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The Harper Anthology 

Foreword 
Dear readers, 

Do you like the cover of this year's Harper Anthology? 
(I'll tell you what, I love it, and I think Matt Nelson, 
Harper :S· graphic designer, deserves a promotion on the 
strength of it.) The cover captures the spirit of the book, 
entirely. An anthology like this one is a gathering of 
humanity, where minds are shared, where if we read, we 
have the great opportunity to wear someone else's glass
es, and I had p lanned to devote the entire 
foreword to this idea. Something happened, though. I 
took a look at some of the world through the lenses of my 
esteemed (and now retired) colleague, Julie Fleenor. 

Friday night, July 1 8th, 2003, I sat at my kitchen table, 
saying to myself, sometimes audibly, "left, right, left, right, 
left, right, left, right," as I reviewed the proofs of this 1 5tl't
edition of The Harper Anthology. This was just one of the 
many strange little behaviors involved with the lengthy 
production process for this annual publication. It made for 
quite an exciting Friday night! 

Two hours after going "left, right" in my kitchen, I was 
in my basement, at the computer, having just read the copy 
of Julie Fleenor's Afterword to this edition (and you can 
read it, too, on pages 1 57- 1 58, and have an experience sim
ilar to mine). It was nice for me to connect with a writer 
like Julie and be reminded of some of the ways a writer 
gets some work done, because after so much reading and 
teaching, I sometimes feel I no longer know how to do 
what brought me to this point. 

In the Afterword, titled "The William Prufrock 
Furniture Company," Julie provides us with a few ideas for 
generating fiction, and these ideas are just as suitable for 
generating other types of writing, as well. Among other 
things, she suggests that writers must read other writers and 
engage in dialogue with them; that news reports, 
anecdotes, and overheard conversations can be the germs 
for good writing; that dreams (and other people's dreams) 
should be written down and can be the source of material 
for writing. 

So: last night, Thursday, July 1 7tl', I had a travel/t
adventure dream that made for a great Thursday night. I 

was in a mountainous area at the Pakistan/ Afghanistan 
border, in a rocky valley, with my eyes focused on an old 
railway tunnel entrance, high up in the arid mountains. I 
have never been to Afghanistan or Pakistan, but I have 
been through Tehachapi Pass in the Mojave Desert of 
California a few times. It is a similarly mountainous area 
with many railway tmmels, so perhaps that is where the 
imagery came from--or maybe from a video about the 
Khyber Pass. At any rate, "there I was," as 1 960s cartoon 
legend Commander McBragg might have said, on an 
expedition to reach that tunnel, up there in the mountains. 
I was not alone-! had a guide along with me, an older 
man, as well as my family, but we were going to approach 
this tunnel differently. We were going to do it the hard way, 
fol lowing a narrow path that ascended out of the valley 
along a narrow, rocky ridge, toward the summit (and the 
tunnel) a few miles away. 

As I began to learn in this dream, we were not the only 
people here making this expedition--or this pilgrimage, as 
it turned out to be. As we neared the summit, and the tun
nel came into view, we began ascending a wooden stair
way over a series of warm mineral springs and pools, 
steaming away, full of bathers. I paused to take pictures of 
this sight, using a disposable camera. The stairs were by 
now crowded with other pilgrims in swimming suits, who 
had used the climate-controlled twmel system within the 
mountain (not the narrow sun-beaten path we had taken), 
to reach the summit (and surprisingly, the fountain and 
plastic water slide at the top of it). When I got to the swu
m it, I hesitated, before sitting and sliding down into the 
pool below. After splashing around a bit, I followed some 
other people to an overlook, where a rocky, expansive 
mountain valley on the Afghan side of the mountain could 
be seen. A Pakistani man near me took pictures of land
marks that he observed in the valley, and he was overcome 
with emotion, because he had not seen them in so long. 

The trip down the mountain was not as arduous as the 
ascent. Along with hundreds of others, I used the series of 
slides, tubes, stairs, and passageways through the interior 
of the mountain to fmally reach the valley back in Pakistan 
(or was it Barstow, California?). In one case, though, I 
could not fit through one of the slide entrances, so an 
attendant let me through a back passageway to a huge 
rotating plate, which spun me slowly to a slide that I could 
manage. In another case, the slide-just a hole in the 
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ground, straight down-appeared to be closed off with 
some sort of soft tissue, but people were just jumping in 
and disappearing through it, like through a manhole, trust
ing that they would come out the other side. I followed, 
probably experiencing something like birth, but ended up 
at yet another set of wooden stairs, then more slides, stairs, 
steps, gates, and finally a parking lot in the valley. I never 
did get to see my car, or anyone else's, for that 

matter. At the end of the dream, I was still walking, though 
not alone. I had seen many family members and been 
surrounded by helpful people through the entire descent, 
though we would sometimes separate and then rejoin. 

OK, as I am about out of space, I need to do something 
with this. Julie, are you on your way down from the 
mountain? Am I out of the funhouse yet? Can you show 
me what to do? Should I go for the corny analogy? Yes? 
Do what you feel, she says. OK, here it is. 

I think I used to be a writer. Now, I am primarily an 
editor. Editors do things the hard way-they have to take 
the rocky path, under the withering sun. They put in the 
missing commas, italicize or underline the names of books, 
correct typographical errors, remove superfluous language, 
smooth out awkward passages, fmd missing bibliographic 

information, and work with authors, intermediaries, 
designers, and typesetters, over the phone, via e-mail, and 
in person, to bring others' creations into print. Editors also 
read, reread, and rereread. And rerereread. And read some 
more. Their once perfect vision is shot, like mine was, in 
their mid-twenties. On the way up the mountain, the sum
mit looks awfully small in the distance, but the deadline 
looms large, always somewhere near the inside of the right 
eyeball, under the editor's adventuring cap. And, judging 
from this editor's dream-full of tunnels, slides, stairs, 
etc--editing, like everything else, most assuredly has some 
sort of unhealthy relationship with sex-but don't get me 
started. To edit is to edit is to edit is to edit. Left, right, left, 
right, left, right. Up the mountain. Down the mountain. 

There's a rock I didn't see last time. It's been moved 
exactly one centimeter. 

Though it sounds like awful, solitary work, I am 
honored to do it, because when I work on a project like this, 
an anthology, I am immersed in all humanity, if just for a 
little while. I am one of a crowd on a rocky path-1 am 
with 46 student writers and 27 contributing faculty-! am 
wearing many more pairs of glasses than are on the cover 
of this book. I am with a gathering of esteemed authors, 
from Albert Camus to She! Silverstein. I am with David 
Sommers, Ralph Ellison, and Booker T. Washington; 

Donnelle Fuller, Jessica Walsh, William Shakespeare, 
Ophelia, Desdemona, Kate, and Beatrice. I am with 
Anthonii Sanders for 38 years of life experience, all over 
the world, sitting and drinking with him in the Penny Road 
Pub. I am with Paul Rollins, Robert Lowell, Andrew 
Wilson, Tom DePalma, Colonel Shaw, and a legion of 
African-American soldiers who gave their lives in the U.S .  
Civil War. I am with Bevin Murdock and Frida Kahlo as 
they courageously decide to live, and I am with Lisa Duwe 
and her relatives as she, and they, courageously learn 
how it is to die. This is truly" an anthology. This is truly 
humanity. As the editor, I am privileged to have been at the 
center of it. 

With me up the rocky path and down the many stairs 
have been the faculty judges for this year's anthology: Paul 
Bellwoar, Charles Brown, Barbara Butler, Judy Kaplow, 
Kurt Neumann, Catherine Restovich, and Andrew Wilson; 
expedient and patient typesetter Deanna Torres; under
standing and creative graphic designer Matt Nelson; steady 
and efficient print shop manager Peter Gart, and the many 
print shop staff members whose hands and time are part of 
this book; supportive and open-minded Dean of Liberal 

Arts, De1mis Weeks; tenacious and gracious English 
department chairs Seema Kurup and Kurt Neumann; earth 
mother and publications professional Bernadine Clune, 
who hired me into my first editing job and helped me at the 
last minute to find Melissa Mares, an excellent proofread
er and editor, to help with this publication. 

Bernadine Clune, in fact, showed me how to go 
"left, right," when reviewing a set of page proofs. It is an 
activity that only a publ ications person would know about, 
and it involves reviewing the set of pages to see how many 
articles start on right-hand pages (desirable, because the 
book opens to them and they are very visible), and how 
many start on left-hand pages (not as desirable, because 
titles on left-hand pages are less likely to jump out at the 
readers). If too many articles start on left-hand pages, the 
condensation of a four-page article into three will fix the 
problem throughout most of the book. It worked for this 
book; 28 of the 44 articles start on right-hand pages. 

Finally, on this path, there has been Julie Fleenor, who 
has taught many how to go "left, right," up a mountain
and who reminded me very recently that if I can edit and 
dream, I can also write. Thanks, Julie, for letting me wear 
those glasses. And thanks, all. 

Kris Piepenburg 
Chair, Harper Anthology Committee 
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The Insanity 

Defense 
Michelle Anselmo; 

Debbie Baiocco; Katie Unzicker 
Course: Engl ish 1 0 1  (Composition) 

Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
In a collaborative group, research a topic well 

enough to educate an uniformed audience about it, 
and also to eventually write argumentatively 
about some aspect of the topic. Collaborate 

on the research as well as the writing. 

Is the defendant innocent or guilty? Is he or she sane or 
insane? Was the defendant mentally capable of knowing 
right from wrong? These are the tough questions 1 2  ran
domly selected jurors need to decide. Although it seems 
like everyone these days is using an insanity defense, only 
1% of felony cases plead not guilty by reason of insanity. 
The insanity defense was used in the disturbing cases of 
John Wayne Gacy, Dr. Lee Robin, and Marilyn Lemak, 
and all three cases had different outcomes. It is almost 
comforting to think of these individuals as insane, because 
the alternative, being sane, makes it even harder to under
stand how they could possibly have committed their 
unthinkable crimes. All three cases happened much too 
close to home: right here in suburban Chicago. Whether 
these defendants knew right from wrong at the time of 
their crimes is difficult to know for sure. The jurors on 
these disturbing cases had a hard job. Whether or not these 
defendants had insanity, lunacy, madness, derangement, 
mania, delirium, or dementia, or whatever it may be 
called, something must have been very wrong with these 
individuals for them to have committed such horrible 
crimes against other human beings. 

Overview and History 
The insanity defense is defined as "the claim of a 

defendant in a criminal prosecution that he/she was insane 
when the crime was committed" (Dictionary.law.com). 
Sometimes this insanity defense is combined with the 
defendant being described as having been temporarily 
insane. Being temporarily insane is defined as "a defense 
by the accused that he/she was briefly insane at the time 
the crime was committed and therefore was incapable of 
knowing the nature of his/her alleged criminal act" 
(Dictionary.law.com). No matter how a defendant pleads 
at the onset of a trial, it will still come down to proving it 
to a jury of his or her peers. 

The insanity defense has its roots embedded in cen
turies of legal tradition. As early as the 1 3th Century, the 
English Lord Bracton established the principle of mental 
deficiency in human behavior. He said that some people 
simply do not know what they are doing and act in a man
ner "as to be not far removed from the brute" (qtd. in 
Melton 1 88). From that concept, "insanity" came to mean 
that a person lacks the awareness of what he or she is 
doing and therefore cannot form an intent to do wrong. 
Since there was no malice in the intent of his or her 
actions, then technically there could be no guilt. The stan
dard for insanity in the courts was determined to be such 

that a "man must be totally deprived of his understanding 
and memory so as not to know what he is doing, no more 
than an infant, brute or a wild beast" (Melton 1 90). This 
"wild beast" standard was the insanity requirement of 
England's courts for over a hundred years, and any defen
dant who attempted to use the defense had to prove he or 
she lacked the minimum understanding of a wild animal 
or infant. It wasn't until 1 843, when a man named Daniel 
M'Naghten committed a murder that would forever alter 
the history of jurispurdence in the Western world, that this 
changed. 

In 1 843, Daniel M'Naghten, a Scottish woodcutter, shot 
and killed Edward Drummond, secretary to England's 
Prime Minister Sir Robert Peel, in London. He acted under 
the belief that he was actually shooting the Prime Minister, 
because M'Naughten believed the Prime Minister was 
plotting against him. When M'Naghten reached trial, his 
attorneys pleaded that he should be acquitted because he 
was obviously insane and did not understand what he was 

https://Dictionary.law.com
https://Dictionary.law.com
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doing. M'Naghten later was acquitted of the crime. Later 
that same year, the House of Lords issued the following 
ruling: 

To establish a defense on the ground of insan
ity, it must clearly be proved that, at the time 
of the committing of the act, the party accused 
was laboring under such a defect of reason, 
from disease of the mind, as not to know the 
nature and quality of the act he was doing; or 
if he did know it, that he did not know what he 
was doing was wrong (qtd. in Melton 191). 

This edict became known as the M 'Naghten Rule, 
and over the century, this was the standard for the 
insanity defense. As for Daniel M 'Naghten, after his 
acquittal, he was sent to Bedlam and other institutions 
where he languished in the world of the insane for 
several decades, until he passed away in 1 863 . 

Case 1-John Wayne Gacy, Jr. 
John Wayne Gacy's murder trial began Feb. 6, 1 980 in 

the Cook County Criminal Courts Building in Chicago. 
The members of the jmy, who consisted of five women and 
seven men, listened as prosecutor Bob Egan talked about 
Gacy victim Robert Piest's life, his gruesome death, and 
how Gacy was responsible for his murdet: Egan told them 
about the investigation into Gacy, the bodies beneath his 
house, and how Gacy's actions were thought-out and lucid. 

If he had been found insane, Gacy would have become 
a ward of the state mental health system. Fmihermore, 
there is no time limit on the incarceration of such a person. 
In many cases, they are set free when they are deemed 
mentally stable enough to reenter society. This is what the 
defense believed was best for their client. An insanity plea 
is usually vety difficult to prove. Although prosecutors 
were stung by Gacy's insanity plea, it was something they 
had expected and for which they were well prepared. 

Following the friends and family of the victims came 
the testimony of those who worked for Gacy, who had sur
vived sexual, and usually violent, encounters with him. 
Some of his former employees told of his mood swings 
and how he would trick them into being handcuffed. 
Others told of how he constantly made passes at them 
while at work. The testimony continued for the next sev
eral weeks, including that of friends and neighbors of 
Gacy, police officers involved in the investigation and 
an·est of Gacy, and psychologists who found Gacy sane 

during the killings. Before the state rested, it had called 
some sixty witnesses to the bench. 

In  an effort to prove Gacy's insanity, the defense called 
to the stand the friends and family of the accused killer. 
Gacy's mother told of how her husband abused Gacy on 
several occasions, at one time whipping him with a leather 
strap. Gacy's sister told a similar story of how she repeat
edly witnessed her brother bing verbally abused by their 
father. Many people who testified for the defense told of 
how Gacy was a good and generous man, and how he 
helped those in need and always had a smile on his face. 
Lillie Grexa took the stand and told of how wonderful a 
neighbor he was. However, Mrs. Grexa did say something 
that would prove damaging to Gacy's case. She refused to 
say that he was crazy; instead, she said she believed Gacy 
to be a "very brilliant man." That statement would conflict 
with the defense's st01y that he was unable to control his 
actions and was insane. 

The defense had called Thomas Eliseo, a psychologist 
who interviewed Gacy before the trial. He found that 
Gacy was extt·emely intelligent, yet he believed that he 
was suffering ft·om borderline schizophrenia. The other 
medical experts testifYing on behalf of the defense gave 
similar testimony, stating that Gacy was schizophrenic, 
suffered from multiple personality disorder, or had antiso
cial behavior. They additionally stated that Gacy's mental 
disorder impaired his capacity to understand the magni
tude of his criminal acts. In conclusion, they all found him 
to have been insane dming the times he committed mur
der. After the testimony ofthe medical expetis, the defense 
rested its case (Bardsley par. 8). 

The defense insisted that Gacy was insane and out of 
control at the time of the killings, and they pointed to the 
testimony given by the experts during the trial. After the 
closing arguments, and the testimony of over a hundred 
witnesses over a period of five weeks, the jury was left to 
make their decision. It  took only two homs of deliberation 
before the jury cmne back with its verdict. The courtroom 
was filled with silence, and evetyone within stood at atten
tion when the jury mm·ched in with its verdict. The silence 
was broken when the court clerk read, "We, the jury, find 
the defendant, John Wayne Gacy, guilty . . . g. " 

Just after m idnight on May I 0, 1994, Gacy was exe
cuted by lethal injection. For his last words, Gacy snarled, 
"Kiss my ass" (qtd. in Lohr par. 32). 

2 
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Case 2-Dr. Lee Robin 
On August 1 3 ,  1 988, Dr. Lee Robin of Palatine took an 

ax and attacked his wife, Annette, as she lay in bed sleep
ing. Evidence showed that she had awakened and gotten 
out of bed, but he continued his attack until she was lying 
dead on the floot; in a pool of blood. Dr. Robin then took 
his 2 1 /2-month-old daughter, Denise, and drowned her in 
the bathtub. Afte1ward, Robin called the Palatine Police 
Department, reported that there was a problem, and sat on 
the staircase as he waited for them to arrive. 

At the time of the murders, Dr. Robin was being treat
ed for depression. In tact, only a week before the murders, 
he had attempted suicide. At one point, Robin said that he 
killed his wife and child because he was the devil and he 
was killing them out of mercy. Another time, he said that 
he didn't know why he had killed his wife, but his reason 
for killing his daughter was that he didn't want her to have 
to grow up without a mother (O'Connor 5). Although Dr. 
Robin admitted his guilt, three doctors (two psychiatrists 
and a psychologist) testified that Robin was suffering 
ll·om severe depression. Consequently, in October 1 988, 
the court found Robin mentally unfit to stand trial. 
However, in May of 1989, he was finally deemed fit to 
stand trial after the psychologist who had previously 
examined him found that his depression had improved 
enough that he would be able to assist his lawyers in  his 
own defense (O'Connor 5). 

In September of 1 989, Lee Robin was found guilty by 
reason of insanity for the murders of his wife and daugh
ter. This verdict was issued by Cook County Criminal 
Court Judge James Bailey after three experts in mental 
health testified that due to Robin's severe depression, he 
was legally insane at the time of the murders and did not 
understand that what he was doing was wrong. Although 
Robin was being held at the Elgin Mental Health Center, 
it wasi1't until a month later that he had a hearing to decide 
whether or not he should be committed involuntarily to 
the Illinois Department of Mental Health (IDMH) 
(O'Connor 5). Under the Illinois law at the time of the 
murders, defendants such as Robin remain in the custody 
of the IDMH until the IDMH doctors find that the defen
dant is well again and a judge agrees that the defendant is 
no longer mentally ill. After that, freedom is gradually 
reintroduced, beginning with short unsupervised outings 
(Kuczka, "Palatine Murders Relived . . .  " 1 ). 

Many people are against defendants using the insanity 
defense to literally "get away with murder." For that rea
son, in 1 98 1 ,  the lllinois General Assembly passed a law 
that allowed tor a verdict of guilty but mentally ill in crim
inal cases. What that means is that if someone is convict
ed of this charge, they are treated for their mental illness 
and they must serve their prison term (Kuczka, "Freeing 
Killers No Rarity . . .  " I). 

After Robin spent a mere four years at the state-run 
Elgin Mental Health Center, two of his doctors came 
before Cook County Judge James Bailey to seek permis
sion for Robin to take trips away from the facility in order 
to go to off-site doctor appointments. They were unsuc
cessfbl. Again, in December 1 997, after six years at Elgin 
Mental Health Center, Robin was once again denied 
unsupervised trips away from the facility. He was, how
ever, granted permission by Circuit Judge James P. 
Flannery Jr. to move to a less secure area of the center. 

In October of 1999, Judge James P. Flannery agreed 
with Robin's doctors that Robin's illness was successfully 
being controlled by his medications and agreed to allow 
Robin to leave the Mental Health Facility and move into 
government subsidized housing over the next 90 days. At 
this point, Governor George Ryan intervened and ordered 
the Illinois Depmiment of Human Services to hold Robin 
against the judge's order, until the case was reviewed by 
an appeals court (Higgins, "Governor Tells State 
Agency. . .  " 6). Ultimately, in spite of the Cook County 
state's attorneys appealing the decision to release Robin 
all the way up to the I l linois Supreme Court, Robin final
ly won his freedom. In May of200 1 ,  after only 1 2  years 
at Elgin Mental Health Center, Robin was released to a 
center in Chicago for chronically mentally ill people. 
During his stay there, Robin has to submit to blood tests, 
and his medication doses are monitored by the doctors to 
assure that he is keeping his condition under control 
(Higgins, "Doctor Who Killed Two Wins Release" I). 

The Lee Robin insanity defense verdict was a pivotal 
one in the state of Illinois. It captured the attention of even 
the governor of the state, leading to new legislation that 
would require the patient at the state mental hospital to 
prove that they are no longer a danger to themselves or 
anyone else. Previously the burden was on the prosecutors 
to prove that the patient was still dangerous (Higgins, 
"Doctor Who Killed Two Wins Release" I). 
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The Insanity Defense 

Case 3--Marilyn Lcmak 
On March 4, 1 999, Marilyn Lemak purposely fed her 

three children peanut butter containing some of her own 
sleeping medication. She then put her children to bed and 
one by one suffocated them with her own hands. 
Afterwards, she put on her wedding dress, slit her wrists, 
and stabbed a photograph of her husband and his new girl
friend. 

According to her attorneys, Lemak was severely 
depressed and delusional at the time that she murdered her 
children, and she thought that she and her children would 
be reunited in a happier place (Buchanan par. 9). As such, 
they decided to use the insanity defense. 

The prosecution depicted Lemak as a woman who 
murdered her children out of revenge--to hurt her hus
band, who was seeking a divorce and had already begun 
dating someone. They used the fact that Lemak was 
remorseful after what she did; therefore, she knew that 
what she had done was wrong (Buchanan par. 8). 

It has been getting increasingly more difficult for attor
neys to get a verdict of"not guilty by reason of insanity." 
According to Andrea Lyon, a DePaul University law pro
fessor and director of the school's Center of Justice in 
Capital Cases, "Juries arc hostile to it because they think 
the person is getting away with something. Prosecutors 
say, 'Being depressed is not an excuse for murder,' and 
that resonates with the jurors" (qtd. in Buchanan par. 5). 

In this case, Lyon was right. After three weeks of testi
mony, the jury convicted Lemak of first-degree murder. 
This conviction made her eligible for life in prison or the 
death penalty. In  the end, the prosecutors decided against 
pursuing the death penalty and on Monday, April 8, 2002, 
Ms. Lemak (now known as Marilyn Morrissey) was sen
tenced to life in prison with no chance for parole. After the 
verdict was delivered, the children's father, David Lemak, 
gave an emotional statement, saying, "My family and I 
believe the punishment most befitting Marilyn Morrissey 
is to spend the rest of her life in prison. There, she will 
have to live each day with the knowledge of the horror she 
is accountable for" (qtd. in Coen par. 1 1 ). 

Conclusion 
Insanity as defense has been recorded and used in 

courts since the year 1 226, although the legal definition of 
insanity continues to evolve with time. As cases are won 

and lost, the legal system continues to test the limits of this 
defense. 

In these cases, which used the insanity defense, only 
one defense team convinced the jury that the defendant fit 
the legal definition of insanity. Each defendant had his or 
her excuses as to why they committed these horrible 
crimes: Gacy was physically and mentally abused by his 
father; Dr. Robin was depressed and thought he was the 
devil; and Lemak, who was depressed, also claimed that 
she was delusional. Regardless of their reasons, these indi
viduals, insane or not, were held accountable for their 
crimes. Gacy was imprisoned and later executed, Dr. 
Robin spent 1 2  years in a mental health institution, and 
Lemak will be spending the rest of her life in jail. 
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mentative es�mys on this topic. Also, the paper is evidence that 
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Tire Harper Ant/lology 

In the Name of 

Social Change: 
A Literary Tour 

of 201h-Century China 
Courtney Bishop 

Course: Literature 208 (non-Western Literature) 
Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
Students were to complete short essays at home, 
in response to three of four essay questions, as 

part of the exam on Chinese literature. 

Part 1 
Use the biography of Lu Xun and the copy 

of the story "Diary of a Madman" to answer this ques
tion: Through its grotesque exaggeration, what point is 
Lu Xun s "Diary of a Madman" trying to make? Please 
summarize Lu Xun :S basic beliefs in the beginning of 
your response, to provide context for the reader. In the 
body of your response, be sure to quote from the story to 
stpport your answer. 

In  "Diary of a Madman," Lu Xun expresses his 
desire to change the mentality and living conditions of 
ancient Chinese ways, to have the Chinese people of 
the early 201h century become modernized, and have theg
people accept that change is inevitable and necessary. 
He uses the phrase "eat people" to represent the 
Chinese way of pushing undesirable things behind and 
"forgetting" about them, or even to say they "take in" 
or consume the undesirable aspects in their society, 
pushing these things to the backs of their minds and 
conveniently placing them aside to die so they do not 
have to deal with them. 

Thousands of years of oppression and suppression 
had left little room for hope of change; the Chinese way 
of denying negative aspects of life had been in  effect 
for so long that the people grew an abnormal fear of 
"different" opinions, not wanting these opinions to grab 
hold of society and cause drastic change to a way of life 
that they had been accustomed to for generations. 
Every generation grew more and more afraid of any
thing that could induce change, whether or not that 
change would be for better or worse, because they were 
too afraid  to try. Lu Xun's character explores h istory to 
reveal that this mindset has been going on for four 
thousand years, and China has not changed in so long 
that it needs to, or it will never reach the levels of 
power and prosperity of the other countries in the 
world. Modernization is the key aspect of Lu Xun 's 
ideals, and his anti-isolationist ideas were developing 
during the time he spent as a student in Japan, where he 
could view China's ways of life from a foreign per
spective instead of the four-thousand-year m indset he 
was strung along with when he l ived inside of China. 
His time abroad led Lu Xun to see how far back China 
was set, and how far forward China could spring if only 
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the Chinese saw out of their box and viewed the world 
as he did. His main character, the writer of the diary, is 
the bearer of Lu Xun 's ideas and the voice with which 
he speaks his mind to the readers. He hopes to spark a 
strain of thought within his fellow Chinese people, to 
make them less feartitl of change, and bring them out 
of the ancient ways to try a new type of government 
that could be more beneficial than the old. 

"Dia1y of a Madman" begins with an opening that 
simply introduces the characters, so when the diary is 
opened, the real story is set in place. The "madman" is 
a young man who sees that his society needs change. 
However, everywhere he looks, he is labeled as an 
atrocity to the public eye, and he realizes that the 
people are trying to do as they have always done for 
thousands of years- "eat" him (3 1 ). The expression of 
"eating people" in this story represents the way the 
Chinese have pushed away or "done away with" any
thing in l ife that they were fearful of, and in this story, 
anyone that thought differently or could "induce 
change" was feared over all .  The writer of the diary is 
surrounded by people who try to push him out of sight, 
who try to keep his voice down and assimilate him back 
into their society quietly, because they fear what he can 
do. When the "madman's" brother brings i n  a doctor to 
examine him, the doctor tries to tell him that he' l l  be 
better in a few days of peace and quiet, and tells him 
not tog" . . .  let [his] thoughts run away with [him]" (33). 
The doctor simply hopes that the "radical" behavior the 
madman is expressing, the thoughts that Chinese cul
ture was repressing and that it was necessmyto change 
society, were simply just the madman's thoughts run
ning rampant, almost as though he were thinking too 
much and should forget the matter entirely, so every
thing will "return to normal." Of course, the madman 
knows that h is  thoughts are not "insane" or "radical," 
but necessary to advance society past its ancient 
mindset and into the modern world, and he would not 
suppress his thoughts because he did not fear those who 
tried to suppress him. He knows that they are trying to 
make him fearful of them by showing their disdain for 
him to his face, pushing him aside and telling him he 
isn't sane, and even the children are taught to hate him, 
even though he had done nothing wrong to the children 

at all and did not deserve their hatred. He knew that the 
children's minds had only been tainted with the ancient 
ideals, just as generations after generations of Chinese 
had been taught for thousands of years; and so although 
the children did not have any reason to hate him, they 
did only because their parents told them to hate him, 
that they had toghate him, and that's exactly what he 
desires to change. 

He knows that the society members who are trying 
to repress him are more afraid of what he'll do than his 
fear of them and their attempts to ti-ighten him into sub
mission. He says he isn'tg" . . .  a bit afraid. Even though 
I do not eat human flesh, !gstill have a lot more courage 
than those who do" (33). Wheh he brings this entire 
idea of "eating people" up to another young man, the 
man at first makes do, thinking that the "madman" is 
simply joking; but then the madman continues, and as 
the young man takes the madman more and more seri
ously, the young man denies that anyone is being eaten 
at all . The madman insists that it is happening, spouting 
out evidence that "They're eating people in Wolf Pack 
Village this very minute. And it's written in all the 
books, too, written in bright red blood!" (37). The 
young man catches on to what the madman is really 
implying, cowering back in fear and resorting to the 
same excuse that China had been using all those cen
turies ago, saying, "Maybe they are, but it's always 
been that way . . .  " (37). And, straight to the point, 
derived directly from the mouth of Lu Xun, the mad
man replies, "Just because it's always been that way, 
does that make it right?!" (37). The meaning behind the 
entire story is held in that line, and the young man 
cannot win the argument against the truth, weakly 
insisting that the madman was simply wrong and that is 
that. The madman returns to the thought that the young 
man must have been taught to think that way by his 
parents, and must have already passed this way of l ife 
on to his own children. 

Section nine of "Diary of a Madman" indicates a 
broadening in the madman's perspective, when he 
comes to the realization that the Chinese are not only 
ati·aid of those who want to induce change in society, 
but they are afraid of each other as well, so afraid that 
no one speaks up about anything and everyone is always 
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" . . .  watching each other with suspicious looks in their 
eyes" (3 7). He finally writes down that the only thing 
these paranoid people really need is to give up that fear 
and accept change, because it is inevitable, and its 
creeping up on them makes them only more and more 
fearful of what it will do. But of course, he realizes as 
well that the Chinese peopleg" . . .  all join together to hold 
each other back, and talk each other out of it! ... They'd 
rather die than take that one little step" (37). The 
Chinese of the early 20"' century suffer through terror 
and oppression because of class differences, the rich 
toying with the poor and making them suffer, but the 
oppressed do not try to change these ways, simply 
because "it has always been this way," and they are 
more afi·aid of change than of the ones who are hurting 
them from higher on the social strata. When the mad
man finally brings this topic up to his brother, whom he 
also labels as a cannibal, the entirety of Lu Xun's ideas 
are stated together. The madman says that, when socie
ty decided to "eat" him, his brother did not just refuse to 
prevent it, but joined them as well, implying that his 
brother was not strong willed enough to even save his 
next of kin from the oppressing society, and should be 
ashamed. The madman says that all the people need to 
do is "turn back- change- and then everything would 
be tine. Even though people may say, 'It's always been 
like this', we can still do our best to improve. And we 
can start today!" (39). The madman notes also that some 
people are very aware that society needs change, but, 
Iike his brother, they are too afraid to stand up for it and 
continue with the ancient ways of "eating people" and 
suppressing evolution. People come to listen to the rant
ings of the "madman," and in anger, his elder brother 
sends them away, saying they need not listen to these 
ravings. The madman sticks to his ideals, though, 
yelling out loud to the people that they can change, and 
the world will make them change even if they do not see 
it now; he refuses to suppress these thoughts, and he 
does not let anyone else eradicate them from his mind, 
because he knows what he believes in and will not be 
swayed to fear them as much as they fear him. 

In  the very end, the madman restates that the change 
needs to start as soon as possible, no more waiting, and 
hopes that "Maybe there are some children around who 
still haven't eaten human flesh" ( 41). He wants to pass 

on his own ideals of revolution to the children, instead of 
the ancient oppressive ways. He knows that the only way 
to bring about this change is to embed this thought into 
the minds of those who have not yet been tainted with 
the ancient ideals, and they are the ones who must take 
up the challenge of altering the views of an entire nation. 

Part 2 
Instruc Write an analysis of Mao Zedong:� 

poem "Dialogue of the Birds. " What point was Mao 
flying to make in the poem? What might its place be in 
Chinese history? Please .fiJcus on quoting from and 
explaining the details of the poem in orderly fashion. 
Here, it would help to divide the poem into sections, 
and explain one section at a time. 

Mao Zedong's poem "Dialogue of the Birds" can be 
interpreted in a few different lights, but what seems 
adequate to say is that the two birds, a crow and a spar
row, respectively, represent Mao h imself, as the crow 
who sees the "truth of the world," in a dialogue with a 
questioning member of the Communist party. 

At the beginning of the poem, the crow keeps his 
eyes on the world; he surveys everything and comes to 
the conclusion that no one is safe and eve1yone is in 
danger inside these "walled cities where humans 
dwell" (5). The "walled cities" represent the inside of 
China, which has terrible living standards and internal 
warfare, poor becoming poorer, and people dying and 
being taken away as "enemies of the party." The "hori
zons lit by gun flash I shell craters all around" seem to 
be the results of The Great Leap Forward, which had 
ended officially tive years before Mao wrote this poem. 
The "horizons" are the Chinese lands and people, hit by 
the "gun-t1ash" of the terrible attempt at developing the 
country too quickly; the "shell craters" are the results of 
this "Great Leap," the immense amount of death and 
the crops that rotted in the storage rooms, the people 
who still lived with the traumatic after-effects. Al l  of 
these horrible events "startle" the sparrow, or "awaken 
the minds of the Chinese people" who do not want to 
live in these conditions any more, and begin to dream 
ofmoving to a better count1y (8). 

The sparrow says there is a "fairyland" somewhere 
out there, which could represent America or Europe 
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( 1 3 ). This fairyland seems wonderful,  with more than 
enough food for everyone, better living conditions, and 
great money-making ventures ( 1 5  - 1 7). The crow spits 
in the face of this dream-world, saying that it is not true 
in the least, and nowhere is anyone l iving in such a par
adise ( 1 8  - 1 9) .  

Of course, this poem is pro-Communist propa
ganda in a time where Mao's people are disheartened at 
the terrible quality of leadership and l ifestyle, com
pletely inverse of what was promised when the regime 
came into power in 1 949. Mao wants to make them 
think that there is no better place than China, and that 
everyone around the world is suffering. Perhaps the 
images of the "walled c ities where humans dwell" in 

line five represent the rest of the world outside of 
China, and that Mao is saying they are terrible places to 
l ive, with worse l iving conditions than China; he 
depicts all of the "rumors" of better lands with oppor
tunities for all as merely rumors, and nothing more. 

Mao, as the crow who "rises ten thousand miles" and 
surveys all the lands of the world, makes himself all
powerful  and so, when he tells his people that the rest 
of the world is j ust as bad or worse off than China 
under his rule, they (or the sparrow, as it may be) 
simply believe what he says to be the truth. This poem 
is the world as he wants his people to see it, so they 
remain loyal to the Communist party, and particularly 
to himself over all, and it represents exactly how 
Mao wants his people to view him: as the big crow 
who watches over and "protects" the working-class 
sparrows, seeing all and knowing all and having them 
believe his word to be the only truth. 

Part 3 
Instructions: Write an essay about how one of these 
stories- "Festival,e" "I Am Not a Cat,e" "13 Happiness 
Street, " "Hut on the Mountain, " or the foreword to 
"Dialogues in Paradisee"- features at least three of the 
principles of "the familiarization of the uncannye" in 
modern Chinese literature, as outlined in the handout 
of notes from David Der-Wei Wang s essay "Chinese 
Fiction for the 90 s. " To provide context for the reader, 
write a short summary of the story before you begin to 
discuss how the story exemplifies this trend. 

A Cheng's short story "Festival" depicts the horrific 
reality of life during the Chinese Cultural Revolution 
through the lives of rural youths who had to endure it; 
in the story, three young children grow up in a society 
where the adults violently struggle to show who is "bet
ter" than the other, and who is more "loyal" to the 
country. The children grow up accustomed to warfare 
and hatred, completely naive to the violence as some
thing they should detest. Guns and bloodshed are just 
aspects of their daily lives, seen as nothing more than 
something the adults do, without question as to why 
they do it. The period of time depicted in this short 
story reflects the Cultural Revolution in China, when 
factions around the country battled each other to prove 
which group was more "loyal to the country," or who 
did the job better. Neighbors and relatives were pitted 
against one another, although both groups were trying 
to achieve the same goal. In the end, these groups feud
ed more than accomplished any of their initial goals of 
"helping the country," simply ki ll ing each other in an 
internal game of war. A Cheng "familiarizes the uncan
ny," or brings the less pleasant aspects of l ife forward, 
in a bold but also very subtle way, making these aspects 
of l ife as common and petty as taking a walk, although 
they are obviously much more serious than the author 
makes them seem on the outside. A Cheng brings forth 
the horror of l ife in  China during the Cultural 
Revolution, showing it from the perspective of the chil
dren who were surrounded by internal warfare and 
"al lowed to watch executions" as though they were 
nothing out of the ordinary, ending in the accidental 
deaths of the children who are caught in the crossfire of 
feuding factions, whose members were the children's 
own fathers. 

The three children in this short story have fathers 
who are part of the two separate factions. The two boys 
(Xiao Long and Xiao Rong) have fathers in one group, 
while the father of the girl, Xiao Qin, is a member of 
the opposition. Though the chi ldren are told not to play 
with each other, the children place the strange adult 
world aside to have fun, as children do. One night, Xiao 
Long's father announces at dinner that during the 
evening his faction will battle against the other faction 
for rights to the irrigation ditch; he is excited that there 
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will finally be some entertainment and that he can final
ly use the gun he purchases at the beginning of the 
story. Xiao Long, more excited about the Children's 
Day celebration being held the next day, does not pay 
heed to what his father says and sneaks out of the house 
at night to play with his friends in the irrigation ditch
es. The three children play with a flashlight, innocently 
flickering the light on and off. The light from the flash
light is seen by the hidden faction members on either 
side of the ditches, who do not see the children but just 
the flashing l ight. They take the flashes as signals from 
the "opposing" side to shoot. The children then watch a 
show of bullets that they think are pretty flashing lights, 
reminding them of their most fun-filled times, l ike 
when visiting the blacksmith or the New Year's fire
crackers. They j ump up and flick on the flashlight to 
bring back the bullets they do not know are deadly, and 
in the midst of their na"ive excitement, the fathers, 
members of the two factions, unknowingly kill their 
own children in needless, cold blood. 

This story brings to light many of the disturbing, 
tragically ironic aspects of Chinese culture during the 
Cultural Revolution. "Festival" is a story written to 
make a strong point against internal violence, the na"ive 
persecutions of man against fel low man. A Cheng 
desired to bring a change to the people of China, show
ing them with his tragic message that this way of life 
was wrong, and that the children were the ones who 
were being hurt the most; the very future that the 
Chinese government strove to protect was being massa
cred at the hands of the ones who bore them. Not only 
were thousands of adults being needlessly killed, but the 
chi ldren grew up not knowing right from wrong, being 
fed prejudice and hatred from the day they were born. A 
Cheng shows the terrible aspects of this way of life from 
the minds of the unknowing children who had to endure 
it. It is difficult for a reader who comes from a different 
background and era to emotionally understand why the 
children do not become afraid when they hear gunshots, 
think that guns are only meant for killing other people, 
watch executions without regret, and are even pushed to 
celebrate the beatings of opposing faction members, 
because people of other backgrounds were not raised 
with such events as merely casual aspects of daily life. 

Xiao Long's mother is a vague voice of reason that 
echoes the reader's subconscious during the story, trying 
to protect her family from kill ing others and being killed 
themselves. Although she is far from effective, she still 
requests that people be more sensible with this destruc
tive power they hold. She first asks Xiao Long's father to 
aim his gunt" . . .  at the sky, so he wouldn't hurt anyone. 
But he told her that's what guns are for - hitting people" 
( 1 3 0). Later on the same page, she watches her husband 
and Xiao Rang's father argue, asking them that they 
" . . .  Don't argue when [they've] got guns in [their] 
hands" ( 1 30). And when the two men walk away, her son 
Xiao Long tries to follow them in curiosity, but his moth
ert" . . .  ran over and grabbed her son, muttering angrily, 
' Haven't you seen enough killing already?"' ( 1 3 1 ). She 
is the one who is vaguely defending A Cheng's point of 
view, like his voice is breaking through the story to try 
and change the minds of the men who live these mur
derous lives, who only walk away and chuckle, like the 
woman said nothing of importance at all .  This voice 
suggests a change needs to be made, and A Cheng hopes 
the readers catch this subtle sense of reason, if not the 
many other unsettling events in this story that occur 
between the innocent minds of the children and the 
equally na"ive minds of the rivaling factions. 

The lives and mentalities of children are comparable 
to the child-like mentalities of the single-minded faction 
members in "Festival." The events of the story represent 
the grotesque aspects of life in China during the Cultural 
Revolution, which became something "normal," or 
something just seen as casual life. The grotesque internal 
warfare and executions, beatings and terror alongside 
children playing in the streets, and festivals of old cus
toms alongside new festivals that celebrate destruction 
and murder became familiar, everyday aspects of life. 
The most grotesque aspect of all was that the chi ldren 
did not know the adults were doing wrong, that they 
were killing each other to achieve a worthless goal that 
would never be accomplished because they were too 
busy pushing each other down to get there. A Cheng 

describes guns and murder and beatings as though they 
are nothing to fear at all, like they are supposed to hap
pen every day without question as to why. And in the 
end, the adults who behave as naively as the children 
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playing war, but with bigger, more destructive toys, not 
only kill each other but their own children as well. They 
end their lives not just with guns and explosions, but by 
keeping the children restricted to a deadened life without 
hope for better; schools are shut down, families and 
once-friends are beating each other in the streets, and 
executions and violence and war occur meaninglessly, 
without a glimmer or a word that it could be ended, that 
life could be different and changed for the better. 

"Festival" shows that China's future is being killed 
physically and mentally, and A Cheng wants the people 
to read his stmy and see that internal warfare is only 
leading to horrific destruction; like Lu Xun before him, 
he wants China to see that the country needs a change, 
and the Chinese people should make their goal some
thing that they can all work together to achieve. A Cheng 
wants the people to place down their arms and celebrate 
their ancient festivals of life, like the Children's Day fes
tival that the three youths were looking forward to on the 
day they were killed. Through this short segment of 
Chinese l ife during the Cultural Revolution, presented 
through the nai've eyes of innocent children who desire 
fun and play, the familiarization of their hmrible and 
"uncanny" lives is made clear. "Festival" depicts the fac
tions as emotionless and oblivious when the children die, 
caring more for power and prestige than the lives of their 
own families, showing that the China of that era was in 
need of a change for the better. 
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Evaluation: l11is is excellent litermy analysis, and the 
three short essays combined provide a nice sketch of 
trends in China during the 20'" century. 
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Cinder Block 

Versus 

Supercomputer 
Bryan Clodfelter 

Course: English 1 0 1  (Composition) 
Instructor: Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
Write a persuasive essay. 

One of my pet peeves afflicts me when I walk through 
my dad's office, through friends' homes, through school 
labs, and through colleges. As I travel down the hallways 
and through offices, Windows computers are on the vast 
majority of desks. This can't be right! I grew up watch
ing my dad working on an original 1 28k Macintosh, and 
I learned at an early age how to open things up, type, and 
play games (I loved the original MS F light Simulator 
and KidPix-a kiddy drawing program).  Since I grew up 
using a Mac, some people might say that I 'm  biased. But 
I 'm  not. My dad always worked on PCs in his office, and 
I grew to know the ins and outs of Windows almost as 
well as the Mac OS. Minesweeper was a fun game that 
the Mac didn't have, and l liked the way the Start 
menu-in later versions of Windows-gave me access 
to all of the applications without having to go through 
folders. Basically, the only thing that I don't know how 
to do on Windows is to network two computers together. 
With that said, let's talk about the strengths and weak
nesses of each system, and see which one would be a 
better choice for most users. 

The answer that I get when I ask, "Why do you have 
a PC instead of a Mac?" is almost always the same. 
"There's no software for the Mac. All the applications I 
need to run are only for Windows." This is simply not 
true. While certain applications designed specifically for 
certain fields are mostly written for the PC and never 
make it to the Mac, almost all mainstream software that 
is on the PC is also on the Mac. At the moment, there are 
over 1 6,000 Mac applications available! Although a lot 
of them are ported (copied from one computer format to 
another) from the PC, the porting process ensures that 
Mac users get only the best applications because the 
companies who port them must look at the program and 
decide which programs are most likely to sell. Mac users 
have all of the important mainstream applications, and 
they don't have to wade through stacks of lookalikes and 
cheap copies. Who cares if the PC has 80,000 applica
tions? You don't need 50 different versions of Bob's 
Word Processor 3 and Joe's Super Spreadsheet when you 
have Microsoft Office-the superior office productivity 
application! You simply don't need 80,000 applications, 
and it makes it a lot simpler to choose between software 
packages. 
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Another complaint that PC users often voice is how 
terribly expensive the Mac is. A comparable Mac costs 
about twice as much as a PC, they claim. All I can say 
is that they're right about the cost of acquisition. My 
Mac cost $2,600, while my friend bought a comparable 
PC with a monitor for about $ 1 ,400. Looking down the 
road into the future, I will pay next to nothing to main

tain my computer, while my friend will be constantly 
paying for updates and replacing hardware as things go 
bad on his Del l .  Thus, the total cost of ownership evens 
out as I save time and money by not troubleshooting and 
restarting my computer after every crash. The UNIX 
underpinning of the Mac OS system takes a lot of cred
it for this stabi lity. According to Computerworld 
Magazine, Mac OS X has an "extremely stable kernel 
that's almost impossible to kill" (Thompson). The 
reason why I pay more for a Mac is because Apple 
Computer builds every Mac in-house. Apple has control 
over every aspect of each machine's construction, and 
thus they can perfectly integrate it with the Mac OS X 
operating system. Obviously the main reason why PCs 
are unstable (and cheaper), is the fact that computer 
manufacturer A-who has no control over Windows
makes a case for the computer, then buys a processor 
from Intel or AMD, the memory from manufacturer B, 
the hard drive from C, and so on for every component. 
Nearly every piece of every PC is made by a different 
manufacturer and mixed together with an OS 
(Windows) that has to make large compromises to run 
on all sorts of different machines. The result is chaos, 
which Windows users know all too wel l  as they enjoy 
the benefits of erratic system behavior. Naming these 
problems has become an art: "plug and pray," the "blue 
screen of death," and "system clog" (the odd tendency 
of Windows to slow down over time for seemingly no 
reason at all) are some of the humorous terms for 
Windows errors! To sum this all up with a comparison, 
you pay less for a Chevy or Honda, but if you really 
want a great machine, you spend more and get a 
Cadillac. Since you bought a better car, you enjoy it 
more and it lasts longer. In the long run, you save 
money! For example, my dad's original " 1 28k" Mac 
from 1 984 still works fine! Most PCs last only 4 to 5 
years, and by the third year, they're often unstable and 

fussy. I f  his (and my) computing needs didn't grow 
more demanding every year, we could have saved at 
least $ 1 0,000 by refusing to purchase another computer! 
So, we see that although the cost of acquisition is lower 

for the PC, the stable, higher quality Mac evens out the 
total cost of ownership over the course of a few years. 

The holiest of holy wars in the computing world has 
raged over whose GUI (GUI stands for graphical user 
interface-pronounced "gooey") is the most stable and 
easiest to use. Apple has always had the advantage (and 
curse) of a vocal, fanatical user base that debates every 
feature and shortcoming of the Mac OS. Microsoft is 
notorious for disregarding its customers' requests; if it 
needs to innovate, it simply looks toward Apple for new 
inspiration. Although the line between Mac OS X and 
Microsoft XP is closer than it was in the early days of 
Windows, there are stil l  key differences that make the 
Mac OS X GUI the clear winner. Windows is still sub
ject to certain oddities, such as: crashes (even when 
nothing is running), startup freezes, sound glitches, and 

even random hard drive corruption! It sti ll spews 
incomprehensible error messages, and its various con
trols are in odd places. Even though some praise the 
mandatory organization of files and documents on the 
PC, the ability on the Mac to c lutter your computer and 
desktop up with all sorts of files pushes the clutter from 
your head into the computer, allowing you to work more 
efficiently. 

One of the major headaches of Windows is that there 
are drivers for everything--even the mouse and key
board! In Windows, before you can plug in a mouse, 
printer, scanner, or a digital camera and expect it to work 
with the computer, you have to first insert a CD and run 
through the driver installation. Although Microsoft 
claims that you can "plug and play" with many devices, 
I still save my work, and then I cringe as I plug in any
thing to my laptop for fear that I ' l l  have to restart the 
computer and repair damage to my files. On my Mac, I 
confidently plug and unplug everything that I can lay my 
hands on, whether or not it was designed with the Mac 
in mind. Such random plugging and unplugging of 
devices would wreak havoc on a PC, even if the proper 
drivers were already installed. But I don't even need to 
bother with them. It's practically impossible to overload 
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a Mac. A while back I simultaneously plugged in two 
modems, a PC Firewire hard drive, a USB Compactflash 
card reader, a game controller, scanner, two printers, and 
an Ethernet crossover cable connected to another Mac, 
and the whole thing ran fine while surfing the net, down
loading new system software, and burning a CD! Years 
ago, Microsoft became a laughing stock when its version 
of plug-and-play horribly backfired with Windows 95. It 
even crashed (the world's introduction to the blue screen 
of death) during Bi ll Gates' demo! Users who tried to 
plug-in devices without install ing drivers were greeted 
with the blue screen of death, lost documents, and worse, 
corrupted system files, requiring them to reinstall 
Windows 95.  Mac users dubbed the process "plug and 
pray!"  Many business users stubbornly stuck with 
Windows 3 . 1 ,  citing Windows 95 's instabil ity. 
Fortunately for me, my Mac hums along, calmly mount
ing and unmounting devices with nary a hitch. The worst 
thing I 've experienced is a PC scanner that refused to 
mount. No crashes, reboots, or reinstalls! I love it! 

As the Mac works, it does so with unsurpassed style. 
The beige box of the PC looks horribly boring com
pared to the sculpted crystal, chrome, and silver 
"Quicksi lver" theme of the new Power Mac G4s. Apple 
Powerbook G4 laptops are encased in titanium and 
crowned with 1 5 .2- inch widescreen displays! The new 
iMac looks like a snow and chrome easel !  Adorning 
Mac OS X 's Aqua interface are gently throbbing but
tons, slightly transparent fade-away menus, and the 
flashy Dock. One of the smallest-yet most pleasing
features of the Mac OS is anti-aliased text. Words can't 
describe seeing web pages and word documents in 
smooth sculpted text; it makes reading articles and doc
uments a joy, not an eyestrain. All of this flash would 
be nothing without function, however. Stability is the 
keyword of the Mac OS X operating system; its foun
dation is laid on the UNIX operating system on which 
most universities, governments, and Fortune 500 com
panies base their servers. I 've had my new Mac (run
ning Mac OS X 1 0 .2 .2) for a year now, and I 've only 
experienced two crashes (both of which occurred in the 
original version of OS X). What about my friend with 
the Windows XP Dell? His computer crashes at least 
two times a week! My two-year-old Windows 98 lap-

top crashes about twice a day. Honestly, how can you 
work at your best when your computer robs you of your 
energy and creativity? It's a well-known fact that peo
ple who use Macs dominate the creative field of film
making, digital photography, and art. Many profession
als have high praise for the Mac: 

' I 've run every Unix GUI that's ever shipped 

- for about 30 minutes. I hate them all, '  says 

Chuck Goolsbee, vice president of technical 

operations at Digital Forest Inc., a Bothell, 

Wash.-based application service provider w ith 

400 Macintosh servers in its data center. His 

conclusion: 'Apple has done a great job with 

the GUI.' (Hall 30) 

Even if you're not a creative artist, the creative power 
that the Mac can unleash in you can be extraordinary. If 
you switch to the Mac, you ' l l  experience an unbeliev
able amount of mental relief from having a computer 
that works for you, instead of against you. Windows 
crashes too often for you to really be able to concen
trate, and its interface raises the stress level of most 
users without them even realizing it! Working on a PC 
often gives me a headache. When that happens, I run to 
my Mac! Even though I don't particularly look forward 
to writing long essays, I ' m  having fun writing this 
essay on my Power Mac G4 while blasting John 
Will iams' "March of the Ewoks." It's impossible to 
have fun with an unstable, uncreative computer! 

Nothing represents America's history of tinkering 
better than the history of the Mac. Back in the late 
1 970s, two college students, Steve Jobs and Steven 
Wozniak, dropped out of college and got jobs at Atari 
and HP. Working together, they started Apple Computer 
in 1 976 with the Apple I .  Back then, DOS was the only 
computing standard-no one ever dreamed of a better 
way to run computers. Soon after the first Macintosh 
was released in 1 984, Microsoft, headed by Bi l l  Gates, 
copied the Mac OS and called it Windows, simply 
changing the names of objects. The trash can became 
the "Recycl ing B in", and the Macintosh HD became 
"My Computer." Of course, it took them three versions 
to get it working. People sti l l  call Windows 3 . 1  "Mac 
' 84 !"  Bi l l  Gates copied the Mac and is rich because of 
it, but not because he's creative; he just recognized a 
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great product and had a big enough company before
hand to mass-produce it and swamp all competition 
with its overwhelming marketing clout. Some people 
might argue that Microsoft is maintaining fair business 
practices and is allowing competition. I need to incor
porate B il l  Cosby's favorite sarcastic remark here: 
"Rii i i i iight!" Apple lives simply because Microsoft 
allows it to live. There's a lways been the dream that 
Apple wil l  grow and unseat Microsoft from its throne. 
If Apple Computer ever did threaten Microsoft's mar
ket share, B i l l  Gates would instantly squash Apple. So 
why doesn't  Microsoft kil l  Apple right now while it 
only has a 5% market share? If Apple didn't exist, the 
Feels would cry "Monopoly!" and Microsoft would be 
broken up. So for the time being, M icrosoft needs 
Apple to keep up its pretense of a fair market. It may be 
interesting to note that Steve Jobs, the CEO and co
founder of Apple, has a voluntary annual salary of $ 1 !  
A businessman like Steve Jobs would never do that 
unless he loves the cause. Contrast that with B i l l  Gates, 
who has eamed an average annual salary of about $2 
billion per year! That's about $63.80 per second. Who 
loves the computer, and who loves the money? It's not 
going to make you a bad person if you go out today and 
buy a Windows PC, but instead of supporting the infe
rior, megalith copy-cat, you should support Apple's 
creative inspiration and its tinkering spirit which makes 
it and so many inventors before it great. 

ln conclusion, we see that the Mac is clearly the 
superior machine. Although Windows users claim more 
titles, Mac users have all  of the important ones, without 
the hassle of going through tons of extra applications of 
dubious quality. Since the Mac works better and longer, 
and since you don't waste time dealing with crashes, 
the total cost of ownership is about equal that of the PC. 
Mac OS X is clearly the smartet· and more stable option 
of GU!s. Mac users take for granted abilities and con
veniences that PC users only dream about. Finally, the 
Mac works with unsurpassed style. [ewant people to see 
my computer; hiding my Mac beneath my desk seems 
to be an insult to its painstaking design. To sum it up, if 
you want a computer that looks like a cinder block, sti
fles innovation, ruins your work, and funnels your 
money into Microsoft, buy a Windows PC. The makers 

o fAdvi l  and Tylenol wi l l  love you! I f  you want a com
puter that looks like a 22""-eentury supercomputer,g
pushes you to your creative limit, and gives you extra 
time to do what you wanted to do in the first place (play 
games, watch movies, socialize), buy a Mac--and get 
on with your l ife. Friends don't let friends do Windows. 
Don't you, either! 

Works Cited 
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Evaluation: It was a genuine pleasure to have this stu
dent in my class, and this essay proves why Bryan :, 
topic is unique, and his writing is lively and often 

funny More than that, his conviction shines through in 
each and eve1y sentence. Theree:, so much more to say 
about Bryan's defense of the Macintosh computer. For 
now, let it be enough to add that this is a first-class, 
highly convincing English I 0 I essay, one of the ve1y 
best I 've seen. 
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What Do 

I Know About 

Terrorism? 
Ravali Krishna Davaluri 

Course: English 201 (Advanced Composition) 
I nstructor: Tony Hammer 

Assignment: 
In this advanced composition class, students were 
asked to choose a topic of significance for their 
writing project. They were to begin by writing a 

personal essay explaining what their topic means 
to them, how they learned about it, and how it 

qffects them. Rav, a student from India whose family 
now lives in the United States, chose terrorism. 

I saw someone die today. I was riding my bike down 
the main road to my friend Rakesh's house for a game 
of cricket and i n  this procession of people, who were 
celebrating by the road, I saw a person shoot, shoot the 
leader of the group while he was delivering a speech, 
h is  v ictory speech. [ didn't know what to do. [ took a 
sharp left, immediately, and rode two blocks and made 
it to my friend's house, but by then the police had 
arrived and there was at least a police truck on every 
intersection. 

I told my mother about it, I told my school coun
selor. My counselor asks me not to be afraid. She tells 
me, in this country, in a place like this, these things 
happen. She asks me to read about "it" in the newspa
per, watch the daily eight o 'clock broadcast of news, 
that way, she says, you ' l l  be more fami l iar with things 
around you, it won't be so hard on you. 

started reading the newspapers, The Deccan 
Chronicle, The Hindu, The Indian Express, Eenadu. [ 
read at least the headlines now, I look at the local sec-

tions closely, [ try to find similar incidents, I try to look 
at things in the "reality" sort of a way. 

The local edition of Eenadu says the man who kil led 
the leader, the leader from the same parade that 1 saw, 
has been killed at a shopping mall, fifteen miles away 
from where I live. The police say the suspect was flee
ing when they tried to arrest him. So, they shot him in 
public, outside a shopping mall, in front of thousands of 
people, hundreds of children, possibly younger than me. 

There's Hizabul-Mujahideen and Lashkar-e-Toiba 
on the north; Bodo terrorists to the east; People's war 
group (popularly called PWG or The Naxalites) in the 
East, central and south-central; LTTE (Liberation Tigers 
of Tami l  Eelam) down south; and west and northwest is 
where Khalistan terrorists used to be. All of them claim 
they're fighting for freedom. The Naxalites say they 
want a separate communist state for themselves, L1TE 
wants to l iberate and make a new country of the Tami l  
world, Khalistan terrorists say they want a separate Sikh 
world, and Hizbui-Mujahideen says "Azad Kashimr." 
My high school social studies teacher says India is the 
biggest democracy in the world. India, she says, is a 
democratic, secular, socialistic republic. 

The governments change, the new ones, they prom
ise again. The chief minister vows to eradicate 
Naxalites. The chief minister says he's given the "shoot 
at sight" orders. "We have enough police force, we' l l  
bring in  the paramilitary commandos if we need, we' 11 
use the new MI helicopters we bought from Russia but 
we won't let innocent people die." 

There is a new announcement in papers from the 
Naxalites, they have declared a bandh (closedown) of 
state businesses for a day in  protest of the new Chief 
Minister's agenda. "We will destroy evety business 
organization that runs on the day of the bandh." The 
schools in our town are shut down. The next day newspa
pers claim that the Warangal public school, which refused 
to close, was shut down by the Naxalites and equipment 
worth thousands was destroyed, several students were 
hurt in the process. ·n,e school has no comments. 

The entertainment section is ful l  now, so much so 
that the newspaper had to publish an extra page. There 
are three new movies that are released, and they are: Era 
Sanyam (Red Army), Era Mallelu (Red Jasmines), Era 
Poratam (Red Fight), all antigovernment, supporting 
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the People's war group Naxalites. The reviewers give 
their "thumbs clown" and condemn these movies, they 
say that these movies promote antigovernment feelings 
among people. The talk shows are suddenly talking 
about people's freedom of speech. 

There are six fundamental rights, my teacher says: 
equality, religion, speech, freedom, education, etc. But 
nobody here, including me, remembers the five funda
mental duties our constitution states. 

India blames cross-border terrorism on Pakistan; 
70,000 people have died in Kashmir until now. Pakistan 
blames the RAW ([ndian intelligence agency) for inter
nal disturbances. Sri Lanka blames Tamils in India for 
supporting LirE in their counlly and India blames Sri 
Lankan UTE for the death of regional leaders. 

Flash forward six years, and I 'm a student at The 
State University of New York at Buffalo. I wake up on 
this Tuesday morning and I 'm on my way to the dining 
area for some breakfast. I see my friend, Amit, on my 
way there, and he says, "The food sucked, dude! By the 
way, somebody banged an airplane into the World 
Trade Center. What kind of moron would be so blind!" 
And I'm thinking it's a single engine plane or at most a 
Leatjet. 

Here I am, having my cereal and daily dose of cap
puccino, and one of the towers collapses, right in front 
of me, on the huge 50-inch screen, slowly tilting a l it
tle to the side, and evetybody around me is cursing and 
calling god. 

My mom and dad, they live in Chicago now, they 
call me. My mom says all our relatives in downtown 
Chicago are with us (in the suburbs) now. We're al l  
safe, she says, nobody has attacked Chicago yet. 

Three days later she is telling me, if somebody asks 
you what your name is, tell them it's Krishna (my mid
dle name), because there have been some incidents 
here. Every once in a while, l meet a friend who says, 
"I never knew Amit and Aalekh are from the Middle 
East." My friend AI says we have to bomb Afganistan, 
we have to get them. He says there is a new kind of 
nuclear bomb, it destroys everything without any radi
ation, now is the best time to test it. 

Nobody has attacked Chicago, yet. 
I 'm still reading the newspapers, only now, it's on 

the internet. What used to be The Deccan Chronicle is 

now deccan.eom, and The Hindu i s  thehinclu.com, and 
Eenadu is eenadu.net. Eenadu tells me about I ,500 
Naxalites were killed last year, 500 more than the pre
vious year. About 73% of them were below the age of 
35 .gWhat India achieved in  two years, ()sama bin ladeng
achieved in a day. What they both achieved. their "vic
tories," America is going to achieve sooner, and with 
their action started last November, Israel and Palestine 
have surpassed what they all achieved; Palestinians 
increment in tens with their suicide bombers, and 
Israelis increment in periodic hundreds and thousands 
with mi litary actions. 

I 'm watching CNN and there are busses, restaurants, 
discos, everything imaginable, destroyed. People carry
ing bodies everywhere, their noses covered, refusing to 
breathe the stench of death. Everything's now black on 
black, that's the preferred color for people blown up by 
bombs; red is tor people who'd like to get shot, and 
dirty white is for people running from death. I 'm  
watching HBO's documentary, and there are people 
falling down from the World Trade Centers, and every 
now and then I hear a thud, the sound of people fall ing 
down. Thud! and there is silence, everyone stops a sec
ond, their time of mourning, and turns around to get to 
work, not realizing that in a few minutes every piece of 
whatever there is, is going to come crashing down. 

It's ai-Qaeda, it's Hezbollah, it's Hizbul
mujahideen. It's Laskhar-e-toiba, it's LTTE, it's PWG, 
it's The Bodo terrorists. It's India, it's Pakistan, it's 
Israel, it's Palestine, it's America. Everyone, now, has a 
reason to kil l .  

Terrorism might not be the right word, but it's the 
only word I can find. 

Nobody has attacked Chicago, yet. 

Evaluation: In his essay, the writerjoins together two 
events in his life-one ji·om when he was 12 years 
old and the other�'leptember 11-to explain what 
terrorism means to him. The result is an important 
essay that helps all of m understand the �fleets of 
terrorism on young adults. 
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My Years at 

Thistle Court 

Malt Day 
Course: Reading 099/English I 00 

(Learning Community) 
I nstructors: Barbara Butler and Chris Poziemski 

Assignment: 
Write a descriptive essay about a place from your 

childhood that remains important to you today. 

In  my younger years, I spent much of my time with my 
granddad Len in his low-income house at number 57 
Grenvi l le Road, Aylesbury, in the county of 
Bukinghamshire, England, located 45 minutes from 
Oxford and one hour from the city of London. This was 
the place where my dad had spent his teenage years. 
The house was a decent size with an average front gar
den and a big back one where my grandfather grew 
rhubarb. In  the area, I remember that all the houses 
matched in their yellowy-white-cream colour and that 
not al l  of the houses contained driveways. Some cars i n  
the street were parked straight and carefu lly, similar to 
books shelved neatly in a l ibrary. I also remember the 
next-door neighbours: Mrs. Hinton, a blonde who lived 
on the north side, and Mrs. Turner, a tall, white-haired 
woman who smoked and lived on the north side. Dad 
and her son Kevin have remained in touch since child
hood. Near the church green on Churchill Avenue l ived 
Mrs. Wheeler, who we used to see on a regular basis. I 
can't really remember much about Granddad's house, 
as it was in 1 987 that he decided to move into Thistle 
Court senior citizens' independent living programme. 
The big house had become too much to keep up after 
Nanny's death i n  1 983; it was because of his move that 
Granddad and I had such a strong bond. 

I have great memories of the people I met at Thistle 
Court. Granddad's room was on the second floor at the 
end of the long corridor. Walking into the room, I was 
greeted by a brown foldaway table and a coat rack with 
his navy blue blazers hanging on it. I n  the main living 
space on the left side of the room sat a big brown 
cabinet, in which Granddad housed ornaments of impor
tance and photo albums. At the end of the cabinet was 
this telephone, the old-fashioned type with the loud ring 
instead of the up-to-date direct dialing ones. I n  this cab
inet, he kept a stash of his favorite candy away out of my 
sight; however, I soon could find his big packets of 
Trebor Bassett extra strong mints and licorice allsorts. 
Also, in a gray newspaper rack, he kept his weekly Navy 
magazine. He had his armchair positioned in front of the 
TV, which was housed in a cabinet similar to the other. 
He had family pictures dotted around this cabinet, in 
which he also kept his precious cricket and football 
books. He had a big record player, with records of Val 
Doonigen underneath it. Next to the record player rested 
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another chair, and above tbis hung a picture of a navy 
ship from his navy days. By the window were a table 
littered with old yellowed Daily Mail newspapers and a 
glass cabinet ful l  of tea-party-china. 

