering work on learning enhancement and brain stimulation is
one example of the long journey faced by scientists studying brain-stimulation and
cognitive-stimulation techniques. Like other researchers in the community, he has dealt
with public concerns about safety and side effects, plus skepticism from other scientists
about whether these findings would hold in the wider population.
There are also ethical questions about the technique. If it truly works to enhance cognitive
performance, should it be accessible to anyone who can afford to buy the device—which
already is available for sale in the U.S.? Should parents be able to perform such
stimulation on their kids without monitoring?
"It's early days but that hasn't stopped some companies from selling the device and
marketing it as a learning tool," Dr. Cohen Kadosh says. "Be very careful."
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• Which movies get artificial intelligence right?
By David Shultz, Jul. 17, 2015, http://www.sciencemag.org/news/2015/07/which-
movies-get-artificial-intelligence-right

In the opening scene of the 1982 film Blade Runner, an interrogator asks an android named Leon questions “designed to provoke an
emotional response.” According to the movie, empathy is one of the few features that distinguish humans from artificial intelligence
(AI). When the test shifts to questions about his mother, Leon stands up, draws a gun, and shoots his interviewer to death. 
It’s not a happy ending for the human, but when Hollywood portrays AI, it rarely is. Writers and directors have been pitting man
against machine on the silver screen for decades, but just how scientifically plausible are these plots? We consulted a group of AI
experts and asked them to weigh in on different films in the genre. We’ve ranked them least to most plausible. 

3- Blade Runner (1982)
Summary: In the future, humanity’s genetic engineering technology allows for the creation organic life in a form completely
indistinguishable from humans, but these “replicants” only live for 4 years and aren’t allowed on Earth.
What it gets right: By opting for organic AI over mechanical, Blade Runner asks if consciousness can be grown in a lab. “How do I
know that you have feelings?” Hutter asks. “I have no way of really knowing that. I just assume that because you are built up similarly
to me and I know that I have emotions.” By being “built up similarly,” the replicants muddy the waters of defining consciousness even
further, he says. 
What it gets wrong: The experts were somewhat divided on Ridley Scott’s critically acclaimed foray into film noire. Hutter rated it as
his “least favorite” with respect to realism whereas some of his colleagues placed it more in the middle of the pack. The replicants’
sentienceseems to be derived, at least in part, from their implanted memories. Now, no genetic engineering technique can implant
complex memories into humans. 
Realism score: 4/10
 
2. Her (2013)
Summary: A recently divorced writer (Theodore Twombly) installs a new sentient operating system (Samantha) on his computer and
the two begin dating. 
What it gets right: Samantha doesn’t have a body, but she does have a voice. Her shows the risks of becoming emotionally
attached to machines, and does so without the need to package AI into a humanoid frame. And furthermore, AI may have different
interests than its human creators. In the film, Theodore Twombly may grow as a result of his relationship with Samantha, but the two
were clearly never an ideal pair. Samantha was free to roam the Internet and the world, carrying out hundreds of conversations at
once. Twombly is confined to the limitations of his body and brain.
What it gets wrong: There’s no explanation for how Samantha works or what it means to evolve beyond the need for matter. Also,
considering how advanced AI has become, the rest of civilization appears strangely unchanged. 
Realism score: 8/10

