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Forward

“Talent is helpful in writing, but guts are absolutely necessary.”
Jessamyn West ('23)

Dear Reader,

It is our pleasure and honor to present to you the 2010 Edition of the Whittier College
Literary Review. This annual publication of student writing and art work, was organized and edited
by the Whittier College Upsilon Sigma/Jessamyn West Chapter of Sigma Tau Delta, the
International English Honors Society.

It was our endeavor to bring together a diverse collechon of work from a wide range of
disciplines. As Poets, we take great pride in our Liberal Arts curriculum and embrace the broad
range of creativity that springs from our community of students. In years past, we have showcased
an impressive artay of work ranging from poetry and short fiction to scholarly essays and
photography. This year, we are pleased to include the exciting addition of music composition to
this volume, along with an impressive collection of art, photography, and essays from disciplines as
varied as Pofitical Science and English, to History and Religious Studies. This eclectic volume
represents the spirit of the principles of Whittier College and the imnument Jessamyn West for her
love of words and the courage that defined her character.

Best known for her 1945 novel The Friendly Persuasion, West founded the English
Appreciation Society at Whittier College at a time when national organizations were forbidden on
the Quaker campus. Today, the society she founded is not only a recognized chapter of the
International Sigma Tau Delta, and one of the largest Honors Societies on camipus, but also one of
only a select few with a historical tie to a renowned author. The Upsilon Sigma Chapter continues
to keep Jessamyn West’s adventurous spirit alive by striving to encourage students to explore their
creativity and make the Literary Review an outlet for creative expression and academic excellence.

We would like to extend our heartfelt thanks to our wonderful advisor, Professor Sean Morris
for the unwavering support he so graciously volunteered during the editing process and throughout
the year. His guidance and knowledge have made an mmpact on every student in the Enghsh
Department and we would like to express our smcere gratitude for his kindness and commitment
to excellence. We would also like to take this opportunity to express our appreciation to all of our
incredible Professors for their generosity in encouraging students to submit their work. Also, a
special thank to Angela Freeland, our beloved English Department Secretary for her daily
assistance, and to all who took part the editing process. We could not have done it without you!

Doing this work 1s a labor of love for us and we hope you are inspired by the creativity and
dedication of our students.

Smcerely,

Katy Simonian and Tina Rinaldi
Co-Presidents and Editors of the 2010 Literary Review
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Shannon Jamme

] Wonder Why the Muse Has Risen mn Me

And so listen

as you talk of your drunken,
off-road excursions,

vour lies doughnut-glazed and
the shurs spalling like

bright, urme-gold beer

from your ghstening lips.
(That old *66 Mustang

will probably outhive you.)
And so I {hcker

across the face of memory,
but always, always on the edge
of your vision, a stan upon
the blueness of your eyes
(they were never

so scornfully clear),

seepmg silently mto the

deep dark comers of your sight.
And so I simimer

as the clock shikes five,

not twelve (there's no carriage
calling, no shot glass

shoe to mend),

my insides burning with
resentment though I

barely know your name,
though smoky cinders cover mine.

And so I twiddle

my chocolate-flavored thumbs,
dazed and waiting for—what?
For life to begm? For tume to end?
For a sticky ray of tropic sun
to light my way?

You said the fire route was
only half a mile long,

so where do | go from here?
And so I wander

with the watery weight

of the future in my arms,

a siren’s coffee child

who can’t hokl her caffeme
(she’s o green for hquor),
who follows the olive path o
nowhere, no ruby-studded heels
to take her home.

And so I wonder

as these wafer-thm words

soak up the secrets m

your milky smile,

as your story twists and

tums like a strand m the
divine synthetic wind,

why the muse has risen i me.
I wonder.

Annealing of the Lamb

White lamb, you called me, dehicate and sweet—

A morsel for your black jaws to devour;

In wolP's guise, mad with hunger and decett,

You thought 1o slay me in my final hour.

My soul, though smothered by the tyrant’s hold,

Is not so weak, so brittle as to break;

No flames or eyes of blazing crimson-gold

Can mold my will, my glassy core unmake,

Alone I stand, facing the hunter’s gaze,

Now seenung meek upon a fiery floor:

Yet you shall see how innocence betrays,

How wembles earth when it hears stlence roar.

Then will I rise once, seething, you return

To me at last the heart that would not burn.



Wren Saito
TOMATOES

Essential garnish to the imeal,
The flavor, the color, the shape.
Adorned in red, brown, yvellow, a gent of intense heat.

A migrant brotherhood bonded in labor,
Hooded to ward off glaring blaze,
Relentless, crouching, reaching, gathering.

Deceptive names evoking fantasy
Of Sibena rehet m a inferno,
Of Brandywine hquid for parched hps

Of an Heirloomn in a penniless existence,
Of a Garden Peachr in a treeless world,
Of Jubilee in an endless struggle.

A mere penny more per pound
A ary to the fi-fie-fo-fum giants
Conduecting the hamburger drive througlh.

Pray a minute for an awning
To stem the rivalets of sweat
That run before the ketchup.

Worship Monsanto assuring a red bounty,
Producing a chemnical miracle penetrating the flesh,
The womb, the guileless child.

Tomato vicims innocently meinoriahized
Sweetie, Snall Fry, Early Girl,
Snow White i1 harcly a chitdhood fairy tale.

Cherry lure on a garden salad
Roma tantalizer of Italian fare
And welcome Stupice, a reminder of corporate dominance.

Sterilized tomato seeds
Never to germnate again
Save in endless profit masked in benevolence.

But in poverty born a new generation,
Tomato slaves to pennies per pound,

Assuring an unappreciated McDonald sice.

The juice, runinng red.



Katy Simontan

Sonnet in E Mmor

I hear the eager weep of violins,

Like a cool cascade of battle cries

As the cello moans through dark gypsy hymns
And fills the wanting center of vacant eyes.
The room stands stll as souls become enraptured
‘With the rise of humble harmonies,

Which dance between the current captured,
‘Within nostalgic rhapsodies.

I hear the rebel yell of Godly sound

Compete in a daring duel of string

Where notes cause mortal bleod to pound
And stir the tempo, cuing bells to ring.

And as the band of strings rises once more

I rise to welcome the last encore.

Urban Nature

I can hear thein

singing

In the concrete meadow
Where predawn shadows mask
the faces of the forever young.
As the redred rose’s fragrance
Amuses the fireflies dancing
In the moonlit night

They call out to me
“Remember us” they say

And go on dancing

singing

Waiting for dawn.



Lindy Blake
Untided

The Ocean has healing powers beyond the greatest shaman.

I have but to gaze into Its vastess and my soul is whole again.

If for some reason to look upon or gaze into the Blue is not enough,
I can dive into Its depths and ride Its mountains.

My body and the Ocean move as one.

If 1 try to fight It, It lets me know it and pummels me into the bed.
Keeps me balanced.

I let the rolling hills do what they want with me,

then 1 crawl into the shallows and collapse,

tired from the love we just made.

Doris Youmara

The Middle-Eastern Boy

Born and raised in France. Not French.
I like hanging out with friends and play video games; go to café’s and ride my bike around the parks.
Muslim raised, my culture is different; alien.
1 go to school and speak French like I speak Arabic. None of the kids stare.

I go to school so I can live better; fit in with the French.

My parents tell me that we are different and that we must remember where we come from.
I have not seen where we come from; all I know 1s Paris.

The city 1s very busy, always full of people that look like me or darker than me.

We always speak French together yet people stare at us like we are speaking a strange language.
We are not French.



Shelly Converse-Rath

Picture Perfect
You look so posed, your suit new and stiff
Hair groomed, with the smile you wear for others;
A jester’s dance.
But I know you, sweaty, angry, and imperfect
Stumbhng over words you've tried to memorize
As you spit them at me in bitterness between the hours and miles.
I know you, eyes wide and mouth breathless
As we hold ourselves palm to pahn, baited by the uncertainty of tomorrow.
Never as perfect as the picture
You are folded and creased, and faded from age
As you, combed hair askew, shoes scuffed with ambivalence,
Part disassenibled.

Your arms around me.

Leave a Message
Palms pressed together, this time I mean it,
Ilook up.
There’s a crack n the ceiting,
One I don’t remember—
But then again, the line between what
has always and never been
Seems a httle smaller
These days.
I'm not sure of the right way,
So under my breath I begin. “Dear God,”
“Please...”
And the sound of a car outside, engine sighing, interrupts
My lips remain parted, waiting.
Asif there’s some goal in mind—
Ashamed at the plea whispered
Only moments ago,
I mstead thank all the believers
All the churchgoers, the Bible thumpers
For giving me nothing

to say.



Freddie Malcomb

An Island of My Own

I land on the lettery shore, kicking periods and commas off of my sandals.

My eyes take in the majesty of the mountain of books that lies ahead.
I 2 glad to be back; it has been all too long.

Walking up the trail of leather-bound covers, tides peer at me from the mass of books: The Stand,
Severance, Great Expectations, and “The Waste Land.”

I stop when I see a title on a spine facing me: The Regulators by Richard Bachman

“All of the best passageways involve removing a book from a shelf,” T think as T tilt 1t on 1ts back.
That old library smell hits me as the stale, strong scent of old paper escapes from the opening wall.
The mix of browned leather and colorful paperback spines greet me in the dark cave.

Taking some of them with me to the bright sky, I setde mto the wall.

I smile as the sunlight tightens my skin and contrasts the black ink frony the faded vellow paper.

The old leather cover creaks as T open it ever so carefully.

I know to treasure this time on my island, sifting fact from hetion at my own leisure.

Suspended Over the River
Jutting from the Colorado River,
Walled in by terracotta cliffs

Is an enormous spear-tip of an island

Piercing through the skin of the water into the sky

Two men stand climbing the rock,

One 1 lus fifties, the other well into his twenties.

They are grasping at the sun-faded pink rocks and the dry shrubs for a foothold.
A bov jJust past seventeen hovers over the river

Grabbing his legs, pulling his knees into his chest.

Air, rather than pebbles, digs into his feet.

The water below waits to swallow him

His face is tightened as not to let water in, but hie betrays his worry in his brow.
His eyes are closed; he blindly aims for the deepest blue of the river.

11



Jannelle Andrade

Untouchable
[ bave no form.
1 am a song lingering in the silence.
1 am a poem that flows through awed cars.

1 am the shadow behind every object.
I am the star millions of miles away.
I am the light in the darkness.

I am hope when it is lost.
I am merey when it is begged for.
I am love when it 1s longed for.

I am the breath when it s choked.
T am the heartbeat of new life.
I am the silence of a graveyard.

I am the wind that flies past the flame of a candle.
I am the oasis far in the desert.
I am the shade hetween endless miles of heat.
I am the valuable obyect thrown from a chiff
I am the book thrown into the fire.
I am the key seen by the prisoner.
T am the horizon far ahead of the ship.
I am the dream: erushed by the one who doces not believe...

Awakened Once More
On the base of a tree at midnight, alone
All things are as they should be;
Perfection swrrounds me- the companion of my solitude.

The sky 1s blanketed with etemal stars,
The stillness of the mght echoes my comfort;
The calm of my heart yiclds solace...

[ sing the praises of this world,

The wind brings forth the melody.

The beauty of this moment transcends all tine.

The pulse of the earth reverberates from beneath the ground-
A steady heartbeat, pulsating with uncnding sound.

This is no dream, but unveiled truth.

T am awakened once more to this illuminating Vision.
1 feel it swell within me- the freedom to know Peace.
My heart gives 1in to a greater kind of love,

One only found at ths tree.
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Catherine King

The Nvmph Tires of Facebook
With Apologies to Sir Walter Raleigh and Christopher Marlowe

Come live with me and be my love

For how long will these pleasures prove?
A thousand shining empty boxes
Two-line friends with empty losses
Don’t click with me and be my love

Or drink with me and be my love
Don’t waste our time with fake connection
Or vapid, vacuous celebration

But /ive with me and be my love

Let’s take a night that we two chose
And wander all the city streets

The quiet parks, the traffic beats

We'll open up our heart’s chimeras
Hopes express like bud azaleas

Share a meal that’s quick and cheap
The might air rendering it sweet

We'll wander sleepless all the night
And be caught by the morning light
We'll wade into the ocean’s berth
Dance slowly in the noontide surf

A love is built partway on dreams

But needs more than computer screens
I want some pleasures we can prove
Come live with me and be my love!



Catherine King

Where In The World Is The Tropic of Orange?

(sung to the tune of “Where In The World Is Carmien Sandiego?’, written by Sean Altman and David Yazbeck)

Well it’s born in Mexico

And then we'll go to California

It’s a city sucking citrus

With a sweet symbolic taste

Its itinerary’s loaded up

With moving violations, tell me:
Where in the world 15

The tropic of orange?

All its pips are made of symbols
And its skin a bitter history

It hops across the borders

With conquistadore glee

It'll take you on a ride

On a guilt trip to Chinatown, tell me
Where in the world is

The tropic of orange?

It’s from Mazatlan to border to L.A. to freeway
Alhambra to Mayans to Whittier
AND BACK!

Rafaela is its mama

And then Gabriel’s a moron
Students all over the campus will be
Singin’ the blues

And Arcangel is a freakshow

And the others don’t advance thie plot so
Where mn the world 1s

The tropic of orange?

14



Bryanna Benedetti

The Fall of Babel
Shaky shallow grounds are crumbling.
Ancient earth can be heard mumbling,
Dowvm with man-made Babel towers
deep within our waking hours.
Rolling tumbling tumults of dirt
make sleeping bloodshot eyes alert;
and unstable legs under bodies preval
while concrete buildings quake and fail.
Dazed confusion confronts the masses,
standing stunned in white picketed green grasses
Children hiding under warm wool layers
reciting stmple Sunday school prayers
The earth rests its fervent aggression
finding release for its concrete tenston,
while doe eved Babylonians look upon
their treasured towers i ruins before the dawn.



Bryanna Benedett

Kast Bav
It all began one dayv
at a coffee shop down in East Bay
One large latte in a white paper cup,
wearing sleepy eves and last night’s makeup.
White foam sticks to my upper lip
and you walk in on my next sip.
Converse-clad.
Boyishly bad.
You are my Tristan noir

n plaid.

Americano and a blueberry scone,
I wonder why you are always alone.
And as T glance up, you catch my eye
I smile, and your mouth signs, “Hi!”
Warm tingling flows down my spine
Feeling sensanonal, feelmg fine.
Converse-clad.

Boyishly bad.

You are my Tristan noir
m plaid.

You turm to leave, 1 smile goodbye
Wishing you not to leave my life.
Each step you take in your high-tops
And I wish I had the nerves to just yell “stop!”
But you read my mind or so 1t seems
You turn around, and come towards me.
Your white teeth glisten as a sit in wide eyed
Watching you approach and sit by my side.
And I wonder if you know...
Converse-clad
Boyishly-bad.

You are my Tristan noir
In plad.

16



Mary Helen Trugha

Tomorrow They Will Cut Dovn This Forest
We head to our favorite wrinkledtiee,

aching for something we have abways had but cannot name.
In the plamtive wind

speckled leaves collapse the light

mto earth, stowed by honey-thick streams of sunlight
dripping leisurely to rest

in the ghtter of the brursed ground.

The gale rises and we fall

mto a discomfited, incomplete heap

among trees resonant with flashes of flame.

Pufts of breath make cloud shapes

in the universe between our lips

and we analyze them, because

they are the only things left to make sense of.

Frozen flurried air tastes white wine,

docile chills trickling down our tongues.

Velvet evergreen moss licks backs caked with

warm color veined leaves—fragments of our past hves.
Ouken roots rise, tangled with

skin, and together we unravel

reveries of becoming unstrung.

Thus we are gone, among crumpled paper leaves and fractured twigs,
sated but not satiated, compliant but not complacent,
down mto the unbreathable cavern

of all we ever craved and lost.
Tomorrow they will cut down this forest;

tomorrow we will cleave our roots,

move forth to rod the upturned soil alone.

17



Mary Helen Trugha

Someone Should Have Noticed the Distinct Absence of a Large Glass Bottle: or, On the Partaking
of One (or Five) Too Many Screwdrivers, Thinking They Were Only Orange Juice at the Hole-in-
the-wall Bar Just Outside of Town Where No One Thought to Stop Me; or, Jugo de Vodka

The world swirls m soft-serve spirals.

My head lands on the smoothed grain

of the bartender’s pouring palette.

I attempt to munch a mouthful of the chocolate-wood Bar;
splmters singe swollen bicuspids.

Shurring purple into mdigo, I leap

from forte fire fiesta-ware orange to
planissimo onyx, tripping over

staccato slate as I pass through

the night, no longer obscured

in breaths of satin and peculiar plantains but rather
Vodka clear.

Smooth eggshell homs sound

bright from this distance.

The glaze of music recalls a swim

within your earlobe, lme tart and peach fuzz,
honey tears and bear-hug smile.
Wheat-brushed bristles whisper

to my waiting cheek.

Nothing will ever be as strong as

your last Heorice goodbye, staming

tongue, leaving bitter corners.

Marble hands guide me to a winged bench
$o I cannot do anything but float

to where you are a creseenclo

of crispy couscous

and most distinctly not

the fire-engine apple

of my spleen.

The twinge of twang in my

core 1s a Picasso,

all angles.

Pungent punch~Irunk pupils grow wider
m my looking glass

of Skyy.

18



Translations by Nicole Beauchamp

Le Part pris des choses
The Voice of Things

Les Plaisirs de la Porte

Les rois ne touchent pas aux portes.

IIs ne connaissent pas ce bonheur: pousser devant soi avec douceur ou rudesse 'un de ces grands panneaux
familiers, se retourner vers lut pour le remettre en place, —tenir dans ses bras une porte.

... Le bonheur d'empoigner au ventre par son nceud de porcelaine Pun de ces hauts obstacles dune piéce;
ce corps a corps rapide par lequel un instant la marche retenue, 'eeil s'ouvre et le corps tout entier
saccommuode & son nouvel appartement.

D'une main amicale it la retient encore, avant de la repousser décidément et s'enclore,—ce dont le déclic du

ressort puissant mais bien huilé agréablement Passure.
Par Francis Ponge

The Pleasures of a Door

Kings don’t touch doors.
They don’t know this pleasure: to push forward, with softiess or severity, one of these kuge, familiar panels,
to turn around in order to return it to its place, —to hold a door in their arms.
...The pleasure of grabbing one of these tall obstacles to a room at its stomach by the porcelain knob; this
hasty hand-to-hand in which the movement stills, the eye opens and the whole entire body adapts to its new
tenement.
It 1s still held open with a friendly hand, before decidedly pushing it back and enclosing itself, ~which the
click of the powerful, yet well oiled, spring pleasantly ensures.

By Franas Ponge

Le feu

Le feu fait un classement : d’abord toutes les flammes se dirigent en quelque sens...
(L'on ne peut comparer la marche du feu qu'a celle des animaux : if faut qu’il quitte un endroit pour en
occuper un autre ; it marche i ta fols comme une amibe et comme une girafe, bondit du col, rampe du
pred...)
Puis, tandis que les masses contaminées avec méthode s’écroulent, les gaz qui s’échappent sont transformés
a mesure en une seule rampe de papillons.

Par Francis Ponge

The Fire
The fire assembles a ranking: first all the flames head 11 whatever direction...
(One can only compare the march of the fire to that of the antmals: it must leave one place to occupy
another; it marches like both an amoeba and a giraffe, pounces at the neck, crawls on foot...)
Then, while the contaminated masses are methodically denolished, the gas that escapes is transformed at
once mto a single fhight of buttertlies.



Translations by Nicole Beauchamp

La Fin dc PAntomne

Tout 'automne & la fin n’est plus quune tisane froide. Les feuilles mortes de toutes essences macerent dans la pluie.
Pas de fermentation, de eréation d’alcool : i faut attendre jusqu’an printemps Ueffet d’une application de compresses
sur une jaunbe de bois.
Le dépouillement se fait en désordre. Toutes les portes de la salle de scrutin s’ouvrent et se ferment, claquant
violemment, Au panier, au panier ! La Nature déchire ses manuscrits, démolit sa bibliothéque, gaule rageusement ses
derniers fruits.
Puis elle sc léve brusquement de sa table de travail.
Sa stature aussitdt parait immense. Décoiflée, clle a la téte dans la brume. Les bras ballants, clle aspire avec délices le
vent glacé qui lui rafraichit, fes idées. Les jours sont courts, fa muit tombe vite, le comique perd ses droits.
La terre dans les ans par les autres astres reprend son air séricux. Sa partie éclairée est plus étroite, infiltrée de
vallée d’ombre. Ses chaussures, comme celles d’un vagabond, s'impregnent d’cau et font de la musique.
Dans cette grenoullerie, cette amphibiguité salubre, tout reprend forces, saute de pierre en pierre et change de pré.
Les ruisseaux s¢ multiplient.
Voila ce qui sappelle un beau nettoyage, et qui ne respecte pas les conventions ! Habillé comine nu, trempé jusqu’aux
0Ss.
Lt puis cela dure, ne séche pas tout de suite. Trois mois de réflexion salutaire dans cet état, sans réaction vasculaire,
sans peignoir ni gant de crin. Mais sa forte constitution y résiste.
Aussi. Lorsque les petits bourgeons recommencent i pointer, savent-ils cc qu’ils font et de quoi il retourne, et s’ils se
montrent avee préeaution, gourds et rougeauds, ¢’est en connaissance de cause.
Mais Ia conmnence une autre histoire, qui dépend peut-étre mais n’a pas Podeur de la régle noire qui va me servir
A tirer mon trait sous celle-cl,

Par Francis Ponge

The End of Autunm
The whole end of autumn 1s nothing but a cold infusion. The dead leaves of every essence steep in the rain. No
fermentation, no alcohol production: wait until spring to sce the cffects of an application of a compress on a wooden
leg.

The counting of votes becomes chaotic. All the doors of the polling booths open and close, stamming violently. Throw

it away! Throw it away! Nature tears apart her manuscripts, demolishes her library, bangs furiously against a tree for
those last fruits.
Then she abrupty gets up from her work table.
Her stature immediately appears immense. Disheveled, she has her head in the haze. Dangling arms, she inhales the
mspirational icy wind with delight. The days arc short, the night falls fast, the comic loses his rights.
The carth in the air among the other stars restmes its serious ai. Its Hluminated part is narrower, infilrated by a valley
of shadow. Tts shoes, like those of a vagabond, beeome soaked with water and make music.
In this frog marsh, this healthy amphibiguity, everything swengthens, jumps from stone to stone, and changes pasture.
The streams multiply,
This is what’s called a beautiful cleansing, without respecting the eonventions! Dressed in the nude, soaked to the
bone,
And then it persists, not drying right away, Three months of salutary reflection in this state, without vascular reaction,
with neither robe nor horsehair glove. But its strong constitution resists.
Also, when the little buds begin to prick up again, they know what they we doing and what they return to,—and if they
show caution, numb and sanguine, it’s because they know what lies ahead.
But another story begins, one that depends perhaps, but doesn’t have the scent of the black vuler that is going to serve
me to underline this vight heve.

By Francis Ponge
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Brvama Benedetti

A Tale of Two Cities: The [dealist Meets Reality

The rhytlin of the music keeps time with
the racing of my heart as I soak in the sights and
sounds and smells of the Bazaar with every sense of
my being. 1 can feel the heat of the earth rise
through my thin sandals as I compress the soot with
every confident step. I glance through the crowd, in
awe of the bustling interactions taking place a
woimnan draped in lemon garments, flowing down
into the clinging hands of a scruffy haired toddler.
The woman bargams with the shopkeeper over his
merchandise, seemingly unaware of the young one
pulling at her bottom hems, exposing her nude feet.
Animals scamper around the feet of the crowd
such high commodities in this region. I think back
to my Western raising  onhce so unaware that
animals had more pupose in life than being
displays in pet shop windows. 1 place the viewiinder
to my right eye and snap a progression of candid
photos, trying to capture all the beauty and hfe
within one moment. It is simply impossible. I stare
at the scenes once more, flooded with emotions of
life, love, loss, and longing, then continue on my
journey.

I pass a small boy selling dried figs from a
basket tied across his chest and waist. I stop and
buy a few of his wares and am rewarded with a gap-
toothed simile of gladness. As 1 bite into the fust fig,
I savor its sweet juice and rough textures of its
seeds. I recall my first taste of fig in papa’s favorite
newton cookies which filled our endless kitchien
treat drawer. I wonder if the litde wader has ever
let

somber thought linger as 1 continue to walk and

tastedd such deliciousness in s hfe. 1 this
place the other figs in my pocket to share with the
others. 1 breathe m deeply and turn my head up
towards the sun, bathing my fair skin with the
glowing rays. The wind traces the round of my face,
then blows my weightless scarf off my head. The
scarf lays resting upon my auburn tresses which fall
down my back, confined by a loose braid. I put the
scarf back in its place, then turn around once more
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to catch a final view of the marketplace. I ready my
camera and capture a few more moments in time,
then turn down the ally to my left.

I weave my way through the famihar
streets, trudging through the uneven ground of
stones and soil and obstacles of fresh laundry. As
the streets widen and obstacles vaiush, my pace
slows, and the silence of the lone road reawakens
my contemplative mind. The realizanon of this
place, this journey, this dream of mine brings a
smile to my face. I wanted to be the change I
wished to see m this world, and now I have the
chance.

In the distance 1 see small figures ranning
towards me. 1 cover my eyes from the sun witl my
hand and peer out towards them, trying to identfy
them. There are so many at the camp  so many
children I teach and more that I love. So different,
5o unique, yet they are all the same. They are the
future. T start a steady sprint towards the figures,
arms outstretched, scarf flowing carelessly behind
me, ready to embrace the future in my arms.
Whoever said one person cannot change the world
had never met someone like me...

R R R R AR kA kR AR R R KA R A KA R KR a

The rhythm of the earspliting horns keeps
time with the racing of my breath as I the stares and
blares pierce through every sense of my being. I can
feel the dirt and grime of the aty streets cling to my
sandaled feet as 1 rush through the crowd, eyes
averted to the ground. 1 glance up, trying to catch
no gaze as I jump into the hot red trishaw, and feel
the thousands of eyes glaring with fire at my back. 1
ride thump thump  swerve  honk  through the
gray streets, watching out the open door as we pass;
a poor woman begging along the street, seemingly
unaware of the young emaciated one pulling at the
bottom of her flowered sari soaked with mud,
exposing her feet of kohl. Animals lie on the waste
side as groups of machungs attack with sticks and

stones and do not stop untl there is one less,



leaving bloody corpses for the crows. 1 think back
to my western raising  once so unaware that
animals were not always treated like my house pets.
I hold my camera tight to my side, but do not take
it out. I do not need to capture the candid scenes
on film, as they will be engraved in my memory for
years to come. I stare out once more, flooded with
emotions of rage, hate, fear, and helplessness. 1
lean back in the trishaw  thump thump - swerve -
honk.

I pass a young boy, selling nothing but hate
from a gun slung across his chest and waist. He
stops us and checks our IDs at the roadside
checkpoint. We are free to pass and I am rewarded
by a wicked wink and a dirty kiss blown through the
heavy air. As I recline in the tny red trishaw, I
replay the scene in my mind, disgusted by just the
thought of hm. I recall the memory of my papa,
and wonder what he would have done, would have
said, 1f he were with me. [ wonder if the young boy
with the gun ever had a papa like mine to teach him
how to act right. I let this somber thought linger as 1
thump thump honk
through the city. I breathe in deeply and cough at

continue swerve
the fumes of diesel and the smell of rotting garbage
on the side of the road. I pull my handkerchief out
of my bag and wipe my face, bathing the white cloth
n the dirt and sweat of the day. The wind traces
the round of my face, bringing with it the cat calls
Sudaa  sudaa..hello
beauttful....where you from lady... 1 lean back

from the side walk.

further mto the seat to hide my white face and
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auburn tresses which fall down my back, confined
by a loose braid. I wipe my face one last time, then
place the not-so-white handkerchief back mto my
bag. I no longer look out the door, no longer take
any photos for memories. Then we nun down the
alley to my left.

The trishaw weaves menacingly through the
unfamiliar streets, throwing me wildly around as we
serve to avoid stray dogs and beggars in the road.
As the streets grow smaller and traffic increases, our
pace slows, and the cat calls from the men in
neighboring cars are reawakened. The reality of this
place, this tdeal journey that I have longed for, this
dream of mine, brings tears to my eyes and makes
my knuckles whiten with frustration. ] wanted to be
the change I wished to see in this world, but these
people will never give me the chance to try. To
them, I am just a sudaa and could be nothing more.

In the distance T see figures crossing the
street ahiead, as a line of trishaws approach quickly.
I cover my eyes from the glare with my hand and
peer out towards them, and I know. There are so
and so many
So
misplaced and mangled children of war - so

many at the camps to the North

more on the streets of Colombo. niany
different yet they are all the same. They are the
future of post-war Sri Lanka. We continue driving,
straight towards the crossing crowd at a steady pace,
Sri Lankan flag flying high on the antenna of the
hot red trishaw, the Sinhala Lion prominent in
view. Whoever said one person cannot change the

world must have been learned. «



Kady Oliker

Eternal Damnpaton

1 couldiv’t tell for sure where I was. [ knew
two things though: 1. the last memory I had was the
flashing lights and the alanming noise of the
ambulance sirens and 2. 1 couldn’t feel my own
heartbeat. I looked around, trymg to figure out just
where the hell T was. I looked up, there were
cobwebs hiding in the corners with spiders dancing
in their strands, there was bits of ceiling missing
from years of termite abuse and the sky hight, that
was missing its glass, poured in the translucent light
of the moon. 1 looked down at myself, wearing
only a paper-thin gown, my arms were covered mn
bruises alongside the pinpricks of the now absent
needles; I had one single key next to me.

Dead ahead of me, a single door januned
shut with a pad lock attached to it. There were
three knocks that came from the old, rusted door.
I looked through the peephole and standing before
my eyes was the man of my dreams. He was tall
with small-framed glasses, brown eyes, a curly mop
on his head and a crocked smile; he was holding a
single red rose. The rose was mesmerizing the way
the water droplets balled up and one by one
dribbled off towards the floor. I reached for the
knob to meet this mystery man but it was nowliere
to be found. [ searched around the room but all
that remained on the floor was the old Victorian
key with no purpose in sight. [ wied screaming for
him to stay but only moths escaped my moutly; 1t
was an eerie silence. 1 looked through the
peephole once again, watched him glance at his
watch and turn away. I tried yelling again and this
time a small whimper came out followed by a single
tear that made a cool path down my cheek. I
walked to the middle of the room once again to sit
and sulk in my own sorrow and confusion, but alas,
another knock from that smgle door. Could 1t
really be him agam!

I sprinted to see my man but only laid eves
on a letter floating in midair with a “Congratulations
you have been accepted” written across the top. 1
looked closer at it and realized it was the college
letter I had ignored so many years ago. I waiched
the left corner begin to smoke and then the entire

paper dismtegrated before my eyes. TFrom the
ashes of the paper on the floor rose my two
beautiful children now fully grown. I looked into
their eyes but they were nothing more than deep,
hollow pits. “You were never there for us mother,
never, never, never..” This continued as their
bodies began to crumble and wither away to
nothing. I couldn’t bear to watch any more. I ran
to the center of my windowless room, curled in the
fetal position and thought what have I ever done to
deserve this?

I rocked back and forth just staring at the
bruises on my forearms, at the key to my left and at
the empty room just waiting to take my soul. As my
mmd began to wander to all that 1 had scen, a
tremendously toud knock came from behind me. 1
whirled around to find myself staring at a second
rusting door, but one with a knob and lock this
tme. I wiped my eyes with the back of my hand
and picked up the key; there was no peephole this
time. The key shd in with ease, turned to the nght
and slowly opened. An iridescent orb floated
before me blinding my vision.

When I regained sight, I was left staring at
myself in a mirror. The dark circles under my eyes
matched the color of the bruises on my forearms.
My skin had a yellow hue to it and every blue
collapsed vein could be seen rearing its ugly head to
the surface. Above the mnror was a heart monitor
completely flat-lmed. A deep feeling of sorrow
arose in my body as I realized this was heaven, hell
or somewhere in the middle. I walked through the
nurror anct on the other side was the windowless
room I had just escaped from, with a single key
lying in the middle of the wooden floor. Three
knocks could be heard from the door dead ahead
of me. The fog encroached around me, the
heaviness hke a blanket wrapping its {ingers ughter
and dghter. It was at this moment that I realized I
was trapped in the confmes of my own mind.
There was no escape, just a broken record forever
playimg its same song over and over; everything [
had missed.=6



Submitted By Tina Rinaldi Chapte Y 8 ?o;[mzo M 00010&’0
Do Electric People Eat glmulacra Lamh?

During the last 50 years, dramatic improvements built into androids like the I-Person and
Nexus-1.5.0 (from the Apple and Rosen Association) have transformed the metal, slightly stolid
and easily distinguishable “androids” that our parents knew, into electric people. (“Android” 1s
the politically incorrect term, since it excludes them from the wider population of Cyborg/
Humans.) Possessing an enhanced sense of empathy and faster reaction time, electric people are
impossible to differentiate from other types of people, participating in a wide variety of ordinary
activities like local P.T.A.s, MADD, the American Cancer Society, and EPU (Electric People United),
as well as occupations like, University-level teaching, writing for reality television, toy making,
conservation and law. As advances continue to be made and false memoires installed, many smart
Postmodernist homemakers are beginning to upgrade their perception and reprogram their
menus to include the inclinations of electric people. As we become less human through our
technology and electric people become more humanly sensitive, the vanishing division between
them and ourselves has made serving simulacra a snap!

Chapter 8 - Quick Recipe Index S imu&lcm Lam6

o1

<

* Simulacra Lamb with Peaches......cccceiinrennieanennnd 83 -84
* Bean Crud with Cloned Beef Gravy 84 g
o “CRICKEN” PO PIC. . ooooorvssessssossessssesssseroes 8586 wzt (_l'-) eacnes
+ "“ICan’t Believe It's Not Cod!” Fish Salad 86
* Engineered Fruit Salad w/ Gapple -Plumot So easy and appetizing. this recipe is perfect for impressing new
+  White Wine Vinaigrette. .....oceivierceiriiiienimenieninns 86 neighbors or any additional guests that show up at your abandoned
¢ Artificially-Bred Pork Chops with Cyborg Sauce...87-88 apartment building. A delicious meal anytime. it can be served
+ Cucumber “Apple” Pie.. [ .. 89 with baby. carrots. or peas to compliment the lamb’s delicate flavor.
* No Water, No Cream, No Sugar lce Cream . Serves 6.
» Postmodernist CooKI@S....cooivariaiiiiriirnirraaiaraens

Ingredients:

* Simulacra Lamb. “Family Pack™

— + | einnamon stick or 1 tsp of ground cinnamon
@ »  |/4 tsp of cayenne pepper
¥. large onion. cut in half
s 1/2 cup of port or red wine
e 4 large ripe peaches
N f s | lemon. juiced
? e | cup roughly chopped cilantro
s Oliveoil
Preparation:
| —— 1. Arrange the lamb pieces in a 12-inch skillet, with olive oil
4 R acting as a thin lining membrane for the inside of the skillet.
2 Season well with salt, cinnamon, cayenne, onion and wine.
(Including any other spices of life necessary or desired.)
3 Cookfortto 1 1/2 hours, checking and stirring every
15 minutes or so. adding a little more wige or other vital liquids

. as needed. Do not let the lamb go dry... (continuved pg. 84)
" o
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Jessica Miller

The Most Rewarding Purpose

1 hitted m; beak so as not to seem nervous.
This testifying moment was sprung upon me so
suddenly, vet... I had to be ready. Making this hit
could be a big step up in the world for me. I could
be notorious! I turned to face the head seagull.