In contrast to the clean living room, the kitchen was 
a dirty place, with its walls bare of decoration but 
stained yellow from cooking grease. By the window sat 
a table with one chair, and opposite the chair sat the 
cooker. One thing that I disliked about his flat was the 
carpet; it was brown, with orange, black, and blue in it, 
and it cettainly had seen better days. 

I remember his neighbours clearly; Mrs. Baker, a 
blind woman who lived in flat number 20, opposite 
Granddad's, always used to give me candy that I would 
devour secretly, as I didn't want Mum or Dad to find 
me eating and ruining my dinner in the evenings. Next 
door to Mrs. Baker was Mrs. Nobel, a hard-of-hearing 
lady who always had the television turned up so loud 
that it could be heard outside i n  the corridor. Opposite 
her was Mrs. Rhodes, a miserable old girl who thank
fully died soon after Granddad took up residency. Mrs. 
Rhodes would never acknowledge my presence when 
she saw me. Rather, she would stare anywhere but at 
me when we met, out in the corridor. 

Other residents I tuet there include Mr. Cook, who 
lived in flat number 9, and who walked with a Zimmer 
frame; Mr. Flynn, a white-haired and blue-sweatered 
man who lived in number I I  and always issued me 
English toffees, which I always enjoyed; and Charlie, 
who was blind and lived in number 13, and who had a 
white telephone with big numbers. 

Thistle Court has left many striking impressions on 
me and many wonderful memories with me. I still think 
often of the time I spent there, and I am grateful to have 
spent so much time with Granddad, who was quite sim
ply the king of Thistle Court. 

For Leonard Aris Day, 1 9 1 8- 1 999. 

Evaluation: Matt writes a moving tribute to his 
grandfather. Vivid diction, imaginative imagery, 
and memorable characterization enhance his 
reminiscence. 
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The Story 

of the Atom 

Paula A. Ding 
Course: Chemistry 1 2 1  (General Chemistry I) 

[Honors Program] 
Instructor: Barbara Wei!  

Assignment: 
Read the article "The Story qfethe Atom" 

and write a short essay on it. 

Galileo once said, "All truths are easy to understand 
once they are discovered; the point is to disover them." 
Today, we have brilliant minds performing highly 
abstract research using the most advanced technology. 
In a world where genetic cloning and nanofabrication 
are standard in the scientific community, the existence 
of the atom is a trivial fact, a �'truth" that we've known 
for, what seems like several centuries and is easy to 
comprehend, thanks to the work of numerous scientists. 
In reality, however, this was a truth that took thousands 
of years and several men all over the world to discover. 
"The Story of the Atom" was an enlightening article that 
manifested the triumphs and tribulations that were 
prevalent for scientists that lived in the pre-20'" century.g

I was impressed by several aspects of this document: 
first, the sheer brilliance of each scientist; second, the per
severance and inability of each individual to be swayed 
by their more conventional peers; third, the ability to con
tinue with their work despite adverse conditions; fourth, 
the unintentional collaboration of the "atom" researchers; 
and finally, fifth, their openness to possibility. 

Often, I take for granted that several scientific 
absolutes were once mere hypotheses. I was amazed 
that scientists like Democritus, Dalton, and Einstein 
were able to derive the information they did from the 
few facts and observations they had. It is a testament to 
their sheer intelligence and mental acuity that they 
could prove these conjectures and make them the uni
versal postulates that they are now. 

Science is always touted as an "objective" study. 
While it requires that scientists remain objective in their 
openness, it also allows people to be subjective in what 
research they choose to believe and utilize. Thousands 
ofyears ago, Democritus claimed that the smallest sub
stance in the universe was an "atom." Socrates chose 
not to believe Democritus' statement and thus influ
enced the rest of the world and the progression of the 
"atom idea" for several centuries. However, the idea 
would return and presevere despite continual mockery, 
speculation, and doubt. Scientists are often given 
prestigious accolades and occasionally even became 
celebrities. However, those that can succeed despite 
hardship are truly deserving of commendation. I was 
particularly impressed by those who persevered i n  the 
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face of ridicule: Boyle, who continued to study air and 
gases even while the king "mightily laughed"; and 
Boltzmann, who fought for the "atom idea" while most 
scientists of his time rejected and mocked not only the 
idea, but him, as well. 

Some scientists faced other adverse conditions, like 
poverty and misunderstanding. Dalton was a member 
of an impoverished fami ly that at times probably could 
not afford food to eat. However, he did not give up his 
interest to lind a career where he could earn money tor 
his huni ly. Instead, he was able to persevere and pursue 
his studies, and, despite his earlier misfotiune, was 
rewarded for his ideas. Einstein also faced adverse 
conditions. Although his family was better off, he was 
misunderstood as a youth and as an adult. As a result, 
he faced difliculties finding support to pursue his stud
ies. Yet, he persisted and eventually, he was recognized 
for his studies. Due to his tenacity, the existence of the 
atom is now a universal truth. 

This article also showed me the need for publishing 
scientific research, which can help lead to major 
advances. Each of these men was able to build upon 
their predecessors' findings and hence, they col laborat
ed, even though it was unintentional. Brownian motion 
is an example of this. If Brown had not published his 
findings on the random movement in water, it is  possi
ble that Einstein might not have been able to provide 
the logic behind the existence of atoms and molecules. 

The most prominent characteristic of the scientists 
noted in this article was their openness to the possibili
ty of the atom. Despite their skeptical peers and the 
ridicule and adverse conditions that existed, these indi
viduals maintained an open mind to the idea of the 
atom. Without this attribute, who knows if the "story of 
the atom" would have ever existed? 

Evaluation: Paula captures some outstanding points 
about s·cience and the characterLs·tics of scientists. 
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2 1  

Beowulf 

and the 

Dragon 
Kim Diorio 

Course: Literature 23g1 (English Literature to 1 800) 
Instructors: Richard Johnson and Kurt Neumann 

Assignment: 
In a speech after the hero :v death, Wiglaf expresses 

regret that his fi'iends could not persuade Beowu(f to 
leave the dragon alone. Wi·ite a bri�f essay in which 

you express your view on this subject. Is Wiglcif right, 
should Beowu(f have left the dragon alone? 

You should consider such aspects as what the dragon 
was doing to the country and its denizens, the 

apparent absence of anyone else to cope with the 
dragon, the hero :v motives, and/or the responsibility 

qf'a king.fiJr the we(f'are of his people, and/or the 
role Fate plays in the outcome of the battle between 

Beowulf and the dragon. 

The Germanic society that Beowulf inhabits is a savage 
place, where human life is fleeting and guided by cruel 
fate. Fate, however, is kind to Beowulf: allowing him to 
outshine his contemporaries with heroic deeds and 
achieve the only type of immortality known to his com
munity: prolonged fame after death. Within the context 
of his universe, Beowulf's demise at the hands of that 
most menacing of creatures, the dragon, is entirely Jil
ting. Destiny has allowed Beowulf to accomplish great 
deeds during his life and to meet a heroic end. 

In examining the role of fate in Beowulf's death, it 
is important to Jirst look at destiny as it manifests itself 
throughout his life. Even though Beowulf is an impres
sive warrior, his triumphs in battle are more attributable 
to divine intervention than to his own strength or skill. 
In fact, Beowulf is only able to win a tight entirely by 
his own merit against his least challenging opponent: 
Grendel. By contrast, Beowulf requires assistance from 
God, in the form of a gigantic ice sword, to win his 
underwater battle with Grendel's mother. Similarly, 
Beowulf needs Wiglaf's help and God's approval to 
vanquish the dragon. In his critical essay "BeowuH:" 
Fred C. Robinson writes, "The poet seems to suggest 
that the very best of men might be very strong and awe
somely courageous, but only the forces of evil in the 
world enjoy truly supernatural power" ( 1 50). This is 
true to an extent; but God also enjoys supernatural 
power, and Beowulf's success in his last two fights can 
only be attributed to divine intervention. It is thus evi
dent that God or the divine force at work in the poem is 
shaping Beowulf's destiny as a warrior. 

When dealing with the role of tate in Beowulf's 
death, it is also necessary to realize that both the pagan 
Beowulf and the Christian poet view destiny in much the 
same manner. Beowulf realizes that he is at the mercy of 
destiny, and during his Jinal boast he says, "what occurs 
on the wallg/ between the two of us will turn out as fate, 
I overseer of men, decides. I am resolved" (2525-27). 
Similarly, the Christian poet writes about Beowulf's last 
battle: "After many trials, I he was destined to face the 
end of his days I in  this mortal world; as was the dragon" 
(234 1 -43). Whether the divine force in the poem is 
viewed as Christian or pagan, the end result is the same: 
Beowulf is destined to perish. 
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Beowulf's fight with the dragon and his subsequent 
death were his destiny because he was the only person 
who could have l iberated the dragon's hoard. This is 
evident in the text. The poet writes: 

The huge cache, gold inherited 
from an ancient race, was under a spell-
which meant no one was ever permitted 
to enter the ring-hall unless God Himself, 
mankind's Keeper, True King of Triumphs, 
allowed some person pleasing to Him--� 
and in His eyes worthy-,-to open the hoard 
(305e1 -7). 

From this passage it is obvious that if Beowulf had not 
fought the dragon, then nobody else would have been 
able to do it. The poet goes on to write: 

whoever robbed it [the hoard] would be 
guilty of wrong 

and grimly punished for their transgression, 
hasped in hell-bonds in heathen shrines.e
Yet Beowulf's gaze at the gold treasure 
when he first saw it had not been selfish 
(307e1 -5). 

The text suggests that, even though Beowulf does not 
want the treasure tor himself, his death is his reward tor 
fulfilling his destiny. 

Beowulf's slaying of the dragon is not only predes
tined; it is also heroic. One reason why Beowulf's 
actions are heroic is that the hoarding of treasure is 
antithetical to the ring-giver ethos, which says that the 
king must distribute wealth among the people. When 
Hrothgar describes a selfish king's death to Beowulf, 
he says, "When the body he was lent collapses and falls 
I prey to its death, ancestral possessions I and the goods 
he hoarded are inherited by another I who lets them go 
with a l iberal hand" ( 1 754-57). The dragon is similar 
to the selfish king because he has also accumulated 
riches that he cannot use. Beowulf is the inheritor with 
the "liberal hand." In the essay "Christian and Folkloric 
Tradition in Beowulf: Death and the Dragon Episode," 
Judith Garde links Hrothgar's statements with 
Beowulf's heroic destiny. Writing about lines 3074-5 of 
the poem, she remarks, "He [the poet] is reiterating 
Hrothgar's unequivocal observation that prosperity is 
God's alone to bestow, and that his God-fearing hero 
was demonstrably the man for the task" (338). 

According to Garde, Beowulf has been chosen by God 
to heroically liberate the hoard and to die as a result. 

Beowulf's killing of the dragon is also heroic 
because dragons, both in Germanic legend and in 
Christian mythology, are the most frightening and 
powerful creatures on earth. For example, the Germanic 
story of Sigemund the dragon-slayer appears in the 
Beowulf poem, when a minstrel recounts his exploits 
(874-9 1 4). Sigemund had !ought many creatures prior 
to killing a dragon, but it is his fight with the dragon that 
makes his fame. Robinson notes that Germanic audi
ences would have been familiar with the dragon in the 
Sigemund talc. He also writes that the dragon that killed 
Beowulf "seems to be much the same kind of creature" 
( 1 49). The most famous dragon in Christian literature is 
just as fearsome. He appears in a third-century talc 
about St. George. I n  the tale, as recounted in Dr. Karl 
Shuker's book Dragons: A Natural Histmy, George has 
just converted to Christianity when he hears of a dragon 
that is tormenting the kingdom ofSilene and threaten ing 
to kill the king's daughter. Realizing that the dragon is 
"a corporeal manifestation of evil" (60) that embodies 
all that he has "pledged to confront and conquer" (60), 
George vows to vanquish it. After he succeeds, he man
ages to convert the entire kingdom of S i lene to 
Christianity. Obviously, in both Germanic and Christian 
mythology, dragons are forces to be reckoned with. Or, 
as J.R.R. Tolkien writes, in his seminal essay "Beowulf: 
The Monster and the Critics," "The dragon is no idle 
fancy" (20). 

Given the fierce reputations of dragons, Beowulf's 
fight is all the more impressive. His killing of the creature 
will outshine his earlier triumphs and ensure that he, like 
Sigemund, is always remembered as a great warrior. In  
lines 2836-42, the poet writes: "There were few, indeed, 
as far as I have heard, I big and brave as they may have 
been, I few who would have held out if they had had to 
face I the outpourings ofthat poison-breather." Beowulf's 
death at the talons of the dragon is also particularly til
ting, because, for one so heroic, death by natural causes 
or at the hand of a human being would be disappointing. 
As Tolkien writes, "Nowhere does a dragon come in so 
precisely where he should" (38). 

As a result of his brave deeds and his heroic death, 
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Beowulf dies with the highest of honors: prolonged 
fame. It is important to note, however, that Beowulf's 
passing is bittersweet. Rather than keep the dragon's 
hoard, his tribe chooses to bury him with it. They are 
also left vulnerable to invasion by violent neighbors. In  
h is  book Gold-Hall and Earth-Dragon: Beowulf as 
Metaphor, Alvin A .  Lee sees Beowulf's fame as, tragi
cally, the only way to transcend the savagery of the 
Germanic world. He writes, "It [the poem] provides a 
better way than the monstrosity and wild destructive
ness of feuding. The tragedy is  that the better way leads 
out of the lived history of men and women and into the 
eternity within which their actions are known" (241 ). 
Through Beowulf's heroic deeds, he manages to tran
scend the violent and fleeting world he inhabits. 
Unfortunately, his death is stil l  tragic, because, in his 
absence, his tribe is left to fend for themselves. 
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Evaluation: 
Negotiating neatly nasty litermy pitfalls, 
Kim careji1lly collects her evidence 
And deftly defends her decision 
To tackle the tricky topic ofF ate 
In this paean of pagan prowess 
Against the crafty criticisms of her cranky proj�. 

23 



fnends, 

The Role of Social Support in Hospice: 
Compassionate Care for the Dying 

24 

The Role of 
Social Support 

in Hospice: 
Compassionate 

Care for the Dying 
Lisa Duwe 

Course: Sociology 2 1 5  (Social Psychology) 
Instructor: Charles Johnston 

Assignment: 
Write a paper approximately ten pages in length 
that summarizes the Iiterature of the concepts or 
theories that you choose to write about and then 
illustrates, through your own personal examples 

and life experiences, how this particular concept is 
relevant in your life, present andlor fitture work, 

your experiences in college, or your understanding 
of a particular social problem. 

Abstract: As human beings, we will all face death 
during our lifetime, and we will experience the death of 
family and friends. How we approach the dying process 
has changed over the years, and research has shown that 
it is possible to achieve a good death experience. 
Hospice has the ability to help families understand, 
manage, and cope with terminal illness, by providing 
palliative care tor terminally i l l  patients and their fami
lies. The philosophy of hospice encourages a ful l  suppott 
system and network that provides families with state of 
the art medical and nursing care along with practical and 
emotional support during the final stage of l ife. It is the 

un iqueness of the hospice program that allows patients 
to live their tina! days surrounded by loved ones in their 
�wnghon1es or in a homelike setting. The support of 

.
tamdy, and the hospice staff provides a caring, 
compassionate, and loving environment where the ter
minally i l l  patient can die with little pain, in peace, and 
with dignity and respect. 

For human beings, l ife is a journey that begins at birth 
and ends at the moment of our death. Once born, we are 
thrust out into the social world. We are born into a fam
ily. As part of the fami ly, the experiences of life and 
death are shared with one another. Families rejoice in 
the birth of a child and mourn the death of a loved one. 
Within the family unit, each person has his or her own 
style of coping during times of stress. In the case of ter
minal illness, people grapple with the concept of death 
in their own unique ways. Dr. Elisabeth KUblcr-Ross 
identit1ed t!ve stages through which most terminally i l l  
patients progress (Neigh, 2000). These five stages 
include denial, anger, bargaining, depression, and 
acceptance. These stages represent the typical range of 
emotional development terminally i l l  people may expe
nence. Not every person progresses through each stage, 
and an individual's emotions may overlap, causing him 
or her to experience the stages in differing order from 
the sequence proposed by KUbler-Ross. (Cavanaugh & 
Blanchard-Fields, 2002). Hospice understands this and 
applies Kiibler-Ross' theoty to best meet the needs of 
the patient. 

To help the terminally i l l  travel through the final 
journey accompanied by family and friends who share 
the dying experience with them, Dr. Klibler-Ross advo
cates home care rather than institutionalization tor the 
dying. She believes that patients and their families 
should take an active role in decision-making and that 
they should be al lowed total freedom of choice. This 
idea of dying at home is not new. In days of old, births 
and deaths at home were commonplace, with family in 
attendance for assistance and support. Since that time 
medical advancements have led to the development of 
freestanding facilities such as hospitals and skilled 
nursing centers. These healthcare centers provide 
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sophisticated care for terminally i l l  patients. Often, 
medical intervention has the capability to extend a 
patient's life by utilizing aggressive measures. These 
treatments are usually quite painful and, often, they do 
not improve the qual ity of the patient's l ife.  
Furthermore, they are rarely curative. 

In our society today, death is associated with pain, 
suffering, and fear, but Dr. KObler-Ross has proposed 
that death is really the final stage of growth in l ife,  that 
dying is a natural process and patients can achieve a 
good death if their emotional, spiritual, and physical 
needs are met (Brant, 1 998). For these patients and 
their families, dying in a healthcare faci lity can be a 
ve1y frightening, lonely, and negative experience, and 
one they seem to have little control over. Most fami l ies 
have actually been given l ittle or no information about 
the actual dying process because of society's and med
ical personnel's discomfort with discussion about it. In  
the past, medical schools have devoted l ittle time to 
educating physicians about dispensing spiritual and 
holistic care and support to terminally i l l  famil ies. 
Nowadays, the hospice philosophy is changing the 
death experience for many fami l ies. No longer is it nec
essary or acceptable to feel alone, afraid, and without 
control over one's own final phase of life. The imper
sonal and mechanized healtheare system no longer 
offers the only solution for the terminally i l l  during 
their final days. Since its inception in the 1 960s, hos
pice has been offering fami l ies a loving alternative 
choice for family care during one of the most difficult 
journeys of l ife. This paper will focus on the important 
role that social supp01t plays in the lives of hospice 
patients and their families and will include information 
from several experts in the field along with personal 
reflections about my experiences with hospice care. 

Hospice has opened many minds and hearts and has 
already made a positive impact on those families that 
have been fortunate enough to experience the hospice 
philosophy of care firsthand. In offering dying patients 
and their families physical, emotional, and spiritual 
support, hospice has empowered terminally i l l  people 
and has allowed them to regain a measure of control 
over their lives. As it used to be in days of old, families 
can once again experience the joys and sorrows of the 

final journey, together. In  hospice care, an interdiscipli
naly team of professionals whose goal it is to educate, 
encourage, and supp01t families throughout the dying 
process is utilized. The hospice model of care is tai
lored to tit the individual needs of each family, and the 
transition from life to death occurs at home, or in a 
home-like setting, where family and friends surround 
the patient, with the patient and his family expertly 
guided through the dying process by members of the 
hospice team. The hospice phi losophy views life as a 
journey: "Its goal is to help people complete l ife'sjour
ney with hope, comfort, dignity, and companionship" 
(Hess, 1 999). 

Hospice views the patient and his or her family as 
one unit of care, and whole and proper care requires 
treating the entire fami ly, not just the terminally i l l .  The 
ultimate concern of the hospice care team is to help the 
family achieve a good death for the terminally i l l  
patient. In  a study of patients, family members, and 
healthcare providers, six components were identified as 
necessary for a good death. The first is appropriate and 
successful pain and symptom management. The second 
is the ability to make decisions. According to one 
researcher, in hospice care, patients felt 

empowered when they participated in 
treatment decisions. Bad deaths were often 
described in terms of patient feelings of 
being disregarded, family concerns about 
suffering, and provider feelings of being out 
of control and not able to provide good care 
(Stujduhar, 200 I). 

Open communication amongst all parties involved 
allows for maximal involvement of the family in the 
decision-making process. 

The third component of a good death, preparation 
for death, involves the healthcare team educating the 
P!ltient and his or her family about the terminal i l lness 
and also providing further explanation about the dying 

· process itself. Here, information is given regarding 
what transpires after the patient dies. It  has been shown 
that fami lies are interested in knowing about the phys
ical and psychosocial changes that occur during the 
dying process. The fourth component, completion, 
refers to "faith issues, l ife review, resolving conflicts, 
spending time with family and friends, and saying 
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goodbye. Issues of !�tith, although highly individual, 
were often described as integral to healing at the end of 
life and became more important as physical decline 
occurred" (Stujduhar, 200 I ). The tifth component is to 
offer ample opportunity for the terminally ill person to 
contribute to the wellbeing of others, and the sixth and 
final component is affirmation of the person as a whole 
(Stujduhar, 200 l ). This involves not viewing the 
patient as just his or her il lness, but understanding that 
the illness is only a portion of who he is as a bio
psychosociospiritual person. Most of the components 
demonstrated to be necessary for a good death are 
already integrated into the hospice philosophy; that is 
why hospice is so successful in meeting the needs of 
the dying. 

Social, emotional, and spiritual support are"lmllmarks 
of hospice care. Hospice, by its design, sets up a self
imposed social model for dying fiunilies. The hospice 
team along with the patient and his or her family form an 
emotional bond during the dying process. All the indi
viduals compose a unified group, which promotes cohe
siveness as they work together toward the common goal 
of achieving a good death experience for the patient. 
Through the unity of the group, hospice provides the 
social support system and necessary resources to help 
families of terminally ill patients face the challenges of 
caring tor the dying loved one. The needs of the patient 
and his or her family are assessed and addressed 
constantly by the hospice healthcare team, and the multi
disciplinmy approach used in hospice care gives the 
team members the ability to effectively meet the needs of 
the patient and family. This support system is lacking for 
terminally ill patients who lay dying in hospitals today. 
[n these cases, there is no specially trained interdiscipli
nary team available to help families navigate through the 
dying process. Hospitals are designed to offer curative 
treatments and have not been adequately prepared to 
offer holistic support when cure is not within reach. 

When a patient enters hospice, an initial interview is 
set up with the patient and his or her family, and an 
assessment of needs is undettaken. The team encour
ages the patient to make choices about his or her med
ical care, and they otfer information and explanations 
about what will happen to the patient during the course 

of the illness and how the dying process will occur. The 
patient is encouraged to ask questions and openly 
discuss personal thoughts and teelings, including any 
and all fears, anxieties, and concerns about death 
(Berestord, 1 993). The hospice statT seeks to empower 
the dying patient with both independence and control 
over matters of daily living; hospice ph ilosophy sug
gests that even though patients are dying, they can sti I I  
be active participants in living. The initial assessment 
also includes review of the family unit, specitically with 
regard to their unique needs and concerns. Families are 
also well informed about the expected course of what 
the dying process entails. Those members who will take 
on the role of immediate caregivers are strongly given 
encouragement and are educated about how to best care 
for their terminally ill loved one along with themselves 
during this stressful and challenging time. 

[n order to better understand how hospice works, 
one must understand the responsibilities and roles of 
the various team members. The following is a descrip
tion of the professionals that comprise the hospice team 
and their respective responsibilities to the families they 
setve. Each member is a valuable component of the 
healthcare delivery team whose ultimate goal it is to 
help a patient and his or her tinnily achieve a good 
death experience. The individual members of the team 
function as one cohesive unit whose aim it is to, "work 
with patients and their families to meet their specific 
needs and health goals within a holistic framework" 
(Sheehan & Forman, 1 996, p. 2 1  ). 

At the top of the hierarchy in a hospice is the med
ical director. The medical director is a physician who 
has advanced knowledge in pain management and has 
thorough understanding of the needs of the terminally 
ill . The medical director is committed to the hospice 
philosophy and serves as liaison between various team 
members and the medical community at large. [f a 
patient's personal physician chooses to discontinue his 
or her relationship with the patient, the medical director 
may serve in the capacity of the patient's physician 
(Buckingham, 1 996). 

The patient's personal physician is the individual 
who first must certifY that the patient is terminal. For the 
purposes of hospice criteria, this means that the patient 
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is reasonably expected to be life-limited by his particu
lar illness, and it is anticipated that the patient has six 
months or less to live. The personal physician consents 
to hospice care and approves the written plan of care for 
the patient. l-Ie or she also signs off on any subsequent 
changes to the care plan. As hospice docs not utilize 
lifesaving measures, the personal physician signs a do 
not resuscitate (DNR) order for the patient. The hospice 
team members remain in close contact with the person
al physician on a regular basis as the patient's i l lness 
progresses. Every patient in hospice i s  required to have 
a personal physician d irecting his or her care. 

The nurse provides clinical medical care tor the 
patient, becomes intimately involved with patient and 
fami ly, and plays an integral role in day to day man
agement of the patient's care. He or she is in constant 
communication with the patient, family, physician, and 
other members of the healthcare team. The nurse regu
larly performs skilled physical assessment of the 
patient and is the eyes and ears of the physician. "The 
nurse's responsibility is tor the total patient-for all of 
the needs or issues important to the patient related to 
terminal i l lness" (Beresford, 1 993, p. 33). The nurse 
also must be keenly sensitive to addressing the patient's 
verbal and nonverbal emotional and psychological 
issues. Physical symptoms of pain and d iscomfort are 
known to be exacerbated by such things as fear, anxi
ety, and 11unily conflicts, etc. The nurse must be an 
attentive and caring listener. It is of utmost importance 
that the patient feels ti·ee to articulate any relevant or 
bothersome thoughts. Of course, the nurse must be a 
skilled technician in performing the various medical 
procedures and care required to effectively manage the 
terminally ill, but the nurse also serves as a teacher, 
providing education regarding the skills necessmy for 
the family and fi·iends who serve as immediate care
givers in  the day-to-day care of the patient. 

Nurses provide 24-hour emergency on-call coverage 
on evenings and weekends. When a patient is in the 
final stages of dying, it is the nurse who sits with the 
family and attends the patient. If the patient expires 
with only fami ly present, the nurse is the first one 
called to go to the fami ly's home. The nurse then fol
lows hospice procedure and contacts the appropriate 

pmiics, such as the funeral director and other parties. 
The nurse handles any other pertinent matters during 
this time. 

Also providing personal care tor the patient is a 
nurse's aide or home health aide. The aide provides 
personal care assistance with activities of daily living. 
While family is most often charged with these respon
sibilities, some patients cherish the professional skills 
that an aide may provide. This may be as simple as a 
massage after bathing or a little extra TLC for skin or 
hair care. 

For psychosocial suppoti, a hospice social worker is 
invaluable. The social worker is concerned with the 
patient's environment and personal relationships. This 
may involve administrative duties including assisting 
with financial issues or legal issues, funeral planning, or 
matters of insurance, Social Security, Medicare, 
Medicaid, etc. The social worker is vety knowledgeable 
in finding and utilizing community resources that 
improve the quality of life of the disabled. The social 
worker also provides family counseling, the locus of 
which is on personal and fami ly concerns about dying, 
familial conflicts that could be resolved through discus
sion, and any other pertinent psychosocial issues that, if 
dealt with, would improve quality of life for the patient. 
The social worker holds tlunily conferences frequently 
in hopes of resolving pertinent issues and to maintain 
open lines of communication between all parties con
cerned. Addressing and resolving personal concerns and 
conflicts is one of the most crucial components of suc
cesstltl hospice care and ultimately may allow the 
patient psychological peace and comfort during the last 
days of life (Beresford, 1 993). 

Clergy, counselors, and other guides are available to 
provide spiritual care tor the patient and family. 
Hospice philosophy suggests that spiritual needs are 
impotiant and should be addressed, "whatever they are 
and however the patient chooses to define and under
stand them" (Beresford, 1 993, p. 40). The experience of 
coping with terminal i l lness affords families an oppor
tunity to forgive, heal, and accept all that relationships 
and life have brought. For many famil ies, religious 
beliefs and practices can furnish endless support and 
comfoti during difficult times. According to Beresford 
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( 1 993), "spiritual care focuses on the following four 
needs: the need to reflect on the meaning of l ife, the 
need to tell one's life story, the need for belonging and 
community, and the need for hope" (p. 4 1  ). A hospice 
chaplain, the patient's own religious leaders, or various 
members of his or her congregation may provide spiri
tual care. Regardless of a patient's religious affiliations, 
one aspect of spiritual care that is crucial for everyone 
concerned is the aspect of hope. In  this circumstance, 
hope is not sought in terms of cure but rather for com
fort, for a painless, dignified, and peacefu l  death. The 
goal is not to force patients to accept death, but rather 
to encourage them to move toward acceptance. 
Encouraging t>unily members to talk about their future 
plans helps to prepare them for death. How patients 
view death and dying is often connected to how they 
see their family (1-Iume, 1 99 1 ). 

There are various therapists who work as part of the 
core hospice team. These may include physical, respira
tory, occupational, and speech therapists. These therapists 
employ their particular treatment modalities and special
ties to assist the patient in developing new ways to 
accomplish tasks of daily living that have become 
difficult or seemingly impossible to manage due to 
tem1inal i l lness. Examples include tasks such as bathing, 
dressing, eating, communicating, and ambulating. 

Trained volunteers are also widely used for support 
services in hospice. According to the Hospice 
Association of America, early hospices were founded 
and operated by volunteers and, "These dedicated peo
ple continue to be the backbone of today's hospice" 
(Foundation for Hospice and Homecare, 1 994). 
Hospice volunteers receive training in communication 
skills, and they provide compassionate support for both 
patient and fam ily. They often provide assistance and 
companionship. Over time, just as is common with 
nurses, many volunteers become part of a family's rou
tine and develop lasting friendships with the fami ly. 

Other ancillary members of the healthcare team may 
include a pharmacist, who manages pharmaceutical 
issues, and a dietician, who evaluates nutritional needs 
of the patient. Art or music therapists may use their par
ticular skills as well. 

Lastly, we consider respite care workers. These pro-

fessional individuals provide short-term relief for family 
members, which allows them time for needed rest, away 
from the stresses involved in daily care of a terminally i l l  
family member. Hospice staff members or volunteers 
provide respite care by taking shifts in a patient's home. 
[f a more extensive time of respite care is needed, a 
patient may be placed in an in-patient faci l ity where a 
number of rooms have been specially designated for 
respite care, and care may be provided tor a predeter
mined length oftime. 

The entire phi losophy of hospice care rests upon the 
goal of meeting the special needs of terminally i l l  
patients and their families. The entire hospice team 
works efficiently, compassionately, and lovingly as one 
fluid unit to provide the best medical and interpersonal 
care for their clients. 

Throughout the dying process, family members are 
educated and trained regarding how best to serve the 
needs of their loved one. It has been shown that family 
members who are " . . .  informed and supported while 
delivering care will be less anxious, better able to inte
grate care into their lives, and wi l l  see the experiences 
of caring in a more positive light" (Given, 200 1 ,  p. 
2 1 4). Once the patient passes away, the next portion of 
hospice care begins. While the patient is no longer in 
need of hospice services, the remaining members of the 
patient's family are just beginning the next part of their 
journey, and they can and generally do receive great 
benefit from hospice aftercare services. If a patient dies 
in a non-hospice faci lity, there is no follow-up care for 
family members available. This is not the case with 
hospice. Bereavement support is an essential compo
nent of hospice philosophy. After the patient dies, a 
new team of caregivers, col lectively referred to as the 
bereavement team, takes over care for the remaining 
family members. The hospice team usually includes, "a 
bereavement coordinator, one or more professionally 
trained grief counselors and support group faci litators 
and bereavement volunteers-generally people who 
have experienced and worked through significant loss
es in their own lives" (Beresford, 1 993, pp. 59-60). 

The bereavement team usually commences its serv
ices with a family home visit about one month after the 
death. A family assessment is performed at that time, 
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and a plan of care is formulated. As the needs of each 
family are different, so too is the level of care that is 
required during the time of bereavement. Phone calls or 
family visits are usually undertaken at one, three, six, 
and nine months after death. Bereavement programs 
offer an assortment of support services. Individual and 
family counseling may be provided, and support groups 
meet on an ongoing basis. Seminars about the grieving 
process are often offered, and a host of l iterature about 
the subject is made readily available for flunilies 
(Buckingham, 1 996). Most l iterature and seminars are 
based on models of successful coping dming the 
bereavement period. Topics include, "understanding 
the grief process; understanding the normal symptoms 
of grief; learning more effective ways to manage stress 
and loss; expanding and utilizing support networks; 
surviving holidays and other special days; and recog
nizing growth and recovery" (Janson, 1 986, p .  1 32). 
Offering a variety of support systems for families 
allows hospice to provide very necessary tools that help 
families heal and move forward with their lives. 

Commonly, hospices hold social events that provide 
a unique opportunity for grieving fami l ies to meet one 
another, in a warm and friendly environment, at which 
they have the opportunity to talk about their feelings 
with others who have shared the similar loss of a loved 
one (Beresford, 1 993). During the terminal stage, it is 
normal that family members tend to lose the opportuni
ty to participate in activities and social situations that 
had previously involved their free time. As caregiving 
becomes the priority and, eventually, when it comes 
time for the caregivers to step back out into the social 
world, contact may be difficult to initiate (Janson, 
1 986). One way to gently ease back into circulation 
again is through hospice-delegated social events. These 
structured activities are filled with other fami l ies who 
have traveled the same road and are grieving just like 
themselves. Sharing similar hospice experiences a llows 
for a sense of kinship and openness that one might not 
find elsewhere. 

Additionally, some hospices offer memorial servic
es for those patients that have died during the previous 
year. Typically, hospice bereavement care concludes at 
about 13 to 1 4  months after the patient has died. For the 

immediate family caregivers, it has proven helpful to 
encourage involvement of extended family members 
such as siblings, in-laws, parents, cousins, and others in 
the grieving process of the caregiver (Bass, Bowman, 
& Noelker, 1 99 1) .  By fourteen months after the death, 
most people have completed the grieving process in a 
psychologically healthy manner and have resumed 
their normal pre-death activities of daily l ife. 

According to studies offamily health after a member 
dies (Hume, 1 99 1 ), hospice bereavement services can 
be directly linked to faci l itating successful completion 
of the grieving process and promoting well-adjusted 
behaviors in family members. Most tamily members 
report great benefit from the supportive models used in 
aftercare. The relationships established between them
selves and the hospice staff' during hospice care are fre
quently fondly remembered, and all the vast knowledge 
that was gained during the course of the loved one's il l
ness have become integrated into family members' daily 
lives. The overall satisfaction and success of hospice is 
that it offers fami lies much needed physical, emotional, 
social, spiritual, and resource supports during one ofthe 
most difficult and meaningful times of their existence. 
Hospice delivers not only the advanced medical skills 
necessary to manage terminal i l lness, but also provides 
the tmsting, caring, and loving connection required to 
achieve a good death experience for the family. This 
special relationship fosters growth of the human spirit 
and inner selffor all involved. Hospice care is one ofthe 
most loving choices one can make to assist a family 
struggling with the impending death of a loved one. 

Hospice has played a significant role in my own psy
chological development, with regard to issues of death 
and dying. I have had three personal experiences with 
hospice care. The first two experiences were with two 
older relatives, both of whom had lived vety long and 
productive lives when they became terminally i l l .  The 
third experience was vety different because it involved 
a young woman: one of my closest friends. She was in 
the prime of her life and was both a wife and mother of 
a young son when metastatic breast cancer caused her 
death. Each death experience was unique, yet the com
mon thread of hospice care ran through each tapestry. 
The basic philosophy of hospice care remained constant 
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throughout each of my experiences. Howevet; because 
each situation and person was unique, each experience 
provided me with a unique window in  which to view the 
final chapter of a human being's l ife. Hospice of 
Northeastern I l l inois was enlisted by each of the three 
families to help them navigate the unchmied course of 
dying and bereavement. In al l  three opportunities of 
working with terminally i l l  patients, I was awestruck by 
the individuals' inner strengths and abilities to adjust 
and cope with their looming deaths. These events gave 
me the opportunity to see what social psychologists 
study at length, the power of people when placed in cer
tain situations. Being in  such close proximity to death, I 
was witness to the most intimate and personal relation
ships between family members; each family member 
had such differing reactions to the circumstances. These 
experiences were truly unique opportunities to witness 
the humanness and rawness of emotion that such diffi
cult circumstances force upon people. 

My first experience with hospice came when my 
husband's grandfather was diagnosed with terminal 
cardiovascular disease and bladder cancer. He was in 
h i s  late eighties and had. lived on h is  ow11 for about 1 5  
years, since h is  wife had passed away after prolonged 
i llness. Edward had cared for h is  wheelchair-bound 
wife for about eight years while she was unable to. care 
for herself: I n  fact, for the last several years, she did not 
even recognize him. I never knew Edna, Edward's 
wife, as she had passed away before I came into the 
family. Edward was a rather gruff man of few words. 
He had mowed lawns for "old people," most of whom 
were younger than himself, until he developed heart 
failure i n  h is  mid-eighties. After he became i ll, I took 
over responsibility for h is  medications and became the 
liaison betwee11 h is  daughters and the doctors. As I 
worked for physicians and was trained to care for 
patients, I became the logical choice to intercede. 
Edward never believed that he needed medication in  
order to live, a.nd he  firmly believed that the doctors 
and pharmaceutical companies were only after his 
money. He grudgingly took his medicine from the daily 
pi l l  organizers l filled on a weekly basis. This afforded 
me the ability to know if he skipped any of his meds. 
He managed mostly on h is  own for·about a year and a 

half when family received word that his situation had 
become terminal. He was hospitalized with congestive 
heati fai lure, and during this time he was found to have 
advanced bladder cancer that would require him to 
have an indwelling catheter placed permanently. He 
went to a skilled nursing facility for about three 
months, and then it was decided that it would be better 
for him to be in  his own home. 

The decision was made to bring him home where 
family members would provide round the clock care 
for him. Hospice was called in, and a tamily assess
ment and plan of care was completed. A nurse would 
come four times a week, and a nurse's aide would assist 
with a makeshitl shower three times a week. For the 
duration of his time with us, we managed the rest of his 
care ourselves. 

Edward never spoke with his daughters about dying. 
He knew he was dying, as he had signed informed con
sent tor his care with tl1e hospice intake coordinator. On 
several occasions, his pastor came, and they spoke a lit
tle about the manner in which Edward had lived his 
l ife, and in a remote way, they danced around the issue 
of dying. He was a devout Christian who attended 
church on a weekly basis until he became homebound. 
I fee l  very fortunate that on three or tour occasions he 
spoke to me in a roundabout way about his upcoming 
death. I have come to the conclusion that he was able to 
talk with me because he felt comfortable with me, and 
also, perhaps because I had married into the fam ily, 
which meant that I did not have any personal claim or 
involvement with fami ly matters. I also think that I was 
more open and receptive to his pers011al concerns than 
his daughters were. l had grown to love him as a surro
gate grandpa and only wanted what was best tor him, 
regardless of the fami ly implications. When he did 
speak about dying, it was always in  reference to seeing 
his wife again. Edward's body had worn out, and every 
task had become difficult. He had lived his l ife as a 
manual laborer. Life had been difficult and physically 
demanding, and he had always worked long hours i n  
order to provide for his family. 

The final stages of dying were very hard on Edward 
physically. He had lived his l i fe with strong conviction 
and purpose, and he left this l ife with the same. I prayed 
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for him to pass on my watch, and he did. During the 
final days of h is  life, the hospice nurse was in atten
dance every day, and on the last day, she stayed with 
the family for several hours. She had explained to us 
that because he had been such a fighter during his life
time, his body systems would continue to fight up until 
his last breath. She warned us that he could linger on 
for days. The nurse had explained the final stages of 
dying to the family, and we knew what to expect. I felt 
a deep need to stay over on that pattieular night, even 
though his  two daughters were present and planning to 
spend the night as well. Many of h is  bodily functions 
were shutting down, and I thought the end could be 
near. On that fateful day, I could sense that Edward was 
hanging on for some specific reason. I encouraged each 
family member to say his or her good-byes as I thought 
perhaps that was what was keeping h im tied here. In the 
evening, Laura and Rae, Edward's daughters, had gone 
to sleep, and I had remained awake. Evely fifteen min
utes or so I would go in to his bedroom to cheek on h im 
and to hold his hand. I spoke to him about his wife and 
his other relatives that had passed away before, and I 
encouraged him to let go when he was ready, to join his 
wife. I assured him that we, the family, would all be 
fine and would look forward to meeting h im again 
some day. Occasionally, as I spoke to him, the qual ity 
of his respirations would change. I do not know if it 
was because h is  mind was registering what I was say
ing or i f  his body was sensing the touch of my hand, or 
if it was just my imagination, but no sooner had I 
stepped out of the doorway, following a short prayer tor 
him, he breathed his last breath .. The troubling mechan
ical sounds h is lungs had been making tor most of the 
day ceased. I don't know how long I stood in the door
way before I slowly stepped back in to the room. I took 
my stethoscope and listened to his hemt and lungs for 
about 20 m inutes before I truly believed and accepted 
that he was gone. I woke his daughters and told them 
he had died. It was one of the most d ifficult things I 
have ever had to do. 

Shortly afterwards, I phoned the hospice nurse, and 
she came over to the house. It was she who pronounced 
h im dead and attended to his personal needs. She 
phoned the funeral home, and the funeral director came 

within half an hour. All of this took p lace between the 
hours of midnight and four in the morning. The final 
hours after his death were a blessing, thanks to hospice. 
The hospice nurse spoke with us and guided us through 
the steps and processes of what needed to be done. The 
hospice nurse attended the funeral, and then a hospice 
bereavement team member phoned both daughters on 
various occasions tor about one year after Edward died. 
None of the family members participated in bereave
ment aftercare. Edward's daughters handled things just 
as he had done, quietly and privately. The grieving 
process was different for all of us. The severity and 
duration varied from person to person. I often watched 
with a keen eye, wondering what other family members 
were thinking and feeling during this mourning period. 

Many extended family members and friends attended 
the wake and funeral tor Edward. They had come to 
share with one another cherished memories and stories 
about Edward's l i te. It was a very special time for all 
there. Everyone seemed to take comfort in the knowl
edge that he had lived a long and good life. The time had 
come for him to take his place in heaven, beside his wife. 

Our family did not utilize all the services that hospice 
has to offer grieving families. We were given literature 
about the grieving process, and most of us read it. We 
were very pleased with our hospice experience. Edward 
had been promised that he would not suffer in pain and 
that his death would be peaceful. He had been treated 
with state-of-the-art pain management, and he was at 
peace when he died. Everyone in the family was glad to 
have been able to honor his wishes to die at home. He 
passed away in his own bed, covered with a quilt that 
had been handmade by his wife. We all felt that we had 
done our best in  caring tor him even though we sacri
ficed a great deal of our own lives in order to best serve 
him. I ,  for one, have no regrets. I had been able to say 
and do everything that was within my power to make his 
final days on emth pain-free, meaningful, and peaceful. I 
have grown immensely from my first death experience 
with the hospice philosophy of dying. 

The next opportunity came two years later, when 
Edward's sister decided she had suffered enough in this 
life and that hospice would allow her the opportunity to 
die in the manner in which she chose. Rebecca was 90 
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when she died. I had become a close !fiend to Rebecca 
while Edward was alive. The physician that I work for 
was her attending physician, and that relationship 
tied me to her medical care. Rebecca's sons and 
daughters-in-law had al l  agreed to sign on for hospice 
care. Rebecca sought much needed pain relief as a top 
priority !rom hospice. Her physician and her hospice 
nurse worked tirelessly to achieve the appropriate mix 
of opioids to achieve maximal pain relief but also to 
allow her to be alert and responsive. 

Rebecca lasted only one week in hospice care, and I 
believe that she had willed herself to die when she had 
felt it was time. Her eldest son, who l ives out of state, 
was able to come for a visit. It seemed that this visit gave 
her a sense of peace, and the two were able to spend 
quality time together. Her other son and his children and 
grandchildren had also been frequent visitors, as they 
lived close by. In fact, on the last evening before she 
slipped into a coma, there were 25 tinnily members pres
ent to visit with her. She was alert and reminisced about 
her l ife. She laughed, joked, and seemed to bask in the 
warmth of love that surrounded her that night. I had a 
funny feeling that night after everyone left, so I decided 
to spend the night in case her in-home caregiver required 
assistance. Rebecca and her sister Grace l ived together, 
as they had both become widows. A caregiver had been 
hired to help them around the house, and she was pres
ent that evening as well. The hospice nurse estimated 
Rebecca would live at least another week or two, but that 
was not my impression. I thought the time would come 
much sooner. Unfortunately, I was correct. That fol low
ing. morning, we could not awaken Rebecca; she had 
sl ipped into a coma.g! had to call hertiunily and tell them 
that the final stages of dying had commenced. I felt 
rather i l l  at ease letting them know because I suspected 
that she would not come out of the coma and be able to 
communicate with them. I felt sorry that they had not 
had further opportunity to talk with her before she 
sl ipped away. The family had truly believed that she 
would live longer.and they would have time to say what 
needed to be said. She lingered in  the coma for two and 
a half days but never regained consciousness. Her 
immediate. family members were able to visit and spend 
time with.her during these final days and bid farewell to 
her in their own private ways. 

Because I was not part of the immediate family, I do 
not know what bereavement services the tim1 ily used, if 
any. However, Rebecca's daughter- in-law told me that 
they had been contacted by hospice after her death and 
that they had appreciated the thoughtful calls. I also 
know that they, too, were vety pleased with the choice 
of hospice care for Rebecca and that she had died a 
vety dignified and peaceful death surrounded by t:1mi
ly members and her hospice nurse. 

l was not in town on the day that Rebecca died. It 
was very difficult for me to leave her home on the 
morning before her death. I knew in my heart that I 
would not see her again alive. Unfortunately, l was 
unable to attend the wake and funeral because my hus
band and I were out of the country. It was very d ifficult 
for me not to be in attendance tor either service because 
I felt as if I did not have adequate opportunity lor clo
sure. I had bid her farewell on the day I left, but I 
believe there is a sense of completion one feels after 
attending a wake or funeral. Family and friends are 
gathered during the somber occasion to support one 
another, and it has been my experience that this time 
can also serve as an intimate and special opportunity to 
share personal thoughts, feel ings, and memories. After 
I returned to town, l heard bits and pieces from family 
about the thneral service and wake, and that many 
memorable and meaningful moments had been shared 
between Rebecca's family and friends. 

It took me several months to achieve a real sense of 
closure and peace after Rebecca died. I grieved pri
vately and was eventually able to go to her grave to pay 
my final respects, but I believe that it would have been 
easier for me to complete the grieving process if I had 
been able to mourn her passing accompanied by all the 
others, at the funeral service. 

My most recent encounter with hospice care came 
when one of my best friends, Anna, succumbed to 
metastatic breast cancer about a year and a half ago. 
She courageously fought her battle with cancer for 
about ten years. Anna never could accept the fact that 
she was dying. I believe that it was the only way she 
could cope with the reality of her situation and still con
tinue to muster al l  her strength to spend quality time 
with her son and husband. Anna's son was only I I  
when she died. After much family discussion, hospice 

32 



The Harper Anthology 

services were engaged to help the family manage 
Anna's care. The horrific pain that Anna endmed daily 
was not being adequately managed by conventional 
medical care, and it was felt that hospice could better 
address the situation. Within a short time, hospice nurs
es were able to conquer her severe pain. They used an 
arsenal of medications to provide her with pain relief, 
yet she was still vety alert and able to function. 
Activities of daily living were a constant challenge for 
Anna, but the kind and caring hospice staff were 
always anticipating and addressing her needs in this 
regard. Despite her situation, Anna always greeted 
everyone into her home with a warm smile. She always 
had a funny or witty remark ready whenever she spoke 
to someone. The hospice staff worked very hard to 
make Anna's last days comfortable and meaningful. 

I was a frequent visitor in Anna's home for the last 
two months of her life. In  fact, there were three of us 
who took turns caring for Anna while her husband was 
at work. The hospice team was wondetful in supporting 
Anna, her fami ly, and those of us who were part-time 
caregivers. The staff realized early on that Anna was not 
psychologically ready or able to fully realize discussions 
about her upcoming death. They lovingly respected her 
wishes and worked around them. On the other hand, 
Anna's husband was always kept well informed about 
the progression of her i llness. He discussed the situation 
at length with Anna's nurses and doct01; and he prepared 
himself for the inevitable. In  fact, he told me sometime 
later, that he had been mentally preparing himself for her 
death for several years, ever since he had learned that she 
would eventually lose her battle with cancer. 

For everyone involved, the most d ifficult situation 
involved Anna's son Matthew. Many lengthy discus
sions were held regarding what and how much should 
be told to Matthew regarding his mother's grave condi
tion. Both the hospice psychologist and social worker 
offered valuable insight and input in  this regard. They 
addressed these issues, along with many others, with 
Anna's husband and her family. During the last week of 
her l ife, Anna's son came to realize and understand that 
she would be leaving him to go to heaven. I do not 
think he really had the. cognitive ability to understand 
the emotional impact of her death. For a number of 
years he had watched her become sicklier, but I don't 

think he fully understood what was happening. l don't 
think many children are capable of understanding the 
permanence of death and its impact on a family. 
Thankfully, on the night she died, he slept through all 
the commotion that occurred during her death. He did 
not become aware of her passing until his father awak
ened him. Anna's husband, s ister, brother, sister-in-law, 
and nurse were al l  with Anna when she passed away. 
The body was prepared before Anna's son came in to 
see her. Matthew and his father spent time with Anna 
and were able to say their goodbyes together. The sup
port the family received at this time was remarkable. 
Anna's husband said that he could not have managed 
without the support of the hospice team. 

Subsequent to his mother's funeral, Matthew was 
enrolled in a bereavement support group tor children his 
same age. He attended the group for several months. The 
children's support group seemed to provide h im the 
oppmtunity to begin working through his loss and his 
personal feelings about it. At eleven, he was still a child, 
and as such, still in the formative process of maturing. His 
self-concept was not fully developed, and his understand
ing of his place i n  the world was not yet established. It 
was for these reasons that it became so important for him 
to appropriately process Anna's death and its impact. 
About a month after Anna died, her husband told me that 
Matthew had suggested it was time for his dad to find a 
new wife so he would not need to feel lonely. That lone 
comment made me realize how little children really 
understand about the significance of l ife and death. With 
al l  its expertise, hospice was able to guide this child 
through the grieving process, in a healthy manner, so that 
he could continue his normal maturation process despite 
the horrific loss, the death of his mother. 

Anna's husband also attended a bereavement sup
port group for some time. He, at times, felt  a bit out of 
place. He said it was because he had been preparing 
himself for her death for such a long time while most 
others i n  his group had been caught off guard by the 
sudden death of a spouse. Anna's husband is a very shy 
and quiet man. I was encouraged that the hospice 
bereavement team had gently nudged him to attend 
support group and that he complied. No matter how one 
anticipates loss, the magnitude of the resulting emo
tions always seem to be greater than one can or should 
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have to bear alone. It has taken a long time for Anna's 
husband to resume a normal social l ife. He has recent
ly begun dating a nice woman, and they seem to be 
happy with one another. Matthew also seems to be 
adjusting and appears happy. 

Anna often d iscussed with me how she felt about 
her husband dating and possibly marrying again. She 
had overwhelming fears that she would be forgotten. I 
always tried to speak from my heart and tell her that she 
could never be forgotten. The impact she made on all 
those who knew her is everlasting. Her son is her living 
legacy, and her husband wil l  always carry with him the 
family traditions they started together. Both are forever 
changed because of Anna's presence in  their lives, even 
though her life was not a long one. I, for one, will never 
forget the lessons I learned from her. She taught me 
courage in  the face of adversity and that love beyond all 
else lasts i nto eternity, One person can make a differ
ence in  the lives of others. In  this case, the hospice team 
was able to fultll l  their promise of a good death experi
ence for Anna and her fami ly. 

It is my sincere opinion that hospice fulfills a very 
necessary role in  the lives of terminally i l l  patients and 
their families. The social support system that is inherent 
in  hospice provides tiunilies with the necessary physical, 
emotional, spiritual, and social support to help them 
manage and cope with terminal illness and the death of 
their loved one. Because hospice provides a unique 
social support structure for families, they are able to 
address and meet the family's needs. This is contrary to 
the care provided at hospitals or other non-hospice med
ical facil ities, where the facilities are not designed to 
suppmt the emotional, spiritual, or social needs of the 
terminally i l l  and their fami lies. Consequently, dying in  
one of these establishments can be very frightening and 
may lead to a death that is not peaceful or dignified tor 
the patient or his family. Hospice has proven that its mul
tidisciplinary team has the knowledge and the technical 
ability to change, for the better, the dying experience of 
the terminally i l l .  With hospice care, families can come 
together and grow in  compassion and love while caring 
for their dying loved one. The philosophy of hospice will 
continue to grow and flourish in our society because it 
educates, encourages; and supports families. during a 

vety d ifficult time in their lives. The promise hospice 
makes to all who utilize its services is that no one need 
ever make their final journey alone, in pain, or fearful, 
because the caring and compassionate hospice team will 
accompany them to death's door and will journey along 
side their families during the period of bereavement. 
That is the legacy of hope that is hospice. 
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The 

Handkerchief 
• 

Ill Othello: 

From a Symbol

of Fidelity 

to Infidelity 

 

Thcia Elliott 
Course: English I 02 (Composition) 

fnstructor: E lizabeth Turner 

Assignment: 
Plan, compose, critique, and revise 

an interpretation, supported with research. 
of William Shakespeare s Othello. 

The handkerchief in Shakespeare's Othello is !ago's 
tool of manipulation. In a tragedy of bare emotions, the 
handkerchief arouses strong emotions in all the charac
ters that touch it. The handkerchief arouses feelings of 
love, fidelity, and magic, and then ultimately betrayal, 
jealousy, and infidelity. According to Harry Levin, the 
handkerchief "becomes a talisman of life and death" 
(563). For !ago, the handkerchief represents power 
over Othello, a way to manipulate Othello to suit !ago's 
desire. As the handkerchief changes hands through 
!ago's careful manipulations, the symbolism of the 
handkerchief changes from that of fidelity to jealousy 
to infidelity. 

The handkerchief first appears in  Act Ill as 
Desdemona tries to use it to soothe Othello's headache. 
The significance of the handkerchief is not known at this 
point, and it is referred to as a napkin. As Othello states, 
"Your napkin is too little" (3.3.303). The handkerchief is 
brushed away by Othello and lands on the floor. 
Although this appears an insignificant event, it serves as 
the trigger for !ago's scheme. The act of brushing away 
the handkerchief by Othello can be interpreted as him 
brushing off the affections and love of Desdemona. As 
stated by Robert Heilman, "In rejecting her attention, 
Othello really rejects the magical powers of love . . .  " 
(534). Not only is Othello providing !ago with the oppor
tunity to obtain the handkerchief, he is also turning away 
the love of his wife. By using the term little to describe 
the napkin, Othello implies that not only is the napkin lit
tle but Desdemona's love is too l ittle, as he is starting to 
doubt her love based upon information from !ago. 

!ago's initiaL accomplice in the scheme is his wife, 
Emilia. Moments after the handkerchief falls to the 
floor, Emilia picks up the handkerchief. Upon picking 
up the handkerchief, she states, "I am glad I have found 
this napkin. I This was her first remembrance from the 
Moor. I My wayward husband hath a hundred times I 
Wooed me to steal it, but she so loves the token" 
(3.3.306-309). Emilia provides the audience with the 
significance of the handkerchief. It was the first gift 
from Othello to Desdemona. Desdemona cherishes the 
handkerchief, as it represents Othello's love. As stated 
by critic Harry Berger, it " . . .  first appears simply as a 
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love token given by Othello to Desdemona and there
fore treasured by her" (385). For Emilia, the signifi
cance of the handkerchief has changed ti·om a napkin to 
a token. I t  is no longer just a napkin, an insignificant 
item, but a token symbol of the love between Othello 
and Desdemona. !ago has pestered Emilia to retrieve or 
steal the handkerchiet: and she took advantage of this 
llrst opportunity to get the handkerchief to give to !ago. 
However, Emilia describes Iago as "wayward," giving 
the audience additional insight into !ago's headstrong, 
willflil, and capricious behaviors. Emilia realizes that 
!ago's desire for the handkerchief is probably not for 
noble reasons but does not challenge him. 

Shortly after Emilia retrieves the handkerchief, !ago 
enters the room, and he delights that Emilia stole the 
handkerchief. However, Emilia corrects !ago that she 
did not steal it. As Emilia states, "No, Faith. She let it 
drop by negligence" (3 .3 .327), referring to Desdemona. 
By stating that she came upon the handkerchief by faith 
and not stealing, Emilia is trying to absolve herself of 
any wrongdoing. The term faith could be interpreted as 
fate, which associates magic or destiny with the hand
kerchief. To have tate intervene in the situation makes 
the audience think that it was inevitable that the hand
kerchief was dropped and Emilia would pick it up. 
There is magic associated with the handkerchief. 

After Emilia leaves the room, !ago lets the audience 
in on his plans. He states, "I wil l  in Cassia's lodging 
lose this napkin / And let him Hnd it" (3.3.337-338). The 
scheme involving Cassia is presented clearly by !ago. 
For this act, fate is not intervening. To !ago, there is no 
magic in the handkerchief. I t  is just a piece of cloth that 
he can use to manipulate the emotions of Othello. !ago 
contlrms this when he states, "Trifles light as air I Are to 
the jealous confirmations strong I As proofs of Holy 
Writ" (3.3 .338-340). !ago refers to the handkerchief as 
a trifle. .Jt is something of little value to him, but he is 
benefiting from other people's emotional attachments to 
it. By expressing his view of the handkerchief, he is 
revealing his plans of manipulation. The handkerchief 
will serve as proof or contlrmation of Desdemona's infi
delity to Othello; it serves as proof as strong as the 
scripture or Holy Writ to someone as prone to jealousy 
as Othello. 

Due to strong feelings of jealousy, Othello is con
stantly reacting to the whereabouts of the handkerchief. 
As stated by John Hughes, "But there is nothing in which 
the Poet has more shewn his Judgement in this Play, than 
in the Circumstances of the Handkerchief, which is 
employ'd as a Confirmation to the Jealousie of Othello 
already raised" (385). Hughes was one ofthe first critics 
to interpret the representation of the handkerchief. l-Ie is 
pointing out that tritle things, such as the handkerch ief, 
can easily sway jealous people. !ago seizes the opportu
nity to distort the meaning of the handkerchief to his 
advantage.glago knows and sees how jealous Othello can 
be and uses the handkerchief to inflame the jealousy 
even more. As Othello looks for proof of his jealous feel
ings, he commands !ago to provide that proof: "Villain, 
be sure though prove my love a whore! I Be sure of it. 
Give me ocular proof' (3.3.375-376). Othello wants to 
see the proof with his own eyes to confirm the infidelity. 
Othello uses the strong term of whore to emphasize the 
seriousness of proving infidelity. Othello wants !ago to 
be sure of the accusation; however, Othello succumbs to 
!ago's mere images of alleged infidelity. !ago offers up 
the handkerchief as the ultimate proof to be seen by the 
naked eye. 

In Act III Scene IV, Desdemona realizes the hand
kerchief is missing and asks Emilia the whereabouts of 
the handkerchief. Emi l ia responds, "! know not, 
madam" (3.4 . 1 7). !ago is succeeding in his wayward 
manipulations. Emilia lies to Desdemona, and the 
handkerchief becomes an integral part of the tangled 
web of deceit and lies that !ago is weaving. E.A.J. 
1-Ionigmann brings to light that Emilia was afraid of 
!ago. According to Honigmann, "Had she not been 
afraid oflago the truth might have come out and !ago's 
plot would have collapsed" ( 1 1 0). Due to Emi l ia's fear 
of !ago, she lies to Desdemona. Emilia shares her hus
band's view of the handkerchief; that it is a trifle. If not, 
she would have been more honest with Desdemona. 
Emilia does not understand the true symbolic nature of 
the handkerchief and how !ago is using it to drive the 
jealousy of Othello until it is too late. The web of lies 
becomes very tangled at this point in the play. As 
Honigmann points out, Emilia could have easily foiled 
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[ago's plot at this point by revealing that he was given 
the handkerchief. 

While the handkerchief is supposedly missing, !ago 
is working on Othello. !ago twists the situation so 
Othello sees the handkerchief as a symbol of 
Desdemona herself If Desdemona is willing to give 
someone her handkerchief; she must be willing to give 
of herself as well. One oflago's twists is to lead Othello 
to believe that the handkerchief represents Desdemona's 
virtue or goodness. This goodness is tainted when the 
handkerchief is perceived to leave her hands and given 
to another man. As noted by critic Harry Berger, "When 
the handkerchief is first given, it represents her virtue 
and their chaste love, but it later becomes a sign, indeed 
a proof, of her unfaithfulness" (386). Berger uses key 
words such as virtue and chaste love to reinforce the 
symbolic nature of the handkerchief to represent 
Desdemona as pure, decent, and honest. 

Later during this same scene, Othello enters and asks 
Desdemona for a handkerchief. She offers a handker
chief; however, it is not "the" handkerchief: Othello dis
cusses at length the significance of the handkerchief, and 
how it was a charmed gift given to Othello by his moth· 
er. His mother received it as a gift from an Egyptian 
witch as a charm to keep her husband's love (3.4. 5 1 -62). 
Through his explanation, Othello claims that his mother 
used it to keep his father faithful to her. For Othello, the 
handkerchief not only represents love, but also marital 
fidelity. As stated by Wolstenholme Parr, "Hence has 
Shakespeare judiciously taken occasion to confer a sort 
of preternatural importance on the handkerchief that was 
the last fatal confirmation of his jealousy" (397). The 
preternatural importance of the handkerchief lets the 
audience know that the handkerchief is taking on. mean
ing beyond normally found or expected. With Othello 
placing importance on the handkerchief and its origins, 
[ago can easily manipulate the handkerchief and the sit· 
uation. The handkerchief takes on an abnonnal strength 
and power of its own, as Robert Heilman concurs. In  his 
essay, he states "The handkerchief is a talisman: kept by 
a wife, it guarantees her husband's love; if it is lost or 
given away, 'his spirits should hunt I After new fancies"' 
(4.3.58-63) (534). Heilman reinforces the power and 

magic of the handkerchief by referring to it as a talisman, 
which is anything that is thought to have magic power. If 
the handkerchief is lost, so too will the love be lost, and 
the person, or spirit, wil l  seek another person. With these 
stories, symbols, and magic woven into the handkerchief, 
it becomes easier to manipulate the situation from love 
and purity to perceived jealousy and betrayal. Ultimately, 
!ago reinforces the significance of the handkerchief so 
that Othello believes Desdemona is unfaithful, which 
would then lead to Othello's downfall. 

At the end of Act III Scene IV, Cassio has the hand
kerchief and gives it to B ianca. He asks Bianca to make 
a copy of the handkerchief, as he likes it. Cassio states: 
"I know not, neither. I found it in my chamber. I I like 
the work well. Ere it be demanded · I  As like enough it 
will - I would have it copied" (3.4. 1 83 - 1 85). B ianca 
immediately becomes suspicious and thinks that Cassia 
has another lover to whom the handkerchief belongs. 
The handkerchief now represents suspicion and infideli
ty. Bianca sees the handkerchief as a sign of C:assio 
being with-and perhaps loving-another woman, even 
though he states to have only found it. Bianca leaves 
with the handkerchief. Critic Harry Levin argues it is no 
mere coincidence that the handkerchief passes from 
Desdemona to B ianca, but as. a sign of purity bewhored 
and love confounded with lust (563). The significance 
of the handkerchief changing hands from Desdemona to 
Bianca is the transition from a symbol of love and fideli
ty to that of infidelity, Levin goes on to state, 
"Desdemona and B ianca, with Emilia m idway between 
them, stand at the polar extremes of womanhood" (563). 
Desdemona represents love and purity initially, whereas 
B ianca is Cassia's prostitute, representing lust and infi
delity. The two women are polar opposites. 

The significance of Bianca touching and having the 
handkerchief is the loss of virtue and goodness. The 
handkerchief also becomes ordinary, not unique, as 
Cassia asks for a copy to be made. I f  more than one of 
the same handkerchief exists, it loses its power and 
magic. According to James Calderwood, "The whoring 
of the handkerchief fetishizes the whoring of 
Desdemona." Desdemona.and the handkerchief become 
one and the same. I f  the handkerchief has been i n  the 
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hands of Cassio, then so has Desdemona. Calderwood 
also states, "For to 'take out the work,' as Bianca is 
asked to do, is to copy the handkerchief's pattern and 
thus to degrade the irreplaceable magic talisman to the 
status of repeatable common property" ( I  02). The once 
pure handkerchief was now in the hands of a prostitute 
and in the process of being copied. It would no longer 
be unique and pure, paralleling Desdemona. Although 
!ago could not have predicted what Cassio would do 
with the handkerchief once he found it, the chain of 
events worked in !ago's favor. !ago could not have 
planned this course of events any better if he tried. 