1. 2001: A Space Odyssey 
Summary: While investigating a strange signal emanating from a large black monolith on the moon, the crew of Discovery One
discover that their onboard AI (HAL 9000) is malfunctioning. 
What it gets right: The experts seem to agree that 2001’s treatment of AI is the most accurate of any of the movies on the list. HAL
seems certainly seems sentient, but when asked whether the computer has feelings or emotions, one of the astronauts (Dave)
responds that there’s really no way to know. 
HAL also sticks to his programming. Like Colossus, HAL never strays from his original goals. All of his seemingly nefarious actions
are carried out simply because he believes it is the best way to complete the mission. It’s not a survival instinct or emotion that
makes HAL into a villain, just simple programming. 2001 makes it clear that consciousness is not a requirement for AI opposition. 
What it gets wrong: Not too much. You don’t get to the top of this list by messing up too royally. We took a point off because there’s
no explanation of how HAL works, but again, since we don’t know how to build an advanced AI, no explanation might be better than
some vague science jargon. 
Realism score: 9/10 
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Document peronnel: Limitless, by Neil Burger  2011.
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• Extract from Brave New World by A. Huxley, 1932.
A SQUAT grey building of only thirty-four stories. Over the main entrance the words, CENTRAL LONDON
HATCHERY AND CONDITIONING CENTRE, and, in a shield, the World State's motto, COMMUNITY,
IDENTITY, STABILITY.
(...)
"And this," said the Director opening the door, "is the Fertilizing Room."
Bent over their instruments, three hundred Fertilizers were plunged, as the Director of Hatcheries and
Conditioning entered the room, in the scarcely breathing silence, the absent-minded, soliloquizing hum or
whistle, of absorbed concentration. A troop of newly arrived students, very young, pink and callow,
followed nervously, rather abjectly, at the Director's heels. Each of them carried a notebook, in which,
whenever the great man spoke, he desperately scribbled. Straight from the horse's mouth. It was a rare
privilege. The D. H. C. for Central London always made a point of personally conducting his new students
round the various departments. "Just to give you a general idea," he would explain to them. For of course
some sort of general idea they must have, if they were to do their work intelligently-though as little of one,
if they were to be good and happy members of society, as possible. (…) Straight from the horse's mouth
into the notebook. The boys scribbled like mad.
(...)
"I shall begin at the beginning," said the D.H.C. and the more zealous students recorded his intention in
their notebooks: Begin at the beginning. "These," he waved his hand, "are the incubators." And opening an
insulated door he showed them racks upon racks of numbered test tubes. "The week's supply of ova
kept," he explained, "at blood heat; whereas the male gametes," and here he opened another door, "they
have to be kept at thirty-five instead of thirty-seven. Full blood heat sterilizes." (...)
Still leaning against the incubators he gave them, while the pencils scurried illegibly across the pages, a
brief description of the modern fertilizing process; spoke first, of course, of its surgical introduction-"the
operation undergone voluntarily for the good of Society, not to mention the fact that it carries a bonus
amounting to six months' salary"; continued with some account of the technique for preserving the excised
ovary alive and actively developing; (...) how the eggs which it contained were inspected for abnormalities,
counted and transferred to a porous receptacle; (…) how the fertilized ova went back to the incubators;
where the Alphas and Betas remained until definitely bottled; while the Gammas, Deltas and Epsilons
were brought out again, after only thirty-six hours, to undergo Bokanovsky's Process.
"Bokanovsky's Process," repeated the Director, and the students underlined the words in their little
notebooks.
One egg, one embryo, one adult-normality. But a bokanovskified egg will bud, will proliferate, will divide.
From eight to ninety-six buds, and every bud will grow into a perfectly formed embryo, and every embryo
into a full-sized adult. Making ninety-six human beings grow where only one grew before. Progress.
(…) The pencils were busy.
He pointed. On a very slowly moving band a rack-full of test-tubes was entering a large metal box,
another, rack-full was emerging. (…)
By which time the original egg was in a fair way to becoming anything from eight to ninety-six embryos- a
prodigious improvement, you will agree, on nature. Identical twins-but not in piddling twos and threes as in
the old viviparous days, when an egg would sometimes accidentally divide; actually by dozens, by
scores at a time.
"Scores," the Director repeated and flung out his arms, as though he were distributing largesse. "Scores."
But one of the students was fool enough to ask where the advantage lay.
"My good boy!" The Director wheeled sharply round on him. "Can't you see? Can't you see?" He raised a
hand; his expression was solemn. "Bokanovsky's Process is one of the major instruments of social stability!"
Major instruments of social stability. Standard men and women; in uniform batches. The whole of a
small factory staffed with the products of a single bokanovskified egg.
"Ninety-six identical twins working ninety-six identical machines!" The voice was almost tremulous with
enthusiasm. "You really know where you are. For the first time in history." He quoted the planetary motto.
"Community, Identity, Stability." Grand words. "If we could bo- kanovskify indefinitely the whole problem
would be solved." Solved by standard Gammas, unvarying Deltas, uniform Epsilons. Millions of identical
twins. The principle of mass production at last applied to biology.
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• Extract from 1984 by G. Orwell, 1948

