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Foreword 

T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y e

To put it ever so simply: A lot of academic writing gets 
done at Harper College. This probably is a generalization 
any student, instructor, or administrator associated with 
Harper might put forth as simply as I have in the pre
vious sentence. Just as easily, too, we might accept such a 
generalization without really thinking about how much 
that ((Jo( is. Joe Sternberg, now retired after many years 
of teaching English here at Harper, offers some raw data 
related to this in his essay ''Apples or Essays," one of the 
Afterwords to this issue. He calculates that in his 30-year 
career at Harper, he has read 25,000 essays written by stu
dents in his freshman composition classes. My colleague's 
essay caused me to do a little calculating of my own. 
Twenty-five thousand over 30 years-yes, that is a lot. 

However: Consider that roughly 60 sections of English 
101 are offered every semester at Harper, and that each 
section contains roughly 20 active students. Then, factor 
in  that each student writes, on average, five essays per 
semester. The math is simple: 60 X 20 X 5 6,000= 

English 101 essays per semester, distributed among the 
50 or so full- and part-time instructors who teach English 
101 here at Harper. Add to this the 60 or so sections of 
English 102 offered per semester, with an average of 20 
active students writing an average of four essays per 
semester. That works out to another 4,800 essays of vari
ous types. Now, we are at 10,800 essays in one semester, 
written by students enrolled in Harper's freshman com� 
position classes. '�lot" of academic writing, indeed-and 
about numbers, I can speak with confidence only about 
the English department's composition sections. As this 
issue of the Harper Anthology makes plain, students are 
asked to write-plentifully, even-in other departments 
and divisions, too. 

Certainly, the amount of writing produced, read, and 
graded in departments across the campus at the very 
least doubles this amount to upwards of 20,000 essays, 

term papers, research reports, responses, letters, and 
other addenda generated per semester by students who 
are furthering their educations. (And I apologize if I 
offend my colleagues outside the English department 
with this low estimate. We need to talk about this.) 
The publication rosrer in this year's Anthology also 
includes papers submitted by students of His tory, 
Foreign Language, Humanities, Journalism, Speech, 
Chemistry, and Literature. This short list alone caused 
me to think a bit about all of the writing that is done by 
H arper students ,  before I ran across my 
co1league's numerical r u1ninarions .  I n  particular, I 
thought about the History department. This year, for the 
first time that I can remember (and I have served on this 
committee for only four years), we have published five 
outstanding papers from the History department. Yet, 
for all of those classes, thousands more had to have been 
written. Thinking about these things-my own depart
ment, Joe's recollections, and these limited glimpses I 
have gotten of "other" huge bodies of writing being 
generated in departments outside of English-gave me 
considerable pause to reflect. Yes ,  a lot of academic 
writing gets done at Harper College. 

The amount of academic writing produced by Harper 
students is staggering enough, but another number, of 
the mental decisions involved in generating each piece of 
writing, is so large and abstract that it cannot be quanti
fied. The clumsy phrase "little acts of getting it right" 
annoyingly insinuated itself into my mind as I per
formed the copy editing for this year's published essays. 
I guess, in the mental doldrums that are summer for this 
college instructor, this phrase, completely absent of 
melody, was the best my "resting" mind could do. 
However, I estimate that I had to perform a few thou
sand "little acts of getting it right" fOr this year's essays
inserting missing commas or apostrophes, correcting 
sentence errors, slightly rewording awkward phrases, or 
touching up works cited lists. This is not  meant to 
demean the student writers-on the contrary, I com
mend them for all of the hundreds of thousands of "little 
acts" they had to perform to bring their papers up to the 
quality that the Anthology requires, and I thank them for 
having found the non-quantifiable "stuff" that makes 



Foreword 

brilliant essays, even if they need an editor (and every 
author needs one). 

As with past issues of the Harper Anthology, a wide 
range of subjects for writing appears within rhe pages. I 
must comment on some of these. The writers of the 
more reflective, personal essays in this collection write 
with imagination, feeling, vividness, and courage, and 
these writers also had underlying motives to educate 
their audiences. As I think about these essays, those by 
Lisa Kleya (on caring for her profoundly handicapped 
son), David Selby (on thinking of others even in the 
most personally demanding of situations), and Jessica 
Wermuth (on her long tolerance of an abusive relation
ship) stand out in my mind as particularly moving com
positions and as possible models for a composition class, 
but more importantly, as essays that might have applica
tion in other curricula, possibly in Special Education or 
Psychology. Certainly, these three authors, and all others 
who have written in this vein, have written about their 
experiences in ways that would educate both general and 
specific audiences. 

Many other selections in this collection have strong 
educational content. Indeed, if a theme can be found in 
this year's Anthology, it may be that this issue is dedicated 
to writers who were concerned with educating their 
audiences. The reader can learn, as I did while reading 
and editing these submissions, about the following sub
jects: the healthcare system in Germany (Laura Ashley) ; 
Chinese New Year traditions (YiFei Dong); Ehlers
Danlos syndrome (Ron Fishman) ;  hunting (Mark 
Frystak); Mahatma Gandhi's Satyagraha movement 
(Pooja Gael); classical mythology (Joel Hengstler and 
Debbie Schreiner); autism (Karen Glos); the work of 
Mary McLeod Bethune in advancement for African
Americans (Noelle Hoeh) ;  the Peruvian dictator 
Fujimori (Kartik Markandan); how it is to be a fire fight
er (Mike Pyzyna); how to improve the memory (John 
Tolan); and about William Rainey Harper himself 
(Diane Kostick). I cannot mention every essay here, 
because of limited space, but rest assured: there arc more 
that are as educational as these, and the many essays on 
literary topics will be enjoyable and useful for instructors 
and students of literature. 

Beyond this, I must point out rwo essays that gave me 
great enjoyment, because of the fantastic imaginations 

and unique voices the writers display. I'll say no more 
about these, except to advise you to read Jenny Dolan's 
"Twenty-First-Century Voice" o n  page 20, and Jenny 
Geheb's "I Am Buddha" on page 35. I will also add that 
faculty will very likely enjoy Joe Sternberg's and Peter 
Sherer's Afterwords to this collect ion;  Professors 
Sternberg and Sherer reflect, at the ends of their careers, 
on the teaching of writing. 

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

Personally, I thank my co-chair, Andrew Wilson, for his 
guidance and support during the production of this and 
past Anthologies, and also for his overall personable 
nature. Also, Andrew and I offer general thanks to the 
student writers who were motivated to write with such 
effectiveness, and we thank the instructors who helped 
make that writing possible through class assignments and 
encouraging feedback. We also thank those instructors for 
submitting essays to the Anthology, and we encourage 
others to do so in the future, to let Harper's students, fac
ulty, and commtJnity be offered an even more diverse 
cross-section of the voluminous body of academic writing 
created and perfected by the students of Harper College. 

We also thank the members of this issue's selection 
committee-Paul Bellwoar, Beclry Benton, Jack Dodds, 
Julie Fleenor, Barbara Hickey, Kurt Neumann, and Peter 
Sherer-fot their help in narrowing the submissions to 
this collection; Matt Nelson, Peter Gart, and the entire 
Print Shop, for graphics and production assistance; 
Deanna Torres, for patiently typesetting and correcting 
our proofs; and students Ashley Hartigan and Amy Sun, 
for help with collation. 

Finally, we thank the Dean of the Liberal Arts 
Division, Dr. Harley Chapman, for continued support 
of the Harper Anthology as a publication with direct edu
cational benefit to the students (and faculty) of Harper 
College; and for their long service to the Harper 
Anthology from its beginnings, we also thank (again) our 
now-retired colleagues: Jack Dodds, Joe Sternberg, and 
Peter Sherer. Without the past and recent efforts of these 
four gentlemen, this publication would likely not exist. 

Kris Piepenburg 
Co-Chair, Harper Anthology Selection Committee 
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I 

Gesundheitspjlege 
in Deutschland 

Health Care 
in Germany 

Laura Ashley 
Course: German 2 1 0  

Instructor: Renate von Keudell 

Assignment.· Compare cultural difforences between one aspect of American and German societies. 
Turn in two copies of your essay: one written in German and tmother written in English. 

German Text 

Deutschland ist im Respekt zur Gesundheitspflege ein
zigartig. Sic ist sehr eindeutig. Das System ist 118 Jahre 
alt und ist in Kraft seir Bismarckzeiten. Wir in den 
Vereinigten S raaren kampfe n  immer m i t  den 
Qualitiitskosten der Gesundheitspflege. In Deutschland 
stellen die Regierung und einige groBe Anstalten, private 
Bewilligungs- und freiwillige Organisationen Obacht zur 
Verfilgung.  Die  al lgemeinen Anstalten,  d ie  das 
Gesundheitspflegesystem laufen lassen, sind die Bundes
und einzelnen Landsysteme. Das Gesetz verfilgt tiber die 
veramwortlichen Aufgaben uber das System, daB erzieh!t 
werden m u s s. Die  folgenden s ind  e in ige  der  
Organisationen, d ie  helfen; Gesundheitspflege den 
deutschen Blirgern zur Verfligung zu stellen: 

Arbeiterwohlfohrt (Nationale Verbindung fiir Arbdterwohlfohrt) 
Die Deutsche Wohlfahrtsverbindung 
Caritm 
Der Deutsche Paritiitischer Wohlfohrtsverband 
Diakonisches Werk 
Zentralwohlfohrtsstel/e tier juden in Dmtschland 
Das Deutsche rote Kreuz 

English Text 

Germany is very unique with regard to healthcare. Its 
current system has been in effect since Bismarck was in 
power and is over 1 1 8 years old. We in the United States 
are always struggling with the cost of quality healthcare. 
In Germany, the government, several large institutions, 
private grants, volunteer organizations, and individual 
state funds provide this superior access to care. The pub
lic institutions that run the healthcare system are made 
up of the federal and individual state systems. The feder
al government is ultimately responsible for setting up 
and maintaining rules and regulations for the care plan. 
Each state must adhere to these rules and regulations. 

Each state and municipality is responsible to inform 
rhe public about health matters, provide counseling, 
ensure work and food safety, report recent outbreaks of 
communicable disease, and offer the citizens a place ro 
voice their concerns regarding health care. 

It is only possible for Germany to provide this care for 
irs citizens with the help of the following institutions: 
Arbeiterwoh!fahrt (National Association for Workers' 
Welfare) , Caritas, the Deutscher Paritiitiuher 



Healrh Care in Germany 

German Text 

Deutschland hat tiber I ,340 gesetzlich Krankheitkapitalen, 
die das Gesundheirs-Finanzierungssystem der Nation bilden. 
Es ist gesetzlich fiir jeden BUrger mit einem grossen 
Einkommen (ungefahr 70%) an diesem Program rei! zu 
nehmen. Von der hiiheren Einkommenbevolkerung 30% 
wahlen die Krankheirsversicherung, wei! es finanziell vorteil
hafter ist. Aile versicherten BUrger bezahlen die gleichen 
Beitrage. Der  Beitragssatz ist ein Prozentsatz ihres 
Einkommens bis zur gesetzlichen Hohe. Fiir dieses bekom
men sie die volle Benutzung unabhangig von ihrem 
Familienstand. Familien miissen nicht mehr als 
Einzelpersonen zal1len, ist es extrem vorteilhafi B.ir deutsche 
Familien, in der Krankheitsversicherung zu sein, als mit einer 
privaren Versicherungsgesellschafi. 

Die Beitrage zu der Krankheitsversicherung sind wie 
gesetzliche Abziige in  den Vereinigren Staaten. Das 
gesammelte Geld geht nichr zur Regierung, wie in den 
Vereinigten Staaten, es geht direkt zur Verisicherung, wo 
dieser der BUrger zugehiihrig ist. 

Es ist wichrig, zu wissen, daB diese Versicherung 
getrennt von der Regierung ist. Der Arbeitsgaber ist ver
antwordich diese vorgeschriebenen B ei trage der 
Versicherung  zuzustel len .  Ftir dieses mtissen die 
Versicherungen den BUrger mit den neuesten und besten 
Krankenprogramme erteilen. 

Pflichrmitgliedschafrsrichdinien sind dieselben fur aile 
deutschen BUrger sowie das Beitragssatz. Der Arbeitgeber 
und der Angestellte teilen die Kosten gleichmaBig. Der 
Angestellte wird nicht auf dem medizinischen Abzug 
besreuert, wei! es nicht zum Gehalt gehort. 

Krankengeld wird fur Mutterschutz, Zahnarzt, 
Doktor, Rezep t  fur Apotheken, Augen Doktor, 
Krankenhausaufenthalt ,  u n d  P flege nach dem 
Krankenhaus. Auch fiir Familienplanen, Krankenwagen 
Rechnung u n d  manche Spas .  Es kann se in ,  daB 
einige der BUrger eine kleine Summe bezahlen muss. 

Einige Deutsche BUrger haben griissere Einkommen 
u n d  wahlen Privarvers icherung.  Meistens s ind  
Einzelperson e n ,  damit  s ie  Privatzimmer im 
Krankenhaus, ohne von einem Doktor tiberwiesen zu 
sein, bekommen. 

Gesetzgebende Energien in den Gesundheitssroffen 
werden durch d ie  B u n desregierung- und 
Landregierungen geteilt und werden in  der deutschen 

English Text 

Wohlfahrtsverband (German Non-Deno minational 
Welfare Associati o n ) ,  The G erman Red C ross,  
Diakonisches Werk (Service Agency of the Protestant 
Church in Germany), and Zentra!wohljahrtsstel!e der 
juden in Deutch!and (Central Welfare Office for Jews in 
Germany). 

The Federal Government has set up the following 
Ministries to regulate certain portions of the health care 
system: 

Federal Ministry of Labor and Social Affairs 
Occupational 
Social and war victims' medical care 
Medical rehabilitation in the pension insurance system 
Radiation protection pursuant to the X-Ray Ordinance 

and rhe protection of health in the workplace 
Statutory pension, unemployment, and accident insurances 
Social assistance 

Federal Ministry of Education and Research 
Research in the universities that concenrratc on holistic 

health and well being of the individual 

Federal Ministry for Family Affairs. 
Senior Citizens. Women. and Youth 
Women and health 
The Child and Youth Services Act 
The Federal Act on Care for the Elderly 
The Registered Homes Staff Ordinance 

The ministries responsible for health matters in each 
state ensure the execution of the laws passed by the 
Federal Government, as well as passing their own laws 
with regard to administration, councils, and investments. 

Germany has over I ,340 sickness funds that make up 
the nation's health insurance system. It is mandatory for 
every German citizen whose income is below a specified 
amount to enroll in the fund. The fund is very complete; 
some of Gennany's wealthiest citizens choose to enroll in 
this fund instead of securing private insurance, or in 
most cases, as a supplement to their private insurance. 

Each sickness fund is unique. All members of a partic
ular fund pay the same contribution rate, which is a per
centage of their  income up to the designated cap 
amount. In return, they get the full benefits regardless of 
their family income. Families do not have to pay more 
than individuals, so it is extremely beneficial for German 
families to be in the sickness fund instead of with a pri
vate insurance carrier, regardless of their income. 

2 



German Text 

Beschaffenheit umfailt. Artikel 74 (das grundlegende 
G esetz) umfailt d ie  wichtigsten Bereiche der  
Leistu ngsfahigkeit i n  bezug auf das  Gesund
h e irspflegesystem.  Le i rungsaufgaben sind die  
Vetanrwortlichkeit jedes Landes, auiler Richtlinien und 
die Regelungen, die in der deutschen Beschaffenheit 
angegeben werden (Artikel 30 des grundlegenden 
Gesetzes) . B undeslander werden von den lokalen 
Sradren, und Grafstiiten verglichen. Dieses isr wie in den 
Vercinigten Staaten. Um GleichfOrmigkeit zu erzielen, 
verordnete die Regierung viele Gesetze, die verschiedene 
Versicherung des Gesundheirspflegesystems umfassen. 
Das wichtigste dieser Gesetze ist die Gesetzgebung auf 
den gesetzlichen Gesundheirsvo rschriften. Die  
Bundesregierung hat die folgenden Ministerien gegrtin
det, um bestimmte Teile des Gesundheirspflegesystems 
zu rcgeln: 

Bundesministerjum von Arbeits� und 
S07Jalangelegenheiten Beruflich 

Sozial- und tkr KricgsopfCr medizinische Bchandlung 
Medizinischc Rehabilitation im 

Pcnsionversicherungssysrcm 
Srrah!enschutz gemafi dem RocnrgensrrahlbcfChleund der 

Ccsundheit an dctn Arbcirsplarz 
Gt:st�tzlichc Pension, Arbcitslosigkcit und 

Unfallversicherung 
Sozial Unrersrlirwng 

Bundesministerium Ausbildung und von Forschung 
Forschung auf dcm Gebier der Gesundheit 

Bundesmjnjsterium fiir familienangelegenheitcn. altere 
Biirger. Fran und lugcnd 

Frau und Gesundheit 
Das Kind und die Jugcndscrvice�Tat 
Die Bundesmr auf Obacht fiir die altercn Personen 
Ocr eingetragcne Ausgangsstabbefchl 
Die Min.isterien, die flir Gesundheitsstoffe in 

jdem Land vcrantwortlich sind, stellen die Ausfiihrung 
dcr Gesetz.c skher, die durch die Bundesregicrung verab
schiedet werden, sowic die Ubcrschreitcn, Gcsetz.c im 
Rcspekt zur Leitung, zu den Ratcn und zu diescr 
Beiuagen 

Jedes Land und Stadtbezirk ist fur Gesundheitsstoffe 
verantwordich, Informationen tiber die Arbeirssicherheit, 
Nahrungsmittelsicherheit, tiber neue Ausbri.iche einer 
ansreckenden Krankheit zu berichten, und Buergern 
einen Platz anzubieten zur Verftigung zu stellen, um ihre 
lnteressen betreffend ihre Gesundheitspflege zu auilern. 

T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y e

English Text 

The contributions to sickness funds are sort of like 
payroll taxes, but instead of the money going to the gov
ernment, it goes direcdy to the particular fund you are 
involved in. It is important to remember that these funds 
are separate from the government. It is each sickness 
fund's responsibility to collect mandatory contributions 
from employers and workers to finance its operation. 1n 
return, the sickness fund must provide the members with 
the most advanced medical care and negotiate with care 
providers over rates. 

Membership rules are the same for all German citi
zens. The employer and employee share the cost equally. 
The employee is not taxed on the medical deduction, 
nor is it considered part of his or her income. 

Benefits include maternity care, dental care, physician 
visits, prescription drugs, hospital charges, eye doctors, 
glasses, rehabilitation, psychologists, psychiatrists, physi
cal and occupational therapists, family planning, ambu
lance charges, and even certain health spas for rhe 
stressed. While n1osr services are covered 1 OOo/o, there is 
always the smal l  exception that requi res a s m al l  
deductible or  co-pay, depending on the service provided. 

Some German citizens earn well over the statutory 
ceiling and opt for private insurance plans. These arc 
mostly individuals who choose this option because it 
does provide certain benefits. Some of the benefits are 
private rooms in hospitals and the ability to see special
ists without referral. 

Every member of the social health care plan can now 
choose from a variety of health insurance funds in the 
place where they live and work. The choice option has 
only been available since 1 995, and it guarantees all citi
zens (regardless of social standing, race, income, or gen
der) insured in the statutory health insurance system the 
same opportunities of choice. This choice is important as 
it allows for competition between the health insurance 
funds. This competition between plans benefits those 
enrolled in statutory health by providing better access to 
healthcare services with a decreased cost to the citizen. 

"Healthcare Reform 2000" provided the German peo
ple with a health insurance system that agrees with the 
needs of the public and is an efficient as well as financial
ly stable plan. 

3 



Gesundheitspflegeverbesserung 

Die 

Reform 

Elderly 

Health Care in Germany 

German Text 

Jeder B Urger kann  von e iner  Vielzahl des 
Krankenversicherungkapitals am Arbeirsplatz wahlen. 
Diese sind seit 1995 bei allen Biirgern unabhiingig Sozial 
oder Gehaltseinkommen die gleichen Gelegenheiten. 
Diese  Wahl Jagr Konkurrenz zwischen 
Krankenversicherungen zu. 

2000 
Gesundheirspflege wurde vor kurzem in Deutschland 

verbessert. Die Versicherungsplane werden zur finanziellen 
Zuverlassigkeit wiederhergesrellr. Die Anderung versieht 
die BUrger mit einem Krankenversicherungsystem, das mit 
den Notwendigkeiten der Leute tibereinstimmt, ist leis� 
tungsf!ihig, und finanziell besrandig. Jeder BUrger hat das 
Recht zu hohe Qual i ta tsobacht und die  korrekte 
Behandlung in einer frisrgerechten Art und Weise. 
Medizinische Behandlung wird umstrukruriert, um den 
Notwendigkeiten der Einzelperson zu enrsprechen. Eine 
personliche Annaherung wird genommen. Dokroren 
haben die Zeit, mit jedem Patienten tiber ihre Krankheiten 
zu diskurieren. Gesundheirsforderung isr die Debatre. Es 
ist besser vorzubeugen ohne sparer mehr Probleme zu 
haben. Die Unrerstiitzung in Selbsrhilfegruppen hilfi: Stress 
am Arbeirsplarz. 

Die Co-Zahlungen werden nicht erhohr. Deshalb 
bekommt n iemand weniger Krankhei tspflege oder 
Bedienung.  Die Regierung hat ein Programm der 
Qualitat eingeleitet. Dieses Programm macht sicher, dag 
das Geld nicht fUr andere Sachen beniitzt wire!. Es wird 
sicher gemacht, dag jede DM direkt zum Versicherten 
BUrger gehr. 

Alreren und Kranken 
Die Langzeitpflege-Versichernng: Die geserzliche 
Krankenversicherung gibt Sozialhilfe, fUr langere Zeit im 
Altenheim, was sehr wichtig isr fUr 80 Millionen altere 
Deutsche BUrger. Der  P lan  versicherr, dag aile 
Einzelpersonen, die Krankenpflege benotigen, vom Staat 
geholfen werden. Aile Obachtgeber, die nicht besch;iftigt 
werden, wei! sie sich flir die Alteren und Kranken inrer
essieren, werden unter den alten Alrerspension- und � 
unfallversicherungplanen gedeckr. Dieses garantiert, dafl 
die Alteren und Kranken nicht wegen der finaziellen 
Belastung verlassen werden, und dag diese Belastung 
nicht tibenniissigcn Familiedruck und nicht gesunde 

English Text 

2000 
Each citizen has the right to high-quality care and ro 
obtain the right treatment according to current medical 
standards from the right physician at the right time, with 
no runaround and "lost-in-the-loop" problems. Medical 
care will, as a result, be more tailored to suit the needs of 
patients. This is a holistic approach with special atten
tion paid to the individual and his or her needs. 

Healrl1 promotion will be a focus. It is better to be 
preventative in healthcare than to play catch up all the 
time. Self-help groups will be supported, as will services 
to help with stress issues in the home and workplace. 

Co-payments will not be increased, and no one will 
experience a reduction in eirher benefits or services. 
Individual states will be responsible for ensuring that the 
healthcare funds are used appropriately. The government 
has instituted a quality assurance program that will mon
itor each insurance plan and make sure that the money is 
not being used frivolously. It is assured that each and 
every DM (Deutsch Mark) spent will go directly to 
healthcare and the members of the plan. 

The and Disabled 
The long-term care insurance: The statutory health 
insurance coverage provides the insureds with the neces
sary medical and nursing care as well as social protection 
in case of ill health irrespective of their age and income. 
It covers the risk of long-term nursing care needs. All 
caregivers who are not employed because they are caring 
for the elderly or disabled are sheltered by old age pen
sion and accident insurances. This will guarantee that the 
elderly and disabled will nor be abandoned because of 
financial strain. 

Benefits of statutory long-tenn care insurance: If a 
person is deemed by a physician to be in need of long
term nursing care, he/she is immediately covered under 
the long-term care insurance regardless of financial situa� 
rion. There are three levels involved in this program, 
depending on the individual's need: outpatient long� 
term care, inpatient long-term care, and rehabilitation 
care. Benefits established depend on the care level to 
which the patient is allocated. 

If a person is in need of continuous home care, he/she 
has the choice to use his/her funds to pay the home care 
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Ieben de Bedingungen verursacht. 
Nutzen der gestzlichen Iangen Zeitversicherung: 

Wenn cine Person von einem Doktor behandelt wird, 
lange Bezeichnungskrankenpflege zu benotigen, dann 
werden sic sofon unrer der Langzeitpflege-Versicherung 
unabhangig davon finanzielle Situation gedeckt. Es gibt 
drei Srufen, das langfrisrige Programm mit einbezogen 
werden. Aus geduldiger lange Bezeichnungsobacht des 
Anstaltspatientcn, Pflegeheimobacht, intensive Obacht, 
zu Hause Obacht. Der zugeordnete Nutzen hangt von 
der Stufe von Obacht ab, welche die Person bcniitigt. 
Wenn cine Person ununterbrochene Pflege benOrigr, hat 
die Person dann die Wahl zum Benurzen seines Kapitals, 
u m  den Hauptobachtversorger zu zahlen, oder das 
Bargeld zum Geben dem Familienobaclugeber gezahlt zu 
werden.  Von d iesem System wird d urch 
QualitiitsUberprUfung, um sicher zu sein-, dall niemand 
die alreren Personen Ubergeht und sie dann verla.Gr. 

Andere Methoden fiir die alteren Personen: Tagliches 
Pflegeheim, Diakoneeschwesrern im eigenen Heim. Es 
ist wichtig fUr die altere Person, cine Richrung von 
WUrde beizubehalten, und dieses wird. erzielt, in dem 
man ihnen diese Wahlen anbietet. 

Es ist !dar, daf� Deutschland die bestmiigliche Obacht 
fur seine BUrger zur  Verfligung  stellt .  Die  neue 
Verbesserung gewahrt mehr Wahlen i n  der 
Gesundhe i t spflege, in der  Konkurrenz von 
Dienstleisrungen, die Qualitat verbesserr, und in der 
besseren Belegung der Versicherung. Es ist schade, dall 
wir nicht den gleichen Zugriff zur Gesundheitspflege fiir 
aile unsere BUrger haben. 

Refei·enz 
Arnold, M .  Gesundheitswesen t n  der BRO. Koln:  

Deutscher Arzte-Verlag, 1 99 1 .  
Bundesminsterium fur Gesundheit 1 9 9 1 .  Daten des 

Gesundheitswesens .  Baden-Baden: Nomos 
Verlagsgesellschaft. 

DAK. The Benefits at a Glance [brochure]. Hamburg: 
Offendichkeitsarbeit der DAK, 1 996. 

Knox, R. Germanys Health System. New York: Faulkner 
& Gray, 1 993. 
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English Text 

provider, or to take che allocation of money and give it to 
a family member to care for him/her. This systern is 
checked to be sure that £-unily members are not raking 
advantage of the elderly by abandoning them and spend
ing the money. Other coverage for the elderly includes: 

Respite and day care programs 
Nursing home care 
Home visits by nurses and social workers 

It is important for the elderly person to main cain a sense 
of dignity. This is why the elderly are given more choices 
in their care. 

It is clear that Germany is providing the best possible 
care for its citizens. The new reforms allow more choices 
in healthcare, competition of services ensuring quality, 
and better allocation of funds. It is unfortunate that we 
i n  the United States do not have the same access ro 
healthcare for children, the elderly, and ourselves. 

References 
Arnold, M .  G esundheitswesen tn der B RD.  Koln:  

Deutscher Arzte-Verlag, 1 99 1 .  
Bundesminsterium fUr Gesundheit 1 99 1 .  Daten des 

Gesundheitswesens. Baden-Baden:  Nomos 
Verlagsgesellschaft. 

OAK. The Benefits fit a Glance [brochure]i. Hamburg: 
Offenrlichkeitsarbeit der DAK, J 996. 

Knox, R. Germanys Health !:i'ystem. New York: Faulkner 
& Gray, l 993. 

Evaluation: Laura dernonstrates strong proficiency in 
written German and has developed considerable familiarity 
with currerJt medical plans and government programs avail
able in Germany. Laura will be an RN next May. Ajob 
well done! 
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Ruth 

Rurh 

Robyn Beening 
Course: English I 0 I 

Instructor: Helen Allen 

Assignment: 
Students were asked to write an essay about a significant 
person in their lives. They were asked to reveal character 

through description, anecdote, and dialogue. 

We darted through the tidied household, my sister and !, 
toward the back bedroom, tossing our sneakers onto the 
green shag carpet worn from visitors over the years. The 
bedroom was fairly small, consisting of two twin beds, a 
nightstand, and a commode covered with glamorous 
sparkling jewelry. She had clip-on earrings (even the type 
you screw on that neither of us liked) , long dangly ear· 
rings, bracelets, and the kind of necldaces you wrapped 
around your neck or tied in a knot. Every visit, we would 
stay in the bedroom, trying on her jewelry and perfumes. 
We would even slip our tiny feet into high-heeled shoes 
to greet our great-grandmother, Nana. 

"My l ittle Robyn," she'd call me, bending down for a 
great big hug and kiss. Nana always wore such beautiful 
dresses and shoes on her slender body. Every day, she put 
on her favorite fragrance, Chanel No. 5, which was espe
cially strong, and curled her short gray hair. She'd always 
offer us butter pecan ice cream, and I 'd accept even 
though it was my least favorite. She'd make us peanut 
butter sandwiches on buttered bread served with whole 
milk, yet we'd eat it because we loved her. She was the 
sweetest woman. Often I'd sit down to play ar her tall 
upright piano, my feet dangling at the bench, and she'd 
quietly sit next to me, listening. Then, she would capti
vate my attention with a song, usually a piece by 
Chopin, and I'd watch her fingers cover the piano. She 
played such beautiful music, and she still is my inspira· 
tion to continue playing piano. 

My mother and I would spend hours just sitting with 
her and Peepaw, my great·grandfiHher, where she'd tell us 
the story of how she met the love of her life. Nana had 
that precious smile she'd flash at Peepaw as though she 
were young and in love. Her light brown eyes always 
seemed to sparkle beneath her glasses as she looked at her 
beloved Kendall. 

I wish I could say things were the same, ten years later, 
that I have spent lazy afternoons with Nana playing 
cards, baking cookies, watching soap operas, and making 
lunch. Time has taken a toll on her mind, and there was 
nothing to prevent it from happening. 

It is difflculr to visit her at times, in such a lonely 
place, the nursing home. Seeing the others proves how 
kind natured Nana has always been. Many of them 
become angry. Their flaws from the past becorne magni� 
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fied for me to see. I pass rooms to hear horrible screams 
of obscenities by the frightened. The disillusioned reach 
out to 1ne, calling me their sons or daughters-someone 
to visit them. Others shun me our of their sight with dis
gust. The stench of soiled linens is overwhelming. Briskly 
I walk the halls searching for my Nana Ruth. I usually 
find her alone in her bedroom. Although she no longer 
remembers me, her personality is kind and loving as 
always. 

She has the innocence of a baby, my Nana. Peacefully 
she sits in her wheelchair, rubbing her hands together as 
though she were applying lotion. Her hand moves to her 
frail left thigh, rubbing back and forth, and I wonder if 
she is in pain. The once curled hair lies straight upon her 
head, bur she is beautiful as ever. Her eyes focus on 
something. I am not sure what she sees, but I ponder a 
way to win her attention and her eyes. 

"NANA! Do you remember who I am? What's my 
name?" I say quite loudly and cheerfully, knowing the 
Alzheimer's won't let her remember. She closes her eyes 
again. "It's Robyn. Remember? Your little Robyn," l say, 
trying to hold her shortened attention span. "Hey, let's 
dance! You know . . .  I'm a ballerina. Won't you dance 
with me?" 

I don't expect much response, but I am overjoyed that 
she looks at me. I bend down to pur her hands in mine 
and we gently rock back and forth, humming a tune. She 
flashes her precious smile at me, minus a few teeth. 
When she grows tired, l sit back down to talk. 

"NANA, do you remember how we always used to 
play piano together? I'm so grateful we have your piano. 
I play it all the time," l mention to her. 

"Yes, she's a beautiful girl, yes," Nana mumbles, some
what preoccupied, her hand extended towards my face. 

"Let's play the piano Nana," l say, once again taking 
her hands in mine. I begin to sing Chopin's Nocturne in 
E-Flat, moving her hands up and down to "play" the 
p1ano. 

"Yes, I like this," she responds to me, briefly opening 
her eyes, her head moving in sync with the beat. l am 
absolutely delighted to see her happy. I plant a kiss just 
under her left cheekbone where her aged skin feels so 
soft to the touch. 

Unexpectedly, she exclaims, "I love you!" This is the 
first rime I have initiated,such a response. 1 feel a warm 
tear forming in my eye because the Nana I 've always 
remembered is beside me. l sense that a part of her 
remembers me, and our times together, somewhere in 
the back of her mind. 

It saddens me to realize how different things are. As I 
have grown older, I have had questions for Nana, ques
tions that will go unasked. I wonder how it was growing 
up ninety-nine years ago, what her parents were like, and 
her opinion of living through the twenties and the thir
ties. I am forever appreciative for our memories, bur my 
inquisitive nature cannot help but ponder. I enjoy our 
time together, conversation or silence, and quickly it  
passes until I must leave her to rest. Politely I ask for a 
kiss on the cheek. She obliges. I stand up, slowly letting 
go of her fragile hand. Her figure holds my gaze until I 
leave the bedroom, hoping she knows of her importance 
to me and how much I love her. 

Evaluation: Robyn$ essay is outstanding not only because 
of vivid description that recalls the significant person in her 
lift, but afro because her writing is evocative of place and 
atmosphere. 

7 



.What Happens to Those Who Don't Know 

8 

What Happens 
to Those 

Who Don't 
Know 
De/ana Borntreger 

Course: Reading 099/English 100 
Instructors: Christine Poziemski/Barbara Hickey 

Assignment: 
Write a personal narrative about the most 

significant event in your life. 

It was late one Thursday night, and Charlie and Vicki 
Conn were putting on their coats to attend a Department 
of Natural Resources conference. It was around 7 pm and 
nightfall had begun. As they stood at the door of our 
house, I tried to tell them not to go. I was told I was just 
overtired, and my brother Roy needed to get me to bed 
after they left. I began to scream and kick. My brother 
placed his hands around my waist as my arms reached 
further and further for my mother. She had almost gotten 
away, but in one moment I used everything I had and 
grabbed her jacket. I gripped my hand inside her pocket 
as the three of us struggled in the doorway. With one tug 
she moved through the door, but left in my hand was half 
her jacket. The door slammed and I began to cry, only no 
tears would fall. That night was the turning point for the 
rest of my life. 

Early that day in school, I thought it would be an easy 
day due to an all-day class on sex ed, but as all of my 
friends gathered in one classroom, some in chairs and 
others on the floor, we listened to Mrs. Herd explain the 
reproductive system. More than half the day went by and 
I had learned more about sex than from any TV program 
I had ever seen. We took a short break to get snacks and 
returned. Mrs. Herd had proceeded with "Now we have 
learned the good things about sex; let's see what some 
bad things may be." I started to feel uncomfortable; I 
began to move around in my chair. Then she got very 
descriptive in words to explain molestation, rape, what 
the differences are, and how common they are. As she 
continued to speak, I could no longer hear her. Her voice 
got softer and softer and all I could hear was Roy's voice 
telling me to "stay still . "  I was no longer in the class
room, but could see Roy on top of me, my clothes on 
the floor with a sheet over me. I looked to my left to 
wipe a tear o n  my pillowcase and saw my Thursday 
printed underwear draped over the chair. My body was 
frozen, my arms to my side, and my legs spread apart. 
My mind was not there in the room; it was on a deserted 
island where dolphins played close to the shore and birds 
hummed a melody of songs: As I came back to reality, I 
realized that I was a victim. 

I was lying on the nurse's table for years it seemed, and 
finally my mom had arrived to take me home. It was a 
long car ride home and our conversations were limited. 
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She asked me if I thought that I had caught the twenty
four hour bug. "So," she began to say, "what did you do 
today in school?" I s�id, "Nothing. " Once we got home, 
I went straight to my room not knowing what to say or 
do. I crawled into my bed and pulled the covers over my 
head and drifted to sleep. 

Later that night Vicki came to my room and asked me 
if I would like to sew. I said, "Sure." As I laid some mate
rial down on the table she began to ask me silly ques
tions. "Is there something bothering you?" 

"No, not really," I replied. 
"Are you sure?" she said. 
"It's something that you would never believe, and I 

have no clue how to tell you." Just then she got up off 
her chair and went to the craft closet and pulled out a 
yellow spiral notebook "If you cannot tell me, then 
please write it. It cannot be that bad for paper," she said. 
I grabbed the notebook and took it into my room and 
sat on my bed. I began with a sentence that told a shock
ing story: ''I'm writing you from the scene of a crime." I 
kept on writing, telling detail after detail of the sexual 
abuse I had been involved in for six straight years, night 
after night. I soon realized that the notebook was filled 
with years of details of my past. I returned back to the 
family room and placed the notebook in front of my 
mother and walked back into my room. After a few 
moments I could hear her crying, and then a knock at 
my door. I was too ashamed to let her in and see my 
face. When I opened the door of my room and saw her, I 
knew my life would never be the same. 

Evaluation: De/ana's powerfol essay assaults the reader with 
its strong verbs and wrenching details. In life as well as in 
our learning community, De lana has used writing as a 
means of releasing her pent-up emotions and coping with 
her uncomfortable status as a victim. 
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Saving Pecola 

DeKole Branch 
Course: Literature 223 

Instructor: Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
Each student was asked to write a paper on one of the texts 
we had read during the semester. DeKole chose to focus her 

discussion on Toni Morrison's The Bluest Eye. 

The Bluest Eye captures and expresses the lack of self-love 
that exists in African-American families and their com

�unities. The story takes place in the 1940s, during ao
time when the black population fought for equality and 
justice. In her tribute, Toni Morrison gives a prominent 
voice to those whose lives surrendered to the recycling 
spirit of isolation and the image of American beauty. 
Overall, the story focuses on the essences of African
American lifestyles, culture, and tradition, but the book's 
underlying message exposes both radical and rational 
explanations for the negative reproduction of the 
African-American population. The novel has several 
main characters, but for the sake of time and space, I 
plan to offer an insightful and positive analysis of the 
Breedlove family. 

Cholly Breedlove was not the typical husband and 
father; in fact, his presence was detrimental and, in the 
end, life-denying. What kind of man would beat his wife, 
ignore his son, and rape his daughter? The events that pro
duced Cholly Breedlove's animalistic behavior began when 
his mother and father abandoned him as an infant. "The 
lullaby of grief enveloped him, rocked him, and at last 
numbed him" (Morrison 139). A child should be covered 

in the intimate and secure blankets of loving parents, but 
Cholly'soperception of love was conditioned and poisoned 

.by lonelmess, embarrassment, and desertion.o
It was a curse to be young, biack, and male during a 

time when whites seemed to rule the world, and Cholly 
experienced a devastating confi rmation as proof. An 
innocent walk in the woods with a young girl took a 
tu�n for the worse when they intimately engaged in sexu
al mtercourse. Their private moment was interrupted by 
the smell of white men carrying flashlights. As the men 
watched, one said, "'Come on, coon. Faster. You ain't 
doing nothing for her' " (148) . Cholly and Darlene were 
forced by the malicious men to continue, and that dis
heartening moment scarred Cholly's interpretation of 
sex, love, and women. "Cholly, moving faster, looked at 
Darlene. He hated her . . . . He almost wished he could do 
i t-hard, long and painfully, he hated her so much" 
(148) . This emotional event  in Cholly's upbringing 
offers an understandable defense on his behalf and a 
mi ld e�planation for his  absent ideals and crippledo
expresswns of love toward his family. We are all fragile 
creatures as young teens, and the events of our lives, 

:Vhet�er j oyous or destructive ,  often leave last ingo
m�prtnts ,  colori ng our futures, br inging ecstasy oro

.o
rm�. . .  dependm?. Cholly, because his  first sexual explo
ratton was sullted by racist voyeurs with flashlights, 
seemed unable thereafter to embrace the beauty of sex 
and its issue: loving, trusting children. Therefore, though 
Pecola herself was not yet in the picture, the seed of her 
�eartbreaking fate was planted and watered the veryo
mstant those white men stumbled upon and then humil
iated Cholly and Darlene. 

After the death of his guardian aunt, fourteen-year-old 
Cholly curiously searched a new city to find his biologi
cal father and his only hope for completion. That opti
mism soon died when Cholly's long-lost father severely 
dismissed his existence. The man who gave Cholly life 
was the same man who resented his presence, and with 
no remorse. Cholly could have escaped the claws of his 
fat�, but without a structured and loving environment, 
destiny controlled his explosive demise and sent him into 
the future where he met and married Pauline. 

Pauline was a plain girl who enjoyed h�usekeeping. 
Metaphorically, she was the house and therefore could 
clean and rearrange herself into loveliness. She was held 
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captive by the ugliness of her crooked foot that dragged 
as a constant and hideous reminder of her unworthiness. 
Moreover, Pauline's family offered her the silence of sepa
ration, which left her feeling out of place. She never 
received encouragement or discouragement from them, 
and the loneliness separated her from beauty and her 
family. She wished for the presence of a faceless stranger 
who would accept and love her. Subconsciously, Pauline 
felt sorry for herself, and therefore, she was grateful for 
Cholly's willingness to love her. 

They married and relocated up North, both leaving 
behind dreadful images of their pasts. As newlyweds, 
Cholly and Pauline lived happily together as they shared 
a separate bond. Cholly worked i n  s teel mil ls ,  and 
Pauline worked on finding new ways to clean house. She 
constantly felt isolated in terms of her appearance as she 
searched to find ways to fit in with the customs of north
ern women. She never accepted her appearance or her 
internal beauty and, like Cholly, she was never condi
tioned to love herself. Therefore, she became solely 
reliant on the only man who ever showed her love, and 
Cholly-burdened by his wife's comprehensive depen
dence upon him-gradually began to detest Pauline, 
staying away from home (and staying as drunk as possi
ble) as much as he could. 

The fighting began as their wounded hearts collided 
and their love and marriage slowly deteriorated. Since 
Pauline compared her appearance to American white 
women, she became obsessed with her looks and even 
m i rrored her  hai r, make-up,  and clothes after the 
Hollywood starlets. She spent all of her spare time at the 
movie theatre where she intensely watched pretty and 
happy white women who always lived pretty and happy 
lives. "It was a simple pleasure, but she learned all there 
was to love and all there was to hate" ( 1 22). Pauline's idea 
of happiness was based on an image of white American 
beauty, and she easily learned to hate her unhappiness, 
which she felt was due to her blackness. In her favorite 
place of peace and contentment, Pauline established cir
cumstantial evidence to support her ugliness when a front 
tooth fell from her mouth. "There I was . . .  trying to look 
like Jean Harlow, and a front tooth gone. Everything 
went then. Look like 1 . . .  settled down to just being ugly" 
( 1 23 ) .  Nevertheless , Pauline continued to go to the 
shows, but she was never the same. She let herself go in 

terms of her appearance and was now a mother. How 
could Pauline teach or give love to a child when she never 
learned to truly love herself? What kind of children would 
Pauline and Cholly Breedlove conceive? 

Sammy came first, just like a salad before the main 
course. Pauline gave birth to him to gain the experience 
of childbirth. As time went on, Sammy grew to be angry, 
disrespectful, and ignored. He con tinuously rebelled 
against reality. "He was known, by the time he was four
teen, to have run away from home no less than twenty
seven times" (43) .  Sammy's father first ran away at the 
age of fourteen, and his story repeated itself in the life of 
Sammy, whom Morrison doesn't mention much because 
his l ife was already predetermined. Sammy probably 
learned how to repress his emotions and, like Cholly, he 
would soon grow up and away from common sense. 
Given that he was marked by the ugliness of his fate 
since his parents did not show signs of love and respect, 
Sammy would eventually mark his future children with 
the same sad cytoplasm of self-hatred. The male child of 
a broken family will reproduce other shattered victims of 
his sad, continuous cycle, and the only thing that can 
stop the cycle is nonexistence. 

Pecola wished for blue eyes. She carried the torch of her 
mother's desire to be made beautiful. Pecola's appearance 
did not mal<e her unpretty. Somehow, she belonged to her 
unattractiveness like a first name or a birth date. Perhaps 
her characteristics did not mirror those of her peers, but 
she was never told to believe in her unique features; 
instead, her face only reflected presumed imperfections. 
She was never offered any definitions of unconditional 
self-love, and she therefore put a price on external beautyo. 
that would cost her her life. 

Pecola's mother was both irritating and confusing in 
the eyes of Pecola. She had two separate personalities. At 
home, Pecola lived with the woman who yelled and 
cursed her family, but once, she witnessed her mother at 
work, caring for a blue-eyed white girl with gentleness 
and safety. Somehow, Pecola did not expect to be held or 
encouraged. She did not long for prideful remarks, and 
the beatings she received for her clumsiness were the 
expected punishments for her supposedly repulsive 
image. The same dreadful images that haunted Pauline's 
past would kill Pecola. 

1 1  



Saving Pecola 

The relationship between a mother and daughter is 
traditionally sacred, and the bond that is shared is unlike 
any other. A black woman has many responsibilities, and 
they are passed down through generations as survival 
codes. A black mother is the only one who will share and 
understand her daughter's emotions, fears, and dreams, 
but "love is no better than the lover" (Morrison 206) . 
Unfortunately, the only sense of reality Pauline had died 
long before Pecola was born. Pauline did not compre
hend the importance and language of unconditional love 
and therefore could not present it to Pecola. 

Furthermore, all little girls depend on their fathers for 
security and protection. They look to their fathers for 
assurance and acceptance. Young females silently yearn 
for their fathers' love and pride and without these things, 
little girls will blindly search for any form of affection 
from a man. Pecola's innocence was also her undiscov
ered power to persevere, and Cholly stole the only gift 
that she'd ever received. In an inebriated and brutal act, 
he raped his daughter: " . . .  the tenderness would not 
hold . . . .  His soul seemed to slip down to his guts and fly 
out into her, and the gigantic thrust he made into her 
then provoked the only sound she made-a hollow suck 
of air in the back of her throat. Like the rapid loss of air 
from a circus balloon" ( 1 63). The sickness that blurred 
the sight o f  M r. Breedlove sacrificed the l ife of his 
daughter, and his death would not justifY as punishment 
for that ultimate act of betrayal. I simply cannot offer 
explanations in his defense, but somewhere in the depths 
of reality, this fictitious tale is someone's truth. 

Pecola's strength surpassed her years. After being teased 
by her peers, despised by her mother, raped by her father 
and ridiculed by her brother, she finally lost her mind. 
What good was her mind with all the pain she had 
endured? In her fanatical state of existence, she had the 
Bluest Eyes. What could have saved Pecola that could 
not have saved them all? Self-Love! "Then Pecola asked a 
question that had never entered my mind . . . .  ' (H]ow do 
you get somebody to love you?'" (32). 

Dearest Pecola(s) , 
The only way to get somebody to love you is to 
first love yourself. The only way to love yourself 
is to know yourself. The only way to know your
self is to trust who you are. The way to trust 

who you are is to believe in yourself. The only 
way to believe in yourself is to set goals for your
self. The only way to set goals for yourself is to 
know and the only way to know is by feeling 
and the only way to feel is by thinking. The only 
way to think is by imagining and the only way 
to imagine is by picturing. The only way to pic
ture is by seeing and the only way to open your 
eyes is to TRY. So Pecola, you must start at the 
bottom in order to get to the top, but if you fol
low these instructions, somebody very special 
will be waiting for you. Now remember: 

Try to open your eyes and look at what you 
see, a picture slowly coalescing. 

Imagine someone that you are sure to be. 
Think about your feelings and know that 

they are true; now set down some goals. 
And believe that they will come true. You 

know how to be yourself and I 've loved you 
from the start, but you must first learn. 

Learn to love yourself, and loving you 
ain't hard! 

Lovingly yours, 
Beauty 

Pecola died even before she was born. With parents 
like Cholly and Pauline, she was destined to become 
mentally insane, but to place the entire blame on them 
would be unfair. History often repeats itself, especially 
within the Breedlove family. The fact  that they are 
African-Americans is a painful reminder of how our nat
ural beauty has been categorized, lost, and erased. The 
cycle of mental and physical abuse will unfortunately 
continue unless someone starts to love. 

Works Cited 

Morrison, Toni .  The Bluest Eye. New Yo rk: Penguin 
Books, 1 970. 

Evaluation: This is a heartfilt response, something I could 
always expect from DeKole. The letter (from Beauty) at the 
end makes this essay particularly special. This one was a 
genuine pleasure to read 
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The Imperfect Gift 

justin Clack 
Course: English 1 0 1  

Instructor: Joe Sternberg 

Assignment: . 
Recreate an experience which taught you something 

important about yourself 

T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y  

The sun fires its rays deep into the winter's midmorning. 
Light filters through a window and onto the floor. After 
having just talked for an hour to my Sunday school class 
about Jonah and the whale, my throat is raw. The effort 
of answering the children's constant barrage of questions 
has left me feeling exhausted and dejected. 

The lesson went well. The eight- and nine-year-olds 
understood the plot, and more importantly they under
stood what Jonah must have felt like entombed in the 
belly of a whale and surrounded on all sides by wet, fetid 
fish flesh. 

Today, that is how I think I feel, cut off from the 
world by this disgusting layer of flesh I call my body. I 
am seventeen years old, and I have a face covered with 
bright red pimples. When I look at my body, all I can see 
is a pair of long gangly arms,  placed on a stunningly 
white torso, which is balanced precariously on twig-thin 
legs. My face looks far worse; my nose, chin and Adam's 
apple jut out in three hideous explosions of flesh, causing 
me to resemble a troll. I feel hopelessly cut off from all 
that is human and beautiful; I am an island in a sea of 
i mperfect ion,  with no isthmus to the mainland of 
humanity. 

I walk out of my classroom and down the dank pas
sage, which leads to the courtyard. Before entering the 
courtyard, I stop and lean against the smooth machine
crafted doorpost of the building's exit. A pool of light has 
formed on the cold linoleum floor that surrounds the 
door. My bag of worn Sunday school props slung loosely 
over my shoulder is getting heavy. I let the bag slide off; 
i t  then hits  the ground with a muffled thump and 
splashes in the pool of sunlight. Directly in front of me 
stands an old iron table with a dimpled and worn sur
face. On top of the table there are opaque teacups and 
saucers which are ready to be used by the congregation 
after the service. 

The Church service has just ended, and people are 
beginning to congregate in the courtyard. Helpers scurry 
between the table and the kitchen, carrying scalding hot 
pots of coffee and tea. As the helpers complete their final 
preparations, the crowd of people slowly migrates toward 
the table. 



The Imperfect Gift 

I notice a young boy, four years of age, approaching 
the table. I know him from the class I taught last year. 
He stops in front of the table, then pans his eyes over the 
cups and saucers, finally stopping at a beaten up old 
teapot. He lifts his eyes from the teapot to me and slow
ly, his tight, fresh face lights with a smile. 

"Hi Justin," he bleats. 
"Good morning," I reply. 
The young boy walks around the table and stands in 

front of me. I am two and a half feet taller than he is, 
and looking down on him makes me feel like a giraffe. 
So I lower myself onto my haunches to make our con
versation easier. I am curious to find out why he has 
approached me, but before I have a chance to ask, he 
hugs me. I squeeze back and smell the pungent mix of 
soap and play on his shirt. 

"How are you?" I ask. 
"Good," he replies. 
I can't help but smile at how confident he is. 
"What is that?" I ask, pointing to the miniature blue 

van with oversized tires and tinted windows. 
"It's my car," he replies and hands it to me. 
I take the car from him and begin a mock appraisal. 

First, I hold it up to the sunlight and rotate it. Then, I 
turn to him and nod; next, I flick its wheels and watch 
them spin. 

"Niiiiiice," I comment enthusiastically. 
His shoulders arch back; he presses his chest forward 

in pride. 
"I noticed it was your b irthday today. H ave you 

enjoyed it so far?" I ask him. 
"Yes, my teacher gave me chocolate," he replies. 
"What kind?" I ask. 
"Urn . . .  chocolate," he replies again and opens his hand 

to reveal his treasured last piece. 
"Kom bokkie,"1 his mother's voice calls out in our gen

eral direction. He snaps to attention and walks towards 
her. 

"Bye," he shouts over his shoulder as an afterthought. 

'Kom Bokkie is an Afrikaans term of endearment. Roughly rranslared, it means 
"come here. my young anrdopc.'" In Afrikaans, the expression conjures up images of 
a wholesome and natural being given by the cret�ror and for whom the speaker has 
incense affection. h has a very gmrural/Dutch pronunciation. 

"Cheers," I reply and reach for my bag. 
I stand up and begin to leave. 
"Wait!" I hear his little voice call out from behind me. 
I turn around to see him looking up and smiling at 

me. He raises his short, plump little arm with his hand 
tightly balled into a fist. Slowly, one-by-one, he peels his 
sticky fingers back to reveal his last piece of chocolate. 

He wants me to take the melted blob from his grubby 
hand and eat it. My stomach convulses at the thought of 
eating it. I also feel uncomfortable accepting the choco
late because it is his last piece. 

He raises his arm higher with a slightly distressed 
expression and motions for me to accept. Not wanting to 
offend him, I ignore the violent internal protests, reach 
down, take the deformed rectangle, and eat it. It tastes 
salty from the sweat of his hand; I fight an impulse to 
screw my lips. Eventually, the taste of chocolate comes 
and I can smile. 

"Ummmm, that's good; thank you," I lie. 
His face lights with pride and joy; he smiles, showing 

all his teeth. 
Then it hits me! It comes crashing through my petty 

existence like a freight train-1 realize what it is I am 
looking at. I fight back tears. This small child with his 
small gift has opened the big gates of Heaven. Here 
beaming back at me is everything human and beautiful. 
It is not his appearance or his imperfect gift that strikes 
me but his heart and action of giving.  It is not my 
appearance or performance but the spirit of my under
takings that count. 

Evaluation: Mr. Clack's humanity and sensitivity are 
clearly conveyed in this gentle but moving narrative. Fine 
pacing and clear voice are complemented by his gentle tone 
and precise language. 
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Similar Differences 

justin De Vault 
Course: Literature 223/History 2 1 4  

Instructors: Andrew Wilson and Tom DePalma 

Assignment: 
Each student was asked to write an essay on one or more 

of the texts we had studied during the term. 
justin (very characteristically) chose to analyze one of 

the course's most perplexing and unusual stories: 
Jean Toomer's "Box Seat. " 

Throughout the semester of our joint class - African
and Native-American History and Minority Literature in 
America - we have seen all the aspects of oppression; the 
reasons (not excuses) , the processes involved, and the 
after-effects of oppression have all been vividly described 
in both the factual , historical documentation of John 
Hope Frankl in ,  Wil l iam Lloyd Garrison ,  Frederick 
Douglass, etc., as well as in the fictions of Ralph Ellison, 
Les l i e  Marmon S i lko ,  Jean Toomer  and o thers . 
Specifically, the heading o f  "current/post-oppression 
effects" is,  by itself, multifaceted. The effects on real and 
fictional people generally fell into two categories: either 
the person experienced some type of metanoia, the causes 
of which could be numerous indeed, and he or she could 
be seen on a road more positive than his or her current 
situation, or the person's history was cut short with little 
certainty of the future. Tayo, Leslie Marmon Silko's main 
character in her novel Ceremony, is probably the best 
example of a fictional character improving his life; due to 
his acceptance of integrating white culture with his own, 
Tayo is able to release himself from the effects of having 
his culture unwillingly assimilated into white culture. As a 
contrast, however, Dan Moore and Muriel from Jean 
Toomer's "Box Seat" do not find the path that Tayo finds 
and, therefore, do not find self-redemption. While Dan 

T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y 

and Muriel are different as characters, they both stunt 
their personal growth by denying acceptance; Dan denies 
integrating the cultural baggage that comes with living in 
the North, while Muriel denies herself the integration of 
the background that she will never lose (despite her 
efforts to white-wash her personal history) and the new
found life she (maybe) enjoys. 