As the scene proceeds, !ago states, "But if !  give my 
wife a handkerchief-" (4. 1 g.9). !ago continues to bring 
to Othello's attention the missing handkerchief. If a 
husband gives a wife a handkerchief, it is an important 
token of love and honor. !ago does not finish his 
thought but plants the seed that there is more to be said, 
thus contributing again tC> the significance of the hand
kerchief: As Othello states, "By heaven, I would have 
t11ost gladly forgot it. I Thou sadistg- 0, it comes o'er 
my memory I As doth the raven o'er the infectious 
house, I Boding to all - he had my handkerchief' 
(4: 1 . 19-22). The raven is a foreboding symbol, as it is 
one related to the plague. !ago has jogged Othello's 
memory about the handkerchief, at the same time stir
ring up a sense of foreboding. If Othello had forgotten 
about the handkerchief, the manipulations would have 
failed. According to Kenneth Burke, "For the handker
chief wil l  sum up the entire complexity of motives. It 
will be public evidence of the conspiracy which 
Othello now wholly believes to exist . . .  " ( 42). !ago 
nudges and pushes Othello, continuing to play on his 
emotions. The handkerchief serves as the public evi
dence of the infidelity. !ago's motives are complex, as 
are his actions and words. !ago is constantly planting 
seeds, ideas, and thoughts in Othello's mind. When an 
opportunity arises with the handkerchief, !ago is able to 
reinforce the thoughts and produce evidence to evoke 
feelings of infidel ity. Burke uses the term conspiracy to 
describe !ago's actions; !ago uses the handkerchief as a 
tool of manipulation i n  his conspiracy to bring down 
Othello. The other people in  the play that touch the 

handkerchiefare part of the conspiracy but do not know 
it, except for Emilia. A conspiracy means a working 
together, but many do not know they are part of the 
conspiracy. It is really !ago and the handkerchief con
spiring against everyone. 

At the end of Act IV, Scene I, B ianca gives the hand
kerchief back to Cassio with Othello watching. As 
Othello states, "By heaven, that should be my handker
chief!" ( 4. 1 . 1 48). To Othello, this is the proof that sup
ports what !ago has been telling him. According to 
Harry Levin, "Shakespeare invests it with romantic 
mystery as a magic symbol of Othello's passion and a 
mystic omen of Desdemona's murder, since it will pro
vide the ocular proof that seals !ago's calumny" (563). 
Calumny means a false and malicious statement meant 
to hurt someone's reputation; Levin is pointing out that 
!ago uses the handkerchief to poison Othello's thoughts 
of Desdemona. The handkerchief is the ocular proof 
that !ago needs to carry out his plot. !ago is trying to 
ruin the reputation of Desdemona by proving through 
the handkerchief that she is bei11g unfaithful to Othello. 
!ago references Desdemona being foolish, which inten
sifies the feelings of infidelity. He states, "Yours, by 
this hand. And to see how he prizes the foolish woman 
your wife! She gave it him, and he hath given it his 
whore" ( 4 . 1 . 1 63 - 1 64). !ago points out the obvious 
change of hands of the handket·chief, which not only 
characterizes Desdemona as d ishonest, but also foolish. 
Once Othello has seen the handkerchief in the hands of 
Cassio and Bianca, he has the proof that he needs, and 
jealousy develops into a rage that takes over. Levin, 
through his writings, points out the transition of the 
handkerchief from a symbol of love to infidelity to an 
omen of murder. With Othello's jealous rage cuhninat
ing, murder enters his mind. 

Similar to Levin, Faith Nostbakken writes about the 
transition of the handkerchief: ''Its appearance andg
reappearance as it changes hands-from Desdemona 
to Othello to Emilia to !ago to Bianca to Cassio
increases the dramatic tension by drawing visual or 'ocu
lar' attention to the lie that gradually entangles and 
destroys the main characters" ( 1 25). The handkerchief 
plays a role in this play, an almost human role. The tan-
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gled web referred to by Ms. Nostbakken makes the hand
kerchief a key instrument of destruction. !ago, however, 
is the one that is manipulating and scheming to achieve 
the end result of Othello's demise. It does not appear that 
!ago is impacted by the deatl1 of the others, but he is 
pleased that Othello is out of the way. He has achieved 
his goal. 

At the end of the play, Emilia reveals the truth about 
!ago and the handkerchief. She states, " . . .  That handker
chief thou speak's! of I I found by fortune and did give 
my husband; I For often, with a solemn earnestness, I 
more than indeed belonged to such a trifle . . .  " ( 4.2.232-
235). Emilia confesses that she gave the handkerchiefto 
!ago, a handkerchief that carried too much interest for 
something so insignificant from her perspective. The 
tool of !ago's manipulations ironically becomes only a 
handkerchief again. Levin states, referring to Othello, 
" . . .  his world is brought down in ruins by the wave of a 
handkerchief, the neat trick of a wily conjuror abetted by 
circumstance; cunning has done its best, and luck its 
worst" (563). !ago is the wily conjuror that through 
certain circumstances achieved his goal .  Because the 
handkerchief is woven into the play with such symbol
ism, the actions of !ago are plausible. For Othello to get 
upset and jealous over a plain napkin would seem ridicu
lous; however, a handkerchief given to his beloved wife 
as a token ofhis love and fidelity makes the actions and 
reactions real, and !ago's manipulations successful. 
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Assignment: 
Research and present a current issue or problem 

.fixing a Latin American country today. Propose a 
course of action for addressing this problem. 

[n  recent years, the destruction of tropical rainforests 
has resulted in a greater public outcry than it once did. 
No rainforest quite compares to Brazil's Amazon, the 
largest such forest in the world, and indeed it is the 
Amazon that has received the vast majority of atten
tion. The existence of the Amazon raiilforest is of 
tremendous importance to Brazil-and also, ironically 
enough, to its economy-which makes the issue of 
deforestation al l  the more pressing. The Brazilian gov
ernment should recognize once and for al l  that the 
Amazon is essential to the national welfare. By the 
same token, it must implement a series of ecological 
policies that acknowledge the economic factors that 
drive deforestation and reconcile the need for protect
ing the rainforest with the needs of capitalist develop
ment. Should the government impose a carbon tax, 
replace destructive subsides with ecologically sustain
able but . nevertheless profitable ones, and protect as 
national forest the entirety of the Amazon rainforest, it 
can succeed in balancing environmental and economi-

cal concerns. This topic is important because it affects 
the world environment and policy within unique 
ecosystems. 

The Amazon rainforest is home to an enormous 
range of animal and plant species. The number of 
species in the world's tropical rainforests has never 
been established, because many of these species have 
yet to be discovered; however, 2 to 3 million, or two
thirds of the earth's species, may be an underestimation 
(Whitmore 58). A more conservative estimate suggests 
that the rainforests, which cover only a twentieth of the 
earth's surface, are home to over 50 percent of al l  liv
ing organisms (Lewis 1 4). The plants and animals in 
the rainforest play a crucial role in the world's biodi
versity. This biodiversity does more than create a tingly 
feeling in the hearts of environmentalists. The 
Economist explains some of the more tangible reasons 
for promoting biodiversity: 

The strongest argument for conserving biodi
versity is to protect the 'ecosystems' on which 
humanity itself depends. Diversified ecosys
tems protect watersheds, local rainfall, food 
supply, and soil. The Amazon ecosystem is so 
vast that it creates it's own climate. Most rain
fal l  is recycled, and the forest affects light 
reflection, .cloud formation, regional rainfall 
and temperature ("Saving the Rainforest"), 

Even if the Brazilian government does not care 
about the long-term threat of global warming, which 
the Amazon also keeps in check, these other domestic 
concerns pose a real threat to the country. Uncontrolled 
flooding, irregular rainfall ,  and soil erosion will cause 
billions of dollars in damage, to say nothing of the 
human anguish and disruption to everyday living. 
Thus, a foresighted Amazon policy must include ways 
of dealing with deforestation, which results in the loss 
of species diversity. Only biodiversity can preserve a 
stable and healthy ecosystem. 

There is a second reason-with its own economic 
bent-for supporting the biodiversity of the rainforest. 
It is related to the pharmaceutical and agricultural 
industries. Mac Margolis explains, 

Once a species is eliminated, no laboratory can 
conjure it back again. And as tropical forests 
contain so much of the gene stuff that is vital 
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for our own lives-···-·curare tOr anesthesia, thee
rose periwinkle for leukemia or Hodgkin's 
disease, quinine tOr malaria, and a dozen 
analgesics, not to mention the possible keys to 
pest and disease controls for agriculturee
depleting the species pool is lighting the long 
fuse of a time bomb for humanity (140). 

The value of the Amazon rainforest, much like the 
number of species living within it, cannot even be 
assessed at this point in time. Unless the forest is pro
tected, Brazil may miss out on a golden opportunity to 
supply the world with cures for its d iseases. Moreover, 
as The Economist argues, there are agricultural conse
quences to extinction: "All crops, garden plants, and 
domestic animals have wild ancestors . . . .  Their contin
ued viability depends on the maintenance of the genet
ic diversity of their ancestors, which alone makes pos
sible the breeding of new strains" ("Saving . . .  "). 

Brazil ian environmentalists must appeal to the eco
nomic effects of deforestation in order to have any hope 
of stopping it. Thet·ein lies the current di lemma. 
Brazil's economy depends on the products of defor
estation, especially timber and cattle. Tree cutting and 
burning results in the destruction of far more Amazon 
rainforest than all other factors combined (Coffee). 
There has always been a demand for Brazilian hard
woods, which explains why such enormous tracts of 
land have long been deforested. In  more recent years, 
government subsidies have encouraged vast projects 
that clear the forest to open grazing land for cattle. 
These two industries have. supplied jobs for hundreds 
of thousands of Brazi l ians, but they have come at a ter
rible price. Although the worst deforestation in the 
Amazon's history has ended, the rainforest continues to 
be depleted at the steady rate of about 1 2  percent annu
ally (Morano and Washburn). 

One of Brazil's continual problems is that it benefits 
from developing at the expense ofthe rainforest. On the 
one hand, Brazil cannot afford to resist the economic 
opportunities presented. On the other hand, it has failed 
to impose regulations on the destruction of its forests 
or, in some cases, simply does not have the resources to 
enforce them. The government needs to search for 
innovative methods of raising revenue while still pro
tecting the land. A particularly effective way of doing 

this would involve carbon credits. Since the world must 
decrease carbon emissions in order to combat global 
warming, and developers inject tremendous amounts of 
carbon into the atmosphere when they build over the 
rainforests, the Brazilian government could charge 
nations and companies tor the right to emit carbon 
under the condition that they d iscontinue their plans 
elsewhere. These carbon credits might provide Brazil 
with $2 billion per year and simultaneously keep the 
Amazon rainforest intact ("Is it Possible . . .  "). 

In addition to charging for development and pollu
tion on its land, the Brazi lian government must change 
its economic policies. It must pay special attention to 
the items that it subsidizes because, The Economist 
observes, "deforestation has been as much an econom
ic as an environmental disaster" ("Managing the 
Rainforests"). This may seem hard to believe, but it is 
true. In the past several decades, loggers have ripped 
out a stretch of forest and then burned the rest of the 
land, thinking that agricultural potential would make 
the land wotih more cleared than as untouched forest. 
Farming turned out to be unprofltable, and many peo
ple committed fraud or used their new "farms" as tax 
shelters for other businesses ("Managing . . .  "). 
Hundreds of thousands of square kilometers now lay 
abandoned in Amazonia, with nothing to show for the 
deforestation. 

In the last few years, the government has reduced 
these subsidies and closed some of the loopholes. 
Good-quality forested land can be worth 40% more 
than cleared land ("Managing . . .  "). Unharmed wood
land can yield a profit indefinitely. Using reduced
impact logging, companies can divide a forested area 
into 30  blocks, one of which is exploited each year, 
before being left alone for 29 years. ("Managing. . .  "). 
This method provides enough time to re-grow the lost 
forest. It can even be more profitable than traditional, 
reckless logging because it leaves the oldest trees, 
which would otherwise be cut down, to re-seed the 
block with new trees ("Managing . . .  "), 

The government, if it subsidizes anything, should 
subsidize reduced-impact logging. Ecologist Robin 
Chazdon discovered that "in secondary forests that are 
I 5 to 20 years old, the overall abundance of species that 
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have medicinal uses is higher compared to the older 
forests" ( qtd. in Morano and Washburn). Furthermore, 
younger forests consume more carbon dioxide than 
older forests, which make careful deforestation more 
effective in fighting global warming than does leaving 
the rainforest alone (Morano and Washburn). And as far 
as i l legal logging is concerned, more foreign and 
domestic consumers of hardwoods are demanding that 
timber be independently certified as the product of 
reduced-impact logging, which has led to a decrease in 
such il legal activity ("Managing . . .  "). 

Another threat to rainforest destruction is the 
increase in population. With Amazonia's population on 
the rise, there is a need to find ways to support the new 
people. Various projects have employed locals as fruit 
and plant collectors, and projects arc underway to train 
vil lagers to grow trees and fruits on their own small 
plot of land. They can realize a decent living with such 
techniques ("Managing . . .  "). The United States should 
follow through in giving Brazil the money it has prom
ised to support such work. 

Not to be overlooked is the idea of placing the entire 
Amazon rainforest under government protection. Some 
of it could be designated a national park and be deemed 
untouchable. Most of it could be made into a national 
f(lrest and placed under strict regulation for cutting, 
which would be conducted under reduced-impact 
guidelines. The enforcement for the government's man
date must be stronger than it currently is. This will 
require money that Brazil does not have at the moment, 
but carbon credits could provide the revenue needed to 
run a national forestry service equipped with satellite 
imaging. According to 71w Economist, "Combined 
with better land registration, improved satellite imag
ing shottld help to monitor, and thus prevent, deforesta
tion . . . .  A state laboratory is downloading satellite 
images and comparing them with a computerized land 
register to spot breaches of the often-flouted national 
forest code" ("Managing . . .  "). Enforcement of respon
sible rainforest protection policies is a realistic expec
tation, especially as Brazil's government cleans up 
some of its h istorical corruption. 

A combination of carbon credits, economically 
enticing subsidies for reduced-impact logging, and fed
eral protection of Brazil's Amazon rainforest can make 
possible the preservation of the environment without 
compromising the countJy's economic needs. It is only 
when the economic and environmental needs are uni
fied and seen as compatible that the problem of defor
estation will be resolved. "Ecoagriculture," the set of 
strategies being devised to curb conflicts between agri
culture and biodiversity, is slowly producing results. 
One can reasonably expect improvement in the next 
five years. The health of the world's ecosystems-and 
Brazil's in  particular-depends upon it. 
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Which 

"Bard Girl" 

Are You? 
Donnelle Fuller 

Course: Literature 2 1 0  (Introduction to Shakespeare) 
Instructor: Jessica Walsh 

Assignment: 
Respond to the plays we 've read in a way that 

demonstrates textual expertise and qffers a compelling 
argwneni. 1 encourage creative approaches. 

William Shakespeare gave many of his female 
characters very different personalities. They all react 
differently when it comes to "matters of the heart." 
Some are lucky in love, some are not, and some don't 
want to be within ten feet of it! Take this quiz and find 
out for yourself which "Bard Girl" you are most like! 
I'll tell you if you have the most in common with 
Desdemona, Ophelia, Beatrice, or Kate. Tally up your 
score and read about which character's personality and 
life decisions you relate to the most. Then, read the 
other profiles for a character analysis of three other 
infamous "Bard Girls." To badly mangle a famous 
Shakespearean quote, "If quizzing be the food of love, 
read on!" 

I )  You hear a rumor that you are going to be asked out 
on a date by the captain of the basketball team. He's 
cute, he's popular . . .  but he's not the same race as 
you. You: 

A. Say yes! Who cares about racial differences? 
It's your life, isn't it? 

B. Ask for your dad's and brother's opinions 
before saying yes . . .  if they approved. 

C. Make fun of him before reluctantly admitting 
that it would be kind of fun to hang out with 
him . . .  that is, seeing as how he already admit
ted to liking YOU. 

D.  Spit on him and run away, ranting and raving. 

2)gMen love you for your _ _ 

A. Sympathetic, liberal mind.g
B. Innocent demeanor.g
C. Sharp, witty mind.g
D. Men don't like me.g

3)gYou're most likely to end up with:g

A. Whoever tickles your fancy, especially if he'sg
"different.from all the other boys." 

B. Whomever your parents like.g
C. A funny, independent guy who can hold hisg

own with you. 
D. Whoever.dares to beat you into submission.g



Which "Bard Girl" Are You? 

4)gWhich bad boy behavior would annoy you most?g

A. A jealous boyfriend who doesn't trust you.g
B. An ex-boyfriend who plays mind games withg

you after breaking up. 
C. A boy who would rather put you down thang

admit he likes you. 
D. A boyfi·iend who only puts up with you becauseg

your dad is paying him to. 

5)gIf you were a fruit (described by another), whatg
would you be?g

A. Papaya-Exciting, refi·eshingly different, andg
for those who are open to new experiences! 

B, A grape-You don't exactly stand out, but youg
are somewhat of a mystery (Seeds? Seedless? 
We can't tell!) 

C .  Pineapple---Tough on the outside, sweet on the 
inside. 

D. A crabapple with a worm in it-need we say 
more? 

Okay, now tally up your score and find out which Bard 
Girl you relate to the most. 

I f  you picked: 

Mostly A's 
You are most like Desdemona! It's likely that you are 
impressed by a man with muscles, power, and popular
ity. However, this is  not to say that you are shallow. 
Like Desdemona, you don't care. what others think; if  
they don't I ike your guy, tough! Desdemona knows that 
she has sound judgment even if  lwr father doesn't 
believe that she does. I f  you fall for a guy that perhaps 
your father doesn't like at first, you are not going to 
waste time crying about it. You'd much rather use your 
independent spirit and open mind to find a way to show 
Daddy how good your boyfriend is to you. It is impor
tant to understand, though, that Desdemona did not 
marry Othello just to upset her father; she genuinely 
loved him. You, too, don't rebel just to upset those you 
love; you are much happier trying to show them why 
you think the way you do. Desdemona is also very 

loyal and honest. When she's accused by Othello of 
cheating on him, she stands her ground. She would 
never stoop to saying she did cheat just to get Othello 
to leave her alone. Desdemona is proud of her honesty 
policy and would never violate it by lying or giving in 
to false accusations. You' I I  remain true to your heart 
(and your beau) until your dying day. 

Mostly B's 
You are most like Ophelia! Sure, you like boys . . .  but 
only if  Daddy lets you. In Hamlet, we first meet 
Ophelia after she and Hamlet have already broken up. 
She is already somewhat jaded about love. Her breakup 
with Hamlet didn't go very well, and she is now heal
ing from a broken heart. The Ophelia we see in the play 
seems to have adopted a "never again" stance toward 
Hamlet. She doesn't try to win him back over; in  f�1ct, 
she wants to let him know it's over for good. In  Act lll, 
Scene II ,  Ophelia does not respond to Hamlet's odd 
attempts at flirting with her. She does this because she 
wants to asset1 that she is no pushover; Hamlet hurt her, 
and she wants him to know that she cannot be fooled 
into loving him again. Ophelia has now turned to her 
family for direction and advice. She listens to Laertes 
when he tells her to beware of men, and she lets 
Polonius use her in his scheme to see if  Hamlet is lust
ing after her. It is possible that Ophelia is now listening 
to her family because she made a bad dating decision in  
the first place. It i s  plausible that she only fell in love 
with Hamlet because he was out of her league. Because 
such a powerful individual had h is  eye on her, she 
might have succumbed to his affections without think
ing of the repercussions of dating royalty. Asking for 
her family to guide her is perhaps the only alternative 
Ophelia sees, as she is very young and probably inex
perienced with love aside from her relationship with 
Hamlet. Although this seems like it would be a good 
decision for Ophelia, it is probably not the best route 
for you. Alas, Ophelia's l ife ends tragically too soon, so 
she never had the chance to date anyone besides 
Hamlet. Since it is unlikely that you will be committing 
suicide due to your ex-boyfriend murdering your 
father, you wil l  probably live to have many chances to 
date others. Don't be so concerned about making 
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everyone else happy that you might be driving a poten
tial suitor away. You're curious about love, but the 
overprotcctiveness of those you trust make dating deci
sions hard for you. Avoid overemotional guys or those 
who are out of your league, and you' II be fine. 

Mostly C's 
You are most like Beatrice! You are a firecracker who 
is not afraid to speak her mind. Beatrice seems very 
unapproachable to al l  ofthe possible suitors in the play. 
Truly, the only reason she ends up getting married is 
through the manipulation of her friends. She would be 
too proud to ever admit that she had feelings for any 
man. Even though it might appear that she only fel l  in  
love because her friends made her think Benedick 
loved her in the first place, in truth, she needed the 
push. It is very possible that pride was the only thing 
that kept her from admitting to being in love. Perhaps 
she developed this pride because she saw other friends 
get hwt by men in the past. Look how she reacted to 
Claudio's slander of Hero. Beatrice would rather give 
up Benedick forever than let Claudio tarnish her 
cousin's good name. Clearly, this proves that Beatrice 
is afraid of being hurt herself by a man. Therefore, she 
developed a saucy demeanor that would chase any 
potential suitors away before they had the chance to 
hurt her. Beatrice was probably only being very rude to 
Benedick because she was taking on the role of the 
schoolgirl who pinches the boys because she actually 
likes them. Like Beatrice, boys might think of you as 
more of a sister or a funny, feisty friend . . .  and to the 
outside world, that's fine with you! You'd rather be 
"one ofthe guys" than be one guy's gal! However, in  
your heart of hearts, you secretly want to be a girly-girl, 
head over heels i n  love. Find a man whose mind is 
almost as impressive as yours (and who swears he wil l  
treat you well), and you' l l  be a match made in  Heaven. 

Mostly Ds 
You are most like Kate! Like Beatrice, you have a 
sharp, witty tongue. Alas, there is no softer side to you. 
Kate is very jaded about love because none has ever 
come to her. Instead, she has had to spend lrer l ife 
watching men practically beat down the door to get to 

her sister. This is probably because her father always 
favored her s ister. It's likely that Bianca always acted 
very sweet to adults just to make Kate look worse 
because she is prone to naturally speaking her mind. 
This might have resulted in Kate not trusting any man, 
because her father never believed that his little Bianca 
was just as free-willed as Kate. Kate has every reason 
not to be kind to men. Her father even lets Bianca's 
suitors speak i l l  of Kate. It is very embarrassing for 
Kate when her father tries to marry her off before her 
younger sister; therefore, Kate deals with it the only 
way she knows how. She acts like she does not want to 
get married at all. After a while, she comes to fully 
believe that she does not want to get married at all . 
Kate must keep her tough exterior to keep her dignity. 
Like Kate, something in your l ife must have turned you 
away trom the idea of falling in love with a man. Not 
even one l ittle particle of you is screaming to be swept 
away; you're just screaming. Men are the ultimate 
insult to you. Even if you find a man brave enough to 
take on the challenge of subduing you, you will never 
be truly tamed. Kate is the original feminist, and l ike 
her, you are determined to prove that you can get along 
in the world without being tied down to a man who will 
probably just end up hurting you. 

Evaluation: Donnelle :� writing is both hilarious 
and insightfUl. She completely understands the 
characters and connects her readers to Shakespeare 
in a contemporary, irreverant fashion. 
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American Epic 
Bethany Gates 

Course: Literature 1 12 (Literature and Film) 
Instructor: Kurt Hemmer 

Assignment: 
Choose a film and the text it is based on and 
explain whether or not the film was able toe

capture the essence of the literary work. 

Film technology has ventured into a whole new frontier. 
Modern film is loaded with computer graphics and tech
nological wonders only dreamed about years ago. 
Moviemaking has become as much a science as it is an 
art. Joel and Ethan Coen's 0 Brother, Where Art Thou?, 
a loose comedic adaptation of Homer's. epic Thee
Odyssey, is a t�chnologically advanced movie, but it 
captivates audiences with its timeless themes. The story, 
setting, and cast contribute and complement each other 
to produce a 2 1 ''-century rendition of the ancient Greekg
epic. In an interview, screenwriter/director Joel Coen 
elaborates, "This interpretation is a very American stmy, 
as all our stories are. It's so specific to a region and a 
time. But on the other hand, it's based on a stmy that's 
familiar to everyone" (qtd. in Rotten Tomatoes). 0 
Brother, Where Art Thou? successfully communicates 
the journey theme of The Odyssey through stmyl ine, 
characters, setting, and musical presence. 

The Odyssey is the story of Trojan War hero 
Odysseus' journey home to his wife Penelope and his 
son Telemachus in Ithaca. The Coen brothers capture this 
stmy by using a definitive patt of American history to 
tell the adventures of Ulysses Everett McGil l  on his own 
journey back home. Odysseus and Everett alike endure 
many trials and tribulations throughout their adventures. 
While Odysseus encounters gods, goddesses, spirits, and 
flesh,eating monsters, Everett confronts the powerhous
es of 1 930's culture and society(which are just as fright
ening for him). No matter what occurs along the way, 

both of their journeys are fueled by their love for family, 
desire for redemption, and longing for home. Discussing 
Odysseus' predicament with Zeus, Athena says, "But 
such a desire is in him merely to see the hearth smoke 
leaping upward from his own island, that he longs to die" 
(3). The foundational theme of The Odyssey is ofthe suc
cessful joumey home against great odds. 

0 Brother, Where Art 77wu? captures this theme of 
faithful pursuit against mysterious and sometimes divine 
powers. Yet, the film cannot capture the magnitude of 
Odysseus' story without the contribution of specific 
characters. For this theme to be effective in the movie, 
certain  significant characters must affect Everett's own 
adventure. The Coen brothers ingeniously took well
known characters and adapted them to their Southern 
epic. Polyphemus the Cyclops, King Menelaos, Helen, 
Penelope, and Odysseus are all represented in the tilm. 

Polyphemus the Cyclops is the beastly Bible sales
man, Big Dan T. Both characters are large, one-eyed, 
arrogant, loud, and grotesque. Polyphemus is character
ized by Odysseus as a "towering brute. • . a wild man, 
ignorantof civility," ( 1 5 1) and. he calls h im a "mad, 
unbearable, . . .  bloody monster!" ( 155); Just as Polyphe
mus is more animal than human, so is .  Big Dan. 1� He 
uses his nose. to guide him, smelling out opportunities to 
steal, l ie, and beat up anyone he chooses. In  The 
Odyssey, Polyphemus actually eats some of Odysseus' 
men ( 153). Big Dan T squishes their beloved horny toad 
(thought to be Pete, under a spell) and brutally beats up 
Everett and Delmar. Even with apparent differences, Big 
Dan T and Polyphemus, respectively, treat. Everett and 
Odysseus terrib ly. 

The.King Menelaos character. in the film is Governor 
Menelaos "Pappy" O'Daniel, a loud, obnoxious, fat man 
with a hot temper. Likewise, King. Menelaos is continu
ally described as "the red-haired captain," (54) often 
given to fits of extreme emotion (54, 58). King Menelaos 
uses Odysseus to win the Trojan War and reclaim his 
wife (56-60), just as Governor Menelaos uses Everett 
and his friends, the newly famed Soggy Bottom Boys, to 
reclaim his popularity amongst the voters. Oddly, the 
Mississippi governorship plays the part of Queen Helen, 
wife of King Menelaos, because both men i n  book and 
film fight for "her." 

For atwist in  the story, the Coen brothers created the 
Penny character to be the very opposite of Penelope. In  



The Odyssey, Penelope is tirelessly loving and faithful. 
She desperately longs for her husband Odysseus, find
ing ways to trick and steer otf her persistent suitors ( 12, 
22). On the other hand, Penny has been very quick to 
replace Everett with her new fiance, Vernon Waldripp, 
because she wants a responsible, hard working, money
making husband. This might present some discrepancy 
in the film's representation of the book, but with a clos
er look, the two women are quite alike. Penelope is 
often thought of as the epitome of a good wife, but even 
though she remains faithful to Odysseus, she does pres
ent a different side. Antinoos, one of the obnoxious suit
ors, describes this quality to Telemachus: "The suitors 
are not to blame-it is your own dear, incomparably 
cunning mother. For three years-and it will soon be 
four-she has been breaking the hearts of the Akhaians, 
holding out hope to all, and sending promises to each 
man privately--but thinking otherwise" (2 1 -22). Penny 
displays this same devilish quality because she is very 
hard to please and consistently tricks Everett into doing 
things for her. Ultimately, Penny and Penelope both 
want a "bona fide man." 

The Odysseus character, Everett, appears to be the 
opposite of the "master mariner," in some ways, but he 
really is very similar. Odysseus is heralded as a great war 
hero and larger-than-lite representation of divine human
ity. Even Zeus remarks on his attributes, "Could I forget 
that kingly man, Odysseus? There is no mortal half so 
wise; no mortal gave so much to the lords of open sky" 
(3). Odysseus possesses masculinity, handsomeness, 
courage, leadership, athletic ability, and intelligence (87, 
1 06, 1 79, 242, 3 6 1 ,  358). His counterpart, Everett, is 
very attractive, vain, talkative, arrogant, and intelligent, 
but he suf1ers from a get-rich-quick mentality. For exam
ple, Everett started to practice law without a license and 
then wound up in jail. Of course this left Penny without 
a husband to care for their family of seven daughters. 
Obviously, Everett does not give a lot of thought to 
choices or important responsibilities. He is fairly rash 
and tries to make success through risky business. Everett 
is far more comedic than Odysseus, but they both share 
an uncanny intelligence and conceit I n  essence, both 
men redeem themselves through their joumeys. Everett 
does so by chat1ging his criminal ways, getting a good 
job, and faithfully trying to please Penny, rather than 
pursuing Odysseus' bloody revenge. 

The Harper Antllology 

Just as the theme, storyline, and characters connect 
0 Brother, Where Art Thou! to The Odyssey, so does the 
film's setting. The Coen brothers place the film in the 
1 930s Depression-era American South, which clearly 
displays the desperation, hopelessness, and need for 
change exhibited throughout Odysseus' saga. Like war
torn Greece of Odysseus' day, the South is broken and 
poor due to a deflated economy. A landscape shot begins 
the film, communicating a desert-like quality to life. 
Homer sends the same message when he describes 
Odysseus' unknowing return to Ithaca, "And then he 
[Odysseus] wept, despairing, for his own land, trudging 
down beside the endless wash of the wide, wide sea, 
weary and desolate as the sea" (236-237). In ancient 
Greece, the gods controlled much of life, often using 
mortals as pawns for their own benefit A dramatic 
change occurred with Homer's tale because Odysseus, 
very much flesh and blood, began to treat the gods as 
equals. For example, once Athena has told Odysseus 
that he has landed on Ithaca, Odysseus tells a long, 
exciting lie about his adventures, never giving his true 
identity (238). Athena smiles and responds, 

Whoever gets around you must be sharp and 
guileful as a snake; even a god might bow to 
you in ways of dissimulation. You !  You 
chameleon! Bottomless bag of tricks! Here in 
your own country would you not give your 
stratagems a rest or stop spellbinding for an 
instant? You play a pm1 as if it were your own 
tough skin. No more of this, though. Two of a 
kind, we are, contrivers, both. Of all men now 
alive you are the best in plots and story 
telling. . . .  (239) 

In the 1 930s, much of America was undergoing a 
similar change in power. From politics to religion, indi
vidualism and the New Deal were beginning to take 
shape and reform modem American life.  The controls 
of yesteryear, religion and pompous politicians, were 
beginning to fade out with educational free thinkers 
and mass communication. Music began to help mold 
American culture. This power struggle is apparent in 
the movie's counterpart to the Trojan Horse sequence, 
where Governor Menelaos and Candidate Stokes 
square off for votes. Everett, Delmar, and Pete have just 
sacked a Ku Klux Klan meeting and are now the fea
tured band for a town banquet The boys' identities are 
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hidden due to fake beards. Therefore Stokes does not 
realize that they are the criminals who ruined his Klan 
meeting. As the three Soggy Bottom Boys begin to sing 
"Man of Constant Sorrow," for which they have 
become famous, Stokes realizes their identity and 
becomes enraged. He violently opposes the band and 
calls for their arrest. In turn, the crowd hisses and 
removes Stokes from the banquet. Governor Menelaos 
then takes the stage by dancing to the music and par
doning the Soggy Bottom Boys. This smart political 
all iance gives the struggling governor the popular sup
port and votes he needs. This is a perfect example of 
how the media was beginning to control the country's 
values and political standings. For both Odysseus and 
Everett, the control of l ife and belief systems was 
beginning to shift. The cultural, situational, and tempo
ral setting of 0 Brother, Where Art Thou! is a creative 
connection to the changing society of Homeric Greece. 

The music's quality in  0 Brother, Where Art Thou? 
displays further the shifting powers of time. The role of 
the music in the movie is not only one of a kind, but 
plays an active part in the story. Music is a character 
itself. Just as Odysseus is a paw11 for the gods, Everett 
is at the mercy of the music. Everett rarely makes any 
decisive step of his own volition because most of his 
journey comes to him through a musical intervention. 
For example, in the begi11ning of the movie, a blind, 
singing prophet wheels by Everett, Delmar, and Pete 
just when they need an escape out of the cornfields. The 
jailbirds jump 011 the cart and l isten as the "no name" 
blind man tells them of their future treasure. The music 
of the prophet catches their attention. Another signifi
cant example of music's god-like intervention occurs 
when the boys record "Man of Constant Sorrow" and 
thus become the famous Soggy Bottom Boys. This 
recording, orought on by the joining of guitarist Tommy 
Johnson to their trio, leads them to great success in the 
final chapters of the film. For Odysseus, the gods' 
rescue and punishment consistently alter his course, 
eventually bringing about his return home. For example, 
Athena comes to his rescue from the beginning, arguing 
01\ his behalf to Zeus on Mt. Olympus (81). She consis
tently comes to help him; she is the one who restores 
him (235-236, 243). The musical quality of 0, Brother 
Where Art Thou? tells. the story of Everett, just like 
H01ner singing the story of Odysseus. 

Although the events of the film contrast somewhat 
with the book, this approach proves to be an even 
greater link to the epic tale. The foundation of The 
Odyssey's popularity is its attention given to unexplain
able suffering and tribulation. Throughout the ages, 
humanity has had to deal with the issue of confusing and 
often undeserved problems. The events in life just don't 
seem to add up or explain themselves. Some think of it 
as chance while others bel ieve it to be destiny or tr1te. 
0 Brothel; Where Art Thou? capitalizes on this ageless 
tale of struggle without exploiting The Odyssey's 
grandiose events. Just as The Odyssey draws its reader 
into the adventure through exciting and mythological 
climaxes, so does 0 Brothe1; Where Art Thou? It main
tains an Odyssean plot, but with a few unpredicted, 
unexpected twists in the st01y. This rendition enables 
the Coens to create more suspense and expectation for 
the audience. The indirect approach makes 0 Brothe1; 
Where Art Thou? more interesting and unpredictable, 
which is an underlying theme carried throughout The 
Odyssey itself. Homer developed the stmy so as to cre
ate questions for the reader and propel them to continue 
in the adventure with Odysseus. The contradictions in 0 
Brother, Where Art Thou? make the audience wonder 
how Everett wil l  succeed like Odysseus. Creatively, the 
Coens create moods similar to those of Homer's epic, 
through the use ofcontrast and unexpected outcomes, 
while maintaining the m�or theme. 
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An Escape 

from Society 

Pati Geittmann 
Course: English I0 I (Composition) 

Instructor: Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
Describe a "holy spot, " a place where you once loved 

to go, or maybe a place where you still love to go. 

Seeing my bank statement was enough to make me 
vomit. Negative three hundred and eighty-four dollars 
was what it read. How in the world did I let my bank 
account go into the hole? Anger slowly seeped through 
me as I remembered how it al l  took place. I paid all of 
my credit card bills on time so that I could save money 
to pay for my portion of rent for the apartment. Little 
did I know that my credit card bills had somehow 
sucked extra funds out of my bank account and then 
some. My stupidity and forgetfulness had started this 
whole mess. While writing out the checks for my bills, 
l had failed to log each of the remaining balances into 
my checkbook. l had no money, no sympathy from my 
parents, and a rent payment that was due in two days. 
Frustrated by my predicament, I crumpled the state
ment and threw it across the room.  l grabbed my hair 
and wanted to pull  hard, but l didn't. Desperately need
ing to escape, I grabbed my car keys and went out the 
door. 

Driving down the long snakelike driveway, I saw 
what I called my second home in the distance. I listened 
to the sound of the crushing gravel as my tires slowly 
rolled over it. My car came to a halt in front of the syn
agogue, my temple, my heaven: the barn. The barn was 
a large white homelike building with gray trim. lt qui
etly meditated on the blanket of green grass that glis
tened when the sun struck the glaze of morning clew. 
The undisturbed aura embraced me as I stepped out of 
my vehicle. Serenity had a domino effect on my mus
cles; it started in my toes and crept its way up. 
Enl ightened, I s lipped into a state of n irvana. Buddhists 
describe nirvana as a freedom from and extinction of 
desire, passion, and illusion, and attainment of rest, 
truth, and unchanging being. 

I paused, took a deep breath, and absorbed the rem
nants of the barn. A mosaic of bittersweet fragrances 
such as the sweet alfalfa hay, horse manure, and oats 
lightly sprinkled with molasses diffused through the 
barn and permeated the outside air. I remembered the 
times when my babysitter dropped me ofT at the barn 
and never stayed because the smel l  gave her a 
headache. Even though it was a putrid stench to her, it 
was a welcoming fragrance to me. 

At the end of the barn, a fat gray cat leaned against 
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the sun-warmed cinder block, cleaning her stomach 
with long, languid strokes of a bright pink tongue. A 
few feet away, three identical gray kittens rolled in the 
dust, then jumped gleeful ly into the air, their backs 
arched in feigned agression. I smi led. Often I had 
wished that I could enjoy the laziness and stress-free 
I ives of the barn cats . I guess that is why I chose to go 
to the stables as an escape from my own l ife. The barn 
is where I l ive my pseudo-life as a free spirit. 

l walked down the long aisle of stalls where the 
horses restlessly stirred, eager to receive their break
fast. I finally came upon my own horse's stall .  It had a 
shiny brass nameplate that said "LOO LINCOLN," and 
Loa's soft leather halter hung neatly on a hook nearby. 
"Lao, come here boy. I have some treats for you," l 
sang out in a motherly voice. At the sound of my voice, 
he lifted his head out of the pi le of hay he was eating, 
nickered softly, and patiently waited for me to open his  
stall door. When the stall was open, he rushed out to 
greet me and then stuck his  nose by my jean pockets, 
motioning for a treat. Careful ly, he l ipped the carrot 
that I presented and greedily wolfed it down. I reached 
for his leather batter, s lipped it over his head, and fas
tened a lead rope on h is halter to guide him out of his  
stal l .  I then attached a set of cross ties to his  halter so 

that I could groom him without hanging on to him. 
Quickly, J ran a soft goat-haired brush over his dark 

coat and then stepped back to study his features. Loo 
was truly a beautiful  horse. His head was l ike a sculp
ture, with pricked ears, a wide intel l igent forehead, a 
sl ightly dished nose, and flaring nostrils. The muscles 
beneath the sleek, gleaming coat were firm and wel l  
developed . The long, seemingly fragi le legs were 
straight and powerful .  With a dark bay coat and a black 
and silky mane and tai l ,  he stood majestically at 1 6. 1  
hands tal l .  On his neck was a smal l indentation called 
the "dev i l 's thumbprint." In old horse myths, it meant 
that the horse had a fiery personality and an innate tal
ent for speed. In actuality, it was a concave indentation 
from when his l ittle hoof pressed against his neck when 
he was curled up in his  mother's womb. The depress ion 
in his  skin was about the size and shape of a thumb. 
When I was through grooming, I put on his saddle and 
bridle, tightened his girth, and led him outside. 

I pul led down my stirrups and stepped up onto the 
mounting block. I gathered the reins in my left hand, 
slipped my left foot into the stirrup, and swung my 
right leg over the saddle. My right foot found its stirrup, 
and I was ready to ride. I was in no mood to practice 

anything in particular. I just wanted to ride and have a 
l ittle fun. Loo and I set off at a brisk trot down one of 
the grassy avenues between the black-fenced pastures. 

The farm stretched in every d irection. Behind us 
were the long, low-slung breeding and yearling barns. 
Farther up the drive was the training area (for the horse 
racing people), with its own complex of stables and 
oval track. Beyond that were staff quarters, hay barns, 
and machinery sheds. Al l  of it was surrounded by acres 
and acres of rol l ing land. 

I took my usual trail  ride route, cantering up and 
along the crest of the h i l l  overlooking the farm. The 
v iew was incredible. We paused for a m inute to look. 
Mornings were the busy time on the farm . In the train
ing area, I could see horses being walked and cooled. 
Others were being exerci sed on the big track or in the 
smaller, yearling-walking ring. Grooms (people hired 

to groom and take care of the horses) and exercise rid
ers moved purposefully around the stable yard. 

My cheeks were glowing from the fresh air, exer
c ise, and the pure joy of being out riding. I couldn't 
think of anything more exhi larating, and for the 
moment, I could forget all my worries. "Okay Loo, let's 
ride up to the lane and then gallop down the straight 
stretch," I said excitedly. He nodded eagerly as he 
understood what I was saying. We cantered off the 
crest, then trotted through the patch of woods. As we 
came out of the woods and around the bend, we faced 
a long, wide, grassy stretch where the horses in training 
were exercised off the track. I pulled Lao to a stop. I 
reached down to shorten my stirrups, then settled 
myself i n  a jockey's crouch high over Lao's withers. I 
was too big and tall to be a jockey, but the chi ld in me 
stil l  l iked to play pretend!  K11owing what was to come, 
Loo perked up his ears and snorted. 

I gripped the reins firmly with both hands, grasping 
a chunk of Loo's mane as wel l .  My stomach swelled 
with flutters and my heart fil led with enchantment as 

my make-bel ieve derby began. "Go!"  I shouted. I felt 
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Loo's powerful h indquarters bunch up beneath him as 
he sprang into his gallop. In my fantasy, Loo and 
Secretariat galloped side by side for a few seconds. 
Then, Loo slowly drew ahead. I leaned low over his 
neck, allowing my arms and shoulders to move in 
rhythm with the stretching action of his stride. I loved 
this: the power of the horse's muscles bunching and 
pulling us forward, the wind whipping in my face and 
through my hair, and the sound of Loo's snorting 
breaths and pounding hooves. We finally reached my 
imaginary finish l ine. Loo had beaten Secretariat in the 
Kentucky Derby. 

Three-quarters of the way down the lane, I stood 
slightly in the saddle and began pulling Loo up. My old 
horse was enjoying the gallop as much as I and wasn't 
anxious to s low down, but the training yard appeared 
just ahead. He eased his stride down to a canter, then a 
trot, then J gradually slowed to a walk. His coat was 
lightly lathered with sweat. Winded by so much excite
ment, I slouched in the saddle, relaxed the reins, and 
cooled him down by walking back to the jumper barn. 

When we got to the barn, I hopped down and 
checked my watch. Barely on time for my schedule, l 
frowned at the thought of having to leave so soon. I 
removed all of Loo's riding equipment and rubbed him 
down. Our bonding time occurred more at this point. I 
cleaned Loo like a mother bathing her child. We had a 
close relationship, and J loved him more than anything. 
Loo was always the highlight of my day. I ran over an 
itchy spot on his back with the brush, and I laughed as 
I watched him poke his nose out, close his eyes, and 
move his head in delight. He looked back at me and 
bobbed his head as if to thank me. I fed him one last 
treat and reluctantly put him back in his stall, realizing 
I must leave for work. I eased into my car, buckled my 
seat belt, adjusted my mirror, and happily drove off. 
Giggling to myself, I reflected back on my "Kentucky 
Derby." 

Life is a game of golf. (Don't worry: I 'm stil l  talk
ing about horses.) Sometimes you swing and you miss, 
and other times, it will hook to the left or slice to the 
right; sometimes, the hook or slice is a turn for the 
worse or a turn for the better. Then, there is the perfect 
hit where the ball soars right down the center of the 

fairway. I could only wish for one of those. My swing 
frustrated me. Unfortunately, I swung, missed, and to 
make things even worse, my ball dribbled off my tee, 
landing only a few inches away. My life was tiring and 
busy. I was in tremendous credit card debt even though 
I had been working fifty hours a week. I wanted to run 
away from my problems, even just for a moment. When 
situations such as these occurred, 1 went to the barn to 
see my horse. My horse is my passion in life, and it is 
my motivation and drive to "suck it up and move on." 
I can always count on my trusty steed to carry me away 
from the busy city called Life. Winston Churchill once 
said, "There's something about the outside of a horse 
that soothes the inside of man." My inner peace comes 
from the simple act of grooming my horse; I am aware 
of his firm powerful physique, his soft eyes, his velvety 
coat, and our mutual dependence. We have created a 
bond that diverts al l attention from self-concern to pure 
devotion through an indescribable force. 

Evaluation :  This paper is a near-poetic reverie. 
Moreover, Pati :S essay is timely, even critical: the 
gas-powered motors and countless brands of gadgetry 
keep pressing upon us, and we could all probably use 
some time in meditative seclusion. 

5 1  
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Van Sant's Villain 
Kristina Giovanni 

Course: Literature 1 1 2 (Literature and Film) 
Instructor: Kurt Hemmer 

Assignment: 
Erplain how succes�jitl My Own Private Idaho 
was in capturing the themes of Shakespearea:�· 

Henry IV Part I .  

Making a 111m is sometimes a collaborative enterprise. 
Often, directors combine their imaginations with those 
of authors from the past. One such director, Gus Van 
Sant, decided to incorporate Will iam Shakespeare's 
historical drama Hemy IV, Parts I and 2, with a vivid 
depiction of Seattle street lite in the 1 990s. As a result, 
we see the rather two-dimensional fifteenth-century 
characters come alive in VangSant's film My Own Private 
Idaho, starring Keanu Reeves as Scott Favor and the late 
River Phoenix as Mike Waters, who both portray two 
young homosexual prostitutes trying to survive on the 
harsh city streets. 

Van Sant's interpretation of Hemy TV does not waver 
too far from the original plot of the drama. In Part I of 
Hemy IV, Prince Hal has disgraced his father, King 
Hemy, by taking up with a band of low men and thieves, 
such as his close companion, the former knight Sir John 
Falstaff, instead of attending to his royal duties as the 
crown prince of England. Similarly, in the film My Own 
Private Idaho, Scott (Prince Hal) has run away from his 
father, the mayor of Portland, and· is a pmt of a gang of 
street kids, whose leader is Bob Pigeon (Falstaff). Toward 
the etld of both the play and the film, Prince Hal and Scott 
are both on the road to reformation, and, at the end of 
these respective works, they have both completely denied 
theirgformer selves and everything they have done.g

. ·.g
Despite the similarities, however, there is one significant 
difference in the film which is not in the drama: Scott and 
his best ti'iend Mike are homosexual prostitutes. 

There have been many transfonnations of classic fic
tional characters into modern Hollywood characters, 
causing the original image to be shifted in a negative or 

positive way, depending upon the opinion ofthe directors 
and producers. Old stories are always being told in new 
ways, but when Van San! decided to make Scott not only 
a modem version of the classic Prince Hal, but also a 
male prostitute, he created something completely new 
that the original Hal was certainly not. Van Sant does this 
tor a specific reason. He could have let\ Prince Hal the 
way he was in Henry IV, and made Scott just another 
street punk, but he didn't. Van Sant is trying to make a 
statement about the character of Prince Hal in his version 
by introducing Hal not only to a seedy underworld, but 
also exposing him, and his audience, to the gritty reality 
of it Van Sant, through his version of evenl,, wants the 
audience to know that Shakespeare's Prince Hal should 
not be seen as a hero, but as a villai11. 

Van San! had seen through Prince Hal's guise and 
created what he believed was the true prince's form-·
Scott Favor. Making Hal a street hustler may not have 
been Van Sant's idea in the beginning, though. There 
were a few documentaries and after-school specials back 
in the early nineties, when the film was made, about street 
kids and their stories. Van Sant could have just picked up 
on an already controversial topic to create a bttzz around 
his film as a way to generate more publicity, But, even if 
this was Van Sant's motive, it was still a stroke of genius 
on his part These Shakespearean characters, in their 
original form, were so flat and two-dimensional that they 
could have been molded into anything, and it would have 
worked. They could have been con artists, bank robbers, 
or even carnies for that matter; anything would have fit, 
but making these men male prostitutes is what made them 
believable. Adding a sexual element to the story shows 
the vulnerability and defenseless desperation of Bob and 
Mike, and how that was taken advantage of by Scott's 
deleterious handling of their emotions. 

Anyone who has ever read the plays knows that Prince 
Hal has a darker side that was not fully explored by 
Shakespeare. There are several scenes in Part I ofHemy 
IV where Prince Hal declares to no one in particular that 
he will one day leave the brothels, back alleys and his 
companion Falstaff to become a worthy heir of his 
father's fortune. He says, "I'l l  so offend to make offence 
a skill, I Redeeming time when men think least I will" 
( 1 .3 .223-24). This may seem right for Hal because he can 
only be worthy of his title by being an obedient son who 
stands by his father's side. Inthe pmcess, however, he 
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will have turned his back on Falstaff and his promise to 
help Falstalf and his other ti-iends out of povct1y. Even 
though we may feel badly lt>r Falstaff because he is aban
doned, it isn't until Van Sant's visual portrayal of that 
same scene where Prince Hal rejects his lurmer mentor, 
that we utterly despise the Hal character, Scott, and begin 
to embrace the Falstaff character, Bob, as the true hero of 
the play. Van San! uses the sexual aspect of his film to 
intensify what we already assume to be a deep bond 
between Scott and Bob. Falstaff's betrayal by a friend is  
one thing, but Bob's betrayal by a lover is much more 
mournful, and we can empathize when Bob then dies of 
a broken heart. 

Bob, however, was not the only companion of Scott's 
who was hurt by his deceit. Mike, played by River 
Phoenix, is Scott's best friend and is a narcoleptic, home
less prostitute who is desperately searching for his 
wayward mother and a return of the affection and love he 
!eels towards Scott. Scott refuses Mike's advances and 
believes "hvo men can't love each other." Scott is in an 
earlier scene where he and a band of other boys are the 
models featured on the ti·ont covers of male porn rags. 
Scott declares that he'l l  only have sex for money, 
"because once you start doing i t  for free, that's when 
you grow wings . . .  and become a faity." He obviously 
doesn't want to admit that he is also a homosexual like all 
the other boys, andjust like Mike. Being the son of the 
mayor of Portland, Scott doesn't have to prostitute 
himself in order to survive like the others do. It seems as 
though he's just doing it for fun; it's as if he's been 
"slumming" for over three years. Scott goes from being a 
rebellious child to being a deceitful manipulator. In the 
play, Prince Hal's calculating behavior was masked by 
the jovial, jesting relationship he shared with Falstaff; 
in fact, after comparing the play to My Own Private 
Idaho, it seems as though Hal's conniving has been 
underestimated. 

Scott's blatant insensitivity goes far beyond the 
painfi.t l manhandling of his closest companions' emo
tions. One such incident happens shortly after a scene fea
turing Scott and Mike, who are on their way to see Mike's 
brother. During the night, Mike professes his love for 
Scott. Scott denies having feelings for Mike i n  that way, 
and, later in theirjourney, Scott meets a girl. He makes no 
attempt to  conceal h i s  feelings for her, especially when in 
fi·ont of Mike. Mike has to suffer through l istening to 
Scott and h is  girl, Carmilla, making love at night in the 

room above him, and we can tell that Mike is heattbro
ken. Scott knows how Mike is feeling, but he doesn't 
seem to care. Scott ends up taking off with this girl and 
leaves Mike stranded with only some money and a cheap 
excuse. The vulnerability that comes with the act of sex 
and deeper feelings of love causes these characters to put 
themselves out on a limb that they wouldn't have been on 
be lure. Mike and Bob are rendered defenseless when 
they show their intimate feelings to Scott, and their hearts 
arc then broken when Scott rejects their love and affec
tion. The vulnerability that comes with these feelings is 
what causes us to watch Scott more intently, and it is the 
key to seeing his character's true essence. 

Through the use of sexual emotions, Van San! 
appropriately captures Prince Hal's essence. Prince Hal 
was seen as a disobedient young boy in Part l ofHenry 
IV, who may have been a thief for the simple ti.m of it, 
but who was also seen as a hero in the end. Van Sant's 
version of events, however, does not pot1ray Prince Hal 
as admirable. Van San! noted that Hal was more than an 
unruly boy: he was intelligent and knew what he was 
doing. Hal was devising his return to his father, plan
ning his actions, and calculating his eventual betrayal 
of  his friends. Van Sant saw through Hal's guise ande
effectively displayed the actual Prince Hal to the world 
in his ti lm My Own Private Idaho. He accomplished 
this effectively through the added sexual emotions in 
the main characters' relationships. By modernizing 
these Shakespearean characters into homosexual pros
titutes, Van San! reveals their vulnerabil ity, renders 
them defenseless, and shows how Scott so easily takes 
advantage of  their loyalty and love. Van San! wants us 
to know that Prince Hal is vil lainous and his victims are 
the real heroes. 
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Evaluation: Kristina presents a provocative theory 
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Backed into Corners 

Backed 

into 

Corners 
Kristina Higgins 

Course: English 1 02 (Composition) 
I nstructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
As part r;f the jinal exam, students were to write an 
essay in response to David Mamet :S play Oleanna. 

Oleanna, written by David Mamet, is a· cleverly written 
play dealing with different people's subjective interpre
tations of the same set of events and f)tcts. Using an 
academic, university setting, Mamet demonstrates the 
subtleties of social conversation, showing how easily 
communication can turn into miscommunication 
between ditTerent types and classes of people who do 
not or cannot change their perspectives for varying sit
uations. Woven appropriately throughout the plot is 
alos a debate of the nature and necessity that college 
edt!catiou has in our society today. The story revolves 
around only two characters: a professor named John 
who is always somewhat distracted by his own intelli
gence and success, and one of his students, named 
Carol, who at first appears to be ignorant and green, yet 
becomes attentive when she sees an opportunity to play 
a victim. 

During the first act of the play, a distressed Carol 
goes to John's office to discuss her Htiling grade in his 
class. Rather than sticking to traditional academic 
advice, the professor launches into a diatribe covering 
his entire philosophy of modern education, some of 
which Carol finds to be offensive. The reader does not 
sense any real animosity between the two at this point, 
although both the reader and the professor are stunned 
to learn by the beginning of act two that Carol has gone 
to the tenure committee to file a formal sexual harass
ment complaint against her teacher. John's many 
attempts to come to a settlement between them have lit
tle effect, resulting in only more misunderstandings and 
misinterpretations on Carol's part. By the third act, John 
and Carol have completely reversed their power posi
tions. Carol is now fully in control of the situation, 
speaking clearly and unhaltingly. John sits, desperately 
attempting to find some chance of reconci liation, know
ing she has now filed rape charges against him, and that 
his job, reputation, and security-,of himself and his 
family-are all on the line. Feeling backed into a corner 
after Carol pushes h im too far, John physically attacks 
her in his office, bringing her victim act to its fruition. 

Very early in the play, Carol is quick to blame her 
social and economic background as part of the reason 
she feels. overwhelmed by the material in  John's class. 
This flimsy excuse would be unacceptable under any 
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circumstance; while a person's background can influ
ence, or l imit, one's past exposure to knowledge, brain 
power is certainly not socioeconomically determined. 
She repeatedly states, "I don't understand," yet as John 
speaks, and tries to get h is  ideas across to her, she cuts 
him off, yelling out another, "But I just don't under
stand!" She states again, repeatedly, that she sits in  
class, and she read h is  book, and still, nothing makes 
any sense to her. Perhaps she reads the same way she 
l istens, with both eyes and ears glazed over, as though 
waking from a twenty-year-long slumber. Perhaps if 
she would l isten, would read, would comprehend, she 
could form intelligent questions about that which she is 
supposed to learn. Carol expects those around her to do 
her thinking for her, to open her brain and just put the 
"understanding" inside. It is easier for her to claim, "I 
don't know" without trying to know, than it is to get 
some of her dusty synapses firing by trying to under
stand, by whatever means are necessary. 

Some people, however, cannot or choose not to 
think. They can memorize facts, perhaps learn to work 
out some figures, but they are herds of unoriginal sheep. 
These are usually the same people who use their per
sonality deficiencies or their circumstances in l ife to 
convince others that they are owed something, by some
one, in reparation for some unnamed injustice that has 
been done to them. John wondered aloud if a college 
education was appropriate for these people, wondered if 
they actually gained anyth ing, if they eventually impart, 
ed richer contributions to society based on knowledge 
they gained through their studies in higher education. At 
the same time he spoke, the light of his own words must 
have blinded him, as he was speaking directly to one of 
the people he was talking about. In  his eagerness to 
share his genius, to mold a young person's mind, to have 
intellectual dialogue with someone, anyone, it seems, he 
opened up like floodgates to someone who was not on 
the same intellectual plane as he. 

John has been a university professor for long enough 
to be up for tenure. He dominates the conversation with 
Carol, as though he l ives for telling people what he 
knows. He . is a teacher, and that is what he is supposed 
to do. He also expects, craves even, for people to 
respond to him,.or to challenge him, just so he can make 

them think, make him think. His inflated ego and lack of 
professionalism, however, are revealed through his 
puffed up terminology and inappropriate choice of sub
ject matters. In the first act, he discusses how 
"tests . . .  were designed . . .  for idiots. By idiots" (708). 
The Tenure Committee has " . . .  people voting on (him) 
that (he) wouldn't employ to wax (his) car" (708). He 
speaks without any regard whatsoever to his audience. 
In this case, Carol immediately appears as an impres
sionable girl, certainly not one inclined towards this 
objectionable topic of conversation. An inevitable ques
tion would be asked i n  her mind: If she cannot pass a 
test made by idiots, what would that make her? For 
another student, however, one more inclined to question 
"the system" or bureaucracy, the line of conversation 
may be completely appropriate. 

The second act displays an in-depth view of the pro
fessor, as someone who has been wrestling with con
flicting personal and professional issues for a very long 
time. He makes comparisons of who he was in his 
youth and what he thought he would become to what he 
actually did become. He sees that while, as an intellec
tual, the process of tenure is "a joke," as a person who 
has worked hard for himself and his fam ily, tenure is 
something he wants, something he is "covetous of." He 
now says the process is "a good process" (7 1 5). At 
times, she becomes lhtstrated and upset, and. he grabs 
her to calm her down. There is nothing sexual in the 
act, but in an implied way, he is desperately trying to 
reach out to anyone that he can, to find some sort of 
understanding, some sort of bond, which is crossing an 
invisible line. 

The once na"ive student also unexpectedly takes a 
turn into a very different kind of person by act three of 
the play. Her vocabulary suddenly improves, and her 
very sentence structure becomes much more complex. 
She no longer stammers, and she forces the professor to 
listen when she speaks. She is fighting for a cause. She 
is fighting on behalf of her and her "group," the nature 
of which is never specified i n  the text. She resents the 
professor for the kind of person that he is, and holds 
him responsible for .perpetuating gender inequalities, 
including those embedded within the English language. 
John makes a reference to the tenure committee, calling 

5 5  
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them, "Good Men and True," to which Carol replies, 
' ' . . .  it is a demeaning remark. It is a sexist remark . . .  " 
(7 1 8) since there is a woman on the committee, and 
" . . .  to overlook it is to countenance continuation of that 
method of thought" (71 8). While her effort to change 
the feminine from being the "marked" case in the 
English language is an admirable one, humil iating and 
forcing a professor out of a job is not the way to do it. 
She has taken notes throughout the semester, about the 
professor's references to females in his class; yet, 
maybe she would not even be in his office complaining 
of a failing gntde if she had been paying more attention 
to the actual subject matter in class. He sometimes 
called the females "dear," or "girls," Ol" complimented 
them on their personal appearances. While this last 
point is hardly defensible by any means-as comments 
such as that are wholly unnecessary�in this context, 
they are hardly offensive. If; one were to be offended 
by these types of gender-differentiating comments, as 
one does have the right to be, one could bring it up 
anonymously, f[tce-to-face, ol"in the classroom. In fact, 
pet·haps the intellectually starved professor would 
enjoy an in-class heated debate on the topic. 

What would Carol. gain from the professor's dis' 
m issal, froni suing h im for rape, or pushing him so far? 
Carol has found herself an excellent opportunity to pass 
a course that has been giving her d ifficulty, to supp01t 
her so-called causes, the only source of her self-worth, 
and gain thesympathy of the school, her family, and her 
"group," She succeeds atbeing a victim. In an opposite 
way, she can hold herself in  the same esteem that the 
professor holds himself in :  a God-complex, as she her� 
self called it. She holds all of the control in the situation, 
saying she will drop all charges if she gets h im to agree 
to ban his .own book from the university's reading list, 
causing ltim humiliation, and causing hin"l to topple off 
his God� like thmne, so she may .finally make her ascent 
up to it. John i s  fully aware he is "pedantic," and he 
makes no apologies for it. Carol completely misrepre• 
sents herself for the strict purpose oftwisting the nature 
of events so they are most adventageous to her, and her 
character personifies the reason that people must choose 
their words and actions so carefully in  evety situation 
they encounter; People such as Carol, taking evetyword, 

meaning, and gesture out of context, are making com
munication between human beings harder, if not impos
sible. That is not to say that John was justil1ed in his 
physical abuse at the end of the play. Living in a civ
i lized society, that behavior is unacceptable, and John, 
being a teacher, is supposed to extricate himself from sit
uations such as that as quickly and as much as possible. 
There is a certain point, however, when people feel the 
cold, hard wall against their backs. A primal survival 
instinct takes over, and like animals whose very lives arc 
being threatened, they will lash out. 
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Evaluation: This is a sharply written, well:focused 
analysis of this play. Kristina wisely sees the 
difficulties in these characters' intellectualstances. 
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My 

Favorite 

Artist 
Karina Jameson 

Course: Speech I 0 I 
(Fundamentals of Speech Communication) 

Instructor: Louise Perry 

Assignment: 
The eulogy is a speech in praise of an individual; 
the speech ofpraise pays lribute to a person for 

distinguished qualities, characteristics, and talents. 

Pablo Picasso once said, 'There are painters who trans
form the sun into a yellow spot, but there are others 
who, thanks to their art and intelligence, transform a 
yellow spot into the sun" (Famous Quotes). 

When l was growing up, I learned to appreciate art 
I have always liked all kinds of art, but my favorite type 
has always been painting. I admire the ability of an 
artist to express him- or herself through colors and 
shapes in a simple piece of canvas. I not only had a 
favorite type of art, but a favorite artist as well. This 
artist is a very unique person, and her artwork has influ
enced me since I was a toddler. I had the opportunity to 
follow her career closely. I observed her talent improv
ing over the years. Once a simple novice, she is now an 
award winning master. 

This artist is very talented. Her skill is one of the 
things that! admire most about her. She expresses her
self through colorful interpretations of the world 
around her. I grew up admiring her artwork because of 
her ability to make simple pictures take on a life of their 
own. As I look at this artist's work, I feel myself being 

absorbed into the scenery. I picture myself sitting on 
the porch of a cozy house, watching the trees twist and 
bend as the autumn wind sings its song. A swing twists 
and turns as it hangs from the branches, just as the 
leaves twist and fal l  as if they were red and gold angels 
descending from heaven. The sun filters through the 
clouds and reflects off the sea as if on a s ilver mirror. 
As I walk along the golden beach, I watch the tish 
dance on a clear silk tapestry. The boat bobs up and 
down in the water like the breathing of a child in a 
peaceful sleep. The wind blows through the grassy 
hills, making the grass sway like lovers embracing in 
the moonlight. 

I can sit hours in ti·ont of her art and imagine myself: 
walking along a wooded path, watching a pair of 
macaws caressing each other, and seeing a sailboat col
lecting the winds on the open sea. Whether she recre
ates sceneries, flowers, fruits, animals, or people, they 
are all full of feelings and colors. My favorite picture is 
a peaceful path i n  the middle of the woods which 
makes me fee l  comfortable and in harmony with 
nature. It  is  a quiet place where I can hear only the birds 
singing and the wind whistling through the trees. 

The talented and magnificent atiist I am referring to 
has been very close to my heart. She has helped and 
guided me through the most difficult times in my l ife. 
As I gaze upon her works hanging in my home, I 
remember how much she means to me. She is my 
mother. 

My mother can spend from an hour to several days 
on a single piece of attwork, but the results are always 
stunning. [ghave seen her bring tears of joy to people's 
eyes. Family and friends are proud of the work she has 
given them and envious of the works she has given to 
others. I have never seen anyone either as talented or as 
passionate about her work. 

My mother has given me much more than an appre
ciation for art. She has been my sole support for the 
majority of my l ife. She has been a shoulder to cry on, a 
friend to laugh with, and a guide through difficult times. 

Since January 1 988, when my father died, my moth
er has shown me her strength. I was very close to my 
father and was merely a child when he died. My moth
er held my hand and supported me through my time of 
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sorrow. She regularly expresses to my sister and I how 
proud he would be of us. She never let us forget how 
much he loved us. My mother made sure pictures of my 
father were always mounted on the walls, making him 
a regular part of our lives. 

I remember going to school just before Father's 
Day, and my teacher spending the day teaching us how 
to make a l ittle gift for our fitthcrs. The tlrst year after 
my lather died, this was very difficult for me. I listened 
to the other children's excitement of making something 
for their fathers, and I was envious of their enthusiasm 
and crushed that I had no fi1ther to give my gift to. 
Nevettheless, I poured my heart and soul into my proj
ect and decided to give the gift to my mother. She was 
ovedoyed by my gift, and fi·om then on, I always 
looked forward to Father's Day. She played the role of 
both parents for me. For many years, she was the father 
I no longer had. 

l know it was not easy for. my mother to raise two 
children on her own. However, I always. feel secure 
when. she is around. I feel that no\hingcould ever happen 
to me. 

My mother taught me the. importance oftamily, love 
and friendship. My sister and. I both know how strong 
she is. We also know how hard it was for. her to. drive 
us to do wei! in school. We knowitwas difficult to give 
us the tbings we needed. We realize how much she has 
struggled in her life to make us happy. 