“No problem, sir,” I sad, trying to mask
the shight quiver in my squawk. “I've been waiting
for this moment. And I would like to thank you for
personally choosmg me, sir. | an truly gratetul for
the opportunity.”

“Stop all your cawing and crowing and get
to it, Cornelius.” He shook his head and little flecks
of sand hit me 1 the neck. “Don’t make e regret
this decision.”

I advanced slowly to the edge of the
umbrella, slicing the breeze with the tip of my beak.
I shifted my weight from left foot w right, nght foot
to left. T squmnted my eyes and zeroed in on my
target. Tle man was flat on las back. That would
make this more difficult; I would have to shoot at
just the right angle so as not to hit either his chest or
the umbrella. However, he was sleeping, too, which
made hint a more stable target.

I flexed my wings, once, twice. | shook my
whole body, starting with my head and working all
the way down to my rear. Keep the adrenaline up. 1
lifted my wings slighdy to feel the current of the air.
I would have to aim just a nudge Southeast to
counteract the particularly strong wind of today.
With one final shuffle of the feet, I was off.

I slid into the air rapidly, moving down,
down, up over a wave of air. My target grew closer
and closer. I gained more speed. 1 could practically
see my reflection 1 the man’s bald head. Almost
there... and three, two, one: this was it. Tlis was the

J

moment of truth. I couldn’t stop what I started, and
before I knew it T was just a feather’s width below
the canopy of the umbrella. The change in light was
disorienting but I staved on my mark, and... a hit! A
palpable hit! That old familiar slappmg sound of
poo on head chimed like a victory chorus as 1
successfully maneuvered my way out from under
the umbrella and back into the bright blue sky.
Looking back down, the man groggily awoke,
slapped his hand to his head, and sank his
shoulders in despair.

The sensation was swrreal. 1 felt like I
could swim to the bottom of the ocean. The head
seagull flew over to meet me, Flapping mid-air, he
looked me straight in the eyes. “That was, in all my
experience of making these beachgoers’ hves
muserable, some of the best damn maneuvenng 1
have ever seen.”

“Thank you si.”

“This means big things for you, boy.”

“Yes sir.”

“You'll be soaring with the eagles soon
enough.”

“Thank you si.”

He turned and began to ghde toward the
pier, calling back, “There’s a whole bag of sandy
fries waiting for vou behind Tower Six. Reward
yourself, Cornelius. You deserve 1t.”

I landed on a jetty rock and thought to
myselt, perhaps I will. With that, 1 turned tail
feather and flew toward Lifeguard Tower Six, to
enjoy some of the most decadent sandy food I
would ever eat. And as I flew over the heads of
those who had been spared for today, 1 pondered,
“Could life be any better?” o6



Jessica Miller

Titus Andronicus: The Dark Comedy

(Young LUCIUS runs in wearing a backpack, LAVINIA following belund with her bloody stumps
stretched out towards i and making disgusting gurgling noises becavse her ongue is cut out)

(Enter TITUS and MARCUS)

LUCIUS. Uncle! She won'’t leave me alone! She’s been chasing me around all day.
MARCUS. Don'’t be insensitive, Lucius. It’s just your Aunt Lavinia!

(LAVINIA lurches towards young LUCIUS, who jumps back m fear)

TITUS. See? She only wants a hug.

LUCIUS. (some distance away from her) 'm fine right here.

(LAVINIA is making exaggerated, absurd fervent motions and more ugly gurgling souncds)
MARCUS. Looks like SOMEBODY wants attention. What is it, girl?

TITUS. O, I love charades. At the Christmas party last year I got everyone to guess “All’s Well That Ends
Well”... 1n thirty seconds! I'm the king at this game. Gsuddenly remembering LAVINIA is there) No, no,
Lavinia. You’re doing it wrong. First vou have to tell us if it’s a song, movie or book.

(at the word “book™ LAVINIA flaps and gurgles)
MARCUS. Book! It’s a book!

TITUS. Okay... but ’'m going to dock vou points for not doing the proper hand motion. What book?
(LAVINIA does the corresponding hand movements as i traditional characles, only with her stumps) One

word... five syllables...

LUCIUS. I know! “Twihght: Breaking Dawn!”

MARCUS. ONE word, Lucius.

TITUS. Hmnmmn... five-syllable words... ‘Inexplicable’... ‘Curmudgeonhiness’... ‘Discombobulate’?

(A very frustrated LAVINIA forces the backpack ofl voung LUCIUS and beings pawing at the books)
LUCIUS. Rape! Rape!

TITUS. I give up, Lavinia. Pm stumped.

MARCUS. Wait, look. She’s using her stumps to turn the pages. What book is that?
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LUCIUS. Ovid’s “Metamorphoses.” She turned to the story of Philomel.

TITUS. The gt who was raped by Tereus? (LAVINIA makes a “Yes... ANDL..” motion with lier stumps)
Oh my God! That’s what happened to you?

MARCUS. Poor Lavinia. Who did this to vou? Tell us. (LAVINIA begins gurghng, MARCUS cuts her
off?) -Er, don’t TELL us tell us.

LUCIUS. Who's up for Round Two of charades?

TITUS. Don’t be ridiculous, Lucius. She’s terrible at that game. (pyrng a waltking stick) Wait, I have an
idea. (to LAVINIA) All you need to do is write the names of the perpetrators in the sand with this stick.
(TITUS gives the stick to her to hold, but she, having no hands, drops 1) Well, if you’re not going to
cooperate...

(LAVINIA picks the stick up with her stumps and her feet and begins wrigng in the sand)
MARCUS. She’s done it. freading) Do my eyes deceive me?

TITUS. There it is, plain as day: “Rap: Chevron, Dime trees.” (LA VINIA shakes her head and fives the
legtbility of her writing with the watking stick) Oh. “Rape: Chiron, Demetrius.” Can it be?

MARCUS. Tamora’s sons? But they seemed like such nice guys. It’s no matter. We must all make an oath
right here, right now, to avenge Lavinia and shed the blood of her perpetrators. Everyone put your hands in,
(they all put their hands m. LAVINIA Is the fast one to put her scump in, and when she does the three men
y and fil o hold back their looks of sheer disgust) Un... ugh... Gswallowing voinit) Okay. We here swear
to kill those vile Goths. One, two, three, break!

ALL. Break!

TITUS. Everyone meet at my house in an hour. There, we can make proper plans. Tl provide the snacks.
(Adl extt)
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Jessica Miller

A Dav Without Pants

It was difficult to recall a tune before the war
with Scotland. A sense of malaise had long since
fallen over the little country known as the United
States of Amenica. Each and every day was the
same desolate and destructive situation, with no
glimpse of hope on the horizon. The country was
in shambles, yes, but there was something that it
was not in. No, something it had not been in for
quite some time: a pair of pants.

When President Oglethorp had fiest declared
war on the Scottish, the response from the patriotic
o1 pollol was immense. Men of every diameter,
from all across the nation, stood at attention in thelr
finest trousers, eager to put the disgraceful kilt-
wearing Scots n their places. This was not just any
war. It was a fierce struggle for digmty, for honor,
for the common man, and for the fact that pants
were simply supertor to any other bottomwear.
Soldiers raced to the battdefront and proudly bore
their slacks, jeans, sweat pants and gauchos,
prepared to fight to the death for the atore they
knew and loved so well.

Unfortunately, that turned out to be the case.
The nature of bottoim fashioning played an obvious
preferential towards kilts, and the United States
suffered horribly. The Scottish (called Kitters) more
easily claimed victims by savagely dashing off pant
legs, leaving wounded soldiers wearng short,
undignified, and to say the least risqué jean skirts.
However, the Americans, otherwise known as the
‘Panties’, had a more difficult task before them.
Once a Kilter was incapacitated, a Panty had to
remove the sewing kit strapped to his own back,
measure and cut (“measure twice, cut once” the
military training camps mstructed) the appropriate
amount of fabric necessary, sew diligently, and

festoon the Kilterman with a new, well-fited pair of

pants. As any one person may assume, this made
ambushes rather difficult, and hardly feasible.
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As the pant casualties soared, the war began to
stretch onto the homefront. Posters m the streets
barked importunately: “GROW A PAIR: JOIN
THE MILITARY, AND SHOW THE KILTERS
WHO WEARS THE PANTS ON THIS
PLANET.” Propaganda cartoons, popping up like
whack-a-moles, began to infect the minds of young
ones (the character of Spongebob Squarepants has
taken on a significantly different meanmg). There
then
homefront. Then finally came the inevitable draft.
One by one, men were picked off like sesame

was a requisition of all pants on the

seeds on an everything bagel and shipped off to
training camps, where they would learn the basics
of combat and stitchery. Women were not called to
arms. In order to negate all false stereotypes and
prove the equality of male and female in the United
States, women were constitutionally banned from
sewing or stitching.

Thus, the scene lay as it was now. A pallid sky
encased the dirty, poverty-ridden country, filled
with pallid, dirty, povertyridden people who had
no pants. Every single pair had been requisitoned
to the war effort. Boxers, oo, were seldom seen
anymore, as the majority of them were plaid, the
Kilter’s emblem. Anyone seen wearing a skirt
would immediately be accused of treason. And so,
the pitiful Panaes were forced to take desperate but
hardly satisfactory measures. Some used shirts as
substitutes, wearing their legs through the sleeves
and leaving the torso to hang between their legs like
a loincloth. Others tried to fashion themselves a
form of cover by using twigs, leaves, or whatever
garbage they could find httermng the ground. Sull,
there were those who believed humanity was
predestined to tive m a world extracted of all pants
or any other form of covering, and emoyed the coot
breeze between their legs (coupled with some tooks
of appall from the neighbors) as they strutted dovwn
to the marketplace.



Dudley Wilks, a portly man with a languid
energy about him, sat on the cement steps outside
his apartment flat with a tall glass of Very Bermry
Kool-Aid in his hand. He drank slowly, silently,
deeply. This sopor always seemed to accompany
Dudley, particularly during his Kool-Aid-drinking
periods. Dudley was not content. As he sighed out
this frustration into his beverage, a splash of the red
stuff squirted over the rim of the glass and plunged
m lus lap. Dudley let out a plamtve moan. He
knewrice paper pants were a bad idea!

Taking m another fulfiling sigh, he calmed
himself as to avoid discomfit. Dudley had always
been a very self-conscious man, embarrassed by the
sight of lus jiggling bottom in whatever happened to
be covering his lower half. His very entity, he felt,
was threatened by the masstve gobs of dough
surrounding his thighs and belly. How he yearned
to reside in the auspices of a par of pants!
Unfortunately, Dudley was fat as he was lethargic.
The burden of his depression confined him to a
procrastination inactivity.
Therefore, though the opportunity to adorn himself
with a fine pair of slacks was just an enlistment

boulder  of and

away, his cowardly languor got him no further than
the stoop of his apartment (and occasionally to the
cupboard for a new packet of Kool-Aid).

Therefore, it was certainly a profound event
when a man in a corduroy uniform parked a van
beside the cwb and approached him with a
parchment letter. The man asked him if he was
Dudley Wilks, to which Dudley replied, yes, yes he
was Dudley Wilks. Well, Dudley, he had received
a draft notice, and was given the option to either
first attend training camp or readily begin on the
battlefront in the war against Scotland. Which

would he prefer?

Dudley looked up at the messenger, quite sloth-
like, and spoke out the word ‘battiefront’ with such
confidence that his jowls quivered when his lips (at
the moment stamed a pinkish red) bore that
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poignant ‘b Dudley’s cholesterol-riddled heart
quickened to just a few more beats per minute, and
the restive Panty messenger nodded. His life was
going to change for the greater good: Panties on the

battlefront were each allotted one pair of trousers.

After haulng mto the back of the van and
the Panty Resource  Station,
upon measurement taken
around Dudley’s middle, thighs, legs, ankles, and

arriving  at

measurement was
shins. The painstaking process was momentous and
almost epic, as both Dudley and the (we can all
agree) unlucky tator worked through the evening
and undl the next day. Finally, after much
anticipation and odorous sweat beads, the talor
presented him with a marvelous pair of gray slacks.
They were bold, yet understated. They were
perfect. The talor bid him only use them when
absolutely necessary, and Dudley saluted him

dutifully.

At the top of a luscious, grassy il that surveyed
the entire battle scene, Dudley chugged all the way
up and took a breath of the sweetest air he’d ever
tasted... sweeter than any glass of Kool-Aid he
could ever imagine. The pants, hugging his hips in a
comfortable yer stylish fashion, flapped in the wind
and echoed a famt, thunderous beat. That, Dudley
thought, was the best battle crv of all.

Unfortunately, this momentous occasion was
shortlived because a Kilter came up from behind
and smothered Dudley to death with an oversized
kile. The struggle (if one could call it that) ok no
more than three minutes. After poor, fat Dudley
was undeniably dead, the Kilter slashed at his pants
and mutlated the fabrie legs beyond recognition as
any sort of apparel. Both Dudley and his pants
were destroyed, but the rejoice and contentment
with life that had existed there still remained. It m
no way aided the Panties, who eventually
capitulated on the terms that “kilts rule and pants
are for losers,” hut all the same 1t stood there, never

to be disrobed. &



Freddie Malcomb

As She Walked Qut

It's not ike I'm even the type to cheat. But damm, when vou see someone like that walk by, it makes you
reconsider. The short hair, the red dress with the exposed back; it's like she was taking an order {from my
mind on how to look. As my old wooden stool creaked under my weight, I considered my surroundings.
This dusty, dimly-lit, miserable excuse of a bar has been my life's story for a while now. At least since Janet's
accident. Of all the houses for that asshole to rob, he chose mine. T could only imagine him breaking in
like those retarded security conmercials where the purps are scared off by the sound of the alarm. ' I
hadn't been on the other side of town; if I hadn't fuckin’ volunteered to take that fender-bender call... Flell
maybe if that moron could have aimed better, he could've ended Janet's misery and not have left her as a
fucking vegetable.

I set my hat and badge down on the bar; I can't even wear them past my shift without feeling like I'm
carrying a lundred pounds more on me. The bartender hands me the darkest beer in the house, seeing in
my exhaustion that 1 probably need it. ' We don't exchange words; words are for people who need to know
stories. If I felt like talking, T would talk. As the bitter, terrible taste of the mud hits the back of my throat,
the taste T've come accustomed to in this rotting bar, I wonder what could possibly attract a pretty gl to a
dump like this. It's so grimy n here that even the tounsts don't bother taking two looks at it. So why take
the time to enter this shithole long enough to have to exit all the way from the back? Why was she here
long enough so some ugly chud like me could let her out?

I replayed that red dress walking out of the creaking glass and wood doors, “Murphy's” emblazoned in
gold on the glass. For a moment, I think I can escape this life; chase her and start anew. Throw everything
away, move on, leave Janet belund; it's not like she'd be mad. The brew anchors me to my reality, erasing

the possibility and wonder and leaving me staring at some miserable asshole cop drinking in the mirror. «&
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Catherine King

The Winter’s Tale Or, The Spring of Eurynome

A Tale Told on Pilgrimage to Canterbury

With thanks to Charles Aznavour, Pink Martini, Tom Kitt, and Mitch & Mickev

In the land of Whilom, there was a desert in which
nothing lived. A cursed young woman tried to cross it to
reach a magical spring, but she was only halfway across
when her curse sapped all her strength away. The gods
took pity on her and turmned her into a tree, but her tears
still flowed. Eventually a spring came up from that spot.
Her spirit watched over the waters, and she brought
heahing to all those who came, and the desert slowly

bloomed. In her honor, the spring was named
“Eurynome”  that is, the wide wanderer.

Three hundred years after the Spring of Eurynome
began to flow, a poor young man named Calely decided
his hfe was unfortunatc. He had an uwnusual condition
that had afflicted him for as long as he could remembar
when he was emotionally agitated, or around people who
were so, he would burst into song, and often cause them
to burst into song to. This, he had decided, was not the
best way to Make Friends and Influence People. So he
bought passage on a merchant ship, The Scallop,
destined for the great city of Biblos. As the wind filled up
the sails and the sun sparkled on the water, he felt a song
conung on.

He didn’t hold back, but leapt to the prow and sang
with all his heart,

“Take me away, away from here!

Take e avay, where sunlight is clear!

O, 1t seems to me that my fears

With a new sunrise will all disappear!”

Biblos was an amazing city, full of more people and
more kinds of people than Calely had ever dreamed of.
One such person was a richly dressed young man
standing beneath a woman’s balcony. He was serenading
her  badly. Caleb took pity on the fellow and stepped
closer. When he did, the lovebird’s voice became
clearer, and his words took on the truth of his heart:

“Maria haby, I see that mayvhe,

You're still a litde angry with me...”

At this point a comely young woman walked past.
The rich young man’s cyves followed her for a beat,
where he completely lost track of the song. Caleb then
noticed that the singer’s eyes were purple.

The lovebird picked up lis pace at once, singing
glibly,
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“Goltta go now, hope you know now,

Llove you, that is a fict!

Gotta Iy, but con’t vou worry

Baby, ‘cause Tl be backr

However, the way he followed the comely young
woman who was nor Maria belied his words. Calel
followed the young man and accosted him outside a bar.
The nich voung man sighed with exhaustion, even from
the simple act of singing. Without much rcluctance, he
gave up pursumg his current mamarata to share a drink
with a friendly stranger,

It turned out, the rich young man was named Rafiel.
Rafiel’s purple eyes indicated that he was cursed  a
genuine curse such as one gets from a divimty.

He had a weak heart; not only did he fall in love at
the drop of a hat (and fall out as soon as the hat was
picked up), but his physical hcart was weak. So he was
heading for the Spring of Ewrynome to heal limsc,
because all his money could not win him the forgiveness
of the goddess of love.

He and Caleb fell to talking, and Calel saw that even
though Rafiel’s heart was weak, the rich man was still
clever and sensible with coms, and not so proud as to be
msuflerable, so he asked Rafel to accompany him to the
Spring. Raficl gladly agreed. They traveled on together.

After a month of journeys, they arrived at a poor
hamlet. There they met a gl called Loveday, with
ribbons in her hair. She a friendly thing enough,
although very foolish and lightheaded. But when she
heard that they were set for to the Spring of Eurynome,
she begged them to let her go with them. Then they saw
that her eyes, too, were purple. But when they asked her
how she was cursed, she only gestured ficreely and told
them that part of her curse was that she could not
explan 1t to anyone.

Caleb and Rahel
whether to let her come along or not
her upspeakable curse might bring to therm? Eventually,
out of pity, they let her join their party, now a proper
Iittle caravan of curses and discontents.

discussed  between  themselves

who knew what

They journcved on a litle more, and Rafiel's heart
began to touble him, but he tried to hide 1t from the

others  rght up untl he collapsed. Loveday went in



As the late Joe Strummmer quoted before a
show, "Here's our tunes, and we couldn't give a
flying fuck whether you like them or not. In fact,
we're gonna play them even if you fucking hate
them.” A lot of words can describe the feelings
expressed in this quote. While it is crass and
"punk’, it carries a more important meaning for

Joseph Marlitt

The Clash: A Relationship of Music and Life

me that I believe is mmportant and contans a 1mTusic.

better message. This quote exemplifies how The

diversity. The question "Why would you tattoo a
band on your shoulder?” has been a common
occurrence for the last four weeks of my life. I got
a tattoo of Paul Simmonen slamming his guitar
onto the stage during a concert in New York. It is

a timeless picture depicting the raw energy of meaning  through

rock and roll. It's on my shoulder, my way of
paying homage to a band that has influenced my
outlook on music and, most importantly, hfe. I

get a lot of blank looks from people when I say

archaic, being released in 1978, and many people
ol my generation feel a disconnect because of this
time diflerence. But T find that even nowadays
the album speaks more about the truth of bemg
independent, being an adult, and finding out who
vou are among the masses than many new artists,

My earliest memories evolved [rom this
album. When I was sull small enough to curl up
in my father’s lap, I would come down the stairs
of our smatl house early in the morning before he
hact left for work. Sitting on the corner of the old
betge couch closest to the window, he would
drink coffee, read the New Yorker magazine, and

listen to music. At this young age, 1 was lst

I would listen to their hit "London
Calling”, which many consider a punk rock
anthem, winch would flow straight mto the song
“Jaunmy Jazz". This happened every morning until

"It's from a Clash album.” The album is almost how wide a vanety of

intoduced to The Clash while lying on my dad’s feeling. This influence dwecty
chest, his heart beating along with the song into
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I had to go to school, and the music he played is
now reflected in my musical taste. My dad is a
self dded "dead head", meaning he was part of the
country wide obsession surrounding The Gragefy]
Dead. To be attracted to The Clash; a vand thyt
differs so greatly from his usual taste, tips b..
to how broad and influence they have had o

Between the two songs, | learned many
individuality, purpose, and lessons about life that I had no idea would
influence me so heavily. How two musical styles
can mix, complement each other so seamlessly
together and vet be so completely different. The
electric guitar from London Calling, the rashness
of punk rock and the sout of rebel searching for

smoothly, it transitions o a punk, jazz, ska,
reggae story of police brutality against a main who
"killed" someone in a jazz club. The range of
music that influenced The Clash directly affected

appreciation for today. I can appreciate music
even when I do not like 1t, because The Clash
helped me realize that these artists are expressing
emotions that have mfluenced their hives in ways 1
do not know about. 1 started later thinking in
middle school, why were The Clash so indecisive
about what genre of music to play, why they
would always change the tone of thew albums
instead of continuing to play what worked?
Though 1 have always hstened to rock, I
never steadfastly listen to only one genre. I never
feel lke I should only listen to rock just because 1
relate to its texture. I consistently change genres
depending on my mood, my swroundings, my

histening to the broad forms of music that The
Clash play. Instead of basing perceptions on first
impressions, I read deeply into the person, place,
musi¢, history, or perspective that a situation
presents. This has mfluenced my education,




helping me thmk critically about subjects, not
simply jumping to a conclusion without seeing all
sides of the conflict. The Clash were rebels, they
were grungy, and they could care less what people
This attitude
confidence has inspired me not to change who |

thought of their music. and
am for other people, but to rather present myself
and let others decide what they think.

I by no means consider myself wealthy simply
because T bought a tattoo. In fact it set me back
200 doltars. T consider myself lucky to be wealtry
enough to get a tattoo that means so much to me.
What the tattoo represents tto me 15 what
consider my greatest wealth, my indivicuality. My
wealth means a lot to me, and my perceptions of
other people and their perceptions of me help
this wealtlh grow. The tung that 1s great about
music is that no matter how rich vou are, vou can
still live a wealthy life through music. T find
myselfl lucky to have a great apprectation of
music, which is composed not only of my musical

tastes, but of the history and culture behind
music, the skill required to create those sounds,
and the emotion that the song is trying to get out.

My dad always told me to think hard before 1
permanently etched something into my skin. 1
that, that a
permanent. But The Clash’s influence on my hfe

honored considering tattoo  1s
had been etched in my brain long before I had
even considered getting a tattoo. 1 came o my
realization that no matter what stage I am at in
life, T can still relate my choices back to this
Brntishh punk rock band. So when 1 have to
answer the question 1 say, "Because they remind
me how I want to live my life." I don't want to do
drugs or play music for a living, or even wear the
same clothes that diey do. I want to embrace their
philosophical independence and diversity, their
mdviduahity and toughness, and their character.
My journey towards self-definition began wit dus
band, and continues to this day. «&



Ronny Nevo

Rainv Davs and Mondavs

Heaps of dirty clothing lay m piles in front of

the heater like bored cats, stretching and kneading,
steahing our warmth. The cuttered kitchen drips
faucet water and emits a dank odor of leftover chow
mein and broceoh beef, scatters of recipes from a
book without a spine. The refrigerator hums a
forgotten doo-wop tune and {lips to side B. Bevond
the chintz curtans, the hghts from the movie
theatre can be seen, one letter illummated at a time.
Often I have gazed at the sign, rearranging the
letters m my mind to create something dirty,
something crude. After all, Santa is just Satan
reorgamzed.

I pad quetly mto the
Inoleum tiles below my bare feet. They reflect with

bathraom, cool
a Jaundice yellow, sick at their cores, T gaze into the
mirror and wonder how long it has been since its
hidden compartment had been cleaned out. Empty
floss containers probably remam, collecting dust
like state coins, nrationally kept in cardboard slots.
Georgia with the engraved peach. Oregon’s Crater
Lake. Florida. California. Ohio. The towels need to

be washed.

I return to the bedraom, sit on the 40% off

rocking chair and stare at you. How beautiful you
seem. How peaceful and mnocent. The moon
arched around the earth, causing the slivers of light
to caress vartous objects. Gertrucle Stein’s objects
float through my mind, tingles of Barnes and
Nobles cafes-within-bookshops. A carafe, that is a
blind glass. Slowly I unfold my legs from beneath
me. They tingle with near-steep. I flex and crack my
toes and heels. Shiver.

the
mightstand, I gaze mto your shut eyes. “Gabe.” I call

Sittimg next to the alamm cock on

you to wake up but you do not even stir. I lean
forward. “Gabe.” 1 feel ke Orpheus, playing his
music to call his wife back from the aiterlife. But
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she responded to Ias postcard tune. Your shut eyes
flash “Return to Sender” and 1 sigh.

I toss clothing off the bed and climb in,
pulling covers over my panties and t=shirt. My feet,
airplane cabin cokd, find yours and attempt to
freeze you back to awareness. An mstant recoil
spasms through your body and I cannot be sure
that 1t wasn’t a “falling dream.” Desperation dawns
like a smoker caught in 30 degree ram, lamely
attempting to hight a hmply wet cigarette with damp
matches. Smoke billowing quickly. Maybe it’s in a
hurry to get to heaven.

I reach our and touch your smooth chest,
work my hands up your body. Hands pause briefly,
fingering an ancient artifact, weighing fruit in
Middle Eastern alley stores. Continuing, I find your
collarbone with my hand, feel your scar on the
ridges of my Ongerprints. “It was stupid,” you had
once said. “I was skiing and I crashed mto a tree.
Broke it in two places. It hurt like a bitch.” I
thought back to my own skiing mishap, which now
seemed impotent and incomparable to yours. Mine
was only an inconvenience.

I blow air into your ear to revive you, but you
swat my hireath away hke a fly with your cowtail of a
hand. “Gabe,” [ whisper agam. “Hm?” you sleepily
respond. “Gabe,” T repeatedly urge, “wake up
now.”

Your butterfly eves flutter open. “What 1s it?”
You glance at the clock. The alanm won’t be going
off for another few hours. I feel eyes settle onto my
face, your hands pulling me to sleep. Gently, I rest
my chin on your chest and look at you. Now that
you are awake, I don’t know what to say.

“Sorry to have woken you,” I kunely begin, lying.
“I needed 1o tell someone how beautful the night s

and what the streets smell ke in the rain.” 6



Melissa Samarin

Welcome to Downtown Fullerton

A rush of wind blows my hair, a car honks its
horn, and the smell of exhanst wafts past as I stroll down
the stdewalk: this is Downtown Fullerton. It is the
Orange County cquivalent to Uptown Whittier because
of its parallel location near a college, thriving commercial
and residential sectors, and ‘quaint’ atmosphere. T chose
Fullerton for precisely this reason, as I thought it would
be a great companison to a cty I walk through almost
every day.

Perhaps  becanse 1 do  frequent  Uptown
Whittier, I might not be as observant of it anymore, but
as I objectively sauntered down the boulevard in
Fullerton, 1 noticed some interesting, vet subtle, things
on the street. Much of Fullerton is easilv overlooked
from a car, but as a pedestrian, I was struck with the
composition of this portion of the city.

Being close to a college campus, the landscape

of Downtown Fullerton 15 rather typical;  shops,
restaurants, and of course bars of all kinds lince the
checkerboard grid of the city with Harbor Boulevard as
the main and most travelled thoroughfare. It is separated
from the rest of Fullerton by an obvious conglomeration
of shops, a change to quaintly written street signs, plenty
of parking spaces, and more pedestrian accessibility,
Thus, my derive began.
Upon arriving, 1 first noticed that there were many bright
teal park benches lining the walkways. They were
scattered every so often near these beautifully manicured
planters and well-groomed trees, making these benches
seem the perfect locales for stopping from a strenuous
shopping spree (or particularly heavy night at the bar),
They are ideal as long as vou don’t mind the view. If
you don’t mind gazing out upon a rushing river of
nonstop traffic, a sparsely filled parking lot, or a decrepit
looking alley way during your moment of respite, then
these benches truly are fantastic resting spots. Too bad 1
did not see a single person sitting on a bench, although
an older lady did sct her purse on one while she waited
for a bus.

Never mind the benches though. If you are in
Fullerton, you mwost likely aren’t gomg to want to sit
down anyways. There are too many shops to browse
through. Dozens of stores dedicated to clothes, bath and
body, kitchen, antiques, shocs, books, and interior

design line the main steet. In fact, there are so many of
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these tiny store fronts that most of them try to grab a
passcerby’s attention, and do so through a variety of ways.
In these store windows, I saw an extremely elaborate
version of Santa’s village complete with moving train,
huge signs advertizing 60% of! sales, Christmas lghts
favorite

franing  picturesque  salons, and my

mannequins  standing  outside  store  fronts.  These
mannequins, typically bookended by a clearance rack of
clothes, arc particularly good at catching the attention of
a prospective customer. They arc quite visible and eye-
catchung, especially when they are hanging on a noose. 1
don’t think this particular storc owner meant to do this,
but I was struck by a certain mannequin clad m a red
coat and black pants hanging by its neck from a post and
hook mn the middle of the sidewalk.  Apparendy these
shop clerks weren’t as disturbed as 1 was by a wamanly
figure suspended by her neck, but then again with this
recession  going on, I suppose people are  trying
everything in order to attract business.

Downtown Fullerton also has a barrage of
restaurants to choose from after you are finished with
and famished from your full day of shopping, most of
which boast a full bar and lounge. As I swrolled past

many of these restawrants in the late afternoon, 1

detected  the beginnings  of Italian, Mexican, and
Mediterrancan  dinners,  which  smelled  absolutely

delectable. Coupled with the aroma of coflee (and no
doubt wine on a Friday nght), I can see how Fullerton
could castly entice a hungry pedestrian. Their selection
of restaurants and bars cater to all sorts of people;
themes range from: Western, Asian, modern, French, or
retro. My favorite was a bar called Cherch. Granted the
spelling was ofl, but considering a beautiful white
Methodist Church actually doces stand a block away from
this infamous bayr, I found it very ironic. I know Cherch
isn’t meant to be a place of worship, but I could not help
laughing that a bar, the ulthmate place of secular
enjoyment, shares a name with the ultimate place of holy
pietv. I honestly don’t know what to make of this
metaphor and correlation.

In any case, these bars and restaurants are all
within walking distance of each other, and 1 imagine (or
rather know having been one of these bar hoppers
mysclf) that people do bounce from restaurant to
restaurant on a Friday or Saturday night. But today, they



were all virtvally empty. Of cowrse, 1 was wandering
around i between meal times, but the only person I saw
at one of these joints was a lone man sitting on the
terrace of an ltahan restaurant smoking a cigar and
drinking a glass of something I am sure was not simply
iced tea. No matter, it’s abways five o’clock somewhere.

This dichotomy of bavs and churches (there are
abowt four churches and a Christian book store flanking
all sides of Downtown Fullerton) is not isolated, for there
are also several dichotomies on the streets. The shops
on Harbor were all ined up and it perfectly next to each
other like a set of Legos. This particular street was also
trec-tined, speckled with matching teal benches and trash
cans, tandscaped, taid out with scrolled sidewalks, and
was surprisingly free of trash. Lights glazed the trees in
the center divider and big beautiful lampposts stamped
the comers of mtersections. It is the perfect example of
urban spectacle.

However, turn down any side street and things
are slightly different. The streets are stil] relatvely clean
and the buildings still quamt, but the fronts are older
looking, there are gaps between buildings, some empty
Jots, construction sites, and a series of not-asritzy shops:
liquor stores, hardware stores, pawn shops, and cven a
bail bondsman.

I was stull impressed by the Jack of graflid
overall m Downtown Fullerton though. In fact, T only
saw one instance of it during my entire journey. 1 had
turned down a side street and noticed a back door facing

a parking lot that was splattered with markings.
Ahhough, I wouldn’t even consider it legitimate grafhiti,
because it looked more  like  purple  smudges.

Nonetheless, it was a door I would not want to enter on
my own, | don’t know if this lack of grafliti indicates
anything about the demographics of Fullerton or if I was
merely in a ‘better’ part of town, but it is interesting still
low these public marks symbolize the amount of
safeness on the streets. It is asif graffiti is 2 barometer of
how dangerous a neighborhood is; thus judging by the
refative absence of it in Fullerton, I suppose [ was in a
very good area.

On the other hand, sanctioned public art is also
a sign of the scale of a neighborhood, On a comer, I
came across a wall mural sketeh of Fullerton above a
series of newspapers. It portrayed a  Spanish-style
building with rolling Julls in the background and an old
car parked on the side, a picture reminiscent of the past,
because none of these elements exist at all in Fullerton
today. Yet I got the impresston that this is exactly the way
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that the caity wants its wsitors to experience Fullerton.
The 1mage was not reatistic at all, (in order to be so, it
would need to mclude houses crowding the hills, a rush
of cars, trucks, au:d ;UVS in the foreground, and a mess
of storefronts and window displays). In any case, this is
Just another instance of the myth of wban spectacle.
Dovwntown Fullerton is a nice place, don’t get me wrong,
but it is certainly not caught in a time warp of the 1920s.
However, using this nostalgic sentiment is a classic way to
appeal to people looking to come to a city and enjoy
thoroughly themselves, hke they did in the ‘good okl
days’. And this is Downtown Fullerton.
Where are All the People?
In a city that is butlt with nice curvy sidewalks,

park benches every few feet, and ample stores to mill
around in, the only thing that was missing in this urban
mix was people. Interestingly, the sidewalks were

uncannily clean, but also  uncannily devoid  of

pedestans.  In fact, the word that came to mmd as I
was strolling down one street was: sterile. There are an
oddly large amount of bright Christimas decorations and
faint music playing (which the roaring traffic could
obviously not benefit from), yet no people to enjoy it.
As a matter of fact, I canie across two apropos signs i an
antique shop window that eerily captured this absence of
people. One said “On the Air” and the other said
“Applause”. It was as if the store was tymng to conduct a
non-existent passing population. I was literally the only
person around when [ saw these signs n the window and
it 1s an odd feehing to walk by a sign that directs you to
applause when there is no crowd around in which to
applause with, I am swe that if we froze traffic,
evacuated the cars, and gathered everyone around that
window, we could certainly have ereated applause worthy
of a concert, but isolated In their air-conditioned
vehicles, the people in Fullerton were in no shape to
notice these details in the store fronts. The stores In
Fullerton are bunched up together, making them the
perfect composition for pedestrians to take advantage of,
but this Javout is easily zoomed past at 30 mph.