Jean Toomer's "Box Seat" opens with: 

Houses are shy girls whose eyes shine reti
cently upon the dusk body of the street. Upon 
the gleaming limbs and asphalt torso of a dream
ing nigger. Shake your curled wool  blossoms, 
nigger. Open your liver lips to the lean, white 
spring. Stir the root-life of a withered 
Call them from their houses, and teach to 
dream. ( 1 1 23) 

As an introductory paragraph, this appears to give hope 
to the ending of a not-yet-read story. It is a call ing 
toward salvation for a "withered" people who are atro
phied by the constant pull and push of living in a new 
environment. Dan Moore, a currently unemployed black 
man from the South, cannot deal with the changes nec
essary in moving to the North. As Dan is walking to 
Muriel's house, there are the first instances of his discom
fort with the surroundings. As he walks, 

The eyes of the houses faintly touch him as he 
p asses  them.  Soft g i r l -eye s ,  they set  h im 
s inging . . . .  Come on ,  Dan Moore, come on .  
Dan sings. His voice i s  a little hoarse. I t  cracks. 
He strains to produce tones in keeping with the 
houses' loveliness. Can't be done. ( 1 1 23) 

This might be the only instance in which Dan attempts 
to find beauty in his new world. More likely, however, 
the houses are sirens that are trying to kill any traits of 
the South that are still within him. Dan cannot even 
learn to like his new place by being in tune with the feel
ing  of the houses.  Throughout the story, there are 
instances in which Dan feels that his surroundings are 
"prison-like." When he gets to Muriel's house and waits 
for her, her landlady, Mrs. Pribby, sits down in a chair, 
and "There is a sharp click as she fits into her chair and 
draws it to the table. The click is metallic like the sound 
of a bolt being shot into place" ( 1 1 24). As he is waiting, 
Dan feels as if "The house contracts about him. It is a 
sharp-edged, massed, metalli c  house" ( 1 1 24) .  Later, 
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when he is talking to Muriel, Dan notices "Muriel's chair 
is close and stiff about her. The house, the rows of houses 
locked about her chair. Dan's fingers and anus are fire to 
melt and bars to wrench and force and pry" ( 1 1 26). If 
Dan were able ro accept some of his new surroundings, 
he might not feel so constrained. Also, his inability to get 
used to his surroundings creates a n  uncrossable gap 
between Muriel and him. Dan feels that he still sees 
hints of the South within Muriel and makes himself her 
self-appointed savior. He states, "I was born in a cane
field. The hands of Jesus touched me. I am come to a 
sick world to heal it" ( I 1 23). As Dan goes to a wall and 
puts his ear against it, he feels, wrhe next world-savior is 
coming up that way. Coming up. A continent sinks 
down. The new-world Christ will need consummate skill 
to walk upon the waters where huge bubbles burst" 
( 1 1 24). Lastly, while in an argument with Muriel, Dan 
states, "My talking to you will make you aware of your 
power to do so. Say that you will love, that you will give 
yourself in love-" ( I 1 26).  All these examples say, at 
least, that Dan believes the North and Muriel need a sav
ior for redemption. The statements "The hands of Jesus 
touched me" and "my talking to you will make you 
aware of your power to do so" give the impression that 
Dan believes he is the savior of the North and Muriel. 
These two hers-believing that Muriel and the North 
have too little of Southern culture, and thinking that he 
can "save" Mul"iel-create a gap between a relationship 
that might be able to occur if Dan were more accepting 
of his surroundings. However, Dan is not the only char
acter that is in denial; Muriel is so concerned with her 
status that she also has conflict with how she feels about 
Dan, and how the town would feel if he and she were 
together. 

When Dan comes to meet Muriel at her house, she is 
in constant worry that Mrs. Pribby will heal' or see them 
together. Mrs. Pribby is often in another room, reading a 
newspaper. When Dan gets on  his knees in  front of 
Muriel to tell her how he feels, she states, '"Shhh. Dan, 
please get up. Please. Mrs. Pribby is right in the next 
room. She'll hear you. She may come in. Don't Dan. 
She'll see you-"' (1i1 26). Mrs. Pribby symbolically repre
sents the town; Muriel feels that if Mrs. Pribby sees them, 
then the whole rown will as well. The newspapers that 

Mrs. Pribby is constantly reading represent the news of 
Muriel and Dan getting out to the town and ruining 
Muriel's reputation. Muriel, however, does not completely 
hate Dan; she has confused feelings about him that are a 
product of her nonacceptance. She thinks, "Shame about 
Dan. Something awfully good and fine about him. But 
he don't fit in. In where? Me' Dan, I could love you if I 
tried. I don't have to try. I do . . a. .  I wish you'd go. You irri
tate me. Dan, please go" ( 1 1 25). These mixed feeling.1 
that Muriel has, Sandra Hollin Plowers believes, are due 
to the conflict within herself. In her essay "Solving the 
Critical Conundrum of Jean 'TOomer's ' Box Seat:,a"' 
Flowers states: 

Ushered into a side··street house by the landlady, 
Mrs. Pribby, Dan pays court to Muriel, a teacher 
aspiring to a position among Washington's black 
elite. Muriel, though, is distant and chiding. 
Ambivalenrly, she rejects Dan's advances, reflect
ing that she could love him if Mrs. Pribby and 
the town would let her-that, indeed, she does 
love him but must not let him know. (302) 

Muriel's concern for her reputation also comes through 
in Jean Toorner's way of positioning her with respect to 
other characters in the story. When Muriel and her 
friend, Bernice, are going to the theater, rhcy give D:w 
the impression that he is not welcome. When he goes to 
leave, "He moves towards Muriel. Muriel steps backward 
up one step" ( 1  ! 27) .  Both literally and symbol ically, 
Muriel moves up one step of her apartment stairs, and 
Toomer also conceptually reminds the reader through 
the action that Dan is one step lower rhan she on the 
steps of social stratification or acceptance. When Muriel 
and Bernice take their seats at the theater, it is also sym
bolic of their statuses. Flowers comments, "Muriel's box 
seat is adjacent to the 'right' [that is, correct] aisle,' 
though in the 'lower,' that is, bottom tier. Thus Muriel's 
position on the most vulnerable rung of  the middle-class 
ladder is subtly reiterated" (303). Muriel is desperarcly 
trying ro gain a higher status and, as a result, will out
wardly do anything she can to show this. While Muriel is 
waiting for the show to begin, she notices that Dan 
walks into the "theater. This last scene most interestingly 
shows the dichotomy and sirnilariries, or the juxtaposi
tions and parallels, between Dan and Muriel. 

1 6  
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When Dan first comes into the theater, his conflict 
with the townspeople already begins. As he goes to take 
h i s  seat,  h e  s teps o n  the corns of  a man's feet .  
Uncomfortable, "Dan fidgets, and disturbs his neigh
bors. His neighbors glare at him" ( 1 1 29). Toomer's usage 
of the word "neighbor" is far from benign. The people 
sitting next to him are not just fellow theater occupants, 
but the people of the town; the theater is not just a the
ater, but is a representation of the rown as well, for Dan 
feels the same there as in the neighborhood. For the last 
act of the night a dwarf, who had previously been fight
ing in a bloody boxing match with other dwarfs for the 
audience's delight, sings a song to Muriel. Dan feels sony 
for Mr. Barry, the dwarf, and identifies with him; there
fore, any response that Muriel gives to the dwarf may be 
transferred ollto her feelings of Dan. Mr. Barry offers a 
rose ro Muriel and she is scared to accept it, fearing whar 
the onlookers would think: "Arms of the audience reach 
out, grab Muriel, and hold her there. Claps are steel fin
gers that manacle her wrists and move them forward to 
acceptance" ( 1 1 3 1) .  Muriel is uncertain as to what she 
should do until Bemice states, '"It's all right. Go on
take it"' (which indicates that she has been accepted by 
the town), and "Muriel, tight in her revulsion, sees black, 
and daintily reaches for the offering" ( I 1 3 1 ) .  According 
to Sandra Flowers, 

Dan and the dwarf are symbolically interchange
able, since neither is socially acceptable to "the 
house." Thus, Dan is aghast when, at the urging 
of"the house," Muriel accepts the bloodied rose, 
the proffering of  which is the dwarf's final 
demeaning act. In accepting the rose, Muriel 
becomes an instrument of the dwarf's humilia
tion and, necessarily, of Dan's. (305) 

What is important to notice here is not just the f:1ct that 
Dan is now heartbroken by the fact that Muriel has 
accepted the role of humiliating the dwarf and, therefore, 
him, but also that it gives the reader the feeling that that 
was her last chance of coming to grips with her origins, 
which she hasn't. For Dan as well, there is little to show 
of him accepting the North. When Dan is about to fight 
a man from the audience in the alley, "The man stops. 
Takes off his hat and coat. Dan, having forgotten him, 

keeps going on" (I 1 32). This passage does not suggest, as 
i t  might seem, that Dan is forgetting about the conflict 
of his roots with the North. Dan is not so much forget
ting as he is accepting of the differences between the 
townspeople and himself, which he probably thinks will 
never change. 

Dan Moore and Muriel never reach any type of con
nection and never have any type of catharsis as well. By 
neither of them accepting the other's life presently, they 
are not able to accept each other's differences. If Dan and 
Muriel could have gotten past their own recalcitrance, 
they might have been able to share a relationship that 
would make them appreciate both the North and the 
South, thus integrating past and present experiences and 
gaining personal growth. 

Works Cited 

Flowers, Sandra Hollin. "Solving the Critical Conundrum 
of Jean Toomer's 'Box Sear."' Studies in Short Fiction 
25.3 ( 1988): 301 -05. 

Toomer, Jean. "Box Seat." The Norton Anthology of African 
American Literature. Ed. Henry Louis Gates, Jr. and 
Nellie McKay. New York: Norton, 1 997. 1 1  23-32. 

Evaluation: This is a very strong, very well-written essay: 
beautifUlly organized and rationally argued Mr. DeVault 
supports his points with highly rele11ant quotations ftom 
Toomer's story. This paper is a showcrlSe of solid Literary 
tmafysis. 
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Right vs . Right 

Elliot De Vries 
Course: English 1 02 

Instructor: Nancy L. Davis 

Assignment: 
Who is the tragic hem in Sophocles' play, Antigone? 

Argue your position in a th-ee-page essay. 

In the world)s literature) there is  a group of characters 
whose members soar above all others in terms of their 
stature, persistence, and power; these are the tragic 
heroes. Despite this group's significance, the factors that 
unite its members are not always clear--and it is not 
always easy to tell whether a particular characrer belongs 
to the group or not. A perfect example of such u ncer
tain ty may be fou n d  i n  Sophocles' classic tragedy 
Antigone. Here, two characters vie for the position of 
tragic hero: Antigone and Creon. After a careful analysis 
of Antigone, it can be shown that neither character 
deserves the title "tragic hero," and that the play is best 
understood in other terms. 

In  order to develop this critique, it will do well first to 
examine the meaning of the term 11tragic hero." The clas
sicaL and even today most common, tneaning of the 
term was given by Aristotle in his Poetics: "a tnan who is 
not ernin¢ndy good and just, yet whose misfortune is 
not brought about by vice or depravity, but by some 
error or frailty. He must be one who is highly renowned 
and prosperous" (76). In other words, Aristotle believes 
that the tragic hero should be a man of noble stature 
who is neither morally perfect nor a depraved miscreant. 
His terrible end is brought about by a "hamartia,)> which 
may mean e i ther a n  error o r  a character defect 
(Kaufinann 6 1 -2). Often, the tragic hero realizes his folly 
shortly before he meets his doom. These characteristics 
now considered, it is important to note that not all 
tragedies necessarily have a tragic hero. T'his is easily 
shown by the fact that there are many Greek tragedies 
which end positively-·for example, Aeschylus' Orestes 
rrilogy-while, as defined above, the tragic hero must 
bring about his own downfall. 

Now that we have a standard against which to measure 
the characters, we can begin to weigh their characteris
tics. We will begin wirh Creon. Aristotle's first condition 
is that our character be neither perfect nor perfectly evil. 
Creon is certainly not perfCct--hc is cruel, suspicious, 
and often unfair. Creon's peculiar form of justice even 
causes the sentry to cry out, "Oh it's terrible when the 
o ne who does the j udging j udges things all wrong"a
(Sophocles 653). To his father, Haemon says, "The man 
in the street, you know, dreads your glance" (663). There 
may be a problem with the opposite side of this ques-

I
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tion, though, Does Creon actually have good qualities as 
well as bad? Although the positions for which he argues 
usually have a little truth ro them-and knowing part of 
the truth does not in any way imply a moral sense-he 
nonetheless seems a character wirhour any scruples, one 
who merely exercises his "ruthless power to do whatever 
pleases [him]" (658). Furthermore, even as he works to 
uphold his law, which he is not entirely in the wrong to 
do, his pritnary means is threatening others with vio
lence. When he speaks to the sentry about the crime 
which has been committed, instead of investigating con
scientiously, he merely threatens the sentry with death if 
he cannot produce some other possible perpetrator. And 
if he does not enlist any of our moral sympathies to his 
side, he cannot be any sort of hero. Consequently, Creon 
f.tils our test.i

Antigone may suffer from the opposite problem. She 
seems to be too lacking in moral flaws in order to make 
an acceptable tragic heroine. The leader of the chorus 
describes her in these terms: "Like father like daughter, 
passionate, wild . . .  she hasn't learned to bend before 
adversity" (657). And yet, those qualities - passion, 
wildness - serve and support her cause, which is noble. 
When spoken of a crusader such as she, to most those 
words would seem to be high praise rather than a 
reproach. Her goodness is cemented in the minds of the 
people of Thebes as well, for they believe that "She 
deserves a glowing crown of gold" (663) . Antigone 
brings about her own demise, but this is not the result of 
any tragic fault or hamartia; this is in truth a direct result 
of her moral action: burying her brother. 

We have seen that neither Antigone nor Creon fits the 
mold of the traditional tragic hero very well. If there is 
no tragic hero, then in reading Antigone we have lost the 
idea that one of the characters represents good and the 
other evil. How then are we to interpret the play from 
the standpoint of the correctness of each of the two sides)
if neither of the two is on the side of the tragic hero? The 
philosopher Hegel's imerpretation of tragedy may be just 
what is needed to do away with the confusion on this. 
Walter Kaufmann sums up his position in this way: 
" [Hegel] realized that at the center of the greatest 
tragedies of [ . . .  ] Sophocles we lind not a tragic hero but 
a tragic collision, and that the conflict is not between 

good and evil but between one-sided positions, each of 
which embodies some good" (202). That is, though 
Antigone is plainly the more likeable of the two, 
Antigone and Creon are both partially right. It would be 
hard to lind a more poetic idea than this: tragedy is what 
occurs when right collides with right. 

Works Cited 
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Evaluation: Elliots argument is original, insightfUl, and 
eloquent. 
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Twenty-First
Century Voice: 

Responses to 
20th-Century 

American History 
and Literature 

jenny Dolan 
Course: Literature 222/History 2 1 2  

Instructors: Andrew Wilson and Tom DePalma 

Assignment: 
A fow times during the semester, each student was 

asked to respond creatively to the texts and historical 
events we had studied A student could write a letter 

to a !iterrtry or historical char11cter, for example, or he/she 
could assume the voice of that character in a monologue. 

Response One 
A Letter to the 

"Legendary Ball Turret Gunner" of World War II, 
Eulogized by Poet Randall Jarrell in 1945 

Dear Mr. Ball Turret Gunner, 
I am entering to the first alpha stages of sleep. Pans of 

my brain (the nervous parts) are gradually tiptoeing back 
to their nest, and I am carefully balancing two questions 
on the two sides of my psyche. One: Why did I shut off 
the light when I have eighty more pages to read and two 
more worksheets to finish? Two: Whar if I had no desire 
to study anything, and I worked in a field for the rest of 
my life? 

I am thinking of you now, mainly because I am also 
thinking about what my grandpa said tonight at dinner. 

'(Americans make such a hootenanny about death. 
What's the big deal? You don't see the Chinese or the 
Buddhist or the Spaniard runnin' like a chicken with his 
head cut off every time, god forbid, he sees a sick person. 
In my day, you don't tell people they're sick. Doctors 
don't even tell 'em. My mother, god rest her soul ,  
thought she had the flu because her son couldn't tell her 
the truth." 

There was a moment of silence, a respectful silence, 
not only for my grandmother but for all the great-grand
mothers that were lied to. I spoke like a child. 

"But aren't you scared, Grandpa?" 
"Of death? Hell no. What if George Washington was 

still walkin' around here? Anything other than death is 
unnatural if you ask me." 

So lying in my bed tonight, entering the first stages of 
alpha sleep, I don't feel sorry for you, Mr. Ball Turret · 

Gunner; really I don't because I know things that you 
don't know. I see things that you couldn't see. Maybe, 
given the right circumstances, you could've been some
body. Maybe you could've been mayor or a plumber or 
an accountant. But you were a ball turret gunner. It's not 
important what you could've been or even what you 
were. What's important is what you, and all the others 
like you, have already been. 
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Maybe the marks on your arms, maybe the black flak, 
are an ancestral grid of generic greatness. Dinosaurs 
gnawed on chunks of your skin. The Cherokees drank 
your blood along the trail of tears. After hunting buffalo, 
you marveled at the wheel, and you hiked through the 
ice age to get to your cave woman so that you could pro
create. You slept through ihe nomadic age and arrived 
centuries later in rags to wash dishes for the fifteen-year
old French princess. And while her servant dressed her 
and pinched folds of her skin into a laced bodice, you 
watched through a hole in  the wall, and you thought 
about revenge. f0aybe you were Ponce de Leon. You 
scouted territory, slashed weeds with your sword, and 
you beat your blood brothers to death with the back of 
your hand. Maybe you did bad things. Maybe you raped 
their wives and daughters in hundred-degree heat. 

Maybe, after writing Hamlet, you took on a new name 
and bought chartered land in the New World. You 
smoked enough tobacco to satisfY all the James Deans. 
You were thete when Hancock signed the constitution. 
Traces of your molecules dance rapidly in the wooden 
desk Thomas Jefferson and Ben Franklin signed the 
slope of your back. Washington winning the battle at the 
base o f  yo ur  sp ine  was the turning po int  o f  the 
Revolutionary War. You were asleep for the Civil War, 
and you awoke to find us here, in the century of skin 
and servitude. You were the ball turret gunner in the 
"good war," and when you died, they washed your body 
out of the turret with a hose, and away you floated, 
down into the Pacific Ocean, where you later began your 
own school of dolphins. Caught on a tuna net, you went 
home to create the television set. You were in Boston at 
the start of the integration movement and you smiled at 
the statue of Colonel Shaw. Some part of you is inside of 
my computer now the way that you have been inside 
some parts of men, not only the Americans. 

Maybe I'll die in the twenty-first century, and you'll 
meet up with me in Scotland in a field of corn. Bur until 
then I'll play "Marco, Polo" with myself and go back to 
sleep. The point is that you inspired some of this because 

your breath was so chilling and nonchalant. Almost feel
ing death on my neck now, I know that maybe some part 
of me was your cave woman. Some part of me was in the 
Philippines when soldiers accepted a cruel but inevitable 
fate. You are in the air now all the days that people die 
because all the days that people die they are wishing to 
have done or said something 1nore. 

So you see, Mr. Ball Turret Gunner, that you are nei
ther capitalism nor communism, American nor Japanese, 
living nor dead. You are parr of the perpetual pulse that I 
felt tonight as I re-read. 

We all fall from our mother's sleep into various States, 
and we all die. Perhaps you were loosed from your dream 
of life, bur you were never loosed from your dream of 
death for the dead dream of nothing more than living. 

Response Two 
A Letter to the Future, from the Point of View of an 

American Girl Coming of Age in the 1950s 

Deari------------, 
Armed with my pinsrriped sweater and my painful 

ponytail, I'll tell you everything: I look the same every· 
day. I never take my hair down. 

Every day, I wander the halls of high school in slow 
motion. Every day around 1 0 a.m., I pass the big door at 
the front of the school on the way to my home econom
ics class, and I slam my books down on the ground, and 
I rip the lock open with my bare hands, and I push 
through the big door, and they all follow me, even Him. 
And She, the big-busted freshman who belongs on the 
hull of a big ship, is stuck in home ec. Parading high in 
the air on rheir shoulders, we kiss, and my enrire life, 
which is basically one long day, flashes before my eyes. I 
look back at my high school and smile at the trampled 
adults. 

Trapped in the cage that is home economics, the 
teacher, whose slip is showing, smells like my grandma's 
house, like dead skin and raw meat. In a nasal voice of 
sincere urgency, she whispers as if she's at the country club 
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gossiping about the woman's daughter at  the table next to 
her. "She and Him. She and Him. Him and She. It isn't 
right. A Mother should know what her daughter is doing. 
Someone should tell her. It's the right thing to do." 

''A wife must always look her best," teacher says. I 
learned this at an early age. 

I am four years old. My best friend is the laundry 
machine, whose cool. white metal seems to calm the 
bubbling cauldron of rage and desire that was already 
starting to boil inside my tiny, four-year-old stomach. 
She never knew it, but when I was supposed to be 
entranced by laundry, I 'd crawl on my hands and knees 
to my mother's room, and even though the white carpet 
scratched my legs, I quietly studied her through a tiny 
hole in the doorknob. The lipstick always came last, 
almost like an epiphany. She made funny faces in the 
mirror, faces that I couldn't understand. 

I am thirteen years old, and my parents "have commit
ments" at the country club. They leave my younger sister 
and me alone in the house for the first time. After plop
ping her down in the living room, in front of her only 
friend, I do the one thing that is forbidden. I enter my 
parents' bedroom, and I go exploring. I sit down in front 
of the mirror and grope each piece of gadgetry in my hand 
ceremoniously, twisting tops and tubes, opening clicking 
square boxes. After having secured my sister in the trance 
that is the television, I perform for the first time the ritual 
that I'd witnessed almost every day of my life. The lipstick 
always came last. I make funny faces in the mirror that I 
am beginning to understand. I am a woman, and many 
tubes of lipstick will disappear this year. 

The walls of this house are so white, my mother is 
dying here. The walls of this whole community are so 
white, the children are already dead, but my mouth is 
zippered shut by the articles in Seventeen, by my £1ther's 
indifference, and by my sistees across the grass. And then 
there's me. The funny thing is that I don't have any 
clothes on. I'm naked, and part of me wants to cry, but 
the other part of me can taste the red lipstick on my lips. 
I don't care. I run around like the hamster. And all the 
other cardboard houses f.1ll down methodically. And they 
all salute me. And He is there. He smokes a cigarette, 

and the smoke makes wonderful little vignettes like in a 
story book. A princess and a prince in bed. A white 
horse. A ballerina. He did things to me in the dream that 
he'd already done in real life. But I could never say it out 
loud, naturally. 

Armed with my vast knowledge of sex and lipstick, I 
am the Anne Frank of this generation. 

Response Three 
To the Woman of the 1 950s, 

from a Woman of the 2 1 st Century 

Dearn------------, 
Armed with glittering mascara and my vast knowledge 

of DOS systems, I see that nothing has changed. Maybe 
I'm supposed to be summarizing an important historical 
document, but I'm thinking of you instead. You are 
probably sixty-five now, and you have grandchildren of 
your own, and you own a house. Your husband died five 
years ago, and every Tuesday your daughter takes you to 
a Chinese buffet. But I'll never be like. that. I'll never be 
anything other than what I am now. Did you ever feel 
like the dust of a million years is accumulating on your 
door step, and with the cleaning power of a thousand 
brooms, ten dust busters and one vacuum, you can't get 
rid of it? 

Memories that aren't even mine anymore flood my 
basement. As time passes, my memories are lucid 
dreams. 

In more time, lucid dreams are lies. 
It's funny to me that I can't remember how many 

bowls of Crispix I ate two hours ago because I'm trying 
to be you on a carpeted floor; your cheek is cold, and 
through the ground you heat your own thoughts. Just 
knowing that you haven't kissed him yet, that you will 
kiss him soon, what joy to not know of something, to 
have no god-damned idea except to know that it's good. 

But every morning there's more to sweep away. The 
more school, the more time spent summarizing cold war 
documents, the tripling of my resentment towards my 
father, the more frenzied note taking o n  Death of a 
Salesman . . . .  
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My mind burrows in a place roo far away when I go to 
sleep, and when my dog and I go out on the doorstep to 
fetch Newsweek, my feet get dirty on the cement. 

Did I walk the Trail of Tears? Was I lynched for the 
saying 'thank you ma'am' to a white woman on the 
street? Did I evade the draft during the Vietnam War? 
My number was called? Did I get arrested and then get 
off for shooting Harvey Milk in San Francisco? Did I sit 
in a crowded coffee shop, in the background, and listen, 
I mean really listen, to the beat poets? Did I dream of 
cookie cutter houses and fighting a revolution against 
white walls? 

How could I? How could I possibly understand? 
I wasn't even born yet. 
I was born in 1 9 8 1 .  
I was born during the intermission. 
Armed with the knowledge that I once dreamt of 

cookie cutter houses and white walls, I know that Anne 
Frank was born during the intermission. 

Evaluation: The amazing writing skills of this stndent 
the great gift that she gave us by merely enrolling in our 
course and being herself- energized our respective drives to 
work each morning. Ifyou, the reader, worry that this eval
uation is over-wrought and on the border ofsentimentality, 
that's only because you've never had fenny in your classroom. 
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Spring 
Festival 

YiFei Dong 
Course: English 101  

Instructor: Joe Sternberg 

Assignment: 
Teach us about something which you !mow well. 

Chinese legend tells of a peaceful village thousands of 
years ago that was ravaged by an evil monster during one 
winter's eve. The beast deliberately destroyed the thriving 
plantation and the planting implements. The beast rook 
away the villagers' hope for an abundan r harvest in rhe 
upcoming year since they would not have the tools need
ed to cultivate the land during spring season. Many vil
lagers would not be able to endure starvation; hence, the 
village became the cemetery for many people. The fol
lowing year the monster returned and again relentlessly 
attacked the village. To prevent this disaster from hap
pening a third rime, the villagers devised a plan to scare 
the monster away. The villagers hung red banners every
where because they believed the color red would protect 
them against evil. They also used firecrackers, drums, 
and gongs as their weapons to create deafening noises 
that would scare away the monster. But the lion dance 
was their secret weapon that they could use to vanquish 
the fierce anirnal. The villagers were ready for a bloody 

battle while they waited apprehensively for the appear
ance of the monster. The plan worked surprisingly well; 
the villagers captured the monster and regained their 
peaceful lifestyle. The celebration of rhe victory lasted 
several days during which the people visited each other, 
exchanged gifts, and gathered with their families. This 
was the first celebration of what later became known as 
the Chinese Spring Festival. 

Today, the spring festival is the most ceremonious of all 
Chinese holidays. Although it's not a religious holiday, 
family members gather together to pray for prosperity in 
!'he upcoming year and celebrate the value of tradition 
through customs that recollect the ancient legend. 

Unlike the holidays in the western culrure, which are 
based on the Julian calendar, the spring festival is based 
on the lunar calendar. Therefore, the date of the spring 
festival changes annually although it usually takes place 
in January or February. The spring festival is also called 
the Lunar New Year's Eve because it falls on the last day 
of the last month of rhe lunar year. 

Imagine you are staying in a local hotel room on the 
fifth floor with a spectacular view of the entire city on 
your vacation trip to China during the Chinese New Year's 
Eve holiday. If you open the window in the morning, a 
red sea immediately appears before your eyes. Red banners 
adorn every house and building; scraps of paper from the 
spent firecrackers cover the ground like snow. Everyone is 
so joyful and courteous rhat it seems as if a new chemical 
compound named "joy-oxide" has permeated the air. 
Looking at the street below, you see many children, each 
holding a red piece of paper. They are nor just: pieces of 
ordinary red paper; they arc the red envelopes. 

The red envelope is one of the many traditional cus
toms that makes this holiday the most £1vorite for chil
dren. According to tradition, elders give children a red 
envelope with money tucked inside as symbol of good 
lucie The amount of money is usually an even number, 
as odd numbers are regarded as unlucky. Like American 
kids trick-or-treating for candies on Halloween, Chinese 
children go around the neighborhood and "trick-or
treat" for the red envelope, not the candies. Children do 
not need to dress up in any special costumes or wear any 
eerie masks. However, the magic words for the instant 
cash are "happy new year" instead of ((trick-or-treat." I t  
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seems like an easier and faster way to make money than 
playing the TV game show Who Wants to B e  a 
Millionaire. 

Around noontime, you are attracted to the window 
again by a banging noise from the crowd right below. 
You immediately recognize that some people in  the 
crowd are playing drums and gongs. But in the center of 
the crowd, a colorful, fluffy object in the shape of a 
python is flickering and moving. Its movements corre
spond to the rhythm of the drums and gongs. This is the 
famous lion dance. 

The lion is considered to be a good omen. The digni
fied lion dance is believed to repel demons and bestow 
civilians with courage and wisdom. Each lion has two 
dancers, one to maneuver the head, the other to control 
the back. The lion is wagging vividly; every fierce step, 
every brisk headshake, and every vigorous handspring is 
so intimidating and animated. It is as if a n�ali lion were 
snarling among the crowd. Firecrackers, drums, and 
gongs generate a deafening sound to accompany the lion 
dance. While you are indulging in this scene of the lion 
dance, time has imperceptibly passed by. 

By the late afternoon, neon lights on the street are 
unnoticeably turned on. Only a sparse amount of people 
are now strolling on the street below. All of a sudden, 
your olfactory sense is overwhelmed with a tanh'Y smell 
of food coming from the apartment on the third floor. 
You realize it is already dinnertime. 

The New Year's Eve's dinner is the most important 
event of all Chinese holidays because it contains the 
value of traditional ideas. For many Chinese families, the 
dinner is the only way to attract every member of the 
family to gather at a table. Having the dinner together 
means the family will remain united. Moreover, the food 
during the holiday holds symbolic meanings. Red dates 
bring the hope for prosperity, melon seeds for prolifera
tion, and lotus seeds mean the family will prosper 
through time in the upcoming year. Oranges and tanger
ines symbolize wealth and good fortune. "Nian Gao," 
the New Year's cake, is always served. It is believed that 
the higher the cake rises, the better the year will be. 
When company stops by, an eighr-sided "prosperity tray" 
is served. The tray is filled with goodies like red dates, 
melon seeds, cookies, and New Year cakes. 

Typically, red meat is not served, and one is careful not 
to serve or eat from a chipped or cracked plate. Fish is 
one of the essential foods. The Chinese word for fish 
rhymes with the word for surplus. By eating half of a fish 
on New Year's Eve and saving the remainder for the next 
day, families can transfer their surplus luck to the new 
year. 

After the dinner, you lie on your bed and gradually fall 
asleep. When you wake up, you are in a comfy sofa in a 
living room in someone's house. No, you are in your own 
house. You realize you had a dream, a fascinating trip to 
China. But just imagine visiting China during the spring 
festival, the most prosperous holiday, which celebrates 
the victory over a monster thousands o f  years ago, 
enhances the value of tradition, and uni tes a family. 
What are youwaiting for? 

Evaluation: Here is rJ. magicrJ.! and charming essa.y 
about the Chinese Spring Festival, ll victory over monsters. 
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I Knew 
Hitn Well 

jeanne Embrey 
Course: Speech I 0 1  

Instructor: Louise ].  Perry 

Assignment: 
The assignment was to make use of expressive 

tmd figurative language in the writing ofa eulogy, 
a speech in praise of an individual, an animal, 

tm object, a concept, an instittttion, a place, an activity. 
a time, or a period of life. 

A baby boy entered our world in the usual way one cold 
and snowy Massachusetts morn in the year 1 904. The 
new mother looked at her sweet baby, and his little eyes 
sparlded like lake water returning the shimmer of a beau
tiful sunrise. She named her son Theodor. Theodor 
proved to be a caring) creative) intelligent child and at 
2 1 ,  he graduated from Dartmouth College. He then 
traveled to England and attended one of the best univer
sities in the world, Oxford University, with the intent of 
acquiring a doctorate in literature. However1 serendipity 
i ntervened when Theodor met a girl named Helen 
Palmer. They fell deeply in love and were wed soon after. 

With his new sweetheart, Theodor returned w the 
United States and began to focus on his other true love, 
writing. He got a job writing and illustrating for several 
top magazines and began his very successful career. 

Now Theodor is not part of my family history; as a 
matter of fact, I never even met him. Yet, he has been a 
very important part in my life and the lives of my three 
children. Like many fam i lies ,  some o f  our  closest 
moments were spent reading books together. Ar the end 
of nearly every day, we would gather together, either 
snuggled in their beds or in a comfortable chair, and read 
our favorite stories. Many of their f:'lvorites were adven
tures written by Theodor Geisel. Perhaps you know him 
by his pen name, Dr. Seuss. 

As we read these wonderful books, we were transport
ed into fantasy worlds with cats in hats, foxes in boxes, 
and turtles named Yerde. We imagined feasting on green 
eggs and ham with interesting folks like Sam I Am. And 
we read that a gold and blue chariot's something to meet, 
rumbling like thunder down Mulberry Street. Amidst 
the fun of these cherished moments, we were also taught 
a few of life's lessons. For instance, when the star-belly 
sneeches didn1t invite plain-belly sneeches to parties on 
beaches, we learned not to be j udgmental of others who 
are different. And, when we read of the kindness of whos 
in Whoville, and how it  could make a Grinch's heart 
grow to three times its size, we learned that people who 
appear cold on the outside may have a warm heart on 
the inside1 just waiting to grow, if we are kind to them. 

Dr. Seuss was once quoted as saying, "I like nonsense, 
it wakes up the brain cells. Fantasy is a necessary ingredi·· 
ent in living, it's a way of looking at life through the 
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wrong end of a telescope" (Seuss 24). I agree with him 
whole-heartedly; this is a wonderful way of looking at 
life. 

Anyone with kids, or anyone who has ever been a kid, 
knows the lines from their favorite books as they are 
read, reread, and read again. Many years ago, my grand
mother gave a copy of The Cat in the Hat ro my brother. 
Its pages are well-worn. Now, I don't recall the first time 
my mom read i t  to my brothers and me, but  I do 
remember many times sitting in her warm lap with her 
arms around us and I do remember her sweet voice as 
she began: "The sun did not shine. It was too wet to 
play. So we sat i n  the house all that cold, cold, wet 
day . . . .  " 

The stories from Dr. Seuss brought my family closer 
together as his creative words came alive in our minds. 
He changed our lives in many ways. My children are 
now grown, bur their love of language and imagination 
continues. My daughter Tricia is a high school English 
teacher, and my daughter Janna is in college with plans 
to reach as well, and my teenage son Matthew, like 
young Theodor, has a sparlde in  his eye. 

After a lifetime of sharing new ways to excite, explore, 
and experience the world, Theodor Seuss Geisel died 
quietly in 1 9 9 1 .  I wonder if in his last moments he may 
have pondered his own earlier words: 

How did it get so late so soon? 
It's night before it's afternoon. 
December is here before it's June. 
My goodness how the time has flewn. 
How did it get so late so soon? 

Dr. Seuss, I never rnet him; Dr. Seuss, I knew him well. 

Works Cited 

Seuss, Dr. Seuss-isms: Wise and Witty Prescriptions for 
Living from the Good Doctor. London: Collins, 1 999. 

Evaluation: The rtuthor has researched her subject well, 
and the speech has personrtl appeal because the writer has 
interwoven personal examples and memories with highlights 
from Geisel$ books. 
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The Empty Box 

Tami Engert 
Course: English I0 I 

Instructor: Peter Sherer 

Assignment: 
Write an argument in which you dcfond a claim. 

Use a variety of evidences. Use persuasive language, 
and negate your apponent. Avoid fol!tuy. 

The scene is familiar. His attention is completely focused 
on the fixed object just ren feet away. Anyone who has 
witnessed a child watching TV knows the "look." The 
child goes into a trance, and his glazed-over eyes are 
open wide as he rakes in all rhe TV has to offer him. He 
barely blinks. 

The young TV viewer is almost always oblivious to 
everything else going on around him. A barking dog, 
ringing phone, or crying baby is no match for the 27" 
square of moving images. The show requires nothing 
more of rhe child than his rime and attention. This is rhe 
problem. The child is left ro "vegetate," since the TV 
program does all the work. 

Dr. Milton Chen stares that ''American children watch 
an average of four hours of TV a day, 28 a week, I ,400 a 
year, and close ro 18 ,000 by the time they graduare from 
high school" ( 1 05). This is an incredible amount of rime 
that children are spending in front of rhe "boob rube." TV 
watching is rhe modern-day spectator sport, since it allows 
children to be inactive participants. For this reason, par
ents who allow their children to watch too much TV are 
denying children the skills to use their imaginations. 

Imagination requires creativity and resourcefulness, 
neither of which can be equated with the use of a televi
sion. Whatever happened to the activities that children 
enjoyed before TV became so prevalent? Reading, writ
ing, drawing, and talking have all taken a back seat to 
rhe Tv. The TV has become an electronic baby-sitter for 
parents who are juggling their schedules. I myself have 
been guilty of telling my son to "go watch TV" if he is 
underfoot while I'm preparing dinner. I could have just 
as easily made him my "sous chef" and shared a few spe
cial momerits with him. Or I could have given him some 
crayons and paper so that he might draw a picture or 
write a letter to distant relatives. 

In a 1 976 study conducted in Oakland, California, 8 1  
percent of the participating children said they would like 
to spend more rime with their parents. This study should 
speak loudly to all parents. Children may be enthralled 
with the television, but it is only in response to their par
ents lack o f  i nvolvement  wi th  them. Urie  
Bronfenbrenner has wisely put it this way: 

The danger of the TV screen lies not so 
li1 _the behavwr I t  produces as 1 1 1  the 

behavior it  prevents-the talk, the games, the 
family activities and the arguments through 
which much of rhe child's learning takes place 
and his o r  her character i s  formed. (qtd. i n  
Conner 323) 

At a recent church service the pastor told of an inci
dent. His son approached him and, in an exasperating 

. , ,
tone, excla1med, "I m boredl. Tl1ere s not 11ng I . to do.I "  

Well, all parents know such a complaint can be difficult 
to deal with. While many parents might be tempted to 
suggest rhar their child "go find something on TV," the 
pastor gave a simple yet eloquent response to his son. He 
said, "Son, if you're bored then you have a real problem 
on your hands. But I know you're smart, and I have faith 
that you will think of something to do." The son soon 
found a book that he became engrossed in. The father 
had provided his son with the perfect opportunity to use 
his imagination, and his son delivered. 

In sharp contrast to the pastor's reaction, I recall a visit 
to my brother-in-law's house. While my husband and I 
were conversing with our hosts, our children were play
ing nicely with their cousins. As soon as the kids became 
a little rambunctious, my sister-in-law turned on a car-
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toon as a way to curtail their activity. The change was 
immediate. All eyes became transfixed on the colorful 
action ·on the screen. The children were no longer inter
acting with each other, nor were they given the opportu
nity to think of an alternative activity. The room was 
now quiet, bur my sister-in-law had j ust blown her 
resolve to reduce the use ofTV in her home. 

Laura E. Berk says, "Some experts argue that because 
television presents such complete data to the senses, in 
heavy doses it encourages reduced mental effort and shal
low information processing" (603).  I n  other words, 
when children watch TV, they fail to use their imagina
tions. "With rare exceptions, TV shows don't challenge 
children to co1ne up with new ideas and don't encourage 
creativity" (Eisenberg, Murkhoff, and Hathaway 1 60). 

My friend's daughter, Becky, is a perfect example of a 
child who is a prisoner of the effects of TV. As a new
born, Becky began gazing at the television from her 
grandmother's lap. They would sit like that on the so£, 
for hours on end with no other stimulation for Becky. 
Becky is now eight years old, and she rarely partakes in 
any activity that requires her to use her imagination. She 
is constantly bored, and is content only when she is 
parked in fi-ont of the television set. 

Many parents defend rhe use of television by claiming 
that ir has educational value. There are a few educational 
programs on TV; however, the many, many action car
toons directed at children do not £,11 into this category. 
Children emulate these cartoon characters rather than 
creating their own. 

Parents are the gatekeepers who control the quantity 
and quality of television that their children watch. 
Parents fail to realize that ead1 moment they allow their 
kids to watch TV, the problem is compounded. If a child 
can't even imagine long enough to discover something 
new, how is he ever going to imagine himself as a lawyer, 
doctor, teacher, or astronaut? Parents must turn off the 
TV and becotne active in their children's lives. Give rhem 
a book and let them use their imaginations ro paint a 
picture on the canvases of their minds.  Help them 
explore nature, and a whole new world will open up to 
your children. Get them involved in the game of life
after all, life is nor a spectator sport. 

Works Cited 
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Evaluation: Iamis argument is logical, pertinent, timely, 
and quite rettdabfe. It shows how serious academic writing 
can be clear and appealing to a brotld audience. 
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Life as 

I Know It 

Life as I Know 1 t 

Ron Fishman 
Course: English 1 0 1  

Instructor: Peter Sherer 

Assignment: 
Define a term in a creative, ·stipultttive way. 

Use ext<mples and a variety of definition patterns. 

It was a brisk fall day, and the leaves on the trees were a 
glorious shade of red. A young teenaged boy sat on a 
park bench, watching a group of kids play a friendly 
game of football. They jumped and piled on each other 
like meatballs on top of spaghetti. One could see in the 
young boy's eyes that, more than anything, he really 
wanted to play football. It was evident that not quire 
everyone there was having a fun time. The young boy 
had to watch all his friends from rhe sidelines. Per doc
tors' recommendations, he was unable to play full con
tact sports. I was this young boy. Because of a genetic 
disorder I had inherited, I could nor participate in any 
activities by which I might be cut or bruised. 

Ehlers-Danlos Syndrome is a connective tissue disor
der characterized by abnormalities of the skin, ligaments, 
and internal organs. There are many different types of 
this disorder. They vary in degrees of severity. This dis
ease is hereditary, and depending on the type, can be 
fatal. I was born with Type 4 Ehlers-Danlos, which is 
one of the least severe forms. Thankfully, the only organ 
that is affected is my skin. 

This syndrome is a disorder that has limited my activi
ties throughout my life. It has left me severely scarred on 
both of my legs. It has left me cautious, concerned, and 
even self�conscious. This disorder made my childhood 
both eventful and uneventful. At times I felt as if I was a 
prisoner in my own home. During my junior high and 
high school days, I had to sit and watch the other kids 
play football and wrestle. I felt like the third-string foot
ball player on the sidelines, never being put in the game. 
I thought that if I were able to get out there and play, I 
could prove to myself and to the other students that I 
was just as healthy and normal as they were. One would 
think that after so many years of being sidelined, one 
would get used to it, but one doesn't. There were times 
when I just had to go out and be one of the guys. 

Against the doctors' and my parents' wishes, I would 
occasionally venture out and get into some very serious 
trouble. One summer I was playing touch football with a 
few friends in a large field. The longer we played, the 
rougher the game got. I started running with the ball 
when all of a sudden I was roll-blocked from behind 
while trying to score a touchdown. I jumped up from 



the ground, feeling that I had just completed the greatest 
accomplishment of my life. While brushing off the grass 
that had stuck to my shirr and pants, I noticed a two
inch gash in my righr arm. My friends and I looked all 
around on the grass and noticed a small piece of glass. I 
wondered how this might have happened and then real
ized that my skin had been cut.  I wound up being 
rushed to the emergency room to get the cut stitched up. 
When my doctor arrived, he asked me how this had hap
pened. I told him we had been playing a friendly game 
of touch football. He then proceeded to sew me up. That 
particular cut took about fifteen stitches to close, partly 
because I had cut my muscle and part of a vein. 

As I got older, I was more consciously careful as I 
played games. I would play until I felt things were get
ting out of hand; then I would quit and sir. During high 
school I found myself not being able to participate in 
full-contact sports such as wrestling and football. I 
would sit by the coach and watch everyone else play. 
However, I always found a way to get hurt. Once, in 
vocational school for a graphics class, I was wheeling 
about one hundred pounds of paper stacked on a carr; 
someone jumped onto the cart. The momentum pushed 
the cart into the back of my legs. The cart hit my leg like 
a grocery cart hits someone who is walking too slowly 
while shopping. I noticed, about fifteen minutes later, 
that I had a pain in my legs. I lifted up my pant legs and 
noticed that my socks were covered with blood. I was 
rushed to the hospital to get sewn up once again. These 
curs were a little more serious. They required about one 
hundred and twenty-five stitches to close. I was off my 
feet for about three weeks. 

Early last summer while doing some yard work, I was 
cleaning up some dirt and grass. I was trying to dump 
my wheelbarrow full of din and grass when I accidental
ly slipped on the damp grass and slid into the wheelbar
row. I hit my left knee against the wheelbarrow, and it 
stung a little. Back in the garage, I rubbed my knee. As I 
lifted my hand from my knee, I saw a little blood on my 
hand. I noticed that I had a nice-sized cut on my knee. I 
went inside to get a better look at the cut. I decided to 
butterfly this cur myself, since I was experienced at treat
ing Ehlers-Danlos Syndrome. 

T h c H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y  

My friends who cut themselves dot/t sustain wounds 
as deep or as large as the ones I have suffered. I have 
always wished that I didn't have this problem. Ir has 
inhibited me in so many ways throughout my life, but I 
have learned to live with it over the years. 1 try w be 
extremely careful. I truly hope that the children I bring 
into this world don't have to live with this disorder. 

Evaluation: Rons essay interestingly and compellingly uses 
the narrator's personal experiences to help its definition of a 
physical condition that fow of us are fomiliar with. This 
essay defines stipulativefy. 
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The Hunt 

The Hum 

Mark Frystak 
Course: English I 0 I /Philosophy 1 1 5 

Instructors: Andrew Wilson and Barbara Solheim 

Assignment: 
hach student was asked to write an essay that defines 

Jomething: a term, an activity, etc. The student was to select 
a topic that was somehow related to what we had been 

studying in the Philosophy 115 ("Ethics") segment of the 
coune. This response from Mark is an offipring of 

our Study of environmental ethics. 

Hunting. ·rhe word itself immediately stir
mind various words, images, and even stereo
what it means. Cavemen, Bambi, and even t

s up in the 
types about 
hat package 

of ground beef that is purchased at the grocery store all 
pop into the mind when the word "hunting" is men
tioned. But what ninety-nine percent of people don't 
realize is that hunting involves a whole lot more than 
shooting an animal with a gun. It involves more than 
killing a "defenseless" creature. This may sound a little 
ridiculous, but a person doesn't even need a gun or 
weapon of any kind to be a hunter; that's only one way 
the word is interpreted. Hunting, in the true sense of the 
word, is what we do, and always have done, in order to 
survive and keep an equilibrium on this planet. 

What is hunting? Sounds like sort of a foolish ques
tion, because everybody knows what hunting is. But for 
the sake of argument, hunting is "The chase or search for 
animals as a sport or to obtain food; make a search or 
quest." Unfortunately, however, the etymological deflni-

tion of hunting does little for what the word really 
means. Of course, when a group of people put on cam
ouflage gear, grab their shotguns, and go wait at a pond 
at four in the morning in the freezing cold for d ucks and 
geese to come flying over, I suppose someone could say 
they are "searching for animals as a sport." But you can
not understand what hunting really is by looking it up in 
a dictionary; what you wil l  find is  only the physical 
action as defined by the staff of Webster's. For example, 
when my dad and I get up and go out to the pond on 
the few Sunday mornings we get a chance to, one of the 
things we are doing out there is searching for animals as 
a sport and to obtain food, but that doesn't always hap
pen, and therefore, the shooting of ducks and geese plays 
a very small part in the whole reason we are there. 

So, why are we there? For two reasons, and they are 
the same reasons that a father and son would play catch, 
and that someone would choose to go camping i n  
Canada, completely cut off from civilization. When a 
father takes out his son to play catch in the backyard, his 
number one motive is not the desire for his son to play 
in the major leagues. He just wants to bond with his son, 
talk to him, and let him know he'll be there when he 
needs him. Hunting is the exact same thing, only the 
bond doesn't come from a good catch or throw, but 
rather from a secondary bond with the animal, through 
its death. By getting in touch with nature and all of 
God's creatures through hunting, getting in touch with 
each other is made easier. This is directly related to the 
second analogy of the camper. One of the hardest things 
to do in our current society of cell phones, computers, 
and other electronics is to realize that the only thing that 
really brings us closer together is something we all have 
in common: our earth and our rnorraliry. What hunting 
offers to the hunter, as he looks into the eyes of the ani
mal that gave its l ife so that he could live on, is the 
knowledge that we are all mortal beings, and someday, 
we too shall have our day. Much as the camper seeks to 
be closer to the earth, rhe hunter has the same goaC and 
it is achieved through the gift of life from an animal. 

I believe it is safe to say that what hunting iJ not could 
be grounds for another essay entirely. The biggest thing 
that hunting most certainly is not is one word: murder. 
A hunter is not a murderer; his goal is not to find an 



T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o l _o g - y 

innocent animal and slaugluer it in cold blood for the 
sheer pleasure of the kill. If anything, the hunter is more 
in touch with what life and death really involve, for he 
can actually look into the eyes of the animal and face the 
fact of what hunting is: man's survival on earth thanks to 
the gift oflife from an animal. A good example was men
tioned in the beginning, that you don't even need a gun 
or weapon to be a hunter. If you have ever walked into 
the grocery store and purchased anything from Oscar 
Mayer to a pork tenderloin, you are a hunter. If you have 
ever eaten a burger or steak at a big family gathering on a 
hot, sunny, Sunday afternoon, you are a hunter. It's just 
that you've chosen someone else to do the hunting for 
you. If you ask me, the better man is rhe one who actual
ly faces the animal after it has sacrificed its life to benefit 
the man, as opposed to the one who picks up the meat at 
the supermarket. 

Hunting is also not the display of disrespect or disre
gard for animals through killing them. Hunters don't go 
out and hunt animals because they don't care about 
them, or because they have hostility towards them. If 
hunters didn't care about animals, on Sunday, rather 
than get out of a warm bed at four in the morning, suit 
up in camo gear, and sit in the freezing cold in a duck 
blind, waiting for the birds to fly over, they would be 
more likely to drink beer, watch football, and sit in front 
of the TV. all day. If hunters had hostility towards ani
mals, and really hated them, they most definitely would 
not hunt them. Hunting animals takes a lot more prepa
ration than pressing your finger down on the trigger. I'll 
use ducks and geese as an example. If you want to hunt 
ducks and geese, you have to find out where and what 
they like to eat, what kind of weather they migrate in, 
what temperature they prefer the air and water to be, 
how far they can see and hear, which duck and geese 
decoys look real and which look f:,ke, which duck and 
geese calls work, how to use them, and at what time of 
day to use them, and what shades and patterns of cam
ouflage blend in best with what environments. You must 
understand how they think and what they think. Now, 
would someone who just plain hates animals really go to 
all that trouble and preparation just to kill them? 

We (hunters) realize how incredibly smart, beautiful, 
and unique the animals we hunt are, which is _what cre
ates the desire to hunt them in the first place. Most 
h unters, in addition to hunting animals, are also very 
enthusiastic about saving and protecting the earrh, 
because they don't want to see all of God's creatures and 
the earth they live on destroyed by man's constant land 
development. Once the first kill is experienced, the 
hunter ent�rs into a cycle that has existed since the -dawn 
of time. In the beginning, cavemen had to hunt the very 
same ducks and geese we hunt today in order to survive; 
nowadays, we do not hunt for all the same reasons as the 
cavemen did. But only by going out and actually hunt
ing animals do hunters witness the true beaUty of ani
mals that cannot be attained by buying processed, 
packaged meat in the blinding light of the grocery store. 
H unters experience _and understand the beauty of nature 
on a higher level than non-hunters do, and they do so 
rhrough hunting itsel£ 

All right, enough philosophies and opinions about 
hunting have been discussed. The date was sometime 
during the fall of 1998, and my dad and I were .on my 
dad's friend's properry in Belvidere, Jllinois. My dad 
walked about fifty yards ahead of me, and we agreed that 
he would take the rowboat to rhe other side of the island, 
to see if he could scare up anything that would fly my 
way. Well, the ducks must have heard him before he got 
around the island, because the next rhing I knew, he was 
shouting across the water, telling me ro load up and ge1 
down. A flock of about ten ducks flew over the island, 
eight flying to the left of me, a good thirty or forty yards 
out of range. The other two flew to my right, directly 
over a huge patch of tall reeds that were growing in about 
two feet of water. As I stood up and looked down the bar
rel of my 1 2-gauge shotgun, 1 realized they were only 
about twenty-five yards away-in perfect range. With my 
left eye I saw my dad, rowing as fast as he could, trying to 
see what I was doing. Ironically, when I pulled the trigger, 
there was silence. With my right eye, as though in slow 
motion, I saw the head duck slowly floating towards the 
earth, free of movement, while rhe other duck flew quick
ly away. After about thirty minutes of searching in the 
marsh, my dad said he thought we should go home. I 
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then walked out to the exact spot where I had fired, 
closed my eyes, and replayed the image in my head. 
Opening my eyes, I walked toward the exact spot where 
- in my mind's eyei- the duck must have met the earth, 
and there lay the beautiful blue-, brown-, and black
colored mallard duck As I picked the duck up out of the 
water and looked at its eyes, I won't lie, the lump in my 
throat dropped way down to my stomach, and I felt like I 
would never be able to lift my boots from the muddy 
water. I was sad, but at the same time thankful, thankful 
that God'had given me all that he had, including the gift 
of the knowledge of mortality. Holding the duck and 
looking into its eyes, something you would never be able 
to do if the duck were not dead, I realized that life's only 
worth living because we die. If we had the knowledge that 
we were immortal, why would anyone bother to take a 
tour of Europe, get married and have kids, or blow off 
work on Friday to tal<e a once in a lifetime camping trip 
in the mountains? Everyone on the planet would adopt 
an ''I'll do it later" attitude. What would be the point of 
doing anything in this life if we knew someday we would 
get another chance at it? Conversely, everything great in 
this world is worth doing because each of us may never 
get a second chance at it. People, myself included, get so 
caught up in their day-to-day routines that we forget 
where we all will end up one day. Every time I go hunt
ing, I am reminded where I will end up; I am reminded 
nor to forget that my life will have an end. That, in the 
best way I can think to pur it, is what hunting means. 
And you can't look that up in a dictionary. 