My mother has shown me that my sister co.ul.d also 
be a close friend, Through my mother's coercion, my 
sister gave. me advice about friends, boyfrie11ds; and 
school. She taught me about the good things in l ife and 
the advantages of being a good person. My mother was 
right about. my sister; she could be a very close friend. 

My mother took us to many wonderful places and 
showed us the beauty of our countty. On. one trip, we 
visited the land where her ancestors tnl)lded the future 
of our countty. I remember when she took us to a small 
town .and. showed us a monument created as a tribute to 
her great•grandt>lther. I t  was an impressive likeness; his 
eyes had the clJaracter of a man who was strong, proud, 
and noble. Yet, his eyes also showed a rare gentleness: a 
gentleness that gave the person he .looked upon a feeling 
that. he could ·be trusted. I. found. it remarkable. to visit 

this monument. In this statue, l saw my mother's eyes. 
Much like any teenager, l had many questions about 

myself and about my lite. My mother always tried to 
console me and teach me a better way to solve prob
lems. She held my hand when I cried and took care of 
me when I was sick. She would make me laugh when 1 
was sad. Whenever I had n ightmares, she was always 
there to comfort me. Now, being so tiu· away lhlln her, 
I miss her constant support. 

Some people live their whole lite without kowing 
who their mother was. Some chi ldren do not spend 
enough time with their mothers, nor do they appreciate 
the special people mothers are. I cannot imagine being 
who I am without my mother's help. She is detlnitely 
the strongest and most talented person I have ever 
known. She knows the meaning of Jove. She cares 
about other people. She is the sweetest person I know. 

Someone once said, "A friend is a hand that is 
always holding yours, no matter how close or far apart 
yo� may be. A friend is someone who is always there 
and will always, always care. A friend is a feeling of 
forever in the heart" (General Friendship Quotes). I 
feel that this statement best describes my feel ings 
toward my mother. She taught me how to be a good 
person, how to, be honest, how to respect people and 
most imp()tiant of all, how to love someone. She is my 
idol and my best friend. 

Works Cited 
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Lost Innocence: An Analysis of the Poem 

"Innocence" 
Heather Jefferies 

Course: Literature 1 05 (Poetry) 
Instructor: Barbara Butler 

Assignment: 
Write an analytical essay about your own poem. 

Take a moment to close your eyes and go back to a time 
in your life when everything was peaceful, life was 
simple, and anything was possible. Now take a deep 
breath and smell the freshly cut grass as the sun peeks 
through your bedroom. Today is your birthday. As you 
stretch, you hear your mom making breakfast in the 
kitchen down the hall. Mmm . . .  smells like pancakes. 
She must have fresh strawberries since they are your 
favorite. Shh . . .  do you hear that? Dad is in the living 
room placing your presents under the coffee table. All 
your friends are coming over later for the big party. 

Why is' it that when we were younger, things were 
so simple, so easy, and so predictable? I wanted to 
address these questions in my own way and to show the 
transitions in our lives from childhood to adulthood by 
looking at just one day of our lives, repeatedly through
out the years. "Innocence" uses visual imagery along 
with repetition to create a smooth flow from each stan
za as the child in the poem matures. The poem is also 
put together in such a way that it grows and matures 
with the reader from one stanza to the next. 
' Innocence" is a poem that lets the reader reminisce 
aboutthe past, feel for the speaker as they grow together, 
and learn about life. 

"Innocence" can be broken down into two sections, 
each containing four stanzas. The first four . stanzas 
bring the readet· and speaker together as the back
ground is set with visual images of the balloons and 
gustatory imagery with the "ice cream of all flavors" 
(3). Through the use ofimagery, the readers are able to 

go back in time to their childhood and days of kinder
garten class, to high school and college, all the way 
back to their adult lives. This can be seen by the num
ber of guests as well as who the guests are. In the begin
ning, the child is young with "tons and tons" (5) of 
friends, while in the last stanza of this section, "[j]ust a 
few people" (25) come to the 

The last four stanzas ofthe poem are different from 
the first in that they are no longer in the past. They are 
now in the present time of the speaker's life. The 
speaker has grown into an adult and now speaks out to 
the reader of the feelings and emotions in the present. 
The speaker begins to take shape in this section with 
the use of"I" and "my," as in lines 36 and 37: "I paused 
for a moment I right there in my footsteps." Here, the 
speaker pauses to take in the surroundings, which for 
some reason bring the footsteps to a halt, unlike on any 
other day. The use of"my" in the first four stanzas is 
used only to give ownership to the name written in the 
"frosty letters" (2). The growth or the speaker is also 
seen in the use of punctuation as the poem progresses. 
In the beginning, the words are in order but have no 
structure and just ramble· on as would a child who is 
speaking, as seen in lines 5 and 4, where the word "bal
loons" belongs in the fifth line even though it is in the 
fourth: "ice cream of all flavors balloons/ fill the house 
red green blue and pink." 

Through the use ofrepetition, the firstfour stanzas 
flow beautifully as they are bound togetheras one sec
tion, separate from the last four. In each stanza, three 
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Innocence 

A huge chocolate cake with frosting 
and candles my name in frosty letters 
ice cream of all flavors balloons 
fill the house red green blue and pink 
tons and tons of kids from Mrs. L's 
kindergarten class pin the tail 
on the donkey breaking the pii':iata 
and running for the candy 

A large chocolate cake with frosting 
and candles 
strawberry and vanilla 
ice cream balloons fill a room 
all the kids fi·om 
study hall spin the bottle 

A small cake, 
probably from Jewel 
balloons in a bag. 
Forgot to blow them up 
about half of our guest list 
even bothered to show up. 
Truth or: dare 

A SlicC'of cake 
from the party before. 
Last.year's· balloons. 
Just a few people, 
A bottle of beer 
a-carton Of Snlokes. 
co-ndoms just in case. 

Just the other day 
on the way home 
from the otl1ce, 
lights spilled out 
onto the streets from 
the plain little 
house on the corner. 

I paused for a moment 
right there in my footsteps. 
It sounded like 
laughter. 
l reached toward the light: 
painfully, my hand impeded 
by an impenetrable tield of glass 

I saw balloons, 
ice cream, and a cake 
'til the little girl's mom 
shut me out with the shades. 

I miss my name 
written in frosting. 

elem()nts are repeated. The first is the cake, which .in the 
beginning is accompanied by candles and ice cream, but 
which in the end is just one slice "from the party before" 
(23). The guests that show are the. second element, the 
number of which shrinks in size between stanzas, The 
last element is the activity to take place at the party. The 
gall)es start out innocent with a game of pin the tail on 
the donkey .and a pifiata ready .to burst, sending sweet
smelling C;Indy down to the ground, The games proceed 
laterin.the poem to ."spitUh� bottle" (14) and "[t]�uth or 
dare" (21), while the fourth stanza's activities consist of 
"Abottle. of beer I a carton. of smoke.s I Condoms just in 
case"(26-28), In .this section ofthe poem, the child who 
once never thought of one's own.sexuality as a game has 
gone from good wholesome gam�es to his or her first 
kiss .ar�d even first sexual experience all in just a matter 
of four stanzas. 

Life is nqt always fair and. life is not always easy, but 
itdoesh;�.ytJ it� lips 11swell asjts dow11s.Jhave been told 
by.somethat"lnnocence" has a .depressing outlook on 

life and by others that it carries with. it a sense of truth· 
. fulness and realistic outlook on life, but it was not meant 

to be a depressing poem; I wrote ''Innocence" to express 
my feelings and thoughts about the part of us that dies 
as we grow older and learn moreabouHhe world'. Some 
of us are lucky enough to stay young at heart for all of 
time, but for. those of us who lose our childish inno· 
cence, the world will still bring us much knowledge and 
happiness along with much sorrow. Ifyou dare to close 
your eyes once more and go back to the morning of your 
birthday, with mom in the kitchen and dad in the living 
room, would you want to open them again? If you could 
see, once more,. balloons, cake, and ice cream, would 
you miss your name, "written in frosting" ( 48)? 

Evaluation: Heath�;r writes both an ,evocative poem 
and Of! illuminating analysis it. Her talents aspoet 
and as essayist are most impressive, 
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Before 

and 

After 
Julia Kang 

Course: English 1 0 I (Composition) 
Instructor: Lisa Carriere 

Assignment: 
Students were asked to integrate three past writing 

assignments into one larger compilation paper 
using narration, description, and dialogue. 

The sun shines down upon the ocean. On the horizon, a 
cloudless periwinkle sky merges with an undulating 
Gulf of Mexico. Closer to shore, the waves gently lap 
at the feet of a young woman, washing away the dain
ty footprints she leaves in the moist sand. The gentle 
breeze weaves its way through her dark, chin-length 
bob. The plain cut of her T-shirt and shorts do not hide 
the fact that her once angular and awkward body has 
now softened into womanly curves. There is a serenity 
that surrounds her and a calmness that belies her youth
ful age. At 20 years old, when most of her fi'iends are 
in  constant turmoil over their Lives and their future, she 
is eerily tranquil. It seems strange to her that other peo
ple her age could be so immature and put so much 
emphasis on outer appearances. Perhaps it was because 
she learned early on the value of judging someone not 
for whom they appeared to be, but who they really 
were. She had been through enough anguish over try
ing to please others, trying to fit in when she did not, 
and pretending to be someone other than herself. She 
knew that denying one's true self would lead to much 
heartache. It  was, unfortunately, a hard leamed lesson. 

The young woman pauses to tum and look out at the 
endless ocean. It did not look like an ocean, not that she 
knew what an ocean looked like. This was her first time 
standing at the edge of her known world. The ocean, 
however, did not look all that different from the beach 
she lived by in her youth. Although Lake Michigan was 
some 700 miles n01th of where she was currently stand
ing, it appeared to be the same sky, the same saild, and 
the same water she had seen countless times in  her life. 
When she thought of Warren Dunes Beach, she invari
ably thought of the small town that became the setting 
of her most profound suffering. She tilts her head up 
toward the sun and closes her eyes. She can smell the 
salty tang of the ocean as its scent is carried to her by 
the breeze that delicately caresses her face. She can 
hear the lapping of the waves along the shore and see 
the sun's light shooting through her closed lids. Its radi
ant warmth gives her comfort as she lets her mind drift 
back in  time. 

"I hate this place, I hate them and I hate you!" she 
screamed, her face dark with furious teenage angst: She 
meant it. She did hate everyone. She abhorred this 
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small town, she despised the people, four in particular, 
and she loathed her parents f\)1' making her move here. 

"Julia, Julia!" She could hear her mom calling as she 
ran into her room, slammed the door, turned the Jock 
and threw herself onto her bed with a dramatic llourish 
that only a teenager was capable of. She could feel her 
heart pounding, threatening to jump out of her chest. 
The blood roared in her head, making her tee! l ight
headed. Hostility rolled through her whole body, mak
ing her muscles so tense that they hurt. She was becom
ing quite accustomed to this feeling, this nearly uncon
trollable anger. She was l 3 years old and filled with so 
much fllly. It was not normal. Lite would not be so 
miserable if  they had stayed in Chicago, she thought. 
She had friends in Chicago, people who really liked her 
and did not think of her as a know-it-all because she 
was smart. In Chicago,. there were lots of things to do, 
places to go, and people to meet. This place was the 
complete opposite and absolutely wretched. 

Berrien Springs, Michigan. There were no three 
words. in the English language that she despised more. 
This place was .so unbel iev�bly antiquated that it was 
like stepping onto the.set of an old, s ilent, black-and
white movie. There were only two stoplights in the 
entire town, tor goodness sake! Many of the stores still 
had original signs ti·mn over l 00 years ago. What had 
to be the. only drive-in movie theater left in the entireg
world was located on one street corner. Modern places, 
such as McDonald's and Dairy Queen, were established 
i n  buildings that were erected before their conception. 
The only sounds Julia. ever heard were the gears of a 
bicycle and the. sporadic passing of an automobile. She 
needed noise .. She was used. to constant movement. She 
needed to .see the muted, yellow glow of the street 
lmnps. Falling asleep without the humming of car 
engines and the noises of c ity nightlife was close to 
impossible. The buzzing of the various insects outside 
grated on her nerves relentlessly. Al l  in all, it was a 
pretty miserable place to l ive. 

As much as s.he disliked Berrien Springs, Julia hated 
the people more. When she had first moved to 
Michigan, she, . admittedly, had a bad attitude. Still, 
when she became .friends with Teresa, Ann, Christine, 
and Angela, she was happy. Having four friends her age 

was much better than having none at al l .  They had 
appeared to like her, and she had thought she was 
becoming good friends with the girls. However, that all 
began to change when it became apparent that she was 
dil1erent from the others. In  a few short months, she 
had established herself as valedictorian, first chair 
flute, and even won the coveted "Outstanding Youth" 
award. Her teachers loved her, and her classmates 
thought she was some kind of genius. But that was not 
all . Jul ia, despite the fact she had lived in the States 
since she was a baby, could speak Korean fluently and 
was what adults would eall'an al l-around "good girl." 

I n  a small town where gossip spreads faster than an 
oil fire, the parents quickly heard about all of Julia's 
successes. They began to compare their daughters to 
Julia, telling them that they should strive to be more 
like her. It was bad enough to have a city girl come in 
and show up all their inadequacies. They absolutely did 
not need to be told that they should emulate her. The 
girls stopped calling and hanging out with Julia. They 
did not invite her out anymore and did their best to 
make sure she knew that not only would she never fit 
in, her presence in itself was unwelcome. 

Julia did not understand why her friends were reject
ing her. She did not think she was any smarter or any 
better than the other girls were. In an effort to regain 
their friendship, Julia began reading fashion maga
zines. She experimented with clothes and makeup and 
tried to be like the other girls. It became another reason 
for them to hate Julia. Reading many magazines and 
experimenting in countless hours of makeup trials had 
made her somewhat of an expert. She became more 
knowledgeable and better at applying makeup than the 
other girls. She now wore clothes that were more fash
ionable than those of the other girls. Julia tried to share 
her knowledge with them. She wanted to show Teresa, 
Ann, Christine, and Angela that she liked the same 
things they liked. She wanted to show them that she 
could be one of them, too. They just hated her more. 

Eventually, she stopped trying. She could not 
handle it any more. It was too hard for her to smile 
while the people she thought of as friends talked badly 
about her and played cruel pranks. The absolute worst 
was when they had asked Calvin to pretend that he had 
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broken up with his girlfriend for her. It was supposedly 
an April Fool's prank, yet they never told Julia that it  
had all been a joke, and they had carried their charade 
a little too far to have it be considered all in jest. Julia 
slowly withdrew into herself. She did not talk to any
one. She felt utterly rejected and alone, which was why 
she laid on her bed with tears pouring from her eyes. 
She never knew how awful l ife could be. If things ever 
become good, I am never going to take it for granted 
again, Julia vowed. But at the moment, it did not seem 
like things were ever going to get better. It hurt. 
Everything hurt. Her heart ached so much it felt like a 
physical pain, l ike Arnold Schwarzenegger was 
squeezing her still-beating heart i n  his big, meaty fist. 
Julia curled up  into a ball of misery as she once again 
sobbed into her pillow. For the first time in her l ife, she 
wondered what it was like to die. 

The laughter of children close by brought Julia out 
of her reverie. Wow, she thinks. I have come a long 
way. If only I had known then how things would turn 
out. It would have made the pain much more bearable. 
If only I had known that all that m isety would eventu
ally bring me peace of mind. 

"Julia, I wish you could see yourselfthe way I see 
you. Then you would know what an amazing person 
you are. I miss you when we don't talk and I can't 
imagine what my l ife would be like without you," her 
friend Allison told Julia. It had been one of those times, 
when Julia would revert back to her old self and lament 
the fact that she was not pretty enough or popular 
enough. Allison was not a person prone to giving out 
compliments, so the fact that she said this touched Julia 
immensely. 

"You know, you have an inner joy and it shows. 
You're always smiling and happy and you care about 
others. You're a good person," Allison had gone on to 
say. Julia pondered this statement for a moment and 
realized that it was true. For the first time in  as far as she 
could recall ,  she was happy. She had found a balance 
between individuality and conformity, and criticism no 
longer bothered her. She had learned to appreciate her 
intelligence and maximize her talents. She had found 
strength within her, and in doing so, had found peace. 
Yes, Julia could declare that she was a happy person. 

It's kind of nice thinking about the past, Julia muses. 
Once again deep in thought, she does not hear her 
friends coming up behind her. Suddenly, she feels an 
arm wrap around her waist and another behind her 
knees as she is swung up against the hard, muscled 
chest of one of her friends. He runs into the ocean with 
her in his arms and unceremoniously throws her into 
the water. The water instantly soaks her to the skin. At 
one time, she would have worried about what people 
would think of her when she came out of the water 
looking like a drowned rat, with her mascara running 
and her hair plastered to her head, but not anymore. She 
emerges sputtering, laughing, and promptly initiates a 
water fight. 

I'm happy. I'm really happy, she thinks. Laughter 
brightens her face, joy radiating from her like a beacon 
of light. I can do this, she realizes. I can fight the waves 
of tribulation and the unde1tow of despair and emerge a 
better, stronger and happier person. 

Life no longer scares her. She is ready to accept 
whatever life has to offer. She feels the waves of water 
coming from eve1y d irection, and does quite a bit of 
splashing of her own. Peace has finally found her, and 
she is happier now than she has ever been. Julia realizes 
that she cannot wait for the rest of her l ife. 

Evaluation: This essay is a moving exploration of that 
':feeling of vertigo when who you are and who your 

peers say you should be conflict, " as the author 
herself puts it. Her writing and experience encourages 
those experiencing these struggles-and delivers 
continuedstrength to those who have overcome them. 
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Killer Snakes, 

Hitler, 

and 

"Hey I Almost Died, 
Where the Hell's 

the News Crew?!?" 

The Role of the Media 
in Don DeLillo's White Noise 

Michael Kendall 
Course: Literature 1 1 5 (Fiction) 

[nstructor: Kris P iepenburg 

Assignment: 
Discuss the role ()[media and technology, or the 

relationship between humans and technology, 
in Don DeLillo s White Noise. 

Nearly all aspects of American culture are attacked in 
Don DeLillo's fVhite Noise, an amusing postmodern 
observation of our society. Everything ti·01n family 
structure and academia to consumerism and advertising 
are satirized to create an cxlreme portrait of America 
circa mid 1 980s, and in many ways now. J.A.K. 
Gladney, the narrator of the story, is a professor at the 
local Col lege-on-the-Hi l l  in  the little town of 
Blacksmith. At this school, J.A.K. is chairman of the 
highly respected department of Hitler studies, a cur
riculum he pioneered. J.A.K. and his. fourth wife, 
Babette, live somewhat happily with their four chil
dren, each parent contributing two ti·om previous mar
riages. An interesting send-up of the dissolution of the 
traditional nuclear t:omily structure that grew in the 
1 970s, the Gladney family resembles something of a 

twisted Brady Bunch. Babette,. a "fu ll-souled woman" 
as J.A.K. describes her, teaches a class in posture once 
a. week and reads tabloid. articles to a local old· blindg
man. J.A.K. and his fi·iend Murray Jay Siskind, an ex
sportswriter and new member of the faculty, enjoy deep 
debates and conversations about l ife, death, shopping, 
and television. Midway through this relatively unevcnt
fuJ sitcom-esque slice-of-l ife, a mf\ior turn occurs when 
a train car carrying a poisonous chemical tips over. The 
chemical,. called Nyodene D, is released into the air, 
forcing the citizens of Blacksmith to take relilge in a 
uearby karate school, where they are given varying 
accoul)ts of what exactly d irect exposure can cause. 
This segment gives an amusing poke at the idea of the 
power of suggestion. The final segment of the novel 
deals primatii:Y with J.A:K. and Babette's lear of death, 
and how far they each are will ing to go to relieve this 
fear. 

Throughoutthis.novel, there is a rampant fascination 
with the media. This fascination manifests itself i n  sev
eral forms. Whether it be in recalling dead celebrities, 
getting pleasure from the absorption of catastrophic 
event news coverage, or the characters' craving lor 
media attentiot1 from traumas they themselves experi
ence, the communication and entertainment medium is 
an ever-present, almost tangible entity, similar to how it 
cart be in real l ite. 
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The Gladney family has an intense fascination with 
the media, as do most of the characters in the novel. It 
is a mandat01y ritual for them to watch television 
together on Friday n ights. There seems to be a televi
sion in nearly evety room of the house. Throughout the 
story, the television is like a seventh member of the 
fami ly, or at least a character in itself. The text is l it
tered with small snippets of dialogue, phrases, and 
advertisements being emitted from the TV, in addition 
to lists of products, symptoms, and diseases recited by 
various characters. A passage in which J.A.K. is reflect
ing on the fear of both his death and his wife Babette's 
is broken up by the phrase, "MasterCard, Visa, 
American Express" (DeLillo 1 00). At one point, J.A.K. 
observes a woman walk down the street, muttering "a 
decongestant, an antihistamine, a cough suppressant, a 
pain rel iever" (262). Later on, as he peacefully watch
es his daughter Steffie sleep, she mumbles the words 
"Toyota Cel ica." While these sporadic messages don't 
always d irectly reflect what is occurring, they represent 
the manner in  which the constant bombardment of slo
gans, jingles, and mascots can implant themselves deep 
into one's subconscious, sometimes outlasting memo
ries of major events. Murray sums this up in the state
ment "I've come to understand that [television] is a 
primal f(Jrce in the American home . . .  like something 
we know in a dream-like and preconscious way" (5g1 ). 
A way to demonstrate this phenomenon in real l ife: 
stop random people at Harper College and ask them if 
they can remember Christa McAuliffe and the Space 
Shuttle Chal lenger tragedy. Then ask them if they 
remember the Trix cereal ad campaign, "silly rabbit, 
·rrix are for kids !"  Chances are it would be the latterg
that most students who grew up in the 1 980s would 
remember. 

At one point in the story, Vernon Dickey, Babette's 
father, visits the Gladneys. While conversing with 
J.A.K., he asks, "Were people this dumb before televi
sion?" (249). Equally accurate in the portrayal of the 
masses' fascination with television, this represents the 
d isconnection many older members of our society feel 
toward modern technology. While he's portrayed as the 
minority in this stoty, he voices a small bit of reality that 
pokes through the generally satirical tone of the novel. 

The Gladneys take great pleasure in watch ing news 
coverage of major catastrophic events. Although aware 
that he is a pati of it, this fascination baffles J.A.K. and 
forces him to consult a fellow department head about 
what it is that creates such a massive appetite for this 
kind of information. The comrade responds by explain
ing, "Because we're suffering from brain fade. We 
need an occasional catastrophe to break up the inces
sant bombardment of information" (66). In discussing a 
car crash seminar he is teaching, Murray explains to 
J.A.K. that when watching such events, people should 
"look past the violence . . .  there is a wonderful brim
ming spirit of innocence and fun" (2 1 9). The over
whelming amount of exposure given to the 9/ I I  
tragedy seems like a good example of this concept's 
existence in real l ife. 

Another extension of the obsession with media in 
the novel are the constant references to celebrities, 
especially dead ones. During the same conversation in 
which J.A.K. is informed of the "brain fade" concept, 
some of his colleagues get into a rather healed discus
sion about where they were when James Dean was 
ki lled. This is an amusing send-up of the old "where 
were you when Kennedy was shot" conversation piece. 
One of J.A.K.'s colleagues goes on to cite actor 
Richard Widmark pushing an elderly woman down a 
flight of stairs in  the fi lm Kiss f!f Death as the greatest 
influence on his l ife. In addition, Murray is trying to 
convince the chairman of the school to let him start an 
Elvis studies program similar to J.A.K.'s Hitler studies. 

Yet another interesting aspect of the fascination with 
media present in White Noise is the belief that pati ofthe 
impotiance of surviving a catastrophe is the news cov
erage one receives afterward. This is expressed in the 
anger and d isappointment some of the characters show 
after experiencing traumatic events that don't result in 
the coverage they feel they're entitled to. While J.A.K. 
is waiting at the local airport for his estranged daughter 
Bee's plane to arrive, another fl ight narrowly avoids 
perishing. There is a crowd listening to a man recount 
what had happened on the plane, when Bee tlnds her 
father. After observing the situation, she asks J.A.K. 
where the media is. He tells her that there is no media in  
Iron City, the location of the airport, to which she 
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responds, 'They went through a l l  that for nothing?" 
(92). Later on in the novel, Blacksmith is shaken up by 
a chemical spi l l .  A thick cloud of Nyodenc 0 is released 
into the air, fc1rcing the citizens to tlee to a karate school 
for safety. An older man paces around the room the vic
tims are crammed in, with a television in his arms, 
demanding to know why there is no news crew cover
ing what they just horrifically experienced. "Don't these 
people know what we've been through? Shouldn't the 
streets be crawling with cameramen and soundmen and 
reporters? Shouldn't we be yelling out the window at 
them, 'Leave us alone, we've been through enough, get 
out of here with your vile instruments of intrusion?"' 
( I  62). He goes on to question, "Even if there hasn't 
been great loss of l i fe, don't we deserve some attention 
for our suf-fering, our human worry, our terror? Isn't fear 
news?" (I 62). This segment is an interesting take on the 
effects of constant media saturation on our society. 
Indeed, it seems we have reached a point where people 
have become reliant on the constant feed of information. 
Without meaning to sound cold or insensitive, it does in 
many ways seem at times as if part of the reason people 
who survive something l i fe threatening are so trauma
tized is for dramatic value, to evoke pity from people 
watching at home. 

A young man named Orcst Mercator, a ti·iend of 
J.A.K.'s eldest son Heinrich, is introduced in the story by 
his plan to get himself in the world record books. Ores! 
is training to sit in a tank filled with poisonous snakes. 
When J.A.K. probes him as to why he would even con
sider doing something so dangerous, the potential for 

death seems to have no effect on him. It's interesting 
how this concept foreshadows what was to come in real 
l i fO. Sensationalized �'reality"-based television programs 
are immensely popular right now, most of which feature 
people degrading themselves, forcibly conJi'onting their 
worst fears, and even intentionally subjecting themselves 
to l ife-threatening situations in the name of media atten
tion (and usually, a hefty cash incentive). 

Media is as important a character to 1-Vhite Noise as 

any of the actual characters are. Whether it be in ques
tioning where one was when James Dean died, craving 
the constant fix of catastrophe coverage, or sleep-talking 
car slogans, the media's constant flow of infOrmation is as 
much a necessity to the characters of the novel as the air 

they breathe. It was mentioned once in a class discussion 

that the society created in this novel has no religion. 'T'his 
seuns incorrect; it appears that media is their religion. 

Works Cited 

DeLillo, Don. White Noise. New York: Penguin Books. 1986. 

Evaluation: J'vfichael :1· analysis of this thread in 
DeLillo s novel is perceptive and lively, and his 
strong use Of textual examples leaves the reader 
convinced of his point. 
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Which Way? 

Kimee Le 
Course: Art 1 05 (Introduction to Arts) 

Instructor: Corinne Moran 

Assignment: 
Analyze a work of art displayed on the Harper 
campus. Consider the formal elements and how 
they are arranged according to the principles of 

design to jiJrm the composition. In addition, 
examine the content of' the work �l art 

and propose underlying meanings or themes. 

As I was walking through the Liberal Arts Building one 
day, my attention was captured by an artwork hanging 
on the wall, The Cleansing. I immediately felt an intense 
hostil ity toward it. After thinking about my reaction, I 
have come to interpret the artist as someone who l ived 
a troubled life. The imagery is depressing and violent. 
The title, therefore, must signify that through the inter
pretation of the artist's life's woes through the act of 
drawing, he finds catharsis. The print delineates the 
artist's hardships and catharsis through its iconographic 
details. Iconography l iterally translates to, "picture
writing," and, like words in a book, the pictorial 
imagery can tell the viewer a story. As I began to 
analyze the print, I found my eyes were first directed to 
the middle. My interest was then taken to the right, to a 
figure with upraised arms. From that point, the 
iconography directed my eyes around edges of the print 
in a clockwise direction. 

Starting in the middle of the print, there are two 
faces. I realize that they are the focal point. A focal point 
is a specific patt in a work of art which immediately 
seizes and holds the viewer's attention. The larger 
frontal face, with his torso also in a fi·ontal pose, domi
nates the print. In front of the large man's torso is a 
miniature man. The miniature man within the larger man 
symbolizes the soul of the artist. The reason for my 
interpretation is due to the fltct that the larger man has 
outstretched arms that are adjoined to the miniature man. 
The miniature man balances a dagger on the tip of his 
tongue. This symbolizes that experiences in the artist's 
life left a "bad taste" in his mouth. The miniature man's 
eyes are closed, and his tongue sticks out, giving the 
impression that he literally just had a taste of something 
bitter. The safety pin on the right side of his chest signi
fies that despite his troubled l ife, he tries to keep order 
and sanity. A safety pin closes and clasps tight, to hold 
together items or objects, and this could be why the artist 
used the safety pin to portray how he tries to "hold" his 
life together. On his right arm, there is a mouth smoking 
something that appears to be a marijauna joint. Perhaps 
the mtist suffers from drug abuse. 

The larger man wears a knit cap. I believe that this 
man is the artist himself. The artist intentionally wears 
his cap over his eyes to help exaggerate the expression of 



Which Way'! 

fear on his face. The artist's lips are a shade of red, with 
what seems to look like l ipstick. The iconography here 
suggests the possibil ity that the artist is conilrsecl with his 
sexuality; perhaps he is transsexual. Artists sometimes 
create works of art that reveal their h idden desires, found, 
as Sigrnund Freud suggests, in their subconscious. 

As my eyes move clockwise, there is a series of char
acters, situated around the large and small man, that in 
different ways are being "cleansed." A character in the 
upper right hand corner is, just like the large man in the 
center, blindl(Jidcd. In addition, his arms are raised in 
the air. This gesture usually signitles a cry for help. This 
figure may denote the artist is in desperate need lor 
help, but the bl indfold he wears tells us that the artist 
does not know how or where to seek help. There is a 
heart next to the figure, and the heart is pierced with 
sharp ol�jects. The piereings could mean that the artist 
sufTcred from emotional wounds; perhaps the artist was 
betrayed by a lover. 

At the bottom of the print, there i s  a man's head. His 
eyes are red-rimmed, and he looks extremely angry. 
The anger in the man's eyes rellects the anger of the 
artist. Implied lines in works of art are l ines that are 
completed by the viewer. The angry man's eyes gaze 
toward the left of the print, where there is a portion of 
a female body. At the portion of the body, there is a 
splash of blood, which implies the death of the female. 
The death ofthis female may signify the artist's failure 
in relationships with women. The legs ofthe female arc 
covered in tear shapes and at tirst glance, it looks like 
hair. In modern society, women often shave the hair on 
their legs. Depicting hair on her legs may again be hint
ing toward the artist's hidden transsexuality. 

The upper, left-hand corner shows a man standing in 
profile. This man seems at peace. He exhales. The 
exhaling represents the artist cleansing his soul from all 
that is bad. The profile figure i s  s ituated on the right 
side of the large man-thc man I believe to be the artist. 
I n  medieval art, the right side is the side of good; there
fore, this figure symbolizes good. The exhaling tlgure 
could also be a depiction of the artist's guardian angel .  
[n medieval and early Renaissance art, i n  paintings l ike 
The Lamentation, by Giotto, we sec t iny Jloating fig
ures above Jesus. They are angels. As the protlle tlgure 

exhales and begins to cleanse his soul, the devil shows 
up (he lloats clown from above) and tries to tempt the 
artist. The artist refuses temptation and releases the 
troubled li fc he once knew. 

The two most prominent of the work's formal ele
ments are line and color. Formal elements, such as line, 
color, texture, and light and dark, to name a few, arc the 
bui lding blocks of an artwork. ·rhey are used together 
to create a unified composition. 

Implied Jines in works of art are l ines that are com
pleted by the viewer. The implied l ines in this work of art 
move the viewer's eye around the entire print, beginning 
with his struggle with drug abuse, next to his failure in 
relationships with women, and linally, the implied J ines 
take the viewer up to the visualization of his catharsis. 
Even at this moment, the artist confronts temptation, but 
he ultimately clelcats temptation and exhales. 

Color is also prominent in this work of art. The artist 
has gone through many trials and tribulations and 
despite all of the chaos, he uses a saturated yellow back
ground. The color yellow is typically associated with 
happiness and sunshine. The radiance of yellow can also 
symbolize new beginnings. The yellow color surround
ing the artist sign ifies that i n  the midst of all the clark
ness revealed through the iconography, there i s  
ultimately a "cleansing" and therefore healing. Through 
healing there is a new beginning-there is hope. 

Evaluation: Although the writing assignment only 
asked for a formal analysis of an artwork, Kinzee 
analyzed the artwork in two ways. First, she looked at 
the compositionajimnally. She examined how the artist 
used col01; line, shape, and light. She then took her 
analysis to the nextalevd-�,he ascribed meaning to 
both the formal elements and the iconography. The 

first level of analysis takes observational skills and a 
comprehensive understanding of art vocabulary. The 
second level takes a creative mind and ingenuity. 
Good work! 
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Rainbow's 

End 

Sheri A. Luzzi 
Course: Journalism 235 

(Magazine Editing and Design) 
Instructor: Susan Dennison 

Assignment: 
Interview someone and write a 

third-person article profiling the subject. 

The late October breeze chides the 26 sailboats still 
moored in the Wilmette Harbor. The boats bob about as 
if dancing to a playful children's tune. But Carl Sangree 
doesn't have time for child's play. He has work to do. 
Lots of it. He has to get his sailboat out of the harbor, and 
he only has a few hours of daylight left to do it. 

So far, Carl has had to do all the work alone--taking 
everything otT the boat, cleaning it, and removing many 
of the masts and riggings. It is a massive undertaking for 
a 75-year-old man, even one as spry and unscathed by 
the aging process as Carl. 

'"I couldn't stand doing this more than once a year," 
he says, reflecting on the annual fall ritual that all the 
members of the Wilmette Harbor Shores Club must 
endure. 

But for Carl, forgetting something may mean the end 
of sailing forever. His insurance would not cover the cost 
of a new boat; neither would his modest fixed income. 

"Al l  these old boats don't have much value. It would 
cost a fortune to. replace," he says, referring to his boat, 

the Rainbow's End, one of the old Rainbow class of 
boats. 

The Rainbow's End will be spending the winter 
exposed to the elements on the grassy area adjacent to 
the harbor. Forgetting something might prove fatal to the 
boat's ability to survive the ravages of a Chicago winter. 

"There's a good deal of tension. You've got to 
remember everything," says Carl. 

He squats on the deck of the boat, playing tug-ot�war 
with a temperamental bolt, his ti-ail hands racing against 
the clock. In less than one hour, his boat will be hoisted 
from the water and placed on its trailer. 

The laid-back whirring of an approaching dinghy 
catches Carl's attention. His young neighbor Sam has 
come to help. Carl has taken the quietly confident 
1 6-year-old under his wings and taught him the art of 
sailing. Now, Sam returns the favor. 

They greet each other briefly and get to work on the 
boat. 

Carl and Sam work well together--the older mentor 
and younger sailing buft�--and quickly finish disman
tling the extemal mechanics of the boat. 

Carl, clearly relieved that phase one has been 
successfully navigated, sits down and pops the top off a 
ginger ale. A calm settles over him as his clear, blue eyes 
soak up the surrounding beauty. He reflects on the more 
amiable springtime rite of passage when warm water 
beckons and the boats retum to the empty moorings. 

"Spring is harder work, but the psychology is much 
better," Carl says, "because you're looking forward to 
the sailing." 

The aging sailor retlects on his good fortune, his nor
mally unadorned manner of speaking waxing uncharac
teristically poetic. 

"The independence, freedom, motion you get from 
sailing is the same as you get from horseback riding or 
dancing," Carl says as he peers across the harbor. 
"There's a lot of motion to sailing. A lot of rhythm." 

Independence. Freedom. Motion. Traits that define 
Carl and gifts that he gave to his partner in sailing and in 
life, his wife Gail. Despite suffering from polio, Gail 
embraced Carl's love for sailing. On the boat, she could 
become one with the rhythm of the water despite being 
tethered by leg braces and the use of crutches. 
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In the 1 970s, Carl built a small house by the lake in 
Winnetka so the couple could be near a boat launch. Gail 
never got to live in the house. She died, after a bout with 
cancer, just eight years alter marrying Carl. 

"They were only eight years, but they were the most 
beautiful eight years of my lite," Carl says. 

Carl has lived alone for JO years since Gail's death. 
No one could replace what he had with Gail and nothing 
could replace his love 1�!1' sailing. He lost Gail. He could 
not bear to lose the boat. He has to make sure it makes it 
safely on shore and through the harsh winter. He has to. 

The sailboat has been emptied, cleaned and stripped. 
Phase two approaches: the dramatic hoisting of the boat 
out of the water. 

"This is sort of like 'zero hour' in  the trenches of 
WWI," says Carl. 

Zero hour, when the soldiers leave the protection of 
the trenches to lace the enemy. 

"I just want to make sme it goes smoothly, that itgoes 
off without a hitch," says Carl, taking one last swig of his 
ginger ale. 

A teenaged girl from the harbor crew arrives in a 
dinghy to take Sam and Carl to the dock where the boat 
will be hoisted from the water. 

Carl nervously oversees the operation like an expec
tant father assisting in the delivery of his first child. He 
scrutinizes every move the crew makes, leaving only 
once to pull his trailer up to the dock. 

The derrick crane is positioned over the 2,000-pound 
boat. Two straps dangle from the crane's steel beam like 
monstrous gat1er belts. The crew laces the straps around 
the hull of the boat. They lift it out of the water to a level 
just above their heads. The keel and rudder extending 
below the blue deck of the Rainbow's End make it look 
like atl upside-down beached whale. 

The crew scrapes the slimy dark-green algae from the 
"whale's" belly and sponges her clean. The Rainbow's 
End is then deposited securely onto its trailer. Carl smiles 
for the first time since the ordeal began several hours 
earlier. 

"The final phase," he says triumphantly as the sun 
begins to set in the autumn sky. "This is the toughest 
pat1, wrapping the boat in swaddling clothes." 

The evening air has turned chilly. The crew has 

retired to the club to toast their hard work. Any 
bystanders have gone home. Only Carl and Sam remain. 

They work tirelessly to dress the boat in its protective 
tarp, but the strong winds make it difficult. The winds 
lash the tarp into an untamable frenzy. It will take more 
than two people to tie it down. 

Fortunately for Carl, a few friends arrive to lend a 
hand. 

Aller another hour of hard work, the Rainbow's End 
is ready to be put to bed for the winter. 

"! think we've done all we can do," Carl says, 
surveying the swaddled boat. 

Everyone congratulates each other with handshakes 
and smiles all around. 

The group turns to leave. Just then Carl spots some
thing near the rear of the boat. 

"Sorry . . .  we didn't get the lights covered," he says. 
He pulls on the taught tarp while trying in vain to 

think of some way to correct the problem. 
Someone puts a comforting hand on Carl's shoulder 

and reassures him that everything will be all right. 
"It will have to be," Carl says. The aging sailor walks 

away, leaving his beloved Rainbow's End nestled 
securely under the harbor lights. 

Evaluation: Sheri went through two strenuous editing 
jobs on this article to bring it to one thousand wordv. 
She also took photos that accompanied the article 
jiJr the class project. She did an outstanding job cap
turing the heart and soul of her subject. 
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Love Me 

as I Love You :  
A Response to 

Anne Bradstreet's 
"To My Dear and Loving Husband" 

Delia Malone 
Courses: History 2 1 0  (American Women's Histoty) 

and Literature 224 (Women in Literature) 
Instructors: Sharon Alter and E lizabeth Turner 

Assignment: 
In this linked class, the assignment was to select a 

reading.fiwn either Literature or Histo�y and to 
respond to it creatively with incorporation 

cJf'both history and literature. In addition to the 
possibility ()/"rewriting a story 's ending or 

creating a euloi,ryfor a historically important 
lvoman, students were to submit a narrative. 
The narrative describes the creative project. 

If ever two could reach Paradise, then we, 
For a truer soul than yours, there cannot be. 
Ifever there \Vas potentia! in a man, 
To grow with me and love me, if you can. 
Though gold shines dull in the brilliance of your smile, 
Love without oneself is hardly wotth the while. 

So insatiable is my love's appetite for thee, 
That often I do forget my love for me. 
Thy love must see this inclination, 
For this would be my soul's devastation. 
So while we do, let's love unselfishly 
Then loving each other, we may love endlessly. 

"To My Dear and Loving Husband," by Anne 
Bradstreet, is a poem that reveals not only a woman's 
affection toward her spouse, but also a reflection of her 
particular situation in h istory. So acute is her poetry to 

her circumstance but so universal her emotions, 
thought that it would be the perfect poem to tinker with. 
Taking a piece so drenched in its own history and mak

ing it modern, I would show the universality of human 
emotion through time and space. 

A Puritan in the 1600s, Anne Bradstreet lived a life 
indicative of her times, living in the religious freedom 
of the New World. The Puritan faith instilled in Anne ae

moral code based on the hope for salvation through 
redemption. Puritans, carving out an existence in the 
wilderness of the newly "found" North America, were 
faced with constant death and disease, a fact which 
reaffirmed their belief in the certainty of impending 
death. Life, to the Puritans, was so brief in comparison 
with the eternal world that awaited, making the worship 
of God the purpose of a Puritan life. Anne Bradstreet 
was unable to reconcile her love for her husband and 
her love for God, which created a theme in many of her 
poems. Fearing that her love tor her husband may be 
stronger than her love for God, Anne writes "To My 
Dear and Loving Husband" to tell him that she does, in 
tact, worship him, but he must be second to God so that 
the two can live eternity together. 

In  recreating Anne's feelings, I telt that the poem 
would be simplistic without a conflict as heart wrench
ing as Anne's. Anne is atraid that her worldly love of 
her husband may send her pious soul to hell. Though I 
had this idea for this poem at the beginning of the 
semester, I wasn't actually able to create a realistic con
flict at that time. Not until we began to study the last 50 
years of the woman's history did ! find a conflict that l 
could understand well enough to write about; this was 
in the feminist movement of the 1 960s. As 1 understood 
the material, women felt that their education and goals 
were secondary to those of their husbands. Staying 
home and fulfilling the roles their mothers had been 
able to execute without an education, these women felt 
cheated of their own identity. This is the problem I try 
to address in the rewriting of Anne Bradstreet's poem. 
I saw that the conflict of losing oneself held enough 
weight as to contend with Anne's damnation. 

l kept the most basic elements of the form of the 
poem the same. My poem "Love Me as I Love You" is 
also written in two stanzas of three couplets each. As 
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Anne did, I attempted to make every couplet almost an 
independent statement, with al l  statements being part of 
the theme. I n  keeping the f(mn, I tried also to keep the 
meaning of some of the couplets. For example, I start
ed both the lirst and second couplet with "if ever," 
which I thought was an important phrase in the poem 
because it made the poem seem so definitive, differen
tiating it with authority fi"om schoolgirl poetry. 

The second couplet of Anne's poem ends in a chal
lenge, which I also keep, but the stark contrast of the 
challenge I put forth versus Anne's challenge is the first 
opportunity to compare themes. As the speaker of my 
poem asks if her lover can live up to his potential and 
love her, she implies that this may not be an easy task. 
The complication in loving a woman comes when that 
woman is liberated in thinking and sees herself as a per
son equally deserving of everything the man claims for 
himself. Anne's challenge seems the antithesis of my 
speaker's challenge; she challenges the audience to find 
a woman who has ever been happier in a man than her
self. The simple preposition "in" tells us .that this 
woman is subordinate to her husband i n  a manner that 
permeates everything, so that she no longer exists out
side of him. 

In the last couplet of the tlrst stanza, when Anne is 
praising her husband's love, my speaker begins to voice 
her conflict. In the next two couplets (the first two of 
the second stanza), Anne continues to praise her hus
band's love. I thought about making my statement 
about conllict in the last couplet as Anne does, but by 
making lines which Anne devotes to praise more criti
cal, the evolution of a woman's mind is much more 
apparent. Retaining some of the imagery Anne uses to 
praise her husband, the speaker of "Love Me as I Love 
You" begins to explain her conllict. As the poem was so 
loving, I tried my best to keep a positive spin on my 
speaker's conflict, and I found I could do that by mak
ing the loss of herself possible because of her intense 
emotions for her lover, over which she has no power. 
The loss of  power to emotions shows its universality 
because it is Anne's same conflict, though she is trying 
to preserve her eternal soul, not her personal identity. 
As Anne's last couplet presents her. conllict and her 
proposed solution, my speaker's last two lines are her 

solution. The speaker of "Love Me as I Love You" 
finds her salvation in the unselfishness of love. If love 
is executed truthfully, her lover, who now has the 
knowledge of this contl ict, wil l  love her enough to pro
tect her against her own loss of power. 

Finally, the title gave me a lot of trouble. Though I 
wanted to keep the direct address of Anne's title, !gmost 
detlnitely didn't want to address the marital status of 
the lover my speaker is addressing. Anne's title reflects 
her poem; the 111'\jority of her poem is devoted to the 
praise of her husband. I saw that my poem also had 
praise, but the last stanza seemed to be almost instruc
tions to her lover on how to keep the speaker's love. 
and so I titled the poem "Love Me as l Love You." The 
title is closely linked to the "first couplet of the second 
stanza, which explains that the speaker's love is so 
great for her lover that she forgets to love herself. I f  he 
loves her as she loves him, there wi l l  only be happiness 
in their future. 

Evaluation: Delia Malone :s creative project is an out
standing incorporation C!l both histmy and literature. 
She places Anne Bradstreet s poem within its literary 
and historical context while also rewriting the poem. 
In Delia:s revision of" the poem, Delia reflects a 
contemporary theme with the title, "Love Me as 
l Love You. " Nforeove1; the narrative reveals a 
creative synthesis of histo1y and literature, plus 
De/ia s understanding and analysis of" that synthesis. 
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Neanderthal 

Gender Roles: 
An Examination of 

Lewis Binford's Model 

Gina Matthiesen 
Course: Philosophy 1 90 (Feminist Philosophy) 

Instructor: Barbara Solheim 

Assignment: 
Select and present an issue that both interests you 

and is related to our course content. 

Introduction 
While one may think that researching Neanderthals 

may not apply d irectly to feminist studies, such 
research could have a lot of impact. For example, many 
people believe that human sex roles have been fixed 
since the dawn of time. Were this idea repeatedly and 
publicly proven to be untme (as it has been academi
cally by anthropologists and others), feminists would 
have a powerful tool to deflect criticism of their 
research. Neanderthal research could push gender stud
ies even further back into human evolutionary h istory. 
While the fossil record often does not leave direct evi
dence of social relations between the sexes, various 
other sources such as tools, dehris patterns, and tooth 
wear can be used to make reasonable inferences. In  this 
paper, I wi l l  discuss some general Neandmthal research 
and then examine a model of Neanderthal gender 
behavior proposed by Lewis Binford, an anthropologist 
at Southern Methodist University. 

What is a Neanderthal? 
Neanderthals were a group of hom in  ids who lived in 

Europe and Central Asia from about 200,000 to 30,000 
years ago, during the ice ages. Hominids are members 
of the family Hominidae, bipedal primates which 
include the genus Homo (modern day humans are 
Homo sapiens) and the Australopithecines. In  other 
words, hominids are humans and all of our two-footed, 
upright-walking cousins and ancestors. For more 
detailed information on hominids, see summaries by 
Paul Jordan' or in The Cambridge Encyclopedia of 
Human Evolution.' Both sources give detailed informa
tion that is aimed at the general public. 

Neandetthals are cettainly not the hunched-over, stu
pid brutes of our popular imagination.' Their posture 
was upright like ours, and their brains were on average 
a little larger. They made sophisticated tools (common
ly referred to as the Mousterian tradition), constructed 

1Paul Jordan, Neanderthal: Neanderthal Man and the Story qf Human 
Origins (Phoenix Mill: Sutton Publishig, 1999) 130-170. 

2Steve Jones, Robert Martin, and David Pilbeum, eds., l11e Cambridge 
Encyclopedia of Human Evolution (Cambridge, Cambridge University 
Press, 1992) 231·25 1 .  

3James Shreeve, "In Our Images of Neanderthals, We Havf:n'tAiways Let 
the Facts Get in the Way of What Makes Us Feel Best,'' Smithsonian 25 
(Sept. 1994): 17·18. 



Neanderthal Gender Roles: 
An Examination of Lewis Binford's Model 

simple shelters, cared for their sick, buried their dead, 
and most likely used language. I will expand on these 
characteristics in the following pages. In  many ways, 
Neanderthals were similar to anatomically modern 
human beings (Homo sapiens) . In fact, some anthropol
ogists, such as Milford Wolpofl; see Neanderthals as an 
ancient physical (the problematic idea "racial" in popu
lar terms) variation of Homo sapiens. Others, such as 
Christopher Stringer, bel ieve that Neanderthals were a 
very closely related cousin (Homo neanderthalensis):' 
Erik Trinkaus and others hypothesize that Neanderthal 
and modern human anatomy emerged around the same 
time, yet occurred in  drastically different environments. 
While these two forms could interbreed (and seemingly 
did so in Eastern Europe), for the most part they stayed 
d istinct. In  other words, according to this view, some 
Neanderthals are our ancestors, but most are not.' 
Basically, Neanderthal evolution is still hotly debated 
by anthropologists, paleontologists, and now even 
geneticists." 

What Did They Look Like'! 
As mentioned earl ier, Neanderthals walked upright, 

with a gait similar to ours:' However, their bodies were 
much more robust ("big-boned" or "muscle-bound" in 
popular terms) than ours, and their lower legs and arms 
were propo1tionally shorter, both of which are adapta
tions to cold climates." Males were on average about 
5 '  6" and females were about 5 '3" (9 l ). Stringer com
pares these heights to males and females in a few mod
ern populations. For instance, modern European males 
and females are 5 '7" and 5'3", respectively (92). While 
Stringer and others do not really discuss this seeming 

'1See Erik Trinkaus and Pat Shipman, l11e Neanderthals: Changing the 
lnwge q( lvfankind (New York: Alfred A Knopf, 1993), 243-383 or Ian 
Tattersall, 'f1w Last Neanderthal: l11e: Rise. Success, and Mysterious 
EXtinction of Our Closest Human Relatives (New York: Macmillan, !995), 
I 0'6� f 1 6  for the details of this debate. 

5'f'rinkaus and Shipman, 4 t IA 19.  
1'Scc Trinkaus and Shipman, 386-396 for detail of :genetic Work, or 

AssociatCd Press. "Human Origin TheorY Gets New TWist: Interbreeding", 
Daily Herald,· 8 March 2002, l :  1 0  for a quick summary. 

7Tattersa11·ts. 
�Christopher Stringer and Clive Gamble, !n Search of the Neanderthals 

(New York, Thames and Hudson, I 993) 9 I .  

lesser amount of sexual dimorphism (male and female 
body differences) in Neanderthal height, it could have 
played a social factor. 

Neanderthal skulls were long and low (ours are high 
and round) and housed a large brain. The average brain 
size of modern humans is 1400 cc; Neanderthal brains 
averaged 1 500 cc." While this difference in brain size and 
shape has been considered important by some,'" Stringer 
argues that we do not know what; if any, significance 
these differences may have had." Both sexes had promi
nent brow ridges and large muscle attachments of the jaw 
and neck (83-84). Their faces projected forward with a 
long, large protruding nose, "swept-back" cheeks, and a 
"weak" chin." Males and females had large teeth that 
show a lot of wear caused by using the mouth as a vice 
to hold hides, meat, and plant materials for processing." 

In general, Neanderthal females and males had large 
faces with powerful jaws and worn teeth. Both sexes 
had robust skeletons with large muscle attachments and 

.powerful yet flexible hands., , Skeletal evidence sug
gests that Neanderthals used more thrusting, rather than 
throwing, movements with their arms (349). Their legs, 
ankles, and feet were designed to withstand heavy mus
cular stress, which implies that their lifestyle was quite 
vigorous." The best word to describe Neanderthal 
anatomy is ''powerful."10 

While we may wonder about Neanderthal eye, skin, 
and hair color, such traits are not preserved in the 
archaeological record. Most anthropologists believe 
that these people probably had pale skin since they (like 
modern Swedes for instance) lived in conditions of low 
sunlight." Bjorn Kurten, a paleoanthropologist, 
describes Neanderthals as having blond hair and blue 

9Tattersal!, I I .  
10See Jean Auel, l11e Clan qf the Cave Bear (New York: Random House, 

1980) tOr a literary treatment of such differences. 
1 1Stringer and Gamble, 82-83. 
12Tattersall, 12-13. 
1JStringer and Gamble, 77. Sec Tattersall, 164 for a good photograph of 

his characteristic wear. 
1�The Cambridge Encyclopedia of Human Evolution, 349. 
1�Sec Stringer and Gamble, 93, 95, and Tattersall, !57-158. 
1°For a complete description of Neanderthal anatomy, sec Stringer and 
amble, 73-95 or Tattersall, 10-17.  
10Stringer and Gmnble, 95. 

t

G

74 



The Harper Anthology 

eyes in his novel Dance of the Tiger. "  Jean Auel gives 
them brown hair and brown eyes in Clan qf the Cave 
Bear." Most people might guess that Neanderthals had 
a lot of body hair, but there is no archaeological evi
dence to support such a view." Outside of mummies 
(Neanderthals did not use this burial practice), hair is 
generally not preserved in the archaeological record. 

Some Points on Neanderthal Behavior 
The first stone tools date back to about 2.4 mi l l ion 

years ago and are associated with Homo habitus."' 
Neanderthal tools were well-crafted and commonly pro
duced using what anthropologists call the "Levallois" 
technique." This tool tradition is often called the 
"Mousterian" or the "Middle Paleolithic" in research lit
erature. Bascially, Neanderthals and anatomically mod
ern humans (often referred to as "Cro-Magnon" when 
the Middle Paleolithic is discussed) made a variety of 
Mousterian tools that included blades, scrapers, and 
hand-axes. These tools were more efficiently crafted 
and variable in  style than those of earlier hominids (such 
as Homo habitus), and yet less efficiently crafted and 
variable than those of later human populations. While 
the making of stone tools is stereotypically considered a 
male activity, anthropologists have shown thatthis pop
ular assumption is completely false." 

Most Neanderthal archaeological sites are located in  
caves, which preserve materials rather well. They used 
tire for cooking, light, and heat, but rarely constructed 
formal hearths." They did, however, construct wind
breaks of mammoth bones in both cave and open air 
s ites, although this behavior does not appear to have 
been common." Neanderthal living sites are generally 

17Bjorn Kurten. Dance of the Tiger: A Novel of the Ice Age (Berkeley: 
University of California Press, 1980) 34-36, 

1MAucl, 10.  
19Stringcr ;md Gamble, 95. 
20Sce John Haywood, The Illustrated Histmy of Ear(y Man, (New York: 

SMITHMARK, 1995) chart on pages 8�9 for this and other "tlrsts." 
21Scc Stringer and Gamble, 149 tOr a quick explanation of this technique, 

and Paul Mc!Jars, The Neanderthal Legacy: An Archaeological Perspective 
from Western Europe, (Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1995), 56�94 
for a complete review. 

22Scc Joan Gero, "Gendcrlithics: Women's Roles in Stone Tool 
Production," 163�193 for a full discussion of this issue. 

23Tattersall, 148�149. 
24Stringer and Gamble, ! 56�7. 

characterized by the Jack of a structured use of space 
( 1 48- 1 49). Ian Tattersall, among others, argue that this 
lack of structure is associated with foraging rather than 
what we call hunting and gathering ( 1 52). Lewis 
Binford has studied Mousterian stone tool assemblages 
in France and has put forth a novel yet controversial 
theory of Neanderthal foraging behavior that I wi l l  dis
cuss later in this paper. 

Neanderthals intentionally buried their dead. The 
first solid evidence of such behavior was found at 
Shanidar Cave in  Iraq." While anthropologists pro
posed complex burial rituals at one time, these myths 
have been shattered by more careful and current 
research." Burials may have had ritual value, or they 
may have been a convenient means of corpse disposal. 
Some of these individuals, such as the "Old Man" of 
La Chapelle-aux-Saints or Shanidar I (two very 
famous Neanderthal burials), had debilitating health 
problems that would have required long-term care by 
others." Neanderthals obviously cared for their sick 
and injured in some fashion." 

F inally, most anthropologists agree that 
Neanderthals used some form of language. Complex 
communication by apes (or other animals) and true lan
guage are not the same.''' The Neanderthal "voice box" 
was positioned differently than ours, but other impor
tant structures such as the hyoid bone (our "Adam's 
Apple") are identical."' The linguist Phil ip Lieberman 
has concluded, based on anatomical evidence, that 
Neanderthals were capable of language yet most likely 
could not produce the ful l  range of sounds found 111 

modern languages.3 1  

25Sce Trinkaus and Shipman, 336w341 for details. 
26Sec George Constable, The Neanderthals (New York: TimcwLife Books, 

1973), 97v 102 tOr an example of older archaeological views, and Stringer 
and Gamble, 158-165 for an extreme current view. 

27See Stringer and Gamble, 94�95 for a description of the "Old Man" ofLa 
Chapcl!evaux�Saints, and Tattersall, l08v I l l  for the Shanidar 1 individual. 

nsee B. Bower, "Neanderthals Show Ancient Signs of Caring," Science 
News 160, issue I I  (2001), 167 tOr a short yet complete discussion. 

29Stringcr and Gamble, 88. 
30Tattersall, 172-173 
·11Sce Tattersall, 170�173 or Stringer and Gamble, 88w91 for more complete 

summaries of this research. 
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How Did They Live? 
What was daily life like for Neanderthals? Early on, 

anthropologists argued that Neanderthals exclusively 
hunted the large herd animals of the ice ages, such as 
wooly mammoths or aurochs (giant wild cows). 
Elaborate hunting rituals, "bear cults," and cannibalism 
have all been proposed as Neanderthal religious 
beliefs." Some of this research was based on the belief 
systems of modern hunter-gatherers, but much of it 
seems to have been pure fancy. Many anthropologists 
have since researched and reworked these ideas and 
have debunked many old myths." Newer models of 
Neanderthal behavior focus on subsistence (getting 
food and resources) and settlement patterns. 
Neanderthals are proposed to have been "foragers" 
rather than "collectors." 

The main difference between "foraging" and "col
lecting" is the amount of forward planning involved." 
Foraging is an "opportunistic process" in which people 
make use of any resources encountered ( 1 5 1). Foragers 
need to plan routes that will maximize their chances of 
finding resources, but they generally do not store food 
or other items as a buffer against lean times." 
Collecting, associated with modern hunter/gatherer 
populations, involves a great deal of forward plan
ning.36 Collectors often store food and other goods and 
will carefully monitor their resources. The work of 
Lewis Binford, Mary Stiner and Stephen Kuhn, and 
John Shea and Philip Lieberman all expand in various 
ways on this distinction." Lewis Binford's work is of 
particular importance to feminist studies because he 
proposes very distinct gender roles for Neanderthal 
men and women; in fact, he proposes that they lived 
mostly separate social and economic lives. He is known 
and respected among his colleagues for his originality, 
creativity, and iconoclasm." 

Binford was part ofa team that excavated the Combe 

32See Constable, l 04·1 14 for examples of older ideas of Neanderthal ritual 
behavior. See Tattersall, 94·96 fOr a current critique of the "bear cult" 
research. 

33Stringer and Gamble, 162�165. 
34Tattersall, 1 5 1 .  
35Stringer and Gmnble, 164. 
''Tattersall, 1 5 1 · 1  52. 
37Sec Tattersall, 1 5 1 · 1 56 for a summary of these researchers' ideas. 
38See Mcllars, 359 or Tattersall, 15 1 .  

Grenal cave shelter in France in the 1 960s. Data analy
sis was rather overwhelming until the 1 980s, when this 
information could be analyzed with the help of comput
er modeling." Binford reports to have found two sepa
rate zones of activity, the "nest" in the center of the cave 
and an outlying area located nearer to the entrance. The 
"nest" is characterized by ashy (low-heat) fire deposits, 
simple and expediently made tools of local stone mate
rials, and splintered long bones and cranial fragments 
( 48). Marrow extraction was probably the main activity 
in the "nest." The outlying areas contained high temper
ature fires, more finely made stone tools of non-local 
materials, and the very ends of animal long bones ( 48). 
Animal butchery was probably the main activity of the 
outlying area (it doesn't have a simple or catchy name). 
The long bones and crania fragments in both areas were 
often part of the same individual animal, which shows 
that these areas were in use at the same time ( 49). 

Neanderthal women were processing marrow and 
plant resources in the "nest," according to Binford's 
model. They foraged locally for plants, small animals, 
and other resources such as stone for their processing 
tools (50). Men, on the other hand, foraged for larger 
animals and other resources such as stone farther away 
from the rock shelters. They probably ate the fleshy 
parts of their animal food while away from the "nest" 
and periodically returned to the rock shelter with mar
rowbones and crania for the women to eat (50). This 
model is a direct contrast to modern hunter/gatherers, 
where food is collected and shared by all:"' Binford 
argues that Neanderthal men and women probably inter
acted mostly to mate. He notes that there is no evidence 
of family units, such as a common sleeping or food 
preparation area." Since men were not regular inhabi
tants of the "nest," they were not competing with each 
other for female attention very often (50). Binford states 
that in this type of social system, mating choices would 

39See Joshua Fischman, "Hard Evidence", Discover (Feb. 1992), 48·51 for 
an interview with Binford about this research. 

4�attersall, I 52 arid Fischman, 50. 
41Fis'chman, 50. 
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be dominated by women (50). His ultimate goal is to get 
antrhopologists and others to understand that modem 
humans and Neande1thals may have entirely different 
sensibilities about the world (5 1 ). There is no reason to 
assume that they are inferior versions of us, as bas been 
the unspoken view in much earlier research. 

Criticisms of the Binford Model 
This somewhat strange model has been criticized on 

several fronts. First of all, Paul Mellars points out that 
Binford's model and data have yet to be published in a 
peer-reviewed format." Mellars further argues that the 
distribution of tool use could rather simply be based on 
function rather than social roles (359). For example, 
butchery tools would naturally be found in areas where 
animals were butchered. These areas would most likely 
be located away from centers of social activity (such as 
the "nest"), since butchery is messy. The "nest" is prob
ably a common social area for all members of the group, 
since it is located in the middle of the living area (360). 
Again, function rather than sex roles separates these 
areas. Me liars also questions if the tools found in the 
"nest" and outlying areas are really so different in their 
manufacture and material type (360). Paul Mellars 
states that "I see no reason to interpret any of these 
claimed patterns in expicitly sexual terms" (360). Even 
Binford admits his associations of tool materials and 
sexual roles is not "rock-solid."" 

Further criticism comes from the discipline of 
socioecology, according to Mellars.44 Socioecologists 
argue that men, women, and children have to share food 
in order to ensure the long-term survival of the group. 
Nor does Binford's suggestion that women collected 
and ate mostly small mammals and plant materials 
reflect the archaeological record very well. Binford 
himselfstates that "there are no small mammal bones in 
the shelters."" However, he does suggest that small 

42Mellars, 359. 
4.3Fischman, 50. 
44See Mellafs, 361 for further citations. 
45Fischman, 50. 

mammals were eaten "on the spot" when caught, so 
their remains would be deposited elsewhere. Nor do 
plant foods make up more than a minor component at 
any Neanderthal site." Chemical analyses conducted on 
Neanderthal bones prove that their diets consisted most
ly of meat.47 Finally, only Binford proposes such a radi
cal separation of the sexes. Mary Stiner and Stephen 
Kuhn, for example, propose a similar strategy of local 
and non-local foraging that in no way implies 
Neanderthal men and women living separate social and 
economic lives.4g 

Evidence collected from Neanderthal bodies, such as 
injury patterns and muscle attachments, also contradicts 
Binford's hypothesis. Stringer and Gamble mention that 
stress fractures on Neanderthal skeletons suggest that 
they were killing animals at close quarters." 
Furthermore, one of Erik Trinkaus' students, Tony 
Berger, found that Neanderthal injuries were similar to 
those of modern day rodeo riders (falling or getting 
kicked by animals, for example)."' None of these 
authors mentions any difference of injuries in male and 
female skeletons. Furthermore, any discussion of 
Neanderthal bodies mentions that men, women, and 
children all bad large muscle attachments and were all 
powerfully built." If there is no difference in injuries 
and/or physical formation, we must assume that men 
and women had similar lives. Marsha Ogilvie's research 
on the femurs and muscle attachments in anatomically 
modern human populations reinforces this assumptione-" 
She finds that female and male femurs of hunter/gather
er populations are similar in robusticity (strength and 
shape) since women and men in these societies have 
similar roles. With the introduction of agriculture, 
women's femurs became smaller and less robust than 
men's. In these societies, women stayed closer to home 
and the crops while men remained mobile bunters. 
Men's femurs became smaller and less robust, too, as 

46Stringcr and Gamble, 161,  
47B. Bower, "Neanderthals' Diet Put Meat on Their Bones," Science News 

160, issue 1 1  (200 1), 167. 
48Tattersall, 153·154. 
49Stringcr and Gamble, 164. 
50Rick Gore, "Neanderthals," National Geographic 189 (1996), 27. 
51Stinger and Gamble, 95. 
52Jake Page, "Seeing Fingers Decipher Bones," Smithsonian 32, no. 2 

(2201), 98. 
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they gradually became more sedentary (less mobile) 
themselves. 