To be fair, there were a few people on foot or
on bike during my wip. However, out of the 25 or so
people I crossect paths with, only 4 of them were women
(two teenagers, one college stucent on a skateboard, and
one okd Jady). The rest were all men, and peculiar men
at that. Most had backpacks and unkempt facial hair
{perhaps college students or dare 1 say those down and
out...) and many were Hispanic men on thenr bikes. 1

did sce one African American man with dreadlocks, but



he just stared me down as 1 passed. In fact, not a single
passerby ever uttered a word as 1 walked by. 1 must
admit, there were moments, especially as I was walking
down a side street with no cars, that } éertainly wanted to
reach a mam thoroughfare as soon as ];(;sl.éil)lc.

Perhaps this is all a reftection of the fact that
this was a Monday afternoon and not a Samurday niglt,
but it is a bit strange and rather disappointing to sce that
so many people would rather travel inside their own
vehicles (1 also only ever saw two buses) than experience
life in Fullerton on the sidewalk. You can see so much
more on foot tking in the starefronts, listening to the
Christimas music, smclling the cafes, catching the tail end
of a heated store interior as a door closes, burning
calorics... this must be an indication of the Southern
Califorman mentality that the use of cars far outweighs
the use of our feet and the benefits of walking.

What Time is it again?

In this age of cell phones, T hardly think anyone
even wears watches much anymore, except of course in
the name of fashion. Therefore, it struck me as
particularly mteresting that as I strolled around Fullerton,
I came across several clocks on public displyy. The first
was placed on top of a Jamppost and had a beautiful face
in Roman numerals with a scrolted frame. It was,
natarally, in the center of the main thoroughfare, 1
honestly didd not cven notice what time it was by that
clock, although 1 did notice the old-fashioned, Lion, the
Witeh, and the VWardrobe lamppost look about it. 1
guess it was ten after four when 1 did sec it, but that is
precisely what was so ironic about this clock and why it
was even there.

First of all, this cdlock was located among the
central shopping/bar arca, and 1 assume most shop
keepers and  restaurant  owners would  want  their
customers to feel as if the city was timeless as they
strolled along the streets, in order to spend more time
and money there, However, this giant clock stands
overloaking the pedestrians and reminds them of how
much less time they have 10 enjoy their day. 1T am
assuming that this structure was there merely for
decoration and 1o recreate a nostalgic atmosphere of
when a city clock was necessary for the entire town, but it
seemed rather pointless to me here. I any one wanted to
know what time it was, I can almost bet the first thing
they would tun to would be their cell phone or
blackberry where they could not only get the time, with
seconds included, here in Fullerton, California, but also
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in Sao Paulo, Beijing, Helsinki, and Vladivostok, all in
one glance.
And still, this was not the only public clock in Fullerton.
A ways down on a side si-zzl, the Fullerton Community
Bank building, which looked like it had been built in the
fifties, (and probably had) displayed both the tme in
digital format as well as the temperature. This clock was
no doubt a renmant of some past era when cell phones
still were not common and being able to tell the
temperature and digitized time was hoth teclmologically
advanced and convenient.  Unfortunately, both these
functions can also be casily achieved through a cell
phonc or blackberry, as long as you have an mternet
comnection. However, not having my cell phone n
hand, I did appreciate knowmg that it was 56 degrees
outside, and I thanked myself for bringing my jacket.

Although onee again, 1 did not even notice what
the time was from this clock. ' What this indicates to me
is that our society has obviously become so regimented
on time that people are becoming impune to it. Looking
back, I had absolutely no tdea of what time it was the
entire time 1 was walking (even though these clocks were
staring me in the face throughout my stroll) undl I got a
phone call. Even then, after I finished talking and put my
phone back in my purse, 1 had to grab it again because 1
had already forgotten: what time is it again?

STOP Telling Me What to Do

1 honestly never realized how much a city is

really planned out. Of course there is the discipline and

profession of city plannmyg, but this term dick not mmpact
me until 1 started wandering around the aty. It struck me
in Fullerton that citics arc not just planned, they are
literally dictated. Every street corner, sidewalk, curb,
alleyway, and mtersection s adormed with some sort of
sign telling us what to do. Naturally we encounter these
signs incessantly while driving, but T don’t think any of us
realize how bizarre or mundane some of these signs truly
are.

Signs arc fantastic mventions for a city; without them
people would be running red lights, zooming down
streets, and causing major vafhic jams, but we are
seriously iundated with them. Because I was walkmg, 1
was truly able to appreciate how much of the basic city
plan  the streets and sidewalks  can be physically read,
and in most cases repeated. As 1 approached a cormer
intersection, there was a stop sign. But the word “stop’
was also painted on the ground. This double reminder
can be interpreged as either an added precavtion or an
misult to a driver. If a driver cannot spot a red reflecting



sign, they should not be driving. But it just struck me as
funny how almost cvery stop sign in the cty was repeated
hke this. This particular one was evenr mounted on a
fancy tgld post to bring extra attention to it.

But stop signs arc not the only double duty
the On
complicated intersection where you could not go straight
but only tarn left or right, a “right tm only” sign was

mdicators  on roack. another  particularly

repeated on both sides of the road and painted on the
road itsell.  Coupled with two stop signs and a ‘no
parking anytime” sign, I would be a little afraid to nde
my bike on this secton of sidewalk for fear of getting
tangled i the posts. Tt 1s not that T don’t appreciate all
the extra warnings about traffic rules in this part of town,
because m a predominantly shopping, dimng, and
entertanment loeation I am sure there are manvy a drunk
drivers and careless pedestrians on the road. But as in
the case of this corner, the signs scem a bit excessive.
AT can say is that it’s a good thing that Fullerton does
not have any one way streets.

Even the ‘miles per how’ were constantly
repeated every few feet on the road. This is particularty
helpful because nothing is worse than getting ticketed for
speceding in an arca where the speed limit is not
accessibly postect, but it was hilarious to sec just how
many  thnes  25mph  was  plastered  across  this
thoroughfare.

But my favorite sign was a random post crookedly
standing in the center front of a narrow allevway that
said: “No motor vehicles”. What was so wronic about
this posting is that five fect behind it was a full grown tree
m the center of the alleyway that would not allow any
vehicle bigger than a mo-ped to get through anyway. Not
to say that the sign was not helpful, but I would like to
sce a car or truck even oy and pass into this alleyway.
These are signs that T am sure I would have ncver
noticed nor at least given a second thought to had I been
m my car. But being a pedestrian in this city gave mce an
entively different experience and read like an entirely
different narration. For instance, the buttons you press to
cross the street were rather unusual. They were not
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tradiional press buttons, but censored switches that
would make a beep when your finger touched the center
of the dial. The post also had the proverbial signs with
arrows pomting which way that button is n control of,
and in many cases these corner posts also served as a
local bulictin board for posters and fliers. T am assuming
the reason Fullerton used these teal metal frames as stop
lights is that they are sturdier and less envivonmentally
damaging than wooden posts andd because they don’t
accept staples for tliers like wood does. But, people still
managed to tape up announcements on these corner
signposts, demonstrating the utter mallcability of the
city.

Even the roads themselves had some interesting
sigms labeled on them. One read “taxi cab 8pm to 2an”,
which I am assuming is mostly in reference to the
weckends. However, it was rather funny to see that while
the other side of the street was packed with cars, this
whole section was empty because of these yellow stripes
on the curb. Even though the words clearly stated 1t only
applied from 8-2, people still avoided this zone. Clearly,
people i citics are Just so used to obeying traflic kuvs
and regulations and recognize the color coded nature of
the cty. Red, vellow, orange, and all the hot colors
always scem to indicate some sort of warning and I just
think people have become accustomed to this, which is
not necessarily a bad thing. But what it tells me is that
we have clearly become conditioned to respond to not
only words and phrases, but aso the colors they are
presented to us i urban settings.

With so many stimuh bombarding us in a city,
raffic laws have to compete with being noticed by
people, so they resort to bright colors and repeated
phrases. I appreciate all the efforts that the city planners
do for its citizens in tying to regulate and order this
wban locale that can all too easily become chaotic.
However, I caumot help smirking at how much they do
dictate the flow of the city and how it is displayed.
Fullerton, like nearly every other modern city is truly a
Word City <
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Emily Baeza

What’s Your Blood Type? O Positive or Middle Class:

An Analvtical Essav on Dracula, Van Helsing and Blood

Standing n one corner, with an ivory
moustache atop a simpering snule and towering height,
vour favorite nocturnal leech, is everyone’s favorite
vampire: Count Dracula. And across the ring, a withered
red-haired Dutchman glwes, taunting his adversary with
what scems to be a crucifix, the challenger: Dr. Abraham
Van

unmatched to face cach other but, however, are perfect

Helsing. These men may  seem  physically
rivals in Bram Stoker’s Dracula. Set in nincteenth
century England and Eastern Europe, the novel brings
foeus to the prejudice of the middle-class onto those of
the lower-class due to a period of overcrowding and
mass immigration. Dr. Van Helsing's relationship to the
Count embodies the racism and class discrimination of
the Victorian era in Europe, as seen most thoroughly in

the

Westenra, her subsequent blood transfusions, and the

scenes depicting  Dracula’s vamping of  Lucy

professor’s progressive scientific practices.

Dracula, the doppelganger of Van Helsing,
challenges the strict moral codes and etiquette by which
Van Helsing lives by. The professor was a man of God,
just enough o carry out “God’s will” (p. 432), and just
madequately enough to consider the possibilities of
supernatural solntions to a supernatural problem. This s
evident within the scenes of Dracula’s vampings of Lucy.
Dracula, in a manner much aganst that of the gracious
courting of the Vidtoran cra, enters the room of an
engaged woman in the dark of night to indulge in the
ransmission of bodily fluids. This kind of behavior
antagonizes the very fabric of Van Helsing’s cultured
protocol. His respect for the sanctity of marriage 15
buttressed by his mention of his deceased wife who is
“alive by Church’s law, though no wits, all gone...” (p.
21D, It was custom mn Victorian England for the
mournng of a loved one to be publicized and lengthy
(morbid outlook). That which was kept most private and
secretive was sex via an uptight civilization. Contrary to
this, Stoker presents Dracula who nonchalantly “courts”
his first victim, Lucy, in a public setting Geop a cliff) and
his second victim, Mina, in a very perverse manncr,
having her suck the blood from an open wound on his
chest. The Count’s whole manner is anathema to him as
these incadents of vamping ruin the sanctity of holy
matrimony. By actively trying to resist the Count’s
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Judging only his appearance and  class  status.

attempts to seduce these women, Van Helsing 1s serving
as a keeper of order and organization. This was because
the British Empire feared that the blend of peoples
woukld lead to their demise {AxWound). The Count is
meant to represent everything the British Empire feared
(i.c. racial degeneration). He is not of a pure bloodkine
and is not shamelul as “We Szckelys have a right to be
proud, for in our veins flows the blood of many brave
races...” (p. 40). This usage of blood indicates that it is
closely tied to race. Dracula’s mixture of race, or blood,
is allegorical to that of the Celts and Irish. The very
backdrop of Castle Dracula, Transvlvania, is reminiscent
of Irish folklore. This impurity of blood was despised
and antagonized social expectations. By presenting the
romantic cordiality of Van Helsing alongside the savage
antics of the Count, Stoker builds a foil between the
characters as they magnify cach others’ strengths and
weaknesses,

In
emigrations of Irish peoples who had experienced

the Victorian era, Englud saw  mass
horrors such as famine and poverty and sought a beder
life. This fusion of middle-class Englishmen and lower-
class Iiish only amplified the Victorian obsession with
purity and clarity of distinction among diflerent groups
of people by mcans of race and nationality. By Dracula
preyving upon English women, he is going against what
was socially acceptable and mdulging in thewr fear of
losing purity within bloodlines. In opposition, Van
Helsing  dictates who can and cannot participate in
Lucy’s blood transfusions. He points owt, “[Arthur, her
fiancé] is so voung and strong and of blood so purce that
we need not defibrinate ,” (p. 149). By “defibrinate”,
the professor is referring to the process of unclotting the
blood. Blood types were unknown at the time, making
this scrcemng method extremely precarious. Suggesting
this mcans that he assumes Arthur, a middle-class
Englishmen, has the strong blood that Lucy needs,
He
continues to atribute Arthur, her “brave voung lover,”
by saving that “he is the more strong and young than
me,” (p.150). By doing so, he is screening the possible
participants  and  classifying  them by strength  and
appearance. Furthermore, he disapproves of allowing
Lucy’s lower-class servants as he “fearls] to wust thosc



women, cven if they would have courage to subm,”
(p-180). Although Lucy is in a great state of peril and
quick action is necessary, he refuses to ask her maids for
their axl. Van Helsing continues this filtering process
four blood The
professor alvays chose the best man by his appearance,

throughout  Lucy's transfusions.
without regard of medical history of disease or health.
This is referring to the screening of migrated peoples as
they passed or arrived in England. At the time, it was
common for British scientists to classify the lower-class
by sole appearance. The "ndex of migrescence,” imvented
by physician John Beddoe, was a formula to identify the
racial components of a given people. It was behieved that
certain races differed by not only physique, but character
(i.e. “refined features of the British meant a “superior”
character). Anthropologists went so far as to measure
skulls o assign people a “race” based on the placement
of their jaw (Racism). Van Helsing’s process murrors this
socially acceptable method of assessing others and
resonates the British disdain of Irish people. This was

because the British Empire feared that the blend of

peoples woukl lead to their demise (AxWound). The
Count is meant to represent cverything the British
Empire feared (i.e. racial degeneration). He is not of a
pure bloodlne and 1s not shamcful as “We Szekelys
have a right to be proud, for in our veins flows the bloocl
of many brave races...” (p. 40). This usage of blood
mdicates that it is closely tied to race. Dracula’s mixture
of race, or blood, is allegorical to that of die Celts and
The backdrop Castic  Dracula,
Transylvania, is reminiscent of Irish folklore. This

[rish. very of
impurity of blood was despised and antagonized social
expectations. Evidently, Stoker presents his “impure”
title character as an Irishimen and the antagonist of the
English vampire hunters.

At the turn of the century, or the Industrial
Revohation, of
propelled the advancements of medicine and surgical

the overall growth wban  England

practices. Embodymg this very movement is Van Helsing

as he is quick to suggest the then-innovative practice of

blood transfusions to salvage the drained Lucy. “There
must be a transfusion of blood at once. Is it vou or me,”
(p.147). The succinct diction he imphicates to present
moclern

such a practice  emphasizes  his  nnpative.
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Similarly, he is famihiar with the operation he plans to
use against Lucy by saying “I shall cut off her head and
fill her mouth with garhic, and I shalt drive a stake

»

through her body.” His ability to connect supernatural
medicine with modern day practices further magnifics
his supertority over the muddle-blooded Dracula. At the
opposite end of the spectrum, Dracula is a man, for lack
of a better word, who lives in the past. As previously
noted, he takes pride in his Szekely blood and the
accomphishments of his ancestors. Van Helsing is able to
lead a team of vampire hunters, whereas Dracula works
alone. This team consists of a Dutchman, Englishmen
and an American. This fusion of cultures in an effort to
defeat the Un-dead being provokes the idea of racial
supremacy over the invading people, or Dracula or the
Irish. The hunters are able to adapt to new places and
travel easily, as oppose the Count who secks stability in
his coffin or Castle in Transylvania. The ability to adjust
to a changing sctting resterates  the  supremc
characteristics others hold over the Irish.

Blood is much more than just that which allows
us 10 ive as it flows through us. To Van Helsing, it was
the holder of race that perpetuated class discrimmation.
So you don’t only have to watch out for Dracuta sucking
your soul, but also for the impunties that occur once

your bloods mix! «&
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Julia-Ellen Spruill-Smith

John Milton: and Philip Larkin:

i raditional and Contemporarv Discussions of Time

Despite the three-hundred-year gap between
John Milton and Philip Larkin’s published works, their
ideas regarding time and the human experience seem to
ccho each other quite stronglv. Milton’s three most
personal sonnets, numbered 7, 19, and 22, present
concerns about his own identity and purpose as a pocet in
relation to “the subtle thief of youth,” also known as
Time. Knowing that all humans, inclhuding himself, are
subject to the mewitable rape of Time forces Millon 1o
consider how to best utilize his hfe. Simitar sentiments
are found in the post-World War II poetry of Philip
Larkm. Often criticized for being morbid, Larkin
fearlessly addresses ideas of death throughout his works,
particululy in his poems tiled “Next, Please” and
“Aubade.” While similarities can be found in Milton and
Larkin’s poctry, a major difference hies in thenr religious
athliaons which undoubtedly affects the messages
work. Yet
consideration of the impermanent human condition are

present i thewr both  poets’  careful
artfully presented through their poetry and offer imeless
food for thought about the significance of our human
experience.

Millon wrote Sonnet 7 in the carly 1680s,
around the tme of his twenty-third birthday. At this
point in his life he was at the end of his collegiate studies
and was anxious to delve mto his hfe’s work as a great
Linglish poet. Sonnet 7 discusses his concerns about how
much of his life had already past and how little he felt he
had to show for i1. The sounet begins, “How soon hath
Time the subte thief of youth, /Stol'n on his wing my
three and twentieth vear!?” (P& 1441, lines 1-2). These
Milton’s

relentlessness of Time and i, personifving it, assigns a

opening  lines  reveal anxiety about  the

certain forectulness of character, thereby acknowledging
that he had no control over its course. He wrote that his
hasting days “no bud or blossom shew'th” (P& 144,

linc 4), which implies his faillure to produce any work of

greatness vet in his life that had already seen twenty-three
years. It is clear in the firsst quatrain of Sonnet 7 that
Mitton was very focused on his legacy and purpose in
life, and he comprehensibly articulated his astonishment
about the rapidity of time for a single human. Despite
the anxictics demonstrated in the beginning of the
sonnet, Milton confronts the notion of his death head on
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by the end in writing, “Yet be it less or more, or soon or
slow, /It shall he still in stiictest measure even/ To that
same lot, however mean or high, /Toward which Time
leads me, and the will of Heaven...” (P& 144, lines 9-
12). By the end, Milton seems to accept his fate as a
mortal man, using this acceptance as a kind of strength to
persevere in his fe “As ever in my great Taskmuaster’s
cyc”(P&P 144, lne 14). This fast line when Milion
references the Taskmaster he is, of course, referring to
his gocd and more specifically the parable of the laborers
in the vinevard found in Matthew 20:1-16, in which the
Taskmaster declares “Thus the last shall be first, and the
first last.” This is significant to Milton’s perseverance
because it highlights  his  acknowledgement of his
powerlessness over Time and the will of the Taskmaster
G.c. Godb).

In Sonnet 19 Milton again contemplated his
purpose as a poet and, being at another turning point in
his Tife, was forced to reconsider his efforts. This sonnet,
written approximately twenty years after Sonnet 7,
revolves around Milton’s newly acquired blindness and
how being blind gready affected his sense of purpose and
identity as a poet. In Sonnet 7 Milton was focused on the
obstacle of Time n relation to tus life’s work, but in
Sonnet 19 he is focused on his blindness as an obstacle
amidst the ever present Time. Milton develops a sense
of frustration and mmpaticnce throughout this sonnet,
uncertain of why God has dealt him this hand. Being a
highly driven man, Milton secemed enormously troubled
by his blindness and unsure of how (o continue his work
especially singe he had yet to complete his greatest work

Paradise Lost.

In the first quatrain of Sonnet 19 Milton
expresses his feclings of usclessness when he writes “that
one talent which is death to hide/ Lodged with me
uscless, though my soul more bent...”(P&P 157, lines 3-
4). Milton recognized that his talent as a poet should not
be kept from the world, but felt that it was trapped mside
him without his ability to see, and in spite of his strong
determination to share the gift. The ¢lunax of the sonnet
secems to come in line seven, when he imagines chiding
God by asking, “Doth God cxact my labor, light
denied?”(P&P 157, line 7). How 15 he expected to
continue his work in complete darkness, for the duration



of his time on carth? Time bemng such a precous
clement of human existence, as discussed in Sonnet 7
in combination with his blindness
eternal darkness, 1.¢. death, even more real for Milton at
this stage in his life. But again, he must persevere. And
so he does, as seen in the {ollowing few lines when he
acknowledges that his cliding would serve no purposc
that *““God dath not need/ Lither man’s work or his own
gifts...”(P&P 157, lines 9-10). This humbling realization
that “his |God’s|] state Is Kkingly” perhaps reassured
Milton that he was not the only one attempting to live
according to God’s will; that he was not being punished
by God with blinduess because God does not rely on
cven the great talent of John Milton. Nonetheless his
blndness was a huge read block for Milton, and through
Sonnet 19 we as readers arc able to gun a sease of his
dilenyma and pan.

Only a few vears following Sonnet 19, Milton
wrote Sonnet 22, 1 which he again discussed his
blindness but seemed much more at ease about his state.
He wrote that his eyes had forgotten their sight in the few

years that they had been without it, seemingly as a way of

saying that he had come to terms with his blindness, a
drastcally different posiion when compared to Sonnct
19. He wrote, “Yet 1 argue not Agamst Heaven’s hand or
will..but still bear up and stees/ Right onward” (P&P
160-161, lines 7-9). Milton’s new found strength and
confidence, he says, is derived from knowing that he lost
his sight defending England, and no task is more noble.
Therefore although he has no more sight, he docs not
feel that he lost it for an unworthy cause. Milton wrote,
“This thought might lead me through the world’s vain
masque/ Content though bimd, had 1 no better guide”
(P&P 161, lines 13-14).

The Milton’s
concerning his identity s nitially tested in Sonnet 7 by
the notion of time and later tested in Sonnct 19 and

progression  of thought

Sonnet 22 by his blindness. By the end of Sonnet 22,
Milton has seemingly accepted his fate as a man and,
further, as a blind man. His discussions of time and
pwrpose throughout the three sonnets lead him to this
place of conhdence and acceptance. Milton recognized
that he would not live cternally on carth, but was
determined to leave behind a legacy of great poctry by
using his talent and time to the fullest.

The poetry of Philip Larkin parallels many of

the ideas that Milton presents i lus sonnets with regard
to the impermanence of life. In his poem “Next, Please”
Larkin writes, “Always too eager for the future, we/ Pick

makes the notion of

up bad habits of expectancy...Watching from a blufl the
tiny, clear/Sparkling armada of promises draw near.
How slow they are! And how much ume they waste/
Refusing to make haste!”(Larkin, pg. 50). The opening
of this poem describes the human tendency to waste
time thinking about the future or preparing for a future
that probably never comes. The metaphor that Larkmn
uses of the “sparkling armada” effectively charactenizes
the experience of looking with endless hope towards the
promises of the future, whatever they nught he for an
mdividual, and anxiously awaiting their arival without
taking note of the present. Larkin continues, “it’s No
sooner present than it turns to past. /Right to the last”
(Larkin, pg. 50). It secems that what Larkin is tying to
convey here 1s that setung up expectanons for the future,
plaming out time before it has occunved, only leads to
grave disappointment. It is casy to think that cach
promise of the future will “heave to and unload /Al
good into our lives, all we are owed/ For waiting so
devoutly and so Jong. /But we are wrong...”{Lakin, pg.
50). TFach
expectancy

Time is unforgiving and unstopping.

future
occurs momentarily in our hives and

of the wiiting a masterpiece,
marriage, childien
then s over, tumed to past. Nothing is certain in human
existence except the “black-Sailed unfamilzaun” ship also
known as death. While this may secem fatalistic, it i1s
fact totally realistic, and after reading Milton’s sonnets it
scems  hkely that he would resonate with Larkin’s
approach.

Similarly in *Aubade, ” Larkin further discusses
death and the human fear of accepting it as our fate:
“The mind blanks at the glare... The good not done, the
love not given, time/ Torn oft unused...” Larkin, pg.
190). Human beings do not like to think of their death
because it has been socialized to be a tragic and shocking
cvent, when i reality evervone must die and it does not
have to be such a dreaded fact. Perhaps it humans were
1o accept their death before it happened, they could
appreciate the present that they wre alive iy they could
make better use ol it; they could be liberated by this idea
mstead of oppressed by it. What Larkin seems to
emphasize about the fear of death and time s that when
we meet it we will have no choice but to accept it, for
“Death s no dillerent whined at than withstood”(Larkin,
pg- 191). Knowing this now, however, while there is still
time left in our lives could dispel fear and encourage us
to live our lives instead of pretend they will never end
and waste them away holding out for a future that holds
no hands and keeps no promises  exeept one.



While both Milton and Larkin contemplate
similar ideas regarding the human condition in their
poetry, their thoughts ultimately move in separate
directions. For Milton, the discussion of Time leads him
to the consideration of death, which for a faithful
Christian leads to the ascension into heaven; Milton is
moving up. Larkin’s understanding of death and time,
however, 1s much more final (Larkin was not a religious
man), and 1s therefore moving down. As Milton’s time
passes he moves closer to the kingdom of heaven, buc as
Larkin’s time passes, he moves closer to mere death.
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Mary Helen Truglia

“What if the Duchess Should Speak?”: Speech, Silence, and Submission in 7he Duchess of Malfi

For her discourse, it is so full of rapture,

You only will begin then to be sorry

When she doth end her speech, and wish, m wonder,
She held it less vain-glory to tatk much

Than your penance to hear her: whilst she speaks,
She throws upon a man so sweet a look,

..and to dote

On that sweet countenance; but inn that look

There speaketh so divine a continence,

As cuts off alt Jascivious and vain hope.

(Webster, The Duchess of Malfi, 1.1.112-17,19-29)

The Duchess of Malfi is ostensibly a story of

resistance of a young widow who actively defies her
brothers” wishes and refuses to be constrained by (male)
authority. While her brothers, Ferdinmand and the
Cardinal, “would not have her marry again” (1.1.265), she
sets out to <o so in the name of love, declaring: “If all my
royal kindred / Lay in my way unto this marriage, / I'ld
make them my low foot-steps” (1.i.348-50). When she
does marry soon after, she not onlv marries in secret, she
also marries out of her high social class, choosing
Antonio Bologna, her houschold steward. Before we
know it, she has also had several children  provocative
signs to her brothers (who have little room to talk) of a
sexuality gone wild, when in reality they are the product
of a legal and loving marriage. Her actions peg her as a
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woman willing and eager to fight back, to prevent anyone
from taking charge of her body and desires. She doces
have grounds for asserting such authonty. She is, after
all, an anstocratic widow with claims on a duchy and with
autonomy so legitimate that her brothers must use
clandestine means to restrain her. Yet at stake m the play
15 not merely the question (or problem) of a widow's
unique rights, independence, and power and how they
can or cannot be contained by male authority. At issue
too is the prospect of female sciffashioning and the kind
of voice and agency it carries.

Though The Duchess  of Malfi

dramatizes what men can do to women, at its corc is

m  part
rather what women can do to men by the act of being
subnussive. That the duchess will act on her will comes
as ho surprise, given her initial asides. What 1s puzzling,
and revealing, however (cspecially since she seems to
have married as much to exhibit her autonomy as to
satisfy herself), is that she does so through submission.
On the one hand, she dares “old wives” to report that
she “winked, and chose a husband” (L1.355-6). On the
other, she keeps her move into mantage and sexuality
under close cover. When the “deadly air” (IILL56) of a
“scandalous report” (IM.1.47) actually approaches her,
her  honor, and her Dbrothers, she proclaims her
mnocence. In the face of the suspecting Ferdinand, she



cenies the truth and assures him that she will marry only
“for [his] honor” (IILi.44). Pretending to be deeply
troubled by mumors “touching [her] honor” (111.1.48) and
helpl"c‘ss to intervene, she leaves the remedy in his hands.
It s’ (I)li_[y later, when he overhears her speaking of her
closeted sex life (she thinks to Antonio), that she
confesses to her marriage. Yet when she does, she
strategically  hides  her husband’s  identity and his
problematic social standing through her carctul choice of
words and underplays the implications of all her secrecy,
insisting: “I have not gone about, in this, to create / Any
new world, or custom” (I11.i. 11}-2).

To some degree, the duchess’ posture  of
“innocency” (IIL.1.55), and at times her silence, 1s a
matter of survival, forced upon her by a family and
society itent on keeping the widow under wraps. The
Duchess of Malfi assumes the form it doces because
Webster simubtancously participates in, and calls into
question, the Renaissance’s cultural repression of the
feminine and its associated assertion of masculine power,
The tragic playwright’s role is paradoxical: the closer his
attention to the dynamics of feminine idealization and
desccration, the stronger become the repressive
mechanisms  that reinforce  cultural  perceptions  of
women as cither saints or whores.

At the end of the play, when her secret is out,
when false words have been said about her and people
have hstened, her time to live is up. Importandy,
however, hers is not a simple case of cooptation, a
forced relinquishing of her desives. Her gains are truly
extraordinary, at least for a Iemale character on the carly
modern stage, and the play amplifies their significance by
underscoring the pressures that swround her. By the
end of Act II, the duchess’ reputation ts under siege and
her life threatened. Ferdinand vilifies her as “a notorious
strumpet” and is ready to “purge” her “infected blood”
(I1.iv.26) and, cven to the Cardinal's horror, “[hew] her
to pieces” (ILiv.31). At the beginning of Act III, her
imfamy has spread to the “common rabble,” who,
according to Antonio, “do directly say / She is a
strumpet” (I11.1.25-6). Yet in the meantime, during a leap
of two children and several years, this “excellent /Feeder
of pedigrees” (IT11.5-6) is living and producing heirs at
her hiberty. And her brothers, the representatives of
church and state, have not said any words that were able
to stop her.

To some degree, the play smoothes over this
gap in time and plot by having characters talk about how

tinme and children fly. Nonetheless, the break works
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dramatically to underscore the duchess’ unprecedented
freedom, to highlight the remarkable, though invisible,
license that comes with visible compliance. Sccretly
autonomous, she is overtly submissive to her brothers’
constramts; overtly submissive, shc seems at once
Under
patriarchal authority, she can act on her will. In the end,

untouched and untouchable. the cover of
of course, the duchess is caught, confined, tormentect by
madmen, and turned mto “a box of worm sced” IV
124) at the murderous hands of Bosola, Ferdinand’s
vight- hand man. Yet tellingly, when her subjugation
becomes reality, a matter of force rather than choice, she
no longer complies. When there is nothing left to gain
from submission, she asserts her wall divectly, making
clear the uncompromised and uncompromising nature
of her voice.

While the

conform to their own perceptions of the feminme

men around her “write” her to

“Other,” she is silent. From her brothers’ perspective,
she can talk, but she cannot speak; she can make noise,
but can have nothing to say. Ferdinand’s pun, “women
like that part, which, like the lamprey / Hath ne’er a
hone 7', 1s significant, 1n this regard, because although
it is certainly a sexual reference, it may also refer to the
tongue. The Duchess of Malli abounds in images and
scenes which emphasize the Duchess’ entrapment in a
world in which she can tatk elogquently, but cannot speak
her mind direetly because she must cisplay her will by
disguising it behind submission. Early i the play,
Antonio praises her “discourse,” but only bv evoking, in
the same breath, her silence. It is not her speech so
much as her “sweet countenance” that ‘speaketh so
chivine a continence, / As cuts off all lascivious and vain
hope” (I. 1. 121-122). With her brothers, the Duchess
hardly atters a word. In filty lnes ol Act 1, scene 1 she
speaks four times, never more than two lines, and is
interrupted twice. In Act 11, after exchanging trivialities
Cariola,
Ferdinand and told “Do not speak” and “cut out thine

with  Antonio  and she is  confronted by

tongue” (I1L ii. 75, 108). He refuses to let her speak her
innocence. Finally, during her torture, Bosola notes that
“her silence . . . expresscth more than if she spake” (IV.
1. 9-10).

As long as there s hope for release, as long as
pretends)  will  entertain

(as Bosola

reconciliation, the duchess displays “a behavior so noble

Fercinaid

/ As gives a majesty to adversity” (IV.1.5-6), and asks for
pardon, stll G Bosola is  right)
“passionatcly apprehend Jing] / Those pleasures she’s

her  brother’s



kept from” (IV.i.14-5). But once Ferdinand himself gives
up his guise of innocence and betrays his undaunted
aggression, so does she. When he brings her the hand
(he pretends) of Antonio and denounces her children as
“bastarcls” (IV.1.36), she lambastes him for denving the
legitimacy of her marriage and “violatling] a sacrament o’
th’ Church” (IV.i.39-once again invoking a patriarchal
authority to authonize herself, but this ume openly

«

against him. It is then that she “account|s] this world a
tedious theater” where she “play[s] a part. . . ‘gainst [her]
will” (IV.1.83-4), and then that she refuses to play it It is

also then that she resists Bosola’s efforts to dominate

and destroy her, and then that she declares herself

“Duchess of Malfi stll” (IV.1.142).

In locating this, her signal moment of self-
assertion, i the mudst of her confinement and
mmmediately  before  her  death, Webster may  be
dramatizing what he has been showing throughout: the
possibility of self-assertion within circumscription. Even
il the sclf in question is not vet fully nteriorized,

articulated, or defmed, the duchess’ claim s neither
vacuous nor defeating. For it is she who ultimately gets
the Jast word. After her death, her voice reverberates
from the grave, echoing warnings to Antonio that could
(f this were not a tragedy) save his life. And at the end of
the play, we hear that the eldest of her and Antonto’s
sons wil)l inherit the duchy- importantly, through his
“mother's right” (V.v.113). She is indeed “Duchess of
Malfi sull.” Significantly, it is from a position as wife and
not widow, the ruled rather than the unruly, that the
duchess has established her “right”; through marnage
and not widowhood that she has acted on her desires. In
Flizabethan drania, when marriage figures as a means to
power, it is predominantly as a means to male powcer—a
means for men to safeguard (male) society from
oversexed and  overactive women, to manipulate,
approprite, traffic in, and otherwise domimate women.
Yet, in The Duchess of Malfi, the 1llusion that women
coukl be contained through marriage is seriously
challenged by the Duchess’ agency through her
“submission”, speech, and silence. «&

Mary Helen Trugha
“Creating it every moment afresh”: Representations of the Modern City

m Woolf’s Mrs. Dalloway and Boccioni’s The City Rises

The city can be scen as a structure that both forms and
fragments  consciousness. The city provides a unique
experience that shapes how and why these picces of art
were created.

Aspects of the “modern aty”, as we know it
today, hac their origins in the carly twentieth-century
depiction of cities within art and literature, “Modernity,”
as a term, invites thoughts of change, progress, industry,
science, and wbanization, among others. Emotional
sentiments about modernity are also significant: it is
changeable, flecting, and transient. The atyscape, as well
as creating the hteral setting, serves as a symbol for states
of mind and mternal methods of copmg with external
reality. The city provides the backdrop for the modern
sense of fragmentation, as if everyvthing is splintering and
disintegrating. Reminiscent of T.S. Fliot’s “fragments . . .
shored up against my ruin” or Yeats’ lines, “Things fall
apart, the centre cannot hold;/Mere anarchy is loosed
upon the world”, the fragiments, use of tme, and fluidity
m both Mrs. Dalloway and Boccioni’s The City Rises are
symbolic of their attemipt to capture and fllustrate facets
of the modcem city.
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To the writer, attempting to capture or recreate
city and consciousness, words become weapons against
such destruction or loss. For Woolf, war and violence
were forces to be countered and erased, in part by
searching for continuity and community. For Boccion
however, employmg vibrantly violent colors, war and
violence were to be reveled m and cclebrated as catalysts
for change and for the future. We sce in Mrs. Dallonay
a different view of fragmentation, one subversive in that
very difference. Woolf sees muluplicity as creation and
innovation. Rather than evincing a single, linear urge to
shape and contamn, to control, the narrative instead
evolves m a fluid process, just as the aty 15 constantly
changing. Wooll brings the motion of the city into her
novel through her chotce of words and even through her
punctuation  style.  She great
semicolons, making her paragraphs both fluid and

employs  a deal of
halting simultancously. Representations of the city are
part of what niakes modern art “modem”. For each
character in the novel, and indeed for each reader, the
city, in this case London, comes to represent different
things m ther lives. They hterally inhabit the same

strects, but mentally ravel different paths.