Evaluation: This papers bravery is rooted in its potentially 
unpopular stance. Mark tells the reader what hunting is, 
.what it is not, and, agr1in, what it is. His use ofpersonal 
experience is effictive; more than that, his use of personal 
experience puts a human, almost tender face on ''the hunt, " 
which too many perhaps dismiss swiftly as brutal. 
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I Am Buddha 

T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o I _  -,o ,_g y 

jmny Geheb 
Course: Humanities 105/History 105. 

Instructor: Molly Waite 

Assignment: 
Students were to write a position paper from the 
perspective of a great thinker in a trial setting, 

evaluating American politics and economics today. 
They were to adopt the position of the person in order to 

explain his or her view toward a certain aspect of America 
today. such as taxes, we/fore, civil rights, the military, etc. 

Those students acting as the Supreme Court would 
pose questions on a variety of topics. 

I am honored to be asked to serve in the capacity of 
Supreme Court j udge for this trial of America. My name 
is Buddha, and although I have been dead many hun
dreds of years, one's spirit never dies. I entered the state 
known tO Buddhists as parinirvana, or the final nirvana. 
Normally, I would leave the Americans to sort out the 
issues facing thetn on their own, but i_n this circum
stance, I feel it right to share what knowledge I have, I 
believe in teaching, there must be no such thing as the 
"closed fist, of the reacher who hides some essential 
knowledge from the pupil. Secrecy is the mark of false 
doctrine. In line with this correct belief, I will attempt to 
impart some of the wisdom that is available for all of us. 
It will, however, be up to each one of you to cultivate the 
ideas that I leave behind. I would like very much for all 
of you to leave the prison of samsara and reach enlight
enment. I understand that you will be discussing such 
issues as civil rights, capitalism, government, taxes, wel
fare, and the military. I have many eons of experience 
thinking about such things. 

I do not expect you to understand all I say, for I have 
lived many hundreds of lifetimes to reach this state of 
enlightenment, which is how I came to be in nirvana. It 
is possible for everyone to reach enlightenment and pos
sibly in a shorter time than you might imagine. In only 
seven days, enlightenment is attainable. Let me say that I 
speak from the lowest amongst you all and from the very 
depths of my heart hold all of you as superior to myself. 

I wish to touch on the noble eightfold path, for it is 
within the path that you will find the answers to the 
questions that, incidentally, you already have the answers 
to. I have not been called here to impart my knowledge 
so much as I have been called to impartially judge and 
help you to discover that which you already know to be 
true. That which you know to be true is only useful to 
you and to your country if you as a society can stop from 
comprehending on a sensory plane, for sensory infonna
tion is useless and often deceives. 

Briefly stated, the noble eightfold path consists of the 
following: right views, right aims, right speech, right 
conduct, right living, self-control, right mindedness, and 
right meditation. If the eightfold path were followed, the 
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problems that you find yourselves facing today would be 
nonexistent. Just as enlightenment grows, so does dark
ness, and the darkness will continue to grow until such a 
time that you as a nation realize the importance of what 
lies within each one of you. If you do not go within, you 
always go without, and I see this as something that 
Americans lack in principle. Americans always seem to 
be looking to the next new fad or Craze for happiness or 
attempting, most often unsuccessfully, to find happiness 
in the material. 

Wealth is neither good nor bad, just as life itself is nei
ther good nor bad. Everything depe.nds upon what is 
done with the wealth. If one can keep the mindset that 
the goal of wealth is to create good and share with others 
and remember that the goal is to be liberated from crav
ing and wanting, then wealth is a thing to be happy 
about. Contrarily, if the wealth is achieved by means of 
trickery and dishonesty, then it is not something to be 
proud of or to be desired. This moves one further from 
enlightenment and goes in direct violation of the eight
fold path. It would seem to me that if Americans adopt
ed this idea regarding wealth, there might not be so 
much poverty in this country. Not that poverty in and of 
itself is a terrible thing that cannot actually be beneficial 
on the path to enlightenment, but poverty is more of a 
hindrance to those who are withholding and hoarding 
their possessions and refusing to share them with those 
in need. Because we are all part of this wheel of life, we 
�re not separated from one another. People should be 
able to live without enduring poverty. Why is there such 
indifference for the poor in America? Why don't people 
care for one another? 

In the same way, people should also live without war. 
War is an atrocity created by people, and only the people 
have the power to eradicate this hatred from the world. 
War is in direct opposition to the noble eightfold path. A 
man cannot practice right living while engaging in war 
with another man. Right living entails the avoidance of 
injury to all other beings, including the food that we eat. 
If I were not willing to eat any animal because of my 
respect for all life, then I surely would not raise my hand 
against another of my brethren, and let's not forget about 
the principle of right conduct, which calls for honesty 

and purity with regard to behavior. It is impossible for a 
man to go into war and not doubt the cause or harbor 
concern for the things that he holds dear. The world is 
apprehended by way of the mind and the world is acted 
on by way of the mind. And all things, good or bad, exist 
in the world by way of the mind. I pose the question to 
you as to what necessity there is in war. Why must there 
be such a thing as war? 

Likewise, with the military. If war were to become 
non-existent) then there would be no need to have a mil
itary. All interests would be honorable, and if all men 
followed my path, there would be no fighting. The Earth 
is not nirvana, but neither is it torturous, any more than 
you choose to make it. What would happen if all the 
men and women in the military were to Jneditate on the 
idea of being at peace with all things rather than train on 
how to destroy all things? 

The values, which you Americans hold dear, are many 
and stem from the system of capitalism by which you 
abide. 

Capitalism is an interesting thing. It is a principle that 
necessitates the very things that you abhor in your soci
ety. Possessions are lead weights upon your spirit and 
until you are free of them, you will never achieve nir
vana. It is only by the shedding of the superfluous matter 
in your life that you will truly achieve enligluenment. 
The capitalist system is based upon selfishness and greed. 
It withholds that which the impoverished need and 
grows the stores of those who need none. Real peace will 
arise spontaneously when your mind becomes free from 
attachments, when you know the objects of the world 
can never give you what you really want. Of what use 
will your material possessions be when you leave this 
earthly plane? 

With regard to civil disobedience, I can only say that 
before civil disobedience, there is the disobedient man. 
Disobedient to what? Disobedient to the inner life of all 
things and to the right path. There is no such word as 
disobedience if the path to enlightenment is traveled in a 
good and honest manner. There is only light and eradica
tion of darkness. In America today, I compare civil dis
obedience to a man beating h i s  head against  an 
impenetrable wall. You see, all comes from within, and 
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the fight that you perceive to be outside of yourselves is 
not really outside at all. The fight that you are seeking to 
fight is an inner fight, and nothing more. 

Civil rights have been a looming issue in American 
society. What kind of society places men above other 
men for no other reason than a trivial and superficial 
matter like the color of skin? The senses are the most 
deceiving aspect of humanity as we know it, and yet we 
constantly rely on them to make all of our interpreta
tions and decisions. about the world. This is not the 
Buddhist way. I hope I may always be an object of enjoy
ment for all sentient beings according to their wish. I 
wish to be as dear to all sentient beings as their own life 
and hope that they will always be very dear to me. If 
Americans were to shift their beliefs and paradigms and 
think of their fellow man in this manner, the very term 
civil rights would become obsolete, for all men are. civil 
and all men have rights. 

At the risk of being redundant, the issues of taxes and 
welfare, which you are putting on triaL are mixed issues. 
The principle that the tax and welfare system is based 
upon is most excellent and has roots in_ the best interest 
of American citizens. I applaud that, but I do take issue 
with what the tax and welfare system has become. There 
is a common thread among all of the issues that are on 
trial, and that common thread is the lack of personal 
responsibility that you have in America. Would there be 
a need for taxes and welfare if every man were to abide 
by the principle of generosity and share with his neigh
bor as he has need? There is great abundance in America, 
yet there are people starving in your streets. I believe that 
Karl Marx, although misunderstood and misguided in 
many respects, was closest to the mark of the ideal soci
ety. 

I see a nation progressing roward a most undesirable 
moral condition. I see a nation where a man feels justi
fied walking by a fellow man on the street with no food 
and inadequate clothing. The man might have more 
than he can ever use, yet he is indifferent. America may 
have made great strides in the arena of civil rights, but 
my friends, there is still far to go. You must, if you want 
to turn this boat around) repair the moral condition of 
your country, and as I have said before, that must begin 

with the individual. The individual must cultivate the 
desire to actualize him or herself, not for the interest of 
the nation, but for the interest of achieving enlighten
ment. The solution to all of the otherproblems will be a 
secondary benefit. They will vanish like stars in the light 
of a new day, and all will be right with the world. 
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Evaluation: As a member of the Supreme Court, jenny 
Geheb convincingly expresses the Buddhist perspective in 
evaluating diffirent realms of American society. This paper 
was an excellent prepation for the simulated trial held in 
class. 
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Jack's Lessons 
Karen Glos 

Course: English I 0 I 
Instructor: Peter Sherer 

Assignment: 
Write a personal experience essay in which you, using 

appropriate narrative and descriptive language, focus on 
an incident which helped you grow in some way. 

After two months on the job and countless hours of 
observation, I considered myself an expert on children 
with autism. I was looking forward to my first session 
with Jack, an adorable five-year-old boy who was severely 
affected with the disorder. I just knew that I was the one 
who would finally rescue this boy from the isolated 
world of autism. 

I peeked out into the reception area where Jack and 
his Mom were waiting. I had observed several of Jack's 
play sessions in the previous weeks and had fallen in love 
with him. Tall for his age, he was always dressed in the 
trendiest clothes, which hung off his thin frame. His hair 
was the color of lightly browned marshmallows and his 
eyes were green or blue, depending on the light and his 
inevitably changing moods. Jack was constantly in 
motion, his hands, like the wings of a hummingbird, 
flapping at his sides. Noises that were not quire words 
regularly slid from his mouth like drool. His eyes darted 
from place to place; they avoided only the eyes of the 
others in the room. I n  any other waiting room, these 
behaviors would appear odd and cause people to stareh. 
But to the parents of children with autism, Jack's oddities 

were as normal as the never-ending "why" of a three
year-old or the crying of a hungry baby. 

I t  was time for our session. I entered the waiting 
room, bent down confidently, and offered up a whole
hearted "Hi, Jack!" to the boy. Jack responded by letting 
out an ear-piercing scream that sounded like the screech 
of tires on pavement before a crash. I shot an assuring 
look at his Mom and coaxed Jack into the treatment 
room. 

As we entered the room, Jack ignored me completely, 
ran past the toy-lined shelves, and settled in rhe corner 
with his favorite felt  pieces. Jack grabbed one, and like a 
dealer in Vegas who cannot let go of a card, he shook the 
piece back and forth at an incredible speed. He could 
have spent the rest of the day in that corner of the room, 
intrinsically motivated by the soothing repetitiveness of 
the felt flashing back and forth in front of his watchful 
eyes. However, my job as a therapist was to bring him 
out of his safe, trance-like state and into the unpre
dictable "real" world. 

I approached him gently and sat down next to him. 
Playfully, I walked my fingers toward him on the floor. 
"Doot, doot, doot, doot, doo/' I said in a singsong voice, 
and then reached out and grabbed his "security blanket." 
I placed it on top of my head and grinned. Annoyed, 
Jack reach up, snatched the piece off my head, and 
immediately became reabsorbed in it. I smiled to myself 
smugly-! had gotten Jack to interact with me. I repeat
ed my tactic, this time hiding his treasure in my sleeve. 
Not noticing the look of anger that flashed across his 
face, I once again considered myself successful when he 
dug his hand inside my sleeve to retrieve his felt piece. 
This rime he turned his back to me. His stiff body pos
ture and the increased speed and pitch of his jargon 
should have been clear signals to me of his growing anxi
ety, but my smugness got in the way as I once again 
reached for the felt. Jack let out a shriek, jumped up, and 
darted toward the door. 

Luckily, I made it to the door first and blocked Jack's 
way. He crumpled to the floor and thrashed about hys
terically. Although I was shaken, I attempted to soothe 
him by speaking softly and rubbing his back. My behav
ior only angered Jack further, and he struck out at me. 
He kicked me in the leg and clawed at my arms. I tried 
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not to panic. I had seen this behavior before while 
observing other therapy sessions with other children. On 
these occasions I had been quiet good at diagnosing 
exactly what the therapists had done wrong, and I was 
sure that I could do better with Jack. I gave him a 
moment to calm down, but as soon as I opened my 
mouth he lunged for the door. His escape would have 
been assured had it not been for the door's safety knob. 
Jack whirled around and flew at me, his young face crim
son with anger and frustration. His cries grew into 
screams as I gently fought him off. Thwarted in his 
attempt to get at me, he set about .to destroy the room. 
Toys went flying from the shelves, and Jack booted them 
across the room. He pulled the colorful decorations off 
the. windows and tore them to pieces. He made another 
attempt to burst through the door, and when it would 
not yield he began banging his head viciously against it. 
Horrified, I pulled him away and we fell to the floor. 
Jack reached. up and scratched at me, his . fingernails 
gouging my f."e and drawing blood. Finally, I grabbed 
him and pulled him down on my lap. Holding him in a 
bear hug with my legs wrapped around him, I gently 
rocked him back and forth. "It's okay, Jack You're okay." 
I repeated these words over and over, trying to calm both 
of us. Gradually he relaxed into my arms, and his cries 
subsided into the occasional whimper. I held him the 
rest of the hour-long session, until I finally opened rl1e 
door. He then escaped into the arms of his distraught
looking mother. 

When I reflect on that trying session with Jack, I see 
my mistakes. As an overly confident therapist I had for
gotten that I was dealing with a very fragile little boy. I 
had ignored the obvious signals he was sending out to 
me, and I had pushed him further than he would allow. I 
tried to do in one session what many doctors and experi
enced therapists had been working on for years. 

I have seen Jack many times since our first session 
together. Although it has taken some rime, we've devel
oped a trusting relationship, and he seldom breaks down 
as he did that first awful day. I have taught him a few 
words) some ways to communicate, and routes to safety 
in a threatening world. From him I have learned so 
much more. He has taught me to respect the complexi
ties of children with autism. If I am to lead a child into 

my world, I must first follow him into his. And I have 
learned that the child, not I, will be the determiner of his 
readiness to learn. Now, before every session with every 
child, I rake a quick look in the mirror. The fairit scars 
on my face from Jack's fingers are reminders of the 
important lessons I've learned from Jack. 

Evaluation: Karens essay is compelling in style, tone, and 
content. The speaker here presents herself as caring, intelli
gent, mature, and deserving of her readers respect. This is 
undergraduate writing at its best. 
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Shaped by Historical Moments: The Women of 
Trifles, Death ofa Salesman and The Gkm Menagerie 

_ 

Kathleen K Gneuhs 
Course: English I 02 

Instructor: Julie Fleenor 

Assignment: 
Write a research paper which brings together three plays

with a coherent thesis, documented sources, and an integrat
ed, thoughtfUl analysis of primary and secondary so.urces. 

Thesis: By looking at the historical events in the country 
during the two decades 1 9 1 0- 1920 and 1 940-1 950, we 
can better understand the behavior and motivation of 
the women in the plays Trifles, Death of a Salesman and 
The Glass Menagerie. 

I. Hisrorical events between rhe years 1 9 1 0- 1 920 that had 
an influence in the United States 

World War I actively involved the United States 
B. Women voiced their opinions 

I .  The pacifist movement helped to solve 
disagreements through peaceful means 

2. Women's organizations were formed 

II. Trifles ' relation to the historical period 
A. The women in Trifles were isolated 
B. The women's opinions were not heard 
C. The women bonded together 

III. Historical events influencing the decade 1940-1950 
A. Events raking place after World War II 
B. World War II influenced women's education 
C. World War II made an impact in the work force 

for women 

IV. Comparing Death of a Salesman to events of the decade 
A. Women's roles Were influenced in this generation 
B. The influence of the events is shown in wife Linda 

V. The .Giriss Menagerie compared to the decade of 1940-

1950 

A. Amanda Wingfield plays a significant role in The 
Glriss Menagerie 

B. Laura Wingfield, as well as the role she plays in 
The Glass Menagerie, can be compared _to the 

women during the decade of 1 940' 1950 

Women bonded together with strong principles and val
ues to shape the historical happenings thattook place in 
the decade of 1 9 1 0-1920. Women became involved dur
ing World War I in helping to bring an end to the war 
through peaceful negotiations. They were instrumental 
i n  forming organizations producing guidelines that 
helped strengthen our nation in years to come. At the 
same time during this period, men were dominant politi
cally and economically. The women in Trifles reflect the 
women during this time and how men in their lives had 
an overriding power even though the women's views and 
opinions were valid and compassionate. The women's 
reactions to their lack of power bonded them together in 
helping one another out. During the decade of World 
War JI ,  the years 1 940- 1 950, women became much 
more present in the American workforce, especially in 
the field of education. These changes in the status of 
women are also shown in the plays Death of a Salesman 
and The Glass Menagerie. By looking at the historical 
events in the country, during these two decades, we can 
better understand the behavior and motivation of the 
women in the plays Trifles, Death of a Srdesman and 
Glass Menagerie. 

Much to the surprise of many Americans, World War I 
began in August of I 9 14 (Schneider 1 95). The sudden 
beginning was caused by a "single act," the assassination 
of Archduke Francis Ferdinand, heir to the throne of 
Austria-Hungry, and his wife Sophie by a suspected 
Serbian. Along with several other basic causes, these 
m urders ignited the war, which subsequently actively 
involved the United States ("Wrtrld Wrtr I"364). 

However, not all Americans supported our participa
tion in this war. Schneider says many Americans had 
long felt that war was outdated and there was no need to 
solve problems i n  such a barbaric way. They felt we 
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should solve our disagreements through more peaceful 
means. This was especially felt by women who were lead
ers in the pacifist movement (195). 

This war was based on masculine values, and the femi
nine point of view opposed it . .  As Schneider indicates, 
many men claimed America had to go to war: 

. . .  Teddy Roosevelt compared the nation to 1he human 
body and war to an exercise necessary to its developm_ent:
To escape emasculation and effeminacy . . .  an afflucm s�c1� 
ety must periodically engage in ·hatdc. And women pactfists 
said that womanly women representing humankind's 
higher nature must teach men peaceful ways to resolve 
their conflicts. (195) 

Muscle and brawn persuaded men's thinking towards 
war, whereas women's attitudes were expressed through 
intellectual thought and kind deeds. It is also noted by 
Schneider that many pacifist organizations represented 
by both male and female had "as litrle use for women 
and their points of view, as [had] the militarists" (I 96) .  
Women felt especially wronged by this division because 
"women are mothers1 or potential mothers, [and] there
foreh· have a more intimate sense of the value of human 
life" (Schneider 196). This is to say women had a more 
sincere regard for life. Ultimately, the masculine persua
sion won, thereby encouraging the United States into 
active involvement in the war ( I  96). 

It was at this time, Schneider adds, that women rallied 
together, creating peace organizations and move�nents, 

.thereby attempting to bring about peaceful negotiations 
and the end of the war. The American Union Against 
Militarism (AUAM), a group of social workers, was orga
nized. Both sexes were members, but the groups were 
made up predominantly of women ( 1 96) . Schneider 
says, defending civil liberties, "they became the most dar
ingly effective wartime advocate of peace" ( 1 97). In safe
guarding the rights of others, they became the most 
supponive towards peace. The Women's Peace Party 
(WPP) and Jane Addams met in January 1 9 1 5  to talk 
about organizing a women's peace group. Women from 
eighty-six women's organizations joined together ( 197). 
According to Schneider, the women formed principles 
that were guidelines on which they could establish peace 
through diplomacy and universal cooperation: 

. . .  declaring for a conference of nemral natim?s ro a1� 
early peace; limitation of armaments and of 
their manufacture, so that war would no longer bestow 

windfall profits; democratic control of forcign,policies; and 
universal suffrage. Mosrnsignificant, they proposed _an 
international organization and an international police 
force. (I 97) · 

They tried to limit weapon control, improve foreign rela
tions, control the budget and give the universal right to 
vote. As a result of this formation, the League of Nations 
and the United Nations eventually became organized. By 
the end of WPP's first year, they had an enrollment of 
25,000 members. According to Schneider, "they concen
trated their most vigorous efforts on a campaign for 
American mediation and arbitration among' the warring 
nations" (197). They focused intently on a series of activ
ities designed for America to be the intermediary among 
the nations at war. 

Men'� influence is a dominant force as We see in the 
play Trifles, produced in 1 9 1 6, during the middle of 
World War I ,  and written by Susan Glaspell. Glaspell 
( 1882-1948) was raised in Davenport, Iowa and educat
ed at Drake University. She began her career as a reporter 
in Des Moines and later made her home in Greenwich 
Village, New Yo rk. I t was here that she started the 
Provincetown Players, in 1 9 1 5, along with her husband 
George Cram Cook, who was a theatrical director· 
(Kennedy and Gioia 1 1 99). 

In this play, Susan Glaspell tells of the struggles women 
are faced With in a male-dominant society, where their 
voices are often ignored. The women in Trifles were not 
able to make a difference socially or politically, because 
they were alienated-their voices were not heard. But as 
women faced with a dilemma in helping to solve the mys
tery of John Wright's death and the protection of Minnie 
Foster, the accused, they bonded together just as the 
women throughout the nation bonded together. 

The play shows the isolation, powerlessness, and lack 
of status of women. Depressed and kept quiet for years, 
Minnie shows due reason for wanting to murder her hus
band John. Pretty, talented, and once full of life, Minnie 
does a complete reversal after marrying John. According 
to M rs. Hale, the neighboring farmer's wife, '"Wright 
was close. I think maybe that's why she kept so much to 
herself. She didn't even belong to the Ladies Aid. I sup
pose she felt she couldn't do her part, and then you don't 
enjoy things when you feel shabby'" ( 1 204). John kept to 
himself, not talking much to anyone, especially his wife. 
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Dominated by her abusive husband, Minnie was robbed 
of her youth and vitality, with working hard on the farm 
and keeping house giving her little time for socializing. 
Because she was isolated, she bought a canary, which was 
a source of joy and companionship to her. John, most 
likely resenting the noise and her interest in the bird, 
killed it, the one thing that brought Minnie so much 
pleasure. 

The play also deJnonstrates how women's voices were 
suppressed. We see this i n  the two women protagonists, 
Mrs. Hale and Mrs. Peters, when they are at the scene of 
the crime. Their emotions occasionally surface, as Judith 
Kay Russell states: "The condescending manner in which 
the men joke about the women's concern regarding Mrs. 
Wright's intention 'to quilt or jusr knot' the quilt evokes 
a defensive remark from Mrs. Hale" (88), This is an 
example of the women's angry reactions towards the men 
who regard them and .their work as mere trifles and not 
anything more of significant value. The women find the 
clues and motive in the murder of John Wright, which 
the men fai l  to see. Because the women knew they 
wouldn't be heard, even though they knew the truth, 
they kept silent. Glaspell shows the nonvalidation the 
women receive by their husbands, which is a position 
men took during this time period. Women were better 
seen than heard. They were to be kept at home doing 
woman's work, taking care of household responsibilities 
and having babies-as M r. Hale says, H'women are used 
to worrying over trifles"' ( 1 202). Having any degree of 
intellectual input was not heard of at this rime. They 
were to be kept silent. Because of this attitude, Mrs. Hale 
and Mrs. Peters kept the information they found from 
their husbands. The women understand Minnie's situa
tion and desperation. Throughout the time they spend 
trying to unravel the mystery, they find they also have 
much in common with Minnie. The women find them
selves bonding together to help protect Minnie, even 
though they know she committed the crime. The women 
appear w express their own opinions and observations 
with one another, but not with the men. As women, they 
look out in defense of one another in spite of what they 
know. We see a feeling of togetherness between the 
women. 

In looking back over time, taking each decade respec
tively, Hartmann says that it is dear there have been sig-

nificant changes and improvements that have led to the 
advancement of women in the post-World War II years. 
The 1940s produced changes that vividly set apart that 
decade from prior ones, forming models that would 
mold women's lives from that time on (Hartmann ix). It 
is clear the war made an impact on women's lives a'nd the 
decisions they were to ultimately make for themselves. 
Most apparent, the Second World War changed the eco
nomic structure, making demands on men and women, 
and it altered the social and cultural order o n  a large 
scale. Changes in the position of women did not progress 
at the same rate as in other areas of importance in the 
restructuring of our country (Hartmann ix). Looking 
back over the years at the changes that lasted and those 
that were short lived, Hartmann says, " . . .  it is possible to 
discern how women's lives were permanently reshaped by 
war and ecol1omic regeneration and to understand 
women's own initiatives in the progress of cha'nge" '(ix) . 
Hartmann says, "EconOmic and reproductive patterns, 
for example, took their postwar shape before women's 
educational patterns became fixed" (ix). Conditions that 
influenced our ecotiomy rook precedence over educa
tional growth, yet the war did influence women in the 
educational field. 

What women couldn't make happen in the economic 
and political arena, they did by proving themselves acade
mically. During the war, enrollment in high schools 
dropped for both sexes as jobs were more readily available 
and the need to work was high. However, a desire for 
both genders ro complete their secondary education 
increased, but especially for girls during the decade of the 
1 940's. However, at this rime, women's focus on marriage 
was primary before making their educational decisions. 
Primarily because of the economy's increasing need for 
office labor, girls in high school chose business courses 
that would prepare them for clerical jobs after graduation, 
rather than college prepatory courses (Hartmann 1 0 1 -
02). As the war escalated and men were called to combat, 
women were admitted to some of the major institutions, 
with increased degrees given in the fields of math, science, 
engineering, and medicine, where there was a growing 
need for physicians ( 104). Yet according to Hartmann, 
"most of women's warritne gain in education did not 
withstand the end of hostilities" ( 105) .  Even though 
women were making progress in educating themselves, 
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they still felt discriminated against by men. The Gl Bill of 
Rights was passed, igniting an enormous growth in high
er education. However, many college doors were closed to 
women due to the overcrowding as the men returned 
from war. Since the schools received federal assistance for 
every individual returning veteran, i t  is understandable 
why more male students were admitted (105-06). "The 
nation's efforts to compensate those who had risked their 
lives and sacrificed years in defending it had a profound 
impact on American higher education and upon the rela
tive positions of men and women" (105). However, the 
GI Bill did introduce a new type of woman to college 
campuses: those who were married_ to men who were vet
erans ( 1  06). This new trend, according to Hartmann, 
"rnade the combination of Jnarriage and education an 
accepted collegiate pattern in postwar America" (1 07). 
After the war, it was acceptable for married students ro 
live on campus. This was a plus for women for it was a 
chance for sOJne ro continue and pursue their education, 
which otherwise would not have been possible. While 
there was a gradual increase in the amount of women 
enrolled in college, there was a much lower percentage 
than that of male college students. As peace was revisited, 
those women who had gained acceptance in established 
male fields lost pace. For example, in medicine, where 
women made strides during wartime, they lost the edge 
that they had previously achieved ( 1 07-09). In other 
words, according to Hartmann, "The war had permitted 
several hundred women who would not otherwise have 
had the opportunity to become doctors" (1  09). A similar 
drop in other fields-such as science, math, and engi
neering-was also experienced at the close of the war. 

It is interesting to note that it wasn't just the demandsh, 
of the postwar return of men on colleges that influenced 
wornen to not pursue these fields, nor was it rhe f:'lct rhat 
they had to compete against men ( 1 1  0). There was a 
movement, Hartmann says, toward educaring and equip
ping women "better for home and family life" (1  10 ) .  
Women were supposed ro be educated i n  areas perrain
ing to the home. According to Hartmann, "Educators 
were joined by psychologists who emphasized the differ
ence between the sexes and warned that women's pursuit 
of intellectual and occupational achievements similar to 
those of men were not only doomed ro f.:'lilure, but were 
damaging to women, their families and society" ( 1 1 1  ) .  

Women's quest for knowledge and academiC pursuits 
were programmed for failure. They said women needed 
courses and a curriculum that e1nphasized more of the 
home and family life ( 1 1 2) .  However, on the other side, 
says Hartmann, were those who expressed an uncertainty 
about this theory, insisting "that educating' women for 
marriage and motherhood was to prorriote rigid, sub
servient beh<iviorJ to fashion women 'in termS of the 
needs and wishes of men and not in terms of their own 
fulfillment"' ( 1 1 2). In other words, there were those who 
felt women should be educated in terms of their own 
desires and not of men. WomCn who graduated from 
college in fields that were only female oriented became 
dissatisfied ( 1  1 4) .  According to Hartmann, "educators 
who sought to refashion wOmen's education were 
responding to a growing contradiction between changing 
elements 'of women's behavior and traditional attitUdes 
and 'practices. In spite of rhe controversy, more and more 
women were attending college, and they enjoyed greater 
economic opportunities than ever before" (1 1 6) .  

Another proof of women's strength and capabilities 
was made evident in the wod< force during and after 
World War II.  Due to the need for increased labor, more 
married and older women were showing their worth 
while enjoying the benefits of paid employment. After 
the war, Hartmann says, "The wartime labor shortage 
softened employers' resistance to married women and 
older women and allowed them to prove their capabili
ties. In affording a taste of paid employment to women 
who would not otherwise have left their homes, ir 
increased the propensity of married women to take jobs. 
While they continued to subordinate their paid employ
ment to family needs and viewed work as a job rather 
than a career, women increasingly obliterated the lines 
which had defined a distinct and separate sphere" (95). 
More than half of the adult wornen in our country were 
involved in jobs where they received compensation, with 
the majority of these women being married, followed by 
single and older women. This continued on through the 
period following the war (Hartmann 77). 

Hartmann says that although there have been orga
nized studies as to why women entered rhe work force, all 
indications point to the financial obligations they were 
presented with, "being the sole support of themselves and 
dependents" (79). Past debts from the depression era, ever 
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increasing needs, and new job oppornmities were reasons 
enough. Jobs also provided companionship with other 
women while their husbands were off at war. Jobs gave 
women a sense of self worth in learning new skills while, 
in turn, the womep thems:elves were helping their nation 
and proving themselves capable of doing tasks which were 
otherwise never considered (79). However, problems did 
develop when women went to work. Married women 
with children were faced with social disapproval. Juvenile 
delinquency was on the upswing now that women were 
taken out of the home. The pressure of keeping up with 
the household duties along with their. full time jobs was 
increasing (82). 

After the war, many women wanting to keep their jobs 
because of economic reasons were willing to give them 
up so that returning veterans could have an opportunity 
(88-90). However, the lack of jobs for women did not 
continu; indefinitely, and after 1947 women's employ
me)lt opportunities were once again on the upswing. 

The educational and economic conditions during the 
decade of 1 940-1950 show the historical changes women 
had made since the 1 9 1  0- 1 920 decade and provide the 
background for the plays Death ofa Salesman and The 
Glass Menagerie, which were written during this period. 
We see emerging in this decade women showing their 
strength during hard times, taking care of the home and 
meeting financial obligations of their family, and we also 
see women with a growing interest in obtaining an edu
cation for themselves. 

Arthur Miller was born October 17 ,  1 9 1 5 ,  in the 
Harlem section of Manhattan (Hogan 146). From a fam
ily of Jewish descent, Miller received his education at the 
University of Michigan in playwriting but worked as a 
steamfitter in World War II (Miller 1 636). One of his 
most renowned works, written during the period of 
World War II, is Death of a Salesman, produced in 1 949. 

In Death of a Salesman, Linda, wife of Willy Loman, 
typifies the women of this generation. Although we 
know little about Linda's educational and work back
ground, we do know of her strength of character and 
resiliency as she works through the adverse situations she 
is faced with while married to Willy. Women were the 
core of the home; much centered and depended on 
them: juggling many responsibilities within the home, 
tending to the children and even finding employment 

that took them outside of the home. Many times they 
were physically exhausted with all that they had to do. 
Linda shows these characteristics in the play. Although 
she doesn't go to work, she is faced with problems within 
the family home. She is always trying to fix .things, to 
make. things better. She is the one who looks on the 
bright side. Robert Brusrein describes Linda as 

. . .  �he most compelling figure in Miller's family drama. , ,  
a character who always seemed to me excessively saintly . . . .  
a half-smile masking her broken heart, she emerges no 
longer as patience on a monument, darning old stockings 
while her husband hands out new ones to his tootsies. She 
has become a pillar of outraged ferocity and trcmCJldous 
cm()[ional screngrh, reinforcing Willy . . .  while sensing that 
something awful and unavoidable is on the way. (29-30) 

This critic characterizes Linda as being the most forceful 
in the play, one who goes beyond the normal limits, who 
puts up with so much while always trying to uplift others 
as she disguises her own hurts and pains. Although she 
didn't have a career outside of the home, she had more 
than her share of work as she encouraged and tried to 
keep things in order with her husband and two boys. 

I n  many cases, and especially during war-time, chil
dren and family have been dependent on the woman. 
Fortunately for Linda, she seems to be one of the privi
leged by not having a career outside of the home. Need 
is another story; she probably would have been willing to 
work when Willy was unable to support the family, but 
this is an era where men's egos were very threatened if 
women wanted to find work outside of the home. As in 
so many of the homes after the war, women enjoyed new 
luxuries to help ease their domestic load, and Linda was 
not an exception. Unfortunately, the Lon1ans didn't have 
the finances to purchase their conveniences outright so 
they met their obligations monthly. 

Although Linda doesn't provide economic support, she 
is always supporting Willy. While overlooking disap
pointments from the past, she comes to terms with his 
cheating and sryle of living. Critic R.H. Gardner writes 
of "Linda's love and courage" (320). She should have 
been the central character in the play, for she was the 
rock always supporting and showing her loyalty to Willy. 
Even in the end, she is bewildered that no one shows up 
at Willy's funeral, because she has always believed in 
what Willy said, even when it came to the many friends 
he assumed he had. 
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The Glass Menagerie, written in the. forties, is about 
women who have the fantasies of being supported by a 
man but live with the reality of taking care of themselves. 
Tennessee Williams was born on March 26, 1 9 1 1  in 
Columbus, Mississippi ("Tennessee Williams" 460). 
Thomas Lanier (his Christian name} received his college 
education at the University of Iowa, where he became 
inspired to become a playwright. He fashioned The Glass 
Menagerie after his own fumily, whose members resem
bled the Wingfields. Like Tom, Williams had a love for 
poetry, moviegoing, wandering cross country, and hold
ing odd jobs. The Glass Menagerie was billed a success in 
its first production in 1945 and received a Drama Critics 
Circle Award (Williams 1710) .  

The Glass Menagerie is a memory play portraying recollec
tions and events of the past. This is clearly seen in Amanda 
as she vividly recalls her popular youth, having been blessed 
with both "a pretty face and a graceful figure" (1715) .  As she 
always reminded her children, Amanda was fornmate to 
have been born into. a family of well-to-do Southerners. 
"Gentleman callers," as she named the young men who 
courted her, were many. These young gentlemen were 
prOJnine,nt, good conversationalists, and were -successful in 
their careers. Amanda, raised during the early 1 920s, spent 
her girlhood dreams planning and mapping out her future. 
As Amanda says to Jim, "I assumed that I would be mar
ried . . .  and raise my family on a large piece of land with 
plenty of servants" (1743). Amanda based her future not on 
furthering her education or having a career bur on who 
would be a successful marriage candidate and provider. 
Generally speaking, girls' thoughts during these times 
swayed in this general direction. 

Because Amanda chose to marry, according to 
Williams, "a telephone man who fell in love with long 
distances," she did not choose to continue on with her 
own education but  rather raise a family ( 1 7 1 3) .  
However, Amanda is most concerned as to the direction 
her children's education and career paths are leading. So 
much so that Amanda says, "My devotion has made me 
a witch and so I make myself hateful to my children!" 
( 1725). Amanda does send Laura to business school on 
the chance she will learn the skills to make a good secre
tary. Amanda is concerned for Laura's future and does 
not want her to end up as a spinster. 

To provide for Laura's schooling and other household 
expenses, which are subsidized by Tom, Amanda sells 
magazines. Amanda's . husband leaving the family years 
earlier gave her the total responsibility of raising the fam
ily and the accompanying financial  obligations.  
Amanda's husband was a merchant seaman during Wodd 
War I before returning home for a career in . the tele
phone business. Amanda is a product ofher environ
ment, like so many of the women during war times. 

Amanda has great expectations for her children Laura 
and 10m. This is demonstrated in her conversation with 
Tom, in which she .says, "you're ful l  of natural endow
ments! Both of my children-they're unusual children!" 
( 1726). Like all parents, she wants the best for her chil
dren. Amanda states, "We have to do all .that we can to 
build ourselves up. In these trying times we live in, all we 
have to cling to is-each other." This is Amanda's atti
tude as she ponders the situations she finds her children 

Laura, fragile in .both physical strength and character, 
was left a cripple with .one leg shorter than the other 
after suffering a childhood illness. Struggling with her 
image, due to this defect, she remains quiet, sensitive and 
very much an introvert. Tom says, "Laura is very differ
ent from other girls . . .  she's terribly shy and lives in a 
world of her own and those things make her seem a little 
peculiar to people outside the house" ( 1 734). Laura 
knows these things about herself and that is why she 
doesn't assert herself and make a change for her own 
good. 

It appears Laura is destined to lean on others. Her lack 
of self-confidence gets i n  her way. Bert Cardullo 
describes Laura: 

. . .  she hardly qualifies as a Romantic superwoman, a majes
tic ego eager w transcend the "mercness" of mundane 
human existence. Bur she docs represent the kind of person 
fOr whom the Romantics of the early nineteenth century 
fclr increasing sympathy: the fragile, almost unearthly ego 
brutalized by life in the industrialized, depcrsonaJized cities 
of rhe Wcsrcrn world. The physically as well as emotionally 
fragile Laura escapes . . .  through an and music-through 
the beauty of her glass menagerie, the records she plays on 
her Victrola, and her visits to the museum, the zoo, and 
the movies. (161) 

Liura is a character in the wrong century. In the 1 9'" 
century, an audience would feel sympathy for Laura. 
However, in the generation after the war, she seems a 
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misfit, a pathetic figure who has allowed her affliction to 
dictate what direction her life is to take. Laura is content 
in escaping into her fantasy world. Amanda senses what 
is taking place within Laura. What Amanda wants for 
Laura are an education and a job, which she realizes are 
not going to happen. Amanda says to Tom, "We have to 
be making plans and provisions for her" (1728). This is 
where Amanda decides to call on Tom's aid to help in 
finding a husband for Laura. In the decade of 1940-
1950, ifall else fails, women still try to find their solu
tion in marriage. Explaining this to Tom, Amanda adds, 
"as soon as Laura has got somebody to take care of her, 
married, a home of her own, independent," things will 
be fine (1728). 

In the decade of 1910-1920, women were being domi
nated by men's attitudes. In the decade of 1 940-1950, 
women were expecting men to be the strong ones; how
ever, they were showing some strengths of their own. 
They were struggling to develop their own sense of iden
tity. It is clear, when comparing the two decades, there 
was a change of status and roles for women. Women 
were beginning to infuse themselves into the mainstream 
of intellectual thinking and economic development, 
making significant contributions to their gender and 
society. 
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Pooja Goel 
Course: English 1 0 1  

Instructor: Peter Sherer 

Assignment: 
Define an interesting term in a stipulative way. 

Use a number of definition patterns. Include examples. 

It was 1945. In the Central Market of Delhi, a group of 
men dressed in homespun cotton were standing around a 
heap of foreign-made goods. They were shouting, 
"Boycott the British products! Throw them in rhe pile!" 
The crowd, as well as the pile, grew bigger by the 
minute. Then one of the proresterslit a matchsrick and 
threw it at the pile. The Central Market roared, "Jai 
Hind!" The police charged towards the group and hit 
them with sticks and guns - whatever they had in their 
hands. The police were beating the men as hard as they 
could, but none of the men hit the policemen back or 
even tried to run away. These men were confronting the 
police only with their courage and their cries. These fol
lowers of Mahatma Gandhi' were practicing Satyagraha. 

In the heat of India's struggle for independence li:om 
British rule, Mohandas Karamchand Gandhi gave India 
Satyagraha-a nonviolent movement that later led to 
India's freedom from centuries of British dominance. 
Saryagraha, advocaring passive civil disobedience, taught 
people thatthere is a greater power in life than force. 
Saryagraha exercised a form of power dramatically differ
ent from that of violent revolutions. It was not the power 
ofguns but the power of ahimsa-non-violent actions. 

Gandhi evolved the word Satyagraha by joining two 
Sankrit words, satya (truth) and agraha (holding firmly). 
He defined Satyagraha as the power "born of truth and 
love or non-violence." He presented Satyagraha as his 
method for attaining swaraj (self-rule). 

The concept of Satyagraha originated in South Africa. 
On August 22, 1906, the ruling government introduced 
the Asiatic Registration Act that stated that all Indians liv
ing in South Africa were required to give their finger
prints and identification marks in order to get a certificate 
of registration. Gandhi found this act discriminatory and 
humiliating. He organized a mass meeting of the Indians 
in South Africa. The meeting passed the famous fourth 
resolution calling for resistance to the Asiatic Registration 
Act through civil disobedience. This was the "advent of 
Satyagraha." Some referred to this new method of action 
as "passive resistance." But Satyagraha, unlike "passive 
resistance/' did not allow harboring enmity and anger 
among resisters, even if they did no act of physical vio-

'Gau{!hi's given name was Mohantbs Karamchan& The people c;t!led him "dte 
M;thaomt," which means "Gre;H Soul." 



Saryagraha-The Nonviolcm Movement 

lence. Gandhi. asserted, "Satyagraha is gentle. It never 
wounds. It must not be the result of anger or malice." 
Satyagraha appealed to Indians as it was based on one of 
the basic teachings of Hinduism, non-violence. 

Satyagraha taught that every system of oppression rest
ed on maya, the illusion created by the oppressor that he 
has the power to rule over the weak. This maya veils the 
underlying satya, the truth that the oppressor actually has 
no power of his own. All his power comes from the fear 
and ignorance of his victims. Satyagraha educated people 
of their power and unveiled the system. It taught Indians 
that their salvation lay in their own hands, and that they 
would achieve their freedom from the oppressor without 
guns. A Satyagrahi, a practitioner of Satyagraha, relied on 
powers of reasoning, suffering, and organized pressure, 
and an appeal to the opponent's head and heart. 

On March 1 2, one of  the most dramatic events in 
modern Indian histo1y took place-the Salt Satyagraha. 
Mahatma Gandhi left his ashram with seventy-eight fol
lowers for the shores of Dandi, a small village on the coast 
of Gujrat in Western India. What started as just a handful 
of people increased with every step the Satyagrahis took. 
This march, covering over two hundred miles in twenty
four days, demonstrated opposition to the India Salt Act. 
Under this act, the system enforced a monopoly over the 
manufacture of salt. Gandhi resisted this monopoly by 
collecting natural salt from rhe shore of Dandi on April 6. 
This action led to his arrest on May 5, but the broader 
objective was met. The Dandi march had sparked a cam
paign of civil disobedience in order to attain indepen
dence from British rule. 

Saryagraha was not limited to political objectives. 
Gandhi applied Satyagraha's power ro much needed social 
reform in India. He stressed three major social reforms 
required for a combined effort toward independence of 
the entire nation: the abolition of untouchability; Hindu
Muslim unity; and Swadeshi. His campaign against 
untouchability was to create a common feeling among 
castes and untouchables; his struggle for Hindu-Muslim 
unity sought a harmony among the different religions 
prevailing in India; and Swadeshi, which crunched the 
market for British goods, required rhar all Indians wear 
ld1adi - homespun cotton cloth made using rhe tradi
tional spinning wheel. His attempt to advance the use of 

khadi helped unite urban educated Indians and the rural 
uneducated Indians. 

Gandhi's Satyagraha was a well,calculated �rep to.wards 
national regeneration. The remedy of specific injustices 
was its immediate goal through which i.t aimed ro realize 
its far more important objective-independence of India 
from British rule. It gave people borh a better insight into 
the system and a sense of power. Soon a time came when 
the "awakened" masses saw through the ingenious mecha
nism of colonial rule and were no longer prepared to put 
up with it. 

Evaluation: This definition is informative and academic, as 
well as fresh, personal, and genuinely stipu!tttive. The term, 
and the man with whom it is associated, are worthy topics 
for this assignment. The writing is forceful and literate. 
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Go Back to 
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Connie Gorsky 
Course: English 1 0  I 

Instructor: Martha Simonsen 

Assignment: 
Write an essay in respotise to one of the professional essays 

we have studied. Explain the author's thinking 
and show how and why you agree or disagree with him. 

Include pertinent and vivid detaiLr and examples. 

"I have seen, on a sunny day in mid winter, a few old 
brown wasps creep. slowly over an abandoned wasp nest 
in a thicket. Numbed and forgetful and frost-blackened, 
the hum of the spring hive still resounded faindyin their 
sodden tissues" (Eiseley 50). 

In "The Brown Wasps," Loren Eiseley ruminates 
about "place": "My life has been passed in the shade of a 
nonexistent tree" - (5 1) .  The tree is a cottonwood sapling 
Eiseley and his father lovingly planted when Eiseley was 
a boy. The tree and the words of Eiseley's father were 
inseparable: "We'll plant a tree here, son, atid we're not 
going to move any more. And when you're an old man 
you can sit under it and think how we planted it here, 
you and me, together" (55) .  The hope those words 
inspired in Eiseley was more deeply rooted than 'the tree, 
which was a symbol of that hope. His feelings are well 
defined when he writes: "The boy was passed from hand 
to hand, but the tree for some intangible reason had 
taken root ·ih his mind. It was under its bratiches ·that he 
was sheltered; it was from this tree that his memories, 
which are my memories, led away into the world" (54). 
He had begun to take a closer look at all the life around 
him, how man and beast scramble to preserve a piece of 
this place that is his personal icon, proof of his validity; 
how fleeting the moments are that make us who we are. 
How can these 'things change when they are as much a 
part of me as my heart is a part of me? He is stricken 
with the realization of the importance of place ' through 
the observations he makes of the people and nature 
around him, the instinctual and the psychological drive 
for survival and preservation of our '(place." 

These observations trigger Eiseley's urgency ro return 
to his beloved childhood home. Upon his rerum, Eiseley 
did not find his tree. The tree was gone; it had become as 
intangible as the past. At this point Eiseley felt somewhat 
incomplete. It was as if nothing of his past was real. I 
empathize with Eiseley's feelings about "place." I too 
have such a place that no longer stands in the tangible 
sense. My place is a rime to go back to where I may find 
some of the answers to some of the questions I have 
about my life. My place stands in my memories as a time 
when life was simple and time was endless. It also stands 
for memories of love and love lost. It is there, that place, 
which marks the passage of time and the never-ending 
changes in my journey through life. 
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Everybody has special places rhey wish they could lwld 
Ol\tO forever. These are places in our hearts that take us 
back to a tiine when innocence meant life. was good. We 
cannot physically go back, butour spirits can and will. 

A big, old house in the country was such a setting. 
The house was said to be abol\t one huudred years old at 
the time we were living in it. It was originally built as a 
mission that provided housing for the missiol1aries of 
The Divine. Word. The Divine Word Seminary owned 
the property, and a lor of my family members were 
employed at the Seminary. At some point, the house was 
converted to a two-flat building maintaining upper and 
lower apartment units. It was rental property situated on 
a fairly large plot of land that had a gravel drive lined 
with huge, old oak trees. It had three apple trees, and 
grapes grew around an old log-andcpost fe(\ce. Grandma 
and Grandpa lived in the apartment jusr.downsrairs from 
ours, whe.re family and friends gathered regularly. This 
was more than just a house; this was a home, a place of 
seqtriry and comfort. 

Our home was a centralized station in my family; that 
is becaus.e Grandma and Grandpa were there. They were 
the familial foundation, the mortar. 

As children growing up in the house, we kept our
selves entertained quire well. The house had· a lot of 
architectural character that provided .a wellspring of pos
sibilities to children with unrelenting imaginations. One 
room in Grandma's apartment had a closet that had by
passing doors that did not go down to the floor. The 
doors started about four feet up from the floor. It was a 
curious looking set of doors just hanging there, in the 
middle of the wall. This house was a natural for the 
game of"hide and go seek." 

I remember the spooky old basement. It had a coal
burning furnace that I remember Pad or Grandpa shov
eling coal into from a big mound of shiny black rocks 
stacked in a little room off to the side. And I still recall 
the thick smell of the coal. I can still hear the hissing as I 
felt the warmth of a cold winter's day from where I sat 
on the radiator in my bedroom or in Grandma's kitchen. 
Grandma always kept coats hanging high up on pipes in 
the basement. Any child with a burning imagination in a 
dark cellar would view those coats as something very 
large and sinister looming over them in the dark. No 

matter how many rimes I saw them, they always gave my 
heart a jump-starr. 

There are so many things that may trigger memories 
of our pasts: things that are so inspirational rhey create a 
feeling of deja vu, � feeling of seeing or experiencing 
something before, aheightened sense of awareness. 

Our olfactory senses are oh, so powerful. We had won
derful lilac shrubs in a variety of colors that Pad and 
Grandpa kept meticulously trimmed. And Mom would 
put cuttings in the bedroom rhar I shared.nwirh my sister. 
The fragrance was so pungent and sweet, it made my 
head ache. I cannot walk past a lilac shrub today without 
being transported back to that beautiful place. Grandpa 
was a nurseryman, and he kept fabulous gardens at 
home. He also raised birds, and he had an uncanny abili
ty to whistle like the birds and imitate beautiful bird
songs. I too have a-paSsion for gardening and sometimes, 
when I'm in the garden and the world is quiet, save for 
the birds, I sense a real connection with my dear depart
ed Grandpa. I know he's there in my garden with me, 
smiling at me, and enjoying the legacy he left for me. 
Blossoms and Old Spice after-shave, these are the fra
grances of Grandpa. Grandma was quite a .cook and 
baker. I still smell h,r Srreuselkuchen and .her plum and 
pound cakes on the hol idays. Mom always put 
Pfeffernusse cookies in our Christmas stockings. And the 
smell still takes me home for Christmas with my Mom 
and Grandma, making preparations. The fragrance of 
the perfume Mom used to wear can pull so hard at my 
heartstrings, I could just burst with grief after nearly 
eight years since her death. The aroma of coffee brewing 
on Sunday morning or the smell of a fine Sunday dinner 
in the making: these are provocative scents that strike a 
yearning in me to go back to my "place." 

The day eventually arrived when my f.,mily moved our 
of the country house into our own house. And though 
we were moving to a house that Pad and Mom worked 
hard to get for us, it was a somber day. I can remember 
as we stood there on the gravel driveway, for what would 
be the last time, searching the faces of the people I loved. 
And in those faces I saw the same desolate melancholy 
that was tearing at my heart at that very moment. All 
eyes were tear filled. And somehow I knew I was experi
encing the end of an era. A place in my heart told me, 
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life would never be the same. I felt a profound sense of 
loss. We all did; I knew that. 

For many years to come, whenever I was in the area, I 
drove past that house. It was always a melancholy feeling, 
bur rhe house was reassuring in irs presence-until one 
day I heard news of its impending demolition. The land 
had been bought by commercial developers. Perhaps 
Eiseley says it best when he describes the desolation felt 
by the pigeons who kept returning to the demolished 
Philadelphia subway station. He states: "It was plain, 
however, that they retained a memory for an insubstan
tial structure now compounded of air and time" (54). I'll 
never forget the sring in my heart the first rime I saw the 
ravages of the developers. Gone were the huge oak trees 
that lined the gravel drive, and gone were the apple trees 
we climbed in, pretended in, and snacked on apples in. 

It seemed like everything had just disappeared, or 
worse yet, like all of it had never existed in the first place. 
I sat numbly in my car, staring at the void where only 
the ghost of a great house now stood. I could not believe 
that such a place whose walls held the journals of so 
many lives, nor just those of my family but also genera
tions of lives that went before me, could be so easily 
reduced to rubble and air. Oh, rhe stories that house 
could tell of all the lives rhat passed through and were 
touched by this place. I suspect Eiseley had precisely 
those same feelings when he regarded his intangible tree, 
the rree that always made it safe to go back, rhe land on 
which it stood, and rhe people who made ir his "place"; 
he writes: "That it is life rhar man wants, and man has a 
right to his place. But sometimes rhe place is lost in the 
years behind us. Or sometimes it is a thing of air, a kind 
of vaporous distortion above a heap of rubble. We cling 
to a rime and place because without them nun is lost, 
not only man bur life" ( 5 1 ). 

We are after all, who we were, who we are, and who 
we are to become. All the events in our lives are woven 
into our cells, like memory. The past is parr of the future 
if we have taken with us lessons and memories that we 
can draw on and if we perhaps find some of the answers 
ro some of the questions. 
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Assignment: 
Write a research paper comparing sorne aspect of Greek 

mythology with that ofrmother culture. 
Choose re!eiJr117t and appropriate points of comparison. 

What is it that a person values above all else? Often, our 
cultural values are reflected in the type of god or gods we 
worship. In modern times, the' most popular- version of-

God is a loving, caring father figure Who takes care of his 
children. God is an ent:ity we strive to be like. This atti
tude was -no different hundreds, or even thousands '6f 
years ago. The Greeks and the Vikings borh had gods 
which epitomized the -most desirable qualities a person 
could have. Furthermore, these qualities ch:.mged as the 
respective society changed. In order to demonstrate this, 
two well-known gods shall be examined--Hermes, mes
senger god of the Greeks, and Odin, warrior god of the 
Norsemen-to show how these gods are, i n  f3cr, the same 
god, only viewed- with slight differences from the perspec
tive of each of the peoples' belief:<. 

The People 
Around the fifth, sixth, and seventh century BCE, the 

earth seemed to revolve around the ideas and values 
developed by the MycenCan or Greek civilization. I'rOin 
Athens to Crete, through farming, \var} science, and the
ater, the heritage and inventions rhar developed vaulted 
the Greeks into the position of being world rulers fOr a 
relatively long duration of history 

The Greeks valued poetry in art, i n  rhought, and 
action. "They were also an extraordinarily arricularc peo
ple, devoted to the structuring of art and unerance, con
t e m p t u o u s  of i m m a t u re and u n d i s c i p l i n e d  
self�expression" (Dover 1 33). Alrhough war was a neces
sary evil for their civilization, it was nor an all-consuming 
quest. ln order to achieve a higher status within their 
community, or with the gods, other pursuits were of more 
importance. For exarnple, "an arhleric vi ctory was 
thought to bring a winner closer to the gods" (Hall 224). 
Their values were centered on rrying to achieve a peaceful 
life, in leisure rather than war, although, "most Greeks 
\vere poor and had to work for a living full time. Few 
were rich and members of a leisure class" (Cartledge xvii). 

In contrast, about I ,400 years later, the \vorld's focus 
was centered upon northern Europe, where the "barbar
ian" hordes were ravaging the civilized counrries with a 
series of plundering raids. These were the renowned 
Vikings. These Norsemen were portrayed as pagan, sav� 
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age beasts who were masters of the sea and struck swiftly 
upon unsuspecting towns to steal away slaves and loot. 
This portrayal was not far from the truth either! "They 
ravaged and destroyed Christian Anglo-Saxon king
doms . . . .  They extorted massive blackmail of silver and 
gold" (Graham-Campbelle! ! ).  