It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. Winston Smith, his
chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort to escape the vile wind, slipped quickly through the
glass doors of Victory Mansions, though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust
from entering along with him.
The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a coloured poster,
too large for indoor display, had been tacked to the wall. It depicted simply an enormous
face, more than a metre wide: the face of a man of about forty-five, with a heavy black
moustache and ruggedly handsome features. Winston made for the stairs. It was no use
trying the lift. Even at the best of times it was seldom working, and at present the electric
current was cut off during daylight hours. It was part of the economy drive in preparation
for Hate Week. The flat was seven flights up, and Winston, who was thirty-nine and had a
varicose ulcer above his right ankle, went slowly, resting several times on the way. On
each landing, opposite the lift-shaft, the poster with the enormous face gazed from the
wall. It was one of those pictures which are so contrived that the eyes follow you about
when you move. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption beneath it ran.
Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had something to do with
the production of pig-iron. The voice came from an oblong metal plaque like a dulled mirror
which formed part of the surface of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the
voice sank somewhat, though the words were still distinguishable. The instrument (the
telescreen, it was called) could be dimmed, but there was no way of shutting it off
completely. He moved over to the window: a smallish, frail figure, the meagreness of his
body merely emphasized by the blue overalls which were the uniform of the party. His hair
was very fair, his face naturally sanguine, his skin roughened by coarse soap and blunt
razor blades and the cold of the winter that had just ended.
Outside, even through the shut window-pane, the world looked cold. Down in the street
little eddies of wind were whirling dust and torn paper into spirals, and though the sun was
shining and the sky a harsh blue, there seemed to be no colour in anything, except the
posters that were plastered everywhere. The black-moustachio’d face gazed down from
every commanding corner. There was one on the house-front immediately opposite. BIG
BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption said, while the dark eyes looked deep into
Winston’s own. Down at street level another poster, torn at one corner, flapped fitfully in
the wind, alternately covering and uncovering the single word INGSOC. In the far distance
a helicopter skimmed down between the roofs, hovered for an instant like a bluebottle, and
darted away again with a curving flight. It was the police patrol, snooping into people’s
windows. The patrols did not matter, however. Only the Thought Police mattered.
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• Quotes and stills from Minority Report by S. Spielberg, 2002.
Officer John Anderton: “ There hasn't been a murder in six years. The system, it is 
perfect.”  
Officer John Anderton: “ Mr. Marks, by mandate of the District of Columbia Precrime 
Division, I'm placing you under arrest for the future murder of Sarah Marks and Donald 
Dubin that was to take place today, April 22 at 0800 hours and four minutes.” 
Danny Witwer: “Science has stolen most of our miracles.” 
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• Extract from The Picture of Dorian Gray, by Oscar Wilde, 1891.