Time anchors movement in the city but one
must always be aware of the relatvity of tme in context,
rational time as shown by the changing of the hours
ammounced by Big Ben and internal time m memory
triggered flashbacks. Clarissa longs to look mto the
mirror and see hersell as unified, coherent, as *Claissa
Dalloway; of herself”. When she looks m the nmirror,
however, she can only sce her self as “definite” when
“some elfort, some call on her to be her self, drew the
parts together”. She “tried to be the same always, never
showing a sign of all the other sides of her”, but she can
only attempt t© convey this sclf to others through
performing a role. The role of the perfect hostess 1s to
seive as ¢ substitute for what she refers to as her
“incompatible” self so that she alone, she says, may
acknowledge her split self and may instead project to the
outside world the image of one who possesses the much-
coveted coneeption of the self. Clarissa, during her walk
down Bond Street, associates her absence of a unified
self with the vitality of the city. Where the novel as a
whole sees the city as changmg and fragmentary, Clarissa
attempts to latch onto the steady grancdeur and external
timing in order to center herself. Immedhately preceding
her refusal to say people that are “this or that,” for
example, Clarissa notes that she is watching the taxi cabs
n the busy London streets. At this point, she again
reflects on her “self”, notes again that the city was
“absolutely absorbing; alt this; the cabs passing”, and
then reflects again that she will never say of herself that
she 1s this or that. Smularly, Clarissa reflects on her
“oddest sense of being  hersell  invisible;  unseen;
unknown” immedhately before noting the “astonishing
. progress with the rest of them, up Bond Street”. After
having made this observation, Clarissa comments that
being Mrs. Dalfoway, and more specifically being Mrs.
Richard Dalloway, has caused her to be not even

Clarissa amymore. Clarissa associates the absence of a
self with the witality of the city. Upon secing Hugh
Whitbreac, Clarissa states, “I love walking m London.
Really it’s better than walking m the country”. The
characters are conncected by place and time, they are
literally crossing paths. The sell and the pereeption of
the city are always placing fragments together, and are
always changing and malleable while giving the mtangible
sense of stability. All of the action/dramatic effectin Mrs.
Dallowayis mternal. It is not about the city explicitly; it is
about the perception of the city through the emotions
and unconscious of the characters, most especially
Clarissa.

49

city

environment provides her with @ sense of the order,

Clarissa  loves London because the
vitality, and stabihity she lacks within her self. In addinon,
London validates and celebrates Cluissa’s choice of
performing the role of the perfect hostess. In doing so,
London validates the only sense of identity Clarissa has
aside from her emptiness and the lack of the unified self
she covets. While in the city, Clarissa is “part” of the
house there, ugly, rambling all o bits and pieces as it
was; part of people she had never met; being laid out like
a mist between the people she knew best, who lifted her
on their branches as she had scen the trees Lift the must,
but it spreac ever so far, her life, hersell. Clarissa at this
pomt mierges with the city environment and thereby
part The city
environment <docs more than sustain and  expand

becomes  a of this cnvironment.
Clarissa’s self. Merging with the city environment helps
Clarissa, for a flecting moment at least, achieve some
semblance of unity and stability. In domng so, the city
functions as a substitute for the unified, stable self she
lacks. The city, then, as the aforementioned quote
indicates, momentarily becomes Clarissa’s self. She
comments to herself “that somehow in the streets of
London,...here, there, she swvived”. Clarissa suivives
specifically because the streets of London embrace her
and nurture her during the dmes when she feels the
worst about her inability to attain a stable, unified self.
Clarissa is not always comfortable with herself or with
her role mn the prvate sphere, but she can be
comfortable in London.

On London,

Clarissa, in addlition to using her ability to merge with her

the  streets of for example,
wrban cnvironment as a substitute for the self she
desires, is an aristocratic insider and worthy of respect.
Perhaps most importantly, the representation of Big Ben
within the novel indicates the ordered, dominating world

that urban life can provide o those ke Clarissa who

seek such order and stability. The sound of Big Ben,
which Reza describes as “sensible”, is a dominating
presence in cach character’s Life, a demand to adhere to
one’s busy schedule, a reminder that life is progressing in
an orderly, measurable fashion. Big Ben’s dominance
and nsistence on order interrapts numerous moments
when Clarissa either finds herself sadly contemplating
her tack of a unified self or finds herself forced to
confront the unhappiness of the hfe she has chosen. Big
Ben strikes the half hour, for example, just as Peter
seizes Clarissa by the shoulders and enies, ““Tell me ...
Are you happy, Clanssa? Does Richard-"". The strike,



adong with Elizabeth’s entrance into the room, truncates
Pcter’s words and saves Clarissa from having to answer
Peter’s question. Peter's words at this moment threaten
to force Clanssa to question her choice to perform as
Mius. Richard Dalloway, the perfect hostess; Clarissa is

on the verge of being forced to attempt to define her seif
outside of her role. Instead, Elizabeth, the product of

Clarissa’s decision to marry Richavd, enters the room as
it to validate Clarissa’s chosen lfestyle, and Big Ben
strikes very loudly, restoring order by confirming that
this conversation between Peter and Clarissa will not
take place. There could be no such external ordering
outside of the structured pacing of a city. External time
enters 1n so as to give external order to internat flux.

Wooll attempts to capture the nature of the
changing modern city by giving the reader fragments and
exploring the internal sclf, where Bocctoni creates
disorientation through rapid brushstrokes and encrgetic
colors. Mrs. Dalloway gives the reader a sense of secing
the city throngh the people rather than the people
through the cty; The Ciey Rises blurs the people until
they are barely recognizable because they are so much a
part of the rush of the city. The Funuists “sing the love
of danger, the habit of cnergy and boldness”. This is
cvident in the flush of warm colors, reds and yellows,
interspersed with cooler blues and whites. Rather than
allowing the ‘reader’ to view the city through description
of characters, Bocciont places the viewer in media res,
attempting to place upon the viewer the sensc of the
violence and encrgy of the city.

For Boccioni, the painting strives to represent
tme as both fleetmg and constantly in movement; the
pamting pictures more than one action, and yct the
painting s frozen m time.

Just as the sensory perception and spectaclke of
the city in Mrs. Dalloway, the onomatopoeia of the
strikes of Big Ben and the notse of the busy city, in 7he
City Rises the vibrant and violent colors depicts the
horses and people as forces of nature pitted against and
aligned with one another mn a primal struggle from which
perhaps somcething revolutionary and modern coulkd be
borm. The City Rises depicts the appearance of
movement through the blurring of figures m  the
foreground while the city factories in the background
remain stcady. As a Futurist painter, Boccioni focused
on “process rather than on things” and the power art had
to “synthesize the mantfold experiences of sense and

(1

memorv in a coherent ‘siultaneity™.

Dynamism, labor, construction, scaffolding,

smokestacks  all combatively vie for attention in the
painting, anc i creating them so, Boccioni depicts both
the cty and the concepts of the movement of Futurisim
wsell. The Ciy Rises can be seen as a  visual
representation of the written Futarist Manifesto. The
central image of a man with upraised arms placed before
a rearing horse shows mankind confronted with the
revelations of light, power, and energy of the burgconmng
urban world, and from this confrontation man is being
couverted to the cultural movement which strove to defy
the tradivonal urban spectacle: Futuwism. 7he Cior Rises
could in no way resemble traditional depictions ol the
city because the Fuotunsts refused to hive in the past.
They questioned the desire to live engrossed in the past
when there was so much modernity and vitality to be
hacl. The traditional constraints of ttime and space no
because “already we live in the
absolute...we have already created speed, cternal ad

fonger mattered

cver present”, The urban landscape was therefore the
most fitting thing to depict  why would a Futurist want
to paint a field or bowl of fruit? Neither of thosc
captured the chaos of modern urban Iife hke magery of
the city. The same fluidity present in Mrs. Dalloway
enters the city m the form of speed and movement for
Boccioni. As  Futwists,
suspended from the clouds by thetr strings of smoke,”
which we see in The City Rises, they are able to create

proponents  of  “factorices

representations of the modem city that would be
mpossible to create in the countryside, where there are
no masses of crowds or a rush of maflic, no clashes of
man and machine in quite the same way. The urban
space of the cty provides an environment of symbiotie
stability and motion. Both Mrs. Dallovar and The Ciy
Rises are constantly “creating it every moment afresh”,
showing the nature of the carly nventicth-century city as
fleeting and eternally changing. ~



Tina Rinaldi

When Science Looks Back: Amimals and Morahty

It woukd be unfair to suggest that people do not
consider or vahue the vitality of salmon when throughout
United States and Canada numerous fish hatcheries have
sprung up in order to save these fish from extinction by
replenishing their swiftly dwindhng populations. In the
casc of salinon, it 1s clear that humans certainly do place
value on their lives, however it woukl be well within
yeason to question our motives in which species we
decide to “help” and in manner we decide to “save”
them. In hatcheries, extremely controlled conditions are
maintamed in order to manufacture highly engimecred
salmon, perfectly designed for cfficient farming and
trained to act with a regularty and prechetability ideal for
the apphication of the scientilic method. While wikl
salmon are chaotic, engineered salmon are tooled to
meet hatchery needs; learning to eat fromy automatic
feeders, growing accustom to wholly regulated hatchery
condlitions and fat at an accelerated, standardized rate,
These fish become so appropriated for hatchery hife that
they become faihwes in the wild, while additionally
posing a threat to the swvival of matwral salmon
populations by their cultivated abuncance and lethal
potential for spreading hatchery-fostered diseases. In all
these ways it becomes evident that owr true interest in
salmon Hes within our own self-interest; that in acting to
replenish wild salmon populations, humans have created

for ourselves a more casily manageable version of

salmon, enginecred fish{sticks), deliciously suited for our
purposes, Through the various ways thesc lish have been
tampered with, both wild and batchery salmon have
been irrevocably transformed by the actions of the
humans “saving” them, costing salmon what can be
considered thenr *
humanity, in the process. Through the dramatic changes
humans have induced in salmon, we divulge our true
motives in “helping animals” by showing that we value
them based upon their “specific human meanings”, the
significance we place upon them as producible. As
shown by the  hatchery-created  schools
mterchangeable swinmming fish(sticks) we use to replace
the disappearing wild salmon, humans have very little
understanding of how to produce salmonisity in the fish
we breed.

In Barbara Noske’s book, Bevond Boundaries:

Humans and Animals, she challenges the human

“salmonisity”, their sabmon-version of

of

meanings of animals by putting forth substantial evidence
of their mdependent mentalitics and cognitive abilities

thereby  forcing  the  reader to  recogmze  the

consciousness owned by other species. The simitanities
and the

between

between  animals chsrupts

axxt  “them”,

ourselves,
« o»

distinguishable  binary us
damaging our perspective of animals as producible
objects. In recognizing the existence of salmonisity and
the cognitive abilities of animals, we can no longer claim
ignorance and continue to operate without a sense of
morality regarcing the animals we affect. It is my goal to
make apparent the unfolding of this perspective, by
examining the affects of engineering salmon as portrayed
in Rik Scarce’s book, Fishv Business, m relation to the
awakening evidence of other creature’s cognitive abilities
as exhibited in Noske’s work, As humans come to the
realization that animals are more conscious then we
would like to believe, and that our manipulation of them
produces noticcable consequences, it will bhecome
increasingly important for science to adopt a more
ethically-minded approach, onc that utihzes a grcatey
sense of inter-subjectivity towards the creatures we
interact with,

The current process m hatcheries of rasing highly
engincered fish geared towards pleasing owr consumer
and scientific needs demonstrates the “human meaning”
of salmon as being interchangcable fish(sticks). In a
hatchery, engineered fish are vital n order to achieve
economic effictency, controlied conditions and near-total
predictably, since wild salmon pose the problein of being
cimatic living creatures, too unruly to fulfill the needs of
human productivity, Hatchery fish are ideal to the
“human meaning” of salmon becanse they have been
literally created for that human purpose, scleetively and
artificially bred, pliced in incubation trays and then
quickly relocated into “raceways”, holding tanks for
young fish that resemble “miniatore horse-racing tiacks”
(Scarce 88). Scarce describes the cfficiency of their
accelerated development, explaining that they “cmerge
from their eggs at the same moment, and mature at the
same pacc... [they are| released at the same time and
return to the hatchery as adults within a2 narrow
97). to

successful and abundant “crop” of fish, weak salmon are

‘window’  (Scarce Furthermore, msure  a

climinated by “shocking” them while still in the egg stage.



A
mcubating cggs “waist high...into an empty plastic bucket

ractice  accomphished by powing the tray of
)} Yo i y

placed on the floor” (Scarce 97). In both the creation of
engneered fish and this method of “shocking” out the
weak, hatchery salmon are clearly human products made
to satisfy the role we have demanded of them. They are
growing fish(sticks),
perfectly approprated to the business-like efficiency and

predictable, obedient, rapidly
timekeeping of the hatchery.

Not only are these salmon tooled to it our needs as
consumers, but as a result of being engineered they
embody the repetiiveness and interchangeability ideal
for study. In the sdentific method, salmon biologists
attempt to break down what they are stuclying into parts,
choosing to examine one fragment rather than the whole
complexity of an ecosystem all at once. This technique
combined with the scheduled behavior of hatchery fish
lends itself to the false impression of salmon as an
mterchangeable, mechanieal mass, rather than a school
of indimidual and spontaneous fish. By mvestigating the
acttons of salmon that have been isolated from the
fluctuations of the wild, their predictable behavior
appears to be mechanized, allowing for the reinvention
of living fish into little swimming machines. This is
illustrated by one salmon biologist who describes salmon
as being, “beautitully fueled” like rockets (Scarce 88). In
thinking of salmon as being mechanical, it stands to
reason that the principles ol one machine could be
applied to another. Within this mentality, individual
salmon are secn as being the same as the rest i the
school, different breeds of geographically diverse salmon
are blended as one, and even dissmular species of
animal are chunked tagether. Once scientist expressed,
“You can take a course i ccology, and if you've got a
good grasp of the principles, you can apply them ta any
anmimal. It didi’t bother me that I worked on males
rather than on whitefish cod” (Scarce 792). As shown by
this scientist’s response, the physical construction of
salmon m hatcheries has made 1t casy for humans to
think of living creatures as mterchangeable mechanisms,
ohjects waiting for production. In their design to meet
the demands of science and consumerism, engineered
salmon have been drained of their salmonisity, acting
less “salmon-like” as they become mare fish(stick)-like.

This affect
fish(stucks) is harther shown in the way that engineered

adverse of salmon construction  as
fish, while being excellent at living in hatcheries, are
terrible at existing n the wild to the extent that they even

harm the survival of wild salmon populations. Within

2

the hatchery, condivons are carcfully maintuned to
insurc that salmon, as the product, arc kept healthy and
plentiful. In many cases, production is ncreased by
aeans of raising and regulating water temperatures while
boosting the amount of food supplied to the fish. Along
with stabilized temperatures, water is also kept as sterile
as possible m an attempt to prevent hatchery-fostered
diseases. Each of these precautions are taken as a way of
protecting the hatchery’s “products” from unexpected
flactuations m environment, while ensuring that they
grow fat according to schedule. This mentahity disvegards
the mportance of salmon learning to be salmon,
favoring mstead the automated rehability of engincered
fish(sticks). For the batchery-bred fish, “home” is the
hatchery, explaining why so many of them are ill-
equipped to handle life in the trbulence of rivers and
streams. Once released from hatcheries this becomes
glaringly apparent by the way that enginecred salmon are
physically weaker than wild salmon, having spend the
greater part of their lives cating in harmonized holding
tanks. They lack the skills needed for swvival, racing
towards any figure that “looks like a human feeder”
while addhitionally “staying near the surface of the water
to get food quickly”, an idea that even very young wild
salmon know could be very deadly (Scarce 104). As
overfishing, dam construction and other influences cause
a decline m the wild salmon populations, hatchery
salmon are being used to “supplement” rivers and
streams for the benehit of commereial and recrcational
fisherman. The co-existence of wild and hatchery salmon
withim rivers has led to occurrences of mterbrecding that
some biologists are worried will irveversibly blend the
binary between the two, thereby weakenmg the
population as a whole. In recognizing the hatchery
salmon’s absence of salmonisity, their nterbreeding with
wild salmon acts to distort the specices itsclf, poltluting the
salmonisity of all salmon. This point is fictionally
lustated in Octavia Butleir’s science fiction novel Dawn,
where Lilith, a survivor of carth’s total destruction, finds
herself in the care of aliens, who in retwrn for saving
humanity wish to blend with it. As the aliens genetically
cquip Lilith with the skills she needs to comfortably
survive amongst them, she gradually becomes less and
less human-like, comparably to how the salmon were
“saving” are beconung less “salmon-like”. As the novel's
plot progresses, other humans distrust and ostracize
Lilith because they do not recagnize her as being part of
humanity. Her gradual transformation from human to an
alien-hybrid coincides with how salmon are losing their



salmonisity to the human-driven construction of them as
inert product.

This self-interested perspective of animals as being
what we construct them to be is contented and troubled
m Noske's Bevond Boundartes: Humans and Animals,

which  provides ample evidence that while we
scienbfically objectifying animals, they actually possess a
variety of cognitive abilities that make them just as aware
and complex as ourselves. This consciousness of an
animal’s mental presence is frequently experienced by
humans, when while lookmg at an ammal suddenly
comes to realize that the animal is actively looking back.
This phenomenon is deseribed by John Berger, who

explams,

The eyes of an amimal when they consider a
map are attentive and wary,, Man becomes aware of
himself returning the look...And so, when he is being
seen by the ammal, he 15 bemg seen as hus surrounding
are seen by him, His recognition of this is what makes
the look of the amimal famaliar... The animals has secrets
which, unlike the secrets of caves, mountams, scas, are
specifically addressed to man (Noske 62).

Within this instance, man becomes aware of his own
construction of nature and that it s not what he has
assumed 1t to be. In this realization, when anmmals can
no longer be percerved as mechanical, soul-less objects,
our frequent reaction is that & new division must be
drawn. We distinguish ourselves as supenor to them by
“the quabtics generally thought to distmgush humans
from anmmals, those which concern the human bemg,
singly or collectivity, m its capacity of thinking, plaming,
(inter)acting and speaking Subject” (Noske 126). By
denying animals these cogmtive abilines, we deny them
their own animalness, their specics-spectlic way of being,
We convince oursclves that 1f they are mterehangeable
and culturcless, then our alteraions upon them are
nreverent. We falsely reassure oursclves that nothing has
been wronged.

Noske combats this erroncous behef with numerous
cases where anmimals have been “discovered” to possess
the abilities we previously denied of them, For instance,
various studies have shown that animals possess their
own wav of communication. In one case, vervet monkeys
were found to use different calls to warn of specihic
predators hke eagles, leopards or pythons. The monkeys
would react to the call even when no predator was
msight, looking up at the sound of an eagle warming and

down at the surrounding ground upon the call of a
python (Noske 133). Other

communicating with each other includes; wolves, bees

instances of antmals

and members of the Cetacean family, such as dolphins
and whales. Apes, who prefer to “speak” with gestures
rather than words, have been successfully taught ASL,
American Sign Language, demonstrating a great deal
about ability  to
comprehend the human concept of words. Different

their  leaming capabilities and
studies have held evidence that monkeys and apes even

recognize some instances of syntax and hold a
connection between words and their real or abstract
meanmgs. These have additionally been
observed mampulating the language of ASL to create
new words and even telling the occasional behavioral lie

or joke (Noske 142). In another study, even pigeons

ammals

were found to have the ability to recall abstract concepts,
identifying not just trees m photographs, but fish, an
mage unfamuliar to them as well (Noske 145). Lastly, a
vanety of anmals have been found to use tools,
including polar bears, vultures, sea otters, and elephants.
Some creatures, like chimps, not only use tools but
construct them, exhibiting an mnovation that humans
frequently forget they have (Noske 152). In all of these
cases, animals have clearly exhibited that they are not
mechanical but cogmuove and feeling creatures, each
unmique 1 their own being. These “discoveries” do not

just blur the bmary between them and ourselves but

remind humans of the blind-spots m our understanding
of their behavior,

In conclusion to Scarce’s portraval of engineered
fish(sticks) and Noske’s awakening cvidence on the
consciousness  of animals, 1t becomes evident that
humans have overlooked the salmonisity of salmon in
favor of our own selfinterested and product-driven
meanings. Takmg into consideranon the proof that
Noske provides of animal’s cognitive abilities as well as
the disappearance of salmonisity in hatchery and wild
salmon, it becomes necessary to adopt a moral
responsibility for our actions towards the other eqgually
self-aware wumals we affect, This requires scence to
utilize a perspective of inter-subjectivity, the ability to
perceive differences but not devalue them, in the
processes of learning to make more ethical decistons. As
Noske pomts out, this mentality 1s frequenty apphed on
a human to human basis m the disaplne of
anthropology, where a participant-observer “does not just
work with her mind as if observing humans in a

laboratory setting” but instead “immerses herself body,



mmd and soul m the Other’s sphere, sharing her
people’s daily life, learning their language as well as their
habits and views” (Noske 169). I do not mean to suggest
that should
overboard 1 order to obtam of this mentality; but that

salmon  biologists throw themselves
science as a whole, i order to operate with anr improved
sense of morality, must come to gain a sense of empathy
for the creatures we study, giving them the space to be
their own “tibe”. In action this requires that salmon

hatcheries not be allowed to contmue diluting the wild

salmon  populatons with ther own  concoction  of

engineered fish. While in addition, salmon biologists
must overcome their previous sense of mterchangeability
in order to more fully study and appreciate salmon as
they are in the wild, rather than how they react in
laboratory, controlled settings.

This inter-subjective approach accompanied by the
realization that there are blank spaces within our
understanding of animals that we have, as of vet, been
unable to fill, rennnds us that “science is not Nature, nor
even a reflection of it” (Scarce 198). In recognizing these
voids in owr comprehension of animals, it becomes
casier to see how the balance between control/power and
self-determination/freedlom present among animals and
ourselves, must be reevaluated, to lessen our self-
mterested interference n favor of granting satmon more
self-determination in their existence. This should be the

objective  of salmon  Dbiologists, as 1t would an
anthropologist, to act as a representative of the ammals
they study i response to the surrounding governments
and  corporations, who will always principally  be
concerned for their own welfare. Currently, this most
direetly entails salmon biologists to take action against
the dwindling numbers of wild salmon by, rather than
artificially “replenishing them”, demanding Imiations
upon the amount of fish caught by both commercial and
recreational fishers in order to allow populations to
come  back naturally.  Understandably, what T am
suggesting will have an impact upon the traditional
manner i which scientific endeavors are funded, but I
believe the pavout will bring both moral and scientifically
msightful rewards, By sceking financial support from
alternative institutions, salmon biologist will be able to
approach their species on a more complete, inter-
subjective level while moreover owning the possibility to
study whichever aspects they feel most essential 1 their
animal, free from the demand of producing pre-funded
results. In these wavs it is my argument that m gathering
a moral standard and greater respect towards the
salmonisity and consciousness of salmon, we can achieve
an inter-subjective perspective towards this species, as
well as others, granting us a more complete picture of

the animals we share earth with. «&

Jannelle Andrade

Meditation of the River, Light, and Climb

Close your eyes, sit in a comfortable position and frec
your mixl of outside thoughts. Begin by breathing in
and breathing out slowly. Focus on your breaths.
Become aware of the air entering and leaving vour body
slowly. Now listen to the following meditation and
picture these images while maintaining vour steady
breathing....

Picture a wide, open space with nothing around you.
Slowly, there begins to appear a landscape of beautiful
green mcadows with the sun high above shining brightly.
Imagine now that there 15 a flowing river beside you.
The water appears immaculate, absolutely clean. It
shines brilliantly, catching the light of the sun above it. It
reflects the goklen rays of the sun perfectly, so much so
that the river appears to be golden in hue. You begin to
follow this golden river down a smooth path untl you

come across a rough and rugged terrain. The road along

the river becomes mereasingly more difficult and you
begin to struggle, but still vou keep following this golden
river. As vou follow the river, you hear faint music that
seems to resound from the water of the river. The music
becomes increasingly louder as the road becomes move
challenging. You find that the river comes to an end and
cmpties into a black lake. You reach the dark lake and
the music stops completely. The land surrounding this
lake is barren and dead. There are no lush, green ficlds,
no flowers or trees, no animals- just a dying world. The
sky appears dark and the sun has disappeared leaving
yau engulfed almost completely in darkness, except for
the faint light of the moon. You can still see the river
shightly, so vou sit next to the lake and begin to focus on
the dark water. You find that you cannot sece your own
reflection in the water as you did in the clear river that
feeds it. There is a whirlpool in the middle of ths lake,



swirling around rapidly.  Suddenly, the sun breaks
through again fighting the moon for the sky...the sun
warms the air. You begin to feel warmth emanating
from the sun above you and as the sun warms your
body, you hear the musie start up again, getting louder
and louder. You look in the lake once again and sce the
darkness start to fade into clear and crystal-like water like
the river water until the whole ake becomes just as clear
and sparkling. The whirlpool in the middle of the lake
vanishes and the lake grows calm. You stand up to find
that everything around you has become green and lush.
The ground is green with tall grass, many beautiful trees
and various kinds of flowers appear. Now vou begin to
form words to go with the music and vou realize that
your eyesight has become sharper; all your senses are
haghtened. You become more aware of all the minute
details around you as well as the landscape as a whole.
Everything looks so much more beautiful than before....
....JImagine that you have just awakened from a deep
sleep and you are not vet fully awake. Your eyes burn
from the hght around you, but after a while vour eyes
adjust 1o the lght in front of you. It is all hazy and you
are uncertain of what vou see. At first you think that
what vou see is a huge mass of fire, but as your vision
hiegins to focus, you find that what you are looking at is
actually rows and raws of large towering candles lit up

The

expanding for miles in every direction. You walk among

magnificently. rows of candles are  endless,
the rows, taking in the warmth from then flames. Some
candles are taller than others, some are close to burning
a candle that looks

secms to not need a

completely out. You come across
different from the rest. This candle
wick for the flame to burn above it. The flame of this
candle 1s suspended i mid air and it remains perfectly
still and doesn’t fhcker Hke the other flames. Next to
this candle 1s another one. As you approach this candle,
vou are strprised to find that you can sce vour reflection
agamst its side. You walk over to other candles but they
do not reflect as the other one does. You go back to the
candle with the ability to reflect and you study it closcly.
Suddenly, vou hear the flapping of wings. You look up
and sce a flock of birds approaching varous candles.
The hirds fap their wings vigorously and hlow out the
You look

anxiously for a bird to approach your own candle but

flames of the candles they are above.

mmstead you see a bird approach the candle next to yours,
the one with the immobile, disconnected flame. As the
bird begins to flap its wings, the ffame begins to waver,
You call out to the bird, pleading for it to stop Lut the

bird continues on. You run to vour candle and push it
slowly towards the bird, offering it up instead. The bird
pauscs, as if 1t 1s considering what to do. Finally, it leaves
the special candle and starts to Mow out the flame of
The bird flies
away joining the others it came with, You are left now

vour candle, until the flame vanishes.
with a canele that no longer has light or warmidy, lut you
notice that vour own body sl feels the wanmth of a
flame. You look down at yoursell and scc a brilliant
glow about vou. Yau have become vour own source of
light and warmth...

.WImagine that you are walking along a beach at
night. You come to a cliff and look up to find that it is

Jagged enough to ¢limb. Yau are not sure why vou have

this overwhelming feeling o chimb, but there is
somcthing above calling out to you. You think it might
be someone calling your name, coaxing you to rcach the
top. You begin to climlr slowly because the rocks are
very smooth and you ave afraid of slipping. You come to
the halfivay pomnt of the cliff and the wind feels
wonderful around you. It feels as if it s helping to lift
you up. Suddenly, you fecl something grab one of your
feet. Tt tugs on vou, causing you to almost lose your
balance. You cling to the rocks as hard as vou can, but
there 1s stull something pulling vou down. You look
below you and see a scaweced-like vine wrapped around
vour leg. It is coming from the occan where yau can sce
millions of floating boats. Each one has something in it.
One boat Iras an abundance of food, another has dozens
of sparkling jowels, and another boat is flled with
beautiful, lustful people calling out to you. You arc
entranced by these boats and allow the vine to pull you
down to the beach once again. You revel in the joys of
cach boat during the day, but at mght you still have a
desire to chmb the mysterious ¢hft and reach the top.
Each mght you attempt to chmlr this chif, but every night
you allow yourself to be pulled back down when you
reach the halfivay point of the chiff hecause you stare off
into the ocean and see the boats. One night vou decide
to tie a cloth around vour cyes and you begin to climb.
This time, when the vine wraps around yvour leg, vou
begm to fight it. You cannot sce anything around you
and this scares vou, but still vou shruggle with the vine,
Finally, it lets go of vou and you contmue your climb.
You reach the top of the ¢l and remove the cloth from
VOUr ¢yes.... .
Analvsis

My atm in writing this meditation was to show in a
somewhat simple way some of the complex and



important points of Buddhism. The meditation is like a
narrative that you are meant to place yowself in. It
directs your thoughts specifically to certain images to
show precisely what you are meant to see and
experience. This 1s a three part meditation. Each part
represents one branch of Buddhism: the Theravada, the
Mahayana, and the Vajrayana.

In the first part of the meditation representing the
Theravada branch, the golden river represents the path
of Buddha’s teachings, the Dharma. The road becomes
more challenging because it represents the sacrifice a
Buddhist must make to reach enlightenment at the end.
It also represents the hardships and temptations along
the way that make it hard to stick to the path of the
Buddha. Coming to the dead wasteland with the black
nver represents giving in to the temptations of the
material world, a world that quickly festers away. When
you begin to lose the path, vou lose yourself completely,
that 1s why there is no reflection in the black lake. The
whirlpool in the lake represents the cycle of samsara
continuing on and so vour suffering continues on. The
sun breaking through represents the awakening you feel
when you come to realize that the material world holds
no promise of happiness. Then the waters begin to clear
up and the whirlpool disappears and the world begins to
“come alive”. This is the point of enlightenment, when
all becomes clear and perfect. This part of the
meditation shows the Theravada branch in that it shows
how strictly one must adhere to the rules and steps in
order to reach enlightenment (Carbine lecture). There
1s the ime m the meditaton where the sky grows dark-
this is because you have come to a point where you are
not following a path but have reached a “dead end”.
Only after vou reject the false glamour of the world and
focus your thoughts to higher ends do you find that
enhightenment 1s within your reach (Carbine lecture).
This part of the meditation is meaut to tell the reader
about the stricter side of Buddhism that most people
who know nothing about this religon may find
SUrprising.

In the second part of the meditation, it shows some
key pomts of the Mahayana branch in Buddhism where
there is a great sense of sacrifice and giving. In this part
of the meditation, the candles represent cach person’s
life, or more specifically each person’s potential for
enlightenment. The birds that come in to blow out the
flames represent the continuance of suffering because
they hinder the candles from continuing to be lit. The
only way a person can become enlightened is if their

flame goes out on its own by just burning out. But
because the birds come in to blow out the flames, those
candles represent those who have lost their way and are
not any clos:i w enlightenment. When you envision
vourself’ giving up your flame for another’s and you
become your ovn “flame” then vou have become fully
enlightencd  through  vour selfless  sacnifice.  The
Mahayana branch stesses giving and doing so for
bettering vour karma to reach enlightenment and also to
help others be free of suffering (Carbine lecture). This 1s
shown in this part of the meditation. The 2nd part of the
meditation is meant to show a “middle”, milder side of
Buddhism that shows how much “heart” goes nto the
desire to become enlightened.

In the third part of the meditation, which portrays
the Varayana branch of Buddhism, vou are trying to
reach enlightenment which is at the top of the ¢hff. You
are always brought down by camal pleasures and
materialistic things of this world. These are represented
by the boats in the ocean that are huring you in and away
from climbing the chiff. Each time vou attempt to climb
the ¢hff but fail represents a new cycle of samara that you
have entered into. The cloth that blindfolds vou so that
you will no longer be distracted by the pleasures
represents  your understanding that these pleasures
simply do not fulfill your deepest desive, which is to
reach enlightenment. That is how you are able to finally
climb the chff and reach the top. It is important to stress
that the constant enjoyment of these carthly pleasures
was the vehicle to reaching enlightenment because it was
necessary to enjoy them and then become tired of them
so that you could find the motivation to let them go and
be free to reach enlightenment (Carbine lecture). This
part of the meditation 1s meant to show how
contracdictions can serve a higher purpose in Buddhism.
The things that are meant to draw vou away from
enlightenment can actually be your means of getting

there, o6



Nicole Gonzales

The 20" Century US Citizen: the Living Dead

As technology progressed and the efforts that people
lhad to put into certain actions lessened, humans became
a creature that was portrayed as ultimate fear: the
Undead. Although not Undead like a vampire, but the
bumbling, simple minded Zombic. In zombic movies,
the cultural fears and desires of a certain time can be
illustrated cither by the survivors or the zombies. The
most political and prominent zombie movies of the 20"
Century take place in the United States and they were

created by George A. Romero. His movies were Night af

the Living Dead (1968), Davwn of the Dead (1978), Day
of the Dead (1985), Land of the Dead (2005), and Diary
of the Dead (2008). Although it is not one of his movies,
the Night of the Living Dead remake (1990) will be
mcorporated for a pont of contrast between American
culture i the late 60°s and early 90’s. Romero’s zombie
movies portray the fears of political jlower and the desire
for change, illustratedt through either the characters or
the zombies. Romero’s first movie, Night of the Living
Dead, uses the characters/ survivors in the film to
portray the cultural desive of civil rights by making the
matn character an African American male.

In the 1968 black and white flick, Njghe of the Living
Dead, characters face inevitable doom when the country
is overrun by flesh eating zombies. To refute the
stereotypes  that American culture held during  that
decacle, Romero had an African American male be the
only character to be completely composed throughout
the chaos. Pinedo remarks how “ Vight features as hero
the sole black character whose race is, remarkably,
unremarked upon” (Pinedo 47). It was unheard of to
place a black man as a main character in a filim that was
recorded at the time of the Civil Rights Movements. He
was the only one that kept his cool throughout the whole
movie, already forming enemies with the ill-composed
white character, Cooper. Pinedo says, “[Drver] points
out that all the living dead, whose determination to
dominate is resolutely resisted by the hero, are white”
(Pinedo 57). This shows the culmral desire of white
dontnation and the resistance to give minorities rights.
The hero fights to survive the takeover of whites. Erncst
poiints out that cultwre “views black Americans as
other  stereotypically

zombics, ghosts, or

monstrous Other” (Emest 191). At the time, blacks are

some

fighting to break out of the discourses that have revolved

around their ethnicity since their arrval to the Americas,
and the best svmbol of this is to fight the power that
oppresses them: the whites, With the black hero killing
off the white swarms, he shows how his race wants to
fight off the opposition of their movement. While the
1968 version of Night may be illustrating the desire to
change the views of blacks, the remake and 1990 version
of Night of the Living Dead symbolizes the desire to
change the stereotype of women.