For the Norsemen, theirs was obviously a conquest of 
wealth. "They were more concerned with profit than 
empty glory" (Graham-Campbell 1 5) .  Silver and gold 
were symbols of prestige, of heedom and victory. They 
served as ornamentation and as currency, yet they had 
the power to "enable a man to rise above his station as a 
freeman; for a slave, it could mean his liberty" (Graham
Campbell 36). Thus, the qualities most important to the 
Vikings were those that would help them to acquire such 
wealth o f  possess i o n s .  " H o n o r  and dar ing,  valor, 
strength, and agility, all these were qualities that Vikings 
prized and upheld" (Wernick 27). 

Two distinct people, two widely different cultures, 
h undreds of years between existence, thousands of miles 
apart. It would be implausible to think that these two cul
tures had anything common between them at all. Yet a 
closer look into the religious values of the Greeks and the 
Vikings reveals that there existed a surprisingly similarity. 

The sweeping tide of the Roman empire and the 
change to Christianity wiped out beliefs in the once 
revered mythological gods of old that once dominated the 
Greek view of the world. Far to the north, however, the 
polytheistic structure still reigned. By examining the simi
larities between these gods, we can demonstrate that the 
changes in societal values were reflected by the changes in 
the mythological gods themselves, despite the chronologi
cal and geographical difference between peoples. 

The Gods 
Hermes, or the Latin equivalent Mercury, is primarily 

known as being the messenger of the gods. Secondly, he 
is known as b e i n g  a trickster, even fro m  i n fancy. 
According w the Homeric Hymns, even his mother, 
Maia, realized what a mischievous god he would grow up 
to be: "Your father [Zeus] begot you to be a great nui
sance to mo rtal m e n  and the u ndying gods!" ("To 
Hermes" 34). To this end, he is known as being the god 
of thieves and burglars and therefore of wealth as well. 

But Hennes has another interesting attribute as well. He 
was also associated with "movement across boundaries . . .  
so Hermes m i g h t  be,  amongst many possibi l i ties,  
Hermes 'Of the Door Hinge' or Hermes 'Conveyor of 
Dead Souls"' (Buxton 321). In layman's terms, he was a 
god of crossroads, including the roads leading into death, 
so he was a courier of souls to the underworld. Yet, just 
because he was more of a messenger did not mean he 
had no strength about him as well. When his anger was 
roused, he had rhe ability to change people to stone, 
including ':Argraulos, [who] was changed into a stone by 
Hermes because she tried to interfere with his love for 
Herse" (Robinson 96). Moreover, he is as often titled as 
being the "slayer of Argos" ("TO Hermes" 67), a fearsome 
100-eyed giant; even in the Odyssey, he is referred to as 
"giant-killer" (Homer 78). He is also father of Antolycus, 
who taught the great Heracles how to wrestle, so in a 
sense h e  i s  the fa ther of h a n d  to hand combat .  
Shepherding was yet another attribute within Hermes' 
domain, so he was also "regarded as protector of sacrifi
cial animals" (Robinson 87). Being a skilled inventor as 
well, Hennes is finally "believed to be the inventor or 
originator of pastoral poetry" (Robinson 88).  Thongh 
this list does not describe in com1Jlete detail the numer
ous anributes Hermes exhibited, it gives a solid picture 
to which we can compare Odin. 

The Norse legend recognizes Odin as being a father to 
many gods, including Thor. Although Thor was a god of 
power and strength, Odin was known more as the god of 
wart:1re: "Among the Aesir [Norse gods] there were sever
al gods of war, but  Odin was foremost" (Munch 9) .  
Secondly, h e  was known as a god o f  wealth, fOr as we dis·· 
cussed earlier, the pursuit of money for the Vikings 
almost always involved armed combat. Concerned about 
the coming end of the gods, known to the Norsemen as 
Ragnarok, Odin was an aid, letting a hero "be killed so 
that he can come to join Odin in Valholl [Valhalla]" 
(Page 36). It was believed that these fallen heroes would 
aid Odin and the Aesire at the last battle. Odin knew of 
this coming last battle because of his far-seeing wisdom. 
"His wisdom he derived from drinking from the founda
tion of Mimir, the guardian of the fountain of the lower 
world. Odin had only one eye, having exchanged the 
other one with Mimir" (Robinson 1 59).  
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Already, comparisons are beginning to emerge, but an 
even closer look into each god's character and an explo� 
ration of the history and translation of the names will shed 
further light on the remarkable similarities they share. 

The Hermes and Odin Equation 
To compare these deities, we shall first examine the 

shared attributes of trickery and wealth. As stated before, 
Hermes was the patron of thieves and of burglary, the 
acquisition of wealth. Odin mirrored this aspect as well. 
According to Snorri, a renowned author and/or transla
tor of the Norse myths, "Odin found treasure in the 
earth for h i s  followers and brought them wealth" 
(Davidson 62). Another shared quality was the guile and 
cunning each god possessed. Hermes demonstrated his 
intelligence by his theft of his brother Apollo's cattle by 
"turning their hoofprints aside" and "reversing their 
hoofs, so that their forefeet came after'' ("To Hermes'' 
32), while Odin himself, as mentioned, drank from the 
well to gain that same mental cunning. While physically 
different, both gods assumed responsibility for the cross
roads and highways their people traveled. Interestingly, 
as part of their attributes relating to travel, 

borh wore cloaks and wide-brimmed hats, although Odin 
was thought of usually as an old man and Mercury 
[I--Iermes]nusually (though not invariably) as a divine youth. 
Both were n�garded as guides to the underworld, helped 
their f(JIIowers to gain treasure, and [were] featured as cun
ning thieves so that they borh may be viewed as rrickster 
figures. (Davidson 48) 

Furthermore, one of Odin's many rides is "God of 
Cargoes" (Davidson 48). For the Greeks, most trans
portation was known by land through actual road high
ways; for the Norsemen, however, their highways were 
the seas, so it is fitting that Odin is known as having 
reign over this territory rather than literal dirt roads. 

"As god of the wind, Odin rode through the air on his 
eight-footed horse, Sleipnir." Odin had the ways and 
means f(,r extremely fast travel; so roo, Hermes is often 
depicted as having "wings at his ankles, on his shoulders, 
and on his hat" (Kirkwood 55), showing that he roo pos
sessed rhe ability to ride the wind with tremendous 
speed. As mentioned before, Hermes' domain included 
that of poetry. Perhaps smprisingly, Odin acquired "the 

mead, or gift of poetry, and poets in the Viking Age, 
therefore, looked to Odin as their patron" (Fell 37). 

Finally, one of rhe most impressive connections 
between these gods is the history and translation 
between the names themselves. Odin is the Scandinavian 
name of the English and German "Woden," and Anglo
Saxons "saw Woden as the equivalent to rhe Roman god 
Mercu ry, for \Xfoden translates Mercur ium i n  a 
Latin/Anglo-Saxon dictionary from the eighth century" 
(Fell 36). Fmthermore, 

The link that the Anglo-Saxons made between Woden and 
Mercury is also found in the Old Icelandic version of the 
Bible, Where our vers'ion of Acts of the Apostles reads, 
'The gods arc come down to us in the likeness of men. And 
they called Barnabas Jupiter; and Paul, Mercuri us, because 
he was the chief speaker,' rhe Icelandic rext says 'tlwy called 
Paul, Odin.' (Fell 38) 

Revelation of rl1e Divine 
The facts presented through the comparison of 

Hermes and Odin lead to the conclusion that, although 
perhaps not literally the same god, the characteristics of 
the later Odin derived fi-om Hermes. What makes this 
comparison interesting is the relative position each god 
held within the respective culture. Hermes, with all his 
power, cunning, wit, and followers, was a mere messen
ger of the gods. He was the god of wealth and cross
roads, but apparently, to the Greeks, wealth was of 
secondary importance. Zeus was the supreme god of the 
Greeks, he who was "the supreme masrer-god in the 
mythological hierarchy" (Robinson 7 1 ). The attributes of 
justice, strength, and divine wisdom that Zeus possessed 
were the most highly sought after by the Greeks. On rhe 
other hand, Hermes' personality was not the ideal model 
to fOllow, although his many other arrributes made him 
important enough for hirn to be included arnong the 
dominant gods. 

By the time the Vikings emerged upon the world 
scene, the Hermes-type figure had now translated inro 
the new master-god of the mythological world. The 
strength in combat, once only moderately displayed by 
Hermes, was now a predominant feature in Odin.  
Hermes' cardinal traits of possessing wealth through 
guile or hHce, and of safe passage between destinations, 
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was clearly important enough to the Norsemen to make 
Odin their most important god in their heritage. 

The needs and important aspects of a culture's lifestyle 
are communicated through the dominant god and/or 
gods of each society. For the Greeks, the god-like figure 
of travel and wealth was just one aspect of a person's 
everyday life. For the Vikings, travel and wealth was all 
there was. Such differences in societal needs reflect the 
evolution of this god's power, from the god's messenger 
to the Supreme Lord. 
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Evaluation: joel's choice of Hermes rmd Odin was at jint 
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PoP! PoP! PoP! 
Erika Hertler 

Course: Chemistry 12 1  
Instructor: Barbara Wei! 

Assignment: 
Write a short essay demonstrating 

how gas !dws are re!dted to your lifo. 

When I was a little girl I used to love to wear my Winnie 
the Pooh pajamas and watch movies. Besides my blanket, 
there was one other essential item that I needed to truly 
enjoy the experience. This item was popcorn! After all, 
what is a movie without popcorn? Making the popcorn 
was always so much fun for me. I remember listening to 
the sounds of the kernels popping and staring with wide
eyed wonderment at the m icrowave as the Orville 
Redenbacher bag grew larger and larger. As a child, I 
couldn't understand how the kernels turned into the 
delicious treat I enjoyed so much. I just figured it was 
some sort of magic trick my microwave performed. As 
fascinating as that sounds, it simply isn't true. 

So why does popcorn pop? Like all grains, popcorn 
contains water. About thirteen and a half to fourteen 
percent of each kernel is made up of water. When a pop
corn kernel is heated above the boiling point of 2 1 2  
degrees Fahrenheit, the tnovement of the water mole
cules increases. The water turns to steam. This steam cre
ates pressure within the kernel so that the volume must 
increase. The kernel explodes and turns itself inside out, 
therefore the popping! 

Now you might be asking yourself, if the water inside 
a piece of popcorn is what makes it pop, why don't other 

grains pop as well? The answer rests in the differences 
between the outer coverings, called hulls, of popcorn and 
other grains. Unlike rice, wheat, and regular corn, pop
corn has a non-porous hull that traps steam. The hulls of 
other grains arc porous, so steam passes easily through 
them and no significant pressure is produced. These 
grains may parch, but they won't pop. 

Even popcorn, with its unique hull, doesn't always 
pop. PopconJ requires two important properties to pop 
well. First of all, the amount of moisture in the kernel 
must be close to thirteen and a half percent. I f  the 
amount of moisture is too little, then enough steam 
won't build up to pop the kernel. Too much moisture 
and the kernels will pop into dense spheres, rather than 
light, fluffy popcorn. Second, the kernels cannot be 
damaged or cracked in any way. Even a small crack will 
allow steam to escape, keeping the necessary pressure 
from building. Popcorn kernels with the right amount of 
moisture and unblemished hulls pop into the tasty snack 
many people love. 

Gases are everywhere, and we experience them each 
day. Sometimes we just don't realize it. So, the next time 
you sit down to watch a movie and you make a bag of 
popcorn, remember that there isn't a mystical magician 
inside your microwave, pulling the popcorn from a hat. 
Rather, it is simply the gas laws taking place in your very 
own microwave! 

Evaluation: Choosing popcorn as a subject is a great idea, 
and I love this practical story involving chemistry. 
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From Pauper to 

Visionary: 
The Story of 

Mary McLeod Bethune 
Noelle Hoeh 

Course: Literature 223 
Instructor: Andrew Wilson 

Assignment:
.hrtch student was as!eed to write an essay dealing 

with minority literature tlndlor history. 

It has been said that behind every great man, there is a 
great woman. This statement could not be mor� true than 
when applied to Mary McLeod Bethune. Wlule W.E.B. 
DuBois  was indisp u tably the father of the Harlem 
Renaissance, i t  was Mary Bethune)s work in education for 
blacks, her efforts in civil rights on a local and national 
level, and her work on the New Deal, that paved the way 
for this literary movement and kept it going. 

When she first came into this world in hardship and 
poverty, it was hard to imagine that this baby girl named 
Mary would indeed become a great w01nan. Born Mary 
Jane McLeod in 1 875, she was the fifteenth of seventeen 
children. But what immediately stood her out from the 
rest was that she was the first free-born child of her family. 
Her f.·uher and mother were born slaves, as were Mary's 
older siblings. Mary's family were hardworking people in 
the small town of Mayesville, South Carolina, but the 
conditions they lived in as cotton farmers showed no 
promise of a future for any of the McLeod children. 

All of that changed when a teacher by the name of 
Emma Wilson was sent to the small town where Mary 
lived by the Trinity Presbyterian Church. Begging for 
pupils, she came to the McLeod farm to see if they could 
spare a child to go to school. Mary was workmg 111 the 
fields with her family, praying to God to get her out of 
that life. When her family chose her to be the one to go to 
school, Mary thought it was a gift from heaven. 

Mary took that gift and ran with it. She was so thankful 
for her opportunity, to gain an education, that she 'did not 
mind the walk that was measured in miles to and from the 
small one-room school house every day. She became a 
model pupil and learned with a stunning voracity. I n  the 
evenings, she would come home and reach her family 
what she had learned. It was to be the start of her life-long 
career in education. 

Mary thought of education as the stairway toward the 
goal of political and social equality. I t  became her life's 
work as she tried to form a better life for her family and 
her "people." She wrote in her will: 

I leave you \�irh a d1irst for educarion. Knowledge is the 
.prime need of rhe'lwur. More and more, Ncgroe.� are takmg 

htll advantage of hard-won opporruniries J-(x learning, and 
rhe educational kvcl of the Negro population is at its highest 
poim in history . . . . (Franklin and Muss 482) 

After graduating fron1 her one-room grade school, 
Mary received a scholarship to attend Scotia College in 
North Carolina. Although she was an average student, 
Mary stood out as a responsible and hardworking girl. She 
also stood out muong her classmates as a born leader. In 
her biography of Mary Bethune, Rackham Holt writes 
"Mary was not only popular with her classmates, she was 
their acknowledged leader. I f  the girls wished to make 
some request of the faculty or protest some rules, she was 
automatically chosen to act as the intermediary" (36). 
When a student wanted a room change or there was a 
complaint in the dinner menu, Mary was the one they 
sent to the teachers. 

Mary's original dream was to be a missionary in Africa. 
Because of this deep commitment to her beliefs, she 
received a scholarship and attended the Moody Bible 
Institute in Chicago. Upon graduation, she requested to 
be sent to Africa to fulfill her chosen dream. I n  what 
would later prove to be America's good fortune, Mary was 
disappointed to learn there were no available positions in 
Africa at the time. Instead, she embarked on her career as 
an advocate and educator in the United States. 

Her first assignment as a teacher was in her home town 
.of Mayesville. There she remained for a year unul her 

transfer to Augusta, Georgia. In Augusta she worke� 
under the direction of Lucy Croft Laney, another domt� 
nant force in America who was "blazing a trail for Negro 
women teachers" (47). The school was located in a slum 
area of the city. It was here that Mary first tried in earnest 
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to tackle not only educational inadequacies but social as 
well. 

Many children did not read and were not qred for. 
This was not necessarily from neglect, but from the long 
hours both parents needed to work in order to survive. 
Mary saw the problem at once and came to � solution. In 
her spare time, she and members of her class "set forth 
upon a project of rounding up these unreached urchins 
and inviting them to Sunday school" (47). She also spent 
her time finding clothing for rhe children to wear and 
bathing the children who were running wild. This was to 
give them a sense of "personal pride" (47) and dignity. 
This issue of pride and dignity was very important to 
Mary. In her last will and testament, Mary remarked, "I 
want Negros to maintain their human dignity at all costs" 
(Franklin and Moss 482). 

Mary invited the adults to join her Sunday school to 
learn to read. She also invited industrious members of the 
community to speak to show the young men how they 
could both keep a job and get an education. According to 
Holt, under her care and direction, Mary's Sunday school 
"gradually rose to an attendance of a thousand" (48). She 
continued this mix of community service and teaching 
throughout her stay in Augusta and into her next assign
ment in Sumter, Georgia. At the end of her stay in 
Georgia, Mary received what would become her most 
important assignment of all in Daytona, Florida. It was in 
Florida where Mary would endure her first criticisms and 
emerge as a prominent social leader. 

In Florida, Mary began what would become Bethune
Cookman College. It was originally named the Daytona 
Literary and Industrial School for Training Negro Girls. 
Mary's dream of a school soon launched from a small 
house into a larger enterprise and moved to a new location 
known as "Hell's Hole." Through donations and the hard 
work of Mary and her students, the one time junk yard 
(Hell's Hole) emerged into a beautiful campus. 

Mary always had a great love of the fine arts, especially 
singing. It was in Florida where she put that love to use. 
Mary had a beautiful voice and encouraged the girls in her 
school to sing as well. She formed a school choir and took 
the girls around to the hotels in the area in an effort ro 
gain donations. It worked! Mary and her choir soon had a 
reputation in the area, and everyone loved to hear them 
perform. Mary found these performances an ideal setting 

for raising funds for her school. This time may also have 
served as the first in her many attempts to foster good rela
tions with the whites in the community. This nonwthreat
ening exposition of ralent helped to show the community 
the value to be found in the black community as the girls 
sang their way into many hearts. 

At the school the girls were given instruction in general 
housekeeping duties and what was considered at rhe time 
to be "white" customs. Because of this, she c_ame tmder 
great criticism from other Negro leaders. During this time 
politically there was division as to how the Negro popula·" 
tion should move forward. Some agreed with leaders such 
as Booker T. Washington while o thers tho ught 
Washington was too soft and quick to please the white 
community. These critics also criticized Mary Bethune for 
teaching the girls what could be considered Washington's 
values. In one instance, a local preacher stated that he 
would rather see his "daughter go to hell and be taught by 
Saran himself th:>n by Mary McLeod Bethune" (75). 

Washington believed that the people needed to pull 
themselves up and our of their situation thrqllgh hard 
work. In his historical Atlanta Exposition address, 
Washington urged rhe American Negro to seck out posi
tions "in agriculture, mechanics, in commerce, in domes
tic service, and in the professions" rather than "a seat in 
Congress or the state legislature" (W.,shington 514) .  Mary 
also had similar views in education. 

She took what she considered to be the practical 
approach and taught her girls that there was no such thing 
as menial labor. Like Washington, she believed "most col
ored people were still wretchedly poor, and had to earn 
their education in the only fields open to them, and even 
for these they must be trained" (Holt 75). Bur unlike 
Washington, she also considered this lot as temporary, and 
she stressed the importance of "culture as a concomicant to 
a better way of living" (75). Therefore, how they conduct
ed themselves and how they kept their surroundings were 
very important. The girls were also educated in the clas
sics, and a few were taken with the choir on occasion to 
recite from such poets as Kipling and Dunbar as a way ro 
show the community that they could learn as easily as 
whites. 

Booker T. Washington also supported the idea of segre
gation when it came to the two races living side by side. 
He stated that the black community should combine "our 
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industrial, commercial, civil life with yours [whites'] .in a 
way that shall n1ake the interests of both races one. In all 
things purely social we can be as separate as the fingers, .yet 
one as the hand in all things essential to mutual progress" 
(Washington 5 I 5) .  Here is where an essential difference 
between Washington and Bethune is displayed most 
prominently. 

Civil rights had nor entered the Southern political arena 
as an issue yet, but this did not stop Mary from asserting 
her own beliefs. There was no segregation allowed at her 
school, in spite of its common practice and the Jaws gov
erning it. As an example, if white visitors came to hear the 
school choir, they would find no separate seating arrange
ments. If they were to ask Mary, she would reply "'There 
are no special sears. Come in, friends, and make yourself 
comfortable anywhere at all'"(85). She would also not tol
erate being addressed as anything other than "Mrs.," a tide 
that was nor given to Negro women at the time. As with 
everything else in life, she handled the prejudice she came 
against with the grace and manners of a true lady. 

She never gave sharp criticism. Instead, she spoke and 
acted with firm but gentle direction. In a true testament to 
her poise and character, Mary Bethune was never held 
accountable for her flagrant disregard for Florida's strict 
segregation laws. Holt notes that because of Mary's atti
tude toward race, her school �'had become a center for 
interracial culture, for interracial good will" (95). 

This refusal to allow segregation proved that her ideas in 
the education of girls in domestic service was practical but 
very temporary. Mary foresaw a time many years horn 
then when blacks and whites could live and work side by 
side without trouble. Although she would not live to see 
the culmination of this vision, she had the ability to start 
work in the right direction. This work in civil rights would 
also leak inro many orher fields than education. 

One of the many factors that allowed for the emergence 
of Negro writers in the Harlem Renaissance was the white, 
public acceptance of them and what they could add to 
American culture on the national level. Mary's early efforts 
in the education of her "girls" and her attitudes toward 
education and race were the first bricks in the path toward 
that acceptance. Although she was still in Florida, these 
ideals would slowly begin to spread around the country, 
even up to New York as she and other Negro women con
tinued their work in educational and social issues. I am 
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not saying that without Bethune there would not have 
been a Harlem Renaissance. What I am saying was that it 
took the efforts of many people, including Mary Bethune, 
to create awareness of blacks .having a cultural identity for 
that movement to happen. However, i t  was when Mary 
Bethune found a friend and ally in the Roosevelts and 
began her work in the New Deal that her efforts became 
rruly monumental for African-American culture. 

In the 1 930s, Ametica was in the midst of the Great 
Depression. Millions of men found themselves without 
jobs or money. The African�American community was hit 
especially hard. In 1 933 Franklin Roosevelt took office as 
president ofThe United States of America. As an effort to 
end the Depression, he introduced a system of relief mea
sures called the New Deal. While many African-American 
leaders became critical of the New Deal and its policies, 
many blacks did receive help from one of the programs. 
Working behind the scenes for the black people was Mary 
Bethune. 

For several years, Mary had been an advisor to several 
d iffer�nt presidents. Her greatest concern was the 
improvement of life for all blacks in this country. When 
Roosevelt carne into office, she felt this was the way to rhe 
realization of that goal. She remarked: 

With a PresiJenr planning and working fix the welfare of all 
people and the entire Nationn- witl1 nn f(Jrgorren men and 
no fOrgotten rac<�s1 - rhc opporcunity had arrived for the 
definition of an all-embracing plan ro promote rhc integra
tion of the Negro into the national life and program under 
the guidance of the Federal Government. (qrd. in Ho!r 1 96) 

Mary Bethune becarne involved in many aspects of the 
Roosevelt administration, but her relationship with 
Eleanor Roosevelt gave real power to her and members of 
the Black Cabinet in a way no other civil rights group had 
before. The "Black Cabinet" was a revolving group of 
influential African-American leaders who advised 
President Roosevelt on policies that affected Afro
Americans. Up until rhis point, Mrs. Roosevelt wasn't 
aware of the extent of the problems of blacks in America. 
Her relationship with Mary Bethune soon changed that. 
Harvard Sitkoff recognizes rhe importance of this relation� 
ship. He writes: "Her [Eleanor Roosevelt's] relationship 
with Walter White of the NAACP and Mary McLeod 

'Rnn�cvdt gave a speech in which he st:unl"Thcre �h:l!l he no foq.;ouen men :tnd no 
l(ngottcn r:K('s." 
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Bethune, President of the National Council of Negro 
Women, began to resemble a crash course on the struggle 
of blacks against oppression" (60) . 

Mary first met Mrs. Roosevelt at a luncheon in New 
York that she hosted for leaders of the National Council of 
Women of the U .S .A. , of  which Mary was the only 
African-American member. Being the o nly colo red 
woman there in a room that included several white 
Southern women, Mary was, at first, a bit apprehensive. It 
was Sara Roosevelt, Eleanor Roosevelt's mother-in-law, 
who saved the day. With stunning grace, she took Mrs. 
Bethune's arm and led her straight to the seat next to 
Eleanor, giving Mary the seat of honor. It was to become 
the start of a friendship where "their deep and fundamen
tal common purposes and generous hearts made for an 
enduring bond which was terminated only by the death of 
Mrs. Bethune" (Holt 1 78) . 

This relationship gave Mary a chance to bring her views 
on the black community directly to the White House. As 
their relationship progressed, the two women also came to 
rely upon each other in their work on civil rights. Holt 
wri tes that because their  ideals were "so nearly as 
one . . .  they were mutually helpful" (2 1 8) .  Quite often, 
Eleanor would ask Mary for background or information 
on matters pertaining to the African-American communi
ty, and Mary would seek out Eleanor whenever she needed 
prestige or authority on projects. 

After Eleanor Roosevelt got her education from Mrs. 
Bethune, she became an advocate for the American Negro 
cause and "helped devise strategies that might gain Afro
Americans better opportunities in the New Deal" (Sitkoff 
60) . Eleanor Roosevelt opened up the White House to the 
Black Cabinet fou nded by Mary Bethune and other 
African-American leaders who felt they had not been 
heard before. Having had Mary Bethune help to open 
such large political doors for them, African-Americans 
were able to become an influential part of the political 
process and make great strides in seeking improvements 
for their lives. Some of these improvements were not only 
socioeconomic but cultural as well. 

One of the improvements that related to the Harlem 
Renaissance was publicity. For the first time since the days 
of slavery, real attention was paid to African-Americans. 
The Black Cabinet was given "air space" on the radio and, 
too, "print space" in the nation's top newspapers; this 

exposure opened the doors and eyes of America to the true 
state of affairs in the black community. One pair of eyes 
opened especially wide: Eleanor Roosevelt's. A crusader for 
the cause until the end, Mrs. Roosevelt started serious 
work on programs to benefit those "forgotten races." Not 
only did these programs have a financial boost for the 
young artists of the Renaissance, they had an emotional 
one as well; such high-level attention allowed for the 
movement to continue to develop with the support of 
mainstream white America. 

Often, the radicals and revolutionaries seem to get the 
most historical press. We must remember that there are 
many people who work within the system and who do not 
get the press-but they also achieve results. Mary Bethune 
was one of those people. A great leader in civil rights and 
education, Mary also unwittingly became the "mother" of 
the Harlem Renaissance as her work crossed many bound
aries in black and white America. 
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Evaluation: This is a highly informative and thorough 
paper that teaches its audience much about Bethune. 
Teachers are always grateful when students as dutiful and 
bright as Noelle pass through their courses. 
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james Inman 
Course: Literature 1 1 o5 

Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
As part of the final exam in this fiction class, students 

could choose to write a short story, using one of the 
first-person narrative strategies studied in class. 

I didn't realize a body could hurt that much. Three and a 
half hours I had been racing through the Alps. The tem
perature at the start of the race was 9 1  degrees, and that 
was at eight o'clock! 

It was 1 949. The professional bicycle racing circuit in 
Europe was just starting to come back together after the 
interruption of WWII. I rode during the season for the 
team of Eduardo Bianchi ,  a crotchety old man who 
owned the best bicycle manufacturing company in all of 
Italy. He had signed me to a contract before the war, 
when I was just eighteen years old, a skinny delivery boy 
out of Novi Ligure. The ten thousand lire a month went 
a long way towards takin g  care o f  my mother and 
younger brother Serse, since my father had disappeared 
while fighting for the partisans during the war. 

I was at the peak of my career in 1 949. I had become 
the first rider to ever win the Giro d' ltalia (Tour of ltaly) 
and the Tour de France in the same year. These victories 
earned me a spot on the Italian National Team that 
would race for the World Championships in France. 
Even though I was the strongest rider on the circuit, I 
was not the captain ofTeam Italia. My greatest rival and 
easily the greatest rider of all time, Gino Bartali, was to 
be our leader. Gino had been the capo of the Bianchi 
squad when I first joined, but had soon left to start his 
own team. Our rivalry quickly began. 

Like all young riders of the day, I had tremendous 
respect for Barral i ,  Alfredo B inda, P ietro Savarino,  
Giovanni Spiteri and the rest of the legends of Italian 
cycling that I had grown up with. I was fortunate to have 
my talent recognized and to be trained by one of the 
greatest coaches in the country. It had taken years of 
hard work, but I knew I belonged. I had the trophies, 
titles and scars to prove it. 

The World Championship Road Race began that 
morning in the town of Carpentras in Southeastern 
France, right near the Italian border. The sentimental 
favorite was the French National Champion, Jean Robie. 
He was a very strong rider, especially in the mountains. 
During the Tour de France, he had beaten me on two of 
the toughest stages in the Alps. I still took the Yellow 
Jersey, the prize for the overall winner, but I knew that 
on any given day, it was an even bet between Robie and 
me as to who was the better climber. 

It was unusually hot for September in the mountains. 
All the riders would be required to carry their OW!) water 
and food for the 1 49 kilometer (93 mile) race that would 
finish just on the other side of Le Mont Ventoux. The 
race would go out at a fairly fast pace for the first 1 1 0 
kilometers; then the real racing would take place on the 
long, hot climb to LeoMont Ventoux and on the hair
raising descent to the finish. 

The heat really started to get to me about half way 
through the race. Since a childhood bout with malaria, I 
have always been sensitive to extreme temperatures. At 
the base of Ventoux, I was 40 seconds behind Bartali and 
Robie, who had broken away from the main pack right 
from the start of the race. I thought for sure that by stay
ing in the peloton (main group) and letting other riders 
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break the wind for me, I would be able to conserve my 
strength for the big climb. The peloton was moving well, 
bnt we weren't catching the two escapees fast enough for 
my taste. I took off to bridge the gap before we got too 
far into the climb. It took a lot of work. I was at the limit 
of my endurance as I caught up to Banali, who was right 
on the Frenchman's wheel. By riding in their slipstream, 
I was able to recover a l ittle before the road turned 
upward toward the rocky sutnmit ofVentoux. I had one 
full water bottle left and I figured that would be just 
enough to get me through to the finish. As I reached for 
rhe bottle to rake a drink, I hit a small bump in the road 
and fumbled the borde. In those days, water bottles were 
made of glass. The crash of the breaking bottle startled 
my two rivals as much as it broke my heart. With no 
more water, I was sure to suffer cramps or worse from 
dehydration. I had to keep pushing; I had not made it 
this far in my life by quitting at the first sign of adversity. 

We climbed. There was a slight tailwind, which helped 
push us along, but  i t  made the air  seem still as we 
strained along up the 1 0-degree slope. Robie was looking 
to be the stronger of the two as we reached the midway 
point in the climb. Sure enough, he jumped and took off 
on a breakaway to try and shake us. I thought he had 
caught Gino not paying attention, but when I got up 
along side of him, I could see that Bar tali was suffering. 

"Come on Gino, we'll catch him; he can't keep up this 
pace!" I shouted. 

"''m all done in Fausto, you get him; that goat might 
be able to climb, but there is no way he can outrun you 
on the descent. Here, rake this," he said as he handed me 
his last full water bottle. 

I surged on upward in pursui t  of Robie. Once, I 
looked over my shoulder to see Bartali at least 300 
meters back and fading. As he saw me, he raised his fist 
and shouted, "Forza Iralia" and then dropped his head to 
his handlebars and continued on up. 

I didn't want to take a chance of choking while trying 
to get a drink at this time. I was breathing like a steam 
engine, and if I got any water down the wrong pipe, the 
resulting coughing fit  would cost me valuable time. I 
knew of a plateau about a thousand meters shy of the 
mountain summit where I could settle down fOr a sec
ond, catch my wind and take a long needed chinle I 

could see that I was closing on the Frenchman. If! could 
get on his wheel by the top, he wouldn't stand a chance 
as I would bolt past and race down the twisting pave
ment to the fmish. The poor bastard had crashed on a 
treacherous downhill section in a small race in his home
town three months before, breaking his collarbone and 
rendering him overly cautious. 

We reached the plateau and I took a desperate gulp 
from the water bottle. I swallowed it all before I caught 
the bitter, foul taste. It was like . . .  almonds. 

I doubt I took two more pedal strokes b¢fore I felt the 
constriction in my chest. It felt as· if someone had fas
tened a belt around my lungs and was tightening it. We 
were approaching the summit as my vision started to go. 
I thought I was blacking out from dehydration. I don't 
remember anything else. 

The inquest was inconclusive. The doctors said that 
they could find no trace of anything unusual in my 
bloodstream. The bottle had disappeared in the crash. 

I was technically a quadriplegic. I kept to myself; I 
never told the press my suspicisions. My grandson, 
Mario, takes care of me now. Even he doesn't know that I 
can lift my left arm up past the shoulder. I do my own 
"physical therapy" in private. I know that one day soon, 
Gino Bartali will come to visit. He always was a devout 
Catholic. He'll want to clear his soul before he goes to 
meet his god. My arm gets stronger by the day. I have a 
sharpened bicycle spoke hidden i n  the armrest of my 
wheelchair. 

Evaluation: 7/Jis is an enjoyable read that foatures an 
engaging narrative 11oice, good pacing, economy oflangur�ge, 
and a surprise ending that is entirely plausible. 
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Women under 
the Microscope: 

Louise Mallard in "The Story of an Hour" 
and Elisa Allen in "The Chrysanthemums" 

Girija Kalra 
Course: English I 02 

Instructor: Barbara Hickey 

Assignment: 
Write tl research paper comparing two short stories. 

''Liberty is better husband than love to many of us." 
-Louisa May Akott, 1868. 

It is amazing to know that more than a century ago, 
women were nor so different from what they are today, 
struggling against stereotypical positions in society. 
Then, however, women did not even have the opportu
nity ro express their feelings. Even the writers, not only 
female writers but also male writers, were perceptive of 
this problem-which they expressed through their liter
ary works. Two such examples are Kate Chopin's "The 
S tory o f  an Hou r "  and John Steinbeck's "The 
Chrysanthemums." There is  a great similarity between 
the two stories. Both the main characters-Louise 
Mallard in "The Story of an Hour" and Elisa Allen in 
"The Chrysanthemums"-suffer from lack of freedom in 
their marriages, from not being equal with their hus
bands, from being manipulated and dependent on men. 
Louise has apparently given her entire life to assuring her 
husband's happiness while forfeiting her own. This truth 
is also apparent in Elisa's character. She has also given hef 
life to her husband, Henry, who has little concern for her 
feelings or beliefs. Both these characters live very lonely 
lives, and both have a desire to find out who they really 
are and also what they are capable o f  becoming. 

Although both the stories develop a similar theme of 
female self-assertion, through which the authors have 
expressed the idea of repression of women in a male
dominant society, it is "The Chrysanthemums" that 
works more effectively toward the theme. 

Both the authors have established the setting of the sto
ries as a moral ground for the theme. "The Story of an 

Hour" rakes place in the late 1 800s, a rime when women 
were not even granted the right to vote. Marriage was 
considered a sacred institution, "an institution that traps 
women" (1orh I 0). Also, the social situation at the time 
was such that marriage was nor about a 1nutual love 
between two people: "Louise had loved [Heruy]-some
rimes. Often she had nor" (Chopin 445). At that rime, ir 
was unheard of for women to assert their beliefs or to act 
upon their ideas. As a result, Louise was forced to take .the 
role of an obediem wife in order to abide by the norms of 
the society. Even when she finds happiness from her hus
band's dearh, she tries "to beat it back with her will" 
(445). She knows that she will be sorrowful, but she real
izes how unhappy she was with her husband: "the face 
tha.t had never looked save upon her" (445). Being a 
woman in a society run by men, she takes a while to 
bring out her subliminal feelings of freedom. Bur when 
she realizes that her husband is dead, "she begins to awak
en to a new life" (Skaggs 130) that is first suggested to her 
by the view fi·om her bedroom window "of tops of the 
trees . . .  with new spring life. There were patches of blue 
sky . . .  " (Chopin 445) . For Louise it is a sign of hope 
emerging from a blue sky. It is easy to reach the same 
conclusion as Jennifer Hicks does that the author has 
made "the bedroom active as compared to other rooms" 
(263), to bring out the theme of the story. 

Similarly, but more effectively, the setting of "The 
Chrysanthemums" works toward establishing the theme. 
The story takes place in the 1 9:'30s: many women's move
ments had started, bur most women were still repressed. 
The story opens with the descriprion of Salinas Valley. As 
the story advances, it is the external landscape that unfolds 
and brings out the meaning to the story. The Salinas Valley 
has been shown closed off by the winter fog like a "closed 
pot" (Steinbeck 220). Similarly, Elisa's body is closed off by 
her bulky male costumes and by her fenced garden, even 
though Stanley Renner believes that the fence is "Elisa's 
own rather than imposed on her by her husband, men, or 
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society'' (309). John H . Timmerman's view, that the fenced 
garden portrays Elisa as an individual who is repressed by 
the society and men around her (175-77), is more cred
itable. Elisa working inside her fenced garden portrays her 
isolation from the outer world. She is a repressed woman in 
a male-dominant society. She is left in the home while her 
husband is out in the fields doing what is supposedly the 
important work. Her presence is necessary only to affirm 
Henry's success, not share it as she, working in her garden, 
"looks down across the yard, Hemy talking to two men in 
business suits" (220). When Henry brings home the good 
news of the business deal, Elisa is expected to join him in 
the celebration. As Henry says, "I thought . . .  we might go 
into Salinas for dinner . . .  to celebrate" (221).  Even though 
she is aware of her surroundings-as she suggests to the 
tinker that "[he'll] save time if [he goes] back to Salinas 
road and [picks] up the highway" (223)-she is still isolat
ed from the society, as she is unaware of the woman who 
lives "down the road," for whom the tinker is getting the 
flowers. Steinbeck thus uses the exterior landscape to pre
senr the emotions of his character, for it is the wilting flow
ers lying on the roadside that make Elisa realize ·her 
insignificant existence and repression in a man's world. 
Thus, setting plays a more significant role in "The 
Chrysanthemums" than in Chopin's "The Story of an 
Hour." 

The settings of the stories become apparent through the 
premeditated use of points of view by the authors. Each of 
the stories has a different point of view working toward the 
common theme. Chopin deliberately chose a limited 
omniscient point of view that allows for the expression of 
her theme. The description and the insight given to the 
character of Louise help the readers to understand her and 
her situation. As she finds happiness out of her husband's 
death, the narration shows her struggling with guiJt.-."she 
was striving it back with her will" (445)-and overcoming 
it: " . . .  she opened and spread her arms out . . .  in welcome" 
(445). Chopin's use of this point of view, as Hicks notices, 
removes the readers from the need to share in a widow's 
grief and allows them to remain onlookers as eager as 
Louise to know "what was approaching to possess her" 
(263-65). It is possible through this point of view to know 
the depth of her pain and to understand the reason for her 
happiness after her husband's supposed death. As the story 

proceeds, this narration exposes Louise Mallard's emotions 
through setting, as. her interpretation of the scenery around 
her begins to change- "storm of grief' changes to "new 
spring life" (445). All these visual things around her were 
viewed, due to linlited-omniscient point of view, in a com
pletely different light-more positively. Also because of this 
narration, Louise is viewed kss harshly than if the Scenario 
were revealed from any other point of view. This narration 
also signifies that Louise's death is really an ultimate free
dom from her unhappy marriage-a marriage that has not 
allowed her to "live for herself" (445). She does not die 
from a heart disease, "a joy that kill{ (446), as the doctors 
and the other characters of the story-unaware of her true 
sentiments-think, but she dies from the shock that shat
ters her dreams. Thus, without having access to Louise's 
mind, it is impossible to get to the theme of the story. 

Even though Steinbeck uses an objective point of view, 
it works very effectively to bring out the theme of the 
story. The narrator does not go into the minds of the 
characters but describes the events from outside. The 
author does not  "waste words . . .  with explanation" 
(Beach, American 3 14), which makes it easier to under
stand the meaning of the story through the facts and 
actions and not from limited thoughts. It is through 
Elisa's actions that one is able to understand that the 
chrysanthemums were a part of her life. Her actions also 
give a picture of a strong and an energetic woman: 
" . . .  her work with scissors was over-eag�r and over-pow
erful" (220-21 ) .  The conflict between Elisa and the men 
in the story-her husband and the tinker-has not been 
explained but portrayed through the richness of refer
ences and dialogues (Beach "Characters" 32). The con
versation between the characters helps one to understand 
the feelings they have for each other. Elisa and Henry are 
incredibly different, which is apparent from the frrst con
versation between them. Henry is depicted as one who 
values the pragmatic more than the artistic, which is 
clear from his suggestion to Elisa that her gift could be 
put to better usc in his orchard. They also do not have 
an emotional attachment with each o ther, which 
becomes evident at the end of the story. Elisa cries secret
ly to see the discarded flowers on the roadside) "her face 
turned away from him," making sure that Henry does 
not see her "crying weakly-like an old woman" (227). 
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Even though the tinker is totally opposite to Elisa in 
physical appearance, he meets her inner needs, which 
even her husband cannot comprehend. As the tinker 
acknowledges that her flowers "look like a quick puff of 
colored smoke" (223), she reveals more of herself
"physically and psychologically" (Timmerman 1 74). She 
removes her hat and shakes her long hair, bfinging out 
her repressed desires. The mere act of Elisa's kneeling 
before the tinker indicates the sexual frustration that she 
bears inside hersel£ resulting from the repression. Also, 
the act of the tinker discarding the flowers in the end 
brings an unfortunate realization to Elisa and thus por
trays the theme of repression of women by society. Even 
though the narrator remains at a distance from the char
acters, the theme of the story is conveyed very effectively. 

The point of view of both the stories makes i t  easier to 
understand the characters and their behaviors. Even 
though both characters are working within the same con
straints, it is Elisa's situation that more completely expresses 
the theme of female repression. Louise Mallard is a product 
of her environment. Her life has been shaped and molded 
ro conf<mn ro her husband's wishes in order ro abide by the 
norms of the society. In the beginning of the story she is 
characterized by her married name, a wife who suffers from 
"heart trouble" (444). She is described as "young, with a 
fair calm face, whose lines bespoke repression" (445), 
which depicts her as "being old for her age" (Wilson 265). 
It is not until her husband's supposed death that she 
becomes "Louise," a woman aware of her desires, experi
encing a spiritual freeing of the woman that was behind the 
man. Although Mrs. Mallard represents the women of her 
time, she is different: "she did not hear the story as many 
women have heard" (444). She cries at once "with sudden, 
wild abandonment" (444). As the "storm of grief" is over, 
she undergoes a sudden realization of complete happiness 
and total freedom. As she tries hard to repress these fresh, 
new feelings, she speaks the words "free, free, free" (445). 
These words help the readers to understand the repression 
she has been forced to withstand for many years. She did 
not love her husband very mucl1i for her, love is an 
"unsolved mystery" that is nothing compared to the future 
of her self-discovery and freedom- "the strongest impulse 
ofher being" (445). She recognizes that she has been liber
ated through her husband's misfortune-- "there will be no 

powerful will bending hers" (445)-and recalls, "it was 
only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life 
might be long" (446). She does not seem to have the 
strength or will to leave hiri1 on her own. This is why, at 
the end of the story, she suddenly has a heart attack to see 
her husband alive. 

Like Louise, Elisa has also been forced to conform to her 
role in society, the role of a caring housewife. Elisa is pr�� 
sented as a strong woman of thirty-five who possesses a 
masculine strength. Talking about the characterization in 
the story, Mordecai Marcus suggests rhat Elisa is an extra
ordinary portrait of a woman whose strength seems both 
masculine and feminine" (58). This is indicated through 
her physical appearance: "her figure looked blocked and 
heavy . . .  her face mature and handsome" (220). Although 
she is portrayed as a strong woman, she is limited to the 
confines of her garden. She bears inside her a desire to 
escape from the limited domesticity of her ranch life to a 
world of wider experience. Such feelings have been devel
oped inside her due to the "routines of a pragmatic hus
band who fails to understand her" (Timmerman 1 76). 
Right from the beginning, she is shown struggling against 
the practicality of her husband. When Hemy compliments 
Elisa on her chrysanthemums, he praises their size rather 
than their beauty and suggests to Elisa that "her gift could 
be put to better use in his orchard)} (221). She is a woman 
bored by her husband, bored by the isolated life on the 
farm and among other things wants to be admired as a 
woman (McMahan 453-54). She struggles through the 
same feelings toward the end of the story when she devotes 
her entire attention to heightening her femininity. Henry, 
being unable to understand his wife's emotions, compli
ments her as "strong enough to break a calf over [her] 
knee" (226). She also has an artistic ability to work with 
her flowers. She is more emofionally attached to her garden 
than she is to her husband. She compensates for her unful� 
filled longings and disappointments in her life through her 
garden. 

Elisa undergoes a series of transformations in the story. 
As the story progresses, it teveals her to greater depths. At 
first she docs not show any interest in the tinker. Her 
"eyes hardened with resistance" (223) when he asks for 
some work. However, as he shows his in terest in her 
chrysanthemums, her "irritation and resistance melted 
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from her face" (223). As he  asks to rake her flowers for a 
lady, she becomes very active and energetic: "her eyes 
shone. . .  she ran excitedly" (224). So f:u·, she is portrayed 
more with a masculine rouch. Nevertheless, as the tinker 
speaks and praises her flowers, "her actions become more 
feminine" (Sweet 2 1 1 ) .  Her encounter with the tinker 
makes it dear that she is a sexually frustrated woman. The 
tinker brings in her the self-satisfaction and confidence of 
being a woman, and she begins ro awaken ro a new life 
(Thomas 50-51) .  Unconsciously, she removes the mascu
line work gloves, straightens her hair-do, and begins to get 
sexually attracted to him as her '(breasts swelled passion
ately . . .  her voice grew husky . . .  her hands went out  
towards his legs" (224-25) . .  Her repression becomes more 
prominent when rhe tinker leaves as she whispers '"that's a 
bright direction. There's a glowing there"' (226). The tin
ker meets her inner needs, which not even her husband 
could comprehend. Her final revelation comes· when she 
finds that the tinker has discarded her flowers and has kept 
the pot. A feeling of revenge arises in her, and so the idea 
of attending the prize-fights, which she never liked before, 
appeals to her. At this point, she realizes her isolation and 
her insignificance in the world. The mere chance she gets 
to make a diffCrence brings an unfortunate realization of 
her insignificance in a repressive society. Therefore, she 
cries in the end "like an old woman" (227)-an old 
woman for whom the idea of romance seems a thing of a 
past. Elisa, who is torn in one direction by the pragmatic 
husband and from the other by the manipulative tinker, is 
definitely much more potent than Louise in bringing our 
the theme of female entrapment. 

Both these stories recognize the disparity between the 
true needs and desires of women and those of society 
forced upon them . . Both the women are trapped between 
society's definition of masculine and feminine and are 
struggl ing against the l imitat ions of the feminine.  
However, the struggle is  more apparent in the life of Elisa 
Allen than in that of Louise Mallard. Unlike Louise, f{JI· 
whorn the revelation brings happiness, Elis<ls final ediflcaH 
tion brings sorrow. Whereas Louise gets an ultimate free
dotn from her unhappy marriage and a repressive society 
through death, Elisa lives to £1.ee the isolation and remains 
a pitiable victim wirhin the narrow possibilities open to 
women in a man's world. Writing about Chopin's wrhe 

Story of an Hour," Emily Toth suggests that a story in 
which an unhappy wife is suddenly widowed, becomes 
rich, and lives happily ever after would have been ''much 
roo radical and t'l· too threatening in the 1 890s" ( 1 0) .  I t  is 
easier for one to think thm with the passage of dmc rhc 
woman

,
s position might have Improved, bur Steinbeck's 

"The Chrysanthemums," published in 1 938, shows that 
even after fony years, the women's situation had nor 
changed much. The intense imagery and meaningful 
expression of the stories reHect the society's effect on 
women and raise a provocative question---which roles arc 
acceptable for women ro assume in society? 
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Evaluation: Girijas analytical research paper comparing and 
contrasting Lordse Mallard and Elisa Allen is by 110 means a 
dry, laboratory exercise. bzstead, she experiments with sophis
ticated sentence construction and evocative diction, and she 
proves what women are capable of becoming-writers extra· 
ordinaire. 
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Insurmountable 

Lisa Kleya 
Course: English I 0 I 

Instructor: Joe Sternberg 

Assignment: 
Recreate an experience which taught you 

something important. 

I am the single mother of a son with multiple handicaps, 
and I have been raising him all on my own. This lifestyle 
I have most willingly chosen has afforded me the right to 
teach you the meaning of inner strength. 

For the past fourteen years I have devoted my days to 
providing my son, Mitch, with his daily necessities of 
l ife. I spoon-feed his roughly pureed meals into his 
mouth, which is gaped open most of the time due ro his 
limited muscle strength, while I hope that each bite will 
gently pass through his  throat without causing an 
episode of choking. Every spoonful is an adventure into 
the unknown because Mitch is the only one who decides 
whether the food will be chewed to smaller pieces or 
swallowed whole. 

As I carry him to rhe barhroom for his bath, his body 
weight feels more than twice his  actual seventy-five 
pounds because of his cerebral palsy. With every step I 
take, my precious load becomes heavier to carry, and the 
whole process becomes a balancing act as I try to stabi
lize my footing toward the directions of his involuntary 
body movements. 

Each time I change his diaper throughout the day, l 
fasten and refasten the tapes, making sure they are not 
too tight across his abdomen, so as not to cause consuic
tion with every breath he takes. I realign the elastic leg 
openings to confirm that they are not pinching the ren
der flesh of his inner thighs. 

Grabbing his  fla i l ing arms, I gingerly ease them 
through the openings of his shirtsleeves, being careful 
not to bend his wrists beyond their tension marker. I 
slide each foot through a leg opening of his pants and 
grasp both ankles and place them over my left shoulder. 
This position enables me to pull his pants up his atro
phied legs and over the bulky diaper to his petite waist. 

Because Mitch is non-ambulatory, I carry him one of 
two ways. Either his legs are wrapped around my waist 
with my arms supporting his back and head, or l place 
him in front of me but facing away from me, with my 
arms underneath his armpits, my hands securely clasped 
together across his chest, and my knees bent to allow his 
bottom to rest on the tops of my thighs. I stagger to the 
vehicle to lift him up into the seat, always aware of the 
possibility of bumping his head somewhere along the 
vehicle's doorway. (Nine times out  of ten this does 
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occur.) On the days that necessitate the use of his more 
adapted wheelchair, I physically l ift the eighty-five 
pound contraption into the bed of my pickup truck 
without the aid of ramps-here's where the tops of my 
thighs come in handy again. I have to take every precau
tion maneuvering the wheelchair so that the oxygen tank 
will not be accidentally bumped. 

Mitch travels with an oxygen tank in the event of a 
prolonged seizure. At times, a seizure may last for over an 
hour, and he may stop breathing. The medication used 
to alleviate the seizure causes cessation of breathing, and 
administering the oxygen aids in resuming his breathing. 
After providing the medical attention he requires for a 
seizure, I lay down behind him and "spoon" his spastic 
body, lightly stroking the length of his body and speak
ing to him in my calmest of voices, hoping that I will 
catch him in a moment of consciousness an'd soothe him 
with the mother's touch and voice I think he knows. He 
cannot assure me that he senses these efforts, because he 
cannot communicate to me-the severity of his mental 
retardation prevents him from expressing this. 

Mitch is also non-verbal, which enters me into an 
arena full o f  questions that may never be solved. 
Responding to his cries, I exhaust all possibilities to find 
an answer to his plea for my help. There are times I 
never find out what is causing his apparent discomfort. 
Gazing into his translucent eyes many times throughout 
the day, I repeatedly ask, "What arc you thinking 
Mitch . . .  at this very moment, what is travelling through 
your sweet little head?" Although he is non-verbal, he 
has his own way of communicating-through his self
abuse. He acts out his frustration by hitting the sides of 
his head with both of his hands. He wears protective 
mitts on his hands to prevent bruising on both his head 
and hands. 

I have not slept a night through in fourteen years. 
Because Mitch is not fully cognitively aware of his envi
ronment, he has no knowledge of the difference between 
day and night. The repetitive thumping he creates with 
his hands in the protective mitts as they meet both sides 
of his head interrupts my sleep nightly. I clamber out of 
bed, knowing it won't be the only time during the night 
I do this, and shuffle my feet to his room to reposition 
him into his comfort zone. Flopping back into my bed, I 

drift off to semi-sleep to the sound of repetitive thump
ing that is only heard in my head. 

Perhaps Mitch was given to me because I was thought 
to be the right person for the job, or maybe so I could 
educate you by writing about my experience. So often, 
the special people in our lives tell me they could never do 
what I do. There are days that I find it very overwhelm
ing, wondering why everyday tasks sometimes have to 
feel like a challenge and take longer to get done. Just 
recently, I have realized that this is okay to admit, and 
doing so does not tnean that I'm a bad mother, bur 
human. I am grateful for what I have learned from him. 
My son has taught me to persevere, to endure, to fight 
with bravery and courage, and to smile at strangers when 
they stare. 

There is an old adage that states, "You Can't Miss 
Something You've Never Had." This motto is ce'nainly 
not hanging on a wall in my home. I have come to terms 
with realizing that my son will never participate in T-Ball 
or ride his bicycle to the end of the street or rake first 
place in the spelling bee, but I miss those things for him. 

I also miss something I will never have-hearing my 
son say, ''l Love You, Mom." 

Evaluation: Sometimes personal and deeply felt topics 
are difficult to write about free of sentimentality, 
but Mr. Kleya-with undcrsttltement; humility, 

and power--writes movingly about her son. 
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Will hun Rainey Harper: A Man of Vision 

Diane P. Kostick 
Course: Journalism 130 

Instructor: Becky Benton 

Assignment; 
Write a foature story about some aspect of Harper College. 

Harper College is the embodiment of the spirit of a man 
who enriched all facets of education: teaching, learning, 
research, and publication. Harper Community College 
was named to honor William Rainey Harper because he 
fothered the community college concept, opened learning 
to a variety of students, and revolutionized the role of 
colleges. 

In a questionnaire to students and staff at Harper 
College, respondents were asked what they knew about 
William Rainey Harper; for many, the man for whom 
the college was named is an enigma. Respondent Mark 
Morgan said, "I don't know much about this man, I'm 
sorry to say. " This, sadly, was a frequent response; i t  
seems great men quickly fade into anonymity. 

William Rainey Harper's ancestors came to America 
from Belfast, Northern Ireland. They were Presbyterians 
who were part of the migration of souls from Scotland, · 

seeking religious refuge in Ireland. Robert and Janet 
Harper arrived in the New World around 1795 and set
tled among the Scotch-Irish people who lived north of 
the village of New Concord, Ohio. 

Their son, Samuel, Harper's father, began a dairyfarm 
which he maintained throughout his life. He lost.his 
heart to Ellen Elizabeth of nearby Cambridge and they 
married. The couple had five children: four sons and one 
daughter. William, their eldest son, was. bornaonJuly 26, 
1 856. A precocious child, he could read by three. His 
parents taught him at home, and when Harper entered 
school, he \','aS well ahead of his classmates academically. 
His parents said that William was often so absorbed in 
his studies that "nothing could draw him away." 