A corrupt young man somehow keeps his youthful beauty eternally, but a special 
painting gradually reveals his inner ugliness to all. 
It was a lovely night, so warm that he threw his coat over his arm, and did not even
put his silk scarf round his throat. As he strolled home, smoking his cigarette, two
young men in evening dress passed him. He heard one of them whisper to the
other, ‘That is Dorian Gray.’ He remembered how pleased he used to be when he
was pointed out, or stared at, or talked about. He was tired of hearing his own name
now. (…) 
When he reached home, he found his servant waiting up for him. He sent him to
bed, and threw himself down on the sofa in the library, and began to think over
some of the things that Lord Henry had said to him.
Was it really true that one could never change? He felt a wild longing for the
unstained purity of his boyhood—his rose-white boyhood, as Lord Henry had once
called it. He knew that he had tarnished himself, filled his mind with corruption and
given horror to his fancy; that he had been an evil influence to others and had
experienced a terrible joy in being so; and that, of the lives that had crossed his own
it had been the fairest and the most full of promise that he had brought to shame.
But was it all irretrievable? Was there no hope for him?
Ah! in what a monstrous moment of pride and passion he had prayed that the
portrait should bear the burden of his days, and he keep the unsullied splendour of
eternal youth! All his failure had been due to that. (…) 
The curiously carved mirror that Lord Henry had given to him, so many years ago
now, was standing on the table, and the white-limbed Cupids laughed round it as of
old. (…) Then he loathed his own beauty, and, flinging the mirror to the floor
crushed it into silver splinters beneath his heel. It was his beauty that had ruined
him, his beauty and the youth that he had prayed for. But for these two things, his
life might have been free from stain. His beauty had been to him but a mask, his
youth but a mockery. What was youth at best? A green, an unripe time, a time of
shallow moods, and sickly thoughts. (…) Youth had spoiled him.
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• Extract from the Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, by R. L. Stevenson, 1886.
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`Did you ever remark that door?' he asked; and when his companion had replied in the
affirmative, `It is connected in my mind,' added he, `with a very odd story.'
`Indeed' said Mr Utterson, with a slight change of voice, `and what was that?'
`Well, it was' this way,' returned Mr Enfield: `I was coming home from some place at the end
of the world, about three o'clock of a black winter morning, and my way lay through a part of
town where there was literally nothing to be seen but lamps. Street after street, and all the
folks asleep - street after street, all lighted up as if for a procession, and all as empty as a
church - till at last I got into that state of mind when a man listens and listens and begins to
long for the sight of a policeman. All at once, I saw two figures: one a little man who was
stumping along eastward at a good walk, and the other a girl of maybe eight or ten who was
running as hard as she was able down a cross-street. Well, sir, the two ran into one another
naturally enough at the corner; and then came the horrible part of the thing; for the man
trampled calmly over the child's body and left her screaming on the ground. It sounds nothing
to hear, but it was hellish to see. It wasn't like a man; it was like some damned Juggernaut. I
gave a view halloa, took to my heels, collared my gentleman, and brought him back to where
there was already quite a group about the screaming child. He was perfectly cool and made
no resistance, but gave me one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like running.
(…)  We told the man we could and would make such a scandal out of this, as should make
his name stink from one end of London to the other. If he had any friends or any credit, we
undertook that' he should lose them. And all the time, as we were pitching it in red hot, we
were keeping the women off him as best we could, for they were as wild as harpies. I never
saw a circle of such hateful faces; and there was the man in the middle, with a kind of black
sneering coolness - frightened too, I could see that - but carrying it off, sir, really like Satan.
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• Ledger's 'Dark' Joker : twisted, tortured, terrifying - and terrific. July 16, 2008, 
by Joe Neumaier                                

"The Dark Knight," opening Friday, is twisted,
tortured, terrifying - and terrific.
Heath Ledger's final completed film, this new Batman
action-drama - "action-adventure" is too slight a
description - marks the moment superhero movies
turned serious. 
The ax-grinding, soul-churning, thought-provoking
sequel to 2005's "Batman Begins" dives down and
dirty into the unholy mess a society sinks to when
fear is its driving force. 
Without sacrificing thrills, it finds sober excitement
inside the ticking time bombs people can become.
It's the "Unforgiven" of superhero movies. 
In Gotham City, crime is the force that never ends,
and the arrival of the maniacal Joker (Ledger) is a
manifestation of its most anarchic impulses. 
With his butchered face resembling a wrinkled finger
wrapped in a Band-Aid for too long, his love of chaos
drives the Joker to take giddy pleasure from dragging
everyone down to his murderous level. 
Using real Chicago locations; a grinding, spare
score; and a minimum of computer effects ground the movie in reality - there are no
Gothic-looking sets left over from Tim Burton's 1989 film. 
And no Jack Nicholson as the Joker. Bury him; he's dead. Ledger's take on this iconic
creature is mesmerizing. With his stooped gait, darting tongue and a flat Midwestern
sneerrrrr in his voice, he creeps in doing a danse macabre and gives the movie the jitters. 
No joke: For Ledger, it's the role of a lifetime in the movie of the summer. 
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