In the 1968 Night of the Living Dcad, the central
theme was on racia tolerance, but in the 1990 version
the female characters go through an extreme make-over,
Pinedo points out that “the 1990 remake of Njght of the
Living Dead similarly casts all the living dead as white
and features a black male character... but the central
tension of this film revolves around gender rather than
race conflict” (Pinedo 150). The fact that the desire of
racial equality has been replaced by the desire to destroy
gender stereotypes shows how American culture has
evolved. Men are no longer the focus of attention and
power. Pinedo says, “Through most of the 1968 Night of”
the Living Dead, Barbara is passive” (Pinedo 144).
Romero wanted his main focus to be on the fact that the
main character was black so that the audience fails to
notice  how maonty of the female survivors were
pathetic, weeping, lost causes. The best example is that
of Barbara, who throughout the entive movie becomes
lost in her own world and allows things to happen to her.
Pineclo then finishes with, “In the 1990 version, she is
remade into Barbara... who sheds her impractical pumps
and skirt... and who initiates the dcfensive boarding of
the windows” (Pinedo 145). In this modern version of
Night, Romero removes the image of the weak, helpless
female and gives his hero a female sidekick, who
dominates above the males i the farmhouse. This
transition shows how culture desires women to be seen
as independent and strong, whereas belore they were
portrayed as “pathetic”. Another character that Romero
uses to illustrate the female uprising is in Cooper’s voung
daughter, Karen. Aaron argues that “the still-shocking
scene in which the zombiefied child, Karen, murders
and then starts to devour her father before hacking her
mother to death with a trowel” is the most “convincing,
cinematic birthplace of the monstrous child” (Aaron 96).
The ftact that Karen, who

represents  the  newer



generation of females, kills her parents, who represent
raditionalist beliefs on women, leads to predicting the
Sexual Revolution in 1969, where the newer generations
of ferniales were shooting down the traditional behefs of
woman frailty. While the Nglt of the Lnitng Dead
movies may represent the desire of social revolution,
Romero’s other zombie movies portray the fear of
political power,

Romero creates the movie Dann of the Dead o
illustrate the fear of the govermment’s inability to control
consumerism. In the movie, the survivors take shelter in
a mall, where the zombies represent  American
consunmters i their kingdoms  of consumensm, the
shopping mall. Morse says, “Freeways, malls, and
of vitualization or an attenuated

a partial toss of touch with the

television are the locus
‘ficion ¢ffect’, that is,
here-and-now, dubbed here as “distraction™ (Morse 99),
This shows how people lose themselves to consumerism,
turning themselves into mindless zombies, The cultural
fear of dommation of consumerism is fed by the fear of
the government not being able to control consumerisim.

Morse adds, “Malls and ficeways... mduce a state of

distraction: for example, the very design and intentions
of the mall taken to extreme can induce what the
“cosmatlogist” Kowinski diagnoses as the "zombie cffect”
(Roating for hours, a loss of a sense of time and place)”
(Morse 110). This “zombie cffeet”, which has already
afllicted visitors of the malls and freeways, has now
branched off mto the hving rooms of every Amcrican
citizen. The high demand for television has lead 0 the
mcreased dependence on TV which can be illustrated in
the beginning of the movie when the two gentlemen avho
are argumg on the TV station. Lewas says, “Add to this
authoritarian  management, which cssentially tells afl
emplovees not o do anything without being told, and
you wind up with a group of zombics who can't think or
take an mitiavve for themselves” (Lewis 94). This very
casily apphies to the movie Land of the Dead, where
Romero modeled the rulng capralists as the Bush
admimstration. The ruling party orders the soldiers to
take out the zombics that returned to playing their roles
when they were alive, Allen and Bekofl say, “The most

extreme form of... skepticism {of behavioral capacities] is

evident in those who behieve it is possible to have a
zombie who behaves just like a human” (Allen £50). The
zombies are portraying normal citizens that appear as
Bush the
mpoverished people in Middle East become a breeding

zombies, as the administration  made

ground for terrorists that rescmble poor human bemngs.
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Americans blindly followed the Bush administraton to
their own destruction, an economic dovnturn that was
the result of a long and fruitless Terrorist goose-chase,
Swinburne points out, “The pain mav ke a pain which
causes not the existence of a human but that a human
who would otherwise be a very happy zombie becomes
capable of moral choice, and desires knowledge”
(Swinburne 242). The Bush administration took the pain
of 9/1T and morphed it into a blind motivation that
cgged on Americans to use every last fund in the
government’s coffers o find the Terrorists that destroyed
the WTGCs. In the end, the country was flung into an
ccononic recessiony; a fear that 1s represented as a
government that takes its citizens down a path that leads
them to their own destruction similar to what occurs in
the movie; the zombices <hid not kill the survivors, their
cleetrie fences used for protection did. Along with fear of
a government that leads itself and their citizens down a
path of destruction another fear is of a government that
resembles an army regime.

George A. Romero expresses the fear of governmment
being an oligarchy and taking total control. In his 1985
movie Day of the Dead, the remaming survivors are a
group of scientists and armed soldiers. Lewis describes
how leaders “addicted to personal power talk in teyms of
‘I want this done.” They arce concerned with achieving
their objectives, and care litde for the concerns of
others” (Lewis 94), In the movie, as the characters begin
to lose all forms of civility, the leading general disregards
his orders prior to the apocalypse and takes matters into
his hands. During the year 1985, Ronald Reagan is the
president of the US and was participating m the Cold
War, and his actions were feared to be somewhat
authoritanan, Hamerofl, Kaszniak, and Scott say, “But
suppose the zombie, genuinely but mistakenly, belicves
that it is conscious” (Hamerofl 173), While the surviving
humans fall into a complete state of anarchy, the
zombies themselves begin to show signs of composure
and civility. The zombices represent how American
citizens should rise against this authoritarian government,
scen i how they rip and tear apart the soldiers, lterally,
and should not be left in the passive, submissive state

that the surviving scientists are in. Therefore, it canr be

scen that the majority of Romero’s fitms have a political
undertone,

In conclusion, 1t can be seen that Romero’s zombies
are the fear of government power and his swvivors are
the desire for social revolution. In most cases, it can be
scen that Romero provides a window that the zombies



create to look mto the raw mental mterior of the taken acdvantage of by the government. His first film was

survivors, bringing out the best of them and bringing out the only difference to his poliical mouts, the survivors
the worst of them. At times, he wants the zombies to be having thewr true forms become revealed and illustrating
pitiet, and the survivors are in fact the bad guys, which the desire to change culture’s view on race and gender.

tHustrate how the zombies, being American citizens, are 5
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Nicole Gonzales

The Rape of Mina Harker, Victorian England’s Model of Perfection

Every society constructs a model into which 1t are the repressed desires and fantasies of people, and in
demands its citizens to become the exact likeness of that Victortan Fngland, citizens were set to follow very stict
model. Of course, there would always be opposition to morals and values. Dracula is mdeed the apparition of
these ‘pertect models’. In Bram Stoker’s Dracula, Mina Mina’s desires, and perfeetly reveals that  although
Harker symbolizes wleal womanhood in Victorian  Victorian  England tried to mold its cbizens mto
England and Dracula is the opposing force that drives to perfection, they were nowhere near perfect within their
destrov her image, and this can be seen through Stoker’s ownt mineds. Mina is distraught that she was mclined to

cisereet insults and mocks that he makes towards the “such a fate” when all she wanted was to “walk in
Ifestyles of the citizens of Victorian England. Dracula, meekness and rightcousness” (Stoker 843). Consciously,

viewed thirough the interpretation of blood as a sexual Mina promised to follow the idealism that was held for
fhuid, portrays Mina’s repressed thoughts, desires, and  women, and because of this state of mmnd, she feels trat
vices that Victoran England sought to destroy m women. she has destroyed herself because she has disrupted the
Dracula can be seen tainting Mina’s purity through his Ifestyle that was believed to be the norm. Dracula can be
nightly vamping with her by mixing their blood. seen as abstract thoughts and ideas that came to be as the

I the psychoanalytical mterpretation of blood in the result of the uptight regulation of Victorian England, the
novel, it is viewed that when a character is asleep and physical form of the rejected naturally ‘sinful’ tendencies

Dracula 1s vamping that character, the character is of lumans. Dungan savs, “Dracula may mdecd be read
experieneing thenr subconscious thoughts. When Mma under the scope of psychosexual intentions  and
was describing her being vamped, she said she was  certainlv.., the real danger whether perceived or
“bewildered” but “did not want 1o hinder [Dracula)” actualized [is] of... croticism”. All of the characters in
(Stoker 342). Freudian psychology decrees that dreams Dracula have held repressed thouglts and desives, but



the primary targets of repression have been women
because they are required to remain pure throughout
their hves. Mina Harker is the perfect example because
in the novel she is the most revered female character and
upholds strictly all Victorian morals. There it can be
seen that through all these harsh rules and teachings,
many natural human temptations became taboo.

Religion reigned supreme in England in  the
Victorian era, and thus had God’s word as law. To
contain purity and to remain pristine throughaut, the
church had many natural human desires become
repressed and forbidden. When rescuing Mina from the
Count’s clutches, Arthur and Quincey hesitate from
entering her room exclaiming that it is “unusual to break
into a lady’s room” (Stoker 335). Even with time running
out to rescue their dearest Mrs. Harker, the men hesitate
because of these hardbound lessons. Even with her life
at stake, these rules stifl appear to have well ensnared the
men’s morale. When she sees the state that she is in,
Mina cnies that she 1s “unclean” and that, when it comes
to Jonathan, “must touch him or kiss him no more”
(Stoker 339). Mina fecls that, because she has been
violated by the blood of Dracula, she is filthy, tainted,
and no longer Harker’s pure wife. Due to the fact that
Mina is the embodiment of Victorian England’s model
of perfection, her horrified reaction implicates the fact
that she has been thrown down from her pedestal of
pristine glory and feels the end of hife as she had known
it. Dungan states that “Dracula penetrates and in effect
rapes his victims taking their life and Victorian realities,
then flip[s] them causing them to give in to sexual
temptation and satisfaction”. In Victorian England,
sexual satisfaction for women was invariably taboo ad
the fact that Mina, who is the image of Victorian iceals,
has experienced what was believed 1o be forbidden
provides Stoker’s view on Victorian heliefs. Through the
sexual nterpretation, Stoker can be seen revoking
Victorian morals through the actions of Dracula. Stoker
1s portraying the weakness of Victorian teachings and of
humans to their animal instincts by how Mina gives into
her lust, represented by Dracula, a vice she so sought to
repress.

Repressed vices and desires are pushed away out of
consciousness and as seen in the novel, Dracula releases
and mdulges m them. Renfield 1s “mad” that the Count
was “taking the life out of [Mina]” when he was waiting
for him (Stoker 334). Renfickl had described that the
Count was indulging his ultimate desires and became
very jealous when he found out that the Count was
attending to someonc else, especially Mina Harker. This
very well expresses that humans naturally tend to prefer
pleasure subconsciously, and the fact that Renfield was a
common lapatic, he is outraged to find that he was
replaced by Mina the Pure. “The blood” on “her lips
and cheeks and chin” was the outstanding proof that the
prim and proper Mina Harker had been indulging in
botded up wvices (Stoker 337). Provided by Mina’s
hysterics at her discovery, she cannot hide the fact that
she has broken her own barners of self control. In their
lifetime the victims of Victorian norm are lost when they
find that they have broken their very own standards anct
morals. Dungan argues that “Stoker uses sexuality in
Dracula as a commentary on the politics and society of
Victorian England]”. Stoker is obviously making Mina
the portrayal of Victorian ideals and is using Dracula to
destroy that image, expressing his disdain of Victorian
ideals and his refusal to conform to follow these ideals.
In a sense, Stoker may be expressing his desire to live as
Dracula, unpertwrbed by sobriety. Thercfore, as it may
he seen that Stoker idolizes Dracula, Stoker moids
Mina, the mode! of Victorian England, just so that he
can taint her with his whims to be free from societal
frameworks.

As seen in the novel Dracufa, Mina is the model for
women in England i the Victorian Era and Dracula is
the suppressed temptations and sexual desires that
women contain. In the psychoanalytical interpretation,
these blood exchanges show the raping of the ideology
for women in the Victorian Era with new ideas and
beliefs. As seen through the mock details of Mina's
lifestyle, Bram Stoker uses Dracula to poke fun at and to
show the weakness of the model that religion had

construed for women, as well as men, of the time. «
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Shannon Jaime

The Darkling Chamber: The Mystery of Mind in Virgima Woolf’s “A Mark on the Wall”

In her famous essay “Modern Fiction,” Virginia
Wooll deseribes hfe as “a luminous halo, a semi-
transparent envelope surrounding us from the beginning
of consciousness to the end” (2432). Such a description,
striking in both its msight and poctic beauty, reveals the
modernists’ fascination with the mind and their desire to
and art.
Considering the failure of Romantic idealism, however,

understand its natuwre through language
one might assume that the majority of modernist
literature would rcject the notion of the inward turn. Yet
as inhabitants of a post-war landscape, modernist writers
argue that we articulate our artistic vision not by
interacting with Nature, but by navigating the shadowy
labyrinth of human psychology. Consciousness s, for
Woolf and the other modernists, a name for the
essential thing we seek, for the prinaiple of higher being,
It encompasses
awareness of self and surroundings permeated by fecling
and thought. It is the source of—and often inspiration

experience, memory, dreams, an

for—creative power. It is an instrument of interpretation
that, due to its very subjectivity, can give us ncither
perfect knowledge nor faith in the stability of the external
world. The fact that the term “consciousness” has so
many different comnotations llustrates why modernist
works are infused with such a deep sense of doubt. In
attempting to cxpress the complexities ol the mind, they
also question the meanings of words and our ability o
make sense of the incoherence that exists all around us.
A prime cxample of modernist exploration into
consciousness 1s Virginia Woolf’s short piece, “The

Mark on the Wall.” From the beginning of the story (f

we use the term loosely), the first word, “perhaps,” gives
the impression of uncertainty, multiple possibilitics, and
lack of clear definition. It suggests that, regardless of the
mntrinsically vague nature of recollection, our nrental
facultics are all we have for recalling past cvents and

reflecting on their significance or futility. Like all of

Woolf’s works, this intcmal narrative is about the
circular and often unrcliable way v which we think,
imagine, make associations, and return again and agam
to the present. While the “1” sits alone in a fire-lit room,
sheliered from the coldness of winter, with only
flickering shactows and lifeless objects for company, her
mind starts to wander—until she absently notices “a small

round mark, black upon the white wall, about six or
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seven inches above the mantelpiece” (2425). This mark,
seemingly meaningless on its own, becomes an occasion
for meditation on the sclf, hfe, waditon, cmlization,
nature, freedom, chaos, unknowability, and  even
existence after death. As Woalf herself mentions, it is i
our moments of idleness that we truly become aware of
our thoughts and sce how they veer into the banal,
random, philosophical, or fantastical. Yet in spite of the
stream of ideas that follows, the woman simply cannot
fathom what that thing on the wall 1s: “But for that
mark,” she says, “I'm not sure about it" (2425). This
brief statement of doubt represents a purely modernist
dilemma. If understanding is rooted in the task of

of

experience, then failure to do so could potentially lead to

piecing  together  the  disconnected  fragments
a crisis of personal identity.

Lulled into a daze of comfortable warmth, the
woman continues her reverie, wishing that she could
“sink deeper and deeper, away {rom the surface, with its
hard separate facts” (2426). According to the modernists,
consciousness alone connects and is  connccted  to
cverything. It is represented as the summaton of fluid
momentary impressions, half-memorics, and “almost
mfmite number” (2426) of reflections, all of which
influence the way we perceive oursclves in relation to
others. For “as we face cach other in omnibuses and
underground railways we are looking into the mirror;
that accounts for the vagucness, the gleam of glassiness,
in our eyes” (2426). Again in “Modem Fiction,” Woolf
describes consciousness as “a self which, in spite of its
tremor of susceptibility, never embraces or creates what
1s outside itself and beyond” (2433), mdicating that all we
obscrve and consider affects us on a psychological level
and becomes a part of our personal mental space. Truth,
for modernists, does not exist objectively on its own, but
is instead a product of the mind’s interaction with reality.
Foreshadowing postmodern  multiplicity, Wooll also
imphes that the world, which s composed of countless
fragments of meaning, is a looking glass that reflects the
form of owr identity (Howard 1). Addinenally, she
expresses the idea that fiction, or any type of worthwhile
litcrature, is the tablet on which the language of the
conscious and subconscious mind may be written.

Although she is very much interested in words and

their relationship to objects and the psyche, Woolf, like



any true modermst, has some serious misgivings about
humans’ hmited  capacity to interpret reality. After
another series of musings, the woman in “The Mark on
the Wall” returns agaie to her contemplation of the
unidentifiable mark; she stll, however, cannot figure out
what it is, and this lcads to an increasing sense of
desperation: “No, no, nothing is proved, nothing is
known...And what i1s knowledge?” (2498). As she thinks
more and more about the past, the woman begins to feel
oppressed by the burden of history and hterary sraditon,
which, like that mark, can ncver be washed away or
ignored. The mark, a superficially tangible thing, impacts
the woman on an abstract level, revealing that it is her
state of mind, and not the mark itsclf, that changes.
Nevertheless, she latches on to the mark in order to
chstract herself from her thoughts, like one who, “waking
from a micdhight dream of hosror.. hastily turns on the
light and lics quiescent, worshipping the chest of
sohdity, reality,

worshipping the impersonal world which is proof of

drawers, worshipping worshipping
some cxistence other than ours” (2429).

Based on this tain of thought, the implications of
total subjectivity are indeed disturbing. I we become too
immersed in our consciousness, where can we go if we
wish to escape ourselves? Near the conclusion of the
narrative, this woman’s inner-conflict comes to express
an acutely modermnist loss of connection to the external
When hghtning  flashes
Hluminate the dark chamber of her mind, her thoughts

world. no of significance
become more and more confused, mxd all semblance of
order swiftly disappears:

Where was 1P What has it all been about? A wee? A
river? The Downs? Whitaker’s Abmanack? The fiekds of
asphodel? I can’t remember a thing. Evervthing’s
moving, falling, slipping, vanishing... (2429)

But just as the woman lingers on the brink of chaos,
another voice brings her back to the present. In the end,
it 15 something as ordmmary as the mention of a
newspaper—a chronicle of common, evervday cvents
occurring in the outside world—that restores the wonan
to her current existing self.

When we do at last discover what the mark is— “Ah,
the mark on the wall! It was a snail” (2429)—it scems an
if and
unexpected, realization. The answer is sa simple that we

almost  anti-climatic, somewhat  strange
wonder why it ever mattered in the first place. Yet we sece
that “snail,” as a word in the English language, has
symbolic signficance. A snail can refer to the actual

creature, or to a slow-moving or sluggish person. It can
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sigmify death and rebirth, as it seals itself in its shell
during the winter=hke the woman in the story—and re-
emerges - spring. The shape of a snail’s shell is
associated with spirals, whirlwinds, labyrinths, winding
paths—all meanings that apply to consciousness as it is
represented m the narrative. By looking at nguage in
this light, we realize that the tile of Woolf’s work also
carries with 1t a number of figurative associations. A
mark is a symbol used in writing or printing; a token,
sign, or mdication; a distinctive or defining characteristic;
and, perhaps most importantly, a visible inpression or
trace, cither deliberately or accidentally made, that
clistinguishes a small area from the space around it. A
wall 1s a boundary, a barrier, something that defines the
limits of a  space object total
comprehension. The mark on the wall may also be a

or and prevents
symbol of humanity, or consciousness, surrounded by
emptess and incomprehensibility. Or maybe the mark
1s just a mark, the snail 1s just a snail, and things really are
what they are. From a modernist perspective, the mark is
both nothing and everything; it gains value only when we
acknowledge and ascribe meaning to s existence.
Ultimately, whether or not we fail o determine the
essential nature of things, artistic interpretation is both
the act and the purpose of the conscious mind.

In the first section of the introduction to his work,
Yeats claims that “the world knows nothing because it
has made nothing, we know everything because we have
made everythmg” (2418). Woolf, in “The Mark on the
Wall” and her other major works, agrees that humans
create meaning through perception and language. The
major problem with subjective meanings, however, is that
they are inherently fluid and changeable. Modernist
writers acknowledge the difficulties in integrating the
scattered pieces of miyvth, memory, dreams, fecling,
thought, language, and experience into a coherent whole,
which is why they express such doubt toward the
attainabihty of objective knowledge. While they do
consider the mind, hike art, to be something that reflects
itsel, moclernists also realize that dwelling i a state of
complete subjectivity can ironically lead to chaos and
insanity. Yet as Virgimia Woolf suggests, life is a brilliant
ring of light in the midst of existental darkness. If
boundaries that scem solid do allow some insight to pass
through into our minds, our goal as human beings is to
become more aware of owr world, to open the door into
our consclousness as a means of discovering some suth
about our private and owr public schves. «&
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Kate Normand

From “Separate but Equal” To Lqual: The Treatment of African American WWII Veterans

Upon Their Return, and The Eftects on Their Masculinity

The case of Plessy vs. Ferguson in 1896 established
the policy of “separate but equal” in American race
relations. By the 1940°s and the begmning of WWIL
the policy was still in clicet in all aspects of public

doctrine, mcluding the militarv. The invisible herocs of

the war, African American soldicrs, were enlisted into a
restiictedd form af service which yiclded linmited benefits
after the term. These men, fighting for a country that
had forgotten them, had varying expectations of their
postwar treatment, though many believed they would
emerge from the frontlines to a more successful life or
more cqual treatment.  Regardless of their reasoning,
they were let down, stuck in the quagmire that was
“separate but equal.” As a result of the himited resources
and benchits granted to African-American Gls, 1t was
difficult Tor many men to have faith in thelr masculinity.
I they did not receive the benefits they needed © go t©
college and get a decent job, how could they provide for
their familics? How could a black man feel confident in
his manhood when the country he fought for abandoned
him, and faled to recognize his herotsm? Thus, black
masculinity became largely mvisible for many of the
following decadles.

As it was i the begmnmg so it would be m the end;
Black men drafted into military service were drafted into
ap environment similar to the environment they would
enter upon their release. The quota system of drafting
enlisted black men mto segregated units. Many of the
men enlisted believed they would be able to choose the
branch of the military to serve . On the contrary, most
black men found themsclves in the army. Fven iy other
branches, there were a limited number of jobs reserved
for black men.' In Maggi M. Morchouse’s book Fighting
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in_the Jim Crow Army, :an African American soldier

states:

In the navy you could only be a mess man, and I didn’t
want that. There were very limited opportunities m the
air corps. You didn’t rcally have a chotce—you thought
vou did, but you really didw’t. They assigned you where
they wanted you to go. It wasn't like now, where you go
in and pick a branch of the service you want to enter.
Then, they mostly assigned blacks to the army, so that’s
where you went.”

In most branches of the service, black men were placed
into segregated units and were allotted a small number of

jobs. The masculinity of black men was already being

broken down. African American Gls had no control
over svhere they woukd be sent or what their job would
be. They were placed in that posttion cue to their race,
and would remain there after the war, without a solid
foothold in their ideas of black masculinity.

The Act of 1940 that

soldiers, white or black, could be drafted into the army

Selective  Service stated
wherever the army had need of them.! However, army

units remained  segregated, and  discrimination  was
cvident with the allocation of jobs to black Gls. In hus
book The Warrtor Image, Andrew J. Huebner explains,
“Most blacks i the miulitay worked in service roles,
carting around supplies, cooking food, and in general
doing the dirty work required to equip millions of
soldiers far from home.” Thus, another piece of black
masculinity was taken from these men. Instead of serving
their coungty in honor, many men “served the service.™
Service jobs are often seen as demasculinizing, and the
fact that most African American soldiers in the military
were given service jobs, 1s proof that thenr masculimty

was invisible and failed to be acknowledged.



The segregation and discrimmation of the military
was also scen in the number of black officers and the
soldiers under their conmmand. The racial tension was
cvident in the small amount of African American officers

in the service. Not only were there few, they were

generally in the army, and they were only in charge of

fellow black soldiers. According to the army’s 1940 Plan
for Mobilization, “black ofticers were to command only
black troops. No black officer could conmmand a white
enlisted man, and no black officer could hold a position
higher than any of the white officers n the umt.™ This
structure caused racial tension and strengthened the idea
of “separate but equal.” In effect, it also affected the view
of black masculinity by insulling within the men that
black men possessed a lesser form of masculmity and
loyalty, and as such must be separated Irom the superor
white men.

Because btack men served thewr country m service
roles andd In segregated units, some white Americans
questioned  them and their loyalty. In a particular
mcident, Senator James Eastland of Mississippi stated,
“the conduct of the Negro soldier in Normandy, as well
as alt over Europe, was disgraceful, and that Negro
soldiers have disgraced the flag of their country.” This
disdain for the service of black soldiers showed that their
service was not recognized as truc service because they
were not often in combat. Most black soldiers jomned so
that they could fight for their countiy, but because of the
quota system and the sad state of race relations during
WWII, they were not often able to do so. This disdain
may be the reasoning behind the lack of benefits slatecl
to black CGIs after the war.

Not only did black veterans lack benefits upon their
return to the states, often it took many extra months for
them to even return home. There were vartous reasons
for this, namely the fact that no bases wanted to house
African American soldiers after the war while they
became readjusted.” Furthermore, the 11.S. government
created boundary  zones policy called
“Redistribution.” This policy, which Morehouse calls,

a they

“perhaps  the most  demoralizing  aspect of the
deactivation program,” defined arcas in America where
soldiers could deactivate or rest before going overseas.”
There were many other nstances of discrimination
m the daily hives of African American veterans. Huebner
of
chscrimination n his book, such as the story of Isaac

Woodward:

discusses a  number of wviolent cases such

On the day of his honorable discharge from Camp
Gordon, Georgia, Isaac Woodward took a bus to South
Carolina, only to be arrested, beaten senscless, and
blinded after an altercation with the driver. The Lolice
South
crunching Woodward’s eves out as he lay on the ground,

chief of Batesburg, Carolina  admitted to
but was later acquitted of the crime.™

With so many cases of violence occurring against black
veterans, it 1s obvious that the hopes of these men for
cquality back at home were ultimately dashed. They
should have come home with pride to a country that
would applaud their sacrifices, and they should have
come home to a country i which they could feel seeure
as men and as human beings. On the contrary, they
were constant targets of hate and violence, and thus
could not protect themsclves and their manhood, or
their families from the contempt of the country that
would not protect them.

African Amcricans had many reasons to enlist into

military service—whether it was the desire to climb the
business ladder after the war, or the hope to emerge into
a more racially accepting environment, these men were
let down. Few benefits were granted to black Gls,
though many men were able to take advantage of their
benefits immediately. However, the benefits given to
black soldiers were extremely mited and sadly reduced
compared to those allotted to white soldiers. Most
WWII veterans in general wanted to take advantage of
their educational benefits, which proved difficult for
black veterans. In Christopher Paul Moore’™s book,
Fighting for America, he explains:
The few black colleges were flooded with applicants, and
most other colleges accepted whites only. Job-training
progriuns were scgregated i the south and under white
supervision. Black veterans were one-third of the WWII
veterans 1 the South but got onc twelfth of the job
traming slots. Home buying was skewed agamst black
veterans too. Many black veterans bought new homes
with the help of a Veteran’s Administration mortgage,
but they were hmited as to where they coukl buy
homes."

As Manifest Destiny was to the white man a century
carlier, owning a home was to black veterans coming
home from the war. The American Dream, which had
50 long been reserved for white middle class Americans,
seemed in reach with the money given to black veterans
to buy homes. Unfortunatcly, there were restrictions on
that as well. Much stake was placed in mdependence
and freedom in America, especially for black Americans



who went without it for so long. For an African
American man, 1t 1s  mportant  to  have  self-
determination. A true black man has a job owns

property and builds a family. Without the freedom to go
to school and get a good job to buv a property
somewhere and raise a family, what docs a black man
have to be sccure in his masculinity?

After their release from the war, many Afvican
American veterans wanted to use their government
stipends for schooling. As previously stated, it was often
difficult for black men to get into and stay m college
following the war. Morehouse’s book showcases
firsthand accounts of the educational struggle of the
black WWII veteran. One man, Fred Watt, “found that
Ie could not go to college and support a family, even
‘with Uncle Sam’s help,” so he gave up furthering his
education.”” Another, Jim Williams, “studicd music for
two vears, and then, he said, he ‘became an addict—1 was
addicted to cating at teast one hot meal a day. So I had
to go to work.”™ Thus, black men who already had
families but wanted to make more money in a more
rewarding career, as well as those men who aspired to
more than a military career, had to abandon their hopes
i order to support themselves and their families.
Moore cites Langston Hughes’ Harlemr o

the

poem
describe plight  of  black  veterans:

What happens to a dream deferrcd?

Does it dry up

like a raisin in the sun?

Or fester like a sore—

and then run?

Doces it stink like rotten meat?

Or crust and sugar over

like a svrupy sweet?

Maybe it just sags

like a heavy load.

Or does it explode?"!
The poem, published in 1951, can be related to the
deferred dreams of black veterans, particulardy those
who wanted to pursue a college education but were
disappointed when they discovered that the meager
benefits given to them were not adequate for education
and survival. This disappointment was no doubt
devastating to the black veteran’s idea of his own
manhood, since he was made to defer his dreams to take
care of his family and himself, and part of being a real
American man is having a claim in the American

Dream.

The lack of educational and housing benefits struck
quite a blow to black veteran’s faith in their manhood. It
would be difficult for any man of any race to feel secure
in his manthood when the country he sacrificed so much
to protect docs not feel the need to protect hus rights as a
citizen. To combat these micquities, the NAACP arrived
to make the American people aware of the problems
with the country’s race retations. They wanted to raise
awareness of the benefits of an educated black society to
show that black veterans discharged from the milituy
deserved equal benclits as white veterans.” It has often
been said that Americans are fond of then lawsuits, and
that 1s exactly the cowrse of action the NAACP took.
Another veteran cited throughout Morehouse’s book,
Alex Pitcher, joined the NAACP shortly after his release
from the service, and he explains that the NAACP did
not just talk to veterans; they implemented the G1 Bill of
Rights in their arguments, which would allow many black
veterans to be able to attend graduate schools. However,
schools  of various  disciplines

1most grndua(e

discriminated  against blacks. To combat this, the
NAACP started filing antidiscrimination lawsuits against
graduate schools.” If the NAACP could inspire the
American government to change policy, their cffort
coutd not only change the educational benefits of black
veterans, it could also  subscquently change the
availability of jobs for black veterans, significanty
increasing their quality of life and faith in themsclves and
their masculinity.  Similarly, the actions ol the NAACP
helped ineite passion into the hearts of black veterans so
that they could fight for their own rights individually.
After their retum from the frontlines, manv veterans,

“felt they had carned their citizenship,” they wanted to

mplement  their,  “newlound  ‘Americanism’ by
demanding  all the rights and  privileges  of  full
citizenship.” Thesc men, as Morchouse explains, “were

not content to hve within the constraints of a segregated
society,” and so, joining thewr brothers m arms once
again, this time those i the NAACP, they stood up for
their rights, joined as soldiers, and as men, and as
African Americans.”

African American men were some of the fist
Americans to enlist in the military at the start of WWIL
Instead of being applauded for their service, many black
men were given subservient jobs instead of field work—
“honorable” work. That is not to say that black men
were not 1n combat positions or honorable ranks. In
fact, thousands of black men fought for their country,
atheit in vain. When they returned from the battlehelds,



instead of being met with parades and confetti, many
black veterans were greeted by hatred and violence as
well as disdain and apathy. On top of that, African
American soldiers returning from WW!! were victims of
severely diminished benefits and very little aid from the
US government. As a result of these diminished benefits
and the discrimination against black veterans, many men
could not afford to support themselves and go to college
or enter job-training programs. Subsequently, it was
difficult for black vetcrans to feel secure in their
manhood, because they often were forced to give up
their aspirations and their claim to the American Dream
in order to survive. Eventually, the NAACP stepped in
to fight for the rights of black veterans, specifically in
education. Thus, the black veteran was mspired to fight
against the inequalities thrust upon him by his country—
the country he had fought to protect. The reduced rights
of black veterans caused a change in race relations in
Americann government policy. Now, each soldier who
fights or has fought for the American nation has an equal
right to the benefits slated for veterans following war. In
the decades following the postwar era, many changes

Endnotes

occurred within the American  infrastructure  which
drastically changed the rights of African Americans as
citizens. Because of the heroism and support of black
soldiers in WWII, America and the free workl were able
to emerge victorious. Similarly, because of the herotsim
and support of the NAACP and the warriors of the
American Civil Rights movement, black manhood has
emerged a powerful force—one that is now visible,
fighting the good fight at home and abroad, and sctiing
cxamples of courage, strength and wisdom for all to
admire and emulate. «&
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Catherine King

Jane and the Broken Narratives

Charlotic  Bronté&’s novel Jane Ewre has many
striking  elements, including unlikely coincidence,
harrowing adversity, and hints of the supernatural. These
comect the novel to the tradition of fairy tales
commonly tokl mm Englind and on the European
Continent. However, Jane’s life does not follow an eastly
prechictable path, and neither does the plot. When a
plotline that threatens to turn into a cliché turns up, it is
only allowed to germinate so far before it suddenly and
dramatically changes. Four separate aspects of the novel

Jane’s relatonship with the Reeds, her relationship
with her uncle, John Eyre, her relattonship with Mr.
Rochester, and her time with the Rivers  interrupt and
support each other, building off of the three fairy tales of
Cinderefla, Beawty and the Beast, and Cap O Rushes,
along with the traditional myth of the changeling. Jane
Eyre contains all these themes, and variations on all
these stortes, but Bronté does not execute them as
simply as they appear. In the end, although the novel
cnds happily, none of the stories have taken the
expected path to reach that goal. They rely on each
other for their full and complete execution. Bronté
weaves the various fairy tales and myths together in
conflicting but ultimately complementary threads.

The fairy tale elements of Jane's life begin at the
start, when Bronté draws parallels between Jane and a
changelmg  « fairy that has been substituted for a
human babv, but which cannot blend in with humans.
Her aunt, Sarah Reed, will not admit Jane to any of the
pleasures that the Reed children enjoy until Jane acts
“more natural,” because Jane 1s very unlike what Reed
thinks a child shouks be (Eyre 9). Even as an infant,
Aunt Reed says, Jane would “not [scream] heartily like
any other child, but [whimper] and [moan|” (267). In
folklore of the British Isles, a child who did not develop
normally, or was deformed or sickly, was dubbed a
changeling, a baby from the Fair Folk. Perhaps “a fany
come from Elf-tand,” as Mr. Rochester hikes to idealize
Jane later on, had switched the troublesome child with
the real, human baby (309). Though some stories offer a
wav to retrieve the stolen child, most of the time a
changeling would only weaken and dic. Sarah Reed tries
to doom Jane thus when she writes to Jane’s uncle saying
that “Jane Eyre was dead: she had died of typhus fever at
Lowood” (275). The reader by this point sees Jane as a

VR
person. However, to Aunt Reed, Jane remains a monster
who should not be allowed happmess. To accept that
would mean to accept that Jane was not a vengetul sprite
“
but a real person

who vanished easily when she was sent to Lowood
wish she had died!” Sarah Reed spits
with real needs. Reed hated Jane and resented her, and
so made her into something less than human. This
mverts the traditional changeling fantasy because Bronté
tells it from the point of view of the ‘changeling’ herself,
who is a vicim of an unsympathetic and resentful
guardian.