Harper was a siddy child, having suffered an attack of 
scarlet fever so severe that doctors gave him up for dead, 
not once, but twice. H�wever, Harper grew into a sturdy 
adolescent and developed two passions: music and 
books. When he was only ten, he was admitted to the 
freshman class of Muskingum College and graduatec;\ in 
1870, at  fourteen. His professors agreed, "he was unusu
ally quick in his ment�l processes." 

After college, Harper took postgraduate courses at 
Yale. "Languages were particularly easy for him," said 
one of his peers. He received his .PhD a month before his 
nineteenth birthday. 

On November 1 8, 1 875, he married Ella Paul, daugh
ter of the president of Muskingum College. They moved 
ro Macon, Tennessee, a small community near Memphis. 
Harper began his teaching career, staying one year before 
moving on to De11ison University in Granville, Ohio. 
Boundless energy and a capacity for hard work character
ized this year. His reputation as a gifted teacher flour
ished, as did his students. One former student wrote in 
his journal, "Under Harper, brilliant boys shot forward 
phenomenally; dull ones made good progress." 

At twenty-two he was invited to Chicago by President 
G .  W. Northrup of the Baptist Union Theological 
Seminary, to teach Hebrew. His work began on January 
I ,  1 879. He and his wife occupied a suite of rooms in 
the seminary building. His salary was $ 1 ,000-less than 
he had been making at Granville, but he couldn't resist 
teaching what he longed to teach. "He had an inne.r call
ing to reach. His comments were clear, concise, and 
helpful. They were calculated to inspire and encourage 
students," said a Baptist Union seminary student. 

President Northrup said, on meeting Harper, "I found 
the young man portly and only five feet seven inches tall. 
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He was wearing thick spectacles, was youthful in looks, 
and so astonishingly mature in mind that I forgot he was 
so young." 

Harper was an exacting teacher, requ_iring students to 
do the very best they could. Yet, he demanded even more 
ofhimsel£ The I3aptist Union years saw the maturation 
of his educational ideals, He launched correspondence 
classes, summer school courses� and acquired a reputation 
for being an educational leader. He began publishing arti
cles at this time, too. He wrote study guides, established a 
printing business, and taught hundreds of students across 
the country via his correspondence courses. 

And, it was during this period that Harper caught the 
attention of Mr. John D. Rockefelb; one of America's 
richest men and the tycoon behind Standard Oi l .  
Rockefeller was a patron of  the seminary and vice presi
dent of its Board ofTrustees. The two men first met dur
ing  the last week o f  April 1 88.6. Rockefeller fel t  
comfortable wirh worldly theologians, people deter
mined to find an honored place in both this life and the 
next. He was absolurely enthralled by Harper, the stu
dent of sacred literature who yearned to build an acade
mic kingdom. At their initial meeting, Rockefeller set 
about wooing Harper to teach at Yale. 

After being courted, Harper finally transferred to New 
Haven, Connecticut. On weekends he taught Bible class
es at Vassar and stayed with the college president, Dr. 
James M.  Taylor. Rockefeller often visited the laylors. 
During Sunday breakfasts, Rockefeller and Harper devel
oped a close friendship. "Harper exuded optimism and 
captivated those with whom he came in contact with his 
visionary ideas," said Taylor. Impressed with Harper, 
Rockefeller invited him to New York and cleared his cal
endar for a full day. The men talked over breakfast, 
lunch, dinner, and during a leisurely stroll in Central 
Parle. 

During this meeting Rockefeller discussed with Harper 
his plans to establish Baptist universities in key cities 
around the country. Rockefeller told him that he wanted 
Harper to go to Chicago to fill a glaring void there. 
Harper journeyed from his small Ohio birthplace to what 
Rudyard Kipling called the "splendid chaos" of Chicago, 
one of nineteenth-century America's booming cities. 
Chicago seemed rhe perfect site for a major college, since 

it had tripled in size in two decades and ranked second in 
America. The visit went so well that Rockefeller gave 
Harper a standing invitation to come talk with him at 
any time, an honor enjoyed by few people. 

On June I ,  1 890, Harper was named a trustee of the 
proposed University of Chicago with the district inten
tion of making him president of the institution. Harper 
dreamed of making the Chicago campus a vast university 
consisting of several schools for reaching as well as for 
divisions for research, development of ideas and theories, 
and publication of books and papers. Rockefeller liked 
Harper's concept, but envisioned of the Chicago sire as a 
slow growing plant; conversely, Harper hoped it would 
blossom overnight. To reach his goals, Harper raided Ivy 
League facilities for professors and on October I ,  1 892, 
the U of C unceremoniously opened its doors to a day of 
classes, a chapel service, and a faculty meeting. It wel
comed over 750 students, a feat other schools took years 
to accomplish. The population of the school was diverse. 
It included men and women and undergraduates and 
graduates, as well as people of all racial and ethnic back
grounds. Harper fashioned a vision by which he sought 
to make all who would participate in his extended com
munity "one in spirit." 

Once the University was launched, President Harper 
did not rest. Never satisfied, he advanced on a hundred 
fronts. His goals included the creation of a junior col
lege, a night school, a correspondence school, extension 
courses for adults, a university press, a special division of 
laboratories, and museums. 

He believed a university should benefit the surround
ing city, so he dispatched sociologists to engage in study
ing the nearby community. Hull  House and other 
institutions like it were the first to be researched. 
Rockefeller did nor support all these innovations, and at 
times, he withheld funds or vetoed Harper's proposals 
entirely, yet, he so admired Harper that he often changed 
his mind, canceling vetoes and supplying funds for 
Harper's on�going innovations. 

Early in 1 905, Harper, now forty-eight and in the 
prime of his life, called his friends Dr. Goodspeed and 
Major Rust and told them to meet him at his bouse; 
there was something he wanted to tell them. "I have 
asked you to come today," he said, "to tell you that I 
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have received a death sentence' from my physicians. They 
have disCovered that my trouble is cancer." The news 
stung his associates and college community. UpOn hear
ing the news, Rockefeller wrote his friend: 

You are consmmly in my thoughts. The 1-Cdings which I 
have always cherished for you :ue in'rensificd at this rime . . . .  
Wirh highest csrce1n and tenderest affection . . . .  Your friend, 

John 0. Rockefeller. 

Harper was hospitalized on February 19 ,  1 905 and 
wrote to his now old and feebk father, "I can assure you 
that all that I have been able to accomplish is due to 
yOur patient consideration and training in my early days. 
No son certainly owes his father a greater debt of grati
tudeathan I owe to you." 

William Rainey Harper died on January 1 0, 1 906 at 
his home. He was fifty years old and in the fifteenth year 
of his presidency at the University of Chicago. After 
prayers at his home, a group of his closest associates car
tied his casket across campus through long lines of stu
dents to Haskell Oriental Museum where it lay in state 
with a student guard of honor until noon on Sunday. At 
the services, a speech written by University of Illinois 
President Edmund J .  James was read. It said, "There has 
not been a man in the world in the last decade, who has 
been more widely known as an educator, as a creator, as a 
prophet, as a poet . . . .  " 

In the fall of 1 967, Harper Community College wel
comed its first srudents. Irs first classes were night classes 
held at Elk Grove Village High School. Two years later, 
classes began at the current Harper Campus site. The 
architects, Board of Trustees, and other officials planned 
for it to be a village-like atmosphere in a park-like setting. 

William Rainey Harper would be honored by his 
namesake, which has served Palatine and its surrounding 
communities for over thirty years. He is a man who will 
be remembered for his pioneering spirit. In the courtyard 
near the library, beneath a bronze bust of Harper, a 
plaque reads: 

William Rainey Harper was a scholar, (eacher, writer, and 
fim presidem ofrhe University nf Chicago. He 
devoted his life ro the pursuit of excc!lencc in cducarion. 
He is recognized as a flm:mosr American educator and 
the father of the two-year college concepr. 

However, William Rainey Harper remains an enigma
an enigma who deserves to be recognized by students and 
educators as a man who had a dream and was able to 
implement it during his lifetime. His ideals are still being 
carried our at Harper Community College by the hun
dreds of people who come day and night to continue their 
education, and to fill up the huge parking lots. 
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Evaluation: This pertinent; informative piece displays 
in-depth research and skillful writing. 
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Laughter 
in the 

Three-Martini 
Night 

T h '� H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y  

A1atthew A. Lindsay 
Course: Speech I 0 I 

lnstmcror: Louise J. Perry 

Assignment: 
The assignment was to maize use of expressitJe and 

figurat-ive k1nguage in the writing of a eulogy, a speech 
in prr1ire of an inditJidual, an animaL an okJect, 

rl concept, an institution, a place, an acthJit)'· 
a time, or a period of !iff. 

My uncle was _an alcoholic, and he wasn't -rhe greatest 
father to his four children. He didn't have a prestigious 
job; he worked as a dry cleaner down on Cicero Ave. He 
lived most of his life alone. He was prone .to borrow 
some money every now and then. You know, alcohol 
tends to be an expensive habit. He didn't come around 
much, albeit the mysterious phone call in the middle of 
the night, when he would show you his true grit and 
swear off the filthy bottle. ''I'll never do it again!" he'd 
say. 'Til never touch it  for life. This is itc No more f(>r 
me," he'd swear. And he'd swear the oath again and 
again, many a three-martini night. Well . . .  those three
martini nightmares turned f.'ltal, and my uncle Eli died. 
Heart failure: November 1 5, 2000. 

It was because of his alcoholism, I suppose, that at his 
funeral, where friends and family were asked to climb the 
pulpit to tell everyone what Eli meant to us, barely a soul 
cried and no one spoke without negativi ty. Even the 
poor preacher spoke unkindly. He, like everybody else, 
missed the point. l think we all missed it ,  especially 
while Eli was still alive. 

What I remember most about my uncle was his ability 
to make us laugh. He always made us laugh. He was able 
ro make the most solemn, bitter note sing with joy. 1 
remember spending time with Uncle Eli, just after my 
father abandoned us without warning. I was about 14 
then, and I couldn't stop crying. Uncle Eli just looked at 
my b.ce real hard, as if he was looking for something, 
inspecting my cheeks and neck. My tears slowed down. I 
was wondering, "Why is he looking at me so strange?" 
Finally, I choked up my tears and asked. He then told 
me, as he rubbed the little peach fuzz on my chin that l 
had been trying so earnestly to grow, "You're just like 
your old man." I still didn't get what he was talking 
about. H.e told me my father, even at 33, couldn't grow a 
full beard, and how he \Vould try to grow one side real 
long to comb over to the other side of his f;rce. He said 
my bther looked so ridiculous that it looked more like a 
chin strap than a beard! During winter, the wind would 
blow the long mands off his face to dangle in the wind. 
These funny stories spun on and on, forcing my rears to 

come down from laughter instead of grief. He used his 
humor as a way to explain why my daddy had left us, in 
a way that no one else could've. Sometimes, I think he 
saved my life. 
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He was the kind of man who seemed to be there for 
you when your chips were so low that you needed that 
good laugh-when you needed that break hom reality. 
H e  actually suspended reality somehow-he was always 
like that. I think he understood this because he lived in 
that three-martini night, where the lights were always 
dim, and the barkeeper always kept the tab, and there 
was nothing left in it all but a good hearty laugh. 

I'll never forget our Thanksgivings down South in the 
heart of Mississippi, where Uncle Eli transformed into 
"The Great Deer Hunter." We always used Thanksgiving 
as an excuse for a family reunion. And, as with most 
f.,milies who don't get to see each other for long periods 
of time, there always comes that unwanted note of 
silence deep in  the evening's bottom-a time when we've 
sort of run out of things to say to each other, and kind of 
get on each other's nerves. Well, at least with my crazy 
family this happens. The mood is so strange that rhe air 
becomes uncomfortable; this is when Uncle Eli would 
shine. 

He would swirl his drink around and look at every
body with this amused look. His eyes would rwinlde like 
a child seeing something for the very first time. Then he 
would start off, "Ashley, I just remember that deer I 
missed last year." Thaes when someone shouted, "Which 
deer is this? You never each any deer!" "But this one was 
special now. Let me tell ya what happened."  He then 
told us that he had stood in the same position ftH' 1 0  
hours, without moving. Finally, a huge 1 4-point buck 
strutted out, right in front of him. He was just abom to 
pull the trigger, a eat's breath away, when he heard a loud 
noise behind him. A large bear had snuck up on him! 
This scared him so that he, and the deer, ran away. His 
sister, who was at the edge of her seat, asked incredulous
ly, "Are you serious?" "Naw, I was just !yin'!" he laughs 
with a grin on his face as wide as it could be. Thus the 
evening wore on, Uncle Eli making us laugh until we 
couldn't rake it anymore. We spun round and round, 
mad with laughter to the night's very end. 

l miss my uncle, and his death still floats somewhere 
deep in the back of my mind. The more I think of him, 
big cheek muscles and brilliant smile, the more I realize 
how he affected us so-the more that I miss him so. I 
went leafing through my journal and came across an 

entry that made me see Eli more clearly. I saw the dis
tance between us shortened, and hinr to be more a parr 
of me than I thought before. Here is that entry: 

What if I told you that I wanted to be sober, rhar I want 
h�ss of what I had and more of whad wanted. That rhe 
path ahead is too twisted for me to cross. That I want(:d w 
recreate the track I've created for myself . . .  make some 
changes . . .  that the thrcc�manini night doses in on us like 
criminals. Like a cell. Like a guilty-conscience, Your eyes, 
sJlliles, and lauglncr light up my many cold nighrs. 

think Eli would have understood that. He would've 
sighed and said with a chuckle, "Yeah . . .  I 've felt that 
myself a time or two." 1 know that he loved our smiles 
and laughter. He knew that we needed them as much as 
he did. And it's a shame that we missed i t--that \VC 

rnisscd his mad logic. He undermined our sadness with 
laughter. 

So thank you, Uncle Eli. 

Evaluation: The sptrl!eer has conveyed a qutdity of'the man 
often overlooked- and an idea, an image ofhow important 
laughter is to lifo. The piece is funny, humble, touching, anrl 
sirnpfy terrific-a eulogy in. the traditional sense oftht wonJ. 
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Cup of 
Sorrow 

T h c H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y  

Sheri A. Luzzi 
Course: English !02 

Instrucror: Nancy L. Davis 

Assignment: 
Write rt literary research paper. 

Thesis: Julian is a tortured young man who blames his 
mother for his failures. A closer look into Julian's trou
bled 1nind, however, reveals that his indignation is nor 
the result of the presence of an imperfect mother; rather 
i t  is the cry of someone who is unable to reconcile his 
true identity with reality. 1t rakes an act of grace in rhe 
form of violent aggression ro shake Julian from his ivory 
tower of intellectual superiority to see himself for who he 
really is. 

I. Inrroduccion 
A. Successful and unsuccessful navigation to self�idcmity 
B .  Julian Chcsrny's troubled sdf�idcntity 

II. The Chesrny hcriragc 
A. Mrs. Chcsmy's <lristocraric manners 
B. Mrs. Chcstny's hypocritical religious beliefs 
C. Mrs. Chcsmy's refusal to relinquish arisrocraric qualities 

I l l .  julian's rcanion to his heritage 
A. Secredy relishes it 
B. .Secret desire causes conflict 

IV. Mrs. Chcstny's role in Julian's conllicr 
A. As the target ofJulian's angst 
B. Possible cause ofjulian's angst 
C. julian's dependence 011 his mother 
D. Julian's rcrusal ro mature 

V. Julian's imdlecrual mask 
A His View of rhc uncnlighrened 
B. 1--Jis desire to cKape the unenlightened 
C. His escape from real ity and himself 

VI. Psychological reasons for julian's behavior 
A. Mother as authority fig me 
B. Anger at society 
C' Modms " rhe target of children's angsr againsr society 

VU. julian's desire to reach mother a lesson 
A. Failed anempr 
B. Black woman as vessel of punishmem 
C. Julian's calloused rcspon.<;c to mother's arrack 
D. Julian's rc.�pome destroys mother 

VIII. Julian's lesson learned 
A Julian's intellect fails him 
B. Art;lck hHccs his convergence 
C. His epiphany 
D. Acccprancc of grace 

IX. Conclusion 
A. Julian's bitrcrness causes dependence 
B. An acr of grace f(H·ces choice to mamrc 

Most youn g  people struggle to emerge from beneath 
their parents' shadow while fashioning ways of expressing 
their own identities. I n  the normal course of events, 
sometimes after a few tumultuous years, they cast ofT the 
cocoon of parental guidance and begin ro navigate their 
o\vn passages through l ife. But  some are caught like 
branches between the rocks that obstruct the water of a 
rushing river. Feeling smnehow victin1ized, they remain 
immobilized behind masks of pride cardirlly crafted to 
hide their fear. Looking fOr a scapego�u ro bear their sins, 
they lash out ar those closest to them. 

J u l i a n  Chcsrny, the  p ro tago n i s t  i n  Flannery 
O'Connor's «Everything That Rises Must Converge," i s  a 
tortured young man who blames his mother for his fail
ures. A closer look into Julian's troubled mind, however, 
reveals rhat his indignation is nor the resulr of rhe pres
ence of an imperfect mother; rather_, ireis rhe cry of some
one who is unable to reconcile his true identity with 
reality. It takes an act of grace in rhe form of violent 
aggression to shake Julian from his ivory tower of imel
lect:ual superiority ro sec himself for who he really is. 

Julian is among the first generation of an arisrocratic 
Southern f.1.mily to live without  ben efit of wealth or  
standing in a newly integrated South. l-ie is  desperately 
struggling to come to terms wirh his identity under the 
formidable shadow of a mother who is defined by the 
old Sourh and what he considers its outdated manner
isms. He is the great-grandson of a slave 0\Vner and for-
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mer governor of the southern state in which he and his 
mother live, and he is the grandson of a wealthy 
landowner and a grandrnother who was a Godhigh. Mrs. 
Chestny has lost her wealth and aristocratic position she 
occupied in the old South. She is reduced to living a life 
of simple means i n  a world she defines as a "mess" 
(O'Connor 407). What enables her to be civil in the 
integrated society she despises is her unwavering belief in 
the manners and cultures of her upbringing (Bloom 47). 
Her "ardent faith in the primacy of manners" is, accord� 
ing to author Harold Bloom, a major schism in Julian's 
relationship with her (47). She tells Julian, "I can be gra
cious to anybody. I know who I am," to which Julian 
replies, "they don't give a damn for your graciousness. 
Knowing who you are is good for one generation only" 

Contributing to their fractured relationship is Mrs. 
Chestny's habit of mouthing "self-righteous moral plati
tudes" indicating her probable perception of herself as a 
"good Christian" (Walters 1 27). Mrs. Chestny's behavior 
l ikely stems from the predominant belief i n  the old 
South that Christianity is a birthright and not something 
someone consciously chooses as a personal act of faith. 
His mother's vagrant display of hypocritical Christianity 
may be why Julian appears to have "lost his faith" (407). 
In addition to preaching a homespun version of morality, 
Mrs. Chestny feels compelled to consistently oversimpli
f}r difficult issues, making her appear ignorant to Julian. 
He responds to such hypocrisy by cultivating his intellect 
and ignoring his spirit. Through the character of Julian, 
O'Connor illustrates her belief that there are certain 
things in this world that cannot be explained outside of 
God and '\vhere God is present to men and faith is never 
'mastered by human intelligence"' (Ti·ue 272). Julian's 
indifference to spiritual matters while worshipping in tel� 
lect will eventually cause him to come precariously close 
to the precipice of self�destruction. 

Mrs. Chestny's perception of religion is repugnant to 
Julian, but what offends Julian most is his mother's per
sistence in behaving like an aristocrat when in reality she 
is just a simple woman of simple means (Grimshaw 59). 
l(They argue about true culture, which for Julian is only 
in the mind, [but] for his mother it is in the heart" 
(Grimshaw 59). Refusing to relinquish her aristocratic 

identity, Mrs. Chestny insists "if you know who you are 
you can go anywhere" even if it is only to the local Y to 
mix with people who are not her kind (407). His moth
er's sense of identity is lost on Julian, who believes him
self to be "more broadminded than his mother" (Martin 
1 3) .  Julian sanctimoniously believes that his mother, 
who lived the life he only "dreams" of (408), couldn't 
possibly appreciate it like he could. 

Julian claims he detests his mother's heritage, but 
secretly he relishes it. He uses it  to fabricate an identity 
within his own reality. "Though outwardly he scoffs ar 
her claims of aristocratic connections, inwardly he rrea� 
sures the knowledge of his own superior heritage" 
(Walters 1 28). Julian feels conflicted when he envisions 
the mansion because it always remains "in his mind as 
his mother had known it" (408). He believes his mother 
is out of touch with reality and unenlightened, but fails 
to recognize his own phantom retreat into his mother's 
past (Desmond 3). 

Julian wants desperately to distinguish himself 
from everyth ing in the South which he finds 
morally, intellectually, and aesthetically repug
nant: its racism, its nostalgia for the glorious 
past; its (to him) petty concern with manners; 
its barren intellectual life; its insufferably banal 
social intercourse. (Bloom 46) 

His retreat from the world is to no other than the 
mansion his mother grew up in (Walters 1 28). But the 
irnage of the irreclaimable plantation provokes such con� 
flict for Julian that he never speaks about it "without 
contempt o r .  . .  [ th inks) of it wi thout  longing" 
(O'Connor 408) .  He is unconfined within his  own 
imagination, yet he envisions the mansion nor as an 
enlightened individual might, but wirh slaves living in it 
(408). Certainly ir would be difficult for a progressive 
like Julian to admit that he is no different than his morh
er or his foref.-:ahers who saw nothing wrong with own
ing slaves. l n  this way he betrays himself. "He uses 
liberalism simply as a means of revenge against a past he 
borh falsely idealized and nostalgically admires," and like 
his mother, he lives in his own reality (Denham 2). 

Unable to express his contempt for the society he feds 
alienated from, Julian rakes aim at his mother. She is a 
constant reminder that his desired reality is nothing 
more than a dream. Perhaps this is why Julian contcmp-
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ruously refers to his mother as a child whenever he is 
upset with her. Like a jealous sibling, he offends her by 
reminding her of what she can no longer have. 

Julian is one of certain other O'Connor characters 
who are "caught in 'late adolescent' impotence so acute 
that they can direct their hostility only against their pro· 
tective, and ohen times patronizing and controlling 
mothers" (Bloom 46-7). Julian doesn't realize that "what 
he thinks he detests, he also loves and longs for" and 
"what Julian believes he is totally free of, he is, in  fact, 
fearfully dependent upon," which is his mother (Bloom 
47). As "one of O'Connor's ignorant intellectuals" who is 
educated but can't make a living, Julian is dependent on 
his mother to rake care of him, but he is blind to his own 
" intellectual arrogance and savagery'' and doesn't see his 
total reliance on his mother (Baumgaertner 108) .  He 
doesn't understand that his mother has sacrificed every� 
thing to ensure his success, yet he ends up selling type
writers for a living (Denham 2). Mrs. Chestny struggled 
to give Julian all the advantages she believed he should 
have as a Chestny, and yet Julian "could not forgive her 
that she had enjoyed the struggle and that she thought
she had won" (4 1 1 ) .  Instead of being grateful for his 
mother's sacrifices on his behalf, Julian "bites the hand 
that feeds h i m , "  blaming her fo r "making a mess of 
things" in  the first place (41 1 ). He mistakenly believes he 
has been martyred on her behalf and insists that he alone 
was responsible for raising himself out of their dismal 
circumstances (McFarland 2). But "his is a martyrdom 
without spiritual conrenr" (Baumgaertner 1 08). It exists 
only in his mind. 

Jul ian's behavior is that of a child who expects his 
rnorher to service his needs without having to give any
thing i n  retu rn.  H is reliance on her is based on his 
refusal to grow up. JuliJn wants to be taken care of. His 
mother's heritage represents a prefabricated, supposedly 
secure existence that he feels robbed o( thus leaving him 
to forge his own way in society, but he knows that he 
will never be able to make a living (406) so he acts like a 
spoiled child, tr:msfcrring his resentment to his mother, 
who has become his caretaker. Absconded like a bird 
high in his perch, Julian views his mother from a posi� 
rion of moral and intellecrual superiority, smugly bclicv� 
ing he can "see her with absolute clarity" (4 1 1 ) .  

Julian nor only resents his mother, b u t  anyone he 
regardS as his intellectual i nfCrior. "Playing the intelleci:u� 
al sophisticate, he sees his cask as instructing the unen
lightened, especially his mother, in the ways of true 
culture which be believes is always defined in terms of 
the mind" (Denham 2). However, Julian's intellectualism 
is "shallowness and pretension" (Denham 3).  He smugly 
ordains himself above his surroundings while evading his 
racial duplicity by avoiding people or using them as 
pawns i n  h i s  i nfan t i l e  game to a n n o y  h i s  mother 
(O'Connor 4 1 2) .  To her credit, Mrs. Chestny at least 
tries to live within her surroundings even though she is 
uncomfortable wirh the people who inhabit them. In 
contrast, Julian favors living "three miles" from the near-· 
est neighbor. He isn't really offended by his mother's 
racial prejudice because he isn't capable of feel ing com· 
passion for people (Denham 3).  He doesn't much like 
people nor does he have much regard for their mental 
capacity. He spends most of his.lime within the inner 
sanctum of his mind: It is ''rhe only place where he felt 
free of the general idiocy of his fellows" (41 1 ) .  It is easy 
for Julian to measure himself against the shortcomings of 
others because he never risks emotional failure himself. 
Instead, he wi thdraws into a " kind of menral bubble" 
whenever he is uncomforrable with his  surroundings 
(41a1 ) .  In this sanctuary, he is saf'e from "any kind of pen· 
errarion from wirhour" (4 1 1 )  and is able ro singl<>hand
edly judge "the intellectual bankruptcy of the rest of 
mankind" (Browning I 03). 

However, Jul i an's fl i ght from h u ma n i ty is fu tile 
because his intellectualism is simply the way in which he 
escapes the reality of himself (McDermott 3). In a letter 
to a u r h o r  J o h n  F. Desmond o n  D ecember  1 9 6 3 ,  
Flannery O'Connor wrote that her charact:ers rerreat into 
"abstract intellectualism" and isolation ro avoid growrh 
;.\nd union with others (Desmond 2). T'he resulr is a per
son who isolates himself from all he detesrs unril he has 
only hi mself (McDermott 2). Jill thumgaenner relates 
Pierre 'T(�ilhard de Chard in's supposirion dur if we isolate 
ou rselves, we lose ou rselves, and ro find ou rselves we 
m u s r  move toward o n e  anorher. Accord i n g  to d e  
Clnrdin, i t  is our "originaliry" and not our "individuali-· 
ty" that defmes who we are, and in order to fmd our
selves, we rnust unite wirh orhers (qtd. in Baumgaenner 
1 J 0) .  Due ro his immaturi ty, Julian doesn't rrusr or 
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understand his uniqueness as an individual. Instead of 
expressing himself within a society he doesn't like, he 
loses himself as an individual apart from society. He 
hides behind a mask of indifference and inrellecrualism 
in the safety of his own reality. 

Unfortunately for julian, his reality is not impenetra
ble .  H is dependence o n  h i s  mother  i s  a piercing 
reminder that he is  not who he envisions himself to be. 
Consequently, Mrs. Chesrny, by default, bears the brunt 
of her son's u tter contempt  for mankind.  Author 
Dorothy Walters suggests a person's angst against society 
begins initially when he is a baby dependent upon his 
authoritarian mother. The mother is the first in society 
to tell the child what he can or can't do. When the child 
grows up and can no longer tolerate society's rules, he 
retaliates. He now wanrs the mother punished for how 
he believes society has failed him. Bur Walters points out 
that because children are so closely linked with their par
ents, an attack on the mother is not  only an attack 
against society but also an attack against the self. A 
child's desire to injure his mother is evidence of "deeply 
buried hostilities.'' The child either harms the parent or 
harms himself through "spiritual withdrawal" (Walters 
143-44). Julian contemplates harming his mother, think. 
ing he could "with pleasure have slapped her [his moth
er] as he would have slapped a particularly obnoxious 
child in his charge" (4 I 4) .  As it turns out, Julian doesn't 
physically harm his mother, but he does cause her great 
emotional trauma that indirectly leads to her death. 

Throughout the story, Julian imagines ways he can 
teach his mother a lesson through what she would con
sider unacceptable interaction with African-Americans 
(4 1 4) .  All the delusive scenarios are concocted to pro
voke his mother to anger. Julian acts our the behavior of 
young progressives who "seek to expiate the sins of the 
parents by openly accepting [what Mrs. Chestny believes 
are] their inferiors" (Walter I 28). When a well--dressed, 
obviously professional, black man takes a seat across 
from Julian, Julian purposefully gets up and sits down 
next to him not so much to declare allegiance to the 
black race as to "declare war" on his mother (McDermott 
5). But Julian's attempt to engage the black man in an 
intellectual conversation "about art or politics or any 
subject that would be above the comprehension of those 

around them" is met with indifference and finally annoy
ance (4I2-13) .  That particular opportunity to enlighten 
his mother fails, However, when a rancorous black 
woman and her young boy board the bus, Julian smiles 
at the sit:uation that is rife with possibilities to teach his 
mother a lesson. Unbeknownst to JuUan, the outcome 
will shock him to the core. 

julian wants to see his mother punished but is unable 
to execute this except through verbal attacks on her or 
inept interactions with people of the black race. When 
the black woman boards the bus, Julian notices she is 
wearing the same hat as his mother. His reaction is like 
that of a mischievous child who has just hatched an imp� 
ish scheme. He revels in the irony of the situation and 
flashes his mother a smile that bespeaks: «Your punish
ment exactly fits )'(?Ur peniness. This should teach you a 
permanent lesson" (4 I 6). 

The black woman reminds Julian of his mother, but 
the woman bears similarities to Jul ian a.s well. The 
woman "personifies the insidious gradations _of his angry 
mind" (McDermott 3). As '1a symbol of his violent imagi
nation)) (McDermott 3),  she actually does what julian 
only thinks about. Whereas Julian is only capable of pun
ishing his mother through "passive indifference," the 
black woman punishes her offensive patronage by assault
ing her (McDermott 3). Unexpectedly, Julian's neurotic 
fantasy with his mother lying desperately ill (4 I 6) 
becomes a reality, and he gleefully seizes the opportunity 
to knock his mother once and for all from her aristocratic 
pedestaL 

Nothing illustrates Julian's callous insouciance more 
than the way he treats his elderly mother, who has just 
suffered a violent attack. Incredibly, as his elderly mother 
sirs wounded and disoriented on the sidewalk, Julian 
insolently launches inro a bitter diarribe ordering his 
mother to bee the reality of a , world" and telling 
her to "buck up . . . .  It won't kill you" (4I9) .  Her physical 
well-being is of no concern to Julian as his thoughts self
ishly play back to the "house that had been lost for him" 
(4I 9) .  It's the moment he has been waiting for, when he 
exacts retribution on his rnothcr and the sociery he 
believes has failed him. 

T'he so�n Mrs. Chestny raised so sacrificially has become 
a coral srranger to her. Instead of giving her the comfon 
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she so desperately searches his face for i n  her final 
moments on earth, Julian completes the violent arrack she 
suffered only moments before. Author McDermott con
tends it isn't the attack on Mrs. Chestny that kills her. 
Rather, he says, she died from looking into her son's face 
and seeing nothing (4). The "nothing" that she sees as her 
eyes "rake" her son's soul is ''the equivalent of the total 
absence of goodness in  Julian's now vacuous spirit" 
(McDermott 2). Pride killed his humanity and his ability 
to feel compassion. Julian resembles Satan more than 
God, pouring salt in his mother's physical wounds with 
angry taunts instead of words of mercy, admonishing her 
like a child and saying, '"! hope this teaches you a lesson"' 
(O'Connor 4 1 9) .  However, it is Julian who is about to 
learn a lesson of tragic proportions. 

A rush of sorrow engulfs Julian as the gravity of the 
situation suddenly dawns on him. He is beside himself 
with anguish as his mother crumples on the sidewalk 
and falls "at her side crying 'Mamma, Mamma!"' (420). 
But he is like a child unable to offer his mother any con
solation, in  need of consolation himself Everything he 
has believed in and relied on as a source of identity fails 
him in rhis moment of grearest need. "julian's perverse 
intellecrualism suddenly pales before the stark reality of 
his mother's death" and his belief rhat "he had cur him
self emotionally free from her and could see her with 
complete objectivity" is nothing but a sham (Denham 
3). Julian now recognizes his dependence on his mother. 

He has been sheltered from convergence with the world 
by his mother, who has been willing ro deflect his pathos 
and foster the belief that he will eventually become some
thing. Mrs. Chestny's attribution of Julian's dour attitude 
to his immaturity and inexperience only serves to con·· 
tribute to his dependence on her. Absolved of accountabil
ity, Julian is free to hide behind the masks of pride and 
intellectualism in order to remain detached from society. 
O'Connor believed people resist convergence and that it 
rakes a tragedy to force rhem out of isolation and inro the 
lighr of their true identity (Desmond 2). The tragedy that 
forces Julian's convergence is his mother's death. Some 
critics speculate rhat Mrs. Chcstny doesn't die ar the end 
of the story, bur if that were true, rhen the point of the 
srory would be lost. Julian gets his wish to see his mother 
punished, bur it is Julian who "enters the world of guilt 
and sorrow" (Denham 4). 

Mrs. Chestny experiences' 'her own convergence as -she 
struggles to find solace in a bmiliar face. Not finding it 
in her son, she must resorr ro memories of the ''Negro" 
nurse of her childhood. The fact that she has to sun1mon 
a memory from as far back as her childhood suggests 
that she has led somewhat of an isolated life herself. Bur 
it is Julian, not his mother, who has shirked the responsi
bility of forging survival for the self "His perversion of 
her [his mother's] real values and his own prideful isola
tion have fostered a moral adolescence in which he has 
no mature spiritual identity'

, 
(Denham 4.). When his 

mother dies, Julian must face his own true self. "He must 
face the void alone" (Denham 4). 

Julian reaches a crisis point as he loses rhe one person 
on earth he depends on. He experiences an epiphany of 
life-altering proportions that will force him to connect 
with the rest of human i ty, to r ise  and converge. 
O'Connor referred to the one thing that stops people 
fi·om rising as sin (McFarland 2). Julian had led a life of 
one or all of the following: "entrenched pride; willful sin; 
deliberate rejection of God, or possiblity all three!" 
(Marrin I 20). He is "the personification of pride" as evi
denced by his treatment of his mother. Julian's pride has 
been "so consurning'' rhar he hasn't even been aware of 
how i r  has been changing him.  T'he tragic violence 
againsr his mother brusquely opens his eyes ro his true 
self, and rhat is what traumatizes him (McDermott 2) .  
Julian's pride has caused him ro lose his fairh, bur his 
momcnr of greatest sorrow is about to become his 
moment of greatest grace. 

Ivfany of O'Connor's stories concern Cod's love and 
man's ability to save his soul as he receives the love as a 
gift of grace. Before the tragic loss of his mother, julian 
had difficulty accepting Christianity and the principle of 
divine grace as a result of his nwdern, rationalistic inrcl� 
!eel  (Drake 273 ) .  A fter his mother's death, Ju lian 
becomes one of O'Connor's characters who "are cle;nly 
in acceptance of grace after having lived insensirive to ir" 
(Marrin 1 33). Pan of God's love is helping man to recog
nize his love (84). Mrs. Chestny's death forces julian to 
confront "his betrayals and denials of love" (McFarland 
3). At the end of the story, Julian is seen running toward 
the lights, bur ''rhe ride of darkness seemed ro sweep him 
back to her, postponing frorn moment to momcnr his 
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entry into the world of guilt and sorrow" (420). The 
lights might be seen as the salvation of Christ. The "guilt 
and sorrow" indicate the inevitable struggle Julian will 
t1ce as he struggles to live less selfishly and more trans
parently, sharing the sufferings of Christ. 

Julian's excessive pride causes h im to lose all touch 
with real i ty a n d  s ubsequen tly dest roys h i s  sp i r i t  
(McDermott 2). Too proud to admit he  i s  bitter at hav
ing lost his heritage, Julian hides behind a mask of intel
lectual superiority i n  order to isolate himself from 
human connections. The consequence is total depen� 
dence on his mother, causing him funher bitterness and 
ultimately circumventing his entrance to adulthood and 
his convergence with humanity. The violence he witness
es is a result of his unwillingness to accept his true iden
tity within "the corporate unity" (Desmond 68-9). The 
death of Julian's mother is the "terrible means by which 
he can grow towards maturity" (Denham 5-6). It is, for 
Julian, a moment of grace. It is the moment he "crosses 
over into maturity and knowledge" (Martin 132). It is 
the moment he l!nally breaks loose from the tethers of 
deception and makes the choice to be.a victor and not a 
vicrim-ro beco1ne the captain of his own soul in the sea 
of humanity. Exactly how Julian navigates that sea 
remains a mystery ro rhe reader except to know that he 
will, by choosing grace, inevitably partake of the cup of 
sorrow that accompanies the circle of love. 
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Tlna Ma!:yj 
Course: Literature 2 1 9  

lnsrructor: Barbara Hickey 

Assignment: 
Interview a child about his or her reading habits, 

and then write a synthesis of the interview. 

Vito is a precocious eleven�year old boy who comes from 
a well-ro,do family. Interestingly, he is not at all preten
tious or spoiled by his parents' wealth. J1e is, however, a 
serious, studious, humble, and respecting kid who thor
oughly enjoys math and science, Our intervi_ew rook place 
at his home on Monday, July 1 7, 2000, at approximately 
4:00 p.m. His answer to my initial question-"Whar 
kind of material do you like to read?"--conveyed his gen
uine affCcrion for science. " l like books abou_t outer space. 
They really fascinate me. I also like science fiction, fiction, 
and nonfiction books, too. My mom buys them for me or 
I check them our from the local library. In fact, I just 
starred reading a book called A Can of Worms. It's about 
aliens. It's cool. I can't wait to finish it ." His -tone pos
sessed an intense excitement andi-passion indicating that 
reading was indeed a big part of his life. His eyes seemed 
to have a certain spark, also confirming his Jove for read
ing, but a tour of his book collection seemed to be the 
true ind icator that he was no ordinary kid. At this 
moment, I knew I was in fOr quit!.'! an experience. 

Vito allocates approximately one r.o two hours ro 
leisure reading per day. When he is in school, it is more. 
"During the .school year, we read in class for a half hour 
every day plus whatever is assigned for homework. I love 
reading, so I can handle the big load, bur son1etimes I 
get frustrated with really boring books." Vito openly 
admitted he would rather self�selcct his own books in 
schooL "They're just as interesting, and fun to read. l can 
select the books l like during the library block at school 
or my mom rakes me ro the public library. I usua!ly rake 
our fOur or five books ."  The opportunity to choose his 
own books appeared to have real value ro him. 

Since the 1-larry Potter books seem to permeate all the 
popular bookstores today, as well as the media, l was 
curious to see whether he was a hln of] .  K. Rowling. "J 
don't like the Harry Pou:er books, bur I read a lot of 
other interesting books, like books about NASA and the 
space shmde. My uncle works for NASA and sends me 
books about space. Right now, my best friend is reading 
the new H;ury Potter book and just because it's ;1 thick 
book, he thinks he's a better reader than me . . .  that is 
NOT the case at A-L-L! I read at least three whole chap·· 
ter books a month!" Vito's character seemed to have a 
competitive edge that crystallized his academic proclivi� 
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ties.  The average student would not  take such an 
adamant position on an academic topic, but there was 
nothing average about Vito. He incessantly insisted that 
he was a better reader than his best friend (Spenser), 
especi3Jly considering he didn't watch aS much television. 
"I would rather play outside than watch TV:" 

It was difficult to get a single answer from Vito when I 
asked what his favorite book was. I modified the ques
tion a bit, and in lieu of '"bvorite" ] asked what book 
"sticks outP the most. His  reply 'was quite pleasing: 
Behind Rebel Lines. "It's about a lady who disguises her
self as a spy during the Civil War. It was a great book 
that really affected me." His reading palate even extend
ed to historiCal fiction, a genre that most kids dislike. 
Needless to say, I was qu i re impressed. With every 
response, my' eyes grew wider and wider, - and somehow I 
felt  I was no longer talking to an eleven year old. 

Vito is not much of a newspaper reader, 'although he 
did admit to reading the comics secrioil every now and 
then, which was a subtle ihdication that indeed he was 
still a kid at heart. \1(/hen asked why he didn't read other 
sections of the newspaper, he had this- to say: "There's 
too much stuff and it's organized in a ridiculous way. 
Plus, the letters are small and it makes reading unappeal
ing.'' His argument is a plausible one. Newspapers are 
overwhelming in content, organized horribly, and prinr
ed with the tiniest font available. Clearly, the response he 
elicited was analytical as well as honest, signif)ring his 
level of intelligence. 

Fairy tales seem to pervade Vito's life. More specifically, 
his parents rake him and his sister to Disney World twice 
a year (in late December and over the summer). They 
have all the Disney movies on VHS as well as DVD, and 
he has seen them all more than once, rhanks to his 
younger sister, Victoriann. He knew all the Disney char
acters' n:1mes and attributes. Plus, his family collects the 
expensive Disney artwork, which wallpapers their Gunily 
room. Naturally, he was well versed with all of the Disney 
f<riry tales, which I found thoroughly satisfYing. He also 
recalled some other fiiry tales from his primary school 
days, which his family did nor possess. "My seven-year
old sister appreciates b_iry tales more dun I do, bur when 
I was younger, 1 used to love watching the Lion King- and 
Pinocchio. I think my taste buds have matured." 

After a thorough investigation of the atritudes and 
behaviors that shaped Vito's reading habits, it was easy to 
surmise that although Vito was stilL young, his Jniturity 
and intelligence shared a direct rclatipnShip wirh'his love 
for reading. Undoubtedly, reading was an integral part of 
his lifC, both in and outside of school. Vito interpreted 
reading as a tool to learn more about the things he didn'r 
understand as well as the things he appreciated. He also 
saw a connection between academic success and one's 
professional career. When asked what his thoughts were 
regarding the imporrance of reading, he enthusiastically 
responded with rhis: "Reading helps me in so many 
wayS. I- know it helps me understand math and science, 
which I am pretty good at already, but it also helps me 
wirh the things I don't know much about. I am also able 
to help my sister wirh her homework, which is satisfying. 
And sometimes I even help my parents with computer
related stuff or tedious instructions. That's really near, 
when you know something your parents don't. Actually, 
I attribute all my knowledge to the an of reading. And 
since I have aspirations to be a lawyer, I know that I will 
have to READ' READ! READ!" 

Evaluation: Tina's narration rmd asse.mnent ofher inter
view with Vito cmweys "an intense excitement and panion" 

on !Jer part flJ ux/1 fiJ hi.1. �)'tudents len crerllilJC tend to 
write a dull report. 'Tina, howevn� itlitseJ her writing 

with f.l certain JjHirl� that ma/?es others want to 
reatl, read, reatl! 
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Fujimori : 
The Scheming Dictator 

Kartik Markandan 
Course: History 121  

Instructor: David T. Richmond 

Assignment: 
Research and write a paper on a current event in Latin 

America. Provide historical background and U.S. 
im;olvement (ifany) and propose ll solution. 

Peru has had its £,ir share of dictators and political cor
ruption in its history. Alberto Fujimori, the Peruvian 
president, was certainly not an exception to this notorious 
legacy. Fujimori, who was elected to the highest office 
under the Peruvian democratic system, has done every
thing to reject the system that he used so effectively to 
gain political power. Through corruption and force 
Fujimori was able to mold Peru to his own liking while 
projecting to the outside world that he was an ardent sup
porter of democracy. However, after a recent involvement 
in a bribery scandal which was telecast all over Peru, 
Fujimori was forced to resign. His true face had been 
exposed and all the public saw, all too clearly, who 
Fujimori really was-a dictator. This essay will examine 
Fujimori's regime from his election in 1 990 to October 
2000. It will show that although Fujimori improved 
Peru's economy and rnade Peru safer, he was actually a 
power-hungry autocrat because he used his presidential 
post to keep himself in power through subversive tactics 
and force. 

T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y  

Fujimori was born on July 28, 1 938 in Lima, Peru 
(CNN: Newsmaker Profiles, 1 ) .  He was rhe son of 
Japanese immigrants who worked i n  the fields of Peru. 
After complet ing an undergraduate degree i n  
Agricultural Engineering in Peru, Fujimori earned his 
master's degree in Marheffiatics at the UniVersity of 
Wisconsin, in 1 969. Fujimori then returned to Peru, -and 
in 1 990 he founded "Change 90," a political party, and 
ran for president (CNN: Newsmaker Profi les ,  1 ) .  
Fujimori forced a stunning' runoff.elecrion berw-eei1 him
self, the underdog, and Vargus Llosa, a world-renowned 
Peruvian writer (CNN: Newsmaker Profiles, 1 -4). 

Fujimori won the runoff election by building on the 
momentum he had gained in the first round (Como 26). 
Peruvians bought into  -Fuj imor i 's motto :  HWork,
Honesty, and Technology" (Contreras 36); many feltthat 
Peru needed a radical change, and Fujimori was consid
ered an outsider: "Fujirnori won due to his Japanese Crh
nic origin, because indigenous and mixed-race voters saw 
him as more similar to themselves than the rest: of the 
candidates, all of whom were of European descent and 
had European manners'' (Sermano, qtd. in lnterPress 
Service English News 1 ) .  Fujimori, through his charisma 
and rheroric, was able to convince Peruvians that he was 
rheir savior. 

Peru was indeed in a dire need of a savior. The economy 
had hit rock bottom; Peru was facing hyper-inflation. 'l'he 
inflation rare had risen fi-om 1 ,722% in 1 988 to 7,650% 
in 1990 (Rockabrun 1). The government was bankrupt; 
there was no road construction and there were no foreign 
investments, and Peru faced a huge national deficit 
(Yalowitz, Knight, and Mabry l ;  Rochabrun I ) .  Added ro 
this, the Shining Path guenillas-Maoist symparhizers·--
daily waged war with the Peruvian police: they planted 
bombs in cars and carried out planned assassinations 
(Rochabrun 1 -8). The Shining Path also controlled half of 
the agriculmrali lands in Peru, which rhey used to produce 
coca leaves (Yalowirz, Knight, and Mabry 1 ) .  

During his regime, Fujimori made several social and 
economic reforms that led to a higher standard of living 
for many Peruvians. Fujimori bought down infhrion ro 
3.7°1<> (Tunayo, "Fujimori's Legacy .i. . " 3): "By stabilizing 
prices, Fujimori helped ease people's anxieties and made 
living in poverty more tolerable. People knew that they 
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could count on their resources, however meager, having 
the same value tomorrow as they had today, and maybe 
even a little more" (Rochabrun 4). Fujimori built 3,000 
new schools, many of these in poor rural areas of Peru, 
and rhus reduced illiteracy from 14% in 1 990 to 5.66% 
in 1 999. He built 12,000 miles of highway, reduced the 
infant mortality rate by 40%, and distributed food to 
poor peasants (Tamayo, "Fujimori's Legacy . . .  " 1 -4). 

Fujimori also made Peru safer. In 1 992, he captured 
Abimael Guzman, the leader of the Maoist Shining Path 
guerrillas, and forced the militant group to surrender. In 
1 997, Fujimori captured the Tupac Amaru rebels after a 
hostage situation in the Japanese embassy (Arana-Ward 
2). By cutting off terrorist activities, Fujimori was able to 
attract foreign investors.i· He was also able to cut down 
two-thirds of the coca plantations and he increased the 
amount of illegal drugs seized from 6,234 kg to 92,505 
kg (Tamayo, "Fujimori's Legacy. . .  " 3). His anti-drug 
policies earned him international popularity, and it 
allowed the U.S. to back him. 

While it may seem to an outsider that Fujimori was 
actually purging away the dark elements that possessed 
Peru, in reality what he did was introduce an evil far 
greater than the ones he cleansed. Fujimori twisted exist
ing Peruvian laws and introduced new laws to establish 
an authoritarian regime. He allied himself with the mili
tary to ensure that no one would dare challenge his 
authority. He bullied congress through force and bribery 
into complying with his laws and policies. In order to 
thoroughly examine the various facets of this oppressive 
regime in detail, we have to look at the partnership 
be tween Fuj imor i  and the notor ious  Vlademiro 
Montesi nos, Fujimori's right hand man. 

Fujimori's association with Montesinos began during 
his election campaign in 1990. An investigation into his 
past by Peruvian officials revealed that Fujimori had com
mitted several tax frauds (Gorriti 9). The attorney gener
al's office was collecting evidence to formally press 
criminal charges against Fujimori, and thus end his 
chances of becoming a president. However, Fujimori, 
through mutual friends, managed to affiliate himself with 
Montesinos, an agent of the SIN (National Intelligence 
Service) and a former soldier who had previously served a 
one-year jail sentence for "desertion of command)) 

(Gorriti 6) .  Montesinos shortly cleared Fujimori of  all 
misdeeds by altering his files and by changing the testi
mony of potential witnesses (Gorriti 9). 

Fujimori kept his end of the bargain by making 
Montesinos the head of the SIN. Montesinos then went 
to work on the military. Any generals who Fujimori or 
Montesinos viewed as being uncooperative (with their 
agenda) were replaced by those who were com plian r. 
Montesinos employed many of his friends and family 
members in high-ranking positions. He used SIN's ser
vices to tap into Fujimori's potential opponents' phones, 
and he taped congressrrieri in compromising positions. 
In essence, Montesinos, with the strong backing of 
Fujimori, eradicated anyone who was seen as a potential 
threat to Fujimori (Gorriti 1 0- 1 8). 

Fujimori allowed the military and the police to exer
cise a lor of power in -order to combat terrorist groups 
and at the same rime- to forge an alliance with them. 
However, the officers abused their authority; human 
right groups have alleged, to this day, that the military 
tortured, executed, and jailed thousands of innocent 
civilians (Tamayo, "Fujimori's Legacy . . .  " 2). The U.S. 
Stare department and the Amnesty International and 
Human Rights watch groups have openly criticized the 
horrible conditions in Peruvian prisons (PBS Newsmaker 
3). Several reports have alleged that the military and the 
police may have played a significant role in the disap
pearance of a number of civilians (Gorriti 1 2). Fujimori, 
however, has openly rejected or ignored many of these 
allegations. Fujimori was not interested in providing jus
tice ro the thousands of innocent Peruvians who lost 
their .lives in the anti-guerrilla campaign. He was more 
interested in keeping himself in power through close ties 
with the military, and rhus he did not want to punish 
any of the officers. 

With the aid of h i s  mi l i tary, on Apri l  5 ,  1 992 ,  
Fujimori discarded the veil o f  democracy by dissolving 
the congress and officially declaring hirnself the dictator 
of Peru. The "autogolpe-a self-coup" (Lane, Larmer, 
and Mabry 1) was the result of the congress nor follow
ing Fujimori's orders. Fujimori felt that rhe power ro 
govern the nation should run through him, not through 
a body of elected officials. Fujimori, clearly, was not 
impressed with the democratic process and tried to abdi-
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care it in  favor of his autocratic regime. Fujimori sought 
to curb the freedom of the press by arresting journalists 
and foreign correspondents. As Rochabrun points out, 
t'The coup confirmed one of the most notable character
istics of Fujimods administration: - i ts disdain for legal 
formalities. Fujimori systematically alters the rules of the 
game whenever he _deems necessary-either by creating 
new laws and applying them retroactively or by modifY
ing old ones to suit his purpose" (Rochabrun 3). 

The "autogolpe" (Lane, Larmer, and Mabry 1) was 
actually scheduled for a later date. However, the congress 
had plans to investigate anti-guerrilla activities of the 
SIN. The congress was particularly focused on an inci
dent which took place a few days prior to rhe coup. In 
this incident, fifteen people were killed at a batbeque 
party, including an eight-year old, because the SIN felt 
that two or  three members of the party were Shining 
Path sympathizers. Eyewitnesses to this horrific event 
claimed that the killers used silencer-equipped "H&K 
submachine gun[s]" (Gorriti 14); also, the car numbers 
noted down corresponded to Santiago Pujimori, the 
president's brother, and to other SIN vehicles. An out
raged congress was ready to move toward a direct inqui
sition when Fujimori disbanded them and placed them 
under the surveillance of the military (Gorriti 14). 

Fuj imori allowed the congress to assemble in 
November 1 992, after his party won the congress. Then, 
with the aid of the congress, Fujimori established a new 
constitution to make his dictatorship legal. This consti
tution allowed the president ro have emergency powers. 
The president had the right to disband congress and the 
right ro veto or create new laws. The new constitution 
also allowed the president to run for reelection (Keen 
and Haynes 421 -422). 

After relatively little opposition, Fujimori was elected 
to a second term in 1995 .  He continued ro work for 
himself. Fujimori sought to discredit anyone who was 
gaining popularity, including his own supporters: "Get 
too famous, Fujimori is likely to turn his back on you" 
(Arana-Ward 3). Fujimori, slowly, through coercion and 
force, brought the media under his sway. Articles thar 
sought to discredit Fujimol'i's rule or those that pur him 
under a bad light were often censored (WOLA 1) .  The 
SIN also appointed partisan journalists who basically 

concurred with Fujimori's policies. Tabloids were ram
pant with rumors about opposition candidates and their 
lifestyle. They alleged that many of the opposition candi
dateS were friends of terrorists, or were havihg sex scan
dals, and that some of them were homosexuals ("The 
Andean . . a. " 1 ) .  

Fujimori violated the ti·eedom of the press. Reporters 
and television stations 'that had criticized Pujimori and 
his men were often punished severely. For example, 
Baruch Ivcher) a television station owner, was stripped of 
his citiZenship fot broadcasting stories that undermined 
Fujimori's rule ("The Andean . . a. " 1). Fujimori also had 
no respect for the jlidicial process: when rhree judges 
ruled that he could not seek a third term, Fujimori fired 
all of them (Tamayo, "Fujimori's Legacy . .a. " 3). He then 
replaced them with his own pawns. Fujimori felt rhat 
judges were- replaceable; however, he -was an indispens
able commodity. 

Fujimori stood for a third term in March of 2000. He 
openly defied the consritution that he had created in 
1 992, which allowed only two terms. However, in the 
elections, Fujimori was only able to garner 49.87% of 
the votes; he needed ro obtain 50% of the votes to win 
rhe elect ions and -avoid a fun off elect i o n  (' 'The 
Question-Marks . .a." 1) .  Furthermore, there were several 
question marks that hung over the elections. It seemed 
that some computers counted more votes dun rhere 
were voters, and six compmers were suspect-ed of altering 
votes. The opposition party alleged rhar Fujimori had 
rigged the elections, and they wanted a runoff elecrion 
immediately ("The Quesrion-Marks . . . " J -2) . 