Possible Future Feminist Critiques 
The criticism that I have not seen of Binford's 

model would point out how similar his proposed 
Neanderthal sex roles are to our present-day American 
stereotypes of ideal male and female behavior. He is 
proposing that men literally "brought home the bacon" 
while women occupied themselves at home. Our 
American ideal is similar-men should go to work and 
women should stay at home. Lewis Binford is an 
Ameican archaeologist and (like us all-let's not single 
him out) has to have been influenced by this stereotype. 
There are some rather unfair criticisms of B inford and 
his model of Neanderthal behavior on the Internet (no 
sources worth citing--type "Binford," "Neanderthal," 
and "women" into a search engine to see some exam
ples). He certainly does not imply that women did not 
provide for themselves or make their own tools as such 
personal, non,peer-reviewed Internet sites suggest. I 
have no doubts that he is attempting to make anthro
pologists understand that. they cannot just assume that 
Neanderthals lived like modern hunter/gatherers. He 
has strongly criticized earlier anthropological research 
for portraying Neanderthals as "inferior" versions of 
modern hunter/gatherers. However, Binford's model, 
while widely praised for its boldness, strikes me as 
rather conservative. 

I would love to see more feminist researchers jump 
into evolutionary debates such as this one. Pushing gen
der research further back into time, as long as it is done 
with care ( I  don't want to see any more "bear cults," for 
example), could be a powerful tool in explaining. human 
behavior. We need more evidence and vigorous debates, 
not assumptions. There is certainly hope for destroying 
male and female stereotypes yet! 
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The Refuge 

of Caddying 

Kevin Merkelz 
Course: English I 0 l (Composition) 

Instructor: Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
Write a persuasive ess«.v. 

Is i t  a job? No, it's an experience. The shroud of a pre
dawn mist, the dew-soaked grass glistening in the early 
morning hours, and the camaraderie of a band of eight 
men (or perhaps the odd girl or two) out of doors for the 
sole purpose of recreation and diversion all contribute to 
compose an experience that couldn't be farther from the 
usual dmdgety of minimum-wage teenage jobs. But then 
again, where could one find a job so perfect? Surely such 
an occupation only exists in the land of fairy tales or the 
minds of the insane. Conveniently enough, such a job is 
played out every summer upon golf courses around the 
world. Thegjob is caddying. Fresh air, exercise, shottg. 
hours, and umivaled pay make for a teenager's job like 
no other. Still, the options of slugging it out at the cashier 
station i n  Jewel or folding racks of clothes at The Gap 
remain, and oddly enough, many teens embrace the 
fluorescent l ights of retail instead of the vibrant sun of 
caddying. ln fact, even when I confront my friends about 
the truth concerning the miniscule pay and mostly 
unrewarding experience of their jobs and suggest they 
begin caddying, they deem the idea absurd. Of course, 
they aren't content to merely reject my offer, but always 
seem to slip in  a few comments concerning the draw
backs of caddying. At times my fi'iends "dis" my job by 
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citing the hard physical labor involved, or by quoting the 
undeniable favoritism involved as well as a multitude of 
other reasons. Regrettably for them, caddying wins out 
every time. 

Although there are multitudes of ways to go the extra 
mile for a golfer and receive a better tip, caddying in its 
most basic form is simply toting a golfer's bag of clubs 
throughout a round (or "loop") of golf. However, since 
simply carrying the bag never results in a gratuitous tip, 
I have gleaned many tips and sometimes subtle tricks of 
the trade from observing other, more experienced 
caddies. Pacing off yardage from the golfer's ball to the 
hole, addressing golfers as "sir" or "ma'am," displaying 
a personality, and even offering advice concerning club 
selection at times all contribute to allowing me to better 
serve the golfer and-most importantly, fi·om a caddie's 
standpoint-receive a larger tip. 

While the work of a caddie may appear downright 
leisurely to some, the majority ofteenagers seem to dis
agree. When discussing and debating whose job is better 
with friends, many play the "elements" card, citing how 
much the pros and cons of caddying ebb and flow with 
the weather. True, a rainy afternoon may discourage a 
few golfers from tramping the fairways, but many 
people would be surprised to find how many are undis
turbed by the rain. In fact, at Inverness Golf Club where 
I caddie, play is only suspended if lightning appears, and 
essentially evety golfer sticks it out in the rain. "Okay," 
my friends say, "so maybe the rain doesn't grind a day's 
work to a halt, but what about the long, hot afternoons in 
July? Those must be t01ture." In some respects, this is 
true; there's no casually tossing aside the fact that tread
ing several miles beneath a scorching sun while carrying 
a 45-pound bag isn't exactly pleasurable in the moment, 
but the bounty reaped from such a grueling midsummer 
day more than pays for itself. Not only do I receive my 
monetary payment, but tanned skin, exercised muscles, 
and lungs bathed with invigorating fresh air are also 
included in the package deal; let me know when mop
ping floors at the local Cineplex includes those benefits. 
Al l  in all, I find the element of relying on and dealing 
with the forces of nature to be an enlivening part of my 
Job; not knowing if tomorrow will bring refreshing rain 
or stimulating rays of sun keeps the monotony of most 
jobs for teens at bay. 
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Though over 1 00 new caddies arrive for "basic 
training" each spring, less than 30  stick it out for the 
remainder of the year and following years. Obviously, 
such a high dropout rate would seem to signal that 
perhaps my argument is flawed; perhaps caddying isn i 
what I 've cracked it up to be. After all, if caddying were 
the amazing job I claim it to be, why do over 70% of all 
new caddies each year leave after only a few short 
weeks? In short, it's not the job that's lacking; it's the 
kids. Not that it's necessarily their fault, it's just that 
initiate caddies, or "B" caddies as the official term goes, 
are unknown to the caddie master, unskilled in the job 
itself; and usually uninformed. Thankfully, remedying 
these so-called "shortcomings" of caddying is easily 
accomplished. 

Being recognized and known to the caddie master is 
undoubtedly the single quickest route to enjoying the 
job. After all, it's the caddie master who assigns caddies 
to their golfers each morning and consequently leans 
toward assigning the high-paying golfers to caddies 
whom he knows. Undeniably,. when over 1 00 beginner 
caddies arrive in May, it's impossible for the caddie 
master to become acquainted with each and evety new 
caddie. This leads many new caddies who are assigned 
underpaying golfers and receive understandably little 
recognition from the caddie master to fee l  unnoticed 
and lonely, causing them to jump ship prematurely. I, 
l ike every other caddie, paid my dues those first gruel
ing weeks but thankfhlly stuck it out. Each week as I 
returned to caddie, I noticed a hint of recognition in the 
caddie master's eyes. First it was simply my name, then 
perhaps my face, and then he would be inquiring if I 
would be available to "loop" at the golf club's large 
tournaments. As the summer drew to a close, my phone 
number resided near the top of his list of kids to call 
when a caddie was needed. All that was required from 
me was a few weeks of perseverance until I was recog
nized by the caddie master and assigned the desired 
golfers. 

Inverness Golf Club's "basic training" for caddies 
consists of five identical single--albeit shott--days of 
instruction. A group of 1 4-to- 15  year-old high schoolers 
walk up the gray stone path from the employee parking 
lot to the caddie shack and await the arrival of the cad-

die master. The caddie master may run the session one 
of two ways: either he commences it by sliding in a cad
die training video tape and then bringing the group out
side to follow an experienced caddie working for three 
holes in a mock round of go it; or he might begin with 
the three-hole run-through and conclude with the train
ing video tape. Either way, every caddie-to-be watches 
the video and observes the mock training session a total 
of five times. Needless to say, such training is more than 
sufficient to prime caddies tor their first loop . . .  at least 
for those who pay attention during their training. 
Unfortunately, this is not often the case. Slacking and 
joking around during their 5-day instruction period 
causes many initiate caddies to arrive at the golf club for 
their first loop without a clue as to what to do. From that 
point, it only goes downhill . A lackluster first loop usu
ally means a small tip, lowered morale tor the new cad
die, and finally, after feeling financially cheated and 
emotionally squashed, the fledgling caddie dejectedly 
leaves the job. How could this happen? After all the 
time and training spent on coaching a new class of cad
dies, why do so many drop out simply because they are 
at their wits' end when it comes to doing their job? 
Surely, the instruction provided by the golf club must be 
inadequate if the amount of new caddies lost early on is 
so high! Wrong again. The golf course provides more 
than adequate training activities and programs, and it is 
the job of the caddie-to-be to attempt to glean as much 
information ti'om the training sessions as is in his power, 
so he is prepared for his first loop. Yet again, the so
called pitfalls of caddying fal l  directly on the shoulders 
ofthe kids applying for the job, not the job itself. 

One final complaint beginning caddies hold against 
the job is how little they know about the schedule 
around the golf club. Caddies arriving at 5 :30gAM on 
days when the first set of golfers tee off at 1 1  o'clock 
bemoan the hours wasted in the caddie shack when they 
could have been better spent in sleep. Indeed, my first 
few weeks were no different. f would originally only 
work on the weekends: Saturday and Sunday mornings. 
Those mornings guarantee not only early tee-times but 
also a multitude of golfers. However, as the season 
went on, I began to attempt to work during the week as 
well. Unfortunately, "attempt" is in fact al l  I could do. 



11te Harper Anthology 

After several times of dressing up in my caddie uni
form, driving to the golf club only to wait around the 
caddie shack and finally dejectedly return home, [ 
decided to inquire of someone as to how the schedule 
around Inverness worked and when were the best times 
to caddie during the week. Soon, I was trekking the 
fairways on Tuesday mornings for ladies' 1 8-hole, 
Wednesday afternoons for men and their guests, and 
Thursday mornings for the ladies' 9-hole league. What 
had seemed like an odd and hopelessly irregular sched
ule was now an outline for how I planned my week, and 
all that deciphering the system required was asking a 
few simple queries of the caddie master. Many caddies 
lost each season might still be caddying under the 
warm sun and fresh air had they simply asked a few 
questions. 

"True," many of my friends would say, "Caddying 
does indeed have its perks, and is in some ways perhaps 
even superior to retail, but other such jobs have their 
undeniable benefits as well." Citing advantages such as 
scheduled work hours, work environments unaffected 
by weather conditions, and the spontaneity of encoun
tering new people and customers each day, my friends 
would argue in favor of their retai l  occupation. And 
indeed, scheduled work hours can be a great conven
ience. that the occupation of caddying lacks; I have 
many times driven to work only to have the golfer I was 
assigned to decide to catch up on sleep instead of galt� 
ing, leaving .me out of a job for the day. However, I 
would much rather accept the rare instances of a golfer 
not showing up and have an incredibly flexible work 
schedule, rather than the security yet rigidity of many 
jobs that teenagers have. Not only do I choose flexibil
ity over rigidity, but I also embrace serving the same 
golf club members day after day over interacting with 
new and interesting customers in retail stores. Why? 
Why do I make such a seemingly absurd choice? I 
choose the slight monotony of caddying for the same 
people again and again over assisting new customers 
each day because of the pay and because of the minute 
amount of time it takes to earn such pay. After all, not 
every customer at Jewel/Osco tips the cashier $50 after 
he rings up the customer's groceries. At Inverness Golf 
Club a hardworking Honor Caddie-the h ighest of 

three levels of caddies--can earn upwards of $60 for 
four hours of labor and even a "13 Caddie"-the lowest 
rank of caddie-may earn almost $40 for the same 
work. In fact, professional adult caddies fare just as 
well as teenaged caddies. The PGA of America pays the 
caddies $2,500 for the week [of a tournament] and the 
caddies are also paid their normal fee by their players, 
a rather substantial amount even for an adult. Thus, 
even though the normalcy of retail employment 
does provide certain comforts, the perks of caddying 
undeniably outweigh such comforts. 

In  the end, even though caddying spotis such bene
fits as fresh air, exercise, flexible hours, and outstanding 
pay, the truly unique aspect of caddying that ultimately 
sets it ahead of the pack is its value as a refuge. The 
world seems to scream, "Buy this! Do that!" Local 
malls are filled with kiosks and shops brimming with 
useless items that the vendor deems paramount to be 
purchased. Air conditioning, strobing colored lights, 
and flashy window-banners all contribute to an air of 
fraudulence and consumerism. Rolling fairways, leafy 
oak trees, lush grass, refreshing breezes, and the com
panionship of a group of golfers offer a starkly contrast
ing respite from the hustle and bustle of the shopping 
center. Instead of spending my working hours in the 
hurried and consumer-oriented arena of retail, caddying 
transpotis me to a slower pace of Iife where golfers go 
for relaxation and recreation, and I am allowed to share 
that with them. 

Evaluation: I think this might be a paper composed by 
a terrific student for an English 101 class. On the 
other hand, maybe it>· a finely crafted treatise-written 
by a young man whose wisdom belies his age--on the 
redetnptive power of nature. On yet another hand, 
perhaps it :Y a warning, both humorous and grave, to 
the writeras young peers to remove themselves as 
quickly as possible ji-om the soul-killing, carcinogenic, 
fluorescent light-rays C!f retail. On still another hand, 
this might be the beginning flashes of a writer whom 
we 'II all hear ji-om again, perhaps sooner than later. 

8 1  
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The 

Motion 

Offense 
Peter Merkelz 

Course: English 1 0  I (Composition) 
I nstructor: Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
In your essay, define something-some word, some 
concept, something. Use a wide variety qfdefinition 

techniques: example, negation, etymology, etc. 

Every year during the month of June, people from the 
United States and worldwide gather around radios and 
televisions to see the best basketbal l  players in the 
world compete in a seven-game showdown. The event: 
the NBA Finals, where the best team from the Eastern 
Conference meets the best team ti·om the Western 
Conference. Viewers wil l  cheer on their team, they wil l  
taunt the opposing team when they score, and they wil l  
comment how the officials always favor the opposing 
team. Yet although fans wil l  applaud a good play, most 
are clueless as to how the team executed that play. They 
did not observe where the team members started on the 
court, how they moved on the court to become open for 
a pass, or the sequences of passes that a llowed the 
scorer to catch the ball. When I watch basketball 
games, I usually wil l  catch most of these techniques. 
Obviously, I was not born with this gift, but instead, I 
have acquired it from years ofgplaying and watching 
basketball. The offense that my team has run for four 
years is called the. motion offense. ltllhe NBA, the 
offenses are much more co1,1plicated than the motion 

offense. However, from my understanding of the 
motion offense, I have begun to recognize the more 
advanced offenses of the NBA. 

The motion offense is not an offensive scheme where 
players run in  haphazard motion during the play. Nor 
does it refer to an offense attempting to force the defend
ers to run in constant motion. Instead, the motion offense 
is a brand ofoffense that allows excellent shooters to get 
open for an outside jump shot. Now, it is  important to 
understand that the motion offense is not designed to be 
just one play. Instead, it allows players to move within a 
basic set of rules. For you to completely understand the 
motion offense, you will first have to team some basket
ball terminology. In basketball, five players from a team 
can be on the floor at the same time. Each of the five 
players has a different position. The first ofthese players 
is the point guard. Since he is responsible tor dribbling 
the ball up the court, since he is responsible for calling 
out which play to run, since he is responsible for telling 
his teammates where to move if they are at the wrong 
place on the court; and since he is required to distribute 
the ball evenly to his teammates, the point guard is the 
most important player on the court. The second position 
is the shooting guard. As the name implies, this player 
usually will do the majority of the scoring. The shooting 
guard has to be a very excellent yet selfish player. During 
the final minutes of the game, the shooting guard must 
demand to have the ball, and then he must execute by 
making shot after shot. The third position is the small 
forward; this player is ve1y similar to the shooting guard 
except that he is normally bulkier and taller than the 
shooting guard. The fourth position i s  the power 
forward. This player must be the primmy rebounder and 
do most of the tough defending. The fifth and final 
position is the centet� The center is just a taller version of 
the power f01ward; also, the center is usually the primmy 
shot blocker. on the floor. 

Now, in  the motion offense, players get open by 
utilizing something called a pick. Apick involves two 
players working together to get open. The first player 
signals to the second that he is going to "pick" for him. 
This is accomplished by the first player running toward 
the second player and then stopping at the last instant 
next to him. Then, the second player wil l  tun next to the 
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t1rst player (they should actually have their shoulders
rub against each other). Hopefully, the defender that is
guarding the second player will be forced to run into
the first player. This allows the second p layer to be
wide open for a shot. The last bit of terminology you
must know is something called the lane. The lane is
rectangular-shaped and is fifteen feet long and twelve
feet wide (in the NBA). Its length begins underneath
the basket and extends to the free throw line. Now that
you have at least a basic knowledge of basketball, l will
explain the concept of motion offense. 

As the name implies, one would expect a great deal
of motion to occur during this offensive set. That is
exactly the goal of the motion offense: to have evetyone 
on the team moving on the comt at all times. The thesis
of the motion offense is "one pass away, pick away" 
(a player is one pass away if that player is within ten to 
fifteen feet away fi·om the ball; a player is two passes 
away when it takes two passes of ten to fifteen feet to 
reach the player). The expression "one pass away, pick 
away" essentially means that if a player is one pass away, 
then that player should go and pick away from the 
player with the ball. Thus, if a player without the ball is 
one pass away from the player with the ball, the player 
without the ball should go and pick. Conversely, if a 
player is more than one pass away from the ball, then he 
should wait for a teammate to come pick tor him. Every 
time the offensive set begins, the alignment is the same: 
the point guard dribbles the ball up the court while the 
center and the power forward line up at the top corners 
of the lane while the shooting guard and the small 
forward line up at the bottom corners of the lane (hence 
the players without the ball will essentially form a 
"box"). Then, on the point guard's signal, the center and 
the power forward go and "pick" for the shooting guard 
and the small forward. This should make sense since 
both the center and the power forward were one pass 
away, and the shooting guard and the small forward were 
two passes away. Hopefully, either the shooting guard or 
the small forward wil l  be open for a shot. But if neither 
of these players i s  open, the process is repeated all over 
again: the players one pass away will go and pick for 
the players that are two passes away. This process ts 
repeated until someone has an open shot. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

I have played basketball in an organized league since 
fourth grade, but it was not until I was a freshman in high 
school that I played in a truly competitive league. From 
grades four to eight, I played in a park district league that 
was organized more to teach kids the fundamentals of 
basketball than tor competition. Thus, when I began my 
freshman year, l was in for quite a shock. Fortunately, I 
adapted quickly to the taster, more competitive league. 
The team I played on--called the Thunder---was not an 
IHSA team, but during the season, we would play some 
IHSA caliber teams. As I mentioned earlier, my team 
always ran the same offense: the motion offense. At t1rst 
l was extremely lost in the offense, but after a practice or 
two, l began to understand the concept of the offense as 
well as how to execute it. Evety year that I was on the 
Thunder, we were always somewhat undersized. 
Although we were always shatter in size than the oppos
ing team, through our speed, defense, and excellent 
shooting we always made the game competitive. Thus 
an offense like motion (designed tor teams with good 
shooters and five well-rounded players) was ideal tor our 
scrappy, undersized team. Using this offense scheme, 
my team would always surprise the opposing team who 
normally greatly outsized us. Instead of letting the 
opposing teams easily defend us inside, using our 
offense, we would force their taller yet slower players to 
guard us outside, where we could use our speed to om 
advantage. I remember one game specifically, where the 
team we played easily outsized us and also were much 
more talented. In fact, every one of their players easily 
outsized all of our players. To make matters worse, only 
five people on our team showed up for the game (thus we 
had no substitute players). Near the beginning of the 
game, they were not taking us seriously, being very care
less with the basketball and turning the ball over often. 
Yet, as the game wore on, we kept using picks and our 
motion offense to free up our shooters. Soon, they 
became worried that such a small and seemingly inexpe
rienced team would defeat them. As the game continued 
into the fotnth quarter, it became obvious that the oppos
ing team was becoming trustrated. When their top play
er was forced to come out of the game because of foul 
trouble, they lost their composure. Through our tough 
defense, we stole the ball from them time and time again. 
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Eventually, we won the game by a slim margin of five or 
six points. Thus, due to our offense of movement and 
picks, we beat a more talented and athletic team. 

Although the motion otlense is ideal for an under
sized team like ours, it is only efficient when all five 
players do their job correctly. Consequently, if one 
teammate does his job improperly, the entire offense 
becomes pointless. For instance, if a player mistakenly 
goes to "pick'' the wrong player, then one side of the 
couti will have more players on its side than the oppo
site side. Ideally, in the motion offense one would 
always want the floor to be evenly balanced; in the 
event that the floor becomes unbalanced, the only way 
to resolve this is to restmi the offense from the begin
ning. In a way, the motion offense is similar to the 
human body. If one part of the "body" does not function 
correctly, the entire body suffers. For example, if the 
eyes would suddenly stop functioning, the entire body 
suffers by being unable to see. I n  the same fashion, if 
one of the players does not perform the job correctly, the 
entire offense system suffers from that player's inabili
ty to execute the task. Therefore, ifjust one player fails, 
the entire offense will fail .  

From the first basketball game in the n ineteenth 
century, in which the final score was l to 0, to current 
basketball games, in which some NBA teams average 
over one hundred points a game, basketball's offenses 
have drastically changed. Now, to put it blatantly, the 
motion otlense is a ve1y simple basketbal l  offensive 
scheme. Although it might seem difficult on paper, it is  
actually quite straightforward when demonstrated on 
the basketball court. There is a wide gap between the 
simple motion offense and the offenses of the NBA. 
Today, the most effective offense in the NBA is the 
triangle offense. This offense, created,. developed, and 
refined over the years by Tex Winter, was the key to the 
Chicago Bulls' six NBA championships during the 
1 990s. More recently, Phil  Jackson asked Tex Winter to 
come and help coach the Los Angeles Lakers. With this 
new offense, the Lakers have thrived and have won 
three consecutive championships beginning in  2000. 
Although al l the options of the triangle offense (also 
called the triple post offense) are too complicated 
to explain, the theme of the offense is simple: three 

players form a triangle on one side of the couti, while 
the other two players set up on the other side of the 
cmui. The idea is to always maintain a triangle of three 
players during the duration of the offensive set. Thus, 
offenses have greatly evolved from the basic give and 
go play to the much more complex triangle offense. 

Although the motion offense in a nutshell can be 
expressed in the simple phrase "one pass away, pick 
away," it has much more importance than that short 
idiom. The offense, though with simple guidelines, can 
be instrumental in the winning or losing of a game. From 
my years of learning, applying, and becoming an expert 
ofthe motion offense, I have a greater appreciation of the 
game of basketball. I now understand the great amount 
of preparation and hard work that professional basketball 
teams complete before the actual game takes place. I am 
astounded by the great amount of knowledge that each 
NBA player must have to compete in this extremely 
competitive league. In addition to all the offensive sets a 
player must know, he must also understand all of the 
defensive sets his team runs. Furthermore, the player 
must recall all of this information while he is playing, 
running up and down the couti at top speed. Hence, the 
best players are both outstanding students of the game 
and excellent ballplayers. Through the motion offense, I 
have realized how enjoyable this complex game is to 
study, watch, and play. 

Evaluation: I love this essay. Surely its difficult, 
extremely so, to define basketball :1· "motion offense, " 
but this painstaking student managed to do so 
clearly and thoroughly. Some real work went into 
the composition of this paper. 
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Life, Pain, and Passion 

in Frida Kahlo 's Art 
Jessica Crow Menne! 

Course: Humanities I I  0 (Women and Creativity) 
Instructor: Elizabeth Turner 

Assignment: 
Research and compose an essay on a 
creative woman, focusing your �!forts 

on interpreting several examples of her work. 

Mexican attist Frida Kahlo met the need for self
expression by painting her own reality. Revealing self
portraits comprise one third of her entire body of work. 
Painting was not only therapeutic for her, but a means 
of opening a window into her self, of digging deeper 
into reality (Waberer 16). Kahlo lived in immense 
physical pain for 27 years of her life and endured 32
torturous operations (Fuentes 1 2). Her self portraits 
serve as a biography, a diary of physical and emotional 
trauma and an expression of the loss, loneliness, and 
fragility she felt. Her horrific images are not meant to 
entice pity, but to connect her with the universal suffer
ing. She herself is pain symbolized. She does not let her 
anguish render her mute; visually, she confronts and 
articulates her painful feelings of loss and betrayal. Her 
portraits record her heroic epic, a journey of a coura
geous woman who, by facing her painful, ugly reality, 
discovered truth and self-knowledge (Fuentes 1 6). 

On a fateful, rainy day in September 1 925, nineteen
year-old Frida Kahlo and her boyfriend, Alejandro 
Gomez Arias, boarded a freshly painted, new wooden 
bus bound for Coyoacan. Frida and Alejandro were 
enjoying an intense political and philosophical conver
sation when a trolley turned onto the street the bus was 
crossing. S lowly, the trolley collided into the bus and 
pushed it against the wall of a building. The bus 

 
 

 

stretched so much that Alejandro's knees met the knees 
of the person sitting across from him. Finally, the bus 
exploded into pieces. Bodies, like wooden splinters, 
flew everywhere. A bleeding Alejandro stumbled to his 
feet to look for Frida. What he found was gruesome. A 
metal handrail had impaled Frida, entering her hip. 
crushing her pelvis, and exiting through her vagina. 
Her clothes had been blown off in the explosion. Gold 
dust that a painter on the bus had been carrying covered 
her naked, bloody body, making her look like a gilded 
statue of a ballerina (Drucker 24g- 25). 

The accident with the trolley changed Frida's life 
forever. She was expected to die. Her spine was broken 
in three places; her right foot, which was already mal
formed from polio as a child, was crushed; her collar 
bone and two ribs were fractured; her left shoulder was 
dislocated; and her pelvis was broken in three places 
(Drucker 26). Pain would be a constant companion for 
her the rest of her l ife. Although her spirit was weak
ened, she fought to live. Confined to bed in a body cast, 
she begged her father to let her use his paints that she 
always yearned to play with. He lent them to her, and 
her mother had a special easel built above her bed. Her 
life as a painter began. She became her own teacher by 
copying the master painters from her father's art books 
to learn technique. She let her instincts guide her. She 
chose to fill her first blank canvases with what sur
rounded her every day, her friends, family, and most of 
all, herself (Drucker 89). These early paintings did not 
reveal her pain and suffering; they were full of life. She 
was not yet ready to look at the reality of her lite 
(Drucker 32). 

Frida inherited a strong sense of determination from 
her father. She was not willing to let her crippling 
accident stop her from participating in l ife. She 
renounced pity. Frida became cort1pulsive about paint
ing self�portraits. She fastened a mirror to the canopy 
above her bed so she could see herself. This was the 
beginning of her record of the events in her l ife and her 
emotional reactions to them (Wendler). Later, she 
would say, "! paint myself because I am so often alone. 
I am the subject I know best" (qtd. in Fuentes 1 6). 

One cause of great sorrow and anguish in Frida's 
life was her inability to carry a child to term because of 
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the it�uries that resulted from the bus accident. She felt 
betrayed by her own body. She became pregnant three 
times and lost all her chi ldren to miscarriage or thera
peutic abortions. In 1 932, Frida joined her beloved hus
band, the famous Mexican painter Diego Rivera, in 
Detroit for a mural he was working on. She began to 
miscany her child when she was only three months 
pregnant. She was rushed to Henry Ford Hospital, 
where she lost her baby. The pain she felt from the loss 
of her child seemed unbearable, yet she painted Henry 
Ford Hospital, 1 932, after the event to express her feel
ings of loss (Wendler). In the painting, a forlorn Frida 
lies naked on a cold, steel hospital bed, hemorrhaging 
onto a white sheet. She clutches her abdomen, still 
swollen from pregnancy. The bed lies in a barren land
scape with industrial buildings and smokestacks repre
sentative of Detroit, a city she hated. Tears pour out of 
Frida, expressing her sadness. Symbolic objects tloat 
around her bed, connected to her by ironically festive 
reel ribbons resembling umbilical cords, which she 
holds to her stomach. A snail hovers above the head of 
the hospital bed, representing the paintitl slowness of 
the miscarriage. A dead male fetus levitates above her. 
He depicts the "little D iego" that she longed to have. A 
medical model of the lower female torso also floats in 
space above her. At the bottom of the painting lies her 
broken pelvis, which prevented her from carrying her 
babies to term; an orchid, given by Diego after the mis
carriage, which also symbolizes her external genitalia; 
and an autoclave, a device used i n  hospitals for steriliz
ing medical instruments (Kahlo, Henry Ford Hospital). 
This painting is done in the same style as the retab/o, or 
ex-voto paintings that inspired Frida. The retablos are 
small religious paintings on wood or metal, depicting 
horri:t'ying accidents, disease, or implements of torture 
with prayers of thanksgiving for mercy to the saints or 
the Virgin (Waberer 1 4). She collected these small 
paintings and displayed them in her home. Like the 
retab/o paintings, l ife was depicted as it was felt, not as 
it was seen (Kettenman 15). 

Frida's relationship with physical pain and the loss 
of her health is depicted in several of her paintings. In 
1 944, her health was deteriorating rapidly, and she was 
forced to wear steel orthopedic corsets. Frida painted 

The Broken Column in I 944 to express the disintegra
tion of her body and to illustrate the pain she endured. 
Once again, her body was betraying her. In the paint
ing, Frida stands half nude, wearing a steel corset. Tears 
stream down her face as tiny nails pierce her body all 
over. The largest nails drive into her chest above her 
heart, to symbolize the intense emotional grief she also 
endured (Kettenmann 68-69). Through a gaping wound 
in her chest, a broken Ionic column is revealed (Kahlo, 
The Broken Column). 

In  her painting, Tree of Hope, Stay Firm, 1 946, Frida 
portrays herself after a spine-strengthening operation 
she endured. The painting depicts a split in her person
ality. There are two Fridas. One Frida lies naked and 
vulnerable on a hospital bed in a daytime landscape. 
Her back is toward us, exposing large, bleeding scars 
on her back. Next to her sits a bold, strong, upright 
Frida in beautiful Tehuana costume, contrasting the 
weak, scarred Frida. The forceful Frida lives in the 
nighttime landscape with the moon, a symbol of 
womanhood. She holds in one hand her corset, and in  
the other, a tlag that reads "Tree of hope, stay firm." 
This Frida is courageous and optimistic, though sur
rounded by darkness (Kettenmann 7 1 ). The painful 
degeneration of her health is represented by the deep 
cracks in the earth which m irror the scars on her back 
(Kahlo, Tree ojHope, Stay Firm). 

I n  SelfPorlrait with Thorn Necklace and Humming
bird, 1 940, Frida stands before a background of lush 
green leaves. Her joined eyebrows are accentuated to 
look like the wings of a blackbird. A dead hummingbird 
worn around Frida's neck mirrors her eyebrows. I n  
Mexico, the hummingbird i s  a talisman for luck in  love 
and fertil ity, but this hummingbird is l ifeless, like her 
womb. It hangs upon a necklace of thorns that are mak
ing her neck bleed. Buttertlies with wings of lace and 
dragontlies with heads of tlowers tly around her hair. 
The delicate wings of the buttertlies and the fertile 
t1ower heads of the dragontlies contrast with the dead 
hummingbird and necklace of thorns. Her pets, which 
she lavished love on like they were her own children, 
are pictured behind her, but they are not comforting 
companions in this painting like they are in  others. 
There is the sense of betrayal portrayed by the pets. 
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They personify someone she loves who, in return, hurts 
her. The monkey is picking at her thorns, pulling the 
necklace even tighter, and the cat hunches its back and 
looks ominously at the bird. The painting speaks of the 
pain of betrayal and the loss of trust that Frida felt with 
her own body, for her inability to have children, and 
probably also with her husband, Diego, who was 
constantly having affairs with other women (Kahlo, 
SelF Portrait with Thorny Necklace). 

One of her most f)unous paintings is a double portrait 
entitled The 1wo Fridas, 1 939. This painting was done 
after her divorce from Diego and helps her sort out and 
cope with that loss and betrayal. In  the painting, the two 
Fridas are connected by their hands and the circulation 
of their blood. On the right sits the Mexican Ft·ida 
dressed in the Tehuana clothes that Diego loved to see 
her in. She wears her whole, healthy heart on her blouse 
and holds an amulet with a picture of Diego as a child. 
She wrote often in her diary that she felt like a mother 
to Diego, and this maternal role is depicted in many 
other paintings. B lood pumps from the amulet through 
the Mexican Frida's whole heart and into her alter ego, 
the European Frida. The bodice of her white, virginal 
Victorian dress is torn to reveal a broken heart. She tries 
to close the artety with a surgical clamp placed near her 
sex, but this is unsuccessful. The rejected Frida is in  
danger of bleeding to death as  the blood drips onto her 
dress, mingling with the decorative flowers emblazoned 
on it (Kettenmann 52). The Two Fridas was one of her 
largest paintings, possibly to reveal the gravity that the 
loss of love had on her (Kahlo, The Two Frida;'). 

Frida was the theme of her own att. Nietzsche once 
said, "Whoever has built a new heaven has tound the 
strength for it only in hell." For Frida, her art was her 
heaven, and the strength of the art was her personal hell 
(Fuentes 24). She used her art as an exploration of 
herself. Her experiences, her pain, her love of life, her 
sensuous vitality, her deepest dreams and fantasies, and 
her fears and hopes were manifested in her art. She 
declared evetything as sacred in her paintings. The 
darkness was given equal intensity as the light because 
she believed in  the interrelatedness of all things. She 
fearlessly lays out her l ife for us to behold, and her l ife 
becomes our own. She exorcised her suffering through 

her paintings to make it bearable. She believed no one 
would ever want her paintings because they were so 
personaL but her pain of loss and betrayal is un iversal. 
It is the suffering of all humanity, especially feminine 
suffering (Drucker 89). Diego once described Frida as 
"a unique example in  the histoty of art of someone tear
ing open her breast and heatt to state the biological truth 
and what it feels like" (Waberer 9). Indeed, Frida's art 
shows the viewer exactly what it feels like to be Frida, 
by the agonized poetry she lays down on the canvas. 
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Write a literary research paper. 

Albe1t Camus' The Stranger is a short novel that 
explores the absurdity of life. Though simply written, 
the story is anything but simple. It leaves the reader with 
unanswered, complex questions about Mersault and 
what appears to be his philosophy of life: existentialism. 
At the base of this philosophy is the idea that man has 
control of his own ti·eedom. He chooses to do as he 
pleases, but at his own risk (Spanos 6). He may not 
expect guidance fi·om others because to an existentialist, 
the presence of God or some other divine being is 
denied. Man is his own god (Spanos 8). He lives for the 
moment and leaves no room for regrets. Unfortunately, 
it is truly impossible to give existentialism a clear defi
nition. It relies on the individual's relationship with the 
world. All existentialists look at the philosophy differ
ently. Everything is subjective. However, there are two 
categories they tend to fal l  into, one being the man that 
conforms to society, consuming and producing day in 
and day out, and the other being a man that lives a try
ing life, ignoring the pressures of society to become the 
common man (Spanos 2). Mersault seems to live like 
the latter. One thing all existentialists believe is that 
everything i n  life is uncertain but death. It is this 
inevitable death that pushes Mersault to reevaluate his 
beliefs while in  prison. Throughout the novel, the read
er questions Mersault's beliefs as well. In  the novel, 
there are incidents that supp01t the claim that he is an 
existentialist, and there are incidents that also object to 
this idea. In  my opinion, the absurdity of the philosophy 
makes it impossible to determine whether Mersault is an 
existentialist. 

Before attempting to understand where Mersault 
stands philosophically, it is important to look at the 
beliefs of his creator, Albert Camus. I n  an i nterview, 
Camus clearly stated that he was not an existentialist. 
In fact, h is  essay entitled "The Myth of Sisyphus" was 
actually "directed against the so-called existential 
philosophers." He did, however, claim that he was an 
atheist. This is true for many existentialists (Camus, 
No, I Am Not. . .  " 345-47). What pushes many people 
to believe that Camus was an existentialist despite h is  
denial was h is  connection to the philosophy of the 
absurd. Though never trained as a professional 
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phi losopher, he was concerned with the question of 
life's worth (Rhein 1 1 ). He said that this philosophy of 
absurdity was just an idea that had yet to conclude 
much. It was simply something to expand on (Amoia 
8 1  ). Camus defined it as "the divorce between man 
and l ife. [It is] the desire for clarity in an irrational 
world." Man can either "yield to the nothingness" or 
live his life taking all that he can get. "Absurdity is the 
revolt against death" (qtd. in Amoia 82). Contrary to 
existentialism, Camus believed that an absurd man 
knows he is "not really free" (Camus, "Absurd 
Freedom" 302). Because "What freedom can exist in  
the fullest sense without assurance of eternity?" 
(Camus, "Absurd Freedom" 3 0 1 ). A common miscon
ception of Camus' philosophy of the absurd is that l ife 
is meaningless. In fact, he said that people should not 
feel hopeless. They should attempt to find an answer 
to why they exist, even though it would forever be in  
question (Camus, "No, l Am Not .g. . " 345-47). He was 
never satisfied with the simple conclusion that if noth
ing has meaning, the world is absurd (Camus, 
"Encounter with . . .  " 356). With all of this in mind, it 
seems clear that Camus would create an absurd char
acter who is not an existentialist. However, many of 
Mersault's thoughts and actions persuade the reader to 
believe that he i s  an existential character. 

The story is written in the first person. When litera
ture is written this way, the reader is often provided with 
insight, explanations, and feelings. In The Stranger, the 
reader finds his (or her) way into Mersault's shoes but 
seldom enters his mind. He clearly describes in a plain 
style what is going on in his life; however, he rarely 
gives a motive tor his actions and neglects to show any 
emotions (Showalter 28). For example, the book begins 
with the following passage: 

Maman died today. Or yesterday maybe. I 
don't know. I got a telegram from the home: 
"Mother deceased. Funeral tomorrow. Faith
fully yours." That doesn't mean anything. 
Maybe it was yesterday. The old people's home 
is at Marengo, about eighty kilometers from 
Algiers, I'll take the two o'clock bus and get 
there in the afternoon. That way I can be there 
for the vigil and come back tomorrow night (3). 

This information i s  all factual, but it is void of any 
emotion at aiL By saying that the date of his mother's 
death has no importance, the reader can only assume 
that Mersault's relationship with his mother was not 
very loving. It is impossible to determine much of any
thing. He plans his travel arrangements as if he has to 
be back home for an event or an appointment. Of 
course, he does not state why it is necessary tor him to 
return the following night. The narration continues this 
way throughout the noveL This expresses Mersault's 
tendency to live l ife as it comes, which is natural for an 
existentialist. It seems as though everything that hap
pens is given the same importance. Maman's death is 
no more important than his plans to take the bus 
(Showalter 29). 

His statements also portray him to be an incredibly 
passive man. This is true even in situations given high 
significance by the common man. Advancing his life to 
the next level does not appeal to him. Mersault is unin
terested in the idea. He could have traveled to Paris and 
changed his life, but he claims that "people never 
changed their lives. One life was as good as another." It 
happens again when Marie asks Mersault if he loves 
her. His response is that "it didn't mean anything but 
that he didn't think so" (35). At a later date, the discus
sion is along the same lines. It ends with a marriage 
proposal from Marie, to which Mersault responds that 
"it didn't make any difference to [him]" and that 
"[they) could if she wanted to" (4 1 ). He says this line 
over and over again. Nothing matters to him. These 
incidents suggest that Mersault is unconcerned with 
planning a future. A marriage has no meaning, just like 
a promotion or anything else. He refuses to plan his 
future because he does not live for the future. By say
ing to his boss that "One life is as good as another," he 
gives the impression that he is happy with the life he 
already has. He chooses what he will do at each 
moment, and he takes all he wants out of his lite. 
Mersault is completely preoccupied with the present 
time, which makes him accept his l ife as it happens 
(Bree 1 43). This is an existential quality. 

Mersault achieves this satisfaction in  life by being a 
hedonist. He never denies .himself physical pleasure if 
the opportunity arises. At his mother's funeral, he 

89 



An Absurd Question 

smokes a cigarette. He contemplates whether or not it is 
appropriate, but once again he decides that it does not 
really matter either way (8). He eats when hungry, 
drinks when thirsty, and never denies himself an oppor
tunity to smoke. He takes advantage uf Marie in the 
same way. It appears as though the pleasure they find in 
each other is purely physical. Whether it is at the beach 
or the movies, Mersault kisses and fondles her until they 
finally find their way to his bedroom. The narration 
stops there, but it is clear that they have sex whenever 
they see each other. Mersault cannot refltse himself 
these opportunities because it is necessary to do as he 
pleases to really live his l ife. He feels this way because 
he knows that everyday existence does not have much 
meaning. He figures that he might as well make the 
most of it. 

Salamano, Mersault's neighbor, is introduced in the 
story to reveal the idea that everyday human existence 
is absurd. Salamano's only companion is a scabby, old 
dog. The two of them take the same walk every day, 
and Salamano always pulls the dog, beats him, and then 
swears at him. The dog continuously fol lows behind 
him anyway. Mersault says "it's the same thing every
day" (27). Once Salamano loses his dog, he mourns 
deeply for him because after his wife died, the dog was 
bought to become his only companion. He is worried 
about the dog's safety. Mersault is uninterested in  
Salamano's problem because i t  has nothing to do with 
him. He advises h im to get a new dog (38). Mersault 
does not understand Salamano's pain. He has never 
been emotionally attached to a living thing like that. 
When his mother dies, he never sheds a tear, nor does 
he even wish to see her. He is even annoyed that he has 
to take time out of h is  day to go to her home. Mersault 
lives for himself, and he only worries about himself. He 
knows that eventual ly, everything ends the same way. 
Everyone will die one day. He refuses to ignore this 
fact, as most of mankind does. He appears to have 
come to terms with it. 

fn a discussion with his "pal" Raymond, the two men 
conclude that death is "bound to happen" (33). There is 
no reason to get hung up on it. Mersault is good at this. 
During his mother's services, he refers to her as "the 

dead woman" and "the body" ( I I ,  1 4). This is a peculiar 
choice of words for a son to call his recently deceased 
mother, but it makes sense in the context. This word 
choice does not mean that Mersault did not love his 
mother. It does not even mean that he is insensitive. To 
Mersault, Manum no longer has any importance in the 
world. She is a corpse and nothing more. An existen
tialist must look at death in this manner because he is 
only concerned with the existence of man, hence the 
term existentialism. 

Mersault continues to act and speak in this existen
tial manner during his murder trial. While in prison, he 
occupies himself by reading the same newspaper article 
over and over again. The article is about a 
Czechoslovakian man who tricked his mother into 
believing that he was a wealthy tourist. He stayed in her 
hotel, and overnight she and his s ister murdered him for 
his money. The following morning, upon discovering 
their fatal mistake, they both committed suicide. 
Mersault feels no mercy for this man. He concludes 
that it is the man's own tault that he was killed because 
people should "never play games" (80). Mersault 
seems to abide by his own rules. He refuses to con form 
to society, which is why he is considered to be a 
"stranger." He accepts the consequences and teels 
responsible for hi rnselC For this reason, he feels that a 
defense lawyer is unnecessary i n  his trial. He is ready 
to admit his crime and suffer the punishments decided 
for him. He speaks about the crime with officials when 
his lawyer is not present, because he has nothing to 
hide. He refuses to "play games" for his lawyer. After 
explaining that his "physical needs often got i n  the way 
of his feelings," Mersault concludes that he is not 
happy that Maman died, he just is not sad. Death is a 
part of life. The lawyer asks if he would say that he  held 
back his feelings during the service. Mersault decides 
not to participate i n  this simply because it is untrue 
(65). He is unwilling to pretend to be someone he is 
not. I f  not feeling emotion at his mother's funeral is  
incriminating evidence, he would just have to deal with 
it. This is part of being responsible for his actions. 

The most convincing argument to support the idea 
that Mersaultis an existentialist is a pair of statements he 
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makes about life while in  prison. He says that "everyone
knows lite isn't worth living, [and that there is] nothing
more impottant than death" ( 1 g14, 1 1 0). These two sen
tences practically summarize the philosophy. The whole
idea of existentialism arises ti·om the question all
philosophers ask: what is the meaning of life? Since the
only certainty in life is death, it has to be the most impor
tant part. It is the only thing that all living things are 
guaranteed. However, Mersault's understanding of this 
idea is nothing but a starting point, much as it is for 
Camus. This belief should be a tm\ior factor in the way 
Mersault lives his life, and tor the most patt, it is. 

Up until this point, it appears as though Mersault lives 
up to his own expectations by feeling satisfied, not 
wonying about the future, and being responsible for 
himself. All three of these qualities are evident in exis
tentialism. However, only certain parts ofthe st01y have 
been looked at. Mersault does not always abide by them. 
According to the definition of the term existentialism, a 
man should do as he wishes and if  there are conse
quences, he must sutTer them. No one is responsible for 
what he chooses but himself. Therefore, it is implied that 
an existentialist must never feel guilt for something he 
has done. Mersault occassionally feels guilty throughout 
the novel. For example, when he arrives at his mother's 
home, the director tells Mersault that he was his mother's 
only suppott. Mersault immediately feels the man is 
criticizing him. He is about to explain himself, but the 
director interrupts him to tell him that he understands 
why Mersault chose to put his mother in the home. 
Mersault did not have the time or money to care for 
Maman properly (4). This is very true. But either way, 
Mersault has no reason to be concerned with this man's 
opinion about him. However, he takes it into considera
tion and allows himself to feel guilty. Judgments are 
bound to be made, but they should be of no importance 
to him because his choice to put his mother in  the home 
was right for him and for her. His decision really should 
only matter to him and his mother, so anyone else's 
opinion is irrelevant anyway. 

On another occasion, Mersault attempts to blame 
someone else in order to relieve himself of his feelings 
ofguilt. For example, once Mersault finds out about his 

 
 

 
 
 

mother's funeral, he takes off work to attend the vigil. 
He tells us, 

I asked my boss for two days off and there was 
no way he was going to refuse me with an 
excuse like that. But he wasn't too happy 
about it. I even said, "It's not my fault.'' He 
didn't say anything. Then I thought I shouldn't 
have said that (3). 

Of course Maman 's death is not his fault, but he choos
es to attend the services. If Mersault's boss is rude and 
unhapy about it, it should not matter. Mersault makes his 
decision based on his own beliefs and needs. When 
deciding to attend, he did not think of his boss because 
his boss does not matter. He does what he wants to do, 
and he should not feel like he is wrong for doing so. He 
has no right, according to existentialists, to attempt to 
take the blame off of himself. No one made him miss 
work that day but himself. Mersault could have skipped 
the vigil. If he had, he would have been judged by others 
anyway. The judgments of other people are inescapable. 
Even if someone makes the right decision in the eyes of 
society, it is inevitable that the person's actions will be 
critiqued by the people he or she knows. Otice again, if 
Mersault is an existentialist, the opinions of other people 
should not matter to him. He should only care about 
what he thinks, but this clearly is not true. 

This brings up another issue. Existentialists should 
never feel regret. By choosing to do what they want, 
they leave no room for regret. They do not deny them
selves their desires. Mersault regrets kill ing the Arab. 
He knows it is a mistake because it is a choice that 
takes him to a world of unhappiness. This is evident 
when he is speaking with the Chaplain. He says that if 
given another l ite, he would want "one where he could 
remember this l ife!" ( 120). Mersault wants to remem
ber what happens after he kil ls the Arab so he never 
falls into a situation to commit a crime similar to that 
one ever again. It is odd for Mersault to even admit that 
he had in  fact wished for another l ife because previ
ously, he claimed that one life was as good as any other 
because they al l  ended the same way. Mersault is a 
character that will sometimes say something and then 
do another. He constantly is contradicting himself, 
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which makes it very difficult to understand where he 
stands. 

In a preface to The Stranger, Camus said that ''In 
our society, any man who does not weep at h is  mother's 
funeral runs the risk of being sent to death." In an 
explanation for this statement, he declared that he was 
simply trying to say that Mersault was condemned by 
society because he refused to confixm to social norms. 
l-Ie had a passion for the truth. Mersault refused to 
"play the game" (Camus, "Preface'' 336). This is true 
when it comes to Mersault's trial, but it is a different 
story with Marie. Mersault is not very concerned with 
her feelings. After agreeing to marry her, they go for a 
walk. While on the walk, Mersault describes the local 
women as "beautiful." He then "asked Marie if she 
noticed. She said yes and that she understood what I 
meant" (42). This rninute part of their discussion is 
proof that Mersault does actually play games with 
Marie. He doesn't clearly say that he will be unfaithful 
to her·, but the message is implied. By saying that Marie 
understands what he means, the reader can only con
clude that this was his intention. It is strange that 
Mersault is not straightforward with her about this. 
When she asks if he loves her, he knows the response 
he should give is not the one she wants. This does not 
stop him from saying what he truly !eels. He never 
holds something back to save someone else's feelings 
(Showalter 63). 

Mcrsault also contradicts his feelings about absurd 
existence. He once said it was not worth it to live l i fe 
( 1 1 4  ). Yet, when Mersault is faced with death, he 
considers what would happen if he were pardoned. 
Despite h is  belief that it does not matter when and 
where a person dies, he realizes that he would be over
come with a "delirious joy." He knows that it would 
take all h is  strength to rationalize the situation ( 1 g14). 
He is telling his mind to behave in a way that it is 
unwilling to behave. This pushes the reader to wonder 
whether he really believes this about death, or if he is 
simply trying to persuade himself to be unafraid of it. 
This obviously shows that Mersault has not completely 
accepted death. He may believe that l ife is absurd, but 
he would.not give it up i f  he was not forced to. 

Perhaps Mersault is just terrified by it. The end of 
existence is a difficult thing to confi·ont. He t(mnd that 
even when he was happy in his prison cell, he continu
ously listened for the footsteps of the guards: 

Even though 1 would rush to the door at the 
slightest shuffle, even though, with my ear 
pressed to the wood, I would wait thmtically 
until I heard the sound of my own breathing, 
terrified to find it so hoarse, like a dog's 
panting, my heart would not burst at all1 and I 
would have gained another 24 hours ( 1 e1 3). 

He is completely afraid at this point for the day that the 
guards will come to take him to the guillotine. His 
words express his fear graphically. It almost seems 
impossible for him to be more petri tied. When he is not 
l istening for his fate to approach him, he has time to 
evaluate his life and what his beliefs are. 

Throughout the whole absurd life I' cl lived, a 
dark wind has been rising toward me from 
somewhere deep in my future across years 
that were still to come, and as it passed, this 
wind leveled whatever was oflbred to me at 
the time, in years no more real than th" ones I 
was living. What did other people's deaths or 
a mother's love matter to me: what did his 
God or the lives people choose or the fate they 
think they elect matter to me when we're alle
elected by the same fate . . . .  ( l 2 1 )  

This "dark wind" he  speaks of  i s  death. It  lurks in his 
future, and. its presence "levels" his opportunities by 
making them seem irrelevant and unimportant. He 
concludes that life i s  absurd and that people are ignorant 
to believe that they have sole control over their freedom. 
According to existentialists, man docs not have com
plete control of his freedom. Mersault is against this 
idea, much like Camus is. However, he still yearns to 
live this day to day existence. He thinks back to Maman. 
"So close to death, Maman must have felt tree then and 
ready to live it all again. And I felt ready to live it all 
again too" ( 1 22). He understands at this point that 
though life is irrational, it is worth living. Knowing the 
absurdity is what gives h im the opportunities to find 
happiness. lt is at this. time that he realizes that he does 
value life (Rhein 2 l  ). 
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When Camus was creating Mersault, he attempted 
to make a man without a conscience (Bree 1 42). 
Mersault said during his stay at prison, that "[ have 
never felt remorse for anything" ( 1 00). Unfortunately 
for the reader, Camus has never said that he intended 
for Mersault to be an existentialist or even an absurd 
man. This is up to the reader to decide. It is clear that 
the evidence is there tor both sides. At times, Mersault 
seems to be an existentialist, and at other times, he 
almost seems to be against the philosophy entirely. His 
thoughts do not help the situation because he often says 
one thing and does another. H is contradictions only 
confuse the reader. But with a philosophy that has no 
sound structure, the subjectivity of it all makes it d iffi
cult to understand what criteria even classifies a man as 
an existentialist. There are hundreds of existential 
quotes throughout the novel, and then there are a hand
fu l that are against existential views. To agree with the 
philosophy, mttst one accept and abide by all aspects of 
it? Even this appears to be subjective. Existentialism, 
l ike most ph ilosophy, is difficult to understand .  
Literature i s  always open for discussion because i t  is 
not always completely clear what the intent of the 
author is .  I n  this situation, the story is clear, but 
Mersault is not. It is impossible to decide where he 
stands philosophically. 
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Evaluation: In examining the slippery slope �� 
existentialism and the paradox ofMersault, Colleen 
pieces together an excellent scholarly argument. 
She not only demonstrates a sound understanding of 
Camus, his philosophic views, and the various views 
ofphilosophers around him, she has a keen eye for 
analyzing the rhetoric ofThe Stranger in order to 
determine wherer Mersau/t fits or doesn rfit certain 
philosophies. To me, her thesis illustrates a sense of 
understanding that unasking the question is sometimes 
better than answering it. 
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School in Japan 
Miwa Alurase 

Course: English as a Second Language 069 
(Writing IX) 

Instructor: Linda Dunne 

Assignment: 
Write an essay describing a process. 

It is said that too much emphasis is placed on educa
tional background in Japanese society. You might think 
your chi ld should go to a good college to live a happy 
life.  To go to a good col lege, it is necessary to get into 
a good high school.  To get into a good high school, 
your children must study at a fine middle school, and so 
on and so forth . It seems almost everybody casts a 
doubt on this issue, but when it comes to his or her own 
child, that is another story. If you think it is sti l l  crucial 
to get your child to enter a prestigious elementary 
schooL you and your chi ld have to do well, especially 
in a family interview. Therefore, to succeed, make sure 
you follow these steps: 

At Least a Year Before the Interview 
The father must be seriously involved in bringing up 

the child. Generally, Japanese men are so busy that they 
hardly have time to take care of their chi ldren, espe
cially when they have to earn a lot of money to get their 
chi ldren into a fine private school.  However, the inter

viewers want to evaluate the father's involvement in 
discipline and education, and often ask both the father 
and the child questions about it. Remember, your child 
could tell the truth. 

Your fam ily should have various activities for 
leisure, both indoors and outdoors. Use your weekends 
to do different family activities such as going to a muse
um, having a picnic, and visiting grandparents. The 
interviewers want to know your contribution to your 
child's curiosity as wel l as your effort to strengthen the 
family ties. 

G ive priority to the traditional annual events. 
Schools with a long history are often conservative. They 
want to know if your fami ly is a "decent" one with 
traditional values. Here are some frequently asked ques
tions: How do you celebrate the New Year holidays? 
What do you l ike about Children's Day? What do you 
do on your birthday? 

Six Months Before the Interview 
Make your chi ld strongly believe that the school he 

or she is trying to enter is one of the best places in the 
whole world, even better than Disneyland. You should 
take your child to some annual events that the school 
holds, and/or make an appointment to take a look at 
what is going on there. You must look very happy and 
enjoy the trip. You also may want to say something like 
"I l ike the neat uniforms the students wear" or "The 
boys and girls here look so happy." 

Three Months Before the Interview 
Eat properly every day. Needless to say, a proper 

diet is necessary to keep you and your child robust to 
get through the tough time. Besides, interviewers often 
ask your child questions about his or her d ietary life so 
that they could guess as to what kind of family the child 
belongs. If your child is asked about the meal he or she 
had the day before, a cheeseburger and fries is one of 
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the worst answers. When asked the favorite food, he or 
she could answer, "I like spaghetti with meat sauce, but 
the sushi my mother makes is my most favorite food."  

A Month Before the Interview 
Rehearse an interview as many times as possible. 

Parents often get more nervous than their child does, 
and their nervousness could influence the chi ld.  It is 
natural to get tense in any kind of interview, but you are 
supposed to use your tension in a positive way. You and 
your chi ld can do this by practicing often. Make sure 
you make a pleasant atmosphere when you practice, so 
that your child can take it as a fun game to play. You 
can find a lot of books and web information about how 
an interview goes. There are also many cram schools 
offering trial interviews. 

Teach your child how to sit properly, how to use 
formal language, and how to talk with eye contact. It is 
also important for them to speak clearly and cheerfully 
to give the interviewer a good impression. 

When you receive the letter from the school to con
firm the appointment, show it to your child and say 
something exhilarating like "The teachers would like to 
meet you because they hear you are such a good boy or 
girl. You would l ike to meet them, too, wouldn't you?" 

On the Interview Day 
Express how glad you are that the day has finally 

come and how happy you are to be invited. Eat nutri
tious yet lighter food for breakfast. Suggest that you are 
planning some fun after the interview. 

Suits in navy blue are the "safest" choice for you and 
your child to wear on the very day. Mothers and daugh
ters should not wear pants, though. Modestly designed, 
wel l-tailored suits are preferred.  However, you do not 
have to get Chane! or Armani .  Sometimes interviewers 
do not like the showing off if you wear something dis
tinctively expensive. 

Do not arrive at the school too early. A long waiting 
time could bore the child. Thirty minutes before the 
appointment is the right time to enter the waiting room. 

Relax. The interviewer does not intend to be mean 
to you and your child after all .  Trust your child and do 
not get frantic even if he or she gives a strange answer. 

When the parents are asked a question, the father 
should mainly answer, unless the interviewer says the 
question is for the mother. Th is also makes you look 
like a traditional fami ly. 

When you finish, never forget to praise your child, 
whether or not you are satisfied with how the interview 
went. There are times that your efforts are not rewarded 
properly. You and your child are already winners if 
you get through all the preparation above. Now you 
have strong family ties, many precious memories of 
family fun, a good dietary habit, and, at least, a fine suit. 
Good luck! 

Evaluation: Miwa turned a process essay assignment 
into a culturally enlightening piece in which parents 
everywhere can be reminded of the stress and the 
silliness involved in pushing their children. 
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Course: English 1 0 t1 (Composition) 
Instructor: Catherine Restovich 

Assignment: 
Write a narrative essay recalling an incident 

in which you faced a serious setback. 

The grass felt sl ippery and wet beneath my bare feet as 
I slowly made my way through a forest. As I was walk
ing, my senses came alive; I took in every element 
these eminent woods had to offer. The smell of a recent 
rain fi lled my nostrils as I took a breath, whi le a beau
tiful duet between the grasshoppers and bullfrogs was 
sung to the steady beat of my heart. My eyes danced 
along with the small rays of light on the ground, creat
ed by the moon as the cool summer breeze brought the 
trees that loomed above me to life. I stopped to look 
around, realizing I did not recognize my surroundings. 
Cautiously, I turned in a circle, assessing my environ
ment, knowing I should be fearful of this foreign place, 
but oddly I felt safe, not threatened. At that moment I 
noticed a warm softness that was comforting against 
my body. With a puzzled expression on my face, I 
looked down and saw I held a thick white towel, cov
ering my nakedness. As I contemplated where the towel 
had come from, I began my descent toward the com
forting hum of the water, feeling an unknown force 
drawing me closer to my destination. 

As I continued my journey through this strange yet 
magnificent forest, the trees began to part where final ly, 
I could see the moon I ight reflecting off the surface of a 
brill iant lake. My attention focused on the consistent 
lapping of the waves, while an overwhelming need to 
feel the constant motion of the water moving against my 
skin took over my senses. Carefully, I took a step down 
from the grassy ledge that gave way to the sandy beach. 
As my weight settled, I felt the velvety sand slip through 
the spaces between my toes, adjusting to my presence. 
As I stood in the open, no longer protected by the caring 
trees, the breeze was forceful, whipping my hair around 
my face, reminding me of Mother Nature's strength . 

A forlorn howl from a wolf broke the si lence of the 
n ight. His cry was answered by three others, each at a 
different p itch, creating a haunting harmony. As the 
poignant melody continued, I c losed my eyes and l ift
ed 

�
my face toward the glowing moon, savoring thet

ch lls and cries of the four wolves sent up and down myt
spme. 

As the wolves continued their provocative refrain, l 
opened my eyes slowly and lowered my head, remem
bering the dark depths of the lake and their call for me. 
Feeling restricted, I removed the white towel that sti l l  
clung tightly to my frame. I let  the towel slide slowly to 
the ground, while the moon captured me and filled my 
senses, bathing my naked body with its l ight. Another 
crisp breeze from the lake wrapped itself around me, 
pull ing me toward the water. Feeling as though I were 
floating, I allowed the gentle wind to guide me into the 
soothing waves of the lake. 

The breeze tenderly placed me in the water. I care
fully put one foot in front of the other, moving deeper 
into the moonlit lake. As I enjoyed the si lky water rise 
up and down my calves as each wave endlessly came to 
the shore, eagerness to be surrounded by its cool purity 
overcame my conscious and unconscious mind.  
Reaching down to the waves, I cupped my hands to 
catch a little bit of the beauty this lake held. After fil l
ing my hands with water, I straightened and released 
the chilling l iquid on my breasts, captivated by the 
exciting sensation of each water droplet as it ran down 
my stomach and legs, back to the source from which it 

was stolen. 
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The rhythmic movement of the lake was irresistible; 
I could no longer hold myself back from my aching 
need to be as one with its power. The urgent cry of my 
soul, wanting to be cleansed by this serene lake, 
drowned. out all sounds of the night. Succumbing to this 
cry, I dove in, letting the cold water cover my entire 
being. Fearing that I was an unwanted presence in this 
body of water, I swam quickly into the quiet depths. The 
deeper 1 swam, the more I realized this lake accepted 
my company. Relief swept over me, and I slowed my 
urgent pace. 

My mind became aware of all that surrounded me. 
Even though my eyesight was useless in this darkness, 
an overwhelming sense that I was not alone took over 
my being. Frightened of this presence, an alarming 
pressure began to rapidly build in my chest. Suddenly, 
this lake had become a cage that I was desperate to be 
freed from. Starting to panic, I turned my head back and 
forth, not knowing which way to go, wanting to escape 
the unknown. Attempting to breathe, I swallowed a 
mouthful  of water. My eyes flew open as I choked on 
the liquid I had desired so much to be a part of. I real
ized that if my lungs did not receive the oxygen they 
were burning for, I would forever dwell  in this place. 

As my movements became more exaggerated, an 
intense awareness came over me, and I felt a soft yet 
powerful touch embrace my entire being. Without 
warning, I was set in motion. Completely trusting this 
unknown force that held me, my struggling ceased. For 
a moment, I was blinded by a dazzling white glow. I 
closed my eyes, beginning to comprehend what was 
occurring. Believing I was in the transition from life to 
death, faces of the people I loved ran incessantly 
through my mind. 

Not having the power to fight what was controlling 
me, I helplessly wanted to cry out, "No! This is not 
what I want !"  

As if in  response to my si lent plea, the beautiful 
glow faded to black. I opened my mouth to yell for 
help, expecting to once more breathe in water, but 
surprisingly, when I took a breath, I inhaled air; 
wonderful, oxygen-filled air! 

My eyes slowly parted to see where I was. I cried 
out, ecstatic to see the beach where I had left the white 

towel .  Exhausted, I swam for shore with the knowledge 
that I had conquered the darkness. My l imbs could 
barely push me through water that felt l ike quicksand. I 
fought to keep my head above the surface, terrified of 
the shadows below. Tears of relief ran down my face 
when my feet touched the bottom of the lake. I waded 
slowly to shore, breathing deeply, attempting to control 
the spinning of my head. 

When I reached the sandy beach, the air was cold, 
and I resented the empty fee ling within me. Grabbing 
the white towel, I wrapped it around me, savoring the 
warmth and comfort it brought. Without hesitation, I 
stepped up onto the grass, and began to move down the 
familiar path that had invited me to this place. In the dis
tance, I heard the forlorn howl of a wolf. Ignoring his 
cry for my return, I cautiously continued to put one foot 
in front of the other, determined to pursue my destiny. 

Evaluation: Bevin s controlled writing style calmly 
takes the hand of the reader and guides him or her to 
this reclusive body of water. She captures a tone that 
is simultaneously Gothic and pastoral. Her careful 
description allows the reader to join her on this 
personal journey. As our goose bumps reach their 
height, we reach out to share her white towel. 
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"Such a Mad Marriage 
Never Was Before":  

Kate and Petruchio in 
The Taming o.f the Shrew 

Rachel Natale 
Course : Engl ish 1 02 (Composition) 

Instructor: El izabeth Anne Hul l  

Assignment: 
Write a research paper of approximately 2, 000 words, 
using the MLA style. The bibliography must contain 
at least five sources cited, one ofwhich must be a 

scholarly book, one an article from a scholarly 
journal, and one from the Internet. 

Some plays have created much controversy, and The 
Taming of the Shrew is no exception. People have 
debated about such things as Petruchio's methods of 
"taming" and Kate's speech at the end of the play. 
Many people think that Petruchio's methods are harsh 
and Kate's final speech contrived, but neither of these 
are true. Petruchio uses psychological methods, not 
aggressive or barbaric ones, to tame Kate, which all�w 
her to stil l  be witty and intel lectual, but also happily 
married, at the end of the play. Throughout the course 
of The Taming of the Shrew, Kate and Petruchio's 
relationship grows from one of verbal sparring and 
disagreement to one of peace and balance. 

.
Kate, called "Katherine the curst" ( 1 .2 . 1 27) by JUSt 

about everyone, "wants admiration-in fact, she wants 
a husband; but she feels that her lack of self-command 
has become an insuperable obstacle to marriage" 
(Snider 3) .  Kate's actions and speech do not help her in 
attracting a husband, but it is really no wonder why Kate 

acts the way she does. Hortensia and Gremio make fun 
of her, and her father favors B ianca over her. As Velvet 
D. Pearson points out, " [Kate] is surrounded by men 
who want to buy and sell her. Baptista, like any smart 
merchant, wants to get rid of his unpopular goods before 
sell ing his prize, Bianca, off to the highest bidder. He 
even stands by and allows Gremio and Hortensia to 
insult Kate and doesn't deign to reply to her ' I  pray you 
sir, is it your will/To make a stale of me amongst these 
mates?' ( 1 . 1 t. 57-58)" (232) .  The assumption that, 
because Kate is a shrew, the insults don't bother her, is 
incorrect. "The fact that she is a shrew does not mean 
that she cannot have hurt feelings [ . . .  ], indeed a shrew 
may be defined--once she develops beyond a mere 
stereotype--as a person who has an excess of hurt feel
ings and is taking revenge on the world for them" 
(Heilman lxxvi ii) .  Kate's shrewishness leads to taunting 
from other people, but their taunting leads her to 
become more shrewish-a vicious cycle that can only 
be broken by someone willing to tame her. 