Additionally, Bronté wrote from the point of view of
a governess, a member of society who also was viewed as
anomaly, altimately  expendable
changeling in terms of class. The Honorable Miss
Blanche Ingram declares governesses, as a species, to be
“incubi”, or sexual demons (205). Like the changeling

an someone a

child Jane, the governess Jane has to hide away from the
grand, rich company, “behind the window-curtamn,” and
spoken of as “onc of the anathemised race.” However,
Bronté reminds us that, though “men are hard-heasted...
God 15 a friend to the poor orphan child” and the
unwanted governess despite being “poor, obscure,
phain, and litde,” Jane is dear in God’s sight (27, 293). In
order to prove that both dependent children and
seemingly dismissible governesses merit warmith and
respect, Bronté casts Janc as the outsider and ‘other’ in a
tradiional changeling narrative.

the

the order of

houschokd into which it enters by absorbing the love and

The changeling  disrupts

energy that should go to a human chilkd. To love a
changeling is folly, and so for Jane’s Uncle Reed w0 love
her is only another reason for Sarah Reed to hate Janpe.
According to Sarah Reed, referring to the infant Jane as
‘it,” “he used to nurse it and notice 1t as if 1t had been his
own,” and Mrs. Reed can only percetve this as a
weakness for a weak child (267). His aflection for his
niece only helped to fuel the jealous e that Mrs. Reed
bore towards Jane, making her even more miserable in
the long term. Even the ilea of him distresses Jane more
than it calms her: during her terrifying stay in the red
room, Jane fears that “Mr. Reed’s spirit, harassed by the
wrongs of his sister’s child” might come, “revisiting the
carth [...] consolatory in theory, |but] terrible if realized”
(20). By both provoking Mrs. Reed’s anger towards Jane,



and by temilving Jane in the red room, her literal
godfather only enhances Jane’s misery without meaning
to. However, Jane does have a fairy godfather who
improves her life, even if it looks like a curse: John LEyre
of Madeira, Janc’s paternal uncle, has an mrportant sway
on the plot despite never actually appearmg on-page. He
helps to account for many of the more improbable
coincidences of the story
an impediment 1o Jane and Rochester’s first marriage,
and the windfall of an inheritance. John Eyre of Madeira
1s nothing less than the fairy godmother  or godfather
to Jane's Cinderclla. However, through the machinations
of Aunt Reed, John Eyre's boon to Jane 1s not revealed
until years later. John Ere also acts as Janc's famy
godfather in a much more direct way. Briggs the solicitor
reveals that it was Mr. Eyre who told Mr. Mason about
“the contemplated union between [fanc] and Mr.
Rochester” and when the truth of Mr. Rochester’s prior
marriage was revealed, “he implored Mr. Mason to lose
no tme in taking steps to prevent the false marriage”
(339, 340). He protects her honor, veputation, and her
mtegrity, so cven though her heart breaks to leave
Rochester, Jane herself knows that the news was for the
greater good  that she “was right when {she} adhered to
principle and law |...)] God directed [her] to a corrvect
choice” (414). This action also sends Jane directly on the
path to her (hitherto unknown) cousin’s house, where
she not only discovers kindred spirits i the form of St.
John, Diana, and Mary Rivers, but her uncle “[lcaves]
her all his property,” leaving her rich and mdependent
(440). Neither the boon of independence, nor the
blessing of family, would have been possible had it not
been for the broken wedding with Mr. Rochester, nor
for her uncle, who acted behind the scenes as a fairy
godfather.

Simituly to how the subverted fairy godfathers
bringing blessings out of pain and anxicty out of good
mtention  alters and redirects what would be a simple
Cinderclla plot, the presence of Mr. Rochester and his
wile as a two-faced Beast interrupts and diverts what
would be the clearest fairy tale m the narrative of the
story: Beamty and the Beast. The first clear diversion
from the fornnila is in the apparent nature of the Beast
himself. The Beast is supposed to be ugly, dull, but
good-natured; Mr. Rochester readily admits himself ugly,
witty, and condescending to evervone aromwnd him. He
concedes this, and laments 1t to a certain degree: “Nature
meant me to be, on the whole, a good man... onc of the
better kind, and you see I am not so” (159). This

such as the dramatic reveal of

statement also indicates an initial transformation that
took place in the past, when he was “thrust onto a wrong
tack at the age of onc-and-twenty, and thas] never
recovered the right course since” (158). Bronté thus
indicates that Rochester 1s a good man at heart who
vearns for redemption, even when he is not willing to
scek it Jane’s status as an mtelligent, destitute girl, her
departure and delayed return, her anguished confession,
and acceptance, all fall into place according to tradition.
It scems like they are all set for their happily-ever-after

untif Jane's unwanted fairy godfather intervenes. This
forces Mr. Rochester
Thornficld Hail
She 1s ugly, (“the fearful blackened nflabon of the
lineaments!”), but, far from dull, she 15 “cunning as a

to reveal the true Beast of

his powerful, animal-ike, hinatic wife.

witch,” and malicious (327, 492). The most horrible
truth of this revelation 1s the fact that there is no lasting
good that Mr. Rochester can offer Jane. Although he has
a good heart underneath his crusty exterior, he still
cannot honor Jane as his wife. Bronté, despite her mercy
shown to the ‘changeling’ Jane, does not give an casy
solution to the bind between Mr. Rochester, who is a
beast in his pride and stubbornness, and Bertha Mason,
who is a beast by her msanity. Jane holds Rochester
responsible, even to a wife who 1s a danger to him and
remingds him, “vou are inexorable... she cannot help
being mad” (347). Jane cannot force him to change his
wavs, but by abandomng him a second time, she can and
does force him to live with himsell and his own past.
Now the formula begins to work again  for Jane later
has a viston of Mr. Rochester cnving out to her n
anguish. She returns to him, finds him entively humbled,
and accepts him as a husband. Though he has not lost
the sharp tongue that she learned to love, he is no longer
a godless wanderer, sick with pride. Rather, he s an
atoning man who has paid the price for his sins, asking
God, “give me strength to lead henceforth a purer hfc
than I have hitherto!” (516). He and Jane wed each other
as equals  not only socially, but morally, with a felicity
which they base in virtue, like that of the Beauty and her
Prince.

While Janc exiles herself from Mr. Rochester, she
acts out another fairy tale, a lesser-known varant on
Cinderellz Cap O’ Rushes (from the Best-Loved Staries
Told at the Natonal Storvtelling Fesavah. This story tells
of a girl who, ater being driven out from her home by
her father, makes a suit for herself out of rushes.
Through use of disguise and three masked balls, in the
end she reconciles herself to her father. Her mamiage o



a rich young man is a nice bonus, but only secondary to
being returned to the father she loves so well. The
mportant distinction of Cap O'Rushes is that her notion
of ‘home’ never changes from her father’s house,
whereas Cinderelia loses her home  her center of love
and wentity  with the death of her mother and gans a
new home with her new husband. Jane’s first true home
is with Mr. Rochester, but she abandons him of her own
free will. Over the months of her banishment, Jane
weeping |...]

cannot forget her master  she finds herself

for the doom which had wrest [her] from adhesion to
[her] master” (415). However, as Bronté altered the
paths of Cinderella, Beautv and the Beast, and the
changeling narative, she cannot leave the story of Cap
O’Rushes as is. Even though the story ends with Jane’s
return to Rochester, she discovers, thanks to her fairy
godfather, her own people  with whom she shares a
“perfect  congeniality of tastes,
principles” (402). This reversal of voung Jame the

sentiments, and

changeling  someone wanted, someone who belongs

is no less important than her exile and return to her
master. Jane’s defimition of ‘home’ 1s not relocated nor
completely altered, but it is expanded. Before, Jane
athmed, “wherever [Mr. Rochester is] is my home  my
only home,” only natural, as he was the first person who
not only weated her as an equal, but who was an
mtellectual and emotional match for her (283). Now,
home 1s also Moor House, a fact that is morc than
evident m the utter delight that Jane takes m preparing
the home for the return of her cousins: upon becoming
rich and independent, she says that her pupose s “to
have all things In an absolutely perfect state of readmess
for Diana and Mary ]..] to give them a beau-deal of a
welcome when they come” (451). Domestic freedom
and control is a new activity for Jane {as opposed to
being an extra hand when Mr. Rochester’s vast paty
came to town), and 1t 1s a new way Tor her to express her
affection and gratitude towards the cousims who have
done so much for her. And when she does return to Mr.
Rochester, she does not forget Diana and Mary. On the
contrary, they visit each other vearly. Before, Jane was
unhealthily obsessed with Mr. Rochester, because he was
all that she had to love  she “could not, in those days,
see God for his creature, of whom [she] had made an
1dol” (316). Now, however, she has kinswomen who are
her own true friends besides  she loves Mr. Rochester
and chooses to live her entire life with him, but she is not
alone m the world but for him. In thus case, Bronté
corrects the story of Cap ORushes by amending the
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heroine’s single-mmded paternal affection, which she has
translated as matrnmoniat love that 1s enniched through
maternal, sisterly, and religious love. Jane stll places
‘home’ with Mr. Rochester, but she no longer-depends
on him for ‘home’ as she once did.

Jane’s story, if taken as a fary tale, is unconventional,
difficult, but ultimately more these
difficulties. Unlike a typical changeling, she did not

rewarding  for

simply vanish because she was not wanted. She did not
have cverything laid out casilv for her by her silent
uncles, but had to fight for herself from the start. She did
not vanquish Mr. Rochester’s wife by merely saying, “1
love you,” but had to accept Bertha’s gruesome existence
and act accordingly. She had to truly break away from
Mr. Rochester in order to be sure that she loved him,
and she did not remain fixated on him to the cexclusion
of all else, but opened her heart to other formis of love as
well. If Bronté had played any of these stories straight,
exactly as they appear, they would not have as much
power as they do woven together. The Beauty and the
Beast narrative 15 broken because Cinderefla’s fawy
godfather intrudes on the plot. Cap O'Rushes gocs from
and returns to the Beast’s castle, but on the way wins for
herself family and mdependence. These plots not only
highlight Jane’s isolation from the Reeds, but they also
highlight the divine providence that guides her Uncle
Evre to stop her wedding, which allows her to wuly
transform the Beast into a real, flesh-and-blood human.
And, of course, Jane’s reversal of fortune by the end
from an unwanted dependent to a mother, a wife, a
trcasured member of a family  signifies that she has,
indeed, carned her happy ending  a prize beyond any
pot of gold that a raimbow could offer. «&
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Melissa Samarin

The Ultimate Art

In the midst of the worldwide wars, political
revolutions, and social changes of the early 1900s,
several new artistic movements emerged. These avant-
garde groups cach began with a small gathering of like-
minded, forward-thinking artists who developed new,
racical ideologies that they then manifested in their
artwork, literature, and performances. Yet, while cach
avant-garde movement distinctively established  itself
upon certain principles, they all arose for one recurring,
particular reason: to redefine what art is and should be.
However, while the Dadaists, Symbolists, Futurists, and
Surrealists all proposed ideals about art, they ultimately
used art as a form, particularly theater, as a mediam to
promote their philosophies. Kandinsky did this as well
during the movement Der Blave Reiter, but he is
unique, because his ideology investigates the nature of
pure art itsell. Kandmsky’s play The Yelloww Sound is
distinctive from all other avant-garde plays because he
pushied theater In an entirely new direction by exploiting
its areistic elements of light, music, dance, and color to
create what I believe to be #he ulimate work of art and
the ulmate artistic experience.

There are two elements to an artistic experience that
make 1t a truly exceptional sensation: the removal of the
mind from logic and the stimulation of the senses. An
‘artistic experience’ occurs when a person feels fully
enthralled in an artistic composition to the point that
his/her mind in essence becomes removed from reality.
This experience Is exactly what Kandinsky coins the
“activity of the soul” or “vibrations” (Kandinsky, On
Stage Composition). The soul and the mimd, to lnm, are
two separate entities, and one of the major problems he
grapples with in this dichotomy is that “the human bemg
seeks to find a material form for the new value which
lives in him in spiritual form” (Kanchinsky, On the
Problem of Form). There arc two worlds that ¢xist in
his theory: the “soulless-material” and the “psychic-
spiritual” (Kandinsky, On the Problem of Form). While
our minds operate in the “material” world, owr souls, as
well as art, exist in the “spiritual” world. When reason
and the conscious mind are overridden then, a person is
momentarily released from “material” reality and histher
soul can begin to lully function, or “vibrate”, wlhich
includes enjoying an aesthetic work of art, for instance.
Tlhis idea of an ‘artistic experience’ is a concept never
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developed in art previous to Kandmsky, which is one of
the reasons his work is so uniquely progressive.

Kandinsky believed the way to access the “spiritual”
world beyond reason was through the senses. Senses are
Iman qualities devoid of conscious control and resule
in a person ‘feeling something”. The soul, not the mind,
1s what facilitates feeling in a human, which consequenty
connects it to the senses. By stimulating the senses then,
a person will feel what Kandinsky called the “inner
resonance” (Kandinsky, On the Problem of Form), or in
others words an ‘artistic experience’. For this very
reason, he was particularly interested in synesthesia, the
mixing of senses. Synesthesi was not a new concept at
the time, for Charles Baudelaire’s “Correspondences” is
the springboard that inspired Kandinsky, as well as other
avant-garde artists, to mvestigate the phenomenon. The
poem describes synesthesia as, “All scents and sounds
and colors meet as one” (Bandelaire). However, while
other artists were aware of it, Kandinsky was the first o
actually ncorporate synesthesia into his artwork. He
fully acknowledges the clements of “sound, color,
words!” (Kandinsky, On Stage Composition), and uses
them all in his art, particularly in lns plays. The reason
he likes synesthesia or the ‘correlations between taste
and color [for instance] which refuse to be classified”
(Kandinsky, The Effeet of Color), is that people with the
condition are constantly having their senses stimulatect.
To Kandinsky, this ongoing confusion of the senses also
means the constant rousing of the soul. Synesthesia is a
contmual ‘artistic experience” and that is why Kandinsky
strives to recreate this phenomenon in his art.

The result of this goal 1s lus development of
Abstraction. Kandinsky bases his art on two poles of
form: “1. the great abstraction, 2. the great realism”
(Kandinsky, On the Problem of Form). He reasons that
the more Realistic a work of art, the more abstract it
actually is, because representative art is completely fake
and  ilusionary.  Conversely, Abstract art 15 more
realistic, because it 1s pure wt. Abstraction is devoid of
“material” imitation and can thercfore circumvent the
logical impressions our nunds  astomatically oy to
impose on representative art.  Kandinsky is the fist
abstract artist and saw Abstraction as a Ineans to convey
the “spiritual” world because of these very reasons. He
furthermore saw the “necessity of the inner umty, which



is supported and even constituted by the external lack of
unity” (Kandinsky, On Stage Composition) as imperative
to a work of art, partcululy a performance; no external
unity is the epitome of Abstraction. Using these
complicated and progressive artistic theones, Kandinsky
prodhuced many canvases, poems, and plays including
The Yellow Sound that reflect all these ideologies.

The Yellow Sound is not only provocative becausc it
illustrates Kandinsky’s artistic theories, but also because
it utlizes the theater as an applicable art form and

of

components. There is no man character, no significant

develops a  sencs nonconventional  theatrical
plot, no definable sctting, and no dialogue 1 the play.
Instead of an introductory scene, the audience is graced
with “some mdeterminate chords,” “dark-blue twilight,”
an<d “a chorus [in which] the source of the singing is
unrecognizable” (Kandinsky, The Yellow Sound: A
Stage Composition). Music, color, and singing had been
used in theater beforehand, but never in this context.
They are wadidonally applied to compliment the
development of the drama, but Kandinsky is using them
as lus central focus. Enveloped m this sitwation, a
conservative audience would be uncertain if in fact they
were in the theater. However, while Kandinsky’s play
may seem a complete departure from all conventions of
theater, he does actually base it on the basics of theater.
He borrows bits and pieces from each type: “drama

words; opera  sound; ballet  movement” (Kandinsky,
On Stage Composition). Although, the elements he
takes from these types of plays are the artrste featares
In
attempting to recreate theater as an art, and not just as a

and not the technical ones. this sense, he is
means to entertain or profess ideologies. So nstead of

characters, plot, and setting, the lighting, music,
choreography, and arrangement of alt three become the
central and defining aspect to his sense-stmulating
COmMpOSILON.

Kandinsky also thoroughly exploits synesthesia in
The Yellow Sound. He not only uses an immense
amount of color, sound, music, tone, words, light,
texture, dance, and movement i his play, but docs so
simultancously. Because the majority of any audience is
most likely not narwally syncsthesic, he attempts to
recreate this quality by attacking the senses alt at onee so
that they maay mix-up artificially. So as well as combining
different components from types of plays, he also uses
clements usually found on a canvas or in a sculptare mto
his theater, which further enhances the synesthesic
atmosphere. The mere tide of the play mmmedately
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implies synesthesic undertones, for a ‘sound’ cannot
rationatly be described as ‘vellow”. His entire play is a
conglomerate of these simultancous sensory stimuli in
order to iry and cpitomize synesthesia much like his title
does. Scene five s a perfect example of this, for it
directs, “ The stage 1s gradually saturated with a cold red
fight, which slowly grows stronger and equally rirns
yeflow”  (Kandinsky, The Yellow Sound: A Stage
Composition). Not only has he instructed the stage to be
painted with a color, but he dictates it to be a cofd color,
a notion inconceivable without the knowledge of
synesthesia. In the same scene, he also notes that,
“Then once hears agun m the orchestra individual
A Stage
Composition). To hear color again is not logical nor is it
definable; in order to comprchend what the color

colors” (Kandinsky, The Yellow Sound:

vellow, for instance, would sound like, is only possible in
a world beyond this “material” one. Bccause he
incorporated synesthesia as the core of the play,
however, it is possible that by this time the audience
could understand what a vellow chord sounds like, a
clear testament to the success of Kandinsky’s work.
Kandinsky's play is also abstract, naturally, and was
part of a scries of plays written by Kandinsky that were
the first examples of abstract theater. The reason he has
no definable setting, plot, dialogue, or characters is
because he is depicting the “spiritual” world where those
elements do not exist. Instead he portrays “Giants”,
“Indistinct Beings”, People, rocks, flowers, and a milien
of colors, sounds, and movements, which are all abstract
components. Granted the people, flowers, and rocks
can be considered imitative because they do actually
exist in the material world, vet they are all removed from
reality. The Child, for instance, is an actual child, but
he/she “/s pulling slowly and rhyvthnneall ac the lowver
end of a rope” and when “the child drops the rope. It
becones dark” (Kandmsky, The Yellow Sound: A Stage
Composition). Clearly this child s not portraying a child
‘character’, but 1s rather functioning as part of this artistic
composition; the Child swavs with the rhivthim of the bell
on the end of that rope and triggers changes in lighting,
meaning he/she is imbedded m the art. 1t s scenes like
these that allow the andience to steer clear from trying to
rationalize the production, even if there are some
“material” likenesses. Another great example of these
coinciding elements, like the Child and the darkness,
which make the work all the more abstract, is scene five.
In this scene, the “different-colored people™ are directed
to “take up different positions on the stage...the whole



‘beavutul’
particatarhy definite |and engage m| a kind ol dance, only
With of
MISIC,

arrangement  should — be  neither nor

changes soietmes
with  the
(Kandmsky, The Yellow Sound: A Stage Composition).

frequemnt tempo,

corresponding sometimes  not’
This chisplay is utterly abstract and mcamngless in our
rational minds, because Kandinsky was not appealing to
them. He is portraying what the “spiritual” world must
be like, which we can only comprehend through the
medium the acceptance
Abstraction.

of our senses and of

Kandinsky is a mastermind ol theory and artistic
composition, bt that 15 not what distimguishes hmm from
all other avant-garde artists. What truly makes him e
most artistie and unique member of the avant-garde era
1s lus focus on and achicvement in conveying the ‘artistic
expertence’ m his art. If T were to watch The Yellow
Sound, 1 believe T would feel “vibrations” in my soul and
beconie so enraptured in the play that I would loose my
sense of rcason, because it 15 purely, intensely, and
ultimately abstract, synesthesic art. I imagine mysclf

sitting In Kandmsky’s theater with a stage that sounds
lemon yellow, smells of shrill voices, and looks like
indeterminate chords of music and believe that after
watching the entire production, I would come out of that
theater deseribing 1t exactly m this jumbled fashion.

Kaixhinsky succeeded because he does artificially ercate
synesthesia and crases logic and reality m his play. But
the reason I consider this play the w/einate work of art 1s
that while paintings are two-dimensional and sculptures
are three-dimensional, this play 1s fourth-cdimensional. It
1s hive, In motion, and dynamic, which are all aspects that
cannot be found m other types of mediums. Theater
then is the supreme form of art in the respect that the
viewer Js  physically  watching, experiencing, and
absorbing the art as it is unfolding. In watching this
dynamic and anmate world of art that The Yelow
Sound  captures, the auchence should be so
overwhelmed, so removed from reality, and so dazed
from the “inner vibrations” that this compositon elicits
because they are undergoing the ultimate and complete
artistic experience. «&
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Katy Simonian

From Portia With Love: Drama Within Comedy Through the Eves of a Shakespearean Heroine

in_The Merchant of Venice

“I am informed throughly of the cause. Which 1s the
merchant here? and which the Jew? (4.1.173-174)” The
The
Mecrchant of Venice is not the first time we encounter
the dynamic personality of arguably the strongest of

climactic  courtroom  scene  1s - Shakespeare’s

Shakespearcan heroines, but Portia’s actions in this
seene speak to the different, at tmes contradictory facets
of her character. The scene, in which a disguised Portia
enters the court where Antonto and Shylock’s fate will be
revealed, captures the essence of both the ambiguity of
her character and the nature of the play itself. By her
own account, Portia cnters the trial out of love for
Bassanio and lovalty to his friend in need. However,
this moment, the darker, more mtuitive side of Portia is
vevealed in the subtletics of the Janguage which she uses
to seal the fate of all the men in her life. As a woman,
she faces the hmitattons of her gender in terms of her
marriage and fanuhal obligations. Bevond her poise and
wisdom, she 1s a voung girl with desires and ambition
which refuse to be concealed by the confines of a female
body. It s through the ambiguous naturc of her
character that the dramatic elements of the play surface
amid the riot of comedic moments which have placed
the play in the realm of comedy. But is it fair to think of
the play as a comedy, when ideas of betrayal, identity,
and vile anti-Semitism dwell at the core of the story? Is
Portta a spoiled heiress who manipulates those around
her out of boredom, or does she take it upon herself to
get what she wants without the permission of others or
aclherence to rules? To unlock the drama within the
comedy, we must observe Portia’s precise actions before,
during, and following the tial and find the tragedy of
love and loss within the comedy of ¢lowns, couples, and
wives dressed as sutors.

In order to appreciate the seemingly strught-fonvard
mtroduction she makes for herself at tnal, we must first
visualize the scene. The court is filled with people, some
m support of Antomo, while most linger out of curlosity
for what a pound of flesh looks like when stripped from
its owner, When Portia amives dressed as the young
lawyer, Balthazar, it is easy to see the comedy in a young
bride coming to the defense of her hushand’s friend
under the gusse of a bright and eager fellow. She is after

all, by her own admission, “an unlesson’d girl,
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unschool’d, unpractuc’d” (3.2.156) who has much to
learn about womanhood i matters of the world and
fove. Why docs she begm with a question which
demands such an obvious answer? On one hand, she
may be asking for the partics to make themsclves known
for the record, as that is what she knows or thinks to be
the appropriate protocol. Yet, the structure of the
players in this scene tells a different story. Upon entering
the court, for anyone, let alone the presidmg judge in the
case, the identity of the merchant and the Jew would be
clear. One must wonder what Portta has to gain by
swveying the court as she does and what motivates her
to carry the trial to its final moment of suspense over
Shylock’s fate. The answer lies in her love for Bassanio,
not out of a sense of honor or loyaity, but rather
suspicion and discovery.

Moments before embarking on her spur of the
moment jowrney with Nerissa to wield her unique brand
of power over the tial, Portia is the picture of the
contented betrothed. She 1s i the clouds of girlish love
for her new husband, whom she sought through the
contest of caskets for her hand in marriage. She has
attained the Iove and commitment of Bassanio, who she
regards as the nltimate brave, romantic knight, “her lord,
her governor, her king (3.2.165).” The news of the plight
of Antonio’s character cuts through her romance and
provides her with a necded, but unforescen dose of
reality. She falls i love with a man with expensive tastes,
mcluding but not imited 1o Ins chotce of wife. He craves
luxury and winning Portia gives him access to her
unlimited wealth, Belmont estate, and her exquisite
beauty. For his pat, Bassanio indeed loves her by all
accounts, but covets the wealth and influence such a
marriage would mean to him in feeding his careless
ways. Upon sceing Bassanio’s distress over Antonijo’s
troubles, 1t hecomes clear that the three thousand ducats
brought to compcete for Portia’s hand, was borrowed, ill-
gotten from the baseness of usury. The issve of wealth 1s
paired with the Jack of trust and dishonesty on the part
of Bagsanio. The nature of his fiiendship with Antonio
and the circumstances of their marriage is a concemn for
Portia. Her actions in the trial are reflections of her
suspicion towards her new husband and mtentions with
regard to his merchant. She does not pace her through



the court proceedings, as a novice lawyer, or frightened
gl in fcar of errors m performance. Her pacing s a
clear sign of her confidence in wiclding the power she
seizes from thosce around her.

In taking the opportunity to carefully observe her
husband and lus the
Antonio, Portia idealized
Bassanio end in another moment covered with the veil

demeanor toward merchant,

witnesses  her image  of
of comedy. Bassanio declares his love and loyalty to
Antonio when he says “life itself, my wife, and all the
world are not with me esteemed above thy hie (4.1.9284-
285).” Portia’s response 1s in wony as she reflects on how
his wite would hardly thank him for such an offer made
to someone else. One can nmagine a light chuckle from
an audience upon hearing this exchange. However, there
18 an underlying tone of power and disappomntment
which lingers on through the play’s final
Bassanio’s wifc is indeed present in the court and does

seene,

not take pleasure 1 secing the man, who 1s now her
husband in a new and disappointing light that does not fit
mto her good graces.

Portia’s dislusionment with Bassanio does not mark
the end of their love. The revelation of her disguise m
court in the play’s final scene serves to transform the

dynamic between Portia and Bassanio i terms of thewr
relationship. It is Bassanio who is made the fool and
humbled by his wife’s audacity. Wlile he remams
besotted « 1. her, she is above the romance of her
idealized version of him. She loves lum, but not in the
way she once did. Her love and outlook matures from
these experiences and she reclaims her place as the lord
of her house, master of her servants (3.2.168-170)
openly, and without nced of manipulation. Belmont is
her estate, and Bassanio knows he is privileged to live
there as long as Portia finds him n good favor.

Perhaps the greatest evidence for the gravity of her
strength 1 relation to the other characters is her last hne
in the play. While others veflect, she departs with an
order to her husband to come to her where she “will
answer all things faithfully (5.1.259).” She leads him to
his fortunate fate, just as she teads Shylock to the result
of his vengeance, Antonio to his redemption far apart
from the need of her husband, and the play’s other
young lovers to their contented end. Beneath the surface
of comedy, we sce the broken spirit of the exiled
Shylock, the nostalgia and confusion of the flawed
merchant, and the foolishness of idealized love, from the

perspective of a woman, m love and m command.e&
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Katy Sumonian

The Emptiness of Gender: The Inclusiveness of Women in the Buddhist Tradition

“Shariputra, sons and daughters of good lincage who
want to practice the profound perfection of wisdom
should perceive [reality] in this way: Thev should
correctly perceive the five aggregates also as empty of
imherent existence. Form is emptiness; emptiness is

I

form'.” This statement, made by Avalokiteshvara, one of
the most important bodhsattvas of the Mahayana
tradition of Buddhism®, opens what is known as the
Heart Sutra, and reveals much about the nature of
emptiness and its relation to all things. Although at first
glance, the words of the bodhisattva may appear vague
and highly abstract, the explanation of emptiness and the
implications of applying emptiness to everything and
everyone (both nmen and women) reveal much about the
Malayana philosophy and the inclusiveness of women in
the Buddhist wadidon.
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First, we must have an understanding of the Doctrine
of Emptiness in terms of its claims on reality and the
perfection of wisdom. The doctrine states that all things,
mental and physical are empty of essence. The five
aggregates, referring to sensations, feelings, perceptions,
the nund or consciousncss, and the body, are empty of
truc essence and therefore do not exist. Many have
misunderstood this beliel and have mterpreted the
doctrine as a clam that no being or object exists on any
level, and that nothing in this world is real. However, the
Doctrine of LEmptiness is geared more toward what we
can call evaluation of what truly matters in this world in
terms of relevance for one’s attaining enlightenment and
subsequently nirvana. It is not that sensations, feelings,
perceptions, the mind, and the body do not exist.
Rather, it 1s that they do not have a profound essence in



and of themselves to exist on therr own. The five
aggregates exist but are of no real significance to
enlightenment and the attainment of oneness in the
Mahayana tradition'. Unlike the Theravadaitradition in
Buddhism, which stresses the five aggregates as the
essential elements of the self, the Mahayana Buddhists
saw emptiness as the unifving factor in achieving oneness
with the world and evervthing in it. According to
Avalokiteshvarra, “there is no form, no feelings, no

discninunanons, no  compositional  factors, no

"

consciousness™ that mlibits us from living without
tgnorance and fear, and embracing perfect wisdom as the
complete awakening to ecnlightenment. Instcad of
bringing all things together through meditation, the
Mahayana tradition introcuced the notion that one could
meditate in order to realize that if we are all cmpty, we
are all one".

In order to appreciate the gravity of the bodhisattva’s
opening passage in the Heart Sutra, it is important to
consider a key, and overlooked element n the question
that was first posed to Avalokiteshvara, by the inguisitive
Shariputra, whio himself was a disciple of the Buddha.
Shariputra asks, “How should a son of good lineage train
if he wants to practice the profound perfection of
wisdom?” The disciple of the Budklha refers only to the
ability of a son, or male to attain perfect wisdom. The
bodhisattva responds by saving that any sons or
daughters of good lineage are eligible, as it were, to attain
wisdom and enlightenment. And since emptiness applies
to all

consciousness, any divisions drawn to promote the

discrimmations, compositional  factors, and
superiority of men over women in terms of the path to
becoming a bodhisattva, must be disregarded.

Dr. Rita Gross, a self proclamed “engaged historian

"

of religions™ explores the issue of gender in Buddhism
and applies the concept of emptiness in order to
lughlight the textal inclusivencss of Buddhism, as it
struggles to overconme the bounds of a global patriarchal
society. Smcee the terms, mate and female exist only as
labels, they are empty of any substantial reahty’. It is
important to remember that like Christianity, and other
major world religions, the basis ol the founding and
establishing of religious practices takes place within
listory. As such, religious traditions are subject to being
reflections of the time and place in which they emerged.
Many Buddhists embraced the patriarchal notion that
high levels of spiritual attainment cannot be attained by a
female body"”. However, therc is a great deal of textual
evidence to refute these ideas. There is a clear status

improvement of women in the Mahayana tradition, as
both men and women were cncouraged to take the
bodhisattva vow in order to pass on their wisdom to
those m nced of guidange’. In one text, a princess
named Jewel Brocade uses the Doctrine of Emptiness to
refute a male disciple who objects to the equality of
wpmen in the faith. She argues that if no onc can attain
Buddhahood in a woman’s body, then no one can attain
it within a man’s body cither, as both designations are
empty of essence”. If sexuality docs not exist in a
substantial way, and beings are more than the bodies that
encapsulate them, there should be no question as to the
status and rightful place of women m Buddhism.
Although it 1s clear that women are capable of the
sacrifice and disapline necessary to attain enlightenment,
it 1s hard for many people to detach themselves fron the
socially mngrained image of maleness that is attached to
Buddhist practices toward enlightenment. Rita Gross
analyzes the Goddess of the Vimalakirtinirdesa Sutra, in
argument for an  inclusive
Buddhism. When Vimalakirti mvites Shariputra to his

order to support the
home, the Reverend, who 1s a direct disciple of the
Buddha, encounters a Goddess who challenges  his
beliefs in the inferiority of women®™. Shariputra asks her
why she does not use her power to transform out of her
female state. To this she responds, “Although 1 have
sought my “female state” for these twelve years, I have
not yet found 1t.”" She camot find the mmnate
characteristics of the female sex, because i essence,
there are none to be found. At one dramatic moment in
the picce, the Goddess transforms Shariputra into
female form and explams to him that “all things are
netther made nor changed, and that they are not made
and not changed, that is the teaching of the Buddha,™
Even though we may appear ta be men and women,
when we take on male and female forms, the being of
one’s essence has nothing to do with the gender of a
being. By applymg the doctrine of emptiness to the
matter of gender, we can see that the teachings of the
Buddha clearly preach against discrimination of any kind
as 1t falls under the category of that which is empty. If
dharma, or what 15 real is neither nmale nor female, then
we need only look at once another as equal beings in
essence, and embrace those who seek the path to
enlightenment”.

The connective thread between what divides us on
1ssues of gender may simply be the language we use to
discuss such issues. Language Imuts us m our ability to
speak of “mankind” and include women mto the



cquation. Even though we know that mankind refers to
both men and women, the underlying lack of inclusion
of women and spiritual beings i essence prevents us
frenn _aching the pure view of the world which is ideal
in attaining the Buddhist enlightenment. By applying the
doctrine of emptiness to issues of gender roles n the
practice of Buddhisim, we are able to see the confines of
the patriarchal society in which Buddhism resides, and

do what the fundamental teachings of the Buddha
intended, In
conventional and arive at a place of unity with

this way we can look beyond the
cverything through the oneness of emptiness. Thus,
eniptiness becomes the thread that weaves itself through

gender and essence to complete the tapestry of the

Buddhist tradition. «&
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Christina Gunning

The Epic to End All Others

An almost cssential quality in hterature 1s defeating
the author who came before. All writers of epic struggled
with the originals  Homer and Virgil  and the shadow
they cast on the literary workl. The Beowwdf poet dealt
with Homer and Virgll, Edmund Spenser dealt with
Homer, Virgil and Beowulf Each poet was aware of the
pocts that came before. The trick was to improve or alter
the poetry of those who went before in order to make
something original. John Milton, however, took the epic
to an cntirely different fevel  doing “things unattempted
yet in prose or rhyme” (I 16) and lcft those who
followed with an impossible task. Milton’s Paradise Lost
presents the struggle between good and evil on an
The Joln

who followed found themsclves

enormous  scale, poets Dryden and
Alexander Pope
unable to compete with the sheer magnitude and
resorted to describing the terrible banahity of good and
evil in everyday life.

In the poem Beossulf, the hero must fight muluple
monsters: Grendal, Grendal’s mother and the dragon.
Both the hero and the monsters, however, are of human
proportions. They do not exist on a supernatural scale,
The hero, Beowulf, is the “mightiest man on carth,/
highborn, and powerful” (. 197) but he is just a man.
Grendal i1s a “fiend out of hell” (. 100) able to grab
“thirty men from their resting places” and butcher them.
However, he is still of a manageable size. In his first and

only meeting with Grendal, Beowulf rips off the
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monster’s arm after a short battle and successfully
dispatches him. Though Grendal is a “grim demon” (1.
102), his proportions fit the human world. Beowulf
successfully destroys Grendal’s mother as well. The
Dragon, in the end, manages to defeat hint but only
because Beowulf is very old by this time and “sad at
heart/... sensing his death” (1. 2419-20). However, a
“youth” (. 2626) in his band, Wiglaf, manages to
conquer the dragon m Beowulf’s stead. The dragon may
be of mythological strength but it is overtaken by a youth
the first time he is “tested as a fighter” (1. 2628). These
battles are almost predictable because the sizes of the
players match on a human scale.