Fujimori, however, sought to postpone, if not do away 
with, the runoff election. He felt that he could accom
plish this by gaining the allegiance of some of the con� 
grcssional members. So, through Montcsinos, Fujirnori 
tried to buy off many of rhe congressmen. However, 
Momesinos was caught on rape bribing a congressman. 
The video showed Montesinos giving a reponed :>um of 
$ J 5,000 ('Eunayo , "Peru's Political . . a. " 2) , and he was 
heard saying, "We already have a majori ty, but I don't 
want a simple majority. l want a majoriry of 70-75 
[seats]" (Hays 2). Now that Fujimori was exposed to rhe 
Peruvian public and to (he international commtmity hH· 
the man that he truly was, he had no choice bm ro resign 
from his post. 
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Recent reports from Peru indicate that Fujinwri has 
officially left Peru and that he has moved to Japan. Peru 
is now a rudderless ship; there is no interim president
no one is running the nation. The people of Peru have 
once again lost. I believe that the U.S. government 
should send representatives to Peru in order to monitor 
the current situation so that it does not exacerbate into 
something worse. The U.S. government should also try 
to ease Peru's transition from an authoritarian regime to 
a democratic system. 

When it is all said and done, historians will look at 
Fujimori, not as the savior of Peru, but as a dictator who 
plunged his nation into a state of political instability. 
Although one could argue that Fujimori reduced hyper
inflation and dismantled the two leading guerrilla 
groups, at the same titne one has to consider the tremen
dous damage that Fujimori has done to the entire politi
cal system of Peru. Fujimori cut down the voice of the 
people and replaced it with his own. He rewrote the con
stitution because he felt that he did nor have enough 
power. He manipulated the media and the people who 
trusted him. He blatantly supported the military and the 
SIN officers after they had killed a number of innocent 
civilians. Fujimori, in rhe end, will be remembered by 
Peruvians and by the international community as a self
serving dictator who left Peru in the same condition, if 
not in worse condition, than it was in when he began. 

. 
Note to Our Readers 

- · - · - · - · - ·- - · - · "':"" · - · - · - · - · - · - · -

While Mr. Markandan 's essay contains numerous 
parenthetical author and/or page references (in the 
MLA style}, it does not, as one can see, -birure a 
comprehensive Works Cited (bibliographic) list 
here, at the essay's conclusion. Somewhere in the 
wide gulf of time between the initial addition of Mr. 
Markandan's essay to our submission pile and our 
process of editing the pages of this publication, we 
observed that Mr. Markandan's original Works 
Cited list was missing. Of course we contacted Mr. 
Markandan, who dutifully, worriedly attempted to 
fashion a new Works Cited list. Bu( since most of 
the secondary sources for his Fujimori essay were 
internet sites that arc, by now, defunct (or altered, 
rendering the information difficuluo obra'in), Mr. 
Markandan was not able ro reclaim or reconstruct 
his -bibliography. 

Had we followed a purely professional instincr, we 
would have been compelled to refrain from publish
ing this papel'. Because rhis paper is otherwise so 
outstanding, however, and because we pref(�r to fol
low an instinct that is three quarters professionalism 
and one quarter humanity, we have opted to proceed 
with the publication of Mr. Markandan's essay 
despite its missing bibliography. It's an inf(mnative, 
well-craf'red essay that deserves an audience. 

- The Editors 

Evaluation: This essay shows excellent use ofmultiple 
sources to provide a sfrong summary of events, good use of 
evidence to support a thesis, rmd an on�r;ina! rmaf:ysi.� of the 
events. 
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e 
Victimization 
of Women in 
Cracking India 

T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o l o g y 

Christine Melange 
Course: Literature 208 

Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
Write an analytical paper about an important 

thread running through either of the two 
Indian novels we have read this semester. 

During the 1947 partition oflndia and Pakistan, people 
o f  different religions, mainly Muslims, Hindus, and 
Sikhs, were at odds as to which land should belong to 
whom. As a result o f  this, many people were hurr, killed, 
and otherwise Victimized. In her novel Cracking India, 
Bapsi Sidhwa uses rhe voice of a young polio-stricken 
Parsec girl l iving i n  Lahore to show that it was the 
women of India who faced the greatest victimization 
before, during, and afrer the Partition. Most of the 
women Lenny -knew, including herself� were victims of 
the men around them; they were objects to be possessed. 

Lenny, whose character represents the new nation -of 
Pakistan, is, like the country, struggling for identity. 
Being a Parsec, she has somewhat of an outsidcr's -view 'of 
the conflict between the other religions. Throughout the 
Parsec history in India, they have been a small minority, 
so no one really bothered them. Lenny's relatio'nship 'a
with her cousin is qUite strange. At s6me times, they 
seem to be best friends-Cousin was the only one to 
really acknowledge her eighth birthday. But at other 
times, Cousin is a disturbing sexual aggressor, often grab
bing Lenny's breasts (after she's begun to develop) despite 
her protests. At one point in the novel, he even con
vinced her to lick his penis. When she refused to go any 
further, he masturbated in front of her until she cried. 
Cousin's sexual victimization of Lenny is clear, and it is 
also clear that he knows he's doing it. At one point, 
Lenny asked him what rape was, and he replied, with a 
queer look, '"I'll show you someday'" (278). 

A recurring image throughout the novel is the zoo 
lion, of which Lenny is terrified. Like many of the men 
in her life, the lion is aggressive and animalistic. At an 
earlier stage, when Lenny's Ayah, or live-in babysiner, 
takes her to the zoo, she suddenly realizes she's been 
rolled (in her pram) in front of the lion's cage while Ayah 
talks to the zoo attendant. Lenny sees the lion as "the 
ferocious beast of [her) nightmares, looking worhless 
and innocent . . .  lying in wait to spring, fully denrured, 
into [her] dreams" ( 1 9) .  Many of the men she discusses, 
such as Cousin, lee-Candy Man, and Dr. Manek Mody, 
come to parallel the beast. Lenny's fear of being earen by 
the lion symbolizes her fear of being possessed by a man. 

Lenny also has a strange relationship wirh Dr. Manek 
Mody, who is her godmother's brother-in-law. Mody 
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hangs around Godmother's house alot, and it is strongly 
suggested that the two have a sexual relationship. One 
n ight ,  both Manek Mody  a n d  Lenny sleep a t  
Godmother's house,  and the doctor .tells Lenny to 
"'hurry up and go to sleep."' When Lenny asks him why, 
he replies, "'Because I want to pounce on your Roda 
Aunty and eat her up. I'm h ungry'" ( 1 73). This is a dear 
parallel to the zoo lion, as both represent male sexual 
hunger and ferocity; the male hunger to possess women, 
possessing them so much rhat they're actually ingested. 
The more Lenny begs him to stop, the more he torments 
her. Later, he tells Lenny she has '"an unforrunate pair of 
eyes"' and suggests that men will not want her when.she 
gers older. (1 80) 

Lenny's ayah, or nanny, is arguably the most sexual 
woman in the novel; she seems to exude sex, and even 
the young Lenny knows it. According to Lenny, "Ayah's 
presence galvanizes men to Inad spirits in the IlOOn:heat" 
(41 ). Men notice her everywhere she goes, and "as if her 
looks were not stunning enough, she has a rolling boun
cy walk that agitates the. globules of her buttocks r.mder 
her cheap colorful saris and the half-spheres beneath her 
short sari-blouses" ( 1 3) .  She had a power to bring men 
together. Often_) she would sit and discuss issues with 
many men,  being the  o nly woman in the group. 
Unfortunately, her friendliness drove some suitors to 
extreme jealousy that eventually led to murder. Ayah had 
admirers of many different faiths, her favorite being 
Masseur, whose '{knowing fingers" brought her great 
pleasure. Even in Lenny's presence, he massaged Ayah 
under her sari until she grew "still and languid" and 
emitted "a fragile, piteous sound of pleasure" (28). Lenny 
later discovered his dead body on the street. 

The most persistent of Ayah's admirers was lee-Candy
Man, who was jealous of Masseur and was probably the 
man who killed him. So persistent was he, he arranged 
for Ayah's kidnapping. She was stolen from Lenny's 
.house by a band of men, and when Icc-Candy-Man got 
her, he forced her into prostitution and eventually forced 
her to marry him. The act of prostinuion made Ayah's 
sexuality a commodity and humiliated her immensely. 
It's hard to irnagine her sense of shame, considering that 
in many Indian families, if a wornan is prostituted or 
raped, her family will not take her bacl<�they rnay even 

kill her. As  a prostirute, many ofAyah's former admirers 
went to her for paid- s.�x acts, humiliating her further. 
They hadn't loved her; they'd only wanted to possess her. 
Being forced into prostitution took away her identity, 
and furrher than this, Ice-Candy-Man changed h<er name 
and made her wear different clothing; he possessed her 
completely; he'd become the lion. 

Near the end of the novel, the Ayah that Lenny had 
known was gone. But Godmother was srroi1g; she defeat
ed the lion. She helped to get Ayah out of Ice-Candy
Man's home and into the wOmen's shelter that Lenny's 
mother and electric-aunt were running next to Lenny's 
home. Lenny knew Ayah was there, a.nd she called our 
her name relentlessly. But weak and humiliated, Ayah 
wouldn't come out. Lenny- called her so much that the 
other "fallen women'' i n  the yard of the rescue home 
began to call her as well. Eventually, she did come out 
and looked at Lenny "out of glazed and unfeeling eyes 
for a moment, as if we [were] strangers, and [went] in 
again" (285). Ice-Candy-Man went ro rhe women's camp 
every day at dawn and stayed for hours crying for Ayah 
and throwing flowers over the wall of rhe camp and over 
the garden wall of Lenny's home .a.Lenny woke up one 
morning and didn't smell Ice-Candy-Man's flO\vers. She 
later found out that Ayah had gone back to her family in 
Amritsar and Ice-Candy-Man followed her ro cry f(H her 
there. The lion had become a mouse. 

After Ayah's kidnapping, a new caretaker, named 
Hamida, comes to look after Lenny and her brother, Adi. 
A Muslim woman, she observes purdah and wears a 
chuddar to cover her head in public. Like many women 
living in Muslim villages at the time, she was raped and 
kidnapped by Sikhs who raided her village. Feeling thai 
his woman had been "tainted," her husband did not 
want her back. Lenny felt sorry for Hamida's circum
stances, thinking them "monstrously un(tir" (227). Rape 
is one of the ultimate forms of dishonor, both to rhe 
woman it happens to and to her family. lt's also supreme 
domination over a person---the rapist holds everything 
personal about the victim in his hands-..�-hc own:; her. 

Sikhs had also raided Lenny's friend Ranna's village. 
Having thought he was dead , rhe Sikhs left Ranna 
unconscious under a pile of dead bodies of people he 
knew. Upon awakening, he carefully explored his village, 
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finding the Sikhs i n  the mosque with the women . .  
Thinking it strange and wrong that they were in a sacred 
place in mixed company, he looked in to find the women 
being raped and murdered by the raiders. When one 
woman cried, a Sikh responded with, (('Stop whimper
ing, you bitch, or fll bugger you again' . . . .  Other men 
laughed. There was much movement. Stifled exclama
tions and moans. A woman screamed, and swore i n  
Punjabi. There was a loud cracking noise and the rattle 
of breath from the lungs. Then a moment of horrible 
stillness" (214- 1 5) .  The large-scale abuse of women was 
so accepted by the raiders that they just laughed off the 
pain and humil iat ion of the women they tortured. 
Raping them in their place of worship shows the utmost 
contempt for the women, their men, their religion, and 
their very way of l ife. Interestingly, all male Sikhs take 
the surname Singh, which literally means ''lion.'' 

A friend of Lenny's, Papoo, was the young daughter of 
Lenny's family's Hindu sweeper, Moti and his wife, 
Muccho. Interestingly, Papoo's mother wasn't visibly 
dominated by her husband, but Muccho intimidated 
and abused her daughter. Early in the novel, Ayah found 

' Papoo, beaten by her mother, and Lenny and her mother 
came into the room in which she was lying "absolutely 
still. She look[ed] unbearably ill: shrunken, her small fea
tures barely defined, showing milky crescents under her 
lids" (2 1 ). As a result of this episode of abuse at the hand 
of her mother, Papoo spent two weeks in the hospital. 
Later, when she was ten or eleven years old, Papoo was 
married off to a creepy man in his forties. Knowing her 
daughter would not  want to marry h i m ,  Muccho 
d rugged Papoo, and she slept through her wedding. It 
seerns that the wedding was just a transaction-property 
exchanging hands. The girl had no idea what was going 
on. During the ceremony, Lenny even noticed rhe hus
band ogling the other young girls in the room. She knew 
that the power and domination over Papoo was transfer
ring from her mother to her husband, and the very 
thought of it going to that man frightened her. At the 
sight of Papoo's new husband, whom Lenny called an 
"elderly dwarf" because of his creepy looks and manner
isms, she was "unable to remove [her] eyes from his, 
imagining the shock, and the grotesque possibilities 
awaiting Papoo" ( 1 99). 

Like Muccho, Godmother is not controlled by a man. 
But, in a way, she has to deny her -womanhood to get 
power. She always ties her hair back rightly, and "she 
wears only white ld1addar saris and white khaddar blous
es beneath which is her coarse bandage-tight bodice. In 
all the years [Lenny] never saw the natural shape of her 
breasts" ( 1 3). She also takes on the typically male aggres
sive role with her youngest sister, who -is basically treated 
as Godmother's slave, although she does play the - female 
sexual role with Dr. Manek Mody, the husband ofher 
younger and Slavesister's older sister. Dr. Mody seems to 
spend the night with her quire often, and Lenny picks 
up on the sexual tension between them. Godmother also 
has power over men, such as Ice�Candy-Man, whon1 she 
is able to reduce to tears. Having great influence in her 
community, she "can move mountains fron1 the paths of 
those she befriends and erect mountainous barriers 
where she deems it necessary" (223). Using this power of 
influence, she is able to help Ayah leave lee-Candy-Man's 
grip and return to her family. Godmother's relationship 
with Lenny is one of intense love for one another.- 'Their 
relationship is so close because Godmother "is childless" 
( 13). The bond that tics them together is "more satisfy
ing than the ties between men and women" ( 1 3) .  With 
Lenny, Godmother takes on the female nurturing role 
that Lenny's mother does not. 

An odd character, Lenny's mother is usually nor at 
home. After speculation as to where her mother is, 
Lenny concludes rhar she and her sister, Electric�auJH, 
are the ones burning Lahore, since Ayah had wid her 
about an ever-growing srash of petrol cans kept by rhcm. 
Later, Lenny finds out that her mother and aunt were 
not burning the city, but using the petrol to hdp friends 
cross the India-Pakistan border. They were also running 
a camp for women who had been kidnapped and reject
ed by their families next door to their home. In ClCt, rhat 
camp is where Lenny's new ayah, Hamida, comes from. 
Afrer hearing all rhat Mother had done f(H rhe female 
victims of the Partition, one would rhink her an inde
pendent woman-I was sort of visualizing M-orher and 
Electric�aunt as a kind of Thelma and Louise. L.::ner, it is 
discovered that Father is cheating on Mother. After hear
ing a loud argument about the af-l3.ir, Lenny surprises 
Mother while she is bathing and sees that she has bruises 
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on her body. These are undoubtedly the work of the ''ter
rifying thumps" Lenny had heard during the heated 
argument, the marks of ownership (224). So, even 
though she was helping women from all over India gain 
their independence, she herself was being controlled by 
her husband. 

Most of the women in the novel Cracking India ate 
dominated by their men-or other, raiding men.  
Strangely, those who aren't controlled by men control 
other women. Godmother does this with Slavesisrer, and 
Muccho does this with Papoo. The control of one person 
over another is more than just control-it is ownership. 
Men do many things to show their ownership of 
women-they beat them, rape them, and otherwise 
abuse them. I feel that one of the possible reasons for this 
control is the men's lack of control over themselves. 
Their country is breaking apart, people are migrating by 
the millions, people are dying, and there is nothing they 
can do about it. They need to control something, and 
the women are always there, easy targets, and in some 
cases already taking abuse from their men. 

Works Cited 

Sidhwa, Bapsi. Cmcking India: A Novel. Minneapolis: 
Milkweed, 1991 .  

Evaluation: With much well-blended textual evidence, 
C"'hristine presentJ a rel!ealing analysis ofa powerful under
current contributing to the tension permeating this novel. 
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Melissa Oakley 
Course: English 1 0 1  

Instructor: Hanley E .  Kanar 

Assignment: 
Describe an incident or a time in your lifo that changed 

the way you thought about everything that followed. 

It  was a numbingly cold winter afternoon in  January. My 
mother, sister, and I were all sitting at the dinner table 
chatting over this and that. My mother, all. the while, 
seemed depressingly distant. In one split moment, the 
way I saw everything would change. "I have something 
to talk to you two. about." At that moment I could sec 
the pain in her big, dark, round brown eyes. I knew the 
words she would speak next would be dramatic. "I have 
breast cancer," she said. I could tell how relieved she was 
to get it off her chest. I n  this one situation, I learned 
more about my mother than I could ever believe possi· 
ble. Being by her side during this rime was the most 
important deed I have ever performed in my entire life. J 
was taught how viral health, family, and life are to rhe 
human race in general, and to myself as well. 

At one point in my life I thought my mother was this 
fragile creature. Besides this quality, she was optimistic, 
friendly, and caring. She was always so health·conscio.us. 
She watched her diet, .exercised, and never smoked, 
drank, or did any other drugs. She always tried to push 
her healthy habits upon my sister and I. At the time, I 
never realized the importance of a healthy lifestyle, and 
in some peculiar way, I didn't want to. I was young, slim, 
and fun. It seemed health was an issue I would confront 
much later in life. When I saw this terrifying cancer 
descend on this wonderful individual in my life, I felt 
stupid and helpless all at once. How could this be real> 
How could someone develop something so toxic and 
deadly to the body when she had always been so carded? 
I didn't understand at all. 

There have been many incidents of disease and cancer 
in my family. On my father's side, there are diabetes and 
various types of cancers. On my mother's side, there have 
also been diabetes and many different kinds of cancers. lr 
is a scary thought to know that I am susceprible to all 
these illnesses. My f"J.rher, most recently, was diagnosed 
with a ruptured colon. He is currently in the hospital, and 
he will be out of a job for four months. He bas ro com� 
plerely change his lifC around in order to prcvem this evcnr 
from happening again in rhe future. He cannot drink alco� 
hol, smoke, or eat the foods he wants to eat. This experi
ence, as well as my mother's cancer, has changed me very 
much, too. (But the consequences of that particular 
tragedy could rake up an entirely different essay.) 
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Most of my grandparents are deceased. All of them 
have died from reasons other than natural causes. All of 
them at one point in tiine were devastatingly ill. I now 
only have one grandparent, and he is currently in a nurs
ing home. He is i n  pretty bad shape. My grandpa has 
Parkinson's disease and cancer in his spleen. It is sad to see 
him sick like he is and depressing ro know that one day, 
too, I could be in that same situation. It also frustrates me 
ro believe that no matter how well you rake care of your 
body, it is still possible to get a disease or cancer. 

As time progressed, -! realized that this sickness was not 
a picky one. Breast cancer is a widespread illness all over 
the world. My standards of diet and exercise had to be 
changed if I wanted to live a healthier lifestyle. People in 
general, especially women, must make sure to --check 
themselves frequently for symptoms of diseases and can
cers. This holds true even at the age of eighteen. Health is 
something so valuable, yet most young- men and women 
rake this for granted. There are many difficult steps for 
me toward healthy living. I hate exercise, and I smoke 
cigarettes. Also, it is still very hard for me to be cautious 
of my health when the majority of my friends and family 
don't exercise and smoke a lot as well. Hopefully, as time 
progresses, I will find the willpower within myself to con
quer my unhealthy habits altogether. 

Another major realization I made along the way, while 
dealing with this horrible experience, is the importance 
of family. During this rime span, I felt like the second 

.
mother ro the f '!nily. While my mom was in the hospi
tal, I had to try ro keep the peace within my household. 
I tried to make sure my sister did not get into trouble. 
My father and I were fighting constantly, but at the end 
of the day we knew it was all because we missed "our 
mommy." My father, sister, and I visited her everyday. I 
remember how hard it was for me to not cry in front of 
her. Everyone told me to be strong and not show her the 
anguish it caused me to see her in this tremendous pain. 
She was heavily put under with morphine to keep the 
pain tolerable. My mom seemed like she was in a differ
ent world. She was pale, and there was no sign of color 
in her dry lips. Her eyes were glossy, and the pupils were 
dilated. They opened and shut ffequently, as if it were a 
struggle to keep them open. 

I helped her move around to get the circulation going 
about a day after the "big" surgery. She had a mastecto
my done. Her entire left breast and the lymph nodes 
underneath her ann Were removed. It was another hard 
task to get her to eat. She told me that it hurt her to 
swallow whole foods, so I brought her her beloved Slim 
Fast so she would receive all her important vifamins. 1 
can clearly remember stroking her hair as she fell asleep. 
This is quite ironic, bec.ause she used to. do the same for 
me when I was much younger. I truly felt like a second 
mother to my_ immediate family while my mom was 
going through -her cancer. 

The whole family was by her side those first couple of 
days. It definitely brougHt us all �loser together. It felt so 
good to know I wasn't alone in this situation. It also 
made me happy to see everybody because it made me 
realize how much suppo.rt and love our family had for 
my mom. A couple of years ago, I never spent enough 
time with my family. I was. so worried about pleasing alli. 
my friends. This experience surely revealed my ignorance 
and selfishness. 

The day my mother was released hom the hospital was 
a day of immense joy. I truly felt the worst was over in 
my heart and soul. I felt, heard, smelled, and tasted life 
all around me. I realized rhar this once fragile hurnan 
being was, in reali ty, a strong, willful, and intelligent 
heroine. I tried to help around the house the best 1 
could. I cooked a few meals and deaned up a little. After 
a few more months went by, she had her second major 
surgery done. This rime she had an implant put in place 
of the breast she had lost. Her third and last surgery con
sisted of the nipple of the implant to be inserted . There 
were many check-ups during this rime span, especia!ly 
because there were a few rnalfunctions in the progress. 
First, the device that was pm in her chest ro expand rhe 
skin around it started leaking. The docrors fixed rhis, bur 
after the implant was pur in,  that roo leaked. It was 
amazing to me that a complication so rare to women 
receiving implants happened to my mother twice. No 
matter what the situation, my mother always showed her 
good b.ith. At times I could see she was not happy with 
the way her chest looked. Imagine the emotional diffi
culty a woman must go through, beside the physical, 
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during a. sickne.ss like breast cancer. It is hard enough as 
it is. to be healthy and not judge your physical character
istics. We live jn a soc_iety today where -men think breasts 
are viral to the desirability of a woman. 

Before and after this surgery, -my mother -spent rime 
educating herself about breast cancer. She was deeply 
involved i n  knowing more about this sickness and what 
i t  did to the body. She seemed spiritually moved by this 
whole event, and it shocked me. One day, as she was 
reading one of her books, .she glanced at me watching 
her .. With a loving and grateful tone she said to me, 
"Thank you." I wanted to feel good and proud about 
those words, but I felt guilty instead. I ran to her and 
hugged her as tight as I could, never wanting to let go. I 
told her .how I should have spent more time with her 
before she had cancer. I poured our my heart, revealing 
how I had lived so unhealthily and that my bad habits 
had continued. I told her about how I wanted to help 
our more around the house, especially while she was still 
recovering. Most imponandy, I told her I needed to be 
there for her, .like she always was and still is for me. I 
repented for a l l  the terrible pain I had caused her 
throughout my childhood. I explained all this and still 
fel t full of shame. 'T'hen, rny mother told me her views 
on the ups and downs of life. She said she couldn't be 
more proud of  me than she was now. She loved me 
regardless of my past and always would forever more. My 
mom showed me the true essence of unconditional love. 

I see life from a new perspective now. I hear life in her 
voice, feel it in her hands, her hugs, her kisses, and her 
prayers, My mother is a survivor. Even though there are 
people on this Earth who don't believe in God, one can 
start believing by seeing with their own eyes the gift my 
mother has. I feel with my heart that she was given a 
heavenly gift of teaching and sharing her love of life with 
others. Life is a special and complicated thing. It is the 
core of everything alive. It can bring you to be, and it 
can rob you of everything sacred. When you least expect 
something tremendous from life, something awesome 
can strike you. Some say, "Life is like a box of choco
lates." This cliche may be silly but, honestly, I think that 
statement holds true for almost anyone. You really don't 
know what surprises life has in store for you. 

It has been a couple months since this life changing 
experience. I still wonder why bad things like cancer 
happen to good people. Sometimes, I believe God gives 
people sicknesses to te;tch others. how inuch th�"e sick 
people mean to them. Maybe He does it because it can 
teach that sick person the true meaning of struggle, sacri� 
fiee, suffering, and pain. Sometimes people need to go 
through a life-changing experience to realize how pre
cious life really is. Sometimes) I cannot believe in God at 
all because i t  seems a good God would not let good peo
ple be punished. I think people make i t  out to seem that 
if people eat all the right foods and exercise enough, they 
will be ''cancer,free." This is one of the biggest fallacies 
of all. My mother i s  living proof of that. There is no 
guarantee to live forever. Nothing can prevent a non
transmissible disease or cancer. Nothing can prevent 
death. I believe that if people choose a healthy lifestyle, 
they should do so to feel good day by day. That is all we 
as hunians can do; we can diet and_ exercise to Jeel good 
about the bodies we possess. If people starr to realize that 
sickness can come at any rime, regardless of their habits; 
then our society can learn to better accept' illness and 
death. 

All of the aspects of life I have acknowledged in my 
essay are true and dear to me. I still need to grow and 
change for the better, learning about these aspects more 
and more day by day. Breast cancer may be just anorher 
illness you may see on television, learn about in health 
class, or read in an essay, but above all, believe rhis: it can 
happen to anyone. It can change your life forever, and 
everyone else's around you as well! Respect your body, 
respect your family, and please respect l i fC! No maner 
what the reason may be for all of us to be put here on 
this planer, it is truly remarkable to be a!hJe. 

I would like to dedicate this essay to my mo[her. 
Mom, I can't thank you enough. 

Evaluation: This topic turned out to be ptlrtictdru!y 
meaningfUl for many students. In MelisSt/s case, she 

was changed by the jarring news ofher mother:f crmcn� 
and through the act ofwriting about it and being able 

to share her thoughts with her mother, she was 
changed agrtin. This is one ofthe great g�fis of writing� 
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Aumie vs. Ts'ch 

Dan Ophus 
Course: Literature 223 

Instructor: Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
Each student wfls required to write an essay on one or 
more of the texts we had encountered during the term. 

Dan chose Leslie Marmon Si!kos Ceremony as his subject. 

For many war veterans, life after the war is one lived with 
great fear, pain, and distress. The many life-changing 
scenes they witness along with the physical struggles they 
encounter during the war leave them with an unsettling 
feeling within themselves. Although some soldiers can 
cope with the pain after rhe war, others need something 
extra to help them along the way. After World War II, 
Leslie Marmon Silko's character, Tayo (from Ceremony) , 
has become very sick. He has fallen victim to what the 
American doctors may call post-traumatic stress disorder. 
This may be true to some degree, but more importantly to 
this young Laguna man, Tayo has cursed the endless rain 
while at war in  the Philippines, and, consequently, he 
cursed Mother Nature, his God. This act, which is seen as 
dishonorable in a Laguna culture, is the main reason for 
Tayo's sickness both mentally and physically, and it is quite 
evident that he is going to need help and attention soon to 
prevent him from being lost from his native culture forev
er. During this journey to recovery, Tayo encounters two 
very important women who will greatly affect his struggle 
to reunite with his culture and ultimately heal him physi
cally. Tayo's Auntie and Ts'eh Montano are two characters 
in Ceremony who are extremely different. Their differences 
include the general way in which they view nature and 
society, as well as the contrasting ways in which they treat 
Tayo and view his recovery. 

The first and most obvious difference between Auntie 
and TS'eh is evident in how they view nature and society. 

Auntie is a Laguna Indian who has wandered --away from 
the traditional Laguna culture. She has lost herpride in 
her heritage and has almost completely converted to the 
white mads way of life. The Laguna traditions, particular
ly the importar1ce ofMother Nature and the oneness with 
the land; have almost completely disappeared in  her fi·ame 
of importance. One insranc'e in which this is true is with 
her change in religion. Auntie believes that Tayo being 
home from the war provides her with another struggle 
'.'which proved that, above all else, she was a Christian 
woman" (Silko 30). Typically, if someone converts to 
Christianity, it is not a negative change; 'however, as this 
quote shows,- Auntie has chosen to convert hoping to find 
p ublic approval. She has not  decided to become a 
ChriStian out of the inspiration 'she has: found - in Jesus 
Christ. In fuct, she has made a change that has caused her 
to be less like Christ because all she wants is the approval 
of the ·public, whereas Jesus was someone who followed 
his beliefs despite great scrutiny from the public. The 
result of this change for Auntie is a warped idea of what 
Christianity really is, as well as an incrCasing distance 
between her and her Laguna culture. On the opposite end 
of Auntie is Ts'eh. Ts'eh is also an Indian woman; however, 
she has kept true to her Indian traditions and has a respect 
for nature above all the aspects of the white man's culture. 
Through the way that Silko merely describes Ts'eh's sur
roundings, this difference is clear. When Ts'eh is described 
as wearing a ''hand�woven blanket" or when her home is 
portrayed with phrases such as "narrow pine door," "smell 
of dried apricots and juniper wood burning," and "smell 
of clay and mountain sage," the imagery used depicts a 
woman who is emotionally connected in some way with 
nature ( I  78). Ts' eh's words also show a woman who cares 
about nature and the Indian beliefs. She is quoted in 
Ceren-wny telling T'ayo, ''The sky is dear. You can see the 
stars tonight" ( 1 78). It is extremely unlikely rhat Auntie 
would be heard commenting on the beauty of starlight. 
This difference is one that foreshadows other conflicting 
aspects of Auntie and Ts' eh's characters. 

Throughout most of the story, Tayo is either sick or 
recovering from his sickness. Auntie and Ts'eh trear Tayo 
much differently with regard to his sickness and journey 
ro recovery. Right as he returns home to Laguna, Auntie 
begins her poor treatment of T'ayo. She sees TJyo as an 
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outcast of the family as well .as a burden on her hands. 
Auntie often makes reference to the fact that Tayo is a 
half-breed and how the townspeople will gossip as a result. 
She also does not want to tal<e car·e of Tayo not because 
she loves him but, instead, because she sees him as a!] she 
has left. This causes Auntie to treat Tayo as if he were her 
"cross.'' When Tayo would on occasion ask for AtJ.ntie's 
help, she ofi:en "did not come" and when she does give 
Tayo her attention, he knows she is not pleased, as evi
denced by her "face tight with anger" (31). Not only does 
Auntie treat Tayo poorly, she acts as a barrier to his recov
ery. When the issue. arises about sending for a medicine 
man r.o tend to Tayo, Auntie strongly opposes, worrying 
that "someone will say it's not. right" (33). She is so wor
ried about her reputation that she would rather not try to 
do wbat is. best for her own family if i t  might damage her 
image. The irony in Auntie's disagreement about sending 
Tayo to_ _  Betonie is that he is - a  medici�1e man who has 
integrated the b.esr of the white culture with the Laguna 
culture. If Auntie is worried about what. others might 
think, she should realize that Betonie is closer in his ways 
to the wodd she loves than many of rhe other Laguna 
medicine tnen. -Beronie's integration of the two cultures 
proves helpful to Tayo because Tayo is a half-breed need
ing a ceretnony that integrates a little white culture into 
his (Tayo's) Native-American background. Thus, Auntie's 
condemnation of him could have been detrimental to 
Tayo's healing. In addition to her disapproval of Betonie, 
the simple £1.ct that Auntie has a constant negative attitude 
and views Tayo as her chore also causes a barrier in Tayo's 
recovery. It is very hard for Tayo to get better, just as it 
would be for any human, because his "caretaker" does not 
support, love, and wish the best for him. 

Although Auntie does not wish it so, Tayo does eventu
ally see Betonie. Here, Tayo is put through a tradition<J 
Laguna ceremony and is told to look for four signs to 
ensure his healing. They are a mountain, a woman, a star 
formation, and the spotted cattle. After his stay with 
Betonie, T3.yo is well on his way to recovery, but without 
encountering Ts' eh, he arguably never would have become 
completely healed. Right fmm the first rime the two meet, 
Ts'eh is very hospitable to Tayo, offering him food and a 
place to sit and rest as well as offering him some water to 
feed his horses. Ts'eh never disrespects Tayo's half-breed 

background, bur .rather accepts Tayo for who he is; She 
has a very positive impact on Tayo's life, and, as Betonie 
predicted, she is the woman whom 1ayo i s  supposed to 
encounter. Tayo's encounter wirh 1S'eh results in the-other 
predictions corning true as well. He encounters _a moun
rain on his journey before he meets Ts'eh. She is the one 
who catches his cattle later in the novel, and he sees the 
predicted star formation after he has sex wirh her. The ful
fillment of these predictions is an integral part in Tayo's 
healing process. When Tayo and Ts'eh have sex, there is 
strong evidence ofTayo's healing as well. Throughout this 
scene, Silko uses much nature imagery showing that Tryo 
is becoming re-united with nature and rhus, doser to_ uni
fYing with his Laguna beliefs and culture. While rhe sex 
rakes place, the sensory images surrounding the scene ar� 
described as "ripples in sr!ll water," "damp and cold like 
the ground after the snow has melted,'' and -��ponderosa 
pine on .the rimrock above" ( 18 1), and he has a new feel
ing inside of him when it is all over. "Being alive was all 
right then: he had not breathed like that for a long time" 
( 181 ) .  

To some Western readers, this point of the book, featur
ing the sex between two people who barely know one 
another, might be Seen as a drawback to a healing process 
whose purpose is to purify and unite an individual with 
his culture. However, in T8.yo's case, this sexual encounter 
is essential. In the Laguna culture, all things that are natur
al or of nature are viewed as a necessity or a positive con
tribution to one's soul. In fact, when Tayo describes to his 
family all he has encountered in his healing process, they 
ask him "rhe color of her eyes" (257). In a typical white 
man's culture, such an act of random sex with a stranger 
might be seen as an impure act of debauchery, whereas the 
Laguna culture wants ro know rhe specific derails of rhc 
beautiful event that has taken place. This imponance of 
natural occurrences fUrthers the evidence of TS'eh's inHu-
ence on 'Etyo's healing. 

T's'eh's influence on Tayo is once again evident after his 
healing process is completed. On his journey back home, 
Tayo encounters Emo, Leroy, and Pinkie rorruring Harley. 
These men know that Tayo is nearby and want: him to 
come save Harley so they can hun him next. Alrhough 
'Eryo feels bad for Harley and wishes be could help, he 
does not. By fighting back and burring Emo, Tayo would 
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have been moving backwards in his healing process. War 
and fighting, which is against the Laguna belie( is what 
has caused Tayo to become ill, and he knows he must hold 
back hisasorrow for Harley's murder. Instead of resorting · 
to violence, Tayo thinks ofTs'eh. He "gather[s) the seeds 
for her and plant[s] them with great care in  places near 
sandy hills" (254). Tayo turns his back on destruction and 
accepts Ts'eh's sense of creation by planting the seeds for 
her, showing his gratitude to the person who helped him 
whenever she could. To emphasize Ts'eh's importa11ce in  
unifYing Tayo with nature, Silko uses words and phrases 
such as "rainwater," "emergence -of tiny fingers, roots, and 
leaves," and "strong- and translucent as the stars" when 
describing this planting process (254). The most impor
tant aspect of this whole scene is that, by rejecting the vio
lence and fostering creation by planting the seeds, Tayo is 
now fully healed. 

With all the overwhelming evidence showing how 
important 'D!eh is -in Tayo's healing process, it is essential 
to realize that Silko intended Ts' eh to be seen as a woman 
whose physical presence is indeed there; however, she is 
also a supernatural, god-like character, which is the reason 
she is so effective in healing ']ayo. The first four lines Silko 
writes in Ceremony are "Ts'its'tsi'hako, Thought Wo1nan, is 
s i tt ing i n  her room' and whatever she thinks about 
appears" ( 1 ) .  Although it is difficult to see the connections 
of these four lines to her character, it is important to -note 
that the first two letters (Ts) are common to Ts'eh and this 
woman, and, since these interjections are linked to the 
supernatural Laguna beliefs, there is a connection imply
ing Ts'eh to be something more than just human. Further 
evidence of this occurs as Tayo reflects upon 'IS'eh, stating 
that "she had always loved him, she never left him; she had 
always been there" (255). The observation that Ts'ch, a 
stranger at one point, "had always been there" connects 
her character as being god-like and even a physical mani
festation of nature itself Nature, then, might have been 
angry with Tayo for having cursed her while at war, but 
like an unhappy parent, nature has "never left him," 

Although it  is  obvious that Ts'eh and Auntie are 
extremely different characters, it should be noted that 
Auntie is not a completely terrible character, but rather a 
victim of the white man's world. Auntie is someone who is 
not pure in anything she believes. She is not a pure 
Laguna because she has converted to the white ways, bur 

at the same time she is not a pure Christian either. She is 
hypocritical to the Christian God because of her discrimi
nation against Tayo for being a half-breed, as well as her 
less than desirable treatment-of him when he returns from 
World War Il. Her actions do not place her in a category 
of Christian or Laguna, and this lack of purity in either 
culture causes her to need a ceremony just like Tayo does. 
Aside fwm being a victim, Auntie is a character who holds 
a few good qualities. First of all, she does "keep him 
(1ayo) and tal(e care of him all the months he WN;ld lie in 
a bed too weak to walk'' (29). Ifshe were a completely evil 
character, she would not have even done this, After Tayo is 
healed, Auntie shows more glimpses of goodness. Auntie 
now "talked to him (Tayo) the way she had talked to 
Robert and old Grandma all those years" (259). She is 
starring to see Tayo as an equal, which is  :a positive 
attribute. Auntie -also shows the quality of protection 
when she reminds Tayo of the times she would Wam Tayo 
not to hang around with the rowdy boys, proving that she 
does not want him to get hurt. 

By the end of Silko's novel, Ceremony, it is evident that 
many people have a deep impact on Tayo's healing process. 
Among them is Auntie,- who has some positive attributes 
in Tayo's life, but, because she too is a victim of the white 
world, her confusion takes over. She ultimately treats Tayo 
poorly. Ts'eh, on the other hand, is a supernatural charac
ter who makes countless positive contributions to Tayo's 
recovery and proves herself to be the focal point who 
could arguably have saved Tayo's life. 

Works Cited 

Silko, Leslie Marmon. Ceremony. New York: Penguin 
Books, 1 977. 

Evaluation: This essa)' makes it very dect.r thr/.t the writer 
full)' understands Ceremony {which isn't reali:J' th(� easiest 
book to understand). Dan's paper has all of the requisite 
characteristics ofa solid esst�y: organization, good writing 
(good grammar and style), and, again, a deep fomiliarity 
with the subject, Also, the writer rnakes excellent use (l 
reltl){l11t quotes fimn 5'il!w's novel to support his rugument. 
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Who Let the 
Dogs Out? 

T h e H a r p e r  A n t h o J o ,  g y 

Liam O'Shaughnessy 
Course: English 101  

Instructor: Tony Laouras 

Assignment: 
W,.ite an argumentation paper and support 

the opinion with details and valid reasoning. 

After a busy brisk Sunday afternoon gathering leaves in  
the garden, tired and aching, I slumped with heavy legs 
i n to rhe soft warm couch. With one last exhausted 
stretch, I reached for the television remote and clicked 
the 'on' button. Having just arrived in America, I was 
new to the pleasures of the "Sunday Afternoon Football 
Game" as well as to the game itself. I was simply capti
vated by rhe ferocity and aggression that unfolded before 
me, and I could only watch in awe as the finely tuned 
athletes repeatedly ran head-down-head-first into one 
another. After one particularly violent, back-shattering 
collision, the crowd roared and the commentator excit
edly announced: 

"Wow, Chuck, this boy is having a great season; this is 
his fourth sack of the year, and having been picked late 
in  the draft he really has shown his critics to be wrong." 

"Yes Randy, you're right; after graduating !tom North
western, he really has made a huge impact on this 
Buccaneer team. "  

Being the novice spectator that I was, I was left com
'plerely i n  the dark as to what exactly this meant,  
although it certainly sounded impressive (I  knew at least 
that I wouldn't like to be "sacked"; it looked painful). 
While I watched the triumphant athlete strut around 

like a rerardedchicken, i t  suddenly dawned on me: 
"Northwestern, he graduated from Northwestern." All of 
a sudden, I found. myself feeling som.ewhat puny ilnd 
inadequa_te; not only was this strapping young man an 
incredible athlete, he was a scholar as well-remarkable! 
As- the game continued, one can only imagine my amaze
ment as each "player profile" flashed onto the screetL to 
reveal that every player. on the field had graduated fi-om 
college! By rhe end of the game, I must confess that my 
attention had wandered slightly from the action that was 
on the monitor. Instead, I sat jealous and impressed by 
rhe notion that so many fine athletes could find the time 
to become star football players and complete academic 
majors. Our old friend Chuck, however, interrupted my 
envious daydream: 

"Well fOlks, I'm down here in the B ucs' changing 
rooms enjoying the celebrations, and I've rnanaged to 
corner _the star of the game. So Dwain, what do you 
think was the rurning_point?, 

"Oh yeah, woo, oh yeah, you know I'm da boss . . I 
thankagod, my family, yeah, you my dogs; rhankayou 
Lord. Peace." 

"There you have it  folks, straight from the horse's 
mouth. Dwain Johnson, ladies and gentlemen." 

I had no idea as to what was just said, and my respect 
for Northwestern was rapidly diminishing. How could a 
graduate of the university be unable to string a coherent 
sentence together? My questions were answered in the 
cotning weeks. I was informed rhat our friend Dwain 
had been playing football since he Wils a small child; that 
he had been a star player on every school team rhat he 
had attended; that he had been given a full scholarship to 
one of the most prestigious qniversities in America and 
that his grade point average had miraculously improved 
from 1 .0 to 3.5 in the weeks before his acceptance. On 
hearing rhese f..1cts, I exclaimed, "Tha.r's disguscing; rhar 
scholarship should have been given ro someone who 
deserved it, someone who earned it, not some pumped 
up jock." 

"No," replied my informant. "It's football) dude, and 
this is America, and if you do well at sports you will do 
well in life." 

This theory rook me by surprise; the notion of a 
"sports scholarship" was as alien to me as "cheese in a 
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tube," but on further investigation, I found that this was 
aapdze that many AmeriCan -Children are encouraged to-
strive for. It strikes me as profound that sporrs and physi
cal fitness are promoted over English and mathematics, 
that an illiterate quarterback can be s ingled out as an 
icon, and that a striving academic is stereotyped as a 
"dweeby nerd." 

I fear, however, that this practice of rewarding sporting 
achievement over academia is having -a direct effect on 
rhe priority of high school. curriculums. This, I feel, 
should be of  major concern to all inhabitants of this 

-democratic society, as a democracy relies o n  the 
informed opinion of its i nhabitants to succeed. The 
brain is  like a "muscle,'' too, and unless one is encour
aged to exercise it from an early age, the habit of "flex
ing" it will never be learned. The lack of aesthetic studies 
in American high schools today is producing an uncre
ative subculture Within its masses. In order to reverse this 
phenomenon, studies that spark the individUal's creative 
thought process must widely be promoted in  schools. 

It appears to me that a lot of students in American 
high schools are simply "going through the motions" of 
education, and that they are not actually being educated. 
I n  this capitalist society, educational attainment is  
becoming increasingly linked to occupational status. In 
order to achieve the desired occupational status, a stu
dent must  achieve academic qualifications, and the 
choice of a student's subjects are governed by the criteria 
of his  desired qualification. Once a predetermined 
amount of hours have been spent studying a subject, a 
pupil is faced with a multiple-choice test (for which he 
will get points for writing his name and the correct date), 
and on completion of said test, the student is given a 
pass for the subject and he moves onto his next required 
subject. The system is a well-oiled machine, which year 
after year pumps out millions of graduates. I n  most 
cases, however, information is learned in order to achieve 
the desired result on the tests, but then promptly forgot
ten once the test has been completed to "make room" for 
the facts that are required to be retained for the success
ful completion of the new subject, and so the process 
continues. Most college professors will admit that each 
year they receive hordes of high school graduates want· 
ing to achieve degrees, but when classes begin and the 

students are quizzed on basic grammar or arithmetic, 
they are unable to answer satisfactorily. Consequently, 
the first semester is  wasted because teachers have ro 
"reinforce" the basic rules of academia that have suppos
edly already been taught. On top of this, subjects taught 
at the high schoollevel are controlled by separate depart
ments (the English department, the science department, 
etc.), and the result is that a student's knowledge is frag
mented and cornparn11entalized into academic subjects; 
therefore, little connection or synchronism is made 
between the separate fields of data. When students start 
college level subjects, they are unable to relate them to 
any other subjects that they have previously taken. They 
have never been expected to think freely in the past, and 
consequenrly, much valuable time is wasted encouraging 
them to do so. One is left thinking that if only the time 
had previously been spent evoking and stirring a passion 
wirhin a child, once he reached college he would already 
have the thirst and desire for knowledge that freshman 
professors dream of. If a child's creative thought process 
had been triggered, he would have already started to dis
cover and ponder some of the questions that life poses. 
In  his quest for answers, he would have been forced to 
draw upon his already learned knowledge and thus he 
would discover a correlation -between the subjects he has 
already studied. He would then be able to appreciare his 
education as lessons in life as a whole, as opposed to sep
arate masses of useless information. 

Creativity, a prerogative of man, can be seen as the 
humble human counterpart of God's creation. Whereas 
theologians and religious people believe that God's cre
ation comes nihi!o, from spatial and temporal nothex 

ingness, human creativity uses what is already existing 
and available and changes it in unpredictable ways. As 
educator John Dewey put  it, "Creativity by irs very 
nature promotes an interest in knowledge, which in ttl1'11 
produces a well-balanced, motivated individual who can 
think critically about the world around him." The cre
ative process, however, goes beyond the usual means of 
dealing with the environment or with oneself It brings 
about what is considered (by some people at least, and 
perhaps by all) a desirable enlargement of the human 
experience. People like B.F. Skinner have characterized 
man as conditioned, prograrnmed by che environment in 
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rigid, almost inescapable ways. Skinner should be appre
ciated for having shown the extent to which man can be 
affected in this manner, but I think that contrary to 
Skinner's position, we must stress man's ability to escape 
this fate. Creativity is one of the major means by which 
the human being liberates himself from the fetters not 
only of his conditioned response, but also of his usual 
choices. The intellectual evolution of mankind is depen
dent on creativity; without this trait fueling its progres
sion, the cogs of discovery would grind to a halt: if a 
Shakespeare hadn't blessed the earth with his many plays, 
the visage of English Literature would not be the same 
rich tapestry that it is today; without a Picasso, the world 
would possibly be blind to ideas of the abstract, and 
without a Newton ,  what would be the face of physics as 
we know it? Creativity has shaped the cultures and soci
eties that we live in today, and today's creativity will 
mold the culture and societies of tomorrow. 

The creative thought process is not something that 
everyone naturally discovers; instead, it is an ability that 
must be encouraged and nurtured in order to develop. In 
rare cases, an individual with natural creative genius is 
born, and that person can thrive without any foreign 
st imuli :  for example, it is reported that Wolfgang 
Amadeus Mozart had the ability to write entire overtures 
without so much as picking up an instrument or putting 
pen to paper. When questioned about his talent, he 
replied that it was "a gift I have my Divine Maker to 
thank for." As rare as these cases may be, they demon
strate the power of creativity to the unbeliever. The pos
sibilities of creativity, however, are present in everyone 
and are only limited by oneself: "Creativity does not 
depend on inherited talent or in upbringing; it is the 
function of the ego of every human being." We are all 
capable of creativity; in most cases, we just need a "key" 
to unlock our thought process. Exposure to other peo
ple's creativity is by far the best way to trigger the cre
ative thought process; this has been evident throughout 
h i s to ry and has subsequently characterized the 
mentor/protege relationship we know today. Early exam
ples of this can be seen i n  the accounts of the Bible. 
Jesus' creativity attracted followers, and thus the disciples 
were formed. The disciples were inspired by the teach
ings of Jesus and consequently nor only went on to 

spread Christ's word, but to form and teach their own 
opinions based on what they had le;uned. Once an inter
est in creativity has developed, it becomes the. glue which 
bonds together the information that we proceed to learn 
and will lead us from one field of innovation to. another. 
For example, not only was D. H .  Lawrence an acclaimed 
writer, but by his late fqrties he had also become a suc
cessful painter; and Leonardo d.a Vinci explored what 
seems like every field of interest possible, from astrono
my to fine arts to oceanography to the concept offlight. 

In today's society of sitcoms and "glarn mags," a child 
is presented with little opportunity to cmne:: into co_ntact 
with true works of inspirational creativity; his only 
chance of finding these stimuli is through the schooling 
system. Providi11g strong courses in the aesthetic studies 
will lay a firm . foundation for creativity to grow. The 
physical arts will provide a visual inspiration and will 
entice the observers to create images of rheir own. Music 
provides a vehicle for children to express their feelings 
audibly when they cannot find the words to say them, 
and theatrical arts will build the confidence for them to 
say. the words when they finally discover them. I feel, 
however, that the most important tool for us is literature. 
The history of our written word is rich and thorough, 
and scholars have repeatedly pondered the same life
impacting questions throughout time. The nature of 
human beings changes little from one century to the 
next, and subsequently, there is a wealth of literature 
whose authors throughout time have strived to come to 
terms with the many feelings, thoughts, and emotions 
that accompany the "human'' experience. When intro
duced to these writings, the youthful arrogance rhat 
most teenagers possess is humbled and the realization 
that there is so much to learn becomes apparent; what is 
more, the written word provides an exact account of the 
writer's thoughts, which allows the reader to relate to the 
information that is being shared: we can feel Poe's 
despair, fear Dante's terror, and laugh at Chaucer's crude
ness. More important, however, is the interest that these 
subjects will invoke. They create a passion for knowledge 
and expression, and once a child has something to say, he 
will look for ways to say it; looking for a medium will 
educate, and education eventually breeds rationalization. 
The development of the creative thought process at an 
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early stage in a person's life will not only prepare a child 
for the adult world, it will bridge the gap that has 
appeared between traditional academic subjects. The cre
ative work may make us laugh when we are confronted 
with something new which is witty and comical; it may 
offer us aesthetic pleasure when we are in the presence of 
works of art; it may give us a feeling of transcendence, as 
in the field of philosophy and religion; or it may provide 
the qualit ies of usefulness ,  understanding and pre
dictability, as scientific innovations do. There is a saying 
that one can give a man a fish and he will eat for a day, 
but one can teach a man to fish and he will eat for a life
time; if one encourages a person's creativity, he will "cre
ate" for a lifetime. 

Creative work thus may be seen to have a dual role: at 
the same time as it enlarges the universe by adding or 
uncovering new dimensions, it also enriches and expands 
man, who will be able to experience these new dimen
sions inwardly. A new painting, poem, scientific achieve
ment,  o r  philosoph ical understanding i ncreases the 
number of islands of the visible in  the ocean of the 
unknown. These new islands eventually form those thick 
archipelagos that are man's various cultures. 

One may ask me as to why I, a British citizen, would 
be concerned with the educational standards of the 
U.S.A. The fact remains that my (and everybody else's) 
fate is in the hands of the United States of America, the 
most powerful nation on  earth. The youth in roday's 
high schools will be the leaders of tomorrow's free demo
cratic world. I would feel a lot better knowing that the 
leaders of this superpower have been elected by a rational 
and intelligent nation, and that their actions within the 
global arena will be a reflection of the educated people 
who entrusted them with power. Even with his North
western degree, I would hate to think that one day 
Dwain and his "dogs" could be the people who are seated 
with their fi ngers po ised on the buttons that could 
destroy civilization as we know it. 

Evaluation: Liam's expression is .fresh, and his points are 
well developed and supported. 
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1 0 1  

Life 
as a 

Fire Fighter 
Mike Pyzyna 

Course: English 1 00 
Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
Write a profile of ('a behind the scenes look at") 

a person, place, or event, for which you 
have detailed, intimate knowledge. 

Capture the essence of this person, place, or event. 

I n  October of 1 9 8 3 ,  my father j o ined the Prospect 
Heights Fire Protection District. I was three at the time, 
and from that moment on, I knew that I wanted to be a 
fire fighter. When I got a little older, around the age of 
1 2, my father began to take me on calls and let me spend 
the night at the firehouse, so I could get a good feel for 
what this job is all about. 

Five years later, when I was seventeen, the fire chief, 
whom I have known since I was three, approached my 
father. He told my father, "I have known Mike for 14  
years now and I have an  opportunity for him." My dad 
looked at him and said, "What are you talking about?" 
The chief replied, "Well, we are having a recruit class 
and I was curious if Mike would be interested." Without 
even thinking, my father replied, "What do you think! 
He's wanted to do this his whole life!" Later that night, 
my father called me up and told me what had happened. 
I was absolutely ecstatic about the news. For the next 
couple of months, I trained and tested my life away to 
become a fire fighter. And it all came together on the 
night of December 1 5 , 1 998, when I was sworn in as a 

fire fighter in  the Prospect Heights Fire Protection 
District. 

It's 5 a.m. I wake up to the sound of Eric and Kathy's 
morning show on 1 0 1 .9 fm. I take a shower, pack up my 
bedding and my clothes, and head off to work. I show 
up at work at 6 am, and I start the morning coffee while 
the other members on duty show up for another day of 
work. We sit around for a couple of hours, talking about 
the past week and what had happened. Doug, a tall slen
der man with blonde hair and blue eyes, lights up a ciga
rette and walks in with a box of candy. I turn to him and 
ask, "What is that for?" He replies, "My daughter's dance 
class is having a fund raiser for dance and tap class. They 
look really cute doing it, and they really enjoy it ." I reply, 
"Well that's really cool that they found something that 
they like." 

7 a.m. rolls around, which is the time that I begin my 
vehicle check. It is a fairly long process. I have to check 
all of the fluids, which include oil, power steering fluid, 
windshield wiper fluid, etc. I then check all of the six air
packs on the vehicle, and I then proceed to check every 
compartment to make sure every piece of equipment is 
working and in its proper place. After the entire vehicle 
has been checked out,  I pull it outside to check the 
pump, lights, and sirens. When everything is working 
properly, I pull it back into the station and give it a good 
wash. 

8:46 a.m. We get a call into Mt. Prospect for a fire 
alarm at an elementary school. We respond, and it turns 
out to be a false alarm, and we return. When we return, I 
finish washing my vehicle. Doug walks up to me and 
says, "Let's go."  I reply, "Where are we going?" He then 
informs me that we have to go to Rocky Vander's, which 
is a local hangout where we are having our annual burn 
camp fund raiser. "We have to go over there to get our 
picture with the fire engine taken so it can be put in the 
Daily Herald." 

It is now 9:30. This is the time when the ambulance 
crew goes to buy supplies for lunch and dinner. Today's 
menu consists of Italian sausage with red sauce and moz
zarella cheese for lunch. For dinner, we are having rotini 
with meat sauce and garlic bread. While the ambulance 
crew is out shopping, the squad crew, which includes 
me, begins house duties. House duties, which are the 
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most hateful part of my day, consist of emptying the 
garbage, cleaning the bathrooms, and mopping all of the 
floors, among other things. 