Petruchio, "a mad man in his senses; a very honest 
fellow, who hardly speaks a word of truth, and succeeds 
in all his tricks and impostures," (Hazlitt 1 )  comes into 
town "to see [his] friends in Padua" ( 1 .2 .2), but also "to 
wive it wealthily in Padua; If  wealthily, then happily in 
Padua" ( 1 .2.74-75) .  As a suitor of B ianca, Hortensia 
sees Petruchio as an opportunity to marry off Kate in 
order to free B ianca for marriage. Although Hortensia 
tries to warn Petruchio about Kate ("[h]er only fault
and that is faults enough-Is that she is intolerable 
curst/And shrewd and froward" [ 1 t.2 .87-89]), 
"Petruchio, apparently experienced in  battle, is not 
deterred by her reputation" (Shirley 2). He assumes, 
because he has "heard l ions roar," "heard the sea, puffed 
up with winds," and "heard great ordinance in  the field" 

.t
( 1 .2 .200-203), that Kate will  be no match for hun. 
Without so much as meeting Kate, Petruchio decides to 
woo her-with excitement even. Later, when Hortensia 
explains that Kate "broke the lute to" him (2. 1 . 148), 
Petruchio exclaims, "I love her ten times more than e 'er 
I did. 0 how I long to have some chat with her!" 
(2. 1 . 1 6 1 - 1 62). Petruchio is anxious to meet the woman 
who will tum out to be his match, and he already has 
plans working in his head for their first meeting 
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(2. 1 . 1 70- 1 80). As it turns out, "[h]is experience pre
pares him well for the task; he can meet caprice with 
caprice, and if need be, blow with blow" (Snider 6). 

When Kate and Petruchio first meet, they immedi
ately begin to match wits and play off of each other's 
comments. Kate matches Petruchio's greeting of "Good 
Morrow, Kate, for that's your name, I hear" (2. 1 .82, 
emphasis added) with "Well you have heard, but some
thing hard of hearing. They call me Katherine that do 
talk of me" (2 . 1 . 1 83- 1 84, emphasis added). Right from 
the beginning, Kate shows Petruchio two things: she is 
quick witted, and she will not be wooed easily. From 
this first meeting, the reader gets a glimpse into what 
future exchanges between Kate and Petruchio will be 
like. Kate plays off oftPetruchio's word "hear" by using 
it twice in her reply. Going against what Kate has just 
said, Petruchio calls her "Kate" instead of Katherine, 
ten times in his reply passage (2. 1 . 1 85- 1 90) and con
fesses that he is "moved to woo [her] for [his] wife" 
(2. 1 . 1 94 ) .  Petruchio 's "moved" turns into Kate's 
"moveable," "a joint stool," to which Petruchio replies, 
''[t]hou hast hit it, come sit on me" (2. 1 . 1 94- 1 98). In this 
meeting, Petruchio sees Kate for who she really is-an 
intellectual, witty woman-and is excited to pull her out 
from her defenses. Kate and Petruchio continue to play 
th is verbal ping-pong game for four more pages. Even 
though Kate objects to marrying Petruchio, and as much 
as she may deny it, there is no doubt from the viewing 
of this first encounter that Kate enjoys this verbal spar
ring and that she has met her match. 

Peter F. Heaney seems to think of this  first exchange 
as "an act of terrorism," an "immediate assault," and 
most absurdly, "a form of verbal rape" by Petruchio (6). 
All of these accusations are false. Petruchio is most 
assuredly testing the waters with Kate, having her 
prove herself intellectually before he decides to marry 
her. J udging by Petruchio's character thus far, he would 
not be content with a wife like Bianca who cannot hold 
her own verbally or have her own thoughts. As Pearson 
points out, "[h ]e serves as a mirror in the games they 
play; [Kate] perceives his ' insane' behavior in the same 
manner in which men see her ' insane' behavior. Yet 
Petruchio, unlike the other men in the play, enjoys his 
wife's intell igence and wit, and expends much time and 

effort encouraging her how to use them in a challeng
ing way" (240). The same goes for Kate; she would not 

.
be happytwith a man who would be scared off by her 
opinions and confidence to speak them. The very fact 
that Kate stays to talk to Petruchio shows some interest 
on her part. "Kate must ultimately submit to a male if 
her life is to be tolerable, and part of her wants to be 
tamed. Petruchio's masterfulness undermines her pride 
in her own aggressiveness, awakens her self-effacing 
side, and promises to relieve her of the burden of her 

wildness, which makes her an anomalous figure in her 
society" (Paris 3 4 1  ). For Kate to be tamed and get mar
ried is a good thing, as long as she finds the right man . 
She, like Petruchio, wants to make sure that she 
embarks on the journey with someone worthy of her. 
Petruchio and Kate may have enjoyed their first 
encounter with each other, but it is during and after the 
wedding that the real fun begins. 

All of Petruchio's actions toward Kate are intended 
to mirror her behavior and, in turn, tame her. Denton J .  
Snider has this  feeling about Petruchio: "The course of 
drama will reveal the true impelling pO\ver of his con
duct-it is the pleasure which he takes in taming just 
such a shrew by means of her own shrewishness . . . .  His 
method is clear and logical; serve up her own character 
to her . . . " (6). F irst, Petruchio "disappoints [Kate] by not 
returning at the time he has promised to wed her, and 
when he returns, creates no smal l consternation by the 
oddity of his dress and equipage" (Hazlitt 3) .  The way 
Petruchio dresses at his wedding is just the first example 
of how he uses unconventional ways of taming Kate. 
Biondello describes Petruchio's inappropriate clothing 
to Tranio and Baptista: "Petruchio is coming in a new 
hat and an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice 
turned; a pair of boots that have been candle-cases; one 
buckled, another laced; an old rusty sword ta'en out of 
the town armory, with a broken hilt and chapeless; with 
two broken points . . .  " (3 .2 .43-48). It appears to everyone 
that it is very odd for Petruchio to be dressed like this on 
his wedding day, "[b]ut as Tranio observes he ' has some 
meaning in his mad attire . '  His dress is a parallel to 
Kate's equally 'mad' attitude which only Petruchio sees 
as being something which is donned but not so easily 
doffed as his outlandish garb" (Sanders 2). To everyone 
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else, Petruchio's clothes seem out of place, but to him, 
they are the perfect way to begin taming Kate. 

Petruchio's second display of taming genius is at his  
house, dur ing his and Kate's first meal together, "a 
travesty of a feast" (Sanders 1 ) . Before the meal begins, 
Grumio describes to Curtis Petruchio's behavior on the 
trip back from Baptista's (4 . 1 t.68-80), to which Curtis 
replies, "[b]y this reck'ning he is more shrew than she" 
(4. 1 . 8 1 ) . In this  one l ine, Curtis sums up Petruchio's 
plans and the object of his behavior at the coming meal. 
''Barking correctives about everyth ing from his slippers 
to the meat, Petruchio here intentional ly mimics 
Katherine's shrewishness, admitting later that the faults 
he finds are ' undeserved' ( 4 . 1 . 1 86)" (Christensen 32). 
Petruchio and Kate arrive, and Petruchio begins his 
performance immediately by yel l ing at his servants for 
not being at the door when he arrived (4. 1 . 1 t1 9- 1 2 1  ) . 
When the food is served, Petruchio yells at Peter, "' [t] is 
burnt, and so is all the meat. What dogs are these! 
Where is the rascal cook? How durst you, vi l lains, 
bring it from the dresser, And serve it thus to me that 
love it not?" and proceeds to throw the food and dishes 
at them (4. 1 . 1 5 5- 1 59). Kate, probably surprised by and 
uncomfortable with her new husband's actions, is, for 
once and maybe the first time, the voice of reason and 
optimism, te lling him, "[ pray you, husband, be not so 
disquiet. The meat was well if you were so contented" 
(4 . 1 . 1 62- 1 63 ), when in the past she may have made 
such remarks herself. 

Bernard J .  Paris commented that this scene shows 
Petruchio "capable of violence by capriciously beating 
his servants, with Kate vainly trying to intercede on 
their behalf' (342), but this is not altogether correct. 
Petruchio's treatment of his servants is not on a whim. 
They are helping him prove a point to Kate, and they are 
not unaware of the reasons behind his behavior. They 
live with Petruchio and no doubt know his everyday 
behavior to be contrary to his current behavior. Peter 
knows what is going on and says about Petruchio, "[h]e 
kills her in her own humor" (4. 1 . 1 74). Kate's vain inter
ception is also part of Petruchio's plan. He's helping her 
sympathetic side to come out and succeeds in doing so. 
" If  it were not for the fact that Petruchio joins her in 

deprivation of food, Kate would become a woman com-

pletely defeated by a tyrant. Petruchio's recognition that 
he is as volati le as she softens his behavior consider
ably: 'And better 'twere that both of us did fast,/Since 
of ourselves, ourselves are choleric,/Than feed it with 
such overroasted flesh' (4. 1 . 1 73-75)" (Pearson 234). 
Rather than eating in front of her, or making her leave 
while he stays to eat, Petruch io leaves the table with 
Kate, proving his behavior to be not selfish but selfless. 

Though the explanation of the wedding night is 
short, it holds a great deal of meaning. I f  all of 
Petruchio's behavior up to this point had been merely 
for his own amusement or without reason, he would 
surely choose to consummate the marriage on the wed
ding night. Instead, Petruchio chooses to "[make] a ser
mon of continency to [Kate]" ( 4 . 1 .  1 76), showing that 
be is really interested in pol ishing her character rather 
than just making her a subordinate wife. He "has the 
decency to respect Kate's person on the wedding night, 
choosing to lecture her on continence rather than enter 
the marriage bed. Surely this is an action from a many
faceted, sensitive character. Such kindness from a hus
band was not often the case in El izabethan or later 
times; many women were forced to perform in the 
bridal bed before they were ready" (Dash qtd. in 
Pearson 234). This action alone defends Petruchio 
against arguments that he is a domineering man simply 
looking for superiority over his wife. Undoubtedly, if 
Petruchio had made a different choice on the wedding 
night, the play would not be the same. 

Through all of his outrageous methods, Petruch io 
succeeds in taming Kate, and Kate "discover[s] love 
through the discovery of her own identity" (Bean 66). 
"In the process of the play, Petruchio has explained to 
Kate, with the same care and patience that he might 
have used in training his hawk, how to take her place in  
the harmony of human society" (Wil l iams 2 1  ). Kate has 
changed due to Petruchio's tam ing, and he is even will
ing to bet on it. At the banquet at the end of the play, 
Baptista says to Petruchio, "Now, in good sadness, son 
Petruchio, l think thou hast the veriest shrew of all" 
(5 .2.63-64), to which Petruchio responds, "Well, I say 
no" and suggests that each man send for his wife, and 
whoever 's wife comes first wil l  win the bet (5 .2 .65,  
1 04). Not only is Kate the only one who comes when 
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sent for-winning the bet for Petruchio--but she pro
ceeds to drag the other women into the room and scolds 
them for disrespecting their husbands. "Just as 
Petruchio enjoys making the bet, so Kate enjoys help
ing him win, as the length and care of her performance 
demonstrate (Leggatt qtd. in Pearson 237-8). (In con
trast, B ianca says to Lucentio after losing the bet for 
him, "The more fool you for laying on my duty" 
[5 .2 . 1 29] .) If Kate was unhappy in her marriage or felt 
that she had to make a speech, she would have 
undoubtedly kept quiet instead of giving a speech 
praising marriage. It is in Kate's final speech that the 
reader sees her at her finest: "[t]hy husband is thy lord, 
thy life, thy keeper, thy head, thy sovereign--one that 
cares for thee" (5.2. 1 46- 1 47). Her speech is not that of 
an inferior wife, but of a woman who loves and 
respects her husband. This is the inner Kate that had 
been h iding all the time. Pearson points out that in her 
speech, Kate "chooses to emphasize positive aspects of 
women in the context of marriage" (236), again show
ing her newfound abi lity to be optimistic. Kate has 
grown to love and respect Petruchio and has 
"achieve[d] a ful lness of life that she could not have 
enjoyed as a conventional shrew" (Shirley 2). She can 
now be appreciated for who she is by someone who 
was will ing to see her for what she was. 
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Instructor: Anne Davidovicz 
 

Assignment: 
Write a literary analysis based 

on works pertinent to the course. 

I went to find the pot of gold 
That's waiting where the rainbow ends. 
I searched and searched, and then
There it was, deep in the grass, 
Under an old and twisty bough. 
It's mine, it's mine, it's mine at last . . .  
What do I search for now? 
(Silverstein, Where the Sidewalk Ends, 166) 

What is it that humanity searches for? I f  we happen to 
discover our "treasure," wi l l  we even recognize it? I f  
we  cannot, w i l l  we  ever be sated? Or  wil l  this pursuit 
of happiness consume us? Most important, can these 
questions be answered in a poem designed for chil
dren? One of the greatest contributors to children's lit
erature is She! S ilverstein .  S ilverstein has delighted 
audiences for more than twenty-five years with his fan
tastically unique stories and poetry. Two of his most 
cherished poetry collections are Where The Sidewalk 
Ends and A Light In The Attic. S ilverstein uses his 
unparalleled abi l ity to speak to chi ldren of al l  ages to 
educate people in many ways, Some of h is  more effec
tive l()ssons have been in assisting children to utilize 

their imagination, helping parents to better understand 
their children, and exposing social problems to children 
in an effective and easily relatable way. For these rea
sons and countless others, She! S i lverstein has influ
enced the lives of m i l l ions of people around the world. 

S i lverstein's poetry is difficult to categorize. 
A lthough it is geared toward a younger audience, there 
are certain ideas that will not be fi.tlly appreciated until 
the reader has a better understanding of the world. An 
example of this can be seen in the poem. "The Little 
Boy and the Old Man": 

. . .  The little boy whispered, "I wet my pants." 
"I do that too," laughed the little old man. 
Said the little boy, "! often cty." 
The old man nodded, "So do 1." 
"But worst of all," said the boy, ''it seems 
Grown-ups don't pay attention to me." 
And he felt the warmth of a wrinkled old hand. 
"I know what you mean," said the little old man. 
(Silverstein, A Light In The Attic, 95) 

This poem can certainly be read by a child, but the con
cept wil l  not be grasped as easily. A lthough i t  seems 
that this notion is overlooked by readers of a l l  ages, a 
young reader wi l l  more certainly not be able to interpret 
the somber message S ilverstein has so effectively con
veyed, The tragic reality is that we l ive in  a society that 
blatantly disregards those who should be our most 
cherished members. We would much rather abandon 
these " little people," young and old, than utilize our 
countless resources to better understand them. 
S ilverstein  is able to approach this problem in  a simple 
way, but the poem is stil l suited for a mature audience. 
This diverse age-appropriateness is apparent through
out both collections, but this is part of what makes them 
so appealing to readers. A four-year-old child can enjoy 
the rhythmic verses of"lckle Me, Pickle Me, Tickle Me 

oo," (Silverstein, Where The Sidewalk Ends·, 1 6), and 
in the same book, a thirteen-year-old can easily relate 
o the story of"Sick" (Silverstein, Where The Sidewalk 
nds, 58), conveying the exquisite agony of little 
eggy Ann McKay, a seasoned actress trying to con

vince her mother to let her stay home from school. 
egardless of the difficulty level, each poem is beauti

uly written, using i llustrative language and rhymes. 
I n  addition to his writings, S ilverstein  also con-
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tributed all of the i l lustrations in  each of the books. His 
drawing style is not overly complicated, but the details 
he is able to isolate make the i llustrations come alive, 
Silverstein's use of shading and texture are essential to 
his artistic design. Sometimes the characters are little 
more than glorified stick figures, as in "Hug 0' War" 
(Silverstein, Where The Sidewalk Ends, 1 9). Yet, i n  
other poems, he employs classical artistic techniques, 
such as the stippling used to show layers of fi lth on 
"The Ditties! Man Al ive" (Silverstein, Where The 
Sidewalk Ends, 96). Regardless of which style he 
chooses, S ilverstein  is able to captivate his audience. 
Whether the reader is laughing at the king's pmtrait in 
"Peanut Butter Sandwich" (from Where The Sidewalk 
Ends), or learning some basic language in  "Deaf 
Donald" (from A Light In The Attic), S ilverstein  never 
disappoints. 

One of the most magnificent aspects of Si lverstein's 
poetry is his incredible ability to inspire imagination. 
This is beautifully demonstrated in the poem "What's 
I n  The Sack?": 

What's in the sack? What's in the sack? 
Is it some mushrooms or is it the moon? 
. . . What's in the sack? That's all they ask me. 
Could it be popcorn or marbles or books? 
. . .  Is it a rock or a rolled-up giraffe? 
Is it pickles or nickels or busted bicycles? 
And if we guess it, will you give us half? 
"What's in the sack"" I 'm blowin' my stack 
At the next one who asks me, ''What's in the sack?" 
What? 
Oh no. Not you , too! 
(Silverstein, Where The Sidewalk Ends, I l l ) 

If the text does not encomage the reader to wonder 
what exactly is in that sack, the accompanying i l lustra
tion surely wil l .  It shows a man hunched over, hauling 
an enormous bag of something. This something is never 
revealed, leaving the readers to conjure up any number 
of possibi l ities on their own. Or perhaps the story of"If 
The World Was Crazy," from S ilverstein's Where Ihe 
Sidewalk Em!.� is more intriguing: 

If the world was crazy, you know what I 'd  do? 
l'd walk on the ocean and swim in  my shoe, 
I 'd  fly through the ground and I'd skip through 

the air, 
I'd run down the bathtub and bathe on 

the stair ( 146). 

One of the many benefits of reading is that a child is 
allowed to envision anything. The possibilities are end
less! Unfmtunately, this is not an option for a child 
playing a video game or watching television. The child 
can only experience the story through the eyes of the 
directors and designers. This is a major d isadvantage 
faced by the youth of today. Children find themselves 
lost without the comfort of their electrical umbilical 
cords. 

This theory can be better explained by examining 
the story of Si lverstein's "Jimmy Jet And His TV Set," 
a sad tale of a young boy who was constantly immersed 
in his television shows: 

I ' l l  tell you the story of Jimmy Jet-
And you know what I tell you is true. 
He loved to watch his TV set 
Almost as much as you. 
. . .  He watched till his eyes were frozen wide, 
And his bottom grew into his chair. 
. .  . And his brains turned into TV tubes, 
And his face to a TV screen . 
. .  . And he grew a plug that looked like a tail 
So we plugged in little Jim. 
And now instead of him watching TV 
We all sit around and watch him . 
(Where The Sidewalk Ends 28-29) 

The i l lustration that accompanies this story is ridicu
lous, yet dismal at the same time. It shows poor little 
Jimmy, plugged into the wall while his fami ly sits in  
front of him, enjoying their show. Although this i s  an 
obvious impossibility, the story sti l l  serves its purpose. 
That picture of l ittle Jimmy should be disconcerting 
enough to help children realize that the world does not 
revolve around a television screen, and that there are 
real people they must interact with in order to function 
i n  society. Another example of this would be 
Si lverstein's poem "Channels": 

. . .  Channel 7 and Channel 8� 
Just old movies, not so great. 
Channel 9's a waste of time. 
Channel I 0 is off, my child. 
Wouldn't you like to talk awhile? 
(A Light In The Attic, 87) 

This message may be even more significant than that of 
Jimmy Jet. "Channels" is a reminder to parents that 
they need to be active participants in  their child's l ife. 

1 03 



Is There a Light at the End of the Sidewalk? 

Contrary to popular belief, it is acceptable for a parent 
to occassionally turn off the television and engage a 
chi ld in a real conversation. The more technological 
advances society creates, the more difficult it is for par
ents to be successful in this endeavor. Children of the 
twenty-first century are constantly being inundated 
with the latest technology gadgets. This should make 
parents realize that th is lesson has an even greater value 
today. Without any direction, chi ldren will simply plop 
down in front of any available screen. Children should 
be advancing, not stagnating in a virtual vacuum. 

Although Si lverstein's writing can be didactic, his 
messages are often times conflicted. One poem, such as 

"With His Mouth Full Of Food," te lls the tale of 
Milford Dupree, who refused to stop talking with his 
mouth ful l :  

His mother said, "Milford, it's crude and it's lewd 
To talk with your mouth full  of food . 
. . .  His dad said, "Get married or go get tattooed, 
But don 't talk with your mouth ful l  of food. 
. . .  So they sent for the gluer and had his mouth glued 
' Cause he talked with his mouth full of food. 
Now instead of "Good morning," he says 

"Gnu murnood, 
1 wun tuk win mny marf furu foog." 
(Silverstein, Where The Sidewalk Ends, 1 28) 

This poem helps children learn a valuable, albeit harsh, 
lesson in table manners. Yet on the very next page of 
Where The Sidewalk Ends, the reader finds the poem 
"My Hobby," which describes a young chi ld's delight 
with mischief: 

I used to think l ife was a bore, 
But I don 't feel  that way anymore, 
As I count up the hits, 
As I smi le as I sit, 
As I spit from the twenty-sixth floor. ( 1 29) 

Unlike Milford Dupree, this child is not punished or 
criticized by Silverstein. If anything, he is somewhat 
encouraged. The child is enjoying this bad behavior 
without facing any consequences for it. In fact, 
Silverstein actually has more poems about rewarding 
bad manners than correcting them. For every lesson 
taught, such as "Sarah Cynthia Sylvia Stout Would Not 
Take The Garbage Out," (from Where the Sidewalk 
Ends), there are two poems to refute it, such as "How 

Not To Have To Dry The Dishes," (from A Light In The 
Attic), a poem describing a method of avoiding house
work, or "The Googies Are Coming" (from Where The 
Sidewalk Ends), which assures chi ldren that "the goo

gies" will not take them away if they are "bad." 
What message is Silverstein truly attempting to con

vey? Should children feel free to misbehave? Or should 
they learn from his characters ' mistakes? The answer is 
simple: children will respond to both scenarios. No 
child can be only good or bad; they will  undoubtedly be 
well behaved one moment and become a rage of emo
tions the next. Si lverstein's poetry is conflicted because 
children themselves are. This is what makes his writing 
so provocative. He realizes that children need to v iew 
both sides of any situation in order to learn the appro
priate ways of dealing with l ife. A reader or parent can
not expect children to believe that every character is 
virtuous and trustworthy. A chi ld needs exposure to 
both good and evil, in varying degrees, in order to fully 
understand the balance of life. Si lverstein  provides this 
exposure in a fashion that is easy to connect with and is 
suitable for children of all ages. 

As children grow older, different lessons need to be 
explored. The focus shifts from a simple definition of 
what is "good" or "bad" to more complex issues, such 
as tolerance. This is indeed a difficult subject for many 
parents to explain because they themselves are often not 
able to practice what they might preach. Nevertheless, 
children need to learn how to become tolerant of one 
another, especially in a society that places so much 
emphasis on appearances. It seems improbable that a 
collection of children's poetry would be able to shed any 
light on this complicated issue; however, often, the 
answer to life's queries can be discovered in the most 
unl ikely places. Take the poem "Colors," for example: 

My skin is kind of sort of brownish 
Pinkish yellowish white. 
My eyes are greyish blueish green . 
. . . My hair is reddish blondish brown, 
But it's silver when it's wet. 
And all the colors I am inside 
have not been invented yet. 
(Silverstein, Where The Sidewalk Ends, 24) 

Silverstein used his tremendous abi lity to speak to chi l
dren to convey the message that a person need not fit 

1 04 



The Harper Anthology 

into a stereotype or accept a label .  Hopefully, it makes 
the reader realize that the color of his or her skin really 
does not matter. Although the impact of the poem 
directly correlates with the age and aptitude of the 
reader, the lesson can sti l l  be appreciated. 

Another example of this is the poem "No 
Difference," also from Si lverstein's Where The 
Sidewalk Ends. It expresses the issue in a wonderfully 
simple way: 

Small as a peanut, 
Big as a giant, 
We're all the same size 
When we turn off the I ight. 
. . .  Red, black or orange, 
Yellow or white, 
We all look the same 
When we turn off the l ight. 
So maybe the way 
To make everything right 
Is for God to just reach out 
And turn off the I ight! (8 1 )  

Granted, the language i s  simple, and the idea i s  not 
unique. But if a chi ld, a teenager, or even an adult, can 
read this short poem and gain even the smallest amount 
of perspective, imagine the impact that person might 
have on the world. 

To conclude, She! S i lverstein has been a constant 
influence on chi ldren's l iterature for many years. His 
rhythmic verses and intriguing illustrations appeal to 
readers of all ages. Silverstein uses his l iterary platform 
to discuss issues that might otherwise not reach chil
dren. Whether it be to turn off the television and enjoy 
the company of our fami ly, or to help us to understand 
that there are many facets in l ife, and that it is not easy 
to assign ourselves to p laying only one role, Silverstein 
is able to express these thoughts in a clear and concise 
manner. Si lverstein's poetry may even open our eyes to 
a world that needs kindness, compassion, and under
standing in order to sustain itself, and to a world that 
we may not have real ized existed, even though it is 
ours. Whatever the reason, Silverstein 's writing has the 
uncanny abil ity to speak to people; maybe we should 
all learn to listen more closely. 
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Compose u narrative essay thate

provides a vivid picture of someone. 

Was it a memory of his mother, or just a family tale he 
heard from his father over the years? He was four or 
five at the time; he cannot remember for certain .  He 
had a habit of playing with bees. A ray of sunshine 
beamed through the overhanging canopy of cherry tree 
leaves in his parents' back garden. His soft orange 
locks glowed flippantly in the afternoon 's sun, gently 
stroked by the summer breeze. Like confetti sprinkled 
by the sun, golden freckles covered his face. With 
chubby l ittle fingers he would mindfully pick up a bee 
from the flower, then solemnly talk to it, sharing the 
undisclosed secrets of the universe, and put it back 
from where it came. This would continue for a whi le, 
one bee, one secret, at a time. None of the bees ever 
stung him, showing their understanding for his earnest 
knowledge crusade. Suddenly, piercing the boundaries 
of his clandestine world, a voice came in: "Paul . . .  
Paul . . .  Paul David . . .  Come right here. What in the 
world has gotten into you this time?'' His mother stood 
at the back entrance to the house, waiting for him to 
join the rest of the family for the afternoon's meal . H is 
father and older brother sat properly behind the neatly 
set table, staring off impatiently through the kitchen's 
window, all to ready to start the dinner. He shoved his 
little hands into the side pockets of his knee breeches, 
and slowly, not thrilled by the abrupt interruption, shuf
fled across the lawn toward where his mother stood. Up 
close he could discern a subtle and sweet aroma of her 
lavender perfume. With a nagging urgency for her 
attention, he laid his head on her sun-warmed hand; he 
tugged lightly on the silky, blue floral dress. Very gen
tly she looked down at him, and with the utmost care 
put her hand on his unruly red-golden strands and 
stroked them tenderly. Then, with a soft push forward, 
she nudged him into the house. 

He was a good kid, maybe a l ittle bit too exuberant 
and intense, but stil l  a good kid. So what if the family's 
nickname for him was the "Antichrist" and more than 
one aunt crossed her fingers each time he crossed the 
threshold of her house. An occasional dent in the law 
might have happened. Let's say, what if he just hap
pened to hold a stick (very innocently he might add), 
and the neighbor's kid just happened to walk by and 
throw a piece of dirt at him, and then the stick just hap-
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pened to end up in the other kid's left ear? This is not 
exactly something that one could have prevented. Even 
his parents c laimed he was an exasperating, but still a 
good, child. From underneath the orange mop, a pair of 
blue eyes shone with an unbroken confidence of one 
who yet knew no fear. The golden freckles basked in 
the afternoon sun with an unshaken attitude. "A little 
baked bean," he would comment years later. His child
hood drawings from that time, all bright and bold col
ors, reflected the world around him. 

Just about the time he turned fourteen, things began 
to go awry. Life decided to put its own, more rough 
strokes on his young life's canvas, marking occasional
ly gray and dark spots. First, from a perfectly decent 
face, a nose started to emerge in a very disturbing fash
ion, considering it seemed to know no boundaries in 
how far it might go. The chin concluded that it too 
could render some damage, and it did. Finally, both 
called it quits. The freckles stayed and became even 
more prominent than before. Needless to say, his rela
tionship with women changed forever. He picked up 
chess as a diversion from the constant chaos of unruly 
thoughts. It was about that time, completely unawares, 
that a tremendous black blotch stained his life forever, 
covering its bright colors and intricate lines. It did not 
seem feasible that anyone could ever restore and make 
them shine again. An irrevocable injury was caused, or 
was it? 

It all started with the news of his grandfather 's pass
ing away. He felt very ambivalent about it. Namely, he 
did not know how to feel at all .  He was supposed to feel 
sorry, but somehow he felt more oblivious than strick
en by grief. The funeral itself-your typical family 
members' reunion--<lid not intrigue him a bit. As usual, 
there was lots of commotion, black veils, crying aunts, 
overconspicuous hushed prayers by the coffin, and loud 
exchanges in the nearby kitchen. The burial itself 
would have been uneventful, except for the fact he was 
to bury that day all for which he ever cared. It was then, 
in the midst of the proceedings, that his mother col
lapsed. Shortly after, she was gone. All happened so 
quickly, with no warning, almost matter-of-factly. In  
the hospital, the family was told she suffered a brain 
hemorrhage. He was so shocked, soaked in despair and 

sorrow, that he unconsciously blocked her image, mak
ing himself unable to remember what she looked like. 
The warmth of her caring touch, a gentle hand stroking 
his hair, a subtle waft of the lavender, and a confident 
ear at which a secret could be left were all gone. 

After her death, as he would recall years later, "the 
home turned into a house." His father worked long 
hours at the post office, providing for the family. He 
was a strict, no-nonsense man, more or less cynical at 
times, but overall a good and decent man. However, he 
was not one who would preoccupy his l ittle precious 
time with things so trivial as a fourteen-year-old's feel
ings. Neither was his brother, who on occasion would 
side with his father, and most of the time was caught up 
in his own affairs anyway. Paul fought with him con
stantly. "The blood is sti l l  on the kitchen's wall," he 
would remark years later. Sometimes he took long 
walks along the industrial river banks. Unable to fight 
them back, his tears mixed and mingled with the murky 
waters of the Liffey. Feelings of loneliness and aban
donment surged within him and more than once were 
spiked with anger and restlessness. At other times, 
being home alone, he would walk down the dark stair
ways into the kitchen, each time hoping, holding his 
breath, ful l  of expectation--only to encounter an 
evening dusk settling upon the wal ls, softly engulfing 
the place in a mournful silence. The pans and the worn 
down sink quietly reflected the dead light of the street 
corner's lamp. How much he wished that at those times 
he could hear her gentle footsteps, a rustling of her 
ever-starched apron as she busied herself around the 
kitchen's counter to prepare a supper for them al l .  A 
heavy ticking of the clock would remind him there 
would be no more suppers together. 

Three years passed, monotonous though stormy at 
times. She appeared out of nowhere. A tiny girl, big 
mahogany eyes, and a l ittle brown pony tail. He had 
seen her before but did not pay much attention to her. 
Then things started to change. Her soft giggle became 
more apparent, the little sparks in her eyes more visible, 

her smile almost irresistible. That day she was standing 
with her girlfriend by her locker after classes. He 
approached her, and with no hint of inhibition, which 
came to him naturally, he offered to carry her books 
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home. She said, ''No." She told her friend, "I don't want 
to be one of Paul's girls." Giving up a cause was not one 
of his traits . In the days to come, he hunted her in the 
manner of a tenacious miniature schnauzer in heat. He 
made up for his stature with his cunning wit. He begged, 
pleaded, followed, and enchanted her with his humor. In 
the end, whether she was so worn out by his  advances, 
or felt pity for him and could not resist his impish grin, 
she allowed h im to carry her books. A new l ight entered 
through the broken cracks of his shattered life. She 
became his friend, confidante, his best buddy. She made 
sure he ate, had lunch for school, and had both socks on 
his feet. With warmth and affection, she picked up 
where his mother left off. This developed a strong feel
ing between them, one which would grow even stronger 
with the years to come. 

Now, twenty-three years since he made his first 
offer, she is sti ll here. She continues to make sure he 
has on both socks and no soup on his tie. She supports 
and provides guidance for all of his endeavors, no mat
ter how dubious they may seem at times. He knows she 
is the one who is always ready to bring him back to 
earth when he goes off tilting at windmills. And after 
all that time, she is stil l  fascinated by his devil ish grin 
and taken by the reflection of endless gratitude in the 
deep blue mirrors of his eyes. She continues to teach 
him how to rediscover delicate hues of the rainbow, a 
new palette of colors in his life. 

Evaluation: Gabriella s stylistically advanced writing 
reminds readers and writers of the undeniable power 
of carefully chosen diction. The craft with which she 
renders an image is meticulously fluid. In other words, 
she chooses each word as if there was no choice at all. 

1 0 8  
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A Fly on the Wall 

Dianne Pizzo 
Course: English 1 0 1  (Composition) 

Instructor: Jessica Walsh 

Assignment: 
Write a descriptive essay about 

a place that is important to you. 

February in Okinawa reminded me of July in Chicago. 
It was an outdoor sauna; the heat hung in the air. With 
clothes and hair drooping, I knew any attempt to look 
fresh and clean was futile. Wafting across the tarmac 
were damp and earthy aromas mingling with airplane 
fumes, causing my stomach to churn. My flying com
panions and I were herded, sheep-like, into a customs 
room where we stood shoulder to shoulder and watched 
strangers search through our personal belongings. The 
needs for showers and clean clothes among us were dis
turbingly obvious as I wished myself somewhere more 
pleasant. I suddenly spied a glass wall across the room, 
holding back an anxious-looking group, including my 
husband, who had arrived in Japan three months earli
er with his Air Force squadron. Using him as a focal 
point, I breathed through my mouth until finally, I was 
given my bags and permitted to leave. 

People pushed past us to the outside, where the sun 
became an immediate threat to my pale February skin. 
Clearly displeased, my husband took me directly to a 
place that changed my attitude about Okinawa. The Sea 
Wall, (or just "the wall," as I would call it), was only 

twenty minutes from our house. Affording an amazing 
view of the ocean, the street that ran adjacent to the 
wall reminded me of Lake Shore Drive with Lake 
Michigan in the background. Unlike Chicago, parallel 
parking was provided along the length of the sea wall, 
yielding a dozen or so parking spaces. 

Standing atop the wall for the first time, I felt invin
cible, reminiscent of the children's game "King of the 
Mountain." The ocean was magnificent; diamond stud
ded waves grabbed the sunlight and drew it down. I 
strained my eyes in an attempt to separate the water 
from the sky. I couldn't compare this awesome experi
ence to anything in the midwest and had to wonder if 
anyone born here could appreciate the wall as I did. 

Beauty by common definition would not describe 
the sea wall, so I must have been seeing it through rose
colored glass (as my mother would say). I was fasci
nated by it as well as humbled by its enormity. The wall 
snaked down the coast, with no tail end in sight. My 
problems became much smaller as I sat on the wide 
gray blocks of the wall. In the noonday sun, the tem
peratures soared, yet the stones remained cool to the 
touch. More surprising was the warmth those same 
stones retained in the evening, making it comfortable to 
linger at the wall long after the sun went down. The 
smooth surface and spacing of the stones convinced me 
that whoever had designed the wall not only expected 
visitors but considered their needs. 

Leaning back and napping on the rocks was a 
favorite pastime of the elderly, especially. The length of 
the wall, comparable to three football fields, was clearly 
its most impressive feature, offering more resting spots 
than were ever needed. The hard gray slabs overlapped 
each other, restraining the ocean's constant waves and 
tides. So solidly was it built, that even the typhoons (nat
ural occurrences during the summer and fall) could not 
damage the wall. Debris thrown from the ocean in the 
form of seaweed or the occasional shell were the only 
visible signs that a powerful storm had passed. 

At the bottom of the wall where the stones touched 
the ocean and continued their descent into the clear 
water, a bright green moss grew. Vibrant in color, it con
trasted with the weather-worn gray of the steps. Inviting 
a closer look, the moss' texture was thick and soft, 
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tempting me often. After walking barefoot down the 
twenty steps where l could see the ocean's floor, I took 
my usual seat on the last dry stone. Clutching the 
smoothed, hard corners of it, I ran my feet slowly and 
deliberately across the luxuriously tine blades. The 
calming effect I received turned this act into one of my 
few rituals. Lining the edge ofthe wall, like a miniature 
hedge, the moss waved harmlessly. Dangerously hidden 
was the sl ippery center of the moss, which could send 
an unsuspecting visitor into the water. With nothing but 
the deceptive moss to grasp, climbing out unassisted 
would be nearly impossible. 

The native Okinawans and their children fished reg
ularly at the wall. Their ability to walk or even skip 
from one favored place to another across the slick moss 
impressed me. Skil l and sportsmanship were often test
ed whenever there was a fish on the line. I witnessed a 
dizzying dance of balance as an older man searched for 
his dinner on one visit to the wall. His fishing technique 
consisted of jerking the pole backward over his shoul
der and alternately scooping down into the water with 
a net. His seesaw movements resembled a chicken 
pecking at seeds. While the waves lapped playfully at 
h is  feet, he swayed to soundless music as I held my 
breath. 

Leaning too far over the water ended his struggle, 
after a sudden splash caused h im unwillingly to release 
his catch. The man was stunned but wasted little time 
recovering t!·om the spill .  Like a wet cat, he sprang 
tl·om the water, shaking fi·om the cold and spitting mad. 
Making his way to the top of the wall, he avoided my 
eyes in embarrassment, looking tired and defeated. As 
l stood to offer him an unopened bag of chips, he 
slowed his advance until he was close enough to touch. 
With squinting eyes, he examined the chips closely and 
then turned his attention to me, contemplating. I smiled 
sympathetically and extended my offering of condo
lence. I don't know what he said, but the old Okinawan 
fisherman accepted the chips and I never saw him 
again, although l think of him from time to time. 

The wall was a gathering place for young and old, 
family and friends. Being culturally disadvantaged, I 
was rarely atforded the opportunity to interact with the 
locals. Easily distracted, l was usually content to watch 

(with interest) anything of matter, including the care
free children who spent late afternoons skipping rocks 
into the waves or playing tag across the huge steps. 
Parents or older siblings supervised and often talked 
amongst themselves, taking turns to yell at the younger 
ones who approached the water fearlessly. 

I sat and observed at the wall and listened for the 
most amazing sound I know. I was never kept waiting 
for long as laughter rang and then echoed past me. 
Children and adults sang with the sound of church 
bells. Their joyful noise carried far !hl!n where they 
congregated, to where I sat, battling homesickness. I 
hungered for laughter daily. Sometimes, just the sound 
of others caught up in their light-headed and light
hearted effects were enough to make me forget my 
longing for home and nunily. Having a husband i n  the 
Air Foree meant spending large amounts oftime alone. 
Without excursions to the wall, my loneliness would 
have been devastating. I admittedly took comfort in  
knowing my tears were not alone in eroding the wall's 
stones, when like laughter, my ctying had become 
habitual. 

It was possible to fal l  in love at the wall, or out of 
love, or to refuse it entirely. I shamelessly spied on a 
young Okinawan man crying near the feet of a young 
lady. Speaking rapidly, he begged to be heard. He 
pleaded for attention with his eyes, yet she was deter
mined to avoid his gaze. Sitting rigidly on the step 
above him, she kept her eyes fixed on some faraway 
object, which I couldn't locate. As her admirer pro
duced a small box from his pocket, he ceased speaking 
and raised the gift toward her. At this time, l could have 
left the young couple to their business, yet I was com
pelled to see if the gift would be accepted. Suddenly, 
the girl sprang up from the step, calling to mind the old 
fisherman in his p l ight. A gentle breeze came in from 
the ocean then, and I could smell her light flowery per
fume. She floated, leat� l ike, as if caught up in an 
autumn wind. The young lady spun around silently 
until she faced the top of the wall. Her skirt swirled 
around her legs like a dancer's, as gracefully, almost 
effortlessly, she ascended the stones, never looking 
back. Mesmerized, the boy and I looked cxpectedly 
after her. It was clear she would not return, yet the 
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young man still remained. Although I sought to comfort 
him, I had no chips of condolence to offer this time. 
Instead, I left him in sol itude. 

The wall was a place to come or go freely. When 
there was nowhere else to go, or life was too confusing, 
or when a good laugh or cty or both would help, the 
wall permitted it. During the three years I l ived in 
Okinawa, I cherished my time at the wall. I experienced 
many emotions at the wall, some mine and others clear
ly borrowed. The people that came to fish, watch a sun
set, or just sleep were simply strangers, most of whom 
I never interacted with. We were all looking for some
thing, and we shared that connection. Whether it was 
companionship, inspiration, peace, or a place to rest, 
we had needs that the wall would fulfi l l .  The wall was 
old when I came to Okinawa, and l remain content 
knowing it will be there, offering the same strength to 
those who visit it, long after I 've left the Earth. 

Evaluation: Diannea:, essay is filled with vivid images 
and enriching details. She truly brings the reader with 
her 011 this voyage of memmy. 

I I I  
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Deciphering 

Dove's 

"Days tar" 

Tracy Ratio 
Course: Literature 1 05 (Poetry) 

Instructor: Barbara Butler 

Assignment: 
Write an ana(vtical essay about a poem. 

The days of marriage and motherhood are oftentimes 
referred to as the most blessed and monumental in a 
woman's life.  These experiences, however, may some
times fail  to bring the anticipated joy and happiness 
and, instead, prove to be suffocating for some women. 
Rita Dove tackles this tumultuous topic in her poem 
"Daystar," in which a mother copes with her need for 
independence while remaining tied to her fami ly. 
Through Dove's precise contrasts using imagery and 
tone, it is evident that the mother depicted in th is 
intense poem is desperately trying to escape the reali
ties of her everyday life by mentally runn ing to a dream 
world she has created. 

An array of circumstances the mother wishes to hide 
from is scattered throughout the poem. The terminolo
gy used creates a negative attitude surrounding these 
instances, suggesting to the reader that the woman 
indeed desires a momentary departure from the rigma
role of her life.  For instance, there are "diapers on the 
l ine, I a doll slumped behind the door" (2-3 ), which 
need to be picked up before the mother can think of 
herself. Her children are also in need of attention, giv
ing her "an hour, at best, before Liza appeared I pout
ing from the top ofthe stairs" ( 1 2). Her lack of freedom 
is even more apparent by Liza's adamant demand to 
know "just what was mother doing I out back with the 
field mice" ( 1 3) .  Relations with her husband are also 
unsatisfactory; the mother has to sustain Thomas 
"lurching" into her, a harsh and biting term to use to 
describe the act of lovemaking. The downtrodden and 
heavy hearted imagery used here, created by words 
such as "slumped," "pouting," and "lurched," magni
fies the mother's d iscontent and provides legitimate 
reasons for her mental exodus. 

The motive established, thi s  hapless female is ready 
to escape. She "[lugs] a chair behind the garage," sig
naling that she desires the privacy she seldom experi
ences (4) .  During these precious moments, the woman 
has no obligations-she is neither mother nor wife
and passes time as she chooses. S imple things l ike 
floating maple leaves and forgotten cricket skins quiet
ly amuse her while she " [builds] her palace" ( 1 6). 
When life becomes unbearable, she will secretly run 
away to this palace by thinking "of that place that was 



The Harper Anthology 

hers for an hour where I she was nothing, I pure noth
ing, in the middle of the day" ( 1 9-22). Chores, children, 
and husbands wil l  all d isappear, virtually ceasing to 
exist, and when she closes her eyes, she will "see only 
her own vivid blood" ( 1 1  ). Her time and body may 
belong to her fam ily, but she alone controls her 
thoughts and dreams. Utilizing these, seemingly her 
only possessions, the woman is able to fly away from 
her domestic unhappiness. 

Clever contrasts also add to the intensity and mean
ing of the poem.  The disparity between the harshness of 
reality and the beauty of the woman's fantasy helps 
make the humdrum aspects of her life stand out all the 

more. The woman's daily life appears insufferable 
when compared to the purity of the nothingness of her 
dreams. Readers are confronted with a lurching, pinch
ing, slumping world and then introduced to a heavenly 
world filled with palaces and purity. Common poetic 
devices are unnecessary; the emotion and helplessness 
of the woman are easily felt thanks to the precision of 
Dove's word choices. 

The trapped woman's struggle to cope with daily 
strife comes to life in Dove's "Daystar." Outstanding 
imagery evokes sympathy and compassion, while cre
ating two conflicting worlds where reality and fantasy 
clash . An everyday scene is magically infused with 
conflict, pain, and despair, as a simple woman-who 
represents many women-is forced to confront her life 
choices. Through the simple manipulation of vocabu
lary, Dove majestically portrays the desperate escape of 
one woman running from truth to secret desire. 

Evaluation: Tracy offers a sensitive interpretation of 
the poem "Daystar. " Her sophisticated style and 
efective f incorporation of passages from the poem 
strengthen her insightful analysis. 
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For the Union Dead: 

Communiques 

from Colonel Shaw 
Paul Ro/li11s 

Courses: History 2 1 2  (Recent American H istory) 
and Literature 222 (Recent American Literature) 
Instructors: Tom DePalma and Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
Respond creatively to something 

1-ve -'ve studied this semester. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

April I ,  2002 

It was with quivering fingers that I pried open your mis
sive in response to my March letter. Mine was merely a 
rhetorical device. I am amazed it came to your attention, 
but even more confounded that you replied. I am most 
gratefu l  to you even if I must point out that first-class 
mail now requires more than the two-cent postage you 
affixed. 

You suggest in your reply that a continuing corre
spondence between the two of us might be useful in 
answering certain questions each of us may have. I look 
forward to being of service to you. 

This Robert Lowell whom you inquired about should 
be fami liar to you. You' l l  recall that your sister married 
a Lowell at just about the time your regiment departed 
for South Carolina via the transport ship "De Malay." It 
should please you to know this "Rob" is the son of the 
son of the Lowell your sister married. In other words, 
the poet is your great-grand-nephew and proud, indeed, 
was he of you. 

Now, I have this question for you. I 'm aware you are 
conversant with Latin, having been introduced to that 
language by the Jesuits at Fordham Preparatory well 
before you entered Harvard. You' l l  note the number of 
the verb has been changed from third person singular 

(Relinquit) to third person plural (Relinquent). Does it 
disturb you that 1 00 years alter your death, the words 
used to originally memorialize you have now been 
expanded to include your troopers? 

Frankly, I do not know the answer to your question 
as to why the aquarium was razed. Did you know the 
original aquarium? Was it there in your time? I know 
there were several throughout the countries you traveled 
with your father. I think the tirst one just outlived its 
usefulness. Your grand nephew, "Rob," missed it just as 
you must have, gazing in  its direction for so many years 
from your perch atop St. Gaudens' memorial. But mark 
it up to progress. Boston needs parking spaces. Though 
you are elevated, you still can't see much beyond the 
common boundaries. I f  you could, you'd realize that 
metropolitan Boston extends for tens of miles in all 
d irections. Even the recreation tields you knew so well 
at Harvard now extend far westward, beyond Acton. 
Automobiles are needed to carry people from the out
skirts to downtown Boston. Those autos must be 
parked. The aquarium made its departure so as to pro
vide a roost for those vehicles when not engaged. 

It should be of interest to you that an aquarium does 
still exist. You'l l  find it about ten miles southeast of 
your present location, along Route 3, right by the 
Kennedy Memorial Library and close by the Boston 
Harbor. Not a bad relocation, I ' m  sure you' l l  agree. 

You raised a question about the "bronze weathervane 
cod" (940). The cod, of course, was-·-and is-of great 
economic and symbolic significance to the 
Commonwealth. The item of your inquiry still sits upon 
the peak of the new Aquarium. 

Sir, let me ask a question of you now. Your grand
nephew (I'm going to call him Rob from now on if you 
don't object) described the machinery working around 
your pediment in unique ways. He used the words "yel
low d inosaur steam shovels," "a girdle of orange," and 
"Puritan pumpkin-colored girders" (940). What was 
your reaction to their onslaught--did they frighten you? 
After all, these implements of construction and the pre
cautions taken to shore up the buildings in the sur
rounding area may have been unfamiliar to you. I 'm 
sure you' l l  agree their vivid colors warn passersby that 
they should mind their step. But the noise and commo
tion may have been a disturbance to your repose. On the 
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other hand, the "Puritan pumpkin-colored girders" may 
have suggested your Pi lgrim heritage. 

By your leave, Colonel, ! must now bring this epistle 
to a conclusion. I hope I have provided you with some 
of the information you requested. I am processing all 
sorts of questions I'd like to pose to you. I trust it would 
not be presumptuous of me to suggest we attempt to 
continue this correspondence. 

Your obedient servant, 

Paul M. Rollins (Lieutenant, U.S.M.C., ret.) 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

April 6, 2002 

Dear Lieutenant Rollins, 

It is with pleasure that [ accept your invitation to an 
exchange of correspondence. !gunderstand certain of my 
biographers have referred to my letters to family and 
fi·iends while I was with the Grand Army of the 
Republic as the most voluminous and erudite in U.S. 
mil itary history. Shall we begin? 

The yellow dinosaur steam shovels you inquired 
about did not fi-ighten me, though they did make me 
curious. To me, they seemed to be some sort of device a 
detail of sappers would use in "our" war. I quickly 
learned your modern instruments were noisy, but harm
less to one as "out of bounds" as myself. Over the years 
I've been on this Common, looking out at the State 
House entrance, I have accepted the erratic movement 
of those carts you refer to as autos. l also understand that 
such vehicles must be put up in multi-story stalls. Much 
more fussy than a good steed, l would say. 

I f  you come across that St. Gaudens fellow, please 
tell him I think he did a marvelous job in portraying my 
black troopers, and the manner in which he molded 
myself upon my charger was truly outstanding. That's 
called "bas relief," [ believe. That "bell cheeked Negro 
intimtry" phrase was an interesting one. I presume the 
poet was referring to the medium in which the frieze 
was cast. It was the same alloy of bronze and brass used 
in  rendering a church bell. Who was that one who 
coined that turn of phrase? 

With much affection 

R. G. S. (Col., G.A.R.) 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

April I I ,  2002 

Dear Colonel, 

Yours of the 6th was received and read with fascina
tion today. I pray, however, that in the future you would 
address me simply as Paul. My military career was long 
ago, and using the title of rank was simply an affectation 
on my part to gain your attention. 

"lo answer your two latest questions, let me say that 
William James, a friend of your fami ly and one-time 
professor at Harvard, coined the phrase "bell checked 
Negro infanl!y" (940). He composed a poem for the 
dedication of your statue, and that was one of his most 
telling lines. Had you l ived, undoubtedly, the two of you 
would have been well acquainted. He also penned the 
words, "you could almost hear the bronze Negroe's 
breath." That is attention getting, don't you think? Do 
you know when your monument was dedicated in 1 897, 
the surviving members of your regiment--black and 
whitc-..came back for the ceremony? How does that 
ballad go, "Old soldiers never die, they just fade away?" 

Now, my question for you--Rob's poem makes the 
statement, "Their monument sticks like a fishbone in the 
city's throat" (940). Do you have a notion as to what he 
is driving at with those words? When you last saw 
Boston on your parade to board the steamship De 
Molay, just two months before the assault on Fort 
Wagner, the entire city turned out to show their support 
for your crusade. Do you think Boston in 1 963, 1 978 or 
2002 woud be as supportive of your military, of your 
efforts to integrate blacks into the warp and woof of 
New England society? 

I must leave you now, but, hopefully, we will be con
versing soon again. 

Sincerely yours, 

Paul Rollins 

P.S. Just for your perusal, l am enclosing herewith a 
copy of the poem that your grand-nephew delivered in  
1 963 . 

1 1 5  



For the Union Dead: Communiques from Colonel Shaw 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

April 1 4, 2002 

Dear Mister Rollins, 

Thank you for your attentive reply to my last mis
sive. I'm deeply touched to know my memory continues 
to shine among my extended family. 

You raised the question about the simile of the fish
bone-of course I do! U p  until that silly "new barbed 
and galvanized fence" (940) went up, there was a news 
kiosk right below my perch. I could look out and read 
the front page of the Globe. I knew the contemporary 
citizens of Boston--at least those centering on 
"Southey" and Dorchester---found the memorial to a 
white leader of black troopers to be an anachronism. 
Keep in mind, sir, I was not a pacifist. I was not an abo
litionist. Those were not the banners under which I 
marched. Keep in mind also I was 25 years old almost 
to the day when I died. I had little time to formulate a 
political philosophy. If anything, you could best call me 
a "paternalist." I suppose that would mean it was the 
duty of us Caucasians to be mindful of our black broth
ers as a father would of a child. Had l lived longer, I 
might have been able to formulate a more complete phi
losophy relative to the African. 

Let me express my sincere thanks for your sending 
the complete text of Rob's poem. I'm particularly 
impressed by his description of my physical presence. 
You know, l actually was quite short-less than five 
feet, seven inches, but the "compass-needle" (940) 
metaphor adds several inches to my self-perception. I 'm 
flattered by the subtle meaning of those words. The 
direction of freedom for a slave was north. By the refer
ence to the "compass-needle," Rob has compared my 
Polaris-facing memorial to a signpost of freedom for the 
black man. But it strains credulity when he states l 
'"wince at pleasure" (940). If you know me at all, you 
are well aware that once I was sprung from the Jesuits' 
snare, l did enjoy those pleasures available to my class. 

On the other hand, with all this hubbub around the 
Common, I could enjoy some "privacy" just now. With 
that, I wi l l  take my leave for the present. 

Your Comrade, 

Robert G. Shaw 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

April 1 9, 2002 

Sir, 

It is pleasing to note the degree of famil iarity creep
ing into our correspondence. l note you addressed me as 
"mister" in your latest letter. "Mister," of course, is the 
famil iar greeting among civilians and is also the manner 
in which junior of1icers of all services are addressed. 
I'm taking it as the civilian salutation, but I'd much 
appreciate your use of my Christian name, Paul, in the 
future. 

Here it is Colonel that I come to the crux of my fas
cination with you as a human being and as a soldiet� 
but more than a soldier-a leader of men. Rob's line is, 
"He rejoices in man's lonely, peculiar power to choose 
l ite and die.a. ." (940). I know how various scholars 
interpret those words. l would like to have your 
response. 

I await your reply, 

Paul 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

April 26, 2002 

Dear Paul, 

Your latest question creates a mental maelstrom for 
me. Certainly, I could have chosen l ife. After all, I had 
everything to live for. Al l  my life I had wealth, so 
money could not be my goal. I had "seen the elephant," 
both at Cedar Creek and Antietam. I needed no other 
test of my manhood. I had recently taken a beautiful 
wife. She reveled in  the role of the Regimental 
Commander's wife. Why should I surrender all that? 

In  truth, there was no one thing. My parents' expec
tations were such that a governor's personal invitation 
to take command of the 54th was only to be expected. (I 
actually turned it down at first, are you aware of that?) l 
was proud of the job I did turning those pieces of black 
flotsam and jetsam into a fighting machine. People 
came down the Providence road just to see my "darkies" 
drill. Many times I fumed at them, even used the "N" 
word, but did it with purpose. These people were des
tined to fight (Dunn 1 65). 

Then, that farewell march through Boston! Frederick 
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Douglass himself looked on admiringly as his eldest son 
stepped out with our regiment. Then, the adrenaline msh 
as I stopped before my own parents' house. There on the 
veranda stood father and mother, and my loving wife. l 
saluted them with my saber (Dunn 1 7 1  ). 

Later, after we landed on the Sea Isles, we success
fully led our minions against Darien in a plundering 
endeavor. We knew we were good. We were so good 
that nine other G.A.R. regiments parted their ranks to 
allow us to pass through them to have the "honor" of 
being the assault force on Fott Wagner. All of these were 
small, separate episodes. In  total, however, they made a 
snare from which it was impossible to escape. You see, 
with all that, I could not "bend . . .  [my] back" as I led my 
"black sold iers to death" (940). By the time we assem
bled at the assault point on the beach at Morris Island 
before Fott Wayne, the chalice of choice had been 
removed from my lips. I was to die. 

I tmst this fully answers your question about my 
options as I led my troops into the fray. 

Affectionately, 

Robert G. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

May l ,  2002 

Dear Robert, 

What a reflective response was contained in your last 
letter. Thank you. One last question of a psychological 
nature, and I shall then move on. Your nephew, "Rob," 
penned these telling l ines: 

Shaw's father wanted no monument 
except the ditch, 
where his son's body was thrown 
and lost with his "niggers" (940). 

Can you describe for me your feelings about that 
incident? 

I await your reply. 

With sincerest regards, 

Paul 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

May 7, 2002 

Dear Paul, 

You cut to the quick! Never have I revealed this 
before. With my troopers assembled, I gave the signal to 
move off. Have you ever been on a Carolina beach in 
July--in a wool uniform! I carried a saber and a Colt 
repeating pistol. My blackies carried Enfield rifles
twelve pounds apiece. The sand held us back and taunt
ed us further by running into our boots. For the first two 
hundred yards, we were raked by the lowered cannon 
before the rebel rampart, until they could depress the 
muzzles no further. So, for the final four hundred yards, 
it was a sprint underneath artillery fire, but into the muz
zles of several hundred sharp-shooting Confederates. 
Little flecks of orange white fire indicated the location 
of the rifles that opposed us. My lungs were exploding 
from the exertion, but my men were close on my heels, 
and I was their leader. Final ly, we were at the base of the 
wall. On the charge, I had had my cap shot off and 
received a wound that partially snipped off my right ear. 
Blood and sweat clouded my vision, but my troops
those surviving the dash--were with me. 

I selected a spot to scale. It was a low spot between 
the third and fourth gun emplacement. Hand and foot up 
the sand barricade I climbed. All around me black faces 
in blue uniforms were following me-cursing and 
dying. 

Then I was at the top of the parapet. There was a 
level walkway on top, then a drop into the fort's bowels. 
I waved my sword to spur on my black troopers. Minie 
balls knocked the saber from my hand, and other mis
siles peppered my torso as I fel l  forward into the fort. 
My troopers, and I, though dead, had breached the 
wall-at least temporarily. 

I know now that initial charge failed. But it is reas
suring to me to know that the more than two hundred 
and fifty black troopers who accompanied me to 
Valhalla that day did so through the same common 
"ditch" (940). My father's decision was the proper one. 

With this account, I believe our correspondence 
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should come to a close. I don't think much more is to be 
gained by reliving a h istory long since considered an 
antiquity. 

Always, dear sir, most affectionately, 

Robert G. Shaw 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

So, my conversations with the good Colonel are now 
ver and, for that matter, my explication of the poem 
For the Union Dead" is nearly over also. 

The poet makes the point, "there are no statues for 
he last war here," which is an accurate statement. 
hough there was in Boston no memorial to Spanish
merican war veterans either, the F irst World War is 

emembered, if obliquely, through the device of the 
allaghan Tunnel-the passageway between downtown 
oston and Logan Airport. As Lowell sees it, the only 

ecognition of the Second World War, at least at the time 
e wrote the poem, is a now fading advertisement of a 
osler Sate that survived the first atomic bomb blast. 
Oh, well! Maybe the almost completed "Teddy 

unnel" can be looked upon as a memorial to those who 
served in World War II and Korea instead of simply a 
token to a ballplayer who was also a warrior. 

But has enough been said here? What has become of 
the vaunted civility of Boston? Have the citizenry 
become so callous of the sacrifices of its sons and 
daughters they can fashion as memorials only construc
tions that speed them on their ways in  and out of the 
city? Can they no longer take the time from their self
dedicated efforts to reflect on the devotion of citizens 
past? A commerical depiction of an otherwise momen
tous event hardly seems the appropriate way to com
memorate our nation's greatest struggle. 

The poet is not quite through with us. While he has 
spent considerable time reminding us of those sacrifices 
made in the nineteenth century to secure equality, he 
taunts us with the "drained faces of Negro school chil
dren rising like balloons" (94 1 ). The immediate picture 
is one of the streets of Selma, Montgomery, and 
Birmingham, Alabama. But, in my mind, I also see 
flashes of the Boston of Kevin White and Mayor Tobin 
one hundred years after Shaw. The egalitarian bent of 
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Shaw's Boston has been superseded by the raucous 
voices of Southey and Dorcester. 

Before the poet bids adieu, he wishes to note the 
absence of the one-time inhabitants of the old aquarium. 
Those deep denizens quietly circled about in their glass 
confines. The fish, "cowed, compliant" (939), nosed 
about seemingly oblivious to both spectators and their 
aquatic companions. 

Though departed, there remains at least a metaphor 
of their former presence. Now a different type of fish, 
one hammered by multi-tanned presses ti·om steel, nose 
around the grounds of the old aquarium. In  gaudy color 
and with tinny protuberances, they bear a striking 
resemblance to the former aquarium residents. There are 
other resemblances. Like the fish, these metallic fishes 
careen on their own way, unknowing and uncaring, with 
windows buttoned up, oblivious to the antique and hal
lowed ground they circumnavigate. 

Dulce Et Decorum Pro I'atria Mori Est 

Works Cited 
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Evaluation: Paul chose to "imaginea" a dialogue 
between Colonel Robert G. Shaw--a nineteenth
century Civil War Colonel and the leader of the first 
all-black military regiment--and himself And, too, 
Paul used Robert Lowelf:,jilmous poem "For the 
Union Dead" as a kind of subtext. (Wea'd studied 
Lowell s poem in our linked course). There is, in sum, 
a lot going on in this piece of writing. Ita's a strange 
and wondrous response. 
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On the Road of 

Racism and Rage: 
Reversing Bigotry 

(1 964-2002) 
Anthonii Sanders 

Course: English 1 00 (Composition) 
Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
Identify a struggle you've been dealing 

with in your life ji>r a significant period of time. 
ll·ack the struggle from its beginnings up to 

its resolution or to the present time. 

The reason I explore the road to reversing bigotry is 
because l truly believe that racism is what defines 
America. Bigotry was just a rumor that started years and 
years ago, probably with the creation of man. People 
always need something, someone, somewhere to reflect 
negatively upon in order to raise their self-worth, so 
therefore there's always a scapegoat: a n igger, a blanket 
ass, chink nigger, injun, white boy, peckerwood. For 
some people, it is easy to say that these words are sick
ening. For others, they are in daily use. The road I am 
still traveling often runs into paths that will lead me to 
anger or to rage, but by picking up pen instead of sword, 
I reflect more on the stimulus than on the symptoms. 

1he Penny Road Pub has east- and west-facing 
seats and a liquor display in the center. qff'to 
the right is a stage that I hope to be playing 
on, unless I get really lucky and end up ph�ying 
on the main stage, ·which is upstairs. It's a dark 
bm; even in the daytime, with wood grain 
everywhere. It looks like a classic bm: There 
are hikers in Harley shirts, a blonde bartende1; 
a brunette bartender, and two blonde man
agers--! think theye're sisters. Costa Rican 
workers ,\peaking in Spanish keep looking at 

me. One says to the other, "flo/a, este Negrato 
en Espanola,e" and I say, "No puero, Hr�v 
Americano.e" He then qf/Crs to by me a drink, 
hut I say "No thanks. I 'm not staying longe" 
He asks me where I learned 5'panish, and I say 
"years qf working in restaurants. " 

Often, [ reflect on the incidents 1 have gone through 
in my life with humor and a tongue-in-cheek sense of 
benign idiocy, because I don't think a lot of America 
knows any better about why they're racist, and they 
shouldn't. Eve1y one of the racists that I've encountered, 
all the hatred I've encountered, all were begun by a racist 
who taught a racist, by a hater who taught a hater, 
onward back into time. Therefore, I kind of view it in a 
haze and escape it through laughter, because I don't real
ly think that people know any better. And for the igno
rant, and those who don't know other words to use or 
how to use other words, racial slurs are an easy catch. 
I'm even guilty of that myself--especially in traffic-
boy, the names I've used. But in my quest to become a 
teacher of positivity and h istory, I write and tell stories 
that reflect timeless, timely states of affairs or conditions 
that my students 1md children have told me almost make 
them fee[ as though they were there. This is very pleas
ing to me. I guess that's why I've always wanted to be a 
teacher. Even in my music, I teach. 

It starts back in Madison, Wisconsin, at Trux Air 
Force Base in 1964. My father was stationed there. We 
l ived off base in civilian housing. My father had been in 
the Air Force just I O  years, and already he had 4 chil
dren, living on a sergeant's pay. Money was tight, and 
the schools had not yet been integrated. And we, as an 
African-American family, were hard pressed to get edu
cation. We integrated Saint Mmy's Catholic school. The 
problem with racism in Madison wasn't racism against 
blacks or negroes, as we were referred to then, but more 
that the poor whites had anti-Indian prejudices. This is 
what I view as my first encounter with racism. I was 5 
years old. I was on my way to my first day of kinder
garten. There was a crowd of what my father referred to 
as trash and hillbillies. They called me blanket ass, red 
hide nigger, and grease nigger, and they threw things at 
my mother, myself, and my brother. The part I find 
amusing is that they stopped when they saw my father 
and some of his Air Force friends, white and black, 
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approach. The loudest mouth of the red necks said to my 
father, "Oh, you's niggers. We thought you was ir\iuns! 
It's okay for Negroes to go to that school. It's Catholic 
anyways. Just keep your kids away ti-om ours and we'll 
keep our kids away trom yours and everything will be 
fine." When !glooked up into this tallgman's face, into his 
blue-eyed stare, he looked back at me-and I ' l l  never 
forget th is--he said, "little boy, you sure look injun." 
When 1 reflect upon this, we did look like Indians. We 
had long, straight hair, and very oriental looking eyes. 
For all intents and purposes, we looked exactly like 
Indians, Native Americans as they're now called, but not 
back then. Both maternal grandparents of mine have full 
blooded grandparents of Native American descent. 