The second myor cpic s The Fure Queen by
Edmund Spenser. The main hero 1s Red Cross Kmight.
He is a “Gentle Knight” (1. 1) on a “great adventure”
(11.19) to kill a “Dragon horrible and stearne” (I 27). He
is obviously inexperienced m the art of knighthood,
falling into an unnecessary battle with Error at the very
beginning of the poem even with the warnings of his
lady. Despite his inexperience, he is a good man and a
good knight. Throughout the poem, he batdes many
different enemies and each of these tests his morahty
more than his strength. While the strength of Beowulf
decides his victory, the morality of Red Cross Kmght
decides his. His fidehity is tested by Duessa who tempts
him away from his lady Una. He is drawn in by the
House of Pride, a palace run by Lucifera who 1s attended



to by her “six sage Counscllours” (Il 155) the Deadly
Sins. Though these are large moral issues, they are still
on a human scale. Most humans deal with snular
temptations. They are not supernatural. The battles Red
Cross Knight faces are on an earthly level.

The dimension of Milton’s Paradise Lost cannot be
considered carthly. Al of his characters are supernatural
or at the very least superhuman. Both his protagonists

andd antagonists are depicted on an immensc scale. His

description of good and evil involves the very epitome of’

cach. He chooses as his subject the battle betveen God
and Satan  ultimate good and ultmate evil. His subject
is Original Sin itself,

The sheer size of Satan as he is portrayed in Book 1
1s awe-inspiring. He is “extended ltong and large” (11.195)
as large as those “whom the fables name of monstrous
size” (.197) the “sca-bcast Leviathan, which God.../
Created hugest that swim th’ ocean stream” (1. 200-1).
Grendal woukd not stand a chance i a battle with Satan.
His shiekd alone is the size of “the moon../ Through
optic glass the Tuscan artist views” (1L 287). His spear is
“equal Jto] the allest pine/ Hewn on Norwegian hills” (1l
292). He is the “Arch-Fiend”, the angel who dared w0
rehel agamst God himself. He 1s massive and with the
sheer size of him comes encompassing cvil. No longer is
the epic on the earthly, human level. The evit in Paradise
Lostis a supernatural behemoth.

In addition to the nmmensity of Satan, evil also takes
the forms of Sin and Death both of which
“formidable” (Il 649). Sin is halfsvoman, hali-serpent
with a bel of “helthounds../ With wide Cerberean

are

mouths” (ll. 654-5). Death has no shape “distinguishable
i member, jomt or limb,/ Or substance...” (Il. 678-79)
since there is no death yet in the world. Satan drags these
two forms of evil into the world with him when he enters
Paradisc for the first time, unleashing Sin ancd Death on
These
offspring of Satan and add to his magnitude.

the workl. two cdemonte characters are the
In oppositon of the Arch-Fiend stand two humans

who seem  msubstantial in comparison o Satan.
However, these humans are extraordinary. Similar o
Beowulf and Red Cross Knight, the characters are not
average humans but something much more. Adan and
Eve are obviously supentor to thewr descendents in many
respects. They are “godlike erect, wath native honor clad/
In naked majesty” (Il 288-9). Through them “the mage
of their glorious Maker shone/ Truth,

sanctitude severe and pure” (L 292-3). Fvce is deseribed

wisdom,

as beautiful with “unadorned goklen tresses” (L 305)
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that fall down her back “as the vine curls” (L. 307) and
Adam
though not as attractive as Eve -.and

also  very intelligent. is also described as
handsome t
mtelligent “for contemplation he and valor formed” (11
267). Both work hard 1 their gardens, though they don’t
have to, and learn from Raphael, one of God’s angels.
Even God describes them as “sufficient to have stood”
(1. 99 agamst Satan though they are “free to fall” (Il 99).
Adam and Eve are not simple, fragile humans. They are
created in God’s image to have infinitely higher abilities.
They are poets, lovers, astronomers, farmers and
philosophers. They may not be supernatural but they are
certainly possess superhwman capabilities.

Greatest of all characters in Paradise Lostis God the
Son. He is the only face of God and in that face “divine
compassion visibly appeared,/ Love withow end, and
without measure grace” (ll. 140). When God the Father
asks hnn to live amongst mankind, God the Son answers
with no manipulation “account me for man” (ll. 238) and
he says that for man he will “lastly die” (1L 240) in order
His goodness more
encompassing the even Satan’s evil. His power is

tmmense as well. In Book 6, Raphael tells Adam the

o crase mankind’s  sins. is

story of the fall of Satan. In the story, the angels and
rebel angels have been fighting for three days without
stopping. On the third day God withdraws all his armies
and senct only his Son into battle. God the Son drives all
the rebel angels back without the slightest bit of effort
and causes them to fall for nine cays nto Hell. God the
Son is the most powerful character in the poem next to
perhaps God himself. He is not only larger-than-life, he’s
targer than death and luger than evil He is all-
encompassing. By using God the Son as a protagonist,
Milton breaks the mold of epic characters. It s
practically impossible to employ a character larger and
more extraordinary than the Son of God.

The epic poets who followed Milton were faced with
an intricate problem. Becanse of the immensity of
Milton’s characters, the only way for the poets to go was
down. Jolm Dryden conquered the problem in Mac
Flecknoe by creating a character as dull and as small as
possible. His *hero’ Shadwetl is the son of Flecknoe, the
ruler of “the recalms of Nonsense” (Il 6). Flecknoe is
getting ready to hand over his reign and chooses
Shadwell as his best successor. Shadwell is “mature n
dullness” (L 16) and “confirmed in full stupidity” (L. 18).
He (1L.20) and “scems
designed for thoughtless majesty” (Il 26). The evil in this
poem is not specifically personified in one central figure

“never deviates into  sense”



as m Paradise Lost. This poem depicts the banality of
evil in evervday Iife. The ewil m this poem is the
celebration of “new impudence” along with “new
ignorance” (1. 146). Dryden takes the larger than hie
quality of Milton’s epic characters and reduces them to
human standards. In earlier epics, the hero had qualities
that sct them above regular humans, though not as much
as God the Son or even Adam and Eve. Beowulf is more
powerful than thirty men. Red Cross Knight defeats all
his enemies. Shadwell, on the other hand, is basically a
vain and talentless fool. His qualities push him below
regular human standards. He has a “double portion of
his father’s art” for vanity and meaninglessness (1. 217).
Instead of competing with Milton’s characters, Dryden
dropped his character as low as possible.

Another successor of Milton was Alexander Pope,
He wrote The Rape of the Lock based on an actual
incident that occurred in the Catholic community at that
time. One of the main alterations between Pope’s work
and Milton’s is his use of a single female herome,
Belinda, without a muale counterpart. Instead of waking
early and facing the day, Belinda wakes “just at noon” (1.
16) and begins “the sacred rites of Pricde” (Il 128). She
has “fair tresses [that] man’s imperial race ensnare” (L
27). Belinda is, unlike Shadwell, raised above other
humans. At parties “every eye [is] fixed on her alone”
(IL.6) because she is more beautful than any other
wonran. She is essentally vain. She protects her chastity
by fhitting from man to man. Because she never loves just
one man, he can never convinee her to “stainy her honor”
(. 108). However, she is just as concerned with her
“new brocade” (Il 108) as her honor, with her necklace
as with her heart (1. 109). At one point she fights in a
sort of epic battle where she competes with two
“adventurous knights” (1. 26) at ombre, a type of card
game. She wins the card game but then the Baron, one
of the men who desire her, snips ofl her favorite lock of’
hair causing her to lose the battle.

After this event, Belinda is plunged into “Spleen” (Il
16} or ‘illhumor’. Spleen is the major evil in the story
personified in the Goddess of [I-Nature. She possesses
“a wondrous bag” (1. 81) where she “collects the force of
female lungs,/ Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of
tongues” (1. 83). She also has a vial “she fills with fainting
fears,/ Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears” (1L
85). These things, used by the Gnome Umbriel, cause
Belinda to sercam at the Baron. Neither the heroine nor
the evil in The Rape of the Lock have the enormity of
Milton’s characters. However, Pope treats thenm with the
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same solemunity as Milton does m order to use the poem
to poke fun at thc young woman Belinda is based on.
Belinda is given an cpic battle and fails as Adam and Eve
do in Paradise Lost. As Po; Lilzes the true event, he
also scems to tease Milton’s work as well. He s both
though
considered a comedy since it does not end with a

solemn  andd  comical the poem cannot be
marriage. Pope takes an entirely different stance on epic
poetry.

Origmality 1s a difficult subjeet to address i epic
poetry. Fach poct sceks to outwrite those who came
before. However, none thought to break out of the style
of cpic poctry mta a new style until Henry Fielding,
Samuel Richardson and Daniel Defoe finally pioncered
the novel. While the poets wied to bring in their own
style and voice to their poetry, they also borrowed from
those who came before. This borrowing was a way of
showing up the poct that came before. In wnung

Paradise Lost, Milton wants to ‘beat’ all epic poets from
Homer to Spenser. In Book 3, he compares lumself to
“blind Thamyris and blind Maconides,/ And Tiresias
and Phincus prophets old” (1. 35). He wants to be both
Homer aidl the blind prophet Tiresias, He wants to be
better than ever poet that came before him. He does this
by stretching the epic to an incredible scale.

Dryden and Pope take different approaches to
originahty. Instead of stretching the epic, Dryden shrinks
it down as far as possible and rubs 1t around i the dit
and grime. He takes the idea of an epic and switches the
poles. Rather than make Shadwell epically large, he
makes his hero  epically small. Pope applies  the
techniques of epic poetry to teenage fancy as an
alternative to the Creation and Damnation of Mankind.
Because Milion took the glimmering, pristine subjects,
Pope takes a true event and wraps 1t in epic language. He
treats the minor whining of a young woman with a bad
haircut with the same earnestness that Milton employs.
All of these poets strove to find origmahlity while
remainig mside the epic model.

Milton’s impact on the epic was extensive. Before

Paradise Lost, epics were presented on a human level,
with human heroes and standard-size monsters. His
work was meant to be unbeatable and it was. He
surpassed all previous poets and discouraged all future
ones. Paracdise Lost is probably the defining moment
that incited the new literary movement of the novel. 1t 1s
the work that both exemplified and destroyed epic

poetry for future generations of wiiters. «6
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Poetry - 2010 Whither Awards -First Place

Allen Feldman
Amidst All the Craziness, I Always End Up In a Cab

L Odessa

Lime tongues dance together,
salt bitters the edges;

we savor regret stinging

the back of our senses,

Oolya and I that 1s,

she was my Ukrainian lover
for ten whole days,

her code for sex was—

Let’s watch a movie,
we become salmon
dancing on vibrato,
cut open down the chest
with the sharp of our nails,

Just to stay close,
sand and sea close,
we ride a wave together in the club,
my stiff pants against ler wet skirt,
till the sun bursts blood orange
down the center, it’s

5:00am,
the death march up to the parking lot
is a pit stain and spaghetti legs,
she stops to hear a mandolin,
pizzicato,
dusty fingers beg
for rubles in an old fedora,

Let’s get out of here, 1 say anxiously,
she woir’t have 1t, the melody
reminisces her childhood,
feeling cradled, the warmth
of its transcendent tune,
rain wets her blouse
and it hits me like a Jackson Pollock—
we haggle a cab driver with the remains
of our excess, lie draped over each other
the entire sickly jarring way,
till we climb up our doorstep—

Qolya gives me her 32-caliber smile.

If. New York

I Saturday-stumble into bed,

the niglt as clear as my childhood,

my phone vibrates, it’s Abby,

Hey, Margaret and 1 just drank a bottle

of wine, come over—

I open the squealing kitchen window,

toes sweating, step onto the fire escape

tasting wet flour within my skin,

1 feel like superman, 1 howl,

I hail a cab, no wait— 1 flag down

a cab, this amn’t Reichstag,

those worn out leather seats

dream floating space cats,

I peer between slits onto bending

streetlamps whispering soft allegories,

my snowcovered body seeps back amid—

where’smyphone? and spare change,

the cab halts,

That'll be $22 .50,

I don’t remember

paving,

I scramble up endless winding stairs,

rolling along blank walls,

tiger-clawing a black door,

Abby answers, grinning like a murderer,

we walk into hier room, a candle of castles—

Margaret’s on the bed, sipping Cabernet,

midniff showing, smiling wildly,
Sovoooooco what'’s the plan?]1 pose,

we're on the bed, rolling sex dice,

the snow is a window frame

of naked flesh and spilled wine.



Poetry - 2010 Whittier Awards -Second Place

John Jackson
The Mattress in the Sinkhole

Storm clouds were black-capped
beasts chewing the swooning
white ones, but we refused

to ever see them.

At night they swung from stars
and rappelled down onto

the telephone wires, and tiptoed
their way over our home.

Our white home, with a white
fence that we built, we painted,
and we kept.

It was in the unerring escapes
of breaths m each other’s embrace,
when it, staring through the
window in the torpid night,
emptied its storm upon us.
Rain clapped against the roof,
walls started slipping down

and winds fingered and pulled
our old rooty trees.

The roof sunk smile to frown,
the door a hip tongue

on the ground, and our fence
spht like pulted teeth.

The worst was when our porch
cratered and a sinkhole formed,
the storm had hit

and the earth had swallowed
the heart of our home.

Tune has passed.
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A kid fogs the window of his
mother’s car with awe

as they drive by us:

a hollowed out home kke a hole dug
with wood that was dirt

thrown all around,

two cars pomted at each other,

us behind blue glass

not wilhng to speak.

One day I will find you in there,

you witl have climbed through

the window, knee ngh m our
memories and junk,

crouching n destruction.

I will bear your warm face m the
teared half-moon of my eyes,

and we will lock-eves

and soon alter lock-fingers

and collapse down nto the muck

m our open home and lay

on our backs all breathy

with caresses.

You will raise and straighten

a picture on the scarred wall.

T will help you clean.

You will start dragging

the broken branches from our garden.
1 will look for new trees.

Y ou will start to pick up the mattress,
and I wall carry it wath you,

and toss 1t into the sinkhole.
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Poetry - 2010 Whittier Awards -Third Place

Catherme King
The .iuals Season

Prowling and prowling on the widentng campus

The poet cannot hear the poetry

Tweets call a phone, the C.I. cannot hold

Mere Gatorade is loosed upon the Spot

The ink-diimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere

The reddish bricks of memory are drowned.

The best lack all correction, and the worst

Are driven with tobaccoish intensity

Surely some reckoning is at hand?

Surely the finals season is at hand?

The finals season! Hardly are those words out

When ajpg from a page of Wikipedia troubles my sight:
Tanned, slow thighs move across the upper quad

A student wearied with an enormous backpack

As the shadow of Extreme Frisbee cuts the cement

The URL has failed, but now I know

That six sweet hours of deservéd sleep

Were vexed to wakeness by a loud alarm clock.

And what rough freshman, her hour come round at last,
Slouches towards Whittier to be born?

September 29, 2009
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Poetry - 2010 Whittier Awards -Honorable Mentior

Abigail Chivdler
You Didn’t Want My Heart

I slashed my chest open

With a scalpel I found.

I pulled out the pulmonary vein

Like pulling off boots

That were sizes too small.

I jerked out the vena cava

Like a claw of a hammer

Stuck m a chest of drawers.

I wrenched out the ventricle

Like a garden hose

From the mud.

I tore out the aorta

Like a gutter

Off the side of a house.

I scooped out all of the syrup

And the left over solids.

I slammed the sticky mess

On the granite kitchen counter.

You didn't even peer over the newspaper.
¥ ou kept your eyes safety pinned to the sports section.

89



Poetry - 2010 Whittier Awards ~Honorable Mention

Jeff Wilson
Isaac

"And He said, “Take now thy son, thine only son Isaac, whom thou lovest, and get thee into the land of
Morialy; and offer him there for a burnt offering upon one of the mountains which I will tell thee of.™

Genesis 22:2

L

You think I'm too young to understand,
The desert sun blazing hot i my memory.
In silence, you lead me up the mountain.
Sand filled my throat in an earthy deluge,
Whipped up by tunultuous winds,

And sweat stung my eyes like bitter tears
From Heaven, sincere and irrelevant.
My feet dirty and caltused from the trek,
I wondered, as [ will forevermore,

What were you thinking?

You unfurled the ropes,

Tangled and confused,

Like a serpent drunk on its own venoin,
And laid me on a stone

As if it were a crib.

You tied me down, lovingly,

His voice m your soul, an echo,

A vibragon pulsing through you,
Moving you to act in this way.

The covenant must be sealed.

It all makes perfect sense, doesi’t it?

You looked into my eyes, then,
But what did you see?

A life? A soul? A son?

A duty with 2 beating heart.

A sacrifice.

You think I didn’t see

The wall behind your gaze.
Could you tell the difference
Between disbelief and horror
When you looked into my eyes?

The moment was eternal

When you raised the Knife,

The sun sharp on the edge,
Blinding and painful

Like an excruciatingly beautiful face.
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You blinked and your expression changed.
Was it puzzlement? Rapeure? Disappointiment?
A young ram, unblemished and perfect,
Stumbling, wandered towards its destiny.

Your features waxed lucid

And you cut the bonds.

What were you thinking?

II.

You think I'm too young to understand
But I know all your secrets:

Countless bloate« backs

Arched and floating in the ocean,

Towers crumbling under the weight of His fist,
Cities blasted to dust, women turned to salt.
The covenant must be sealed

In innocent blood

So that He may pass over us.

Your descendants will overwhelin

The sands of the desert,

The stars of the sky,

And He will preserve them;

For I am the good son,

And I want you to know, Father,

That it all makes perfect sense.

T



Fiction - 2010 Whittier Awards -First Place

Jessica Miller
Yellow Lemons

I crept mside a few minutes late, and
awkwardly shd mto the most hassle-free char
avaltable. But then I saw there were cookies on the
back table, so 1 sacrificed my attempts at subtlety
and got up for one.

The REC Center volunteer was already talking:
“..A woman who has helped thousands regain
control over thewr hives, Ronme Delgado.”

Mildly enthusiastic clapping splattered around
the room. Romnie Delgado slinked up to the
podium. She was wearing loose, flowery clothing
which failled to conceal her miniscule frame. 1
caught a glimpse of her ankles beneath her skirt as
she passed. T had seen thicker tubes of lipstick.

“Hello everyone, and thank you for having me
here. The only thing I ask is that you do not think
about a vellow lemon.”

I mstantly thought of the freshest, vellowest
lemon.

I looked around me. Senior citizens. Nothing
but white-haired women with droopy faces, and the
spouses they dragged along. They were all glancing
conservatively at one another, as if to smft out He
Who was thinking about vellow lemons.

Ronnie Delgado smirked knowingly. “Who
here thought of 4 vellow lemon?”

Geriatric murmurs sifted through the room as
every hand inched upward.

“That’s how our subconscious works. And it’s
that part of the mind that’s at work when we are
hypnotized.”

A sea of fluffy, white, nodding heads bobbed in
affirmation.

“Hypnosis is a form of subconscious
persuasion. The important word here is persuasion,
as opposed to coercion. With hypnosts, you will
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never be forced to do anything you don’t want to
do. You know that feeling when you’re siting by a
bowl of chips, and you take one... and even though
it’s stale, you take another... and another... and
another...”

I knew exactly what she meant. Unenthusiastic
laughter bubbled over the room.

“It’s that sensation. You can stop any time, but
for whatever reason, it’s a more difficult, conscious
decision.

“Now, hypnotherapy is not the same thing as
those hypnosis shows you see i Vegas. I'm not
going to make you strut around like a rooster or
convince you your belty button has falten off.”

Slightly louder unenthusiastic laughter came
again. Ronnie Delgado was on a roll.

“Hypnotherapy i1s a way to help you change
your hfestyle, and make you more able mentally,
physically, emotionally and spiritualty. The exercise
1s very relaxing.”

So far I hadn’t heard anything I hadn’t expected
to hear, but I gave her my full attention.

“Before we begin, are there any questions?”

Everyone fell silent and resorted to shifting
needlessly in then chairs.,

Suddenly, an old man in the back corner
spoke. He had a thick, Slavish accent and had
clearly not mastered volume control.

“Can you help forget? Because my brother died
a long time ago and 1 still have grief and T want to
forget.”

Romnie Delgado, slightly ruffled, peered at him
from behind the podium. There was a brief
hesitance to her response.



“Yes,” she said. “Many of my clients have used
hypnotherapy to overcome grief.”

There were no more questions.

“QOkay then. ] want you to close your eyes, and
imagine you are on a beach.”

With my eyes shut, 1 mithon different postcard
beaches flickered through my mind. It was hard to
choose just one. I tried to hone m on a beach at
sunset, with a purple and orange sky and cattails
along the shore. I managed to hold onto this scene,
but for some reason the shore kept turning mto a
chiff. The chff was peaceful, so T kept it. T just
hoped she wouldn’t tell us to wade mto the water
because I'm1 not sure how 1 would have done that
from atop a chiff.

“It’s a beautiful beach. The sand 1s soft under
your toes, the waves are calim, the sun s bright and
warm on your skin...”

Damn it, the sun was still up. I tried to make
the sky blue but it kept switching back to purple
and orange. 1 grappled with the sky as Ronme
Delgado continued, “You feel an overwhelming
sense of calmi. You feel safe and comfortable, and
you are utterly relaxed.”

1 let my shoulders slump. That was relaxed.
The scenery became clearer in my mind, but then 1
would realize the sky was the wrong color and get
tripped up again.

“You are walking along the beach, allowg the
sand to massage the soles of vour feet, There is a
cool, calm breeze as you walk, and the sun is
warming your skin.”

The breeze felt good in my mind, and anyume
I started gettimg chilly T would remember the sun
was warnng my skin. This was manageable. I had
given up on the sky. It would just have to be purple
and orange.

“And as you're walking, you come across your
towel. You know it’s your towel because it’s your
favorite color.”

In front of me was a lush, green towel It
reminded me of cake frosting. It was a beautiful
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towel, and I wished I had one like it in real hfe,
instead of those ones with the tacky starfish patterns
all over them.

“You lay vour body down on your soft, cozy
towel. And as you look up at the sky, yvou feel
completely relaxed and content.”

And as 1 lay there on my bright green towel, 1
did feel relaxed and content. I turned my head to
the side to face the ocean. The sun on the water
was a breathtaking spectrum of rich, saturated
colors. I was suddenly aware of how close 1 was to
the edge of the cliff, and with a breeze blowing. But
I knew I was fine and continued to gaze mto the
distance.

“Feel how marvelous it is to be there.”
I chd.

“Now vou're gettimg up, and walking back mn the
directton you came.”

[ was a hittle sad to leave my towel, but a part of
me knew-it would probably still be there if 1 ever
decided to visit again. I hiked back along the chiff,
with a sense of fulfilhment.

“Now I want you to imagine a candle burning.”

Wait—what? When had candles come mto
play? My mind stumbled for a moment, and then
the beach scene fell away. I was looking at a white
candle with wax drtpping away from the little flame.
It was floating ominously mn a perpetual blackness.
The candle, I realized, was slowly turning upside
down.

“Focus on the flame, flickering. Notice how it
gets brighter.”

I tried to hone i one the flame, but the candle
had since Hoated upward and the flame was just
above my frame of vision. I became frustrated with
the flame and wished it would come down. It came
down a little bit, but not all the way.

“The brighter it gets, the calmer you feel.”

I could see the glow of the bottom half of the
flame, and I knew that meant 1 was supposed to be



calm. My head stowly flopped to one side. The
candle came into better view, and I was no longer
angry with it.

“Now, as I count to three, vou will feel
complete relaxation. On each count you wil! feel
ten times more relaxed than yvou did Dbefore.

One...”
My shoulders sank forward.
“Two...”

1 no longer fele tension in my hands and knees.
I could just barely feel the ground.

“Three.”

It felt as though my body was a condensed mass
of cloud. T sensed misty tendrils, like hot ice,
wisping ofl of my arms and neck and disapparating
into nothing. I was suspended m thime, suspended
mn bemg.

“Now I'm going to count back down to one,
and with each count you feel vourself coming back
to reality. When I get to one vou will open your
eyes, feeling calm, awake and refreshed.”

As much as I liked being here at Three, I knew
I would have to return to reality and that it was
probably in my best interest to do so. I loated for a
while longer and anticipated the impending
countdown.

“Three...”

Some sort of microchip in my head suddenly
clicked back into place, and 1 felt myself coming
back down to the ground.

“Two...”

I could sense my fingers and my heels, T was
aware of the chair beneath me. I could feel my
neck, my shoulders.

“One.”

Like a bug slurped through a straw, 1 had the
sensation of being yanked back mto the REC
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Center, in my foldout chair. My eves popped open
and I looked around. I noticed that 1 was very
stouched and held my chin up higher to reheve the
pressure. The senior citizens surrounding me were
gazmg around the room as well. They looked
bored, and began muttering to one another.

Ronnie Delgado skimmed the room, smiling
all-knowingly.

“Any questions? Reactions? Responses?”

I felt good, but I didn’t have anything much
more substantia} to say than that, so T kept my
mouth shut.

A wrinkly woman with frizzy gray hair and a
deep voice said, “I hiked the ocean and, and the...
calm 1 got from it, it was so calming and soothing,
and I thought of the beach I went (o when I visited
Hawait. It was like I was really there, and... | felt
safe, like I knew the beach was an okay place for
me, to be.”

More elderly side murmurs skittered around
the roont, “I didn’t see anything,” the Slavic man
muttered crankily, and loudly.

The voices eventually tapered off, which was as
good a point as any for Ronnie Delgado to launch
tto promoting her private hypnotherapy sessions,
available by appoinmnent and willing to work
around YOUR schedule. She then stepped down
from the podium, and everyone clapped meekly.

After filmg out of their seats, the gaggle of
seniors herded at a snail’s pace toward the door. 1
was most unfortunately caught behind the mass,
aid was creeping out of the room as slowly as 1 had
come . It did give me enough time to grab
another cookie on the way out, though.

Outside, the ar was marvelous and clear,
excluding the faint odor of car exhaust. 1 walked
upright, taking in all the colors of the houses
passing by me. I thought I might get a tea. I hated
tea. I looked down at my legs. They seemed longer,
tammer. My neck felt more slender and my har
seemed softer as it blew against my cheeks. 1
peered up at the sky, and it was the most gorgeous
blue I had ever seen. «6



Fiction - 2010 Whittier Awards - Second Place

Victor Vargas
Beneath the Boards

There's a man laughing on the Moon.

You probably can't see lum, but don't be quick
to dismiss Inis existence as mere foolishness. He's
been walking the same crags and craters since
before the dawn of maukind and m some two
hundred thousand Earth years his nature has never
changed. He's got shimmering red eyes, chalky
white skin, and he's pregnant with a child he can
never birth. Usually he's invisible to the naked eye,
knowable only to playing children and those
unlucky mothers of the dead. His name 1is
Deuteronomy and he hates the Earth in earnest.

He does not remember how he got to be on the
Moon. Nor does he remember his purpose or why
he is with child. One day he simply was and the
next day he was laughing. He's not a god by any
stretch of the imagination. He has no divine say in
the life of mortal men. He cannot strike lighming at
the greater planet. He cannot tum water mto wine
or resurrect the dead. This man is incapable of
saving even himself, and yet his anguish influences
the blue Earth gently, subtly.

The man cannot leave the Moon and he cannot
die. Cursed might not be a bad appropriation but 1t
doesn't seem enough. All the man can do 1s laugh.
And cry.

P

Diana stared up at the pale circle beyond the
glass dutifully. She was sitting awkwardly on the
dining roonmt table. Cross-legged, her weight
extended forward and it seemed that at any
moment gravity miught push a little harder and she
would fall over the edge. Her arms were held out,
palms extended, and she prayed. She waited
patiently for the laughing man's blessing, for some
sign of his approval, but he 1gnored her as usual.
His head was thrown back as he paced across the
Moon's surface in tight circles.

In the next room, the small kitchen, Diana's
grandmother was gabbing animatedly with someone
on the phone. Dr. Olivera maybe. Or old Douglas
Kent from: bevond the lake. They were supposed to
be keeping the line clear m case Manny called, but
that didn't impede their conversation, they'd been
chatting happily for over an hour. Diana knew her
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brother wouldn't couldn't call, but her
grandmother didn't and she didn't appreciate that.

Her parents, both her mother and father, were
out n the forest now, along with the small police
force and most of the town. They were scouring the
woods and lake, desperately searching for her
missing baby brother.

The sky was overcast today. A dark churning
curtain rolled across the wide heavens. Behind the
swirlimg haze, high in the atmosphere, a bright
spherical ball of light made uself known through
the clouds: the Sun. The short hittle weatherman on
the television had promised an end to the mcessant
downpour of the last three weeks, but there stll
clung a balmy humudity to the air. Diana suspected
it might rain for a few days more. It wouldn't be the
first tme the weatherman from Toluca had been
wrong. And it probably wouldn't be the last.

Technically, Diana couldn't see the Moon. Not
through the dense, shapeless gray blanket high
above. But she could see the man. She could
always see the man, even when the others couldn't.
Even when the Moon was on the other side of the
planet, she could see him. If she tried.

Manny had disappeared yesterday, sometime
around noon. He and Billy had been playing n the
basement. Later, when their father, the police chief,
had pressed him for information in front of the
then small assembled force, Billy had squeaked in
between sobs that the monsters had taken him.

The spiders.

Diana knew where Manny was, just as Billy and
a few kids from town probably knew. He was with
the monsters, downstairs in the basement very, very
far awayv.

The thought of the crybaby alone, surrounded by
darkness, or even worse, in the fire, scared Diana.
More than she would ever admit to anyone. She
wanted to go, to run to him and ensure his safety.
But she wouldn't go without the lwgling man's
blessing; without his help.

But he was an obstinate bastard. He saw Diana
of course, and he knew what she wanted, but he
seemed to enjoy the sight of her calm terror. Agan
and again he turned awav from her, his constant
laughter shaking him more than usual.



Billy was behind her, and unhke her, sitting
normally at the table. He was playing with his oldest
toys: a Ronald McDonald figure missing a left
floppy shoe (the bad guy) and a frayed ligle squat
He-Man fhgure (the good guy) that Diana had
always thought looked ndiculously toned. Every
once i a while he would whistle or pucker his lips
to add sound to the dramatic exchange they were
engaged in, but the noises seemed halthearted in
the noon atmosphere. His eyes were on his sister.

The man on the Moon froze during a half-step.
Diana's breath caught and she raised her anm's
higher. Slowly, muscles taught and belly round, he
tumed to her and smiled widely, displaying a
toothless grin and a blue tongue. He looked
ridiculous like that, one leg raised. But Diana
couldn't have been more serious.

“Please,” Diana whispered to him.

The liughing man hcked his Lips once and then
winked at her. Then he turned back to his original
position and continued his step. But that was
enough.

Diana jumped from the table and suddenly
Billy was at her side. His toys abandoned, a strange
little pile of clothing tucked under his arm.

“Let's go,” she said simply.

As they passed their grandimother, she turned
and pushed the phone a few inches from her
shoulder. “Where do you two think you're going?”

“We're going out back for a bit, ma'am,” Diana
explained simply, shrugging. “We're bored cooped
up inside.”

“Yeah,” Billy agreed meekly. His eyes glued to
the floor. Neither of them hked their grandmother,
but Billy had a special reason to fear her. Once,
maybe four years ago, she had spanked him
repeatedly with a belt for coming home late one
night.

Their grandmother seemed to consider them
for a moment (but not really, Diana knew she
would say yes but she really shouldn't  any other
adult would say no. Their brother was lost and the
rain wasn't gone yet, it would be awful irresponsible
to let them go out, but their grandmother didn't
really care) and then nodded once, turming away
from them. “Just mind you stay away from the
woods.”

Immediately she returned her attention to her
nameless conversation partner and began laughing
at something unheard by the children. “Oh, no.
No. Don't say that. No.”

Diana and Billy stepped past her, through the
kitchen and a small hallway, mto the open
backyard.

It was surprisingly cold; a sheer chill clung to
the ground while winds high in the sky pushed the
gray clouds faster and faster. Everything appeared
slightly colorless, even the usually vivid green and
brown of the trees seemed to have been washed
away somewhat. And the chilly breath that pushed
against Diana's lips and sent a shiver down her
spine made her all the more certain of her weather
prediction: 1t would rain soon. Which would be
really bad for Manny if he really had been lost out
in the woods as the adults seemed to think. That
thought might have encouraged Diana but her
mind shifted to the spiders and she knew his
situation might be more desperate than a trifle wet
and cold.

First Diana fetched the garden hose. A long
green tube spun around itself in a neat circle at the
base of the pipe at which it hung. It would be her
only protection where she was gomg. Her knuckles
turned white as she clutched it and Diana knew she
was afraid.

But not unwilling.

The basement's entrance was a wide double
wooden door placed diagonally against the base of
the house. Made of some ancient wood, this door
and the accompanying basement were the one part
of the house that her parents had failed to remodel
throughout the years. It was all that remained of the
original house her mother had bought fifteen years
ago, only a few years before her birth. Sometimes,
as she passed this elderly portal, Diana wondered
why it had never rotted, even after seeing so many
months and years of the ramy season. But she was
secretly glad her parent's hadn't seen fit to replace 1t
with something newer yet. To Diana, the ancient
door seemed like a survivor of a time now past. She
rather hked it.

Unlike the rest of the basement...

The door was kept locked with a padlock. Dull
bronze gold and silver metal against aging brown, it
was much newer than the door it was supposed to
protect. But her father had long ago lost the key so
it was never completely locked. Not that they had
anything truly worth stealing in the basement, and
besides, Diana’s father didn't think anyone would
dare steal from the police chiefs house.

Billy and Manny had stolen the key of course.
They were the first ones to make contact with the



spiders and they liked to play in the basement.
Diana had objected vehementdy at first, she didn't
trust the spiders. But her brothers had ignored her
and continued to pay them visits In secret 1t now
seemed. Yesterday, after Billy had gotten away from
their father, he had pulled off his shirt and showed
Diana two long red marks that ran around his belty.
Burns.

Diana tossed the padlock out of the way. She
pulled the rusting latch away from its knob and
reached down, gripping the edge of the wood wath
tentative fingers. With a little effort she managed to
heave the heavy wooden door open single-
handedly, revealing the festering mterior. Rotting
wooden steps descended into the darkness of the
basement. Aging support beams and cracking
cement ran down a steep incline, and at the bottom,
Diana knew she would find a small square room
filed with antiquities and rubbish. And darkness.

And things even worse yet.

Beside her, Billy gulped audibly and she knew
that she had to be brave for him. She tuned to
him, a smile parting her lips, and she hit his
shoulder lightly with her free hand.

“Don't worry, kiddo,” she soothed. Her voice
sounded terse to her ears. “I'll have Manny back in
no time.”

Billy didn't say anything. His eyes moved from
the basement to his sister, and a tight smile pulled
at the corners of his mouth. But 1t disappeared
quickly enough.

“When I get to the bottom, turn on the water
and close the door, okay?” she commanded, as
evenly as she could manage. “Gimme his clothes.”