1 0:36 a.m. We get dispatched to 80 1  N. Elmhurst Rd. 
for a 1 050 (car accident) . We arrive on the scene and 
find an elderly lady who ran into the side of a pickup 
truck. We help the lady into the ambulance to check her 
out. Meanwhile, I am told to check on the gentleman 
she had hit. As it turns out, both patients are okay and 
refuse transport. We are released from the scene and 
return back to the station. 

1 1 :00 a.m. Northbrook Fire Department arrives for a 
drill. This is an unusual drill, because an Arkansas fire 
department had j ust purchased Northbrook's old engine. 
The Arkansas fire department wanted to test the pump, 
especially the draft capabilities. We are one of the very 
few departments in the area that knows how to draft. So 
we go out with them and drill, and everything is checked 
out well. 

After we return to the firehouse, lunch is ready. At 
lunch we begin to discuss the next drill for the day, 
which is going to take place after lunch. We have to test 
all of the hoses on our tanker for leaks and damage. 
Doug begins, "This is so wrong. I mean, it's Columbus 
Day and we actually have to work." I then come up with 
an idea. "Doug, the recruits have to drill tonight, so why 
do n't I call up my dad and see i f  he has anything 
planned. If not, they can do it. " Bob,  an older para
medic, blurts out, "That's a great idea; call him up!" I 
then call my dad, who likes the idea and agrees to it. 

After lunch, which usually ends at 1 :00 p.m., it is time 
for our afternoon nap. It would have been an excellent 
nap except for the fact that we get dispatched to an 
apartment for a lock out. This particular call is aggravat
ing because the lady claims that there are no doors or 
windows open in her apartment. So after an hour or so, I 
walk to the back and find that her back door is wide 
open. After this, we then return to the station and con
tinue our nap. 

The nap lasts for a couple of hours. We awaken at 4:00 
p.m. for another call, for a diabetic patient feeling ill. We 
arrive at the scene and find the patient on the floor in 
diabetic .shock. This person has a condition we call hyper
glycemia. This condition means that the pancreas is not 

putting out enough insulin. Therefore, the person goes 
into shock and usually ends up to be okay. Luckily, today, 
this person is fine but is still transported to the hospital 
for precautionary measures. 

6:00 p.m. comes around, and that signals time for din
ner. The cook today is not at his best. The noodles are 
very stiff, and the sauce is disgusting. This is also the rea
son why I am very hungry right now, typing this paper. 

The recruits start to show up, which means that it is 
7:00 p.m. and it is time for class to start. In this class, we 
test over 1 ,000 feet of hose, which takes us until 1 0:30 
p.m. After drill, I hop into the shower to relax and get 
cleaned up. After that, it is down time for the rest of my 
shift, during which we are able to do whatever we please. 
In my case, I do some homework and then I go and 
watch the football game with the rest of the crew. 

It is midnight and that is the time I go to bed. I am off 
of shift at 6 a.m., but who knows what lies ahead of me 
in the night? We can run calls all night, or we could sleep 
all night. Or, we can be awakened at 3 a.m. for a struc
ture fire and not come back until 8. This particular day, 
we are lucky and sleep the entire night. 

I have wanted to be a fire fighter my entire life. Since I 
became one two years ago, it has been the best time of 
my life. I know that my choice to do what I do is very 
risky; however, that is half of the fun. Everyone I ever 
talk to says, "Aren't you scared that you could die?" I 
reply, "Yes, but the way I look at it is everyone has a time 
when they are called upon to go. No one knows when 
his or her number is up; however, if my time has to come 
while I 'm on duty saving a life, at least I did what I 
always wanted to do." 

Evaluation: Mike takes us behind the scenes, in an even, 
clear voice. This is good expository writing, and the "day in 
the Life" structure was a good choice for the materiaL. 
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Striving 
to Be 

the Best 
Liz Richards 

Course: English 1 00 
Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
Identify an area or behavioral pattern of your life that has 
caused you difficulty for some time-or a long struggle that 

you have been involved in, and that you have overcome 
(or are in the process of overcoming). Write an essay that 

"tracks" the development of the struggle from its beginning. 

The bright stars stand still and calm as the shooting stars 
go flying past them. I take a deep breath when I see the 
shooting stars. Every time I breathe, my back presses 
deeper into the grass. Those shooting stars are more 
beautiful than just the normal stars glowing above us. As 
the bright light follows the shooting stars, i t  starts to 
remind me of my mother always following me, making 
sure that I am the best. I just giggle those memories 
away, even though I am always thinking about them. 

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

I am sitting in the high school gym with the rest of my 
Poms squad, waiting for our coach. After I lead my team 
in stretches, my coach comes in with a wad of paper. 

"Alright girls, we are voting on our captain and co
captain today. Think long and hard on who you want to 
be running our squad for the whole year. She will be 
your captain and leader, the one you must obey and look 
up to , "  my coach announces , while interrupting my 
counting for our split holds. 

My stomach is really nervous. I can feel rhe blood 
rushing through my veins. This is a huge moment for 
me. I know that if I don't get nominated for captain, my 
mom will be really disappointed in me. I carefully look 
up at the ceiling and sofrly pray to god for this position. 

"I am handing out litde pieces of paper. On the top 
line, put who you want your captain to be and on the 
bottom line, put your co-captain. Try not to vote for 
yourself Be honest to your ream," coach says. 

She keeps looking at me. Maybe she thinks I am vot
ing for myself I am not going to do that. I will always be 
honest to my team. My hands are shaking as I write our 
my choice for the captain. I rake a deep breath and turn 
in my litde pink piece of paper. My coach is going to a 
table to count up all the votes. 

"Alright, let's practice the dance while she is counting 
the votes ," I say to the girls. 

While we are practicing our new homecoming dance, 
my mind is still with my mom. Hopefully, my mom 
won't be too disappointed in me. Out of nowhere, the 
music fades off 

"Enough practice for now. Let's make a big circle and I 
will tell you who are our team captain and co-captain for 
our '99-2000 porn squad." 
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My mind is in a huge blur. This is my senior year, and 
my mom will kill me if I don't get nominated for this. 
She's going to think I ditch practice or am not good 
enough. 

"Our co-captain is Robyn Makela. Finally, our team 
captain is-" 

My stomach is giving off this horrible pain that is 
shooting up through my back all the way up to my head. 
I just want to scream and cut this tension. 

"Liz Richards,"  coach screams! 
I feel my heart drop into my lap. Tight hugs squeeze 

around me. Everyone is congratulating me on my posi
tion. After practice, I hesitate to go straight home. I have 
to tell my mom sooner or later, so I might as well do it 
now. I push the door open in front of me to see my 
mom standing on the stairs waiting for me. 

"So?" she questions. 
"So what?" I answer. 
"Any good news?" 
"Oh, yeah. I'm captain." 
My mom runs at me like I did something amazing. 

Like I was some kind of hero. She gives me a hug and a 
kiss and tells me that she is very proud of me. She's so 
proud because I made her look good. Her daughter is the 
captain of the high school poms squad. It's a true honor. 

"Not every girl in the world is as lucky as you. You 
know that, right, Princess?" she says to me after almost 
making me sick to my stomach. 

"Yeah mom, sure. I 'm going to bed. Night!" 
I walk in my room,  clos ing the door behind me. 

Hopefully, I won't be seeing her the rest of the night. 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

It's freshman year. Yeah, I am a freshman, but I am not 
considered one when it comes to gymnastics. I am on 
the varsity team with all the senior girls. I am sitting in 
my mom's car outside of the gym, just listening to her 
lecture me about my big meet tonight. 

"Now, Elizabeth, I am serious when I tell you never to 
give up. Remember to always bow to the judges when 
you finish all your routines. Are you competing in all 
around tonight?" 

"Yes mom. I know to bow to the judges. I have only 
been doing this for eight years. I think I am doing all 
around unless coach switches it on me." 

"Why would she do that? You're the best they've got." 
''Alright mom. I have to stretch, and we have been sit

ting outside the gym for 1 5  minutes ,"  I reply, while 
rolling my eyes with annoyance. 

"I will be there at 7:30 when it starts. Remember, push 
for the 1 0!" 

I get out of the car, feeling the cold air hit my face. 
The chill is tensing up my muscles, and I feel my nerves 
freezing as well. I hate how she always puts this pressure 
on me. Now, if I don't get that 1 0, I am going to hear 
her all n ight.  Or, maybe she won't even taJk to me 
because she will be disappointed. That's a good idea: 
don't get that 1 0, and I won't have to talk to her the rest 
of the night. 

"Liz, you are second in the rotation. We are going to 
bars, then floor, to beam, and finally, we are finishing up 
at the vault. You are our all-around competitor. Good 
luck!" Coach Williams says. 

I hate the bars. They are too easy. It's now my turn, and 
I am putting chalk all over my grips so that the sweat 
from my hands doesn't make my grip slippery. After my 
level 9 performance, I bow to the judges and give my 
team a finishing smile. I glance over to my mom right 
after I see my score of 8.3 .  She gives me a smile and nods 
her head. She seems pretty proud of me, but I know that 
she is thinking I can do better. The floor is my favorite 
area. Tumbling is my speciality. I hear the soft piano 
music as I follow along with my dance and tumbling rou
tine. My stomach is getting nervous for some reason. I 
never get nervous on the floor. I just keep thinking about 
my mom. I can just feel her eyes peering at me. The 
music stops as I end my final tumbling pass. I once again 
bow to the judge and jog off the floor. I take another 
small glance over to my mom. She is not paying attention 
to me. She is whispering something to my dad about 
another gymnast on the bars. Now, her eyes seem to be 
on the judge-9.5 .  I hear the sounds of the crowd and 
my team's screaming is blocked out by my mother's reac
tion. She stands up and claps with the rest of the crowd. 
The beam goes by pretty fast because my routine is only 2 
minutes long. I don't do too great on that event. I finish 
with an 8.3-nothing too special, but not horrible. Well, 
should I do my best on the vault and get that 1 0? Or 
should I just go out there and finish up this meet? 
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The loudspeakers roar through the whole gym. "Our 
final jumper is Liz Richards. A freshmen on the varsity 
team for Wheeling High School." I am staring straight at 
the vault. I stretch out my legs and take a deep breath. I 
am running as fast as I can. I hit the vault and do my 
double back flip. I land the stunt with no bobble at all. I 
take another deep breath and bow to the judge. We take 
two j umps when it comes to vault. Again ,  I stand in 
front of the vault and take a deep breath. I do the same 
stunt and land this one again. After my last and final 
bow, I give the judge a huge smile in relief After a cou
ple minutes of waiting for my score, the judge finally 
holds it up. The big black numbers of 1 0  flash before my 
eyes. The arms of everyone holding me and jumping up 
and down take my breath away. I look toward my moth
er's direction. Before I know it, she is hugging and kiss
ing me as well. 

" Good Job, my baby! You did it !  You did i t ! "  she 
screams. 

My meet is finally over and I am heading home. I 
throw my hair up into a ponytail, and I grab my gym
nastics bag. My mom is meeting me in the back by the 
double doors. Her car is waiting for me. I see the smoke 
coming from her muffler. 

"I told you that you could do it. Aren't you so proud?" 
Yes, of course I am proud of myself I am very proud, 

but I am also so stressed. The whole time I was worrying 
about getting that perfect score just to please my mother. 

"Yeah, I am very proud, mom. Now, let's get home. I 
have an English paper to write ."  

"You don't want to go out for ice cream to celebrate, 
honey?" 

"No ,  Mom, sorry. Dad is probably waiting at home 
for me. " 

I get home and hear all the congratulating from the 
rest of the family. I am off to bed. I am lying in my bed 
right now just thinking about my 1 0. Thank god I tried 
my absolute hardest for that 1 0. Or did I make so much 
effort just to please my own mother? 

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

It's December 1 ,  1 999 .  I just found out that I am 
going to be home schooled due to the car accident I was 
in on Thanksgiving. I was hit by a drunk driver and had 

to have surgery on my leg. From the condition I am in, I 
am unable to attend school . This defi ni tely causes a 
problem for me. I am going away to college next year 
and without being in school, this is going to kill my col
lege life. 

"You have to be home schooled, Liz. That means that 
you are going to have to stay home for school next year," 
my mom screams as she stomps up the stairs. 

"You never know that Mother. If I do my best getting 
my work done with my tutor, then I will be able to go to 
ISU," I scream right back at her. 

My mom always wanted to go to ISU when she was 
my age. She never got to, so she is making me go there. I 
want to go away to school, but ISU isn't my first choice. 
My mom is making me fill out this stupid application 
and send it in as soon as tomorrow. No later. I won't 
have any problem getting in there because I have very 
good grades, but now that I am going to be out of 
school, it's only causing me a problem. 

"Elizabeth, can't you get up in the morning and make 
it to class? Try walking on your leg and take extra medica
tion with you to school. If you get a headache, go to the 
nurse and lie down. Can you do that?" My mom asks. 

She has no idea what she is talking about. I am in so 
much pain. If I could, I would make this pain go away. 

"Mom, don't you understand? I do not want to be 
home schooled. I am just as upset as you are." 

She asks, "Do you want to be staying home for school 
next year when all of your friends are away at college 
without you?" 

"Mother, what do you think? Do you think I want to 
stay home and live here my whole life? Think about it," I 
reply. 

Now, she is in a horrible mood. She doesn't under
stand that this is not my own fault. I get up from the 
kitchen chair and limp to my bedroom. 

"I hate it  here! Why would I want to be here any 
longer?" I scream from the top of the staircase. 

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

My alarm is extremely loud, blasting the new Blink 
1 82 song. IC:s 6 o'clock in rhe morning and I am now 
getting up for school. I hit my alarm clock, remembering 
that I can't go back to school. My stupid tutor is coming 
at 1 1 :00 a.m. 
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"Liz, you still should get up and do some extra work. 
Maybe that way, you can let ISU know that you are still 
working very hard even though you are not in school," 
my mom says while bursting in my room the second I 
hit my alarm clock. 

I yell back, "Mom, go away. It's 6 :00 in the morning. 
Why are you awake?"  

" Honey, if you don't get up, you are showing me that 
you do not care about going away next year," she puts in 
her last word as she slowly closes my door. 

I am burying my face into my pillow and stopping 
myself from screaming. Well, I am awake and I might as 
well get up. I don't want to disappoint my mother now, 
do I ?  

"I am awake now! Are you happy?" I scream at  her 
with anger. 

It's 6:00 in the morning and I am awake because she 
feels it's the "right" thing to do. She thinks that I am 
doing homework, but instead I am watching Jenny Jones 
on channel 9. Whenever she comes in to check on me, I 
mute the TV and bust out my homework. I don't even 
have any homework; I am doing this work for nothing. 
To me, it's nothing. To my mother, it's the way of life. 

The door bell just rang, and my mom is talking to 
some strange lady. I quickly look at the clock and notice 
that it is 1 1 :03. It's my school tutor. I feel stupid. I can
not even go to school. The school sent me a tutor to 
teach me right at home. This is not fun. 

"Hi ,  my name is  Jenna Lowy. We are going to be 
working everyday from 1 1 :00 untilo1 :00. Sound good to 
you?" 

Oh sure, just wonderful. Hello lady, do you think I 
want to have you in my house boring me for 2 hours 
everyday? 

"Oh sure.  No problem. What kind of stuff are we 
going to do?" I kindly ask. 

"Different things everyday. Today we are going to do 
math. Everyday is going to be a different subject. If we 
end the lesson early, you are done for the day," she 
answers even more politely. 

I keep watching the clock, and it doesn't seem to be 
going any faster. Every minute feels like an hour. Wow, 
finally it's 1 : 00 .  Go home, lady! "Alright Liz, we are 
through for the day. I will be here at 1 1  :00 tomorrow. It 

was very nice meeting you. You are a very smart young 
lady. Take care sweet heart. " She looks at me with her 
sweet brown eyes as my mom shuts the door behind her. 

"Did you like her, hon?" my mom asks, being nosy as 
usual. 

"Yeah, I guess. I mean, she's nice." 
Mrs. Lowy did tell me that I am going to be held back 

here next year. There is no possible way that I am going 
to be able to go to ISU next year. My mom doesn't know 
this yet because I told Mrs. Lowy that I would tell her. 

My heart keeps punching my inner chest. Something 
in my head keeps telling me to tell my mom the bad 
news. It's about 7 o'clock and I am on the phone with 
my friend Melissa. I tell her the bad news after she 
updates me on all the school gossip. I can't concentrate 
on anything, but how I should tell my mom that I am 
going to be going to Harper next year? 

" Hey Melissa, I got to go,  sweets. I will call yo u 
tomorrow. Just stop over for lunch. Bring some people 
here to see me," I say, wanting to hang up with her. 

She says, "Alright babe, take care. I will bring you pre
sents tomorrow. Have fun with Mrs.  Whatever Her 
Name Is .  Bye bye!" 

I slowly limp into my mom's room to catch her on the 
phone as well. 

I say softly, "Mom, when you are off, can I tell you 
something?" I am not sure if I want to tell her so fast. 
Hopefully, she didn't hear me. I turn around and am 
about to grab for the door handle. 

"What is it, honey?" 
My mom just hung up the phone and had to hear me 

mumble something. "Well, I am going to Harper next 
year. " I had to come right out and say it. I didn't want to 
drag on with a phony conversation and finally chicken 
out. 

Standing up and making her eyes so wide they are 
popping out of her head, she says, "What? How do you 
know that it is final?" 

"Mom, settle down. You knew this was co ming. I 
talked to Mrs. Lowy today and she said that there is no 
way that I am going to make it to ISU next year. It is not 
because I am stupid or anything; it's because I am miss
ing 3 months of school ."  I close my eyes, wishing when I 
open them back up again this would all disappear. 
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"Great. Just wonderful. Now you cannot go to ISU 
next year and we will wait another year until  you go 
away," she says, mad as ever. 

"I am going to bed. Good night." I get up off her bed 
right before she opens her mouth again. 

"Me too. Tell your father to lock up and turn off all 
the lights. Remind him that I am in a horrible mood and 
not to talk to me tonight." She doesn't even say good 
night like she usually does. 

I slam the door to my bedroom, making the pictures 
on my wall fall down. I get into my bed and cry myself 
to sleep. It's 2:00 am and my thoughts are just bothering 
me. My mom didn't give me a kiss good night or even 
wish me sweet dreams. I am staring at the fan in the cen
ter of my ceiling. Maybe if i turn on the fan, the wind 
will blow my problems away. 

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

I get up from the damp grass ,  and my head feels 
extremely dizzy. I lay back down, thinking maybe I sat 
up too fast. The cool breeze blows across my body, mak
ing my hair blow in my face. As I brush the hair from 
my face, I see another shooting star. This star is big and 
bright. The light behind it is very dull. It is not as bright 
or long as they usually are. My life is now very big and 
bright. I don't have my mother living her life in me. I 
slowly get up and walk towards my house. I take one last 
glance at the sky. It makes me smile. The big sky is the 
world around me, but I am only that tiny star. I have a 
whole life ahead of me; I am not letting my mother run 
it for me. 

Evaluation: I especially enjoy this essay's structure -past 
events framed within a present moment. Liz skillfully 
converts events from her past into present realities for the 
reade�, through careful use of dialogue, description, and the 
present tense. 
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Course: Humanities 1 20 
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Write a critical research paper 

on a topic in mythology. 

Throughout classical mythology, promiscuity is rampant. 
Zeus is married to Hera, but he has affairs with many 
goddesses and morral women. Aphrodite is married to 
Hephaestus, but she has affairs with Ares, Anchises, and 
Hermes. Aphrodite, goddess of love, is the main cause of 
the promiscuity because she can make humans and gods 
fal l  i n  love. H owever, i n  the " Ho mer ic  Hymn to 
Aphrodite," the poet reveals that Aphrodite's power is 
useless on the three virgin goddesses: Hestia, Artemis, 
and Athena. The poet writes, "Their heartS Aphrodite 
can neither sway nor beguile" (Homeric Hymns 46).  
Their immunity to Aphrodite's power partially explains 
why they are virgins, but their backgrounds and domains 
reveal other reasons for their virginity. Even though they 
arc virgins, the goddesses still have desires and are pur
sued by others. The goddesses do not have husbands 
because "a virgin was a woman who belonged to herself: 
not to any man" (Whitmont 1 36). They are better off 
without men in their lives because "goddesses who have 
their own well-defined meaning and function will not 
tolerate husbands beside them. They are much too inde
pendent to be subordinate to a man" (Kercnyi 34). The 
goddesses have specific domains and for different reasons 
they choose to remain virgins. 

Hestia is the goddess of rhe hearth/home and domestic 
life, and she is the eldest child of Chronus and Rhea. 
Becaus� she was the "personification of the pure core of 
the home, the hearth, she Was required' to bC 'a virgin'� 
(Dexter 1 63). The Vestal Virgins who followed Vesta, the 
Roman form of Hestia, were also required to reJnain vir� 
gins (Dexter 1 63) . I n  appearance, Hestia is mature and 
dignified. "Once can best visualize Hesria as stately but 
not formidable, pretty but not beautiful, sweet-faced bLit 
distant. Her manner would be modest and gentle" (Bell 
240). This sweet, humanized description makes her vir
ginity plausible. She, however, takes o n  a different form 
when she "was seen only in the fire of the hearth, living 
in the center of every home, an honored guest and help
ful to her hosts" (Monaghan 1 55 ) .  This description 
makes the goddess seem like a dehumanized spirit rather 
than a human. By having the form of a spirit that lives in  
the fire in eve1y home, she seems -unattainable. Because 
she cannot be reached, i t  is easy to believe that she 
remains' a -virgin. TherefOre, Hestia's virgiti.ity is'supporr
ed because it is difficult to comprehend a spirit living in  
a fire having a sexual relationship. The fact thatHestia 
exists in every home also supports her virginity because it 
seems hard for a goddess to have a relationship wirh 
someone when she exists in many places. Her domain 
being the hearth or home, a very motherly place, affects 
her virg'iniry. "Hestia never had a consort, for no god 
could share her str ictly matriarchal 'provin ce ,  the 
Prytaneum or public hearth of every town" (Walker 
300). By dwelling in a place that was solely for women, 
Hestia secured her virginity. Downing gives another 
interesting reason for Hestia's virgin i ty. She w1·ites, 
"Though Hestia can love genewusly and impartially, and 
in Rome as Vesta she is a prototype of the good mother, 
she seems (perhaps in consequence of the early loss of 
her own mother) to be deeply suspicious of close pclxon
al attachments" (Downing 1 34). Hcstia was separated 
from her mother because her father, Chronus, swallowed 
her after she was born. l r  is possible that Hestia felt 
betrayed because her mother allowed Chronus to swal
low all of their children except for Zeus. A suspicion of 
close personal attachments would be a reason for Hesria 
to remam a virgin. 
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Even though no god could share rhe hearrh with 
Hestia, this does not mean thar gods did nor pursue her. 
Her brother Poseidon and her nephew Apollo both 
sought after the goddess. Even her relatives could not 
respect her decision to remain a virgin. They "both want
ed to marry her or at least have sexual intercourse with 
her, but she swore by the head of Zeus to remain forever a 
virgin" (Bell 240) . She could have given in  to their 
advances, but instead she denied them and took an oath 
to remain a virgin for the rest of her life. Hestia's virginity 
was also threatened by Priapus. "He was a minor deity 
particularly associated with gardens, both as sponsor of 
fertility and as a scarecrow. He is  commonly a figure of 
fun ,  associated with somewhat obscene humor"  
(Kirkwood 80). He "rried to rape her at a festival," bur 
luckily she escaped his attempt (Bell 240). The "Homeric 
Hymn to Hestia" seems to allude to a relationship 
between Hesria and Hermes. The poet writes, "Gold
wanded messenger of the blessed immortals,/Giver of 
good things, be gracious and come to my aid,/Joining 
with Hestia, goddess reverenced and dear./Dwell here in 
this noble house with love in your hearts for each other" 
(Homeric Hymns 78). This quote does not directly state 
that they had a relationship, but it is odd that Hestia and 
Hermes are mentioned as having love for each other. 
They seem too different to make a relationship work 
because Hermes is constantly traveling while Hestia is 
solely sedentary. Perhaps the quote simply refers to a 
friendship love. In any event, Hestia denied the sexual 
advances of the gods and she followed her oath to remain 
a virgin. She was so dedicated to her job as goddess of the 
hearth that she did not need a companion. 

The second virgin goddess is Artemis, goddess of the 
hunt, fertility, and protector of the young. She is also 
called a chaste virgin. However, "she was virgin by virtue 
of being independent, and her chastity was secondary" 
(Dexter I 62). This statement shows that the word "vir
gin" has varying connotations. Artemis is the daughter of 
Leta and Zeus. Leto was "a mother whom Artemis seems 
to have mothered from almost the moment of her own 
birth" (Downing 1 33). In some versions, Artemis assist
ed with the birth of Apollo, which took nine days. 
Witnessing the birth of Apollo and the pain her mother 
went through for many days possibly had an effect on 

her decision to be a virgin. To avoid the pain of pregnan
cy, Artemis remained a virgin. Leto may have also affect
ed Artemis's virginity in  another way. Artemis and 
Apollo "protect Leto from rape by Tityus and Python 
and from Niobe's insulting boasts. (Arrernis's own near
compulsive virginity can, at one level, be understood as 
response to her mother's often threatened sexual vulnera
bility)" (Downing 1 76). Because her mother's sexuality 
was so vulnerable, maybe Artemis decided to be a strong 
woman who protected her virginity. 

Artemis is youthful and graceful, and she wears a short 
tunic and high boots. She is athletic and participates in 
hunting, which is a sport usually associated with men. 
Her ability to exist in a male domain shows that she does 
not need a male companion and that she can be inde
pendent. But even though she is in this male domain, 
she is '1closely associated with the feminine being and is 
connected to menstruation, conception, parturition, 
nursing, menopause, and death" (Downing 1 74) . Her 
arrows could only kill women, and her brother's anows 
could only kill men. Because she is so connected to rhe 
feminine experience, it seems appropriate rhar she would 
stress her own virg in i ty (Downing l 7 4 ) .  Arremis 
required that her nymph followers were virgins, and by 
remaining a virgin herself: she led them by exarnple. She 
made remaining a virgin seem imponanr to her followers 
because she made the rule and she obeyed it. 

According to Karl Kerenyi, two additional reasons f(n 
Artemis's virginity are her untamable wildness, which 
represents a specific age of maidenhood, and her close 
relationship to a male, her twin brother, Apollo (Kerenyi 
35). Many studies have revealed that twins share a special 
closeness, and the god and goddess definitely have this 
bond. 

Downing believes thar "In Artemis, passion and VIr
g in ity are strangely intertwi ned" (Downing 1 7 :$ ) .  
However, she does not allow her passion for living to 

include sexual involvement. Although Artemis was a 
goddess of the hunt, Artemis of Ephesus was quite differ
ent. She was a fertility goddess in Asia Minor. She "was 
worshiped as a mother goddess, and represented as a 
many-breasted symbol of fertility" (Kirkwood 1 8) .  This 
aspect may have been part of Arremis as pro rector of the 
young, but ir could have been losr in Greek and Roman 
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stories (Kirkwood 1 8) .  As goddess of the hunt, Artemis 
is very independent; she can survive on her own. 

Although Artemis was a virgin goddess, she was still 
pursued by gods and mortals. "Alpheius the river-god 
pursued her, bur she eluded him by covering herself and 
her nymphs with mud so he could not distinguish them" 
(Bell 72). Her idea to deceive Alpheius reveals her intelli
gence. Her virginity was also threatened when the giant 
Orus pursued her, but she managed to refuse his advances 
(Bell 72). Even though these gods pursue Artemis, she is 
not interested. "Artemis represents female being in  its 
own essence, without respect for male being in fact or 
fantasy, longing or refusal" (Downing 175). The goddess 
simply takes interest in herself When Orion, the giant, 
misunderstood the terms of their friendship and made 
sexual advances, Artemis rejected his advances (Downing 
1 77). Acteon, a hunter, accidentally came upon Artemis 
bathing with her nymphs, and she turned him into a stag 
a11d had his hounds rip him to pieces. "One account said 
he was in love with Artemis a11d suggested that he delib
erately spied on her" (Bell 72). An Arcadian hunter, 
Buphagus, pursued Artemis and was also killed (Bell 72). 
Men who pursued Artemis usually wound up dead. 
"Artemis's virginity means this insistence on inviolability, 
011 separateness, on in-her-selfness" (Downing 174). She 
killed Acteon and Buphagus because she felt violated. 
Because Artemis was depicted on many fifth century 
vases, holding a torch in each hand, she "was connected 
with the moon, in  which her enticing, romantic, and 
remote qualities are reflected" (Otto 85) .  She often 
appears as the goddess of the moon in later times (Otto 
85). Selene, the moon goddess, loved Endymion. He was 
the King of Elis who was "enchanted into eternal sleep by 
the Moon-goddess Selene" (Walker 280).  If  Artemis 
sometimes appeared as the moon goddess, and her 
romantic quality was reflected in the moon goddess, then 
possibly it was she, not Selene, who had the affair with 
Endymion.  I n  add ition to gods and men pursuing 
Anemis, she also had a female lover, Britomartis, the 
"Cretan divinity of hunters and fisherman" (Bell 72). Bell 
feels "It is probably safe to assume they were lovers in the 
total sense" (Bell 72). Even if Artemis had a relationship 
with a woman, she still remained a virgin in the sense that 
she was not dependent on a man. 

Athena, goddess of wisdom and craftsmanship and 
protector of heroes and cities, was also a virgin goddess. 
"She ruled the implements of domestic crafts: the spin
dle, the pot, and the loom" (Monaghan 42). Athena "is a 
devoted and dependable friend, protectress of the genera
tion of young children on whom the future of the polis 
depends, bur she carefully protects herself from sexual 
passion" (Downing 1 34). Her main focus was to inspire 
the heroes and help keep women i n  the i r  places 
(Wilshire 6 1 ) .  She seemed to concentrate on her main 
focus because she protected many heroes such as 
Odysseus and Heracles. She helped keep women in the 
home because she created the loom, which became work 
for women. Athena's personality probably helped her 
remain a virgin. She had "the unconquerable determina
tion of the masculinely oriented battle Goddess along 
with the closest male relationship to the father" (Kerenyi 
35). The story of her birth is very interesting. Zeus swal
lowed his  wife Metis when she was pregnant with 
Athena. The "Homeric Hymn to Athene" described her 
birth: "Zeus wise in counsel/Himself gave birth to the 
goddess from out of his own august head./She came 
forth accounrercd for warfare, in glistening gold" (77). 
Even though being born from her father's head caused 
Athena to have a close relationship with him, "her emer
gence full-grown from Zeus's head may represent her 
independence from him" (Downing 1 1 5) .  Her birth 
causes her to have a close relationship with her father, 
but at the same time be independent. Athena was born 
full-grown and wearing armor. She was not a helpless 
baby. Athena is associated with warfare, so she wears 
armor and carries a spear and shield. She also has a very 
masculine appearance. Athena, however, "wa.'.' worshiped 
in both aspects: as Panhcnos, in the sense of a chaste, 
almost masculine maiden, and as a mother" (Kerenyi 
24). The Athene Meter of Elis, a cult location in Greece, 
brought about conception, which supports her worship 
as a mother (Kerenyi 24). The birth of Athena reveals 
that even at birth she is an independent goddess. 

Despite the fact that she was a virgin goddess, like 
Hestia and Artemis, Athena was still pursued by gods 
and others. A different tradition "called Athena the 
daughter of Pallas, a winged giant of Attica. He tried to 
rape her, and she killed him" (Bell 84). Another pursuer 
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of Athena was Hephaestus. He ttied to rape her, and his 
semen fell on her leg. Athena wiped it off, and the semen 
fell on Gaia and impregnated her with the half-serpent 
child Erichthonius (Bell 85). Athena played an indirect 
part in rhe birth of Erichthonius. She is almost his sec
ondary mother. At Phrarria and Apaturia, feasts for 
young boys in  Athens, Hepheastus was revered because 
he was a marriage candidate for Pallas Athene (Kerenyi 
27). At another festival, the Chalkeia, Hephaestus and 
Athene were celebrated together. Because the secret of 
the festival was not  revealed, stories were told that 
"Arhene was given to Hephaistos and placed in a cham
ber for him, or that he followed her and embraced her" 
(Kerenyi 79). Even though these stories vary, they all 
describe Athena and Hepheastus having some involve
ment with each other. These stories, however, do not 
prove rhat Athena lost her virginity. 

Downing writes, "Athene is not a virgin in order to be 
alone but in order to be with others without entangle
ment" (Downing I 1 9) .  As protector of heroes, Athena 
also had some close relationships with mortal men. She 
helped the heroes because "her virginity allows her to 
move comfortably and unthreatened in  the world of 
men,  her g i rdle securely knotted l ike a warrior's" 
(Downing 1 75) .  The girdle prevents "sexual attraction 
from disrupting heterosexual companionship" (Downing 
1 75). In The Odyssey, she aided Odysseus on his journey 
home. Because she cared for Odysseus so much, she also 
helped his son Te!emachus. When King Nestor talked to 
Telemachus about Odysseus, he said, "I've never seen the 
immortals show so much affection as Pallas openly 
showed him, standing by your father" (Homer 1 1 4) .  
King Nestor's statement shows that Athena's dedication 
to helping Odysseus was even obvious to others. For 
Athena, "It is in her nature to associate with men, to 
think of them always, always to be near them, in order to 
reveal herself to them in moments of life which differ 
from the erotic not by shy aloofness but by the strength 
and clarity of energetic action" (Otto 54). Many rimes in 
The Odyssey, she inspires Telemachus and Odysseus to 
take action.  

All three of  the virgin goddesses were immune to 
Aphrodite's power. However, they could not keep her 
power from affecting others. Because they could not, 

both gods and mortals pursued them. The goddesses 
retained their virginity and denied their pursuers' sexual 
advances. As the goddess of the hearth, Hestia wok an 
oath to remain a virgin, and she kept it. Artemis, goddess 
of the hunt, may have had a female lover, but she never 
lost her virgin status because she did not give herself to a 
man.  Athena remained a v i rg in  because she o n ly 
befriended men. With most of the gods and goddesses 
having extramarital affairs, it's comforting to see the 
three virgin goddesses reject the temptation of gorgeous 
gods in order to maintain their virginity. 
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Adding Value 
David Selby 

Course: English I 0 I 
Instructor: Peter Sherer 

Assignment: 
Write a personal experience essay which focuses on an 

. incident which helped you grow in some way. Style your 
essay via e/foctive narrative and descriptive language. 

Plans had been made with Felix, his brother Hal, and I to 
ascend the mountain in Hars big truck. Felix discovered a 
large stand of madrone trees, the favorite firewood in 
southem Oregon. This tree grows very tall and slendet·, 
seldom getting more than twenty inches in diameter. I t  is 
a peculiar looking tree with red flake bark, if any bark at 
all, a smooth white color, and few branches except at the 
very top. We hoped to bring home such a load on this 
huge truck so that Felix, his mother, sister, and brother 
Hal would have firewood for the winter. My wife failed to 
understand why I needed to be involved since we still had 
firewood left over from the previous year. I tried explain
ing to her the way things are between friends. She remind
ed me that she was seven months pregnant and could use 
some help around the house. I gave her a condescending 
rebuke and left without kissing her goodbye. Felix drove 
off before I had a chance to go back with an apology. I 
struggled with the way I was to her. Did I add any value 
to her, or her day, with my derogatory demeanor? 

We arrived on the mountain. I was riding with Felix; 
his daughter and her cousin rode with Hal. Since we had 
the smaller truck, we arrived much earlier than Hal. This 
gave us time to cut down several trees before the others 
pulled up. This was the most beautiful place that I had 
ever seen. The trees were tall and perfect. The air was so 
thin that a short climb on foot would leave one even as 
young as I short of breath. T'he air was cool enough for 
us to do this heavy work. The scent of men working 
seemed inappropriate in this virgin place. 

When Hal arrived, he wrapped a large logging chain 
around one of the trees and began to tow it into a dear
ing. Rather than backing up to release the chain from the 
tree, Hal made his first cut just past the chain. Then, all 
hell broke loose! The truck starred to move. Only rhe 
fallen tree had been holding the truck on the hill. 

Someone said, ".Jump." 
Someone screamed, "Jump! Jump off the damn truck!" 
Time seemed to stand still; even amidst the screams 

rhere was an eerie silence. I couldn't help bur wondel' 
about the language someone was using in front of these 
young girls. Looking up,  I realized that they were 
screaming at the girls. 

By now, the truck was moving fast. It was moving so 
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fast that the girls were afraid ro jump down from it. I 
saw the fear in their eyes. I could see the screams on their 
young faces but  I could not hear them. I stood and 
watched as everyone stood in shock. Hal was closer than 
I. However, he seemed content to scream obscenities at 
the girls and the rig. I was the only one young enough to 
run after the girls and the truck. I do not know where 
the speed and endurance came from.  Eventually, I 
reached the truck. 

I could see the running board of the truck. It looked 
slippery. I saw the grab-bar, but I could not reach it. 
That bar would make the difference. Even if I had 
slipped on the running board, that bar would give me 
possession of the truck. 

I don't know how, but suddenly I jumped, and that 
handle was mine. I had one foot on the running board 
and another foot on the air-brake. The truck began to 
slow down. Looking up to see how much of the road was 
i n  front of me, I began to bend the steering wheel for 
leverage to rhe air-breaks because there was no more 
road. Finally, the truck stopped. Then the bottom fell 
out! The edge we stopped on gave way from the weight. 
I was only half way inside the truck as it rolled down the 
hill. 

Looking out from under the truck, I heard a scream; it 
came from one of rhe girls running down the hill toward 
me. Moments later, the other girl appeared. Somehow 
they had escaped from the back of the truck. Joy and 
pride filled my chest, which was now pinned under sev
eral tons. 

Sometime later, Hal arrived. Using his hands like 
shovels, he dug a trench and freed me from my prison. I 
could tell by the look on Hal's face that things were not 
going to be okay. As I took inventory of my injuries, I 
found a sleeve with a loose weight at the end. Borrowing 
a belt from Hal and looping it to my own, I reattached 
that weight to my shoulder and tucked the bottom into 
my shirt. 

By now, Hal was a wreck. His nerves had turned to 
jelly, and he was just abour useless. Helping him to his 
feet, I walked with him back up to the road. Several 
rimes, he would stop to cry. I was losing patience with 
him, bur I knew a belittling comment from me would 
send him over the edge, not the same edge that I had just 

crossed, bur an edge within himself. "We will make it 
Hal. Thanks for your help Hal. We need to get back up 
that hill, and you can do it, Hal." We made it up the hill. 

Sometime later, an ambulance arrived. The attendant 
working on me was very young, too young to have the 
skills I was hoping for. She was very cure, not pretty, but 
attractive enough. She had short hair, no waist, but 
curves a guy would remember. I couldn't help feeling for 
her. She was not ready for an incident such as this. Her 
first task was to stan me on fluids. She knew that I had 
lost a lor of blood. With needle in hand, she could not 
stop shaking enough to get it done. I remember feeling 
for her. If this did not turn out well, would she blame 
herself? Would she have to live with this failing moment 
the rest of her life? I began speaking to her, thanking her 
for being there. I remember mentioning that her smile 
was making all this a little less painful. That fib brought 
a brief smile and a little courage. With needle in hand, 
she grabbed her left wrist to steady herself I'm nor sure 
why, but I held her right arm. We formed a pyramid of 
strength with her two arms and my one. I helped her by 
speaking continually and gently to her. She was able to 
start the fluids. 

My words seemed to give confidence to people. The 
same value-adding comments rnay have saved my life. 
Between every action and reaction rhere is a space. 
Within that space we have the freedom to choose. I hope 
that I will always choose kindness. 

Evaluation: This account is a poignant one. Dave's narrator 
sends 11 message about character and right behavior as he 
acts selfle.uiy even as his own Life is threatened. 1 Like the 
e.uay's simple, direct, and econornica! style. 
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The Silent Isle of 
"The Lady of Shalott" 

Chtmy A. Shouf 
Course: Literature I05 

Instructor: Barbara Hickey 

Assignment: 
Write an original analysis of a poem. 

"Willows whiten, aspens quiver, I Little breezes dusk and 
shiver" ( 1 0- 1 1) .  Musically, "The Lady of Shalott" begins 
with the sounds and imagery of fields of barley and rye 
stretching up in abundance around the fields of Camelot, 
with the surrounding willow and aspen trees rustling in 
the wind. There is a melodious inroxication stirred in the 
wind. Alfred Lord Tennyson's poem drips with sweet 
sounds and lovely descriptions of the land surrounding 
Camelot and the Lady of Shalott. The diction is so light 
and well chosen that the words of the poem fall from the 
tongue with delicious elegance and soft rhythm. 
Repetition of lines such as "The island of Shalott" (9)iand 
"The Lady of Shalott" as the end lines of many of the 
stanzas sheds light on the immortality of the legend of this 
sweet lady and her beauty. The words the Lady of Sha!ott 
are whispered on the wind of Camelot and echo through 
legend to the present. The Lady's tragically short maiden
hood allows the irony and sorrow over her plight to be 
remembered in this airy song. Through the use of musical 
language and symbolic imagery, each of the four parts of 
the poem brings to light different stages of the lady of 
Shalott's life and the chain of events following her first 
glance upon Lancelor. 

The Lady of Shalott resides in a tower near Camelot. 
She is a legend even while she lives as a recluse, eternally 
weaving the images and scenes she sees in a magical mir
ror. Everything about the Lady is mystical and lovely: 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 
From the river winding clearly, 
Down to tower'cl Camelot; 
And by the moon the reaper weary, 
Piling sheaws in uplands airy, 
Listening, whispers, '"Tis the f.1iry 
bdy of Shalott." (30-36) 

Even without the words of her song, 'Tennyson describes 
the Lady singing with such diction and rhyme that the 
poem itself resembles a song. No one sees the Lady of 
Shalon, but the men outside her towers recognize her 
presence in Shalott and call her a fairy, praising her sweet 
voice in the morning. Part One, comprised of lines one 
through thirty-six, describes the countryside and the grey 
rowers and crops that surround Shalott and lead down to 
Camelot, as is read in  lines ten and eleven: "Willows 
whiten, aspens quiver, I Little breezes dusk and shiver." 
Even the Lady of Shalott 's seclusion is described as some
thing of beauty: "There she weaves by night and day I A 
magic web with colours gay" (37-38). Other men cannot 
see her, but she can see everything around her through her 
mirror. The Lady weaves the scenes and people she sees by 
the river that flows on to Camelot. She is contented in 
that way of life. 

Part Two describes how the Lady is at peace in her 
tower, weaving. She does nor envy the other girls she sees 
going about their business in the open air. Witnessing 
nature and the beauty of Camelot second-hand pleases the 
Lady as she weaves. She remains at peace so long as she has 
not fallen in love. She has not seen Lancelot. The last stan
za in Part Two marks the transition of a new tone into the 
poem. Now, rhe speaker relates the changes imminent in 
rhe Lady with rhe imagery of funerals and mournful 
music. Lines sixty-seven and sixty-eight arc in direct con
trast to lines thirteen and fourteen in Pan One, which 
speak about the river running down to Camelot. ''A funer
al, with plumes and lights I And music, went to Camelot" 
(67-68). There is a change in the scenery. The celestial 
state of the Lady is cast down into reality. There are death 
and sadness in Camelot, in contrast to the lovely country
side spoken of early on in the poem. The Lady of Shalott 



abandons her way of life, saying, "[ am half sick of shad
ows" (71 ) .  T'he curse spoken about in lines forry-rwo 
through forry-four begins ro creep out of irs shadows. The 
Lady falls in love. 

In Parr Three, rhe archaic rerminology brings light to a 
dramatic change in the Lady and in the poem. No longer 
does the poem focus just on the Lady of Shalott. The 
poem turns to gallant, mighty, and almost unearthly 
descriptions of Lancelot, his armor, and even his voice. 
The curse is Lancelot. Dated words and phrases such as "A 
bow-shot from her" (73), "brazen" (76), 'baldric" (87), 
and "shone" (92) describe the gallant Sir Lancelot. The "b" 
sounds of these medieval terms strengthen the image of 
Lancelot. He grows robust and beautiful in the eyes of the 
Lady and the reader. In her mirror, the Lady of Shalott 
sees i1'nages of Lancelot with a "dazzling" sun behind him 
causing his armor to shimmer. I-1aving bur seen Lancelor 
once, the Lady of Shalon leaves her grey towers in search 
of this knight in Catnelot. 

'T'he weather turns stormy in Part Four, foreboding rhe 
Lady's danger and the curse in leaving the castle. However, 
the speaker could be cornmenting on more than just the 
Lady's danger being part of the threat. For the Lady, the 
curse could be more dun Lancelor or even leaving the 
towers of Shalott. Tennyson could also be commenting 
that impulsive love can lead to a person's later unhappiness 
or even death. The poem begins to read much faster in 
this final section with harsh "d" sounds: "And down the 
river's dim expanse .a. . . I Did she look to Camclor" ( 1 27-
3 1 ) .  The Lady of Sidon drowns or falls victim to the 
curse in another manner as she floats down in a boat bear
ing her name to Camelot. However, this maid was 
immersed in passion and idealism before her death. She 
turned from s;1fcry and a place of constancy (and really 
divinity, being able to see all that \Vent: around her) to pur
sue a man, a god in her mind, embodying more beauty 
than even the {;lir city of Camelot. Part: Four ends with 
sorrow. L111celor looks well upon the now srill Lady of 
Shalort, calls her lovely, and asks grace to be on her as she 
has passed away. The Lady slips in and out of existence, 
one with Carndot, and as the embodimem of purity and 
sweet beauty and hopefulness. 

The rragic irony of the maiden's death upon her first 
venture outside of her rowered borne creates the legendary 
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heartbreak surrounding Tennyson's "The Lady of Shalott." 
Each of the four sections carries the speaker's lyric descri p

in the backdrop of a 
rion of the Lady as she passes her rime weaving until she 
sees Lancelot. The knight is seen 
providential light with his armor and shield glistening in 
the sun: 

A red-crossed knight for ever kned'd 
To a lady in his shield, 
That sparkled on the yellow fid{l, 
Beside remote Sha!on. {78-8 1} 

Indeed, it seems fated that the Lady of Shalott, mystically 
withdrawn from society, is lured outside of her grey rowers 
to seek Lancelot with all his beauty and glory. 'fhe speaker 
shows that f11ling in love impulsively or even just leaving 
her castle is the curse that causes the Lady of Shalort to 
die. The Lady of Shalott loses her life in search of a new 
one in Camelot from her cloistered home of Shalott. 
Lancelot's fair speech upon finding her dead embodies the 
emblem of his shield. "He said, 'She has a lovely face; I 
God in his mercy lend her grace, I The Lady of Shallot" 
( 1 69-l l ). As the poem so ends, Lancelot shall f-cHever be 
kneeling before the sweet Lady of Slulott, eternally asleep 
at her firsr meeting bef(Jre the knight of Camelot--the 
rragedy flowing down from Camelot. 
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The Serpent 
Sofya 7i;krnan 

Course: Literature 1 1 5 
Instructor: Andrew Wilson 

Assignment: 
Wriu a response to 

Toni MorrisOJ/r novel Beloved. 

What is guilt? It is the ache in your chest that does not 
let you breathe. It is the ceaseless array of thoughts that 
cloud your mind like a thunderstorm douds the sky. It is 
the unending How of explanafions that escape your lips 
before your c l o uded m i n d  can stop them; one after 
another, they keep s l ipping away from you unti l  rhc 
sound of your own voice is nauseating. Aft-er all ,  how 
many times can you say, ' '1 ;Ull sorry" to soothe the ache 
in your chest, ro cltar your rnind, and fO finally stop rhe 
word "sorry" fro m  consrinaing your entire vocabulary. 
Gui lt  can be rhe motivation behind your every move, 
your every word, and your every dwughr. h is this very 
emotion dur plagues the existence of Scthe in the novd 
Beloved by Toni lv1orrison. ln this talc of en.'ilavemcnt 
and human suf-fering, guilt: is lrcatcd like a serpent rhar 
feeds off of irs prey, destroying d1<: ! if-(: of irs victim \Vith 
as pOisonous venom. 

Although guilr can drive a person out of her mind, 
take over her life, and bccorne a way of lifC, with om it  
our world \'l'otdd have no conscience, and we would lose 
o u r  h u manity. I t  is necessary f{H humankind to have 
remorse over actions that arc bruul, violent, or merely 
rude; it keeps rhis world from beco m i n g  a breeding 
ground f()r ceaseless crime, violence, and pain. If there 

were no guilr, punishment would mean nothing. A per
son can be sent ro jail, but  if he feels no remorse, the 
rerm he wil l  serve wil l  fai l  to change h im.  Individuals 
wirh no trace of guilt in their hearts leave prison only ro 
rob again, kill  again, and destroy civil ized l ife. On rhe 
other hand, logic would dictate that those who fCel rhis 
nagging, unbearable emotion would avoid heighrening 
i ts fervor by c o m m i t t i n g  fu rther  cr imes .  However, 
alt:hough guilt can serve as a deterrent against commit
ring inexcusable acts, i t  does not discriminate between 
those individuals who sin out of hatred and cruelty and 
those who act om oflovc and devotion. 

Sethe murdered her daughter. She slit the throat of a 
child, a human being, as if ir were merely that of a hum 
a n i m a l .  Serhe played G o d ,  toyed w i th n a t u re, and 
destroyed life. Without a second thoughr she stopped the 
beating of a human hearr, plucking the helpless child 
from earthly existence, throwing her own soul into hell's 
abyss. This woman, rort:urcd by the i nfamous institution 
of s lavery, c o m m i tted the u l t i m ate s i n ,  an a c t  s o  
unthinkable that i t  stops every reasonable parent dead i n  
her tracks. Scthe had the will r o  murder her own daugh
ter wirhom a second thought, jusr like Abraham raised a 
knife to slit rhe neck of his miracle child Isaac without 
even the slightest tremor of his hand.  Because of her 
deed, Serhe is condemned for eternity while Abraham 
has been hailed to be rhe F<1ther of Faith by rhc Christbn 
narion. Where is !:he f:1irness? 

'T'hc qucsrion still remains, however. Docs a mother, or 
anyone for rhar rnaaer, have the right to take a Ii i�:�, be ir 
our of love or cruelty? Should rhis murderer be spared of 
rhe very emorion whose punishment is worse rhan any 
sentence in jail? Most would agree that any morhcr who 
rnurders her helpless in nocent child deserve:; a J.mnish
mcm worse rhan dcarh, a lifC of torture and suffering. 
Some would say that through her acr, Serhe robbed her 
daughrer of the choice of whcrher to live or to die; rhus 
Set he deserves to have guilt ear away ar the core of her 
being. After all, rhis woman was not God, and had no 
righr ro rake rhc dcsriny of another human being imo 
her own hands. 

'T'he answer ro the question of Sethc's rights lies in rhe 
meaning of the \Vord "sacrifice." 'T'hc \XIcbster's Diction;ny 
defines this word as a "fodCiturc of something highly 



valued for the sake of something considered to have a 
greater value or claim." If this definition stands true, then 
an assumption can be made that Sethe sacrificed her own 
soul in order to prevent the physical and emotional vic
timization of her daughter. She did not know that slavery 
was gasping its last breaths of air in !856; all that she was 
aware of was the fact that the master who viewed her chil
dren and her as animals was about to dig his claws into 
their backs and yank freedom from under tbeir feet. Sethe 
had been raped by the master's nephews; they tore at her 
womanhood while she was pregnant and suckled her milk 
as if she were a barnyard animal. How could any mother 
knowingly put her precious children back in such an envi
ronment? Sethe could not, and did not. She would not 
send her children out as "sheep amidst the wolves.'' 

Sethe's spirit is haunted by the murder of her daughter, 
which she committed to save the child from the jaws of 
the institution that left Sethe's back scarred and mutilat
ed. Despite the fact that Sethe seems to genuinely believe 
that the horrendous act she committed was the right 
choice to make, she still feels the ache in her chest and 
hears the sound of her own voice screaming "murderer." 
Year after year, she listens to her own tortured voice, to 
the bitter tantrums of the dead child that haunts her 
home, and to the whispers that follow her like her own 
shadow. Regardless of whether the act that Sethe com
mitted was right or wrong, she is still made miserable by 
the occurence. She spared her daughter a life of pain and 
horror, but still guilt haunts her, the ghost of her child 
haunts her, the legacy of her deed haunts her, while her 
children leave her. 

When the realization crept upon Sethe that the strange 
young woman who showed up on her doorstep one day 
was the daughter that she murdered eighteen years ago, 
the guilt that she felt throughout these years was now 
not only a silent torture, bur a flowing sea of explana
tions, excuses, and apologies whose ceaseless whines 
filled the room. The silent barrie rhat the life-battered 
woman fought for years escalated into a full-fledged war 
filled with deadly wails and piercing screams. The words 
that escaped Sethe's lips drained her of her energy, her 
strength, and even her physique; ir was almost as if her 
words are away at her skeleton, leaving her a shapeless, 
helpless pile of flesh. She became old, tired, and weak in 
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weeks, not years. The guilt no longer filled only her 
mind; it now took its roll on her body. Beloved hungrily 
devoured Sethe both body and soul, feeding on the guilt 
that exhausted Sethe, growing fat and happy at the cost 
of her mother's life. 

Beloved is not only a representation of enslaved 
women in Morrison's novel, but she is also the depiction 
of guilt, selfish like a two-year-old and seductive like a 
beautifu l  temptress. The emot ion  that Sethe  fel t  
throughout the years had manifested itself in a young, 
beautiful woman who made Sethe's chest ache with her 
presence, clouded Sethe's mind with her statements, and 
made Sethe regurgitate excuse after excuse, draining the 
older woman's mind and body. 

Much like guilt, Beloved was stubborn and selfish; 
every apology whispered, muttered, screamed, or wailed 
by Sethe disintegrated inro thin air, Beloved refusing to 
let the words penetrate her mind. Much like a young 
child possessively holds on to her toys, Beloved held on 
to Sethe, who in actuality could be just as easily maneu
vered and manipulated as a doll. Every word that was 
muttered by Beloved's beautiful lips sliced at Sethe's soul 
like a butcher knife through soft flesh. This knife slit her 
already broken heart in half, stabbed away at her saniry, 
and stripped her body of its flesh, leaving just skin and 
bone. The guilt that manifested itself in Sethe's dead 
daughter isolated the woman, leaving her lonely, dis
traught, and restless. 

Fortunarely, like all creations living or not, guilt weak
ens with age. Like an old man made powerless by the ele
ments of earthly existence, the chokehold of guilt  
weakens despite the resistance put forth by the hands of 
this vengeful monster. Memories that plague the minds 
of guilt's victims lose clarity over time. With every pass
ing year, the human mind heals the wounds created by 
this emotion. Toni Morrison, well aware of guilt's even
tual fall from power, illustrates its demise through Sethe's 
seeming acceptance that she is her own "best thing," not 
Beloved. Thus, the butcher knife that is guilt rusts with 
age, dulls over time, and loses its ability to slice rhe sofr
est piece of flesh, maybe even that of Sethe. 