The reason I reflect so deeply on this particular mem
ory is because my father was previously statio�ed ing
Germany, where I was born. As a small chrld m 

Germany and even later in Chicago, I never heard the 
word nigger; I didn't hear it until I moved to Madison, 
Wisconsin. Not only was it my first experience with 
school, but it was my first experience with white hatred 
of people who were not white. I find it most amusing 
now and found it even hi larious back then that it's usu
ally a large group of whites gathered when racial slurs 
arc being used. As a person of color, I can only guess 
what racist white people say to each other. But nonethe
less, they rarely say it to anyone's face. It's typically 
when the numbers are enormously in their favor that 
they even utter these slurs. Growing up, we didn't h�arg
these slurs when there were, say, fifteen, black krds 
together. But, oh boy, if there was a small group of us, 
like when I was chased for a whole semester at St. 
Dorothy's on the south side of Chicago, which my 
cousins and myself integrated in 1 965, there were plenty 
of slurs to be heard. 

The bikers don �  really seem like real bikers 
because all of their gear appears to be brand 
new and theY all wear Rolexes and expensive 

jeweb:v. And none qj'them are smoking, and I 
know most hard-core bikers smoke some
thing. One gi�Y has a marUana leqlt�ttoo 
·with a deuce of dubs on his arrn, whzch I 
know to be a symbol ufan Irish gang. The 
others just seem like weekend warriors or 
part-ti�ne biken·�Nuhies, as theye're called 

on the West Coast. 'lite blonde and the 
brunette bartender are in competition to 
serve shots. It seems that they are looking to 
rne, because I am sornething d{flerent than 
the obviously boring motorcyde talk that 
they must 've been enduring most qj'the day. 

The most peculiar part about all of these incidents is 
that they happened in the North. Everybody knew about 
racism in the South, but I wonder if people realized that 
it was just as racist in the good ole North. 1 966. One 
more brother is born. One of my brothers, that is, to my 
sainted mother who now had 6 boys, who insisted on a 
Catholic upbringing, which brought us to Saint 
Theresa's Catholic Church in Santa Maria, Cal ifornia. 
My father was stationed at Vandenberg Air Force Base, 
where we ran into a whole difterent kind of racism, and 
my first rage, my first fight. This time, it was with the 
Catholic Mexicans against the anti-military and racist 
white people who l ived on the civilian economy and 
were threatened by the mil itary presence. The fight 
started over the irrigation d itch where my crew andg! did 
a lot of tricks on bikes and skateboards. These skate
boards were made out of boards aud rollerskates. The 
bikes we rode were regular Schwinns. I guess we were 
pioneers of concrete tricks. The white kids were well off 
and often wanted to run the Mexican kids away. They 
were very status conscious; therefore, they didn't l ike 
the military personnel in general. Since there were very 
few black kids, the large Mexican community allowed 
us to play with them, and that's who became our crew. 
We were, in fact, ve1y territorial of our neighborhood, 
and the white kids wanted to skate our aqueduct. It was 
50 to 80 feet tall and, in some places, 1 00 feet wide. 
Great speed could be reached on skateboards and bikes. 
"Getting good air time" was the goal. The fight started 
when we caught the Anglos on our turf. They were skat
ing and spray-painting the walls of our ditch. We set a 
trap for them that evening. We emptied a dump truck 
ful l  of rocks on them in  a pretty vicious attack. The next 
day, the fight really heated up when older white kids 
came back with bars, sticks, and knives. Several people 
on both sides ended up in the hospital. Parents were 
involved. Later, military and state police came to break 
up the fight. The mayor declared martial law. That was 
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the time of the Vietnam War. When we lett Santa Maria 
for Turkey, where my father was being stationed, we 
had to drive cross-countty to New York first. I wit
nessed the anti-war riots as we passed through Chicago, 
Washington, D.C., and Philadelphia. I ' l l  never forget 
the protestors. I had never seen people of all colors 
lighting one foe, as opposed to fighting people over 
race. In Santa Maria, it had been constant tension 
between the white migrant workers, the Mexican 
migrant workers, and the local middle class whites, who 
were easily inflamed in any incident. One time, l road 
my banana seat stingray 3-speed bicycle through the 
middle of an all white Knights of Columbus meeting, 
and the older white kids chased me for blocks, throwing 
bricks and sticks. I think it's enormously funny, as I 
reflect back on it, because the Mexican kids always had 
better aim. When they tried to scare away the 
Niggolitos, they always hit them. 

The plaque behind the bar reads "Established 
1838. " and there are a lot (!/photographs of 
railroad workers on the walls. To the left of 
the stage is this black guy talking to a group of 
people about BMWs. On and on he goes about 
the value <?[ BMWs and German engineering 
and how fast they are. I guess that he must be 
a salesman or some kind <I car dealer. Hee�· 
got racing gloves on, which I think is really 
corny because you 're only supposed to drive 
55 to 65 miles per hour or whatever the .�peed 
limit is around here. 

We moved a lot. And l otlen had to leave my friends 
behind. My Air Force dad lost a lot of friends in 
Vietnam. This was very hard for him because he always 
said he wanted to be "in the shit" to get promotion and 
because he was an airman. But he was held back by hav
ing so many kids. Mom and clad almost split up over the 
war. In Turkey, it wasn't racism because of color, it was 
racism because we were Americans. We spent four years 
in Turkey. From there, we moved back to California
Sacramento, this time. 

l graduated from Foothill Senior High School, 
Sacramento, California, in 1 977. Only 37 out of the 2 1 4  
blacks who graduated that year are still "alive." Heatt 
attacks, overdoses, and car or motorcycle accidents 
account for most of the deaths. On top of that, 54 of 

those 2 1 4  blacks are incarcerated for life·�--when you are 
in that situation, it's hard to say you're still alive. I was 
forced to go into the military and was honorably 
discharged in 1 980. 

I have f(lllght many battles, both emotionally and 
physically, but l don't really want to dwell on this aspect 
and the pain that these times caused in my life. But on 
occasion, I reflect upon those days, and wonder how the 
people are that I survived with in the 1980s--pimps, 
drug dealers, drug users, slabbers and shooters, and lots 
of girls. However, during my 25 years as an entertainer, 
on my road to control my rage, I have made light of 
racism as a stand-up comedian. T'his is somewhat unfor
tunate, for a lot of entettainmcnt has to do with racial 
stereotypes. Where would comedy be without those 
stereotypes? There were those I l iked and loved and 
joked with and who liked me doing it. I guess I have the 
gift of gab. 

Right next to me there :�· this old guy talking 
about rock and roll. And I'm here inquiring 
about playing in the bw: And when the man
ager is talking to me about music, the old guy 
stops talking about rock and roll and tells me 
to play sornefunk, some old style jimk, when I 
play there. He tells me to rock these borinR 
people and "don i play any whiny songs 
about your girlfriend�·.e" He asks, " Y<m don t, 
do you ? "  He keeps saying, "Please don 1. " 
And then he says, "Done't ask the manager 
about racism.e" Then th;s drunk older fell a 
says he hates when black guys Cl}' about race 
and that :'i why thc�y never get m��-'where. And 
then he asks, "Do you live out here?" I 
answer yes, and that 1 hope he :�· not Klan. 
Right then he -''0'.1' he hates the Klan and he 
hates all racism and all e�ybabies and jack
asses that fly by in BMWs. 

Now, l am going to be a teacher. I've seen the best 
and the worst of America. I have been the victim and the 
perpetrator of many deeds, some of them above board, 
some of them below board. And yes, I guess, some of 
those deeds have been racist. But what I have gained 
from this struggle is an appreciation for the depth of jeal
ousy and hatred that people can go to, but also my love 
for my fellow humans. In my historical view and in 
many ways, scientists have proven that all life started in 
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Pangea, modern Africa. Even now, scientists have 
proven that all human beings share the same prehistoric 
DNA. In America, there are only two colors that count
red and green. If you don't have blood, you're dead, and 
if you don't have money, you're dead. So, to me, we're 
all the same, with just different degrees of stupidity. Only 
completely bored or completely incompetent people 
have time to even worry about what someone of a so
called "other race" is doing. All people should just mind 
their own I ives. 

The black guy .finishes his drink and leaves, 
still wearing the dorky racing gloves. Then 
the old guy�· buddy leans across the bar and 
almost spilling eveiJ'One �· drinks, puts his 
hand on my shoulder and tells me that his 
buddy was in Vietnam and that people are 
people-yellow, black, blue. or pwple-they 
all suck. "it:\' just here in the USA theye're all 
liars, two-j(1ced liars, alwqys trying to get to 
the light ahead ofyou. Where are they going 
to anyway? Home to their boring lives. What 
a bunch (df'in hypocrites.e" Immediately, 
behind me, out the window, I see in the park
ing spaces for bikes only, about nine motorcy
cles pull up right next to rny truck. And as 
I 've decided to leave and I'm getting in my 
truck, one q{the bikers beeps his horn and 
says, "Nice truck, wheree�· your BMW?e" I 
laugh and suy, "Peace out.e" 

Evaluation: We have not all experienced racism in the 
USA as Mr. Sanders has, and many of us have lived as 
long or much longer than he has. However, whatever 
we 've experienced, very few of us have lived with Mr. 
Sanders ' attentiveness, and very few of us are able 
to relate our experiences, past and present, with the 
personality and detail that make this writing live and 
breathe. This is highly prr!fessional work. 
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Gentrification 

in Chicago 

Stephanie L. Simon 
Course: English 1 0 1  (Composition) 

Instructor: Lisa Carriere 

Assignment: 
Students were asked to write a persuasive 

essay about an issue in their neighborhood 
and use appropriate MLA citation. 

The term "gentrification" refers to a return of high 
socioeconomic status households to certain urban 
neighborhoods (Liblaw par. 5). Generally, when a par
ticular area of the city has potential for greater amounts 
ofhousing, with less commercial quarters, it can be sub
jected to gentrification. Since the early 1 990s, the 
Ravenswood/Lake View area of Chicago has been sub
ject to such gentrification, which occurs when an area 
considered middle-class begins to be overrun by a new 
set of young, working-class people. These new residents 
have been coined "yuppies," or young, urban profes
sionals. Yuppies are generally aged between 24 and 34 
years old, with white-collar office jobs, which leave 
them a high disposable income (Neumeyer par. 1 6). 
While the Ravenswood/Lake View community is a 
model neighborhood for progression, through a higher 
cost of living, it is losing the very residents who helped 
make it the m iddle-class area it was until the mid-1990s, 
when gentrification began. 

The area itself is situated north of upper class areas 
such as Lincoln Park and Gold Coast and is home to a 
higher ratio of residential buildings to commercial ones. 

The neighborhood has lower rent prices than found in 
the higher-priced Lincoln Park area. The area is also 
centralized when considering transportation; the "EI" 
runs right through it, and it is easily accessible to both 
the Kennedy and Lake Shore Drive expressways 
(Pearce par. I I ). The greatest advantage this neighbor
hood has, however, is with its buildings. 

The Ravenswood/Lake View area is becoming an 
area of greater financial investment. Older buildings are 
e ither being torn down to make room for new develop
ments, or they are being converted into lofts and condo
miniums. Townhouses can also be erected in smaller 
amounts of space and stacked one on top of another. 
Existing property is also rising in value; buildings, sin
gle-family homes, and two-flats are doubling in value 
after a few short years (Neumeyer par. 1 3). Buildings of 
an industrial means are just as valuable to new business 
owners, and larger structures can also be converted into 
lofts. It has become a trend lor yuppies to purchase 
older, Victorian structures and renovate them with their 
own money, to create their own dream homes (par. 1 7). 

Gentrification has also been correlated with improve
ments in communities' schools, children's facilities, and 
businesses (Liblaw par. 8). Property values are rising 
due to neighborhood upgrading done by wealthier resi
dents who tix up dilapidated buildings. Homeowners 
who have purchased such property in the 1 980s or even 
before are making huge profits, and the whole commu
nity is enjoying a growing tax base. Many homes for 
sale in Ravenswood are selling in as little as I 0 days, 
and way above their l ist prices (Pearce par. 8). Lots that 
once contained single-family or two-flat homes can be 
rebuilt to contain five condos in one building, increasing 
neighborhood populations. 

The downfall of gentrification is that as a neighbor
hood improves, it also becomes less affordable for its 
existing residents (Rivera par. 3). While a younger gen
eration wheels and deals its way into the neighborhood, 
current residents arc being pushed out. With new devel
opment and renovation, property taxes are rising, and 
more inhabitants are unable to pay them (Rivera par. 2). 
In a lot of cases, this means they must evacuate and find 
other neighborhoods to live in. Senior citizens are also 
finding it harder to keep up with the rising rent costs, 
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and they are being forced out of the buildings in which 
some have lived for their entire lives (Pearce par. 1 8). 
Some rely on rent control laws for freedom from rising 
rent costs, which are met by obvious opposition fi·om 
landlords (Lydersen par. 23). Lower-income neighbor
hoods are notoriously more subject to gangs and 
violence, and people from fonner m iddle-class areas arc 
being forced to opt to raise their families there. Another 
growing problem is that of the "working homeless"
people who have jobs but cannot alford a place to live, 
even in lower-income neighborhoods (Neumeyer par. 
20). Many are tlnding refuge in  Wisconsin and Indiana 
because affordable housing in Chicago has become 
unobtainable. Temptation to renovate buildings in 
lower-income areas into condos is becoming harder for 
some landlords to resist, which makes the housing avail
able for poorer people extremely l imited. 

Another concern is that of neighborhoods with 
changing cultural and age brackets. In the past, the 
Ravenswood/Lake View area has been culturally diverse, 
and the ages ranged all over the board. Now, it boasts the 
highest concentration of24- to 34-year-olds in  the coun
try (Relocation Guide par. 3). Some residents are also 
fearful that the city leaders are conspiring to force resi
dents out to create a predominantly white, yuppie area 
(Rivera par. 2). Yuppie culture is of mostly single white 
people, living alone. Some are married, but predominant
ly, they do not have children. This is quickly replacing the 
large-family trend that has existed for so many years. 
Many residents feel that yuppies are changing the 
neighborhood too drastically, bringing in corporate 
coffeehouses and SUV dealerships (Relocation Guide 
par. 2). Angst against yuppie gentritication is often dis
played on new buildings and billboards advertising the 
creation of new loft or townhouse community (Lib law 
par. 1 ). "Die yuppie scum" and "yuppies go home" are 
phrases commonly written on such advertisements. 

Ravenswood/Lake View is an area where fami l ies 
purchased homes and rented apartments, and have been 
living there for years or in some cases, generations. 
Gentrification has forced many of these residents to sell 
their homes and rent apartments in more affordable 
areas. People who were renters to begin with are being 
forced out by new landlords who wish to renovate build
ings and raise rent significantly. Smaller businesses in 

the area are tlnding it harder to succeed, and corporate 
chains are moving into the vicinity of those small busi
nesses and driving them out. The protits of real estate 
investment are impossible to pass up for landowners, 
and vacant buildings in overcrowded areas only create 
breed ing grounds for violence and gang activity. 
Residents of all communities wish to have a safe, afford
able place for their children to grow up. Gentrification 
has made this dream more difficult to achieve for people 
of a lower to middle income bracket. It has made the 
idea of a nice home in the city an impossibility for peo
ple who have already lived there for years, but who 
oppose the increase in property taxes. Elimination of the 
practice of gentrification wil l  also prove difticult, and 
unfortunately for the residents of the Ravenswood/Lake 
View area, it probably won't occur at all . 
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Neumeyer, Kari. "Globalization comes to Uptown." 
Globa/Chicago.org 34 pars. 18 July 2002 <http://www.global 
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Northwest Side." Ravenswood Invasion 2002. 25 pars. 1 8  July 
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Evaluation: This essay meets all of the assignment's 
requirements. It is not only expertly organized, it also 
makes use of properly formatted citations. Lakeview/ 
Ravenswood was Stephanie �· home for 1 7  years, so 
she writes knowledgeably and confidently, in a way 
that helps the reader gather a deeper understanding 
of gentrification. 

1 24 

https://chicago.com/chicagomatters2002/morethings.htm
http://www.network
https://chicagoland.com/rg/area
http://www.virtual
http://www.jmmcontractors.com/about_jmm/whatthe
https://chicago.org/reportslarch/MediiiRcport/4GENTRIFY.htm
http://www.global
https://Globa/Chicago.org
http://www.abcuews.go.com


The Harper A11tlwlogy 

1 2 5  

Rapunzel 
and 

Burd Janet: 
Damsel in Distresss 

or Princess Charming? 
Holly Slawkowski 

Course: Literature 2 1 9  (Children's Literature) 
Instructor: Anne Davidovicz 

Assignment: 
Write a literary analysis based 

on works pertinent to the course. 

Like many little girls, I remember being captivated by 
the fatrytale stories of Cinderella, Rapunzel, and Snow 
White, with their castles, enchantments, handsome 
princes, and most of all, the beautifu l  princesses. Now, 
upon examining these stories years later, 1 was disap
pointed to realize that the heroines of these stories are 
almost interchangeable: young, beautiful girls who are 
rescued from their unfortunate circumstances by a 
handsome prince. These heroines have all the odds 
against them, with evil stepmothers and witches, but 
none of them seem able, or even wi l l ing, to try to get 
herself out of trouble. The title characters in Cinderella, 
Rapunzel, and Snow White are all extraordinarily kind 
and good, but none show any real sign of intelligence. 

I was thrilled then, to find a collection of fairy tales.
tttled Not One Damsel in Distress: World Folktales for 
Strong Girls. This book is ful l  of stories from around the 
world, in  which a quick-thinking female saves the day 
and often rescues her own Prince Charming in  the 
process. These stories were not created by twentieth
century fern inists but have been passed down through 

g

generations just like the other more well-known faity 
tales. In  thinking about these faity tales versus the ones 
I remember loving as a child, I found some similarities 
between a Scottish tale called Burd Janet, and the more 
traditional Rapunzel, as told by Jakob and Wilhelm 
Grimm. Both stories involve young lovers and an 
enchantress holding one of them captive, although the 

_detatls are dtfferent. The most striking difference can beg
seen in  the title characters, Burd Janet and Rapunzel, 
who face somewhat similar circumstances, but handle 
them very differently. Rapunzel, like Cinderella and 
Snow White, is beautiful but foolish, whereas Burd 
Janet proves to be a real hero. Rapunzel may be an 
enjoyable story, but Burd Janet has all the great elements 
of a fairy tale, along with a strong, well-developed 
female character. 

Before we examine the similarities and differences 
between Rapunzel and Burd Janet, we must look at 
each of their stories individual ly. Rapunzel's story 
begins with her parents, who are wishing very much tor 
a child. The woman sees some rampion in  the neigh
bor's yard but can not have any of it, because the 
neighbor is, of course, a witch, of whom everyone is 
afratd. The woman grows sick with longing, so her hus
band decides he loves h is  wife more than he fears the 
witch, and he steals some rampion for her. The ramp i
on is so good that h is  wife must have more, so the 
husband goes back a second time and is caught by the 
wttch. She offers him all the rampion he wants i n  
exchange for a child, once the couple has one. He 
agrees, out of fear, so when the child is born, the witch 
takes her and names her Rapunzel, another name lor 
ram pion. When Rapunzel turns twelve, she i s  locked up 
in  a tower in the wood. 

The witch, who Rapunzel knew as Mother Gothel 
would go to Rapunzel each day and cry, "Rapunzel: 
Rapunzel, let down your hair," and she would climb up 
the girl's long beautiful hair to the tower. Rapunzel 
would get lonely and pass the time by singing, until one 
day the king's 

!
son overheard her. He watched as Mother 

G th J cl mbed up Rapunzel's hair, and that night heg? �
tned tt htmself: "Rapunzel, Rapunzel, Jet down your 
hair." He climbed up and asked her to be h is  bride ' but 
. 

smce she could not get down, Rapunzel suggested that 
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he come every night and bring her a piece of silken 
rope, so that she could make a ladder and climb down. 
This shrewd idea is our one hope for Rapunzel, until one 
day she inadvertently asks Mother Gothel, "Why do you 
climb up so slowly, when it only takes the king's son a 
moment?" With that, Mother Gothel cuts offRapunzel's 
long hair, and sends her off to "a waste and desert place" 
(Griffith 72). Then, when the king's son shows up, 
expecting to see his Rapunzel, Mother Gothel is wait
ing. He leaps from the tower and is blinded by thorns 
when he lands. He is forced to wander through the 
desert, lonely and blind, until years later when he 
happens upon Rapunzel and the two children she has 
borne. Her tears restore his vision, and of course they 
live happily ever after (Griffith 70-72). 

Rapunzel's blend of beauty, true love, and witchery 
are enough to delight any child, but the Scottish tale of 
Burd Janet turns these same elements into a more 
detailed, better developed story, with a very bold young 
woman. The story begins with a description of a castle 
called Carterhaugh, which had been taken over by the 
"Fair Folk," or fairies. Children would go down to 
Carterhaugh on dares, but no one ever went twice. 
Young Burd Janet, whose nickname was given by her 
nanny, was the clan chief's daughter, and she was 
determined to take over Carterhaugh when she was old 
enough, since it had belonged to her father's father's 
father. Sure enough, on her sixteenth birthday, B urd 
Janet went to Carterhaugh and plucked a single red rose 
that was blooming and claimed the castle as her own. 

Then appeared a young man in front of her, who 
explained that he had been held captive by the queen of 
the Fair Folk, and that he was to be sacrificed the fol
lowing night. The queen made a sacrifice every seven 
years, and for ten times sixteen years, she had loved the 
young man, named Tam Lin, and kept him, but now she 
loved another, so Tam Lin was chosen to die. Only his 
true love could save him, and Burd Janet decided then 
and there that she would love him and save him. 

The next evening Burd Janet set out, per Tam Lin's 
instructions, with earth from the garden and a bottle of 
holy water. She went down near Carterhaugh and wait
ed for the faily troop. She let the first two horses pass, 
and when the third went by, she leapt out and pulled 

Tam Lin to the ground. They were immediately 
surrounded by the fairy troop, and the Fairy Queen 
began to bargain with Burd Janet. She offered gold and 
silver, then jewels. Burd Janet only hesitated for a 
moment when the fairy queen offered her Carterhaugh 
in exchange for Tam Lin. The brave girl boldly replied, 
"I shall have Carterhaugh whether you will it or no . . . g
and Tam Lin, as well" (Yo len 55). 

Burd Janet held onto Tam Lin as the Fairy Queen 
turned him into a serpent, then a lion, and finally a 
burning brand. She dropped the brand into the well, 
then poured the holy water in, and out came Tam Lin. 
Burd Janet then made a circle of protection around her
self and Tam Lin with the emth she had brought with 
her. As the daylight broke, the faily troop rode away, 
leaving Burd Janet and Tam Lin to live happily at 
Carterhaugh for many years (Yo len 48-56). Burd Janet 
has a happy, peaceful ending, much like the one we 
found in Rapunzel. 

The two stories are obviously quite different in 
details and plot, but there are many similar e lements 
found in both. Each story begins, for example, with a 
description of some forbidden territory. I n  Rapunzel, it 
is the witch 's garden ful l  of inviting vegetables and 
flowers, namely the ramp ion, that starts al l  the trouble. 
In Burd Janet, it is the castle at Carterhaugh, "a strange, 
forbidding castle" (Yo len 48). These ominous introduc
tions set the tone for both stories and continue to be 
impmtant throughout each. I n  Burd Janet, much of the 
action occurs at Carterhaugh, and in Rapunzel, the idea 
of forbidden territory continues with both the tower and 
the desert. Both stories too have the idea of a forbidden 
lover, with the king's son visiting Rapunzel each night, 
and Burd Janet deciding she wil l  love Tam Lin in order 
to save him. 

In addition to their grim settings, both Burd Janet 
and Rapunzel contain a set of foi l  characters, the beau
tiful youth and the enchantress that holds him or her 
captive: "Rapunzel was the most beautiful child in the 
world. When she was twelve years old the witch shut 
her up in a tower in the middle of the wood, and it had 
neither steps nor door, only a small window above" 
(Griffith 7 1  ). Her plight is similar to that of Tam Lin, 
who was "the hansomest young man Burd Janet had 
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ever seen" (Yo len 5 1 ). He had, many years ago, been 
thrown tl·om his horse and taken in by the fairy queen. 
He had l ived with her at Carterhaugh ever since, "never 
growing older, never dying" (Yo len 5 1 ). In contrast to 
Rapunzel and Tam Lin, there are Mother Gothel and the 
Fairy Queen, neither one who seems to be entirely bad. 
Mother Gothel takes care of Rapunzel and goes to see 
her every day. It is only when Mother Gothel realizes 
that the king's son has been coming up behind her back, 
that she becomes "hard-hearted," sending Rapunzel 
away, and showing the king's son her "wicked glittering 
eyes" (Griffith 72). Similarly, the fairy queen has long 
loved and cared for Tam Lin, but she shows her cruelty 
by turning on him for another. When Burd Janet sees the 
faity troop, "the coldest and most beautiful face" 
belonged to the Fairy Queen (Yo len 54). The stories of 
Rapunzel and Burd Janet have comparable characters, 
both good and wicked. 

Though their backgrounds are different, Rapunzel 
and Tam Lin are faced with similar circumstances, each 
being shut off ti·om the world until they meet their true 
love. In Rapunzel, the king's son happens upon a 
singing Rapunzel and wants to take her away to be his 
bride. He and Rapunzel come up with a plan for her 
escape, from the tower and from Mother Gothel. Burd 
Janet, in a like manner, happens upon Tam Lin while 
she is trying to take over her inheritance. She is so smit
ten with Tam Lin that she agrees to face the Fairy 
Queen and rescue h im, and here again a plan is made. 
This is a turning point for both stories, with the wicked 
female standing in the way of true love, and this is 
where each story begins to take a different turn. 

The key difference is what the heroine does in each 
story. Rapunzel stupidly gives the king's son away to 
Mother Gothel by letting it sl ip that he climbs up her 
hair faster than she does. Because of her mistake, 
Rapunzel is banished, and the king's son unexpectedly 
finds himself at the witch's mercy. The lovers are sep
arated, and Rapunzel finds no way to help him. She
resigns herself to being alone again, although she now 
has two children with her. Burd Janet, on the other 
hand, risks her life to rescue Tam Lin, and even when 
the Fairy Queen tries to bargain with her, Burd )anet
stands her ground. The Fairy Queen offers Burd Janet

 

 
 

the one thing she desires most, Catterhaugh, and Burd 
Janet boldy replies that she wil l  have both. Perhaps if 
Rapunzel had been so bold with Morther Gothel, she 
could have spared herself and the king's son years of 
misery. Instead, Rapunzel is banished and alone until 
the king's son happens by chance once again to find 
her. Rapunzel is able, at the very least, to save her true 
love from blindness when her tears restore his vision, 
but she is never put through the kind of rigorous test 
that Burd Janet must endure. 

Burd Janet and Rapunzel are obviously two differ
ent fairy tales with different storylines, but there are 
many parallels in setting, characterization, and plot. 
What makes Burd Janet stand out then, is the excep
tional character of Burd Janet herself. Rapunzel is a 
typical fairy tale heroine; one might interchange her 
with the title character in either Cinderella or Snow 
White, among others. She is young, beautiful,  under the 
power of a wicked mother figure, and rescued by her 
true love. Rapunzel goes so far as to give away her true 
love, accidentally as it may be, and she never really 
finds a way to help herself. She does show one sign of 
thinking at least, when she tells the king's son to bring 
her a piece of silken rope each time he comes, but 
unf01tunately she never gets to see her idea through. 
Burd Janet is young and beautiful, as well, but she is 
also headstrong and feisty. She fearlessly goes to 
Carterhaugh to claim what is hers, and she agrees to 
save Tam Lin at once when she hears that only his true 
love can save him. She demonstrates her courage and 
strength by standing up to the Fairy Queen, and think
ing under pressure, she is able to follow the instructions 
that Tam Lin had given her. Both Rapunzel and Burd 
Janet find themselves a happy ending, but Rapunzel 
allows herself to be rescued, while Burd Janet really 
takes the initiative and is the rescuer. Characters like 
Rapunzel are commonly found in  fairy tales, but Burd 
Janet is a truly unique heroine.glt is not a matter ofBurd 
Janet taking on a typically masculine role either, since 
in Rapunzel, the king's son only finds Rapunzel by 
chance, twice. He shows no more signs of thinking than 
Rapunzel does, and like many othe fairy tale princes, he 
simply has to show up. 
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Fai1y tales are often appealing because of all the · 

magical elements and the exciting plot twists. 
Characters are typically less impm1ant, and we can see 
this in Rapunzel, which, with its thinly developed 
characters, still makes for an exciting stmy. The tale 
combines a child shut off from the world, a witch, a 
handsome young prince, and a helpless maiden with 
long beautiful hair, all in a secret tower in the woods. 
Similar elements, a child shut off from the world, a band 
of fairies, a handsome young man, and a foreboding 
castle make for an interesting story in Burd Janet, and 
the stmy is more complex with better developed char
acters. Burd Janet is an atypical fairy tale, in that its 
characters are more developed, and further that the real 
hero in the stmy is the brave young girl. Burd Janet con
tains all the things I remember loving about fairy tales, 
without the cookie cutter fairy tale princess found in  
Rapunzel and other stories. The story of Burd Janet i s  a 
reminder that not all  fairy tale heroines are inter
changable, that some characters handle similar situa
tions very differently, and that sometimes it's the damsel 
who must rescue her Prince Charming from distress. 
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Evaluation: Holly writes a literate and engaging 
comparative analysis of two works---one known, one 
relatively unknown (in North American culture)-with 
stunning results. Her writing displays sensitivity to 
language and knowledge <if subject matter. 
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An 

Awakening 
David Sommers 

Course: English I 02 (Composition) 
Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
Write a research paper on a work of literature, 
incorporating at least seven secondwy sources. 

"Battle Royal," by Ralph Ellison, is a somber, sobering 
stmy that brings to l ight the reality of the ti·ee and united 
American South in the early 1 900s. The narrator is a 
young man with great ambition, hopes, and dreams, a 
person who believes his dreams can become reality and 
that the ambitions of one can unite the whole. The white 
men in the stmy are depicted as leading, upstanding cit
izens of the town, men to be respected, but their charac
ter ret1ects the cliche, "don't judge a book by its cover." 
The narrator's problem revolves around his seeking 
answers to the ways of the world and learning that how 
life appears is not necessarily reality. "Battle Royal" 
reveals the di tfering ideas on freedom between blacks 
and whites in the American South during the early 
1900s. Racism rears its ugly face in many different 
forms throughout humanity, unfot1unately most often 
and in this stmy as a wolf in sheep's clothing. 

Ralph Ellison was born on March I ,  1 9 1 4, in 
Oklahoma City. Ellison's father thoroughly enjoyed 
reading, and named his son after the famed author, Ralph 
Waldo Emerson. Ralph Ellison attended Tuskegee 
Institute, an all black college, and afler three years he left 
Tuskegee, unable to afford college, and headed to New 
York. He joined the U.S. Marines in 1 943, and it was 
about this time when his true passion tor writing accel
erated. Ellison first jotted down, "I am an invisible man" 
on a piece of notepaper at a friend's home. '"Battle 
Royal' was first published as a short story in Horizon in 
1 947 under the title "Invisible Man." It later became the 
first chapter of Ralph Ellison's only novel, Invisible Man 
( 1 952), whose title comes from a phrase at the beginning 
of the story: 'But first I had to discover that r am an 
invisible man! '"  (Macdonald I ). Once "Battle Royal" 
was published as a shot1 story, Ellison continued writing, 
and seven years later he completed Invisihle Man. Upon 
this publication, Ellison went ti·om unknown author to 
being vety famous. His was a rare book from a black 
author, which caught both black and white audiences. 
Due to the topics of Ellison's other writings, many 
blacks later looked at him as an "Uncle Tom," "a black 
person that did what the white men wanted him to do." 
Ellison did not accept the idea that black people should 
create or write just for the black race. For Ellison,g"[ . . .  ] 
it was important that evetything be an integration of 
both black and white" (Ballard I ). Invisible Man is not 
directly autobiography of Ellison's life, yet many of his 
ideals and views are seen in the young narrator. 

The narrator of"Battle Royal" is a young man who is 
confused about his own identity, yet confident and fltll of 
hopes and dreams. The battle royal was a fight amongst 
young black boys, hosted and staged by a group of the 
town's leading white men. At the battle royal, the narra
tor learns a l ife lesson about the connict of reality versus 
ideals. In the beginning of the story, the narrator is con
fused about where life will lead him, and he has set up 
his own ideals of how life should be, and yet all of the 
answers seem to contradict each other and himself as he 
exclaims, "I accepted their answers too, though they 
were often in contradiction and even selt�contradictory" 
(Ellison 937). This strongly suggests confusion in the 
narrator and symbolizes the thought process of many 
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youth. On the day of the narrator's high school gradua
tion, he delivered a speech to his fellow graduating 
students. This speech was praised and applauded by his 
community, and his confidence in his ideals soared. The 
narrator, in the beginning of the story, also demonstrates 
self�confidence when he says, "Everyone praised me and 
I was invited to give the speech at a gathering of the 
town's leading citizens. It was a triumph for our whole 
community" (938). In this quote, we sense the narrator 
being reassmed that everyone wants to hear his ideals, 
thatgjust maybe, he will be the one to make a difference. 

Early in the story, the narrator recalls his grand
father's dying words, uttered a few years prior to thegnar
rator's graduation. Here, the grandfather gave a 
sermon, explaining how one needs to live in the white 
man's world. This compounded the narrator's confusion. 
The grandfather stated, "Live with your head in the 
lion's mouth. I want you to overcome 'em with yeses, 
undermine 'em with grinsg[ . . .  ]" (938). At this point, the 
grandfather was describing how one must masquerade 
who he really is so that he can tit in with the white world. 
This, from the grandfather, muddied the waters for the 
narrator, as he exclaims, "lt became a constant puzzle, 
which lay unanswered in the back of my mind. And 
whenever things went well f(x me I remembered my 
grandfatherg[ . . .  ]" To the narrator, this was like a train 
wreck; he could either be himself and make a 
difference or live out his grandfather's instructions and 
be an "invisible man" (937). These words became the 
driving fixce within the narrator. 

Through the story, the narrator clashes with many 
emotions and is conft1sed by the actions and appearances 
of others. The narrator had thoroughly impressed his 
own community through the speech he had written, and 
now he was invited to deliver that speech to a group of 
the town's leading white people. The narrator felt excite
ment that this invitation, and the del ivery of his speech, 
would bring down the walls of separation and create the 
start of social equality. He was going to lead his people 
into unity, as he states, "It was a triumph for our whole 
community" (938). This suggests that he was his com
munity's chosen one, and all confidence was in him to 
lead them out of separation and into true unity. 

The narrator, in the beginning of "Battle Royal," 

explains how his people were told that they were free; 
that social ly, black and white were to be separate like 
fingers, yet, in progress, they were to be one as the hand. 
African-American educator and community leader 
Booker T Washington told this to both the black and 
white communities, when he gave his very famous 
speech called "The Atlanta Exposition Address" in 1 895 
(Washington 948). Booker T Washington was born into 
slavery in 1 856. Washington was Principal of theg"[  . . .  ] 
Tuskegee Institute in Alabama, which he founded in 
1 8 8 1 "  ("Up From Slave1y" 1 ). Washington was "[ . . .  ] 
one of the most influential black men of his time" ("Up 
From Slavery" 1 ). In the "Battle Royal," the narrator 
even mentions how he would like to be just like Booker 
T. Washington. This also reveals conftlsion, contradic
tion, and naivete within the young narrator. The narrator 
believed he could find "[ . . .  ] social equalityg[ . . .  ]" (946), 
whereas Washington believed that one should not strive 
for social equality. In the Atlanta Exposition Address. 
Booker T. Washington stated that "Our greatest danger is 
that in the great leap from slavery to freedom we may 
overlook the fact that the masses of us are to live by the 
productions of our hands, and fai l  to keep in mind that 
we shall prosper in proportion as we learn to dignify and 
glorify common labour and put brains and skill into the 
common occupations of life" and that "It is at the bottom 
of life we must begin, and not at the top" (948). 
However, unbeknownst to our narrator, Wash ington was 
known to have "[ . . .  ] secretly funded antisegregationist 
activities" ("Up From Slavery" I ). Our narrator may 
have been less contllsed and held a better stronghold on 
his ideals had he followed the teachings of Mr. W.E.B. 
Dubois. 

Mr. Dubois was an influential leader in both the black 
and white communities, starting his career in the early 
1900s. He was highly educated, a writer and scholar and 
a ve1y prominent member of the NAACP at the turn of 
the century. Dubois was very critical of Booker T. 
Washington's "Atlanta Exposition Address." Dubois 
criticized Washington's adherence to old beliefs ofg"[ . . .  ] 
adjustment and submission" (Dubois 954). Dubois criti
cized both North and South; that, yes, the black man 
must help himself and strive for equality in all aspects of 
humanity, and that the white leaders of both the North 
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and South must do their part to assure equality amongst 
all races. Dubois summed up his views as he quoted the 
Constitution of the United States: "We hold these truths 
to be self�cvident: that all men are created equal; that 
they are endowed by their Creator with cettain unalien
able rights; that among these are l ife, liberty and the pur
suit of happiness" (Dubois 956). Following the teachings 
of Mr. Dubois, I believe, would have been closer to the 
objectives of the narrator. 

At the gathering for what the narrator thought was 
strictly a forum for his speech, the narrator noted the 
presence of "All of the town's big shots [ . . .  ] in their 
tuxedos" (939). This suggests that the narrator saw these 
men as the leaders of the free world and by their attire, 
this was a very important day, he thought. The narrator 
saw, through the white men's actions, a very different 
picture than what he had painted. The narrator learns that 
before he can give his speech, he must participate in  a 
battle royal, for the entertainment purposes of tl1e "[ . . .  ] 
leading white citizens" (938). Preceding the battle royal, 
there was a blonde woman dancing for the entertain
ment. The narrator was shocked as he entered the smoke 
tilled room and heard the voice of the school superin
tendent that had invited him to the gathering, calling out, 
"Bring up the shines, gentlemen! Bring up the little 
shines!" (939). This, to the narrator, is not how leading 
citizens behave, using derogatory names. As the dance 
continues, the narrator sees the white men behave in  
ways that conflict with h is  ideals of  what i s  real. He sees 
the white men as animals: one man has a "[ . . .] 
posture clumsy like that of an intoxicated panda [ . . .  ]," 
and as the dancer is carried away, the narrator states, HI 
could see their beefy fingers sink into the soft flesh" 
(940). Then mayhem breaks out, and "Chairs went 
crash ing, drinks were spi lt, as they ran laughing and 
howling after her" (940). Now we see into the 
narrator�s mind, as he sees these men as animals in the 
wild, not big shots or leading citizens. As the white men 
treat the boys and the blonde woman as animals, they 
also become animals (German I ). The white men 
displayed an anger and hatred through their attitudes and 
behavior that shocked and confused the narrator. As the 
stmy unfolds, everything the narrator held to be true was 
unraveling. The narrator learns that this is nothing but a 

 

game, a cockfight, and he is part of the entertainment. 
Not only are the town's leading white citizens behav

ing like animals, but these African-American boys have 
now been reduced to animals being preyed upon. This is 
what the grandfather knew, and what the narrator did not 
want to believe to be reality. This small, smoked-Jilted 
room symbolizes the appearances and behaviors of the 
white people in part of the South as a whole in the early 
1 900s. Furthermore, the dancing blonde woman, with 
the American llag tattooed on her belly, symbolizes the 
mentality of the free American South in the early 1 900s: 
America is white, and blacks can look and watch but are 
denied from participating. This dancing white woman 
symbolizes the reality of the south, as the narrator 
describes her, "[ . . .  ] facing us stood a magnificent 
blonde--stark naked." This suggests the dream of a free 
America for all; it would be magni ficent and beautiful. 
Yet, when the narrator looks more deeply at the woman, 
he sees the truth as he describes, "[ . . .  ] the face heavily 
powdered and rouged, as though to form an abstract 
mask,g[ . . . ]" "[ . . . ] impersonal eyes," "[ . . .  ] smiling faint
ly," and he says,g"[ saw the terror and disgust in her eyes'� 
(940). All of this suggests that that freedom dancing in 
front of them and looking wonderful was really a mas
querade, an attificial oasis. The narrator ran through a 
rainbow of emotions when his map of life clashed with 
reality; about the blonde, he states, "Had the price of 
looking been bl indness, I would have looked." He wants 
"[ . . .  ] to go to her and cover her from his eyes [ . . .  ]" "[ . . .  ] 
to caress her and destroy her, to love her and murder her 
[ . . .  ]" (940). 

As the battle royal was to commence, the boys were 
all blindfolded, "[ . . .  ] with the broad bands of white 
cloth" (940). The symbolism here is strong; the boys are 
out of their element, out of their community, and white 
blindness is forced upon them. The narrator continues, 
"But now l felt a sudden fit of blind terror. I was unused 
to the darkness" (94 1 ). This symbolizes that the narrator 
is thrust into reality; he is in the white man's world 
where he thought not much would be dift'erent, when, in 
actuality, he is a tlsh out of water and is shocked by what 
is real. He felt he would maintain control. The reality is, 
he is controlled. 

At this time in history, Afi'ican-Americans in the 
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soutl1 had been given freedom, yet the whites held them 
at a1m 's length; true freedom was to be looked at and 
admired but not to be bad. It is as if the white man holds 
up a carrot (ti·eedom) as if it were a key to a special club, 
creating a false sense of hope available to all who will 
pay the price, to find that the key unlocks a door to an 
empty chamber. 

The narrator's experiences leading up to and through
out the battle royal opened his eyes, as he learned that 
dreams and theories can be very contradicto1y to reality. 
In the beginning of the story, the narrator sums up his 
learning curve. He says, "It took me a long time and 
much boomeranging of my expectations to achieve a 
realization everyone else appears to have been born 
with" (939). This suggests that while the narrator was 
dreaming and planning what he thought could be, every
one else knew the truth about the reality of freedom out
side their community. The narrator goes on to explain 
what he was told: "[ . . .  J they were told that they were 
ti·ee [ . . .  ]" and "[ . . .  ] in eve1ything social, separate like 
the fingers of the hand" (938). Here, he is listening to the 
description of freedom by his community. This is a 
contradiction to his feeling, that freedom should be a 
complete unity between the races. The narrator's grand
father didn't help his ideals, when his grandfather said, 
while dying, "Live with your head in the lion's mouth. I 
want you to overcome 'em with yeses, undermine 'em 
with grinsg[ . . .  ]" (938). This complicates the notions of 
the narrator, that he can make a difference regardless of 
nu�ority opinion. 

The whole st01y ofthe battle royal symbolizes the life 
struggle and life Jesson the grandfather knew laid ahead 
for anyone in his family who thought they could step out 
and make a difference in what was reality. The narrator 
proceeds through his st01y confused, which is noted 
when he states, "It became a constant puzzle [ . . .  ] and 
whenever things went well for me I remembered my 
grandfather and felt guilty and uncomfortable" (937-
938). Before the evening of the battle royal, the narrator 
seemed to be making his way with ease, and not under
standing what his grandfather meant. Why should the 
narrator roll over? He was making progress in his com
munity. In the middle of the sto1y, the namttor's ideals 
start to clash with reality when he sees, "[ . . .  ] the most 

important men of the town quite tipsy" (939). And when 
he hears, "[ . . .  ] the school superintendent who had told 
him to come, yell, "Bring up the shines, gentlemen! 
Bring up the little shines!" (939), this starts the paint run
ning off the canvas of the narrator's portrait of reality. 
Even in the thick of the battle royal, symbolizing the true 
struggle of life, the narrator, maintaining his positive atti
tude, and thinking he still has a chance, thinks to himself, 
"Yet even theng! had been going over my speech." "[ . . .  ] 
I felt that only these men could truly judge my ability" 
(943). The narrator is still showing his determination to 
prove to his grandfather that he will prevail. 

At the end of the battle royal, the narrator is bloody 
and beaten, yet still determined to give his speech that 
will make the difference. During the recitation of his 
speech, the white men are laughing, talking, moving 
about. The speech ends with applause, and he is present
ed with a scholarship to an all black college, and he 
believes he has conquered. But then what does the nar
rator hear? A white man in the audience, telling the oth
ers, "He makes a good speech and some day he'll lead 
his people down the right path" (947). No, I don't 
believe this to be the narrator's intentions. He wants to 
be a leader of all, not just his people. Yet, the narrator 
ignored this and moves on as he describes how he felt at 
this moment: "I felt an importance that I never dreamed" 
(947). This suggests that he is believing only what he 
wants to as truth, denying all that he just went through 
and ignoring the words, terms, and phrases the white 
men have wrapped him with - the control, limitations, 
and boundaries. 

At the end of the st01y, the learned reality hits 
the narrator in a dream. In the dream, the grandfather 
reemphasizes what he said on his deathbed. Regardless 
of scholarship prizes with state seals and gold lettering, 
the white man's definition of black man's freedom is as 
the narrator reads from his grandfather's version of the 
engraved document: "Keep This Nigger-Boy Running" 
(947). The narrator's dream of his grandfather summed 
up their existence. The grandfather thought that his 
whole life, he was making a difference, when in the end 
he knew it was a lie. The narrator thought that he could 
make the difference. In the end he learned the reality, the 
truth that freedom was only in the white man's world. 
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Early in the story, the narrator's grandfather had 
thrown a wrench into the narrator's ideals when he said, 
"I want you to overcome 'em with yeses, undermine 'em 
with grins . . .  " (937). This suggests the grandfather's 
meaning to be: appear the way they want you to appear 
and take everything you can, this is the only way. The 
narrator looked at his grandfather's words as a curse. As 
much as he wanted to live and be independent and 
become one people with the white people, he found him
self always behaving the way his grandfather said he 
should behave. Each and every time the narrator saw a 
glimmer of light to advance by his own means, he was 
controlled by the white way. One example of this was in 
the beginning of the stoty when the narrator was invited 
to give a speech and he exclaimed, "It was a triumph for 
our whole community" (938). This suggests that he 
believed he was right all along and would show every
one in h is  community that his ideals were real. 
Throughout the rest of the stoty, the narrator learns hard 
that for a black man to accomplish anything requires 
masquerading through reality and truth, which his grand
lather stated, but which contradicts everything the narra
tor originally stood tor. 

In the final lines of"Battle Royal," we see the dreams 
of the young narrator smashed. Even through the hell of 
the battle royal, the narrator still carried the i l lusion that 
he was winning, and that he would get his chance to 
make the difference, that he would prove his grandfather 
wrong. He thought he had won, that he was triumphant, 
and he exclaimed, "I even felt safe ti·otn grandfather, 
whose deathbed curse usually spoiled my triumphs" 
(947). This suggests that he had done it, that he had 
shown evetyone that his dream was reality. What the 
narrator truly learns at the end, is that reality is a dream 
and that his dream with his grandfather is reality. 
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Assignment: 
Write an essay, in a role ofyour own choosing, in 

response to E. B. White :S "Once More to the Lake.a" 

My train arrived at the Mumbai Central station this 
morning at half past eight, two hours behind schedule. 
This delay was minor compared to some other mam
moth, ti·ustrating delays I had experienced in various 
train .Journeys along the length and breadth of the coun
try. l at ightcd on the platform and was immediately 
engulfed by a sea of people. The people of Mumbai 
were starting another hectic, chaotic day of their lives. 
It seemed like a surreal TV image in which characters 
were being made to move fast-forward in an artistic 
attempt to depict pace. l had two suitcases, one in each 
hand. Armed with my luggage and with a terrible stare 
that I hoped would keep people from trampling on me, 
l waded through the crowd, one step at a time. After fif
teen minutes of maneuvering, I was out in the sun and 
in the polluted Mumbai air. I h ired a taxi to Andheri. 

I rolled up the taxi windows, shutting off the smoky 
air and the noise of the vehicles on the road. I had l ived 
in Mumbai for four years when I was posted as a man
ager at the i\ndheri branch of The Global Bank. But 
three years ago, I had been transferred to my home
town, Barnala, in Punjab. l still remember the feeling I 

had experienced when I had first come to Mumbai 
seven years ago. The skyscrapers, the sheer enormity of 
evetything around me, and the fast life were some 
things I had never imagined when I was living in 
Barnala or in the other small towns and cities where I 
had been posted earl ier. I was intrigued by the way the 
people of Mumbai conducted their lives as parts of a 
big machine, working to make the machine run 
smoothly. I always felt free in the Mumbai air, ti·ee 
from the parochialism of Barnala and its people. I felt 
comfortable in the thought that here I would get the 
opportunity to expand my worldview. l secretly hoped 
that the pace and sophistication of the city would rub 
onto me. 

Life had been a long, hard jomney fur me from 
Barnala to Mumbai. For every gain that I had made, I 
had also incurred a loss. Somewhere, where l was ini
tiated into the circle of life, my parents got left off at a 
tangent. I wondered if this psychological alienation 
from parents was peculiar to my life or if this happened 
to everybody. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

My t�tther never talked to me about his thoughts or 
emotions. He talked only briefly about matters like my 
studies or the places where he was going on business. 
Only twice in my l ife had he allowed me to see into his 
heatt; first, when I received my master's degree; and 
second, when l was promoted to a manager's position 
in the bank. I remember going to seek his blessings 
after receiving my degree. He hugged me for the first 
time and said,g"[ am so proud of you. You are my eld
est son. [ always expected you to excel in life, in eve•y
thing you did. Go, go to the temple, beta, thank God 
and seek His blessings. I am happy. May you rise in life 
by leaps and bounds." His words had made my sense of 
achievement real. Years after, I felt that none of my 
brothers ever went to college because he never expect
ed them to. I bel ieved I was special for him. 

My father had settled in Barnala after he was forced 
to flee trom Pakistan at the time of India's partition. He 
dabbled in one business after another, never quite set
tling into anything. The whole family bore the brunt of 
his m iscalculated ventures. As far as my consciousness 
can go back in time, all l am aware of is struggle. I 
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financed my education through school and college by 
taking up odd jobs: selling milk, selling sweets in a hal
wai shop, and teaching younger students. I read as 
much as I could. At college, I often got books of 
English l iterature and poetry as prizes for excellence in 
academics, and I read them end to end. My education 
created an unsurpassable gap between my father and 
me. I had made a transition, or so I thought, from the 
world l had inherited from him, to another one that was 
too complicated for him to understand. My new philos
ophy in life told me to do all that I could and after that 
leave him to himself in his world. 

Five years ago, on a soggy August morning, my 
father died in a ventilator as silently as he had lived. My 
wife called me to give me the news, and the word 
"death" fel l  on me with a thud. That day, I had taken a 
flight back home to see him for the last time. On the way 
to the airport, the oppressive, humid Mumbai air 
weighed on me, as had the guilt of having left h im 
alone. My father had never visited Mumbai. l wished he 
had. l never wanted to leave any loved one alone again. 
The day had brought me closer to God as had three other 
days before that day: the day my daughter Sakshi was 
born, the day my son Abhay was born, and the day I 
gave up my anger and became sober ever after. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

"Is this the building, sir?" the taxi driver asked me. 
"Yes, just by the gate," l said. 
Bhatia, my friend of twenty-seven years, was wait

ing for me in his eighth-floor apartment. He greeted me 
with a hearty smile, the way he always did. 

"It's so good to see you again," he said. "So, how 
are things?" How is Bhabhiji'?Your train got delayed?" 

"Yes, everything is fine," I said. 
"When is Abhay's fashion show?" 
"Tomorrow," I said and thought of the twenty-four 

long hours that loomed large on me. "Tomorrow after
noon." 

"Okay," Bhatia said. "I should be going to the office 
now, Neena leaves for work at half past seven in  the 
morning. Shweta leaves for college around the same 
time. That's how Mumbai works," he sighed. "Everyone 
here has got a life of his own. Sometimes, I feel lost." 
This time the sigh was deeper. "Anyway, the breakfast 

and the lunch are in the hot-case. I '  II see you in the 
even in g." 

After the doorknob turned, I reached for the phone. 
l dialed the phone number for The National Institute of 
Fashion Studies. I had always been quick to add the 
words "the premiere fashion institute in India" after the 
name of the Institute, when describing Abhay's educa
tional pursuits to friends and acquaintances. A feeble 
voice answered the phone, "I want to talk to Abhay 
Arora from the final year of fashion design." 

After n ine-ten minutes of silence, there was a voice 
on the other end. "Abhay, beta, how are you?" I said. 

"Hey, Dad, I 'm  fine. I ' m  waiting for tomorrow, 
waiting for the fashion show and waiting to see you," 
Abhay replied. 

"I' l l  be well in time, don't you worry. Tel l  me ifyou 
need anything. I ' l l  bring that along," I said. 

"No, Dad, nothing. Just be on time. How's mom 
doing? I wish she had come too. I was just giving final 
touches to the clothes and accessories. Minor details 
that need to be taken care of." 

"Are you nervous, beta?" I tried to calm the ruffle in 
my voice. 

"No, Dad, I 'm just fine." 
The conversation didn't seem to be getting any

where. So, I hung up after making some small talk. 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Yesterday, while traveling in  the train, I read E.B. 
White's essay "Once More to the Lake." It had been 
anthologized in the book The Best American Essays of 
the Century, which Abhay had given to me on my fifty
fifth birthday. He told me he had bought the book at a 
nominal price from the booksellers selling pirated 
books all along the pavements of Churchgate area in  
Mumbai. Every time I opened the book, I read the 
words he had written in his big, bold handwriting: 'To 
my Dad, an avid reader, from whom I inherited my love 
for the written word." These words rang in my ears as 
I read White's essay. I felt that White's essay had no 
other purpose but to bring to the fore the storms that 
always rage beneath the surface of placid lakes. The 
truth of it all made me uneasy, very uneasy. 

Abhay is everthing that I am not. He is young and is 
a fashion designer. He draws perfect-figured bodies; 
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adorns them with stylish, expensive, artistic-looking 
clothes; embellishes them with unusual accessories 
made of terracotta and wires. A couple of years ago, he 
came home for summer vacations with his eyebrow 
pierced. I received him at the station. I did not know 
what to say; I was fearful .  

"What's this?" I pointed to his eyebrow ring. 
"Nothing," he replied. 
Six months ago, when he came home for Diwali, I 

brought up the topic of his future plans. I remember 
feeling like a gardener who had completed his duties. I 
had tended my plants with love and care and had given 
them all that I had. It was time to move on, for the 
plants were now sturdy and did not want to belong to 
the gardener anymore. They wanted to be let free into 
nature. Abhay had remarked casually, "I don't know, 
Dad, what I 'm going to do. I want to experience the 
world. I don't think I want to settle down. Remaining 
unsettled is, perhaps, what I want to do." I was staring 
at my favorite tree in the garden, looking at its roots, 
how disjointed they were, with lumps of soil hanging in  
between, llying to hold the tree straight. I t  was a deli
cate balance, I thought. 

I am spending the rest of the day today thinking 
about White's lake and about the narrator feeling "the 
chill of death." The only other thing that keeps me 
occupied today is the smell of the salt in the air. The sea 
is just a few miles away. But my heart longs for the lan
guid lake. I 'm  filled with dread at the thought of foamy 
waves dashing against the shore. [ do not want to leave 
familiar ground. With reluctant wil lingness, I have 
encased myself in a transparent shell where l think I ' l l  
be  safe until I decide my course in life or someth ing 
else decides it for me. I flail my arms every now and 
then when I think of the word "captivity," but I don't 
think that much. Strangely, the words "Every story has 
been told before" are constantly hammering my mind. 
I am searching for new mantras. I have been memoriz
ing the opening l ines of Vladimir Nabokov's essay 
"Perfect Past" from my gift: "The cradle rocks above 
an abyss, and common sense tells us that our existence 
is but a brief crack of light between two eternities of 
darkness." I fear that my old bones will give way under 
the burden of truth. 

Tomorrow, I shall go to Abhay's fashion show, hid
ing these old bones under a tine suit. I will applaud 
heartily and proudly, when cadaverous models wearing 
clothes designed by him will sashay down the ramp to 
a rhythm set by futuristic music. He shall be initiated 
into the circle of life. He shall be standing at life's epi
center, vibrant with energy and enthusiasm. I shall be 
standing at the periphery watching him. reveling in his 
happiness, smiling his smiles. In the evening, I shall 
take him for a quiet walk by the seashore. We shall 
walk side by side, father and son. Like the foam float
ing on the sea-surface, memories etched in forgotten 
frames shall float in my consciousness. In my heatt, I 
shall carry remnants of my past, mirrors to my future. 
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Evaluation: Surbhi has composed a complex, nuanced, 
semi-fictional essay that explores generational 
conflicts and connections with authority and grace. 
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The Separation 

of Love and Sex 
Luke Welker 

Course: English I 0 I (Composition) 
Instructor: M. Glenn Taylor 

Assignment: 
Ajier reading "In the Fijiiesa" by Leonard 

Michaels and "Salvationa" by Langston 
Hughes, students were to write a persuasive 

essay concerning the theme of innocence lost. 

"This makes me sick!" My grandmother slammed the 
Sunday paper down onto the kitchen table. 

Half-heartedly looking up trom my bowl of sugar 
cereal, I gave my grandmother an inquisitive gaze let
.ttng her know that she had my attention. 

"Them people on the TV," she growled. 
Her eyes refocused on the little television atop the 

refrigerator. I hadn't noticed, but it had been on the entire 
morning. I turned around in my chair to see a black man 
on the television. 

Hit's a sin ! "  She continued. "They're going to hell all 
.of them because that is how God punishes sinners."g

I chuckled a l ittle under my breath. I knew my 
grandmother to be a pretentious woman and a bit self
righteous, but now she was casting even black people 
mto the chasms of hell . 

Looking back down at my cereal I murmured, 
11Grandma, being black isn't a sin." 

"I know that!" She sharply lashed back at my 
comment. 

I could feel her sharp hawk gaze fixed on the top of 
my head. 

"He's gay, a fag," her old voice boomed. "It says 
right in the bible that man should not lay down with 

man. I can't believe that they are letting them on my 
soaps now. Do these people have no shame?" 

My grandmother complained for some time about 
gay people, and she was VCJy adamant about her bel iefs. 
It took me many years to realize that my grandmother 
was not just letting me know her opinion, but she was 
actually warning me against the evils of a homosexual 
lifestyle. She knew that I was gay. The old woman 
somehow knew about my secret, and her advice left me 
with a feeling of exposure and shame. That was the first 
time in  my l ife that I no longer felt innocent, and from 
that time on I felt less and less like a person every day. 
When I began to l ie about who I was, the innocent out
look on the world that I had grown accustomed to 
became a perverse and monstrous paradigm of what my 
hfe really was. Quickly I learned to manipulate people 
into believing me to be something I was not. My world
view had fallen apart. My grandmother made it apparent 
that God was rejecting me, so I rejected Him first. The 
spiritual abortion was a long and painful process that left 
me feeling slimy and unwanted. Now that I'm older and 
have accepted who l am, l talk a lot with my ii'iends 
about what it was like being a gay child. I've found many 
agreements and similarities with my own personal st01y. 
Large portions of homosexual children are yanked out of 
childhood innocence at young ages, and I believe that 
homophobic society and typical parent teachings on 
love are at fault. 

Children should not be made to lie, because it is 
unhealthy to the maturing and growing process. 
E�pectations are placed on all chi ldren, but for gay 
chtldren who are born into non-accepting fami lies, the 
expectations are unfair and come at too high of a price. 
Children's home l ives may become especially difficult if 
the parental love that they are receiving is coming with 
conditions attached. Unconditional love is one of the 
greatest gifts parents can give to children. Sadly, not 
every parent is willing to give their love without condi
tions attached. The essay "Salvation," by Langston 
Hughes, better i l lustrates my point on parental 
expectations. In the essay, Hughes writes, "So I decided 
that maybe to save further trouble, I 'd better lie, too, and 
say that Jesus had come, and get up and be saved. So I 
got up." Putting children in a situation that requires them 
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to lie about their personality is a form of child abuse. 
Simi larly, putting stipulations on love wi l l  have 
detrimental effects on chi ldren's contidence and 
well-being, just as other forms of child abuse do. It wil l  
also inevitably lead a child to lie as Hughes did. Lying 
causes a loss of selt�respect, dignity, and a deep feeling 
of shame and insecurity. 

The shame and indignity instilled in gay children at 
home is reflected in their inabil ity to socialize and 
interact at school, as well. Abused and/or neglected 
children tind it d ifficult to differentiate between people 
who will accept or reject them. School can be a very 
scary place for children who don't feel like they belong. 
Insecure chi ldren are often overly emotional. This 
causes any negative comment or action d irected toward 
them to be emotionally devastating. Too often, insecure 
children can be found nervously sitting through every 
class, dreading the moment that someone directs a neg
ative comment toward them. Thus, destroying children's 
contldence and security at home leads to depression and 
anxiety in all areas of socializing. 

Where most people have religion to turn to in states 
of depression, gay children tind religion just as untrust
worthy as they find people. Religion is often n:'jected 
because most rei igions preach against homosexuality, 
and gay children feel a sense of mistrust and betrayal 
from these belief systems. Hughes helps to i l lustrate this: 
"But I was really crying because I couldn't bear to tell 
her that I had I ied, that I had deceived everyone in the 
church, that I hadn't seen Jesus, and that now I didn't 
believe there was a Jesus anymore, since he didn't come 
to help me." Hughes r�jects his faith, because when he 
really needed Jesus, Jesus didn't deliver. Children should 
not be expected to subscribe to a religion that preaches 
against their l i testyle. Doing so would only make them 
feel even more resentful toward themselves andreligion. 

Stripped of their innocence and thrown into a world 
that they feel hates them, gay teenagers are faced with 
more social and emotional problems. Growing up 
in American high schools, gay teens make one last 
socially detrimental transition. All too often, gay teens 
separate the concepts of love and sex. In healthy 
heterosexual relationships, generally both people love 
each other and find the other sexually attractive. 

Homosexual teens have the same needs as heterosexu
als, but the problem starts when they find these needs 
ti·om two separate sources. It's not accepted for two 
people of the same gender to walk down the halls of 
high school holding hands. Gay people are not allowed 
to show any affection toward the person that they are 
having sex with, so they disassociate their emotions 
fi·mn sex. The separation of love and sex could help 
explain the reason why so many gay people, men 
especially, lack loyalties to their partners and tend to be 
overly promiscuous. 

There is little hope for gay children to be recognized 
and respected at homes and in public schools in the near 
future. It is impm1ant that Americans start to instill a 
value of unconditional love in their children. More cun 
be done to make all children welcome. Small things like 
incorporating gay l iterature into our schools and gay 
children characters on television shows could make a 
world of difference. These ideas and others like it are 
very controversial, because people are convinced that 
children can be turned gay. More studies should be done 
to prove that this is not the case. The public is too 
ignorant to realize the importance of making all children 
and adults feel equal, and until the detrimental effects of 
withholding love from your child are made apparent, 
teen suicides wil l  continue to be a commonplace 
occurrence. Gay adults will also continue to suffer, 
realizing only too late that their childhood innocence 
was unfairly shattered, and that the root of their social 
and sexual problems comes from early childhood. 

Works Cited 

Hughes, Langston. "Salvation.') The Prentice Hall Reader. 
Sixth Ed. Ed. George Miller, Upper Saddle River, NJ: Prentice 
Hall, 200 1 .  

Evaluation: Luke effectively introduces his essay with 
a personal anecdote, using dialogue. He reflects on 
his experience, then quickly lets the reader know his 
stance with a strong, unique thesis statement. I also 
found Luke :, connection between Hughesa' experiences 
and those of a gay youth to be quite unique, and 
simultaneously quite powerful. 
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A Long Road 

to Liberation 

Marta Werner 
Courses: H istory 2 1 2  (Recent American H istory) 
and L iterature 222 (Recent American Literature) 
Instructors: Tom DePalma and Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
We asked the students to write an essay that somehow 

brought the two courses together. Marta chose to 
discuss the way(s) in which "Her Kind,a" the well

known poem by American poet Anne Sexton, expresses 
bitter dissatisfaction with the gender politics 

ofthe yearsfbllowing World War lJ. 

The greatest effect World War I I  had on women was 
change. In  wartime, change occurred not only in the 
global or national consciousness, but also in  many of the 
females involved. The war brought about many different 
thoughts and ideas within the United States and ignited 
the birth of many new identities. During this period, 
women experienced gains in freedom and mobility as 
well as an independence that had been unknown up to 
that point. However, after the war was over, the days of 
autonomy for women were gone as they were forced to 
give up their jobs in the industty sector and return to 
their homes. In  retrospect, it is significant to realize that 
women were treated as a reserve labor supply, and 
regardless of how competent they had proven them
selves during the war, in  its aftermath, they were not 
wanted in  the male sphere of labor. I n  the following 
essay, I will describe the wartime and postwar experi
ences of women and i l lustrate how their struggle for 

identity and the pressures on them to conform to 
prevailing social roles are revealed in Anne Sexton's 
poem "Her Kind." 

When World War II began, the traditional prejudices 
about a woman's place in society were still prevalent in 
America. I n  the years preceding the war, national senti
ment held that there were jobs appropriate for women, 
such as being a waitress, a telephone operator, a clerk, 
and most of all, a mother. Propaganda reinforced these 
notions by portraying women as white, happy, middle
class housewives who were dependent on men. The goal 
of such propaganda was to keep women out of work. 
especially from jobs reserved for men in  the industry 
sector. Women were confined to lower-paying jobs in 
the service industries and domestic work at home, but 
the war years provided American women with an oppor
tunity to break this discrimination. 