Billy handed her the small bundle he carried. A
small blue shirt, faded shorts, and a pair of new
tennis shoes
Manny vesterday. She cradled the lump of fabric
and sole under her remaining wm, and then she
started her decent.

The stairs creaked pitifully in protest at her hight
weight. She took each step slowly, without a free
hand to hold the wall for support; she balanced the
hose and bundle in each hand carefully. At one
point, the garden hose in her left hand vanked
backwards forcefully and she nearly toppled down
the stairs. She regamed her balance at the last
moment and a pitiful apology drifted down the
stairs to her.

“Sorry!”

it was all that they had found of
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Diana stepped over the third to last step, a
broken and missing board, and waited at the
landing. Slowly, her eyes grew accustomed to the
darkness, and stark blackscus turned to pale gray.

The basement was just like it had been
vesterday. It was cramped, most of the space was
taken up by furniture that had long ago fallen to
disuse, but which her mother couldn't bear to part
with. A series of mismatched cabinets, an armoire,
three stoves, a refrigerator, and a broken bed post
were among the casualties. The walls of the
basement room climbed and opened into a small
crawlspace that spanned the entire area of the
house. Above ler, the ceiling of the room was low
and pipes ran overhead, an adult would probably
have to mind their head. It smelled horribly of both
rotting Earth and new ash, disgustingly musty and
refreshingly pepper at the same time.

Diana detested this place.

Once, Diana's father had told her that the
previous occupant used to burn things in the
basement. When she had asked what exactly, he
liad patted her head softly and told her: “Don't
matter no more.” He had never brought the subject
up again, and something about the look of lis eye
then had told her that she shouldn't either.

(Burt she knew it was the man on the Moon who
burned here)

She moved to the center of the room, tugging
the hose along. The very center was the only clear
part of the congested httle room, it stood directly
below an ancient light bulb that hung from above.
Dima dropped the hose there. She wgged the
small cord that accompanied the bulb and it
reliably flickered on, bathing the gray room in a
famt yellow luminescence. She scuttled toward the
closest overturned cabinet and ducked behind it
There she deposited the little bundle of clothes she
curied. That accomplished, she moved back
toward the hght bulb and mmed back to the stairs.
She could barely make out Billy's littte floating head
as 1t bobbec down from above the opening.

“Do it!” she cried up to him.

He staredt at her for an eternal moment before
his puckered features disappeared. Seconds later, a
long winded groan gave away the swinging of the
basement door from beyond. She expected it but
nonetheless the smash of the ancient wood hitting
the threshold made her gasp. The sound echoed
around her softly and suddenly, Diana found
herself very much alone.



Standing there, bathed in the famt light, the
darkness deepened and strange shadows emerged
around her. Lonely shades sprung forth from
innocent cabinets, and the single bedpost created a
sinister crooked face against' the wall. Ominously,
laughter drified from above her. It took Diana a
moment to realize it must be her grandmother, still
on the phone, but that knowledge did little to
relieve the fear that had stricken her legs mto jelly,

The sputter of water gushing out of the hose
snapped her out of her sudden terror. She reached
down and scooped up the garden hose in shaking
hands, bending it in order to hmit the flowing water
to a shght trickle. She desperately hoped that she
wouldin't need to use it.

Diana took the moment to steady herself, she
breathed in deeply, willing her racing heart to calm.
For Manny, for Manny, for Manny, she chanted
mentally. It was her only mantra in the darkness.

She raised a single arm and grasped the hght
bulb's cord, she prayed agamn then, not to the man
on the Moon this time to but to baby Jesus in the
clouds, and then she pulled the cord.

And darkness greeted her.

Unlike before, when the hght from the open
basement door had aided her eyesight, this time she
found herself completely and utterly blind. The
room was no longer framed by dark degrees of gray
and strange shapes, her eyes found no purchase in
the blackness. She released the light bulb's cord and
brought the hand before her face, waving 1t
frantically. Nothing. She couldn't even see her own
hands in front of her eyes.

The feeling was disquieting, almost numbing.
Diana remembered the Dentist then, and her mmd
flooded with memories of her last wisit. She
remembered getting several shots of Novocain and
soon she couldn't feel her jaw at all. She'd spent a
good few hours stroking her jaw m the mirror,
feeling with her hand what seemed hke a missing
part of herself. The feeling that gripped Diana then
in the stark darkness of the basement was very
similar to then. Only now it seemed more all
encompassing, not merely affecting her jaw but her
whole body. It was alimost too easy to believe that
she herself was bodiless in this blackness. That she
had left her physical form behind at some point.
Almost.

Almost because she could still hear the trickle
of water from the hose she held in her clammy
hand. Abmost because she could stull picture the
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room around her, the abandoned pieces of
furniture and appliance that decorated this space.
Almost because she could still make out, extremely
famtly, the sounds of her granmother upstairs,
talking on the phone.

She wasn't there yet.

Diana closed her eves and counted the seconds
bv. One Mississippr, tvo  Mississippr,  three
Mississippi... Five seconds, ten, twenty, thirty, forty,
fifty. She almost counted a whole muinute. Ahnost.

But when she reached fifty-seven, she realized
she could no longer hear her grandmother upstairs.
She opened her eves then and peered at the deep
darkness around her. Diana tned pictuning the
room she had been standing in, the cramped tiny
room filled with forgotten junk, and found that she
didin't believe she was still in the same room. She
might as well have been standing in a wide cavern.
It was very easy 1o believe that there were no walls

surrounding  her, that the darkness extended
forever and ever.

And 1t does.

“Manny... Manny!””  she cried nto the
emptiness.  Around  her, darkness swirled

broodingly, and all she wanted was to reach above
her, pull the cord and run far, far away from this
horrible place. But she refused to leave without her
baby brother. “Manny!”

She turned in cireles, willing him to appear
suddenly before hex, but all she found was sitent
nothmgness. The smell was much worse now. More
pronounced, no longer merely rotting wood and
faint pepper, now the odors around her made her
think of the dead dog her friends had found last
month on the highway. The disgustingly sweet smell
of rotting fleslt in the rain. Her head began to spin
as her eyes wandered the unknowable expanse and
she found herself dizzy. Her only companion i the
void was the low trickle of water as it dripped from
the hose.

Then from hehind her, a sudden noise made
her freeze. A great thundering boom echoed all
around her and her nerves shot wildly. The next
moment, her hand already had the light bulb’s cord
clutched greedily, but she stopped.

It wasn't the spiders. Just the boter. Get a hold
of vourself] Or at least she hoped. It Aad sort of
sounded like the familiar gas boiler #ururmm lazily
as it worked itself on, only exponentally louder.
Maybe her grandmother was making coffee.

Or maybe thevre gomg to cook me alive.



The thought sent her heart mto double nme
and she struggled to calm hersell. They don't even
know I here, she promised herself. 7 just need to
find . The: never have to come back down
here ever agam. And she was sure that Manny and
Billy would never step foot nto this hell ever again.
She woutd make sure of 1t, even if she had to break
their legs.

“Manny. Manmny, please. Where are vou?” she
hissed mto the darkness.

And then she heard it. She turned 10 her left
and held her breath, straining her ears. Incredibly
quiet, but there nonetheless, the sound of shallow
breathing.

“Manny?”

No response.

“Manny!”

She couldn't afford to move away from where
she stood. She would never be able to find the light
bulb in the darkness, but the low panting sounded
close hy. Maybe only a few feet away.

“Manny? Is thar you? It's me. Diana.” She
clutched the hose closer to her and leaned forward.
She couldn't make out his shape, but she was
certain it was him. “Manny, please answer me!
Manny!”

And then someone answered her. Not from
ahead, but from behind.

“Whoooo's theeeere?” a low voice whispered.

Diana froze. Suddenly, everything seemed too
dark. The stench around her seemed too vivid. Her
heart seemed to be hammering far oo fast. Slowly,
she turned on her toes.

“Who 1ss mt?” the same strangely low voice
asked again. More of a chirp than a voice really.
This time she could see the speaker. In the
darkness, what seemed hike far, far away, a group of
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“Iss 1t Dittanaa?” This tme another low voice,
from somewhere to her left. She cocked her head
and another group of red dots appeared in the
distance. But these were much closer, the red much
more vividly pronounced. She could almost see the
flames.

“Haas shee come to plaay?”

The first ram drops of the day splattered agamst
the kitchen window. Miram turmed her attention
away from Douglas on the phone and the boihng
water on the stove. She could have sworn someone
had just called her name. But she was alone mn the
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house now. She peered out the window but all she
could see was the green of the forest and the gray of
the sky. And the rain.

It was coming harder now, moving quickly past
a small shower into a true torrent. Seemed hike that
weather boy on the telly didn't know the clouds
worth squar after all.

Then she remembered the kids and she cried
out to them. “Dianal! Billy! Get in the house now,
vou hear? Now!” But her orders were met only
with the pitter-patter of rain drops on the roof's
shingles.

Annoyed, she considered letiing them be. But
her husband's woman would give her all hell if one
of them caught a cold for playing in the rain under
her watch. They've already lost one ofher good-for-
nothings, she thought dryly and sighed.

“‘I'm sorry, Dougy dear,” she interrupted
whatever it was that the old fool was rambling on
about on the other end. “Can you give me a
moment? Got to fetch the kids out of the rain.”

“Ramn?” the old coor asked absenmindedly.
“It's raiming yonder?”

How senile can you get? Youre only over the
Inke. It its pouring here, itll damn well be raming
there.

“Just a minute,” she promised with a frown, and
then she placed the phone down. She marched
stffly through the hallway and into the backyard.

And then she froze. Little Billy was just standing
there, m front of the basement doors, his mouth
hanging wide. No mind paid to the rain starting 1o
really come down around him.

That little tool!

“William!” she practically screamed. “What .in
God's good name do you thimk you're domg?!”

He must have jumped a foot. One foot swang
out and he ended up trpping on some mud. But
that same mud cushioned his fall so he landed
softly into a sitting posiion. He turned to look ar
her, his expression strangely disconcerted.

“Get out of the rain and into the house this
minute!” She fumed. “And where's your sister?”

At that last word his eyes flickered away from
her and to the basement door agam. Mirtam
followed his eyes and saw something she hadn't
caught earlier. The backyard's garden hose was
stuck beneath the wooden basement door. And it
was on.

In her rage, she almost leaped cleanly off the
statrs.



* ko

They were dose enough now. Diana could
make out their features in excructating detail. Their
burning bodies provided a sickly luminescence.
They were spiders. Horribly oversized spiders.
Some the size of dogs and others the size of horses.
Their faces were the appropriate fuel for
nightmares:  hundreds of glowing red eyes
accompanied by a sickening stobbering mandible
beneath. Their bodies were a tangled mess of eight
legs and wild dancing flames. Each step produced a
gruesome  click  clack  that  reminded  her
simultaneouslty  of breaking bones and searing
flames i the forest.

“Stay away!” she cried shrilly. “I've got water!”

But suddenly the pitfully thin hose in her
hands didn't look like it could possibly deliver
enough hquid to keep what surrounded her at bay.
The shinning lights of their eyes were all around
her. Some far above her. Some to her left. Some to
her right. Some behind. And some ahead.

“Waaaateer?” one asked shnlly from behind
her. “Buut wee're nooot thiiirtsy!”

“Wee doon't waaant waaateer Dilianaa.” From
above her.

“Weee juust waaant too plaaay,” a spider to her
left whispered.

“With yoooou,” another finished in a horrible
coo.

Diana unloaded on the closest one. A spider as
big as a cow had ambled far too close on her right,
less than ten feet away, and her hands unfolded the
hose and she anmed its strengthened saeam at the
monster. Liquid met flame and something sizzted.
In a daze she thought of overcooked pork before
shie heard it scream. The arachnid scuttted away,
further into the darkness. And then there was quiet.

Diana stood frozen. All around her, the fiery
eyes seemed to still n their procession and she was
suddenly aware that a layer of cold sweat lined her
skin.

“Hooow hoorlible,” a single voice offered.

“Whyyy yooou doo thaat®” another chirpier
voice reprimanded.

“Baaaad girl, Dimanaa.” And this voice, Diana
realized i her stupor, was startingly close by. Far
too close acmally. Directy above her. “Yooou
beeeen a baad gunrl. Aaand baad giirls-”

Diana’s head shot up and she met the spider
head on. This one was only a few feet away. Its
horrble marionette body was wrapped around the
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single hght bulb that hung above. Its mandibles
opening and closing furiously as spittle dribbled out
i a fine line that touched her head.

“shooould bee puuniiisheed.

Diana dropped the water hose. This close by,
the arachnid's flames helped to illumimate her view
and her surroundings became much clearer. There
were hundreds of spiders, maybe thousands. She
couldn't count then individually but she could now
make out their gray burmng shapes aganst the
ommpresent darkness. Further off they piled on
cach other and clung to each other m burning piles.
And all their eyes were turned to her.

She could hear the scuttle of thousands of legs
moving to her. Worse yet she could hear the sound
of open flames drawing to her. She knew she could
not succeed against therr numbers, she knew
hopelessness.

So she ran. She ran to the second noise she
heard in the darkness. The shallow breathing of
Manny close by. It drew to her in the darkness and
she ended up tripping over hom. Diana crawled
back to his side, ignoring the burning of her knees,
and grabbed at his form. He didn't respond to her
touch and fear robbed her of her might. She
reminded herself that if she could hear his
breathing, he must be alive. And then she used that
thought to bring her strength.

Diana hifted her brother's body in her anns and
turned back to the spider that had surprised her. It
twisted stlently m the an as it clung to the light bulb;
a horrible parody of a light source. She grittedt her
teeth and ran to i, a single shaking hand
outstretched. In one motion she had the hght bulb's
cord in hand, and then she yanked 1t.

The bulb flickered weakly and as sweet rehef
flooded her system, she had enough time to draw
one breath of victory. Just ane breath of assured
survival before everything went to hell.

The fiery spider that straddled the light bulb
flicked out a single spindly leg and smashed the
bulb before it could glow bright and return Diana
and Manny to the basement of reality.

It was truly hopeless now, Diana realized. Billy
would not know to save them. The light bulb was
gone. And all around her the arachnids surged in
excitement. They knew it too.

The spider above her cackled sickeningly.
“Baaad gt noooo moore.”

Diana hugged her brother. She would protect
him to the very end at least. She put her head



against his shoulders and closed her eyes. And she
waited for it to end.

In the last moments, the raw stench of rotting
and burning flesh was all she could breathe. The
sounds of hundreds of monsters spitting her name
all she could hear.

Then there was silence.

“Dianal” an incredibly high voice screamed.
“Get out of that basement this instant!”

She opened her eves and she was momentarily
blinded by the light.

Her eyes adjusted and found that she was back
i the basement, sitting on the cold cement floor,
overturned furniture and appliances surrounding
her. Behmnd her the basement’s open door kit the
room in a gray light. The water hose gushed
absently beside her, spilling water into the room.
Above her, the basement’s hght bulb was ruined;
the cap and filament were exposed without the
shattered glass. A singte dny dackdy longlegs spider
scuttled up the bulb's cord and out of sight. In her
arms was her httle brother Manmy, and he was
dead.

Terror hit her system, and at once there were
tears. Tears of shock, of dismay, of selfoathing,
and of loss. He was wearing the bundlle of clothes
that she had placed down earlier now, but they
were different now, burned in some places and
frayed mn others. She reached for his face, willing
his eyes to open, and she screamed when they did.

He wasn't dead. But he was seriously burned
she realized as her hands traced the remains of his
face. His breaths were shallow and pathetic but his
heart beat all the same. He was ahive.

“Diana?” he whimpered in her arms as she
hugged him herccly.
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She hushed him with one shaking finger. Lifting
him, she turned to the stairs and began to climb.
Certain of only one thing: she would never return
to this particular place ever again.

AN

The man laughing on the Moon is insane.

Relatively so, he's been msane since the first
Earth Eclipse of his sudden appearance. On his
first day he traced the small satellite's
circumference, dancing over craters and smartly
avoiding the dark side. AR he found to greet him
was loneliness and the vastness of a dark space
above him. Then, unexpectedly, darkness came
totally to the Moon and the man found himself in
excruciating pain. It's called an Earth Eclipse and it
blotted the sun from his small home. Jagged agony
plucked and struck him, raking his form and he
found that the darkness was more than merely
scary. It was physically agony to him.

‘When the accursed Earth finally moved and the
merciful sun appeared next, he was laughing. And
he's been laughing ever since.

Still he helped the mrl.

And he didn't know why, Honestly, whether she
and her brother burmed m the basement (like so
many other things had burned) or hved on, their
fate disinterested him. But why had he helped
them?

The laughing man stopped in mid jostle and
patted his wide round belly, patted the unborn one
within him. This child would never be born, he
knew. And that was just as well, for the world
scarcely needed another ke him. But the girl on
the Earth was a child of his in another sense and
maybe the world did need her.

Mavbe, he concluded. And then he laughed. «
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Joseph Larrea
The Cleaning Women

“How long do you think it's been here?” Roberta
asked.

“I'd say since Friday evening.” Valencia
answered.

“What maakes you say that?”

“Well, for one, it’s dry, so it has to have been
here a while.”

“Sure, but it’'s Monday now, s0 someone
could have easily left it on Saturday evening and it
would’ve still had a chance to dry.” The two women
stood there staring at it for a few moments. This
was nothing new to either of them. In fact, they
encountered it (uite frequently m their hne of
work. They had probably seen it at least once on
just about every surface in the building, in the
hallways, m the lobby, on the couch, on the stars,
on the landing between the stawrs, on the patio, n
the bushes, and in the wrash. It was a conunon sight,
and it didn’t surprise them to see it in the
bathroom. That’s where 1t was most conmmonly left.
However, in those instances, it tended to be flushed
away. This wasn’t always the case, but at least in
This it
different. The person who it belonged to had not

most mstances it was true. thme was
quite made 1t to the toilet, so he left it on the
ground right in front of the stall nearest to the door.
Too bad. He was so dose, only two feet from the
desired destmation. He didn’t make it though, and
as a result, that particular stall was probably cut-off
from human contact for the remainder of the
weekend.

“I suppose I'll be cleaning it up.” Roberta
told Valencia in one of her more guilt-provoking
tones.

“Yealy, why don’t you take cawe of that while
I clean the showers?” Valencia rephed casually,
choosing to take Roberta’s statement as an offer
rather than a complamt.

“Why do you always insist on having nie
clean this stuff off’ the floors?” Roberta persisted,
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choosing to turn her passive aggresston into a full-
blown ulomatum.

“I don't ke to kneel on the ground. It
makes my knees dirty.”

“You think I enjoy it?”

“Well I'm always the one who cleans the
showers!” Valencia retorted.

“The floors and the toilets are much dirtier.”
Roberta argued, pointing to the ground directly
below her feet for evidence. “Case and point.”

Valencia waved her off, saying, “I've found
worse 1 the showers.”

“I doubt it.” Roberta replied.

Valencia began o grow tred of the
50 she deaded to bring it to its
resolution. “Enough bickering.” she said, “Lets get

argument,

to work.”

They set to work. Valencia put her cleaning
bucket on the sink closest to the window. She
would start at the furthest shower from the door
and work her way across. She liked to do this when
she cleaned the showers. She enjoyed the feeling of
getting closer to the door as she worked. She took
out a can of Bon Amiand sprinkled it on the tile,
then began scrubbing i a circular pattern. She did
the same when cleaning the shower at home,
however she usually had to turn on the water to wet
the tle beforehand. This was rarely the case at
work. The showers were used so frequently that
they tended to be damp already, making the
scrubbing process nwch easier for her. However,
removing the hair balls from the drain was another
story entirely.

Roberta ran her dried sponge under the
nearest faucet until it was heavy and wet. She didn’t
bother to ring it out since this job would require the
dampest of sponges. Then she knelt down and set
to work. After a moment she called over the
Valencia saymg, “You know it’s not much longer
that I can be kneeling down on the floor like this.



1’s not healthy for me in my condigon.”

“Oh quit your whining.” Valencia shouted
back. “You have months to go before you have to
worty about that. “

Roberta scrubbed vigorously at the soiled
part of the floor with her sponge, makig no
It
antictpated. Chipping away at it was like trying to
remove graffit from the stall door with a wet wash

progress. was a bigger jJob than she had

cloth; a wasted effort. The sponge was not right for
the job, it was clear that she would have to use
chemicals and a heavier tool if she wanted to make
any progress. She went out the door, into the
hallway to her cart. She grabbed a bottle of windex
from the side of the cart and then looked for a
proper instrument to use in order to pry the
substance off the floor. Fmally she settled on a hght
blue, hard plastic, dust pan. It was the best thing she
could find without having to return to the jamtor’s
closet. Although it was just down the hall, she liked
to think that there was no clean-up too big for the
items on her cart and that going to the closet for
reinforcements would, in some small way, be like
admutting to defeat.

Upon returning to ground zero, she sprayed
the area with windex and allowed it to sit a while
and soften. This, of course, was not one of the
recommended uses of windex, but after several
years of janitorial work Roberta learned a great deal
about the versatility of certain household products,
and that windex, next to baking soda, was one of
the most multifaceted chemicals in her arsenal.
While she waited, she decided to get started on the
toitets. So she reached into her apron pocket and
pulled out a ziplock sandwich bag full of circular
capsules resembling alka seltzer tablets. She went
from stall to stall dropping one of these tablets into
each toilet. As each one dropped into the water, it
made a small plopping sound like a pebble falling
mto a pond, followed by the sizzling and the
bubbles as the capsule dissolves and effervesces.
Roberta always enjoyed the sight and the sound of
this process. She loved seemg the chermcals go to
work in such an aggressive and visible way., Within
monients the water is green with a layer of white
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bubbles over the top, and all she needs to do 1s puil
the plunger and flush the toilet and all the germs go
away. If only everything was this easy. After
dropping one of these tablets m each toilet, she
went back to cleaning the floor.

The windex seemed to have softened it up
pretty well, now it was just a matter of breaking it
apart and disposing of 1t. It wasn’t easy, but it was
no longer impossible. She scraped vigorously with
the edge of the dust pan, chipping and chipping
until it was nothing but a pile of scattered, detached
pieces on the Hoor. She swept them up and
emiptied them in the trash. Then, letting out a huge
sigh of relief, wiped the sweat from her brow, and
went over to the murror to straighten herself up.

At this point, Valencia had finished with the
showers and returned to the smk area where
Roberta was standing. Roberta offered Valencia the
windex. Valencia thanked her, pulled dry rag out of
her apron and began cleaning the mirrors,

“Which floor do you think 1s messier?”
Valencia asked as she cleaned.

“To me, it’s between the second and the
third.” Roberta repliec, “The first isn’t too bad.”

“I think that they are equally messy. Only the
second Hoor has trouble with toilets and third floor
has trouble with trash cans.”

“Neither floor s that great with toilets.”

“Well then perhaps second floor is the better
of the two.”

“T just think that less people on the second
floor wash their hands. That’s why the Hoors aren’t
as littered with paper towels.”

“I admire your ability to examine all sides of
this ssue.” Valencia said, “You would’ve made a
great lawyer.”

“Perhaps in another lifetime.”

Just then, both of the women were startled by
a loud squeak, followed by the sound of wood
cracking agamnst tile as two young men burst in
through the door. The one in front was the larger
of the two, he was overweight, but ot fat. Rather,
he was bulky m a way that implied he was athletic
but still consumed more calories than he burned
off. He had a buzzed hair cut, which made his head



look like a freshly-trimmed lawn. He wore a t-shirt
which most hikely had sleeves at some point, but he
cut them off to give the appearance that lus biceps
had become so immense that the sleeves gave way
and he burst through his shirt like the incredible
hulk. He walked like a bull dog, chest out, stomach
in, cheeks clenched, but that may have had
something to do with the burden he was carrying at
that moment. “I have to take a shit so bad!” he
announced to everyone within earshot as he uickly
shuffled to the furthest stall from the door. He shut
the door behind him, lowered his shorts, sat down
on the toilet, and let out unapologetic sounds of
rehef.

The boy that followed behind him wasn’t in
as much of a hurry, in fact he sauntered to his stall.
His hair was disheveled and his eyes weren’t yet
adjusted to the light. It appeared as if he had just
woken up. His body was m pristine condition. He
looked to be the model of the ideal male physique,
like Michelangelo’s statue of David. He knew his
body was beautiful and he was not shy about
showing it. He wore nothing but a pare of jade-
green boxer shorts and flip-flops, making a point of
lowering his shorts far enough down his backside so
as to show off his perfectly formed obliques.
However, this meant that the crack m his gluteus
maximus was also visible, but seeing as he was quite
fond of that part of his body as well, he saw this as
no real sacrifice. He chose the stall right next to the
door, the very stall which Roberta had just knelt in
front of for the last 20 minutes. He didn’t close the
door belind lnm, but would rather the two cleaning
women have the opportunity 1o get a look at his
chiseled plumber butt as he passed his water.

“Ah fuck dude!,” the bulldog calted to David,
“I liave an ethnic studies class in twenty minutes!”

“Sucks for you.” David replied, “What are
vou taking ethnic studies for honkey?”

“It’s a requirement bro. I need to take it for
my social sciences credit.”

“Why'd you choose a boring-ass class hke
that?” David asked, flushing the toilet and walking
out to the sink area where Roberta and Valencia
stood.
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“I woke up late on sign-up day.” said the
bulldog, “That was alt T could get into.”

“That sucks.” David said washing his hands.

“FucktY,” the bulldog growled, “I'm not
going. I don’t feel like it.”

“You're gonna fail that shit dude.”

The bulldog flushed, but the toilet didn't
complete its action. It made a gurgling sound for
several seconds until finally giving up. The bulldog
left the stall hooking up his belt and saying, “All 1
need is a C to pass. Anyway, whio gives a shit about
ethnic studies? T just need to get the credits out of
the way so that I can take some real classes.” He
Joined Dawvid at the sinks to wash Jus hands.

“What are you majoring in?” David asked
while walking over to the paper towel dispenser.

“Business. I'm gonna own a company one
day just ike my dad.”

“You're dumb ass? You’ll be lucky if vou can
get these bitches’ job cleaning up Sam’s puke.”

The bulldog took two paper towels, and
began drying his hands with one then the other.

“Bout time they got to that.” he said, “It’s
been sitting there since Friday.”

“You can’t get good help these days.”

“What do you expect from Mexicans?”

They walked out. David held the door open
for the bulldog who tossed his paper towels behind
him as he exited. Both missed their mark and fell
to the floor.

“What did T tell you?” Valencia proudly
exclaimed after the boys left, “It’s been there since
Friday night. I knew it!?” Roberta ignored Valencia’s
gloating. She was distracted by what she had just
heard.

“Can vou believe those guys?” Roberta
exclaimed both anger and disbelief, “Saying all that
stuff right in front of us?”

“They must not have thought we understood
english.” Valencia replied, not seeming too upset by
their words.

“They said such, fowl, nasty things.”

“I'd think after all this time as a janitor, you’d
be well familiar with the fowl things that come out
of people.” Valencia joked.



“How could they allow those two into a place
like this? 1 thought this institution was reserved for
the best and the brghtest.”

“The best, the brightest, the most athletic,
and the richest. My guess is that those gentlemen
are part of the last two groups.”

“What a waste of space.”

“I agree. However, unlike them, we're being
paid to come here, so act professional.”

“The big dumb one clogged up the toilet.”
Roberta muttered in frustration.

“Professional,” Valencia reminded her.

“Yes, I know,” Roberta snapped back, “I'm
upset with him as a professional.”

The women went back to work. Valencia
mopped the floors, and Roberta cleaned the toilets.
She was forced to go back to the janitor’s closet to
get a plunger for the bulldog’s droppings. After they
finished their work, the two women packed up their
equipment and moved on to the next room.

“How many months along are you?”
Valencia asked Roberta as they pushed the cart
down the hall.

“Three months. I'm afraid that T'll be
showing soon.”

“Yes, but don’t worry, that doesi’t last long.”

“Do you think that one day my cluld wilt be
able to come o a place like this?”
“Perhaps. If he’s lucky.” «&
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Katy Simonian
Restoring Agbalke The Transitional Character of Ezinmima in Chinua Achebe’s Thimes Fall Apare

After spending all night latched onto the back of the priestess Chielo, as they nekked through the
darkness to the farthest corners of the nine vitlages to the cave of the Goddess Agbala, Ezinma had fallen
asteep. Her parents, Ekwefi and Okonkwo, are equally exhausted from protecting her all night: following
Chielo all night under the cover of darkness. The three lay exhausted while the entire household and
neighborhood prepares for the betrothat ceremony of the daughter of Okonkwo’s friend Obienka. Ekwefl,
out of concern over the ordeal of the previous night, waits for Ezinma to wake up:

“You need some sleep yourself,” saat Nwoye’s mother.

“You look very tired.” As they spoke Ezinma emerged from the hut, rubbing her eyes and
stretching her spare frame. She saw the other children with their water pots and remembered that
they were going to fetch water for Obierika’s wife. She went back to the hut and brought her pot.

“Have you slept enough?” asked her mother.

“Yes”, she rephied. “Let us go.” (Achebe, 111)

“Yes, Let us go”: The simple power of Ezinma’s words signals her place in Chinua Achebe’s explosive
Things Fall Apart. Barely the age of ten, Ezinma carries herself with the grace of an old soul, and the biting
spirit of a warrior. Her words are direct, deliberate, and to the point, echoing the verbal style of her father
Okonkwo. Feminist theorist Luce Irigaray might call Ezinma’s masculine verbal style a subordination of the
feminine for the sake of feeding the collective need, or preference for the masculine in gender discourses
(Irigaray 495). Critics hike Florence Stratton indlict the book and Achebe for not giving Ezinma enough of
her own individual power through the story (Stratton 24). While women play a vital role in the novel, as well
as in historical Igho society, Stratton questions whether Achebe undermines or restores the dignity and
respect to African women through his female characters. In response to these questions and concerns over
the depth of respect given to the female characters of Things Fall Apart, 1 take a position similar to one
offered by Ato Quayson in his interpretation of Ezinma. I will argue that Achebe writes female characters,
like Ezinma, with remendous depth and additionally that he places the most sacred responsibility of
surviving and maintaining Igbo culture amidst the rise of British colonial rule in the hands of his unlikely
heir and pride of his life: his daughter Ezinma. Far frony undermining femmine agency, Achebe weaves a
powerful exploration of the strength of the feminine in Exinma’s character and the confronting presence of
Agbala throughout the novel.

Ezinma comes to represent a transition i the novel, on the local level with the status of Igbo women,
the effect of the mpostaon of colonial rule in her family’s homeland, and the stuggle Okonkwo fights
within himself over the demons he bears for his own father, and his desperation to mantamn the tradition
and respect he worked so hard to earn. Part of her father’s internal struggle 1s the disappointment he feels in
his eldest son Nwoye, who rejects his father’s legacy, leaving Okonkwo without an all-important male heir to
inherit and continue his name. It is through Ezinma that we sense her father’s struggle the rising tde of
Christian colomal missionaries as they pour onto the pages of history and weave thelr way into the lives of
the Igbo m the novel. Ezmma’s charactenization as a transitional figure m fact represents the historically
accurate Igbo woman in terms of their actions in response to colonial rule. Her force as ransiaonal figure is
portrayed through the relationship she shares with her father and the mmpact her mere exwstence and
devotion has on his life and her own hife throughout the novel. This, along with the other woman in the
novel who surround her, including her mother and Okonkwo’s second wife, Ekwefi, her father’s other
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wives, Chielo the priestess of Umuofia, and even the male characters who express their ideas about the
mnportance and need to respect women, prove that Achebe does not seek to condone Okonkwo’s
preference for violence. Rather, through Ezinma, we see Okonkwo as an individual, bitter and resentful
over the fattures of his own father, the son who 1s not the measure of the man he wishes lnm to be, and the
inner devastation he feels over building a legacy that will uldmately be locked in the hands of a daughter—
even one he loves, His preoccupation with violence is a result of his biography as well as Igbo culture, but
his views on women do not represent the general beliefs of the Igbo people. Ezinma’s existence leads
Okonkwo to confront his pride in lis daugliter, despite her femininity and embrace her as the child he
loves.

Despite Okonkwo’s pride in Exinma, he is plagued by his inability to separate women from weakness in
his own mind. Part of his undoing is his exile from the land he built with his own strength and will, only to
return to find a new, effeminate crop of neighbors carrving Bibles and who woo men of Qkonkwo’s status
to surrender their sons and daughter in the name of God and country. Lost and disengaged with the world
lie once loved, it is Ezinma who stays at her father’s side through the bittier end. Her loyalty and courageous
survival enact a transition between traditonal indigenous life and British imperial rule, while the arc of her
father’s clraracter invokes a quest narrative of reconciliation with one’s identity.

Ezinma’s ordeal with Chielo takes place toward the middle of the narrative. To get to the heart of the
dynamic between Eznma and her father and the importance of their relationship for both respectively, we
must venture back o the beginming, when we are first introduced to her in the narrative. Through a close
exploration of the text and by applying a deconstructive lens for botlr feminist and postcolonial criticism, I
will reveal the imperative role Ezinma plays in the narrative and how she is the connective thread between
her father, the transitional period of Igbo history, and her own ability to fully mhabit her role with mixwre
of determinadon and grace. In order to understand Ezinma’s significance, it is aucial o consider her
origins as an Igbo daughter. We are first introduced to her through a violent scene in whicl Okonkwo beats
Ezinma’s mother Ekwefi for plucking leaves off a banana tree.the beating results from Okonkwo’s
frustraton and is early evidence of lus defensive masculinity. “Okonkwo gave her a sound beating and left
her and her only daughter weeping. Thus satisfying his anger, he goes out hunting” (38). At this tense
moment, Ekwefi challenges Okonkwo’s sexual prowess, commenting snidely and with Okonkwo in earshot
*about guns that never shot (39).” Okonkwo’s reaction 1s immecdiate—=he chases her, fires his gun, narrowly
mussing her. Seemng that she i1s unharmed, he gives a heavy sigh and the two go on about the day’s
celebration of the New Yam Festival. The scene represents the passionate nature of their reladonship and is
depicted with a sense that such occurances, though tunltuous, ave the norm between the two.

Ekwelt 15 Okonkwo’s second wife, with whom he shares an obviously tumultuous and passionate
relationship that can only be understood and appreciated when we consider its origin. Their fove began at
the same New Yam Festival years earhier, when Ekwefi, the village beauty, saw the young Okonkwo for the
first ime. The festival itself 1s a symbolic reminder of their passion for each other and conjures memories
for Ekwefi:

There was no festival in all the seasons of the year which gave her
as much pleasure as the wrestling match. Many years ago when
she was the village beauty Okonkwo had won her heart by
throwing the Cat in the greatest contest in living memory. She did
not marry him then because he was too poor to pay her bride-
price. But a few years later she ran away from her husband and
came 1o live with Okonkwo. (39-40)
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The passion exists between Ekwefi and Okonkwo is unlike what he feels for his two other wives. For
Okonkwo, wives signify a man’s success in being able to afford to keep three women and a growing family
on lus farm. His marriage to Ekwefl is not like that of his other wives i that no formal engagement took
place. She loved him, but both were bound by tradition aiid *his kack of wealth preverred them from being
together. However, it is clear early on in the discourse between Ekwefi and Okonkwo, that she 1s not an idle
housewife who lives and breaths obedience to her husband’s demanding will. Ekwelt 15 significant m
highlighting the freedom Igbo women had 1o divorce, a freedom not shared by women m many western
countries, inchuding Great Britain in the 1890s when the action of the novel takes place. She decides 1o
leave her hushand for the man she truly loves