Beloved does not present guilt to be a positive emotion 
that keeps us from committing hurtful acts and srrengrh
ens our will to stay on the right path, but as a negative 
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feeling that weakens, leaving us a blubbering mess of 
pain and meaningless words. Sethe killed out of love, 
hoping to prevent her daughter from becoming another 
victim of slavery. This mother prohibited her child from 
experiencing not only physical pain, but also absolute 
emotional and mental destruction. Still, guilt plagued 
her mind like some disease that ravages the body. This 
inner suffering does nor discriminate between individu
als with bad motives and those With good ones. The 
entire human race is haunted by constant fear of having 
this emot:ion become a way of life. Still, the population 
continues its natural cycle of life and death, most indi
viduals within it trying to shy away from any actions that 
would bring about this constant heartache. Thus we 
fight, fight to survive, fight to stay sane, fight to be right
eous, fight against the way of life that brings us misery. 

Evaluation: I love the genuine prtSJion in this response. 
Sojj,a, I remembo� wrote nothing in t!Je .�ph-it 

ofinsouciance. Then again, MorrisonJ· Belovedflat{)' 
prohibits insoucitmce. 
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A New Brain 
john Tolan 

Course: English I 0 I 
Instructor: Jack Dodds 

Assignment: 
Write an informal, "New journalism"-style report 
on a topic of interest to Harper College readers. 

"Fovea Capitis, Fovea Capitis, Fovea Capitis." I repeated 
these words over and over, sometimes with my eyes 
closed, trying to brand them into my memory. I chanted 
the words. I even sang them in an operatic style voice. I 
paced back and forth, reciting the words in cadence with 
each step. 

Earlier that day I had mentioned to Duncan, a friend of 
mine, that I was taking a class in physical anthropology, 
and that I had a test coming up, a test I was quite con
cerned about. I took out the text and showed him all the 
parts of the bones I was trying to memorize. I mentioned 
the "Fovea Capitis," that little hole in the femur, and he 
glanced at it without much interest. 

Duncan and I work for an airline, and we were flying 
together all month. The next day Duncan asked me if I 
had gotten much studying done. "Quite a bit," I said. "Let 
me see. On the femur, you have the lateral and medial 
condyles; you also have the patellar articular surface and 
uh, a thing." I drew a blank. 

"Could it be the Fovea Capitis?" Duncan asked. 
"Yes," I remarked, surprised. "Did you know this from 

another class you've taken?" 
"No, remember, you showed it  to me yesterday." , 
"What's this? I must have gone over that term a hun

dred times, and you heard it once and remembered it. 
How did you do that>" 

Duncan's expression told me that he was about w reveal 
a great secret, but first he wanted to bask a moment in his 
intellectual triumph. ''All right," he said, "but are you will
ing to change your brain?" 

Willing to change my brain? No, not really, I thought, 
but to satisfY Duncan, sure, why not? "Yes, Duncan, I am 

willing to change my brain. Do you have another handy?" 
"You know what I mean. You don't actually change your 

brain, but you change the way you learn, especially learn
ing new words and most especially words on a list." He 
then proceeded to share his great secret. "When I heard 
the term, my mind broke it down into individual words, 
different words I am more familiar with. This is a habit I 
developed five years ago, when I first started college, and it 
has stayed with me. For the term Fovea Capitis, I took my 
career, a first officer for an airline, and that became FO. 
We travel; that was the VIA. And we fly with a captain, 
that I related to Capitis, and thus: Fovea Capitis. The 
spelling isn't always correct, but it's all you need to remind 
you of your word. If I didn't use memory aids, I don't 
think I would have done nearly as well in college." 

I mentioned that I had heard of such aids before and 
have even used them without realizing it. "Duncan, do 
you !mow what this memory tool you're using is called?" I 
asked. 

"Oh yeal1, they're called mnemonics, and some teachers 
don't like 'em. They think we're not leaming or some
thing, bur I think they're wrong. Just look ar how smart I 
a1n." 

I think Duncan was making a joke, b�t then again 
maybe not. I decided to look into mnemonics, and even 
though it sounds like it would be a good name for a sixties 
soul group, there could be something to it. Who knows
it might help me on that test I have coming up. 

The memory aid books and internet pages I researched 
each seemed to have a different definition for mnemon
ics. Some authors leave it out of their text yet teach the 
techniques as if they were the inventors. Webster defines 
mnemonics as, "Pertaining to, aiding or intended to aid 
the memory." That definition is of course correct; how
ever, the term typically refers to rather unusual, artificial 
memory aids. 

The word "mnemonic" is derived from M nernosyne, 
the name of the ancient Greek goddess of memory. That 
fact I found interesting. I realize that ancient Greeks had 
gods for just about everything, bur I was surprised they 
had one for the memory. I was not able to find a picture 
of her, but I bet she was beautiful. 

The earliest use of mnemonics dates to 500 BCE. Greek 
and Roman orators used it to remember long speeches. 
What they did to remember these long speeches is amaz-
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ing. They would visualize a familiar place (usually parts or 
rooms of a building) and mentally place their speech frag
ments in many different areas in this building. As they 
made their speeches, they would visualize this place in 
their mind, going from one room or place to another, 
picking up their speech fragments as they went along. This 
is how they remembered their oration. It seems to me the 
Aztecs used a similar mnemonic device. Since they did not 
have a written language, they used runners to communi
cate from one village to another. Chewing coca leaves for 
energy, men would run from one settlement to another. 
They carried a rope with many knots in it. Each knot 
stood for a memorized message to be delivered. If the mes
sage was not delivered correctly, the next message delivered 
could be "You have permission to tear my heart out and 
feed it to the people." 

Today, mnemonics consists of many different tech
niques. Probably the simplest and most common method 
is the "first letter association . "  An example would be 
remembering the four great eras of time by using the 
phrase "Can Men Pick Peppers." 

C - Cenozoic 
M - Mesozoic 
P - Paleozoic 
P - Pre-Cambrian 

Simple, but effective. But did I learn anything by memo
rizing, "can men pick peppers ?"  Let's try another one.  
Imagine a new boat owner who cannot think of a name 
for his boat. Finally, he comes up with, "Pan Cap lv." The 
words are meaningless, but if a person remembers the 
story, one should be able to come up with the eight parts 
of speech. 

P - Pronoun 
A - Adjective 
N - Noun 
C - Conjunction 
A - Adverb 
P - Preposition 
I - Interjection 
V - Verb 

Okay. Enough with the lists. They take up plenty of 
page space, and I don't have space to waste. Did I learn 
anything by learning these funny sounding phrases? Will 
any of these help me with my upcoming exam? It never 

astounds me to hear students recite strange sounding 
utterances before an exam, trying to relate a word they 
don't understand to a word they do. Tal(e Duncan's exam
ple on the "Fovea Capitis"-he knew he didn't know the 
meaning of the term, but the words he invented within 
the word had a message. How hard could that be to 
remember? I asked the smart one if he could remember 
anything else about the Fovea Capitis. 

"Oh yes," he replied. "It's the little hole on the ball joint 
of the femur." 

"How could you have known that?" 
"Well, let's just say remembering the word helped me 

remember the place; however, it doesn't work all the time." 
I discovered that there are many different types of 

mnemonic devices, from simple rhymes to complicated 
link and peg systems. In the link system a person relates 
one item to be remembered to the next by making up a 
story for each item and then linking the stories together, 
one after the other, until the list is complete. Then, the 
person visualizes the story in his or her mind's eye, with 
visualization as the key in recall ing the i tems to be 
remembered. 

Some people (and some psychology textbooks) have dis
missed mnemonics with the idea that it is effective for cer
tain kinds of rote memory tasks, and that many learning 
tasks involve understanding more than memorized facts. 
The implication is that mnemonics is not worth learning 
because it does not help with understanding. 

So what? Mnemonics is not intended for such tasks as 
reasoning, understanding, and problem solving. It was 
intended to aid learning and memory. Should we discard 
something if it does not do what it was not intended to do 
as effectively as it does what it is intended to do? I know 
that I will use mnemonics when a need for it arises. If it 
can help me remember a term such as Fovea Capitis 
instantly, rather than through much repetition and time, 
then that's okay with me. 

Oh, just one thing. I showed up for the exam knowing 
my little fovea. Guess what! It was not even on the test! 

Evaluation: john has written a witty, conversational report 
that is as fun to read as it is informative. His is proof that 

report writing does not have to be uncreative or dull. 
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Transcendentalism: 
Man and Nature 

Brianna Turcza 
Course: English 1 0 1  

Instructor: Joe Sternberg 

Assignment: 
Teach us about a topic which you have researched. 

"If a man does not keep pace with his companions, per
haps it is because he hears a different drummer" (Reef 
69) . Thoreau provided with this quote the underlying 
philosophy of transcendentalism. Transcendentalism was 
the philosophical and literary movement of the individ
ual and nature that flourished in New England from 
about 1 836 to 1 860. It originated among reactionaries, 
who were reacting against "the orthodoxy of Calvinism 
and the  rat i o na l i sm of the  U n i tar ian Ch urch" 
("Transcendentalism" 2774) . Henry David Thoreau and 
Ralph Waldo Emerson eloquently expressed their tran
scendental beliefs through their writing. Their work 
influenced not only American society but also the beliefs 
and culture of the rest of the world. The important and 
influential transcendentalist movement was based on the 
divinity of man and nature, the importance of human 
intuition, and the need for individualism. 

First of all ,  transcendentalism began as a back-to
nature movement. In 1 836 Ralph Waldo Emerson pub
lished his essay called "Nature." It was in this work that 
he first set forth the principles of transcendentalism. He 
expressed a firm belief in the unity of man and nature. In 
addition, Emerson began his series of "Essays" by saying, 
"There is one mind common to all individual men. 
Every man is an inlet to the same and to all of the 
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same . . .  " (Tanner 3) .  In other words, Emerson believed 
that everything has one divine soul, called the "Over
soul ."  Both man and nature were believed to be one with 
God. Transcendentalists urged people to spend time in 
nature away from their busy lives in order to get in touch 
wit� themselves and the "Over-soul. " In fact, Henry 
David Thoreau, another leading writer of transcenden
talism, practiced what he told others to do. In his book 
enti tled Walden, Thoreau recalled his experiment in  
near-solitary living at Walden Pond. He hoped to  learn 
the true meaning of life and to get in touch with himsel( 
:x'�ile at Walden Pond, he searched for his identity by 

.livmg m close harmony with nature and by relying on 
his own instincts. In turn, transcendentalism grew out of 
the writings of Emerson and Thoreau and into a world
wide movement. 

Next, human intuition, according to the transcendental
ists, is the highest form of knowledge. Transcendentalists 
believed that each person has "an inborn idea of what is 
true and good" (Reef 30) . People are reminded of this 
knowledge by their inner voices. Children and adults who 
live simple lives are often able to hear their consciences. 
However, many people seem to lose touch with this inner 
voice. For this reason, transcendentalists advocated that 
each individual go back to nature. In a lecture called "The 
Transcendentalist," Emerson said that transcendentalists 
"perceive that the senses are not final, and say, the senses 
give us representations of things, but what are the things 
themselves, they cannot tell" (Yannella 9) .  In other words, 
transcendentalists depended upon genuine intuition as 
opposed to superficial sensationalism. Technological and 
material progress is insignificant when compared to the 
human spir it  and intuit ion.  Transcendentalists also 
believed that every individual is obligated to live up to his 
or her potential. Thoreau insisted that people's intuition 
would lead them to fulfill this potential. In "Economy," 
the first chapter of Walden, Thoreau stated, "In the long 
run, men hit only what they aim at. Therefore, though 
they should fail immediately, they had better aim at some
thing high" (Thoreau 9) .  According to author Donald 
Yap.nella, "These young radicals relied heavily on sponta
neous, intuitive insight as the principal and superior 
means Man might use in reaching toward the ultimates
truth, goodness, and beauty" ( 1o1 ) .  
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Finally, transcendentalism optimistically stressed indi
vidualism, which included self-reliance and rejection of 
authority. Calling for independence from cultural leader
ship, Emerson began the search for self-reliance with 
"The American Scholar," his oration at Harvard in 1 837. 
In a different lecture at Harvard, he said that one's own 
soul is the source of redemption. Also a supreme individ
ualist, Henry David Thoreau articulated "the search for 
identity which has long characterized American culture," 
according to biographer William Howarth (2 1 0) .  The 
ideas of self-reliance and the rejection of authority in 
American society are apparent in Thoreau's essay called 
"Civil Disobedience." In his essay, Thoreau expressed his 
concern with the government and the loss of individual 
rights, saying, "That government is best which governs 
not at all" and that "Government is at best but an expe
dient; but most governments are usually, and all govern
ments are sometimes, inexpedient" (Thoreau 385) .  In  
addition, Thoreau advocated civil disobedience "as a 
means for the individual to protest those actions of his 
government that he considers unjust" (Thoreau 398) .  
The civil disobedience philosophy affected not only the 
United States but also the rest of the world. For example, 
it impacted the civil rights movement led by Martin 
Luther King in the United States, the British Labour 
movement, and the passive resistance movement led by 
Gandhi in India. Although not everyone followed this 
theory of self-reliance, transcendentalism provided a 
model that many people seemed to follow. 

Therefore, transcendentalism was a major movement 
that impacted people's beliefs and actions. Although it 
thrived in the middle of the 1 9th century, transcenden
talism influenced numerous leaders of the 20th century, 
as well. Following the writings of Ralph Waldo Emerson 
and Henry David Thoreau, people practiced these men's 
transcendentalist philosophies. American society along 
with the rest of the world began to recognize the impor
tance of nature, intuition, and self-reliance. In the end, 
transcendentalism, the philosophical and literary back
to-nature movement, has had an overwhelming affect 
not only on Emerson and Thoreau's era but also on the 
modern world. 
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Evaluation: Ms. Turcza has selected a complex topic, but 
,her logical organization and clear economical sentences 
result in an essay that is easy to follow and instructive. 
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Violent Love 
jessica Wermuth 

Course: English 1 00 
Instructor: Kris Piepenburg 

Assignment: 
IdentifY an area or behavioral pattern in your lift that has 
caused you difficulty for some time�or a long struggle that 

you have been involved in and that you have overcome 
(or are in the process of overcoming). Write an auto

biographical essay that ''tracks" the development of this 
behavior or struggle from its beginning until its end. 

During my sophomore year of high school I sat next to 
this guy, Todd, who I thought was great. He and I talked 
and joked around in class, but nothing serious happened 
that year. I bumped into Todd a few times over the sum
mer and started to develop a small thing for him, but I 
thought nothing of it because he was a year older than I 
was, and I thought I would never see him when the 
school year started anyway. Summer flew by like it nor
mally did; school was starting in a few days, and I still 
had Todd slightly on my mind. 

School started, and for the first four periods, I had yet 
to see him. I walked into my fifth-hour psychology class, 
which was for juniors and seniors, and there he was, sit
ting in the second-to-last row, with an empty seat next to 
him. He saw me walk in and waved over to me to come 
sit next to him. I sat down and started to look around 
the room. " H ow was yo ur summer? "  he asked me.  
"Good," I told him. With a smile on his face, he said, "I  
was hoping we would have a class together this year. 
Math was so much fun last year." I looked at him and 

laughed while responding, "Me too." Everyday when we 
had class, we would talk about teachers, friends, and our 
weekend plans. 

As the days went by, Homecoming was coming closer 
and closer. Three weeks before the dance, Todd was talk
ing to one of our mutual friends, Sarah, and told her 
that he wanted to ask me, but he wasn't sure if I was 
going with someone. I had planned to go with one of my 
friends and Sarah knew that, but she knew I liked him 
and told him to go for it. When Todd asked me, I went 
and told my friend, with whom I was supposed to go. 
My friend totally understood about it and told me to 
have fun. He ended up going with my friend Michelle. 

Todd thought we should go out over the weekend so I 
could meet everyone who would be in our group. We 
went out and had a great weekend and started to become 
a serious couple after that. Homecoming was great. We 
danced the whole night, and our whole group partied 
afterwards. The first two months of our relationship 
seemed perfect; we were together every chance we could 
get. We communicated so well it felt like we knew each 
other for years. However, like all good things, this came 
to an end. 

It mostly started with the l it tle  things. He didn't 
approve when I went out by myself, with any of my 
friends, or soon, any of my family. It started to seem like 
I was a possession of his that had to be kept away from 
the public. It didn't seem to bother me at first. To be 
honest, it was one of my first serious relationships, and I 
thought that was how it was supposed to be. My parents 
started to notice how he treated me and tried to tell me 
something was not right, but I refused to listen. He 
looked so sweet and innocent. There was no way he 
could ever be this way. 

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

I tell Todd that I won't be able to see him tonight 
because my friend, Maria, is having an all girls' night for 
her birthday. "Why can't I come , "  he whi nes .  " I t's 
because you're seeing someone else. "  "No,"  I tell him, 
"there is no one else. It's just you; it's always been just 
you." He looks at me with his eyes all squinted. "That's 
right,"  he says, "who would want a worthless person like 
you anyway? You're lucky you're with me,"  he says, 
"because no one else would want to be with you. I'll pick 
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you up from Nicole's house at around eight, so we can 
still do something. Be  ready; I 'm not coming to the 
door. "  I look up at him and shrug my shoulders; I hate 
fighting with him and listening to him talk down to me. 
That's just the type of person I am; however, I hate hav
ing to confront him, so instead, I keep my mouth shut 
and keep it in. After about an hour at my friend's house, 
I look up at the clock and start to get a pain in my stom
ach. I only have fifteen minutes left of freedom. He 
shows up early, and a long, loud horn interrupts the 
party. I run to get my shoes; I wasn't watching, and I can 
only imagine what he will say to me. "Hi," I say to him 
as I get in the car and close the door. He grabs my arm 
and starts to yell, "So who were you with? I told you to 
be watching. I hate having to be around your friends. Do 
you understand that, or are you too stupid to understand 
that, too?" I look at him and start to whimper. He rolls 
his eyes and shoves me against the door. "I can't look at 
you right now," he says in a disgusted voice. "''m taking 
you home so I can go to a party at Nick's house." I start 
to cry. "''m so sorry," I cry. "Please take me with you." I 
start to beg him, but it's not working. "If I can't come 
with you, then can you drop me off at Nicole's?" I ask. 
"No," he says, "I don't want you to see anyone tonight. 
I'm calling you later and you better be home or else." I 
look at him and put my head down. We stop at a red 
light, and he grabs for my purse. "What are you doing?" 
I squeak out. "Give me your license, your set of car keys, 
and your pager," he yells. He waits a little bit and yells 
the same sentence even louder. I cry again and hand 
them over. He throws the keys on the floor of the back 
seat then pulls me over and gives me a hug. I hold on to 
him tight and close my eyes, letting the tears roll off my 
cheeks and on to his shoulder. We pull up to my house, 
and he gives me a kiss good-bye. "You working tomor
row?" he asks as he pulls me in for a hug. I can feel the 
pain on my shoulder from hitting the door. "No," I say. 
"Great," he answers. 'Til call you when I go on break at 
work, but if you're not home, I 'll find another girl to 
see." 

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

Two weeks after that incident, I am grocery shopping 
with my mom. I am pretty excited about it because I 
haven't seen her in days. Whenever I am not in school or 

at work, I have to be with Todd or be at home waiting 
for his call. My friends have started to dwindle down 
because I 'm not "allowed" to hang out with them. Just 
like my friends, my mom has been starting to notice that 
something isn�t right about my relationship. When we 
are shopping, she asks how things have been going. 
"Everything's great," I tell her. "Really," she says, trying 
to believe me. "Where did all the bruises on your arm 
come from?" "As dumb as it sounds," I start, "I fell out 
of bed." "What time do you have to be home for Todd's 
phone call?" she asks. "I don't know," I reply. On our 
way to the check out, my mom spots some really pretty 
roses and grabs them. Five minutes after that, Todd calls. 
"Just in time," my mom whispers. He tells me that he 
will pick up a movie on his way home from work, and 
we can stay in and watch it tonight because it's a Sunday. 

He shows up around 6:30. "So which boyfriend did 
you get the flowers from, you little whore," he snips at 
me. "Actually, I went grocery shopping with my mom 
and she bought them for herself, "  I reply. "Whatever, 
liar," he says as he gives me a stare that could pierce the 
wall. My mom walks in with the grocery receipt with the 
flowers highlighted on it; she had overheard the whole 
thing. "The flowers are on there," she says as she throws 
the receipt at his feet. He picks it up and studies it like a 
book while questioning me about what else we bought 
today. "Let's watch TV," he says. "I don't feel like watch
ing a movie with you any more." I smile and say O.K. 
while taking his hand and leading him to the couch. 
Twenty minutes go past, and he is still flipping through 
the channels. I reach over and grab the con troller. 
"That's it," he says playfully and throws himself at me. 
The two of us go to the floor with a thump and start to 
wrestle for the controller. Just as soon as I finally snatch 
it away from him, he picks me up and drops me to the 
ground, shoulder first. I fall and start to cry from the 
pain and the fact that I can't move my arm. "You're such 
a faker," he yells. My dad starts to run down the stairs to 
see what has happened. "She's such a baby," he says as he 
looks at my father and kicks me in the side. My dad 
gives him the look of death, and Todd makes an excuse 
for having to leave. "Daddy," I whimper, "''m hurt and I 
can't move." He looks at me and shakes his head. "When 
will you learn? What will it take for you to realize he is 
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not right for you?" he asks as I look up at him. He lifts 
me up and takes me to the treatment center. I leave two 
hours later, with a dislocated shoulder and three x-rays. 

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

Four  m o n ths  after  that  was my favor i te  aunt's 
Birthday. I wasn't allowed to go because I had to stay 
home and wait for Todd's phone call. If I missed it, who 
knows what could happen, plus he already yelled and 
slapped me because I made the suggestion of going there 
and then seeing him. He made me feel selfish for putting 
my family ahead of him. Just like usual, I apologized for 
being so "stupid." 

It took me two months after that to realize that maybe 
my parents were right, but it was hard to get rid of him. 
We had so much time together and even though we 
fought, I loved being with him. I couldn't imagine myself 
without him, and plus, I was beginning to believe that if 
we broke up, I would never find anybody else, just like 
he always told me. All of my friends except for Danielle 
were angry with me for blowing them off all the time. 

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

Danielle and I are out for dinner, while Todd is at 
work. He has a short shift, so I don't have to worry about 
him calling until a lot later, and I will be home by then. 
Unfortunately, he's home a lot earlier than I thought, 
and he is waiting down my street with his headlights 
turned off. When Danielle pulls into my driveway, he 
takes off speeding and pulls in right behind her. "Who 
do you think you are," he yells while getting out of his 
car. "I can't stay here and listen to this," Danielle says. 
" I'll see you later Jess. "  "So who were you with?" he 
questions. "You were looking at it," I reply. "Right," he 
screams, as he opens his trunk. "You're so stupid. I can't 
believe you expect me to believe your lies. I know she's 
just your cover," he keeps going on while he pulls out a 
hunting knife and a big stuffed dog out of his trunk. 
"Sometimes you just make me want to,"  he starts and 
then trails off as he takes the knife and throws it. into the 
dog's stomach and slides the knife down. Bits of stuffing 
start to fall out as he gives me a devilish look. "You are 
the worst person that I have ever met," he complains as 
he pulls the knife out and examines it. I swallow hard, 
still speechless as to what's going on.  "Let's go some 
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place; we have to talk," he says. He walks around to the 
passenger side of the car and opens the door for me to 
get in. "Thank you," I say with a shaky voice. I get half 
way in the car and he slams the door on me. "OUCH!" I 
yell. "That's uncalled for." He nods and gives me a smile. 
We sit in my driveway and talk. He tells me how I make 
him feel, and I cry and apologize; there is nothing I can 
really say to him. We sit and talk for an hour, talking 
about what we should do to make our relationship better 
again. When we finally decide on something, I decide I 
need a break and have to go to bed. He pulls me close to 
say good night and gives me a tight hug. As he pulls 
away, he whispers in my ear, "If you ever pull that again I 
will hunt you down and then gut you like a deer. I love 
you." I look at him with fright in my eyes, and he knows 
he has me right were he wants me-in total fear. He 
pulls away and throws the dog on my front lawn. Not 
knowing what to do, I run upstairs to my room and cry 
myself to sleep. My mom comes to check on me in the 
middle of the night because she had heard screaming 
outside; she wants to make sure I am O.K. She asks what 
happened, and I tell her nothing. I don't want anyone to 
know what was said and done. 

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

The summer is coming to an end. I am. starting back 
up at high school, for my senior year, in two weeks; he is 
starting at Harper in one week. To say good-bye to the 
summer, our friend throws a party on one of our last free 
weekends. My friend Col in,  whom I haven't seen in 
years, is at the party, so I end up talking to him for a 
while. Todd was spending a lot of time with his friend 
Tiffany, so I figured it would be all right. "Be ready to 
go; we're leaving in five minutes," he comes over to warn 
me. It is about 2:30 in the morning as Todd and I are on 
our way home from the party. Over the soft playing song 
of "Free Falling," by Tom Petty, shots of anger ring out. 
"I can't believe you talked to some guy at that party," he 
says with rage. "I've known him since third grade," I tell 
Todd. "Why do you do that?" he asks. "Someone needs 
to teach you a lesson," he says, as he grabs my arm and 
squeezes his fingers into my skin. "Stop, that really 
hurts," I yell. He pulls over to the shoulder. We're about 
ten minutes from my house. "Get out!" he yells, with his 
eyes glaring at me, sharp as daggers. I stare at him in 
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disbelief. "Are you kidding me?"  I ask him. "Do you 
know what time it is?" "Open the door," he says as he 
grabs my arm even tighter. I reach my arm over and 
open the door, while at the same time he starts to push. I 
give up and get out. Standing outside the door, I stare at 
him in amazement, waiting for him to tell me to get 
back in so we could talk. That didn't happen, however; 
he shouts, "This is to teach you a lesson for talking to 
others,"  and then he grabs the door and slams it in my 
face. While he cont i nues to speed down the Elgin 
O'Hare Expressway, I dig through my purse for my cell 
phone, and I call my parents to pick me up on the side 
of the road. My sister answers the phone sleepily. I 
explain everything that happened in between sobs. She is 
there in 20 minutes. 

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

After we got home that night, my sister called the Elk 
Grove Police Department and filed a complaint on him 
because I was only seventeen at the time. I had to talk to 
the police lady, who deals with abuse, and she wanted 
me to press charges on him for hitting me and leaving 
me stranded. I talked to her for 35 minutes, and that's all 
it took to make me realize that I shouldn't have to put up 
with him. 

Three days after our incident on the expressway, I saw 
him just so I could get my things back. He threw them 
at me and turned to walk away. I stayed in the doorway 
to watch him go, when all of a sudden he turned around 
and swung at my eye. He got me pretty well. That's 
when it finally hit me, that it was finally over. He paged 
me up to four months after we broke up, and up to this 
day, I still see him sitting down our street every once in a 
while. I used to see him all the time at school, but for 
some reason, he's not there any more. 

I shouldn't have put up with Todd's abuse for so long, 
but I was afraid of what could happen to me. I also 
believed for some reason that he would change. I realize 
I 'm strong for dealing with it, but I 'm even stronger for 
getting out. It was a lot harder to get out of an abusive 
relationship than anyone could imagine. It took a long 
time to get my relationships back to where they were 
with my family and friends. I regret not listening to my 
father and friends when they told me to get out. 

When I look back, staying in that relationship was not 
worth all the pain and aggravation. It's not worth it for 
anyone. There were so many warning signs that this was a 
dangerous person, but I ignored them. I kept thinking 
that people were overreacting. Nothing could be wrong 
with him; he leoked too sweet and innocent. For some 
reason I blamed myself, at one time, for his rage. Then, I 
started to make excuses for him, which was the worst 
thing I could have done. Finally, I have realized it's not 
my fault. No one should ever have to go through this. No 
one should ever stray so far off the path of self-love, and 
so near to the path of ignorance, of self-hatred, of love 
without love. 

Evaluation: In composing this essay, jessica puts us 
through carefol recasting of past events in the present tense, 
into some difficult emotional terrain. This writer has 
courage and purpose; she does not flinch from the details of 
the truth, and her truths have the power to enlighten others. 
This is autobiographical writing of the highest power. 
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The Patriot 

Kathy Wilmot 
Course: History 1 1 1  

Instructor: Tom DePalma 

Assignment: 
Write a critical review of the film, The Patriot. 
Evaluate the film's veracity based on what you 
have learned about the American Revolution. 

The Patriot is a film that, with uncharacteristic accuracy, 
depicts the events that occurred during the American 
Revolution. This film challenges Michael Kammen's view 
that pop culture "derevolutionizes" the war by presenting 
it as "neat and tidy." It manages to continuously expose 
the viewer to the brutality and ugliness that defines any 
war, and it effectively conveys the vast range of emotions 
experienced by the Loyalists, Patriots, and British Army. 

The  fi l m's main  focus i s  o n  a character named 
Benjamin Martin, who is  based on the actual revolution
ary war hero, Francis Marion. Both Martin and Marion 
were farmers who fought in the French and Indian war, 
adopting the "guerrilla warfare" tactics of the Indians 
they were fighting against. They were brave men and 
great motivators. Both men had headquarters in the 
swamps. In the film, Martin is referred to as the "Ghost," 
while Marion's nickname was the "Swamp Fox." Both 
names are reflective of their ability to attack and disap
pear at will by utilizing their familiarity of the terrain 
upon which they were fighting. This gave them the upper 
hand by exploiting the British soldiers' lack of knowledge 
of the swamps and forests of South Carolina. 

In the film, Benjamin Martin's introduction to the war 
begins with a letter inviting him to attend an assembly in 
Charlestown, whose purpose is to settle the issue of 
whether South Carolina will levy money to support the 
war effort. Like many cities of the time, Charlestown is 
in chaos, with demonstrators in the streets burning dum
mies in effigy and rousing the crowds with comments 
such as "Death to King George," "Send him a message he 
will never forget," and "Hang them all . "  The assembly 
itself attests to the reality of the Colonists' division of loy
alties. The Patriots refer to King George as a tyrant and 
support liberation from England. The Loyalists do not 
want to unite with the other colonies, as they consider 
that to be treason against the King. Representative of the 
emotional conflict many Colonists undoubtedly experi
enced in the early stages of the war, Benjamin Martin's 
character is angry about taxation without representation 
and believes the Colonies should govern themselves, but 
not at the cost of a war with England. He knows the war 
will be fought "amongst us, in our own backyard,"  and 
indeed he is correct. He realizes the war will claim inno
cent lives and, as a single parent, feels a strong commit-
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ment to prOtect his family. He is also reluctant to partici
pate i n  another war, because he is still fighting the 
demons haunting him due to his conduct in the French 
and Indian War. 

Also present at the assembly is Martin's oldest son, 
Gabriel. Gabriel's character symbolizes the nature of a 
true Patriot. He believes his father is hiding behind his 
family, using them as an excuse not to fight. Like the 
impassioned Patriots of the time (and most probably 
influenced by the knowledge that his friends were already 
serving), Gabriel is willing to join the Continental Army 
and fight for the cause o f  Liberty. He sees his service as a 
duty and although he is afraid of dying, he is willing to 
give his life for the cause. The scene where he serves with 
the Continentals reflects the reality of war in the loss of 
close friends, the courage it takes to stand 50 feet from 
your enemy and look him straight in the eye, the primi
tive nature of medical facilities, and the dedication need
ed to endure the harshness of winter without adequate 
clothing or supplies. 

After refusing ro vote for the levy at the assembly, 
Benjamin tends to his  farm for the next few years. 
Gabriel comes stumbling in one night because he was 
wounded while carrying dispatches. That is also the night 
the war finally reaches Martin's own backyard, just as he 
predicted. When morning comes, Martin has established 
a temporary "hospital" where he is taking care of both 
wounded Patriots and Redcoats. This is the set-up for the 
introduction of a character named Tavington. Tavington 
is based on the real-life Colonel Banastre Tarelron, a 
tyrant infamous for his cruelty and the taking of the lives 
of innocent women and children. In the manner of the 
notorious Tarelton, Tavington immediately displays his 
blatant disregard for following the "rules of war." In a 
rnatter of a few minutes, Tavingwn has captured Gabriel 
as a spy, shot Martin's son Thomas in the back as he was 
trying to rescue Gabriel, and ordered his men ro kill all 
the Continental wounded and burn Martin's house and 
barn. 

Although these were fictional accounts in the film, 
they do reflect the true nature of the atrocities committed 
during the Revolution, such as the destroying of planta
tions and the death of innocents. Soldiers were being 
killed while retreating or after surrendering. There is an 

actual incident in which the Virginia regulars surrendered 
and the Dragoons riding amongst them killed 200 men 
anyway. Some of the British officers themselves probably 
struggled against the brutal tactics used by their fellow 
officers. 'TO most of them, war was something that should 
be fought in a "gentlemanly" manner. This is indicated in  
a scene where Cornwallis chastises Tavington by saying 
"the conduct of officers is the measure of a gentleman" 
and "the manner in which you serve me, reflects upon 

, me. 
The most effective scene in the film comes after the 

dramatic assault on Martin's home and family. To avenge 
his son Thomas' death and rescue his son Gabriel, Martin 
runs into his burning house, grabs his weapons and his 
two young sons and goes after the Brit ish soldiers .  
Marrin uses many of  the skills he  learned in the French 
and Indian war during this scene. He sets his weapons in 
strategic positions, taking advantage of the "higher 
ground" and the element of surprise. After initial engage
ment of the enemy, Martin becomes involved in  very 
bloody hand-to-hand combat, as the Indians would have. 
He also releases his fury due to the death of his son, by 
repeatedly chopping at a British soldier with his toma
hawk long after the soldier is dead and he himself is cov
ered in blood. This effectively shows rhe emotional toll 
this war had on those who suffered due to needless vio
lent acts committed against the innocent. 

The scene also pottrays how children were exposed to 
weaponry at a very young age. Both of his sons know 
how to shoot, having been taught by their huher that to 
"aim small" is to "miss small," meaning shoot for the part 
of the body with the most area, namely the chest. His 
sons also know how to pick out the British officers from 
the rest and are told to "start with the officers and work 
your way down." Officers were targeted first in war 
because, as Cornwallis says in a conversation with 
Martin, "Officers need to be in command to lead and 
restrain their men." If a combatant took the officers out 
first, the men would become disorganized, giving the 
other side an advantage, and that was another part of 
Martin's strategy. 

Even after the death of Thomas, Martin is still nor 
committed ro joining the cause. He argues with Gabriel, 
stating, "Your place is here now." When Gabriel decides 
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to continue on with the fight, Martin feels he is losing 
his family and joins the effort in order to protect his son. 
His friend, Colonel Harry Bursell, asks Martin to head 
up the militia. Martin agrees and begins recruiting men 
to serve with him. 

The recruiting process reveals how the issue of race 
affected rhe Revolution. I n  accordance with the times, 
slaves did not have the right to make their own decisions. 
This is confirmed in  the film by showing a slave owner 
committing his slave, Occam, to serve in his stead with
our asking Occam's permission. Both armies played on 
the slaves' hatred of bondage, by attempting to recruit 
them via flyers and word-of-mouth during the war. One 
flyer Occam was perusing indicated slaves could have 
their freedom in exchange fOr one year's service with the 
Patriots and they would even be paid a sum of 5 shillings 
per month. In the film, Occam is subjected to comments 
such as "Why don't you read [the flyer] to us?" "No mus
kets to slaves" and "What the hell will you do wirh free
dom?" The idea of freedom and equality to a slave who 
had been in bondage his whole life must have been intox
icating, and many did enlist. However, even though they 
served, most would never rec�ive the freedom promised 
by the government. 

After the recruiting process, the task looming before 
the rniliria was to keep Cornwallis busy in  the South, 
destroying his supply lines, so he would not be able to 
head north toward New York and a decisive victory. The 
film accurately depicts the diversity of the militia by rep
resenting them as common men from all walks of life ,  
from farmers to shopkeepers to clergymen. Although 
their disadvantage lay in the fact that they were indepen
dem and untrained, they were united in their knowledge 
of the territory, their hatred for the British, and they 
were, as Martin indicates, "excellent marksmen."  At the 
time, the Continental regulars were being decimated 
because they were marching in columns over open fields 
and engaging in head-to-head confrontations with the 
most powerful military force in the world-a force that 
had perfected that way of fighting. The militia was able 
to surprise the British army by hiding in the swamps and 
forests, ambushing unsuspecting British soldiers, and dis
appearing. Cornwallis expresses his frustration at this by 
saying, "If we can't protect our supply lines against the 

militia, how can we fight the regulars or the French?" To 
this, Tavington replies, "We can't find them; they won't 
fight like regulars." 

While fighting with his militia, Marrin experiences 
several poignant moments. One situation has to do with 
Thomas' death. The day Thomas died, he was carrying a 
bag full of toy soldiers he had spent many hours painting 
and playing with. When he was shot, the roy "redcoat" 
soldiers spilled out onto the ground. Martin carries that 
bag of soldiers with him throughout the war. There are 
several scenes in which he is melting those "redcoat" sol
diers over a fire and making them into bullets. There is 
irony in the fact that Martin's "redcoat" bullets are the 
ones killing Redcoat soldiers. He uses them as a way to 
avenge the death of his son at the hands of the British. 

Another touching scene comes after Martin's son 
Gabriel is  killed by Tavington. Martin is  sitting by 
Gabriel's body and says, "I have long feared my sins will 
return to visit me, and the cost is more than I can bear." 
He is referring to the enormity of the sins he committed 
during the French and Indian War. During that war, he 
and his men captured Cherokee and French soldiers who 
had slaughtered settlers at Fort Wilderness. ·n, reach the 
Cherokee and French a lesson, they killed the captured 
soldiers slowly, cutting them up piece by piece. They then 
sent the pieces back to the Cherokee and French. When 
the Cherokee broke their treaty with the French, Martin 
said, "That's how we justified it." However, Martin could 
never reconcile himself to his actions and asked for fOr
giveness every day for what he had done. When his friend 
Colonel Bursell tries to convince Martin to "stay the 
course" and continue fighting, Martin says, "Why do 
men feel they can justify death? Is it arrogance?" His 
question about arrogance refers to the way men assume 
the role of God, convincing themselves they have the 
right to take a life in  return for one that has been lost. 
Men need to be able to justifY death in order to live with 
their conscience. They are not plagued with guilt when 
they can ease their mind by saying "I had a right to do it, 
because of what they did to us.i" Although his flrsr 
instinct was to abandon rhe cause, Marrin eventually 
decides to rejoin the militia when he sees the tattered flag 
Gabriel spent so much time mending. He realizes rhe 
commitment Gabriel had to the cause and continues on. 
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Although the British were constantly frustrated by the 
militia, they continued to underestimate the mili t:ia's 
eHCctiveness. T'he Continental Army used Britain's dis
dain for the militia ro their advantage many rimes. At the 
Battle of Cowpens, the militia's mission was to serve as 
decoys, lure rhe British closer, then retreat over a ridge 
when the British charged. Unbeknownst to the British, 
the Continental Army was laying in wait behind that 
ridge. The fllm shows 'Elvington chasing the retreating 
militia, followed by Cornwallis who says "We'll see who 
takes the glory from this field." It gives the impression 
that the downfall of the Brirish Army had a lot to do 
with ego, and to some extent, that is true. By believing 
the war would be over quickly and thinking they were an 
unbearable force, the British Army unwittingly gave the 
Colonists a huge advantage. 

There are a few things in the film that could have been 
improved upon. One is the impression the film gives that 
the Brirish soldiers were the only ones who committed 
horrific acts during the Revolution. There was only one 
scene in which the Patriots were shown acting in an inap
propriate manner and thaJ was \Vhen they shot a fCw sol
diers who were about: to surrender. In addition, the film 
gave no hint of the passage of time. It: seemed as if the 
whole \Var took place in one year. This issue could have 
been addressed by indicating the names of the battles and 
the years they were fought. 

'E1ken as a whole, however, the film is a very accurate 
depiction o f  the events that took place during the 
Revolution. It W<lS able to capture the tension, conflict, 
and emocion that musr have been experienced by all 
involved. It- did nor fail ro show us that war is an ugly 
event, full of bloodshed, death, and misconduct. Of 
greatest imponance, rhough, the film illustrates the 
courage ir took f(n the people of this nation to srand up 
againsr the most: powerful military in the world and say 
"No mon:-!'' 

Evaluarion: Kt�tf�y provided iii! insl��htj/d blend r�{histrny 
and hi.l'torioRTrlpl�y in her retJicw. This allowed Kath)' to 
write f! critique ofthefilm�'i art and historicrt! itnprltt. 
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Paul S. Bellwoar 

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 gift of himself/herself and 
an opportunity to cease being me for a moment. 

Jack Dodds 

Whenever I read I look for details, details, derails 
appropriate to the writer's purpose or the occasion: 
descriptive details, fresh facts or figures, supporting 
instances, insightful observation or explanation. Good 
writing is dense with information. Good writing is also 
alive with voices: the writer's voice (persona), dialogue, 
quotation, and allusion. Good writing always talks to 
me. 

Julie Fleenor 

I want to hear the writer's voice. I like vivid writing 
which convinces me that beneath syntax, semi-colons, 
and transitions beats a heart and that this heart is con
nected to a brain which thinks. I want to see the writer 
wrestling with thinking and writing. I want to see dis
covery. Can every writer do this? Yes. Will every writer 
do this? Maybe. But when good writing does occur, ir is 
an incarnation wonderful to behold. 

Barbara Hickey 

In Mark Twain's words, "Eschew surplusage." 



What Is Good Writing? The Anthology Judges Give Their Standards 

Kurt Neumann 

Good writing is l inear, logical, and orderly; or the 
other way around: d igressive, analogical, allusive. I t  is 
highly crafted, like ourselves, and therefore vulnerable. It  
is seldom profound, often interesting, and always indi
vidual. It is personal, social, ideological, and political. 
Sometimes it is practical and sometimes it exists for its 
own sake. And the best writing, for my taste, is salted 
with a little irony and humor. 

Kris Piepenburg 

All writing begins with reading--whether reading of 
physical or mental reality or another text. Good writers 
"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 recre;:J.tes and brings 
me to-whether involving technical concepts, a topical 
issue, a historic moment, a state of mind, a literary work, 
or a meaningful memory--1 want to hear about that 
world through a focused, frank, unaffected, and unpre
tentious voice, and I want to get a full 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, rhe virtual reality becomes as rich and deep 
as the actuaL 

Peter Sherer 

Writing that focuses and boldly goes where it promises 
ro go alerts and engages me. I like writing that is intelli
gent, consistent in its logic, and concrete in its derail. I 
like examples, and I want ro hear an honest voice which 
speaks to me in sentences which are fresh, crafted, varied, 
economical, and musicaL 

Andrew Wilson 

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, 
sranding, sitting again; speaking, laughing, crying, 
moaning, babbling incoherently, drooling, or all of these. 
Super writing would rcll the reader how that man's shirt 
clashed with the fabric of that chair, and how that fabric 
shoo.rhed 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, bur also the state of that man's hair, and how he 
smelled, and the peculiar timbre of his voice. l n  other 
words, in my view, super writing features illustrative 
details-not exactly to the point of saturation or exhaus
rion, but I'd eat an overcooked chicken before I'd eat a 
raw one. 
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Harper Students on Writing 
Laura Christian Ashley 

Language is a gift that is more often taken for granted 
than appreciated. Words can be a weapon or a tool. I 
enjoy being able to express myself louder on paper than I 
could ever do in public. 

Jeanne Embrey 

l have many warm memories of reading from the over
sized poetry book my mother had kept from her child
hood. I loved the rhythmical sounds as they flowed from 
the pages. Now, when I put my thoughts on paper, I 
return to the rhythm and alliteration I so enjoyed as a 
child-simple words arranged till they sparkle and come 
to life. 

Kathleen Gneuhs 

Writing is a tool of communication which describes 
and cteates self expression. It can be a love-hate relation
ship. It can be very frustrating when you struggle for 
thoughts and words; however, the desire to write increases 
when your ideas flow and you see positive results. You are 
then inspired-this incredible feeling comes when all 
your ideas and efforts come together. 

Connie Gorsky 

1 have always enjoyed reading. The books that hold my 
interest are those written by authors that write with color. 
l am a visual person, so if a writer can hold my interest by 
touching my senses, I become enraptured in his or her 
work. Since writing has no sound, color, or scent, i t  
becomes vital to create this ambiance through words 
alone. In this, the writer becomes rhe illustrator. Words 
can be very provocative. This is what moves me to write. 
An author can be a powerful mentor for someone who 
aspires to write. 

My true mentors are Martha Simonsen and Mary Jo 
Willis, to whom I am eternally grateful for their knowl
edge and indubitable confidence in my ability ro be a 
writer. Thank you, Martha and Mary Jo, for this life
changing experience. 

Joel Hengstler 

The myths of ancient times have long been a source of 
inspiration for artists and authors alike. Visions of mighty 
Zeus in his command on Mr. Olympus or Odin on his 
eight-legged horse capture the imagination. What is often 
overlooked, however, is the vital importance these gods 
played in everyday life hundreds of years ago. The poly
theistic beliefs were as dominant and m.eaningful then as 
Christianity is today. 

My personal interest in  these mythological figures 
developed many years ago. During my recent studies on 
this subject, I began to understand how such beliefs 
served as an insight into the values held by these ancient 
civilizations. The deeper this understanding grew, the 
more curious I became as to how and why these beliefs 
changed with the people, and how as cultures changed, so 
did their values and beliefs. The paper I authored in this 
Anthology is the result of this curiousity. Hopefully, you 
will deepen your understanding of these myths and cul
tures through my research. And who knows? Perhaps 
hundreds and thousands of years from now, students and 
archeologists alike will be studying our irnages, hoping to 
understand the values we hold dear today. 

Melissa Oakley 

It is important to me to grow frotn my past expcri� 
ences, whether good or bad. I believe writing is the best 
way to understand grief and the way it affects others, as 
well as yourself 

Kathy Wilmot 

I have been a voracious reader since childhood and 
believe exposure to reading is essential to rhc develop
ment of writing skills. Reading stimulates the mind by 
generating curiosity, increasing vocabulary, and expand
ing knowledge. In addition, selecring a ropic that appeals 
to you will enhance your writing. 
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by joe Sternberg 

"There were ten thousand thousand fruit to rouch, 

Cherish in hand, lifi: down, not let fall ."  

So says Robert Frost's old and tired apple-picker in the 
much-loved poem "Afrer Apple-Picking." The long years 
of harvest over, aching in both instep arch and spirit, he 
anticipares and fears his dreams since they will remind 
him of beautiful russet apples as well as those that fell, 
bruised, and were crushed into cider. 

For thirry years I have been teaching at Harper (and 
even several yeats before that in two other colleges) , and 
now I am about to retire. The other day, with a few extra 
minutes on my hands and pushed by a kind of morbid 
curiosi ty, you might say, I calculated about how many 
heshmen essays I have read and scared myself with the 
tally: 25,000, give or take a few. Now that's a lor of read
ing and writing. Figure 1 5  minutes to "grade" a paper 
(many easily required twice that t ime),  multiply by 
25,000 papers, and get .375,000 minutes. Divide that 
number by 60; gawk at this number: 6,250 hours. Gives 
me a crick in my neck just thinking about all that rime 
bent over a desk or computer keyboard (I changed with 
the technology, you see-from pencil to fountain pen to 
ballpoim to felt tip to computer). For the days: divide 
6,250 hours by 24 and read 260.41666. Hmmm. That 
number is not so impressive-not even a year. So let's go 
back to 25,000 papers. That's impressive. Surely a lot of 
read ing and may we not forget, writing. 

Mine is a strange business in its way. I spend several 
days in class each week yammering to students about 
writing, trying to keep them awake with a little joke here 
and a personal story there, occasionally risking to show 
them and even sigh out loud over a piece of writing I 
really love. (Sometimes one or two sigh with 1ne. With 
me, I think, not at me.) At their homes they spend hours 
struggling to craft a paper most of them question the 
value of anyway; then they pass it to me: the reacher. I 
take rhe papers to my home (for years my wife and chil
dren have learned to do without me over "paper week
ends"), assume the position, comment on them, and 
return them. We do it again. And again. Much roo often, 
judging by their groans. Suddenly 1 6  weeks pass. Credit 
earned (or not). I start over. Over and over. Thirty years 
go by and I lind I have taught the children of my stu
dents and my former students themselves are teachers 
teaching my new students. It's true. "Is Sternberg still at 
Harper?" they ask incredulously, their lives having shot 
past mine. For a moment I see myself as they must see 
mea- crooked fingers, crooked back, white beard to my 
toes. It's a strange business. 

And equally strange--no, much much more strange-I 
can remernber specific students AND specific essays. Now 
before you scoff at what may appear a boast, consider that 
I have reached the age when instead of exerting the men
tal energy to remember and say the name of one of our 
own kids, I say to my wife, "You know, the one out 
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there," and vaguely gesture in the direction of Seattle or 
Cork or Winona. So, to claim that I remember old stu
dents (I suppose some might indeed be old, now) and 
their writing is, well, it's to the point of this essay, actually. 

The process goes something like this: I remember their 
essays . . .  and then images of my former students appear. 
Magic? For example, I remember the essay about finally 
being able to go to college, so passionately written, and 
then I remember the returning student of 62, her bright, 
wrinkled face. She sat on the right side of the room. I 
remember the essay about incest and rape. I could not 
fin ish reading that one until I wiped my eyes. I was 
embarrassed to mark comma splices and spelling errors, 
so we talked about her essay in my office. I remember 
the essay, boastfully written, about being born again to 
the view that no other religion could match the writer's. 
In  my office, upset at his grade, this man, the veins in his 
temples bulging, took God's name in vain and then 
slammed my office door so hard, the window glass nearly 
broke. I swore down the hall after him. It was a horrible 
scene then, but I have laughed about it many times 
since. I remember the essay by a sad Hispanic wornan 
who showed me the stars she loved and longed for above 
her d in and thatch i n  Mexico,  the youngcasa 

Vietnarnese man who sailed me through the South 
China Sea to safCty, the twenty-something Filipino man 
whose days as a j itney driver in Manila revealed his 
i ndomitable spir i t ,  the serious turbaned Sikh who 
humbly and painstakenly wrote about his religion then 
left mid-semester to return to India where fighting had 
broken out once again. All rhese people, right here at 
Harper College i n  Palatine, Illinois, and many many 
more passed through my classes and into and out of my 
life-through their writing. (I'm glad for being able to 
remember rhem, though many more have I forgotten.) 
Isn't it rnagic? 

What lightning leaps from the writing? More gently, 
what intimacy develops between writer and reader? What 
kind of communion is this rhat stains the memory like 
rich wine on l inen? (But please don't ask evenme, 

though I have taught writing for over thirty years, I 
couldn't tell you; moreover, I like a good mystery.) 

Frost's apple-picker says, "I am overtired/ Of the great 
harvest I myself desired," and I admit it: I ,  roo, am tired. 
Tired of "grading." The poem is really talking to me late
ly, and I know it's the time for change. But the mystery 
that remains and astounds rne s t i l l  is the act of 
writing/reading. ElectrifYing. It  thrills me, now; I feel it 
even as I rype these words to you; we are connecting. 
That's the link between my students and me, between 
me and my students' writing. It has changed me and, 
apples or essays, it is cherish-able. Is cherished. 
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Afterword [B] 
A Real Teacher of Writing? 

by Peter Sherer 

"So you have a soul. . .  that you can't see, smell, or touch. 
Goodie for you!" I glared at the shorr and caustic 
response to what I had thought had been a good essay. It 
was the spring of 1 965, and Dr. Kildahl, my freshman 
rhetoric reacher, was returning an essay in which I
partly in response to one of Plato's dialogues we had 
studied-was attempting to defend rhe existence of my 
soul. "Try it again, Sherer." So I did, and about four 
drafts later he had this to say to me: 'Tm still not con
vinced that you know you have a soul, but there is some
thing masterful in the presentation here." He lied, for 
there was nothing masterful about my writing. I was a 
mere nineteen-year-old trying to come to terms with the 
language. But then and there I started thinking abour 
writing as something for my life, and I starred caring 
about it. 

A few years later as a child-teacher in Harper's newly 
formed English department, I sought renewed confi
dence as a writer. I had made the grade on those college 
papers, but could I write as a reacher of writing would 
want to write-would need to write? l-Iad my former 
professors really wanted to read what I had written? 
Likely not, f(H I wasn't liking a good share of what my 
own students were writing. Then came an English 1 0 1  
Directional Process-Analysis assignment. As a model for 
my students, l wrote an essay in which I detailed the 
procedural sreps one might take in reading a common 
figure of speech. I liked that essay \veil enough to give it 

to my students . . .  and ro risk sending it off to a publica
tion of the International Reading Association. Could it  
be? They would publish it! And more-some graduate 
students and college instructors from other places want
ed ro use it in their own instructional materials or reach
ing manuals. Had I found a place? Might I one day 
qualify as a real teacher of wriring? 

Perhaps, bur the right answers to these questions 
would finally come from my students. Well, these right 
answers didn't come soon or often enough. I, a young 
instructor in uner frustration, once asked a seemingly 
disaffected male student just what he was up to in rny 
course. H e  paused and then responded,  " I 'm jus t  
cruisin'." So he was . . .  and so, i t  seemed, were so many 
other motionless, expressionless, wordless forms whose 
names came to me in columns of bbck ink on green 
printout. . .  after green printout. Just cruisin'. Bm then 
one winter afternoon my office work was interrupted by 
a visit from a former student who bad gone on ro 
become a nutse. She proudly presented me with a copy 
of a trade journal which included an article with her 
name attached to it. "Now, I can thank your composi
tion class for that," she announced as she pointed to a 
professionally printed text. I took little credit for bet 
work, but I gloried in the momenr, for she had brought 
me an answer I so wanted ;md needed ro hear. 

Reassurance of  my worrh and place as a writing 
teacher has come rnore easily to me in  recent years. 
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Students, perhaps naively trusting the words of a man 
with brow wrinkles and graying hair, show some respect, 
or  at least deference; talented and cherished colleagues 
give support; and student writers whose essays over the 
years have appeared in this Anthology indeed assure me, 
as they i nstruct and inspire their classmates. Bud 
Babbitt's 1 990 argument for enclosed cockpits in racing 
boats yet teaches my students about enthymemic reason
ing and controlled writing. '"nacy Hayes's 1994 account 
of an experience with her father in a Chicago bar 
reminds current students that the best writing often 
comes first fi·01n the heart. Chris Kouzios's 1 997 sripula
tive definition of " bandwidth" convinces students that 
modern cyberspace words can be explained better by the 
old techniques of analogy and metaphor than by techni
cal jargon. And Laura Schumann's recent defense of tra
ditional dinner-table rituals shows that meaning is often 
best made by an unadorned, cconornical, forceful prose 
style. 

I'll be retired as a Harper reacher as this Anthology's 
issue comes from press. I'm nor quite ready for some sag
ging rocker by a cabin door, but when I am I'll have 
some things to think back on. I'll likely think about the 
music my mother gave me, and about a green bicycle 
that took me to places far and varied. Surely I'll think 
about writing and so much life as a writing teacher. If 
these thoughts prove comforting, I'll have, in fair mea
sure, Harper's writing students to thank. 
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