During the American Revolution, Abigail Adams 
wrote a letter to her husband stating, "I desire you 
would remember the ladies," reminding him of how sig
n ificant and crucial women's involvement in the War for 
American Independence was. Also, George Washington 
admitted that "without them [women] we couldn't have 
won the war." Both statements, even though made so tar 
back in time, could not more precisely describe the 
momentous contribution women made during World 
War I I .  When the United States declared war, millions 
of men were drafted to fight, thus leaving their jobs 
unfilled. Likewise, entrance into war meant that indus
try would have to increase production drastically to 
provide soldiers with the necessaty tools to defeat the 
enemy. Production was essential to victory, and women 
were essential to production. 

Women accepted the challenge and responded to the 
acute wartime labor shortages. Between 1941  and 1945, 
over 6 mil lion women entered the labor force, many of 
whom were married and had children (Moss 8). The 
success of women recruitment can be traced back to 
numerous propagat1da efforts. As opposed to the prewar 
presentation, now females were seen as strong and com
petent. A popular wartime symbol of women working in 
war industries became Norman Rockwell's painting 
"Rosie the Riveter" (Moss 9). The purpose of such 
propaganda was to show that women were capable of 
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taking on work that was usually assigned to men. 
Another tactic used to draw women into the work force 
was the appeal to patriotism. Slogans such as "Do Your 
Part" were created to make women feel that they could 
serve their country and that they could contribute to the 
victory over Nazism by working on the home front. 

Females who responded to the need for industry 
workers accepted occupations as crane operators, 
welders, riveters, lumbe1jacks, and iron workers (Moss 
8). These women worked long hours under very poor 
conditions, but they were proud to be able to help out 
during the times of war. This was an opportunity for 
women to grow and learn, and many performed ce1tain 
jobs better than men due to their increased motor skills, 
manual dexterity, and close attention to details (Moss 8). 
Women joined the labor force because of different rea
sons. Some always wanted to work, and others went to 
work because of economic need, but many of them 
came largely because of a strong desire to do something 
meaningful to help win the war. There was a sense of 
excitement and feeling that everyone was joining 
together against a common enemy. World War I I  
became a symbol of pride and ti·eedom for most women. 

In the war's aftermath, mill ions of women working in 
previously male-dominated industries were fired. The 
principal cause for losing their wartime jobs was the fact 
that men were returning home from their militmy 
service. As the war came to an end, many employers had 
to dismiss workers because orders were not coming in 
and, thus, the need for labor declined. Returning soldiers 
now had the advantage of being hired before civilian 
workers, according to the Selective Security Act (Moss 
7 1  ). These veterans had worked for the various 
companies many years more than the women who 
covered for them and were, therefore, entitled to their 
old jobs. Likewise, men who had not worked before the 
war were guaranteed occupation because these men had 
risked their lives and, thus, should be rewarded at least 
with the security of occupation. 

In general, employment of women did not decline 
after the American vict01y over the Axis powers. 
Instead, it increased from 27 percent at war's end to 32 
percent by 1 950 (Moss 7 1  ). But the days of prosperity, 
when women held traditionally male work, were gone 

and were replaced by prewar conditions. Women were 
forced out of h igh-paying industry work back into 
female occupations such as clerk, waitress, secretary, 
and housewife. Once again, the chief belief was that a 
woman's place was in the home "creating an island of 
love and security for her children and husband" (Moss 
1 0 I ). In the postwar years, propaganda was used to 
encourage females to return home. When such propa
ganda was ineffective, new strategies were adopted. 
Articles were written which blamed working mothers 
for the destruction of families, juvenile delinquency, 
and "latchkey children" (Moss 9), without ever 
acknowledging that these women were not trying to be 
"imitation men" (Moss I 00), but rather wanted to con
tribute to a better standard of living with an additional 
income in a time when most Americans were longing 
for material security. 

During the 1 950s, women were torn between the 
traditional expectation of staying at home and the desire 
to work outside of the realm of domesticity. A study, 
conducted by Betty Friedan, showed that many women 
were depressed, unhappy, and dissatisfied with l ives 
that were primarily focused on their famil ies. Women 
were lacking adventures, excitement, and stimulation in 
their existence and felt like lifeless robots surrounded by 
monotony and dullness. Friedan referred to this identity 
crisis as a "problem which has no name" (Moss 22 1 ). 
She b lamed the male-dominated society for the feelings 
of worthlessness and incompetence that many women 
suffered. Furthermore, the increase of alcoholism and 
drug abuse among women who fulfilled society's 
criteria of being a mother and a housewife showed that 
they were discontent with their social roles. 

Throughout the 1 950s and 1960s, women produced 
l iterature that reflects, contributes to, and comments on 
the struggle against the male-dominated culture. One of 
these women was Anne Sexton, who made the experi
ence of being a female a central issue in her poetry. 
Often times, Sexton was referred to as a "confessional 
poet" because her poetry was highly personal and gen
uine. However, many people feared her honesty when 
she explored themes such as mental i l lness, suicide, and 
social roles for women and, therefore, they criticized her 
tor being too subjective. One of Sexton's poems is "Her 
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Kind," which i l lustrates the social dilemma that women 
hlced during the 1 950s. Moreover, it offers the reader an 
intimate view of women's distress at having to satisfy 
the repressive roles that society exerted on them. 

Outwardly, "Her Kind" is a simple poem consisting 
of three stanzas with the repeating refrain "I have been 
her kind" (75), indicating each stanza break. On the 
surface, the poem seems to be about a "'lonely" and 
"misunderstood" witch, but at the same time, the poem 
exposes an honest critique of society for demanding the 
execution of these prescribed roles under all circum
stances. This critique is revealed throughout the poem 
by Sexton's application of a bitter and sharp tone. 
Through the use of the first-person point of view, 
Sexton allows the reader to establish an emotional con
nection with the speaker, which, in turn, enables him or 
her to identify with the female character in the poem. 

In the first stanza, the poet uses a witch image as an 
analogy to highlight the immense pressures and suffer
ings that women had to endure during the 1950s. Sexton 
draws a direct parallel between the narrator and an 
accused witch who experienced physical pain inflicted 
by torture devices. Like Sylvia Plath, who applied Jews' 
stories during World War I I  to portray her own personal 
experiences, Sexton employs the witch image to 
describe the tragic emotions that women underwent. 
Even though women after the war were not physically 
tortured, I would suggest that the poet believes that their 
psychic suffering is, nevetiheless, similar or equal to the 
physical pain that alleged witches had to bear in the 1 7th 
century. When Sexton refers to the witch as being "pos
sessed," she implies either that the witch is possessed by 
her husband (or society), who regards her as an object 
or his property, or she suggests that the witch is 
possessed by madness as a consequence of not knowing 
how to l iberate herself fi·om society's demands. The 
reader knows that the witch "[has] gone out" of her 
house, being "braver at night" than during the day, but 
the reader does not really know where she is going. I 
would propose that she simply found the courage at 
n ight, when nobody can see her, to do what is not 
expected from her, namely, to leave the house. The 
speaker, furthermore, is described as "twelve-fingered," 
literally indicating a physical aberration. However, I 

believe that Sexton uses such a characterization to point 
out that women who deviated from the "normal" or 
expected standard were not tolerated by society and 
were regarded as abnormal. These women, as did 
witches in the 171h century, presented a threat to the 
male-dominated culture. In the 1 950s, women, who 
desired more than the fulfillment of their assigned roles, 
were perceived as "out of mind)' and as a hazard to soci
ety's equilibrium. As a consequence, they were 
punished by being restricted to a very small area of the 
world-their house, where they became "lonely 
thing[s]." 

Sexton concludes her first stanza with "A woman 
like that is not a woman, quite," i l lustrating that in 
society's view, she has not devoted herself to her 
prescribed role and, therefore, does not deserve to be 
seen as a true woman as the status quo would define the 
word. On the other hand, this line of the poem, in my 
opinion, can also be interpreted in another way. I would 
suggest that Sexton tries to point out that this kind of 
woman had not yet found the courage to l iberate herself 
from society's demands and, for that reason, she did not 
attain her personal potential as a female, which would 
result in finding her own identity. Whatever the poet's 
intentions were, she identifies herself with the witch 
when she says "I have been her kind" and directs 
attention to the fact that the problem of being restricted 
to certain prescribed stereotypes was not a problem of 
an individual, but rather points out that it was shared by 
many women. 

In contrast to the tirst stanza, the second one is more 
straightforward and lacks the ambiguity which is clear
ly present in the first stanza. Also, the bitter and sharp 
tone is missing that is created by adjectives such as 
"black" and "evil" and is exchanged for a softer mood, 
which mirrors the speaker's resignation with the life that 
is completely engaged with her family, with scant 
regard for her own needs. In this stanza, the poet devel
ops the persona of a mother and housewife and intro
duces the reader to the chores that such a woman was 
occupied with throughout her day. When Sexton says 
that the woman has "found the warm caves," she illus
trates society's picture of what a home is supposed to 
be. In this case, the house is "warm," tilled with love, 
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and small like a "cave," where interaction between 
family members is enhanced because of the small area 
in which the family lives. At the same time, however, l 
would suggest that Sexton also tries to demonstrate the 
emotions that a woman forced into the role of a mother 
and homemaker has toward her own house. Here, then, 
the ''cave'l represents a prison to which the woman is 
confined. She becomes an inmate, feeling cramped and 
restricted to a small area (or cell) without knowing when 
her sentence is going to be over and, as a result, she 
feels desperate and hopeless. 

In the following three lines of the second stanza, the 
poet uses the device of enumeration to point out the 
"innumerable" responsibilities of a woman who 
sacrifices her own life for domesticity. She fills her 
house with "skillets, carvings, shelves, I closets, silks," 
describing the immense duties that she has to accom
plish and which are too "innumerable" to list. When 
Sexton states that the woman has "fixed the suppers for 
the worms and elves," she implies that the speaker is 
torn between emotions of disgust (or hate) and love for 
her children. The "worms" represent animals, which are 
ugly, s l imy, and which nobody wants to touch. 
"[E]lves," on the other hand, are cute little creatures 
associated with pleasant feelings. Consequently, I 
believe that Sexton attempts to demonstrate that the 
mother does what is expected ti'om her, namely love her 
chi ldren, but, at the same time, she also blames them for 
not allowing her to live her own l ife and, therefore, she 
''hates" them. 

Moreover, the speaker is "whining" or complaining 
about her situation and is frustrated that she has to 
·'[rearrange] the disaligned," meaning that she is sup
posed to constantly keep her house and family neat and 
harmonious without having time for herself. This d ilem
ma that many women faced during the postwar years is 
summarized when Sexton declares, "A woman like that 
is misunderstood." From society's perspective, women 
could only tlnd fulfil lment and happiness through 
domesticity and child rearing. However, these women 
were dissatisfied and were dreaming of more than just 
being nurturing, family-orientated mothers and house
wives. On the surface, they might have been perfect 
females who obeyed their social roles and portrayed a 

contented life, but deep down inside them. they longed 
for a change in their existence. 

The third and last stanza un ites the witch from the 
tlrst stanza with the housewife from the second stanza 
through the word "still" and brings the poem into the 
present. Throughout this stanza, the witch and the house
wife become one person and decide that the only way 
out of their misery is death. Both females "have ridden 
in [a] cart," which literally represents the wagon in 
which the witch was brought to her execution, and, more 
deeply, it also stands for the long and painful l ife or jour
ney that a woman in the 1950s had to endure. The "driv
er," theretore, can be seen as the man who drove the 
witch toward her death, or the "driver" can be 
perceived as representing the American society of the 
postwar years. Sexton's witch and mother waving their 
"nude arms at villages going by,n are saying their last 
goodbyes to the society which did not allow them to fol
low their own path and which did not tolerate their devi
ation from the expected norms. Hence, both women are 
"learning the last bright routes," indicating that they are 
aware of the fact that their death is not far away; it is 
practically awaiting them at the end of the "bright 
routes." However, Sexton does not allow her speaker to 
feel "ashamed to d ie" and portrays her as a "survivor" 
who found the courage to end her depressive l ife in order 
to escape the isolation that she felt when tacing social 
expectations. Consequently, the woman is a survivor 
because, even though her life will physically end, psy
chologically, she will experience a kind of freedom that 
she could not achieve while being part of a community 
that oppressed her. 

The next two lines, again, i l lustrate the connection 
between a woman of the 1 950s and witch in the 1 7thg

century. When the speaker announces that "flames still 
bite my thigh," she refers to the repressive role that was 
exerted on her. Like flames or tire, this pressure burnt 
away her identity and created a feeling of anguish, 
despair, and hopelessness, comparable to the emotions 
that are felt when somebody is burnt alive. Another 
image of pain is produced when Sexton's witch says 
that "my ribs crack where your wheels wind," exploring 
her experience with a torture device. Both women have 
suffered unspeakable psychological and physical 
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torment and, for that reason, they are will ing and are 
"not ashamed to die." I would propose that Sexton is not 
!tying to represent death as an act of cowardice, but as 
an act of courage. I n  this case, it would be too simple to 
suggest that the witch and the mother are choosing 
death because they are afraid to face the challenges of 
l ife. It seems more important to admit that both women 
have realized that in the societies in which they l ived, 
they would never be truly free and, therefore, they must 
choose death as the only way out of their desolation. 

In conclusion, Anne Sexton's "Her Kind" is beyond 
praise, for she has succeeded admirably in  capturing the 
experiences and feelings of women who were part of an 
oppressive society. The poem articulates with a biting and 
sharp honesty the dilemma of being a woman in  postwar 
America and dramatically depicts society's fault for cre
ating the feelings of emptiness and dissatisfaction within 
many females. This famous poem, therefore, deserves to 
be called a "feminist manifesto," which paved the road 
tor what is now considered feminist poetry. 
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Evaluation: We (DePalma and Wilson) have taught 
together numerous times. This, truly, is among the very 
best papers to emerge from any of our linked classes, 
past and present. The essay beautifitlly weaves the two 
disciplines together It showcases Marta s broad under
standing of history, especially the plight of American 
women in the post-World War Ilera, and it stands very 
tall as a perceptive literary rendering of a difficult 
poem. We love this essay for so many reasons: its 
clarity, its humanity, and much more. 
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The 

Unmentionable 

Issue 
Stephanie Wolferman 
Course: H istory 2 12  

(Recent American History 1 945-1 980) 
Instructor: Tom DePalma 

Assignment: 
Who was the best of the first three postwar 

presidents? Your choices are Harry Truman, 
Dwight D. Eisenhower, and John F Kennedy. Your 
analyses must include thematic and specific depth. 

The job of the President of the United States is to lead 
the people of our nation through times of crisis and to 
lead us to the f\tture. For every president in  office, 
certain  issues make their way from the background to 
the foreground. Civil rights was that issue after World 
War ll and until the 1 960s; it is still an issue present in 
our society. Harry Truman, Dwight D. Eisenhower, and 
John Kennedy were the head of this nation during those 
critical times when civil rights were finally focused on, 
and each one handled the situation d ifferently. During 
these decades of change, much headway was made in  
sensing that though African-Americans may have been 
set free after the Civil War, they were not equal. Truman 
stmted this path toward equality, but Kennedy took over 
where Truman left off and took it further. Kennedy's 
stance on civil rights toward the end of his term helped 
pass c iv i l  rights legis lation through and made him the 
most successful. Kennedy's stance on civil rights creat
ed the most change and had the most impact. Though 
civi l  rights affected each presidency d ifferently, 
Kennedy made the most progress in that area. 

Truman is known as the first modern president to 
promote civil rights (Moss 73). Truman started on his 
path toward equality in December of 1 946 with his Civil 
Rights Committee (Moss 73). This committee created 
several measures that would rid the country of unequal 
treatment to minorities (Moss 73). The committee 
offered several suggestions: desegregating the mi litary 
and government agencies, abolishing the poll tax in  the 
south (paying money in exchange to vote), creating a 
civil rights division in the Judicial Department, creating 
the Commission on Civil Rights, and keeping the Fair 
Employment Practices Commission (FEPC) a penna
nent fixture in  the government (Moss 74). 11·uman did 
support this committee's findings, but the rest of 
Congress didn't respond to his vision (Moss 74). So, 
Truman bypassed Congress with his executive order, 
which desegregated the agencies of the government in 
February of 1948, and then he did the same to the armed 
forces in  July of the same year (Moss 74). 
Desegregation of the armed forces did take time, 
especially in the army, but, by the Korean War, they 
were desegregated (Moss 74). 

Truman's next big wave of civil rights legislation 
came during his campaign for reelection in 1 948. The 
1 948 election wasn't a promising one for Truman; his 
party had given up on him and asked Eisenhower to run 
in his place, but when Ike refused, then Truman was 
allowed to go for reelection. It looked like a loss for 
Truman since his approval ratings were low and his own 
party was only "mild about Harry" (Moss 74). With no 
chance of winning in sight, Truman decided to have 
civil rights as his platform, since he wanted to go out 
telling the truth and not !tying to p lease voters. Even 
though it caused his own party to break into three 
different directions, no one could stop Truman from 
proposing and introducing new civil rights bills into 
Congress (Moss 74). On February 2, 1948, Truman 
introduced his new civil rights bill to Congress, and it 
received little support (McCullough 586). The bill intro
duced provided voting rights for African Americans in 
the south, called for the desegregation of interstate 
transportation, and called for lynching to be tried as a 
federal crime. The bill was not well received and was 
proof to the nation that not only was Truman no longer 
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respected in the South, but he no longer claimed his seat 
in the oval office. Truman did have the last laugh, by 
being reelected anyway (McCullough 588). This bil l  
never did get passed through Congress, but Truman kept 
trying. For instance, i n  1952, Truman was in favor of 
desegregating schools, but it failed to find support on 
Capitol Hi l l .  Although Truman had little success with 
civil rights, he did not tone down his views to please 
everyone; Truman took a stand for what he believed in. 
He may have had l ittle success in getting his bills 
through, but he gave the issue impmtance and ensured 
to everyone that the government wasn't going to be 
silent. As David McCullough has stated, "(he did] more 
than any President since Lincoln to awaken American 
conscience to the issues of civil  rights" (91 5). 
McCullough best sums up Truman's legacy and his 
impact on the issue of civil rights. 

When Dwight D.  Eisenhower took office in 1 952, he 
took a much different approach to civil rights than 
Truman: he ignored it. He was too weak on civil rights 
and often took his skill of consensus and used it to "deal 
with" civil rights. However, Ike did make a couple of
steps toward equality, but neither attempt panned out. 
His first tty at creating equality was in January I 0, 1 957, 
when Ike introduced the Brownell's Civil Rights Bil l  to 
the nation (Ambrose 406). This proposal had many parts 
to it, but Ike put a special emphasis on the right to vote 
for all people (Ambrose 406). It did pass through the 
House with no problems, but when it entered the Senate, 
it was destroyed (Ambrose 406-407). It failed, in part, 
because Ike admitted that he didn't understand what the 
other patts of the bill meant, which allowed southern 
senators to tweak it any way they wanted (Ambrose 
407). I nstead of the bil l  being a p latform for the rights of
African-Americans, it turned into "an amendment that
would assure a j ury trial to anyone cited for 
contempt of court in a civil rights case" (Ambrose 407). 
Basically, it would put a white man on trial for violating
the rights of an African-American in front of a jury that
was all white; it would ensure that no one would be con
victed violating voting rights (Ambrose 407). The jury
trial amendment was adapted to the bill, and it was
passed by both the House and Senate; but, in the bill
passed, a change was made: a federal judge decided

 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

whether the defendant should be tried by jury (Ambrose 
41g1-41 3). This passage was seen as only a minor victory 
since the penalties attached weren't harsh and weren't 
enforced; no one even knew it was signed by Ike on 
September 9, 1957 (Ambrose 4 1 3). It was a bil l  that 
made little difference in the lives of African-Americans, 
and it didn't change the way racism was handled. 

Ike also had problems enforcing the desegregation of 
schools, particularly in Arkansas (Ambrose 4 14). On 
September 3, I 957, Orval Faubus, the governor of 
Arkansas, had ordered the Arkansas National Guard to 
prevent black students from entering Central High 
School in Little Rock (Ambrose 4 1 4). This incident 
showed Ike's stubbornness to get involved. He didn't 
believe that the Justice Department had a right to 
enforce the law, nor did he want to get in the middle of 
the race issue (Ambrose 4 14). Ike's initial response was 
to talk with Faubus and reason with him to let the 
children attend class, but Faubus used the opportunity to 
gather more press for his cause and, at the same time, 
still kept the entrance closed to the black students 
(Ambrose 4 I 4-416). Even when they took Faubus to 
court and ordered the troops to be withdrawn, the fear 
still existed that Faubus may withdraw the troops and 
replace them with a mob (Ambrose 4 I 7). The fear did 
come true; on September 23, 1 957, the mob replaced the 
troops, and Ike had to act (Ambrose 4 1 8). Ike didn't do 
anything on the first day; the integration had lasted only 
three hours, with the black students being removed by 
police, who were acting in accordance with the mayor's 
order (Ambrose 4 1 8). Ike did manage to act on the next 
day, the 241h, by doing what he didn't want to do: send
ing in troops (Ambrose 4 I 8-4 I 9). He had to use force, 
since he failed to address civil rights in a forceful matter 
and to make it a priority; by ignoring the issue, he had 
created the need for force, which he was trying to avoid 
(Ambrose 4 1 9). He sent 500 of the 1 0 1'1 Airborne 
Division paratroopers to Little Rock, Arkansas, hours 
after noon, and even more arrived by nightfall ;  plus, he 
sent the Arkansas National Guard to the school, but they 
were under federal control (Ambrose, 4 19-420). Yet, he 
only called the troops to ensure that the law was fol
lowed, and not to impose segregation, which he made 

hclear in his speech to the nation on September 24t , I 957g
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(Ambrose 420). But, to be fair, even though he 
sugarcoated the civil rights issue in his speech, he did 
integrate the school and proved that governors of the 
south couldn't push him around (Ambrose 42 1 ). 
However, Ike did take a misstep toward equality when 
he distanced himself from the desegregation issue and, 
in October, he said, "the cotuts had gone too far, too 
fast" (Ambrose 422). Ike seemed to try to make the issue 
of Little Rock go away by not talking about it, but civil 
rights was an issue that wouldn't fade from the headlines 
(Ambrose 422). The Little Rock incident didn't have a 
happy ending; the school was closed after being 
integrated for one year, which was what Ike feared 
might happen (Ambrose 423). 

The problem with Ike and civil rights was his indeci
siveness about the issue; he couldn't decide how to solve 
the problem, which led to decisions that had little impact 
(Ambrose 4 1 3). Since he couldn't decide where he stood 
on the issue, he couldn't make decisions that would 
improve conditions for African-Americans (Ambrose 
4 13). Plus, which didn't look good for his image, he was 
on vacation while the crisis in Little Rock was occuring 
(Ambrose 4 1 6). Though it was his style to seem like a 
"part-time president," there is just something unnerving 
about him playing bridge and golf while the chaos was 
unfolding in Arkansas (Ambrose 4 1 7). 

Though Ike wasn't good with issues of civil rights, I 
don't think he was elected for that purpose. I believe he 
was elected to end the Korean War and for his foreign 
policy. This doesn't excuse Ike for his confusion over 
civil rights, but it shows the mood the people were in. 
They replaced Truman, who was outspoken about 
civil rights, with Ike because, foreign policy aside, he 
wouldn't bring up civil rights. I don't think people were 
ready to deal with issues concerning civil rights, but this 
did not give Ike an excuse to ignore them. He was timid 
on the issue and resisted action until chaos erupted. He 
left the explosive issue of civil rights to whoever came 
after him, and that man happened to take the issue and 
create solutions to its problems. 

John "Jack" Kennedy was elected to the presidency 
in 1 960 (Moss 1 43) .  During his campaign toward the 
White House, he showed support for the lunch counter 
sits-ins, which foreshadowed his support of civil rights. 

He expressed his support by saying, "It is in the 
American tradition to stand up for one's rights-even if 
the new way is sitting down" (Kennedy qtd. in S itkoff 
8 1 ). His comment showed his support for civil rights 
and gave him an edge over Nixon, who did support civil 
rights but chose to ignore the topic. Kennedy also 
showed his commitment to civil rights with the 
infamous two phone calls. The minute Matiin Luther 
King, Jr. arrived in Georgia, he was arrested for violat
ing his probation on a traffic violation that had occurred 
before he came to Georgia (Perret 265). Then, on that 
violation, he was placed in jail and put on a labor chain 
gang for four months (Perret 265). After hearing of this 
unjustified arrest from his brother- in-law, Sargent 
Shriver, Kennedy called Mrs. King and reassured her 
that he would do everything he could to help (Perret 
266). Mrs. King was worried that her husband would be 
killed, so Kennedy worked with his brother, Bobby, to 
get him out (Moss 1 47). Then, after Kennedy called 
Mrs. King, Bobby called the judge in Georgia and basi
cally blackmailed him. If the Georgia judge wouldn't 
overturn his decision, funds to the state would be 
stopped, and Bobby would prosecute him for unjustified 
jailing, since if Jack was elected, Bobby would be 
Attorney General. The threat worked, and Martin 
Luther King, Jr. was released from jail, and many 
believe these phone calls won Kennedy the black vote 
in the North. When Geoffrey Perret mentioned the two 
phone calls in his book, Jack: A Life Like No Other, he 
said, "This was the one important moment when he 
acted entirely out of what he was as a human being and 
not out of what he thought would serve him as a politi
cian" (Perret 266). Though both presidential candidates 
thought the jailing was unjustified, only Kennedy spoke 
out, which was something he would have to learn to do 
during his presidency. Kennedy becoming president in 
1 960 signaled a change in civil rights. 

However, Jack really didn't do anything in the first 
years of his presidency to help with civil rights 
(DePalma 4). He started off trying to keep his distance 
from the issue, in part, to ensure his good standing with 
those in the South (DePalma 4). His opinion slowly 
changed in 1 96 1 ,  when the whole country t1nally saw 
the tragedy that was occurring in the South. 
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The first sign that civil rights were becoming more of 
an impmtant issue was in 196 1 ,  with the Freedom 
Riders. In 196 1 ,  CORE (Congress on Racial Equality) 
decided to protest the laws that allowed segregation on 
interstate bus routes, by going into the south with whites 
and blacks sitting wherever they wanted. Their first stop 
in South Carolina was where the first problems 
appeared, with the beating of Jobn Lewis when he tried 
to use a white-only washroom. Things became even 
worse when the bus arrived in Anniston, Alabama; 
when the bus arrived, the lobby was ful l  of men with 
weapons. When the bus pulled in, violence erupted, 
with the crowd attacking the bus. Even when the bus 
peeled out of the terminal, the crowd fol lowed it. 
Violence reached its peak when a tire, punctured at the 
terminal, forced the bus to pull  over, and the crowd 
pounced on the bus. When Kennedy, along with the rest 
of the country, saw these hateful images on television, 
something changed, but even though Kennedy was 
upset, he wasn't the first to act: Bobby was. Bobby got 
on the phones to Montgomery, Alabama, and tried to 
arrange local officers to patrol the lobby and ensure that 
no violence would occur; he also arranged for members 
of the FBI and Justice Department to go to Montgomery 
to observe what was going on down there. Yet, Bobby's 
efforts were useless since the police allowed the crowd 
to attack the bus and its passengers for I 0 m inutes 
before enforcing the law. Then, after the Montgomery 
incident, Kennedy decided that these beatings had to 
come to an end, so he arranged for a peaceful arrest in .
Mississippi, which was the next stop on the route. 
Though the incident ended in arrest, it did stop the 
segregation of interstate bus travel. This incident was 
handled with Bobby at the helm, but it did show the 
Kennedy administration's commitment to equality. 

At the same time the Freedom Riders were in
Alabama, Martin Luther King Jr. was there as  well, at 
the F irst Baptist Church of Montgomery, where he got a 
death threat and Bobby heard about it. After talking to 
Kennedy, Bobby convinced him to send 500 federal 
marshals to protect King. The marshals were able to 
d isperse the crowd and were a symbol of Kennedy's 
growing commitment. 

g 

 

Then, in 1 962, Kennedy really stepped up his 
support for civil rights. Mostly, up to this point, Bobby 
handled civil rights efforts, with Jack's suppott, but at 
the University of Mississippi, Kennedy followed his 
brother's lead. In 1 962, James Meredith wanted to 
enroll at the University of Mississippi, an all-white 
college, but he was not allowed to attend (Moss 167). 
Knowing that he was qualified to go to the college and 
was being discriminated against, Meredith went to the 
Supreme Coutt and got a court order fi'om Hugo B lack 
that forced the school to admit him (Moss 167). Even 
with a cowt order, Meredith couldn't enter; he had 
Governor Ross Barnett standing up to the court order 
and refusing to allow Meredith to attend school (Moss 
1 67). There was even a mob there keeping Meredith 
from entering the school, so Kennedy decided to act 
(Moss 1 67). "Kennedy sent army troops and federalized 
the state National Guard" in order to keep Meredith safe 
(DePalma 6). Once Meredith was admitted into the 
school, violence exploded amongst the crowd. As the 
crowd was lighting anything they saw on fire and being 
controlled with tear gas, Kennedy talked to the country 
on television. This immediate response showed to the 
country that he thought civil rights was an important 
topic and that he was making a commitment to make 
things just. 

The biggest event in civil rights under Kennedy 
happened in 1963 in Birmingham, Alabama. Martin 
Luther King Jr. and the SCLC (Southern Christian 
Leadership Conference) decided to march for equality 
in the South's most segregated city (Moss 167). What 
happened next shocked the country and brought out 
Kennedy's best speech concerning civi l  rights 
(DePalma 6). When the demonstrators arrived, they 
were not allowed to march since they weren't allowed a 
permit and they were broken up in  cruel ways (Moss 
1 67). Protesters were hit with billy clubs and were 
attacked with German Shepherds. After 3 weeks of 
protesting, children were brought in to help with the 
march, and it became vety ugly: dogs were used on the 
children, just like everyone else, and they too were shot 
at with h igh-power hoses; this scene was too much for 
Kennedy (Perret 367-8). Looking at the photographs, all 
Kennedy could muster was, "It makes me sick"; this 
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scene changed Kennedy's approach to civil rights 
(Perret 368). 

On June I I ,  1 963, Kennedy showed his commitment 
to the issue of civil rights by addressing the nation and 
being the lirst president to do so (Moss 1 68). In his 
speech, he addressed the need for freedom, the need for 
change, and that "this nation, for al l  its hopes and al l  its 
boasts, wil l  not be fully free until all its citizens are free" 
(Kennedy qtd. in  Sitkotl; 1 46). In  that powerful speech, 
he stressed the need for change, and he provided that a 
week later (Moss 1 69). After the speech, he "proposed 
the most comprehensive civil rights bi l l  in American 
history" (Moss 1 69). The bill called for voting rights for 
al l  African-Americans and desegregation of all public 
places; it also allowed money to be held from states that 
still didn't recognize discrimination, allowed desegrega
tion of schools to be sta1ted by the Attorney General, 
and called for help concerning the economic situations 
that faced African-Americans (DePalma 6). Though he 
proved that the nation was ready for change, he still had 
problems getting the bi l l  through Congress; it was stuck 
in committee in the House (Perret 3 89). Kennedy never 
got to see the bill that the house would introduce to the 
floor; he first had to go to Texas and meet his fate of 
death (Perret 390). 

Though his brother or the environment he was in may 
have influenced Kennedy, he did eventually support civil 
rights. It doesn't matter where one starts off at, it matters 
where one arrives; at the end of his l ife, Kennedy full
heartedly supported civil rights. By giving his speech on 
civil rights, he showed that he no longer cared about 
votes, but about making things right. Even though he 
never got to see his vision of a free world, his bill was 
eventually passed in 1 964 and went far beyond what he 
could have ever imagined (Moss 1 80). Even though his 
death was a tragedy, without it, who knows if Congress 
would have been compelled to vote for it and keep 
Kennedy's dream alive? The combination of the people 
around him (like his brother and Martin Luther King, Jr.) 
and the times during which he was president influenced 
Kennedy to become a great champion of civil rights. 

The end of World War II to the 1 960s was a time of 
healing and growing as a nation. The nation had three 
great presidents-Truman, Eisenhower, and Kennedy-

to lead the way. Each had h is  own strengths and weak
nesses as president. Eisenhower was clearly too weak 
on the civil rights issue, since he could never commit on 
which way he wanted to combat the problem. Truman 
started us on the path toward equality, but could only get 
things passed through executive orders; he could never 
get Congress to come together and agree upon legisla
tion. Kennedy, although he wasn't too comf01table at 
first, did lead the way to ending discrimination and was 
the best at it. Through his death, legislation was passed 
to ensure equality for all . And, through his l ife, he 
worked on protecting those who tried to get rid of 
inequalities in the South and aroused hope in countless 
others. Each president had his own way of working with 
civil rights, and Kennedy's way had the most success. 
He asked us all, "Would [yon) then be content with the 
counsels of patience and delay?" (DePalma 6) and many 
Americans agreed that their patience had ran out. 
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of a Different Kind: 

Approaches to 

and Controversies in 

Art Restoration 
Kristin Zelazko 

Course: English 201 (Advanced Composition) 
I nstructor: Kurt Neumann 

Assignment: 
Students were asked to write four essays 

on a single topic: a topic proposal, 
a d4inition essay, and two argument essays. 

Part 1: Approaches to Art Restoration 
As we enter the twenty-first centmy, many priceless 
works of art are revealing signs of aging. Some are 
crumbling, others are decaying, and more are simply 
losing their once aesthetic appeal. With so many pieces 
of art in such condition, we must decide how to conserve 
some p ieces and which pieces require restoration. Att 
conservation includes the aspect of art restoration. The 
restoration of art is a controversial issue with many 
negative associations, needing a foundation for people 
to agree on. In the most simple of terms, mt restoration 
is a process of returning a work of art to its original state. 
Within this definition, however, art, conservation, and 
restoration are vague terms that require explanation. 

Art is a broad term that encompasses not only paint
ing, drawing, and sculpture, but architecture, l iterature, 
poetry, film, music. Indeed, Andy Warhol declared that 
everything was art, even a can of Campbell's tomato 
soup. Art is more than the Funk & Wagnalls Standard 
Desk Dictionary definition of "an esthetically pleasing 
and meaningful arrangement of elements, as words, 
sounds, colors, shapes." Art need not be pleasing to the 
senses. If it were as such, we could not include the 
works of Pablo Picasso or those of Frida Kahlo, both of 
whom did not necessarily choose visually attractive 
subjects or colors. Art exists in many forms; moreover, 
it need not be tangible or permanent. It may not have 
been handmade, manmade, or skillfully done; and it 
certainly need not be serious, intelligent, or even 
unique. The definition of art is different for everyone; 
therefore, as Warhol preferred to believe, everything 
can be mt. 

In  the case of restoration, however, Warhol's 
definition is too broad for us. We must concentrate on 
the tangible forms of art that are deteriorating and 
require attention. These tangible pieces of art include 
paintings, sculptures, buildings, monuments, and 
temples. Often, these works of art have a significant 
h istorical value; in general, they are over a century old, 
frequently reaching into the hundreds of years. They 
commonly are the works of deceased, well-known 
artists, such as Rembrandt and Leonardo de Vinci. 
Sometimes they are representative of an era, as 
Michelangelo's Sistine Chapel ceiling represents the 
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Italian Renaissance; other times, they are representative 
of a culture, as the Sphinx represents the ancient 
Egyptians. For these reasons, such work of m1 are 
priceless, making them h istoric and cultural aspects of 
humanity. 

Conservation is the protection of something, whether 
rainforest, h istorical structure, or work of art. In the con
text of art, conservationists often preserve works that 
are in danger of becoming extinct, meaning they may 
collapse or deteriorate. Such works of art include the 
Sphinx or Stonehenge. Conservation is different for 
every work of art, depending on the condition of the 
piece and the best way to preserve it. For example, the 
deterioration of the Sphinx still remains a mystery to 
conservators, who worry for its condition after it lost 
part of its right shoulder in ! 988. According to Neville 
Agnew, Scientific Program Director of the Getty 
Conservation Institute, the Sphinx is simply revealing 
"the effects of four and a half thousand years of deteri
oration" (Hochfie!d 3 1  ) . His solution to prevent further 
deterioration is to create a shelter for the Sphinx. To 
conserve this famous monument, he suggests placing it 
within doors, or building a transparent shelter for nights 
and rough weather. Another conservation practice is to 
simply limit access to a famous structure, preventing 
humans from trampling or breathing, which creates 
condensation, on a piece of art. Visitors of Stonehenge 
must follow a path that circles the monument; they may 
no longer meander about the site. While Mona Lisa is in  
no danger of crumbling to pieces, its infamy requires its 
own protection from the elements. The Japanese 
presented the painting with a Triplex glass box on its 
visit to Japan in 1 965. The box is nearly bulletproof and 
maintains a constant temperature of 68 degrees. 
Because da Vinci painted Mona Lisa on poplar, the 
climate control is crucial in preventing warping or 
cracking of the wood panel. The conservation of the 
Leaning Tower of P iza, however, is more uncertain, and 
a committee is still debating how best to conserve this 
famous work of architecture, which has been leaning 
toward destruction since its completion. In her article, 
"Mortal Monuments," Sylvia Hochfield states that "The 
choice, say many who are concerned with preservation, 
is often between d iluting the experience of visitors . . .  or 

accepting the eventual destruction of the original" (3 1 ) . 
Conservation is not always concerned with what is most 
aesthetically pleasing but with what is the best way to 
conserve our heritage. 

Restoration is more extreme division of mt conser
vation. The process of restoration is different for every 
work of a11, but in  general, restoration is a process of 
returning a work of art to its original condition. Its 
purpose, like conservation, is to conserve our cultural 
heritage. It is not a remodeling process meant to 
improve upon the original work. If a work of art should 
undergo a restoration process, however, its appearance 
would indeed change. For example, the restoration 
process for da Vinci's Mona Lisa would require a 
simple removal of varnishes that past restorers have 
added throughout the centuries. I n  the most successful 
of restorations, the work wil l  appear as the artist had 
originally intended and created. Other times, this result 
is not feasible. For example, so many restorers have 
worked on Michaelangelo's Sistine Ceiling over the 
past few centuries that modern restorers needed to 
decide how much previous restoration they should keep 
as part of the ceiling's h istory. The modern restorers 
removed trapped dirt, old varnish, and some poor over
painting. They kept a hand that the artist Domenico 
Carnevali painted after a section of plaster with the left 
hand of God had fallen in the mid-sixteenth century, as 
well as eighteenth-century clamps that held weakened 
plaster. The ceiling is not the same as the original, but it 
certainly has a long history. The temples of Angkor in  
Cambodia are a different sort of example. The jungle 
has so grown upon the temples that it has created what 
conservation architect John Sanday describes as "'a 
wonderful blend of nature and architecture'" (qtd. in 
Hochfield 29). The solution is to reconstruct the already 
collapsed buildings and clear only some of the jungle. 
The Cambodian government must decide how much of 
the jungle to clear. The temples will not return to their 
initial state but will be in better condition than they are 
currently after restoration. 

The decision on which works of art need restoration 
frequently falls into the hands of museum committees 
or national governments. They must decide how badly 
a work of art requires restoration. There is no question 
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that art that has collapsed or is in danger of collapsing 
must undergo restoration. Other works of ati are open 
to discussion. For example, Mona Lisa is quite unclean, 
and most would agree a cleaning would only make the 
painting more beautiful .  Restoration is not always a 

guaranteed process; there are always risks involved, but 
the result is often successful, as with the restoration of 
the Sistine Chapel ceiling. 

Art conservators have many different methods of 
protecting art, depending on the work of art and its 
eonditon. Restoration is one such extreme method, in  
which a work of ati undergoes a process meant to 
return it as close as possible to its original state. This 
often involves cleaning or rebuilding. Art is an impor
tant feature of our cultural and h istoric heritage, and art 
conservation is concerned with preserving that heritage 
through whatever means necessary. 

Part II: Controversies in Art Restoration 
When the Louvre determined to restore Veronese's 
Wedding at Cana, the museum allowed the painting to 
remain on the wall, permitting viewers to observe the 
restoration process. The painting, unfortunately, 
suffered many mishaps during its reconstruction, 
including a fall from a temporary scaffold, during which 
it acquired several tears. The painting also endured a bit 
of rainfall due to leaks in the gallery's glass roof ("Too 
Hot to Handle" 36). These incidents left some wonder
ing on whether the painting was in better condition 
before or after restoration. Incidents such as these have 
initiated doubt among mtists, art h istorians, and the 
public on the safety and effectiveness of art restoration. 
While we cannot forget the mistakes of these incidents, 
we must also remember the successful restorations, such 
as that of Michelangelo's Sistine Chapel, which have 
truly benefited the art world. Art restoration, especially 
in the past few decades, has become more popular with 
new technology, but with it comes massive publicity, 
with accusations of scandal, heated debates, and law
suits from both sides. Each side has its own arguments 
when regarding the conversation of art. 

The basic argument against art restoration is to "not 
fix something that is not broken." James Beck, Columbia 

University professor, Renaissance specialist, and prime 
crusader for the group Artwatch International, is not 
opposed to ati restoration entirely. Wanting to conserve 
artwork, he encourages such a process for paintings that 
are in poor condition and in dire need of repair. He states, 
"there are undoubtedly instances when thorough restora
tion is necessary and even desirable, as when pictures 
have suffered from flood or other natural d isasters . . .  van
dalism and war. . .  simple humidity or inattention" (Beck, 
qtd. in "Reversibility, Fact or Fiction?" 6). When a visi
tor to the Andy Warhol Museum in Pittsburgh left an 
imprint of bright red l ipstick on Warhol's Bathtub, tor 
instance, art restorers came to the rescue, without debate. 
Othetwisc, the painting would have remained in perma
nent storage (Ohlson I ). When it comes to paintings such 
as Mona Lisa, however, Beck wants restorers to leave it 
alone. The painting is merely dirty, Beck maintains, not 
reason enough to touch such a priceless masterpiece 
(Danto 35). Beck's arguments rest on fears of incompe
tence and change, but he has halted numerous restoration 
projects, including the Uffizi's plans to restore da Vinci's 
Adoration of the Magi in February 2002. 

One of Beck's arguments is against the entire process 
of restoration, of which he is skeptical. He fears that 
museums leap into projects without fully researching 
the effects that restoration wil l  have on a work of art, 
leading to experimentation on the original work. He rea
sonably exclaims that the works of da Vinci and other 
revered mtists are far too precious to experiment on. He 
demands thorough investigation before any work begins 
on any form of art, preventing what he describes as '"a 
medical doctor doing an operation and not knowing the 
blood type"' (qtd. in "Beck's Crusade" 1 ). Beck also 
criticizes the process of reversibility, a common restora
tion process in which the restorer, during the final stage 
of restoration, adds a layer of varnish to protect the orig
inal and then retouches with water-soluble paints. 
Reversiblity means to assure the public that if a restorer 
makes any questionable alterations to the original paint
ing during the process, he has the ability to remove it. 
Beck disputes whether the process i s  truly reversible. 
During the first step of restoration, the cleaning process, 
a restorer removes certain material such as dirt or old 
varnishes. If he or she errs in judgement during this 
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stage, then the matter removed cannot simply be put 
back from whence it came, which in turn negates the 
idea of reversibility. Beck adds that watercolors tend to 
lighten over decades, which would lead to another intri
cate restoration after a generation or so. He questions 
whether anyone would want to fund such a project 
repeatedly ("Reversibility, Fact or F iction?" 4). 

In general, Beck simply dislikes the idea of restora
tion when he believes it to be unnecessary. He states 
that we think we know better today than those who 
have preceded us, that we bel ieve we have better meth
ods for restoring art. This conceit leads many museums 
to initiate restorations on artwork that is aging, but not 
in desperate need of restoration. The purpose of such 
restoration is what Beck terms "readabil ity" in his alti
cle, "Readabi lity and Restoration." The museums want 
their pieces to be more readable to everyone, not just 
the art h istorians, therefore attracting more tourists. His 
equivalent of readability is "dumbing down"; such as 
when an editor condenses Hamlet into a compact book
let of easy-to-read pages producing a copy of Cl!ff"'s 
Notes. He criticizes the results of the Sistine Chapel 
restoration, declaring, "To be sure critics and artists 
have found that the imagery appears to be too much 
like highly readable Walt Disney i l lustrations" (Beck 
qtd. in "Readability and Restoration" I ). 

Another problem with restoration, Beck protests, is 
the loss of authenticity. With paintings, the restorer 
must work on the original work of art. The original is  
unique, and if reactions to the restoration are negative, 
no backup copy remains. When the Louvre began a 
series of test restorations on da Vinci's The Virgin and 
Child with Saint Anne in  199 1 ,  the museum had to halt 
all work because of intense opposition, which generat
ed bad publicity. Leading the opposition was painter 
and mt h istorian Jacques Franck, who has studied da 
Vinci's technique for over twenty years. While he 
agreed that the painting was in bad condition, he feared 
that restoration would ruin it. He explained that da 
Vinci's distinctive technique is unstable for restoration. 
When painting, Franck explained, da Vinci used very 
little pigment, some binder, and a lot of solvent. Once 
he completed his work, he covered it with a layer of 
varnish that stabil ized such a delicate medium. 

Franck's concern was that da Vinci's pigments have 
seeped into the varnish, and to remove it may mean 
removing some of da Vinci's original work (""loo Hot 
to Handle" 36-37). In addition, Beck argues that 
because someone else has come to work on the piece 
during restoration, the painting loses some of its legiti
macy. Since its restoration, da Vinci's Last Supper is no 
longer simply a da Vinci painting because others have 
worked on it. They have cleaned it and retouched it 
with their own brushstrokes. At the end of the process, 
Beck argues, only twenty percent remains of da Vinci's 
original work ("Readability and Restoration" 2). 

Despite Beck's protests, however, art restorations are 
occuring more frequently today. Restoration is not such 
a shady process as Beck or Franck would have the 
public believe. When Ma1tin Kemp, British Academy 
Wolfson Professor at the University of Saint Andrews, 
and a da Vinci expert, viewed St. Annea:� test cleanings, 
he remarked that the '"blues were ce1tainly not livid or 
shocking but rather what one would expect. The test 
cleaning showed considerable potential for relatively 
straightforward cleaning,"' (qtd. in "Too Hot to Handle" 
3 7). It is simply good habit to keep mtwork i n  the best 
condition possible, even if it means restoring it. Art 
historian Jessica Douglas recommends that an owner 
should clean his painting five years after it is completed 
and at least every generation afterwards (2). At this rate, 
many masterpieces are far behind. Most have never 
undergone any sort of cleaning process. To wait for a 
work of art to decline in  condition before cleaning it 
seems an absurd idea. We should restore art when it is 
sate and easy to do so, as well as when it is in poor con
dition. Restoration is not a "dumbing down" process: 
removing dirt does not mean removing the intellectual 
aspects of artwork. Many art historians believe paint
ings should appear as true to the original as possible. 
For years, historians described the Sistine Chapel as a 
dismal represenation of the Bible. The chapel's restora
tion proved these h istorians wrong, revealing the 
brill iant colors of Michelangelo's preference (Douglas 
I) .  Restoration has the ability to create a more accurate 
version of the mtist's original work. 

Many opinions exist regarding the safety or restora
tion, which makes determining the correct one an 
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impossible task. Beck and his allies have reason for 
concern: works of art are a priceless representation of 
humanity; no one should experiment on them. These 
priceless representations, however, should be as true to 
l ife as possible. They should appear as the artist had 
intended them to appear. To achieve this, museums 
should initiate safe, well-prepared restorations. Risks 
are always i nvolved, and m istakes do occur, but we 
should not hesitate to restore pieces of art, or they may 
become larger problems in the future. 
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Evaluation: Kristin chose an important and interesting 
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of the issues is keen, and her prose is sophisticated 
and lively. 
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Harper Students (and Faculty) on Writing 

Paul S. Bellwoar (Adjunct Faculty, English) 

Good writing moves a reader to forget who he/she is 
for a while, and it is  this temporary suspension of self 
that allows one to breathe another condition and share 
in the infinity of the human experience. So often this is 
why I feel revitalized after an especially remarkable 
read. The writer has given me the gitl of himself/herself 
and an opportunity to cease being me for a moment. 

Charles W. Brown (Assistant Professor, Philosophy) 

When I wrote papers in undergraduate college, one 
of my professors encouraged us to be "clear, complete, 
and concise." I would list these three characteristics 
among the many qualities one could enumerate about 
good writing. I do not care to read a work in which the 
author is not clear regarding what he or she wants to 
say, or fails to address the issue sufficiently, or rambles 
on ad intin itum, trying to do in twenty pages what 
could have been done in ten. I n  addition to these qual
ities, I believe that good writing wi II have good effects 
in  one's life:  it causes one to think more critically; it 
may stir one to constructive action; it may calm one's 
ravaged nerves. 

Barbara Butler (Professor, English) 

In Mark Twain's words, "Eschew surplusage." 

Bryan Clodfelter (Student) 

Writing makes me think: it forces me to delve deep
er into the work and d iscover exciting facts and back
ground that I couldn't have imagined before. When I 
write, I cement my otlen vague ideas and feelings and 
work out the answers to my questions. When I learn, I 
try to share it in my work. It's fun that way-! get to 
pass my knowledge along to anyone who wants to 
grow. 

Tricia Elliott (Student) 

Writing is the highest form of self-expression. There 
is a desire within each of us to express ourselves, and 
writing is a great outlet for this expression. From a 
journal to a business memo to a school paper to a novel, 
al l  of us write and express ourselves. Our thoughts, 
analyses, perceptions, understandings, joys, fears, and 
insights all come out when we choose writing as a form 
of self-expression. This i s  why I write. 

Kristina M. Giovanni (Student) 

The most intriguing phenomenon of l iterary 
expression is that there is an infinite number of ways 
with which to impress the simplest phrase. 

Heather Jefferies (Student) 

Writing is one of those things in l ife that you cannot 
escape. Some of us write because we have to and others 
because we like to. To me, writing has always been a 
way to express myself in  ways spoken words could 
never accomplish. Even if no one else was to ever see 
my words, it felt good to let them out. For me, writing 
is a time tor just my thoughts and me. In those moments, 
nothing else exists. 
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Julia Kang (Student) 

"Before and After" was not an easy essay to write. It  
is about a troubled time in my l ife, and sometimes it  was 
emotionally draining just to get the words down on 
paper. This essay required the resuscitation of memories 
I had hoped were long dead, but I am glad that I have 
written this essay. In  the process of writing, I have 
learned a great deal more about myself, and the human 
ability to heal. It is my hope that all those who read my 
essay will be able to empathize and finish the essay with 
a sense of peace in their own heatts. For those who are 
in the midst of trials, it is my hope that my essay will 
give them the strength they need to overcome. I was able 
to overcome my obstacles and I want to tell them that 
they can too. For those who have experienced and over
come many tribulations, I would like them to read my 
essay with a wise, knowing look in their eyes that can 
only come from shared experience. No matter where you 
are in lite, whether you are young or old, a teacher or a 
student, a male or a female, it is my greatest wish that my 
stoty be shared and enjoyed by many. 

Judy Kaplow (Instructor, Humanities) 

In al l  writing, something-an idea, an image, a 
memory, opinion, concept-gets moved from one mind 
to another. Good writing gets that job done with a min
imum of fuss. Very good writing hands to us as a pres
ent the something, which turns out to be surprisingly 
useful or fun or interesting. But when it's great writing, 
the something comes to us as an extraordinarily coura
geous and generous gift--a key to the strongbox where 
the writer keeps his or her self, and the truths of a l ite 
stored there. Such a gift can only be wrapped and 
moved with anxious care. That is writing. 

Sheri A. Luzzi (Student) 

Writing about real people in non-fiction settings is, to 
me, almost a sacred privilege. My subjects are allowing 
me access to their feelings, thoughts, and life experi
ences. Only when the truth is firmly fixed as a priority in 
my mind do I feel free to indulge myself in crafting a 
story that is accurate and, hopefully, inspiring. 

Kevin Merkelz (Student) 

Even though I have never been overly enthusiastic 
about English and writing, it was always the subject in  
school that I didn't mind quite as much as  the others. I 
think the reason that English was always the subject 
that I didn't mind so much was due to the relative free
dom that is inherent in all forms of writing. Unlike 
math, where the answer to the assignment is set in stone 
and is always the same, regardless of how many stu
dents attempt the problem, writing al lows much more 
creative freedom. Even though there are certain guide
lines and parameters set by the professor or teacher, 
what I choose to til l  inside those guidelines are my own 
thoughts; they are my own answers, as opposed to an 
answer that has already been predetermined. That, I 
feel, is why writing has always been a subject that I 
have enjoyed. 

Kurt Neumann (Assistant Professor, English) 

Good writing is l inear, logical, and orderly; or the 
other way around: digressive, analogical, allusive. It is 
highly crafted, like ourselves, and therefore vulnerable. 
It is seldom profound, often interesting, and always 
individual. It is personal, social, ideological, and polit
ical. Sometimes it is practical and sometimes it exists 
for its own sake. And the best writing, for my taste, is 
salted with a l ittle irony and humor. 
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Kris Piepenburg (Instructor, English) 

Al l  writing begins with reading-whether reading 
ofphysical or mental reality or another text. Good writ
ers "have their feelers out" before and as they write, to 
soak up the details and depth of experience, whether 
lived or read. For whatever world a writer recreates and 
brings me to--whether involving technical concepts, a 
topical issue, a historic moment, a state of mind, a lit
erary work, or a meaningful memory-! want to hear 
about that world through a focused, tfank, unaffected, 
and unpretentious voice, and I want to get a ful l  sense 
of that world, to be able to move around in it as in a 
"virtual reality." When a writer has strong sensitivity to 
actual reality and brings meaningful detail from it into 
his or her writing, the v irtual reality becomes as rich 
and deep as the actual. 

Catherine Restovich (Assistant Professor, English) 

Good writing is . . .  good writing. Let's talk about 
great writing. Great writing, l ike any other endeavor we 
consciously and passionately pursue in  our l ives, is a 
magical blend of the tangible and the intangible. I n  the 
tangible realm, we study mechanics and i nvest count
less hours in learning and relearning the rules that aglan
guage calls us to adhere to. In the i ntangible realm, we 
I isten to, and write from, that indefinable pulse that can 
not be ignored because it is, simply, who we are. Great 
writing is great writing when pure fundamentals meet 
pure energy. Good writing, then, is like confidently 
sinking a free-throw in overtime after shooting one 
thousand free-throws a day the previous summer. Great 
writing is like driving to the basket as the clock slowly 
ticks down-"5"-she drives to the right-"4"-she 
dribbles behind her back-"3"-she drives to the 
left--"2"-she pivots, swinging back to the right
" I "-she fades a hook shot over her opponent's 
reach-Swish-"Buzzer sounds." 

Andrew Wilson (Associate Professor, English) 

A piece of writing might describe a chair. A piece of 
good writing might have a man in that chair. A piece of 
super writing might show that man fidgeting-sitting, 
standing, sitting again; speaking, laughing, crying, 
moaning, babbling incoherently, drooling, or all of 
these. Super writing would tell the reader how that 
man's shirt clashed with the fabric of that chair, and 
how that fabric shooshed as the scratchy wool of the 
man's shirtsleeve brushed across it, bringing cigarette 
to mouth. Super writing would describe not only a chair 
and not only a man, but also the state of that man's hair, 
and how he smelled, and the peculiar timbre of his 
voice. In other words, in  my view, super writing 
features i l lustrative details-not exactly to the point of 
saturation or exhaustion, but I 'd  eat an overcooked 
chicken before I 'd eat a raw one. 

! 56 



The Harper Anthology 

! 57 

The William Prufrock 
Furniture Company 

by Julie Fleenor 

Writing is ea�y; all you do is sit staring at a 
blank sheet of paper until the drops of blood 
form on your head. 

Gene Fowler 

The title of this "Afterword" is "The William Prufrock 
Furniture Company." I will explain the title later. 

Writers frequently are asked where they get their 
ideas. Two ways to find ideas is to read other writers and 
keep a journal. 

When I have taught creative writing or talked to my 
students about their poetry or fiction, I have heard the 
disturbing comment that, "I don't read. It takes times 
away from my writing." That's a serious mistake. First, 
a writer needs to know the best of what has been written 
(and sometimes the not-so-best). Writers have to read to 
know how what they are writing tits into the tradition of 
writing poetry, drama, or fiction. Writers love words, 
sometimes feeling the texture and color of words. 

Writers read other writers because writers write to 
other writers. Writers are in constant dialogue with 
writers, dead and alive, who have written or who are 
writing. They read sh01t stories or poems, thinking they 
would write them differently. Sometimes they do just 
that. Writers have other writers prowling around in their 
heads, and they enter private, sometimes life-long, 
conversations with them. Writers have a shelf of 
favorite works to which they return time and again. 
Good books are best reread. 

Again, I would like to remind you of my title, "The 
William Prufrock Furniture Company." I will return to 
it later. 

Some writers record their ideas on 3 x 5, 4 x 6, or 
5 x 7-inch index cards. John Gregory Dunn, the husband 
of essayist and fiction writer Joan Didion, and Raymond 
Carver, the husband of poet Tess Gallagher, both have 
written that they used index cards to record their ideas. 
Writers can move the cards around, putting them in one 
order and then another. Many writers use fragments of 
paper, used and then discarded. However, one writer, 
Russell Banks, has written that he does not write down 
ideas. Instead, he keeps "pushing them down" on the the
my that if it is a good idea, it wil l  keep popping up again, 
and when it pops up again, it wil l  be more developed. 

Instead of using index cards, many writers keep 
bound notebooks or journals. In a journal, writers jot 
down ideas, lines from poetry, whatever they want. Out 
of these jottings or musings can come short stories. Let 
me illustrate by explaining how three of my own short 
stories were created. And then let me tell you about one 
I am working on now. 

first, I put newspaper clippings in my journal. It was 
from a newspaper article that I got the idea for a short 
story, "Purple Prose." The stoty was of a young woman 
who died after being pushed off a subway platform in 
New York City. I also talked to some of my friends who 
were members of a writing group. We speculated on 
why this would have happened. Each of us carne up with 
our own answer. My answer became the short story. 

Second, I put stories I hear from my family in the 
joumal. In my published short story, "Ski," I used an 
anecdote told to me by an uncle. A man he worked with 
at a steel mill had told him that after the death of the 
second man's mother, the man had gone to her house and 
slept in his mother's bed, comforted by the smell of his 
mother. That became part of my short story, transformed, 
of course, with the help of a writing group I belonged to 
at the time. I placed the woman in what used to be called 
a shotgun house in an area of my horne town called 
Dogpatch, the name for a neighborhood immediately 
around the mil l .  Then I brought a gun into the story. My 
writing group reminded me that I had to use a gun when 
one is brought into a story.g! don't remember naming the 
shotgun house, although I did describe it, and I never 
mentioned Dogpatch, although it is there in the story and 
in fact shapes the entire stoty. 

Third, I record fragments of dialogue I overhear. In  a 
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third published story, "House Burning," I incorporated 
fragments of a conversation I heard on a bus trip to my 
parked car near O'Hare Airport. The conversation was 
between three people, who seemed important to each 
other but didn't seem related. I wrote the st01y to clarify 
for myself what that relationship might be. I also wove 
the accidental burning of a neighbor's house into that 
st01y. It was with this piece that I began to write fiction 
by taking li'agments from my journal and weaving them 
into the tapestty of a short story-a technique I learned 
from reading and studying short fiction by film director 
John Sayles. 

Fourth, writers record their dreams (and the dreams 
of others) in a journal. A dream journal is invaluable to 
a writer. That's because dreams are a portal to parts of 
the mind not accessible otherwise. These dreams can be 
the writer's or those of a friend or family member. For 
example, I usually speak on the phone with my parents 
every day. Recently, my mother told me that an old 
friend of hers had pancreatic cancer. Then my mother 
related her vivid dream of a man in black bending over 
her, asking her if she was al l  right. My mother also 
frequently dreams of her own mother. A fragment of 
one of my mother's dreams is her searching for a baby. 
This is an entry in my journal. Also in it is an entry 
concerning a tree commonly called the tree of heaven. 
An arborist recently told me that we should destroy all 
the trees of heaven on our property, since the tree of 
heaven crowds out and kills other trees. I am intrigued 
by the tree of heaven and its destructive behavior. And 
these fragments, the tree of heaven and my mother's 
vivid dreams, will perhaps end up in a short story, 
transformed, of course. 

It is time to explain the Prufrock Furniture Company. 
I am a collector of St. Louis World's Fair memorabilia. 
Recently, I came across a pamphlet for the William 
Prufrock Furniture Company of St. Louis, which appar
ently sold furniture, ugly furniture, at the 1 904 fair. 
Many of us know the poem by T.S. E liot, "The Love 
Song of J. Alfred Prufrock." Looking at the photographs 
of that awful furniture in the pamphlet, I thought of 
that poem, remembering that Eliot was a St. Louis 
resident-a relative was president of Washington 

University. I n  1 904, Eliot would have been 1 6  years old. 
Washington University was the driving force behind 
that fair, and the 1 904 Olympics held during the fair 
were held on its campus. I have never seen any journals 
of T.S.  Eliot. But I am sure that the name Prufrock 
stayed with Eliot and eventually found its way into the 
poetry of the young Eliot. The name combines the ugly 
furniture made and sold by the Pruti·ock Furniture 
Company and what Eliot perceived was the ugly poet1y 
of the late 1 9th Century. And J. Alfred Prufrock with his 
morning coat and repressed sexuality was created. It is 
J. Alfred Prufrock who catches us by the sleeve and 
murmurs, "'Let us go then, you and I, I When the 
evening is spread out against the sky I Like a patient 
etherized upon a table . . . "' ("The Love Song of J. 
A lfred Prutrock, " Poet1y, 1 9 1 5). And I have some idea 
of what kind offurniture was in this room: "In the room 
the women come and go I Talking of Michelangelo." 
Seven years after publishing those l ines, Eliot would 
publish "The Wasteland": "These fragments I have 
shored against my ruins . . .  " ("The Waste Land," 1 922), 
transforming "Ozymandius," the poem by Percy 
Shelley. 

"Therde' nothing to writing. All you do is 
. . .  open a vein. " 

Red Smith 

When you can't think of what to write, remember 
your journal and the Will iam Prufrock Furniture 
Company. 

And your dreams. Never forget your dreams. 

To write is to write is to write is to write is to 
write is to write is to write is to write. 

Gertrude Stein 

Julie Fleenor is a recently retired Harper College faculty member and fiction 
writer. 
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arrive at a group of manuscripts that will be published. 

February----Faculty and students are notified of papers 
that wil l  be published. Editor contacts students and 
requests disk copies of manuscripts that were submitted 
as hard copy only. Editor solicits commentary from 
students, to use in the feature "Harper Students on 
Writing." 

February through April-Papers accepted for publi
cation are returned by editor to faculty for copy-editing 
and completion of any missing paperwork. 

May-Faculty return manuscripts and paperwork to 
editor. Editor solicits the writing of the "Afterword" 
feature by a faculty member. Editor also solicits 
submission of manuscripts, fi·om all faculty, for the 
following year's edition. 

May through June--All manuscripts returned by 
faculty are reviewed and copy-edited further, by the 
editor, before being sent to the typesetter. Typesetter 
transforms manuscripts and disks into page layouts and 
returns them to the editor. Editor works with graphic 
designer on cover, paper selection, and schedule for 
printing and delivery. 

.July-With assistance, editor proofreads and reviews 
first version of pages from typesetter. Revised pages 
are produced by the typesetter and reviewed by the 
editor, who returns them to the typesetter for minor 
corrections. After review of these corrections, editor 
releases pages to the graphic designer and print shop. 

Late July through early August---Twelve hundred 
copies of The Hm]Jer Anthology are produced by 
Harper print shop personnel. 

Mid to hlte August-Twelve hundred copies of The 
Harper Anthology are delivered to the Liberal Arts 
Division. 

September-A copy of The Harper Anthology 1s 
mailed to each contributor. 

October through December-While the current issue 
of The Harper Anthology is being used in classes, the 
editor solicits and gathers submissions for the next 
ISSUe. 
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Alternate Table of Contents 

Humanities
Jessica Crow Mermel 85 

Journalism 
Sheri A. Luzzi 69 

Literature 
Courtney Bishop 5 
Kim Diorio 2 1  
Donne lie Ful ler 43 
Bethany Gates 46 
Kristina Giovanni 52 
Heather Jefferies 59 
Michael Kendall 64
Delia Malone 7 1  
Lisa Nusret 1 02 
Tracy Ratio 1 1 2  
Paul Rollins 1 14 
Holly Slawkowski 1 25 
Marta Werner 139 

Philosophy 
Gina Matthiesen 73 

Reading 
Matt Day 17  

Sociology 
Lisa Duwe 24 

Speech 
Karina Jameson 57

Art 
Kimee Le 67 

Chemistry 
Paula A. Ding 19  

English 
Michelle Anselmo I 
Debbie Baiocco I 
Bryan Clodfelter I I 1
Ravali Krishna Davaluri 1 5  
Matt Day 17  
Tricia El liott 35  
Pati Geittmann 49 
Kristina Higgins 54 
Julia Kang 61 
Kevin Merkelz 79 
Peter Merkelz 82 
Colleen Mi l ler 88 
Bevin Murdock 96 
Rachel Natale 98 
Gabriella Jiho Orlita 106 
Dianne P izzo 109 
Anthonii Sanders 1 19 
Stephanie L. Simon 123 
David Sommers 129 
Surbhi Taneja 134 
Katie Unzicker I 
Luke Welker 137  
Kristin Zelazko 149 

ESL 
Miwa Murase 94 

History 
Kevin Farrel l  40 
Delia Malone 7 1  
Paul Rollins 1 1 4  
Marta Werner 139 
Stephanie Wolferman 144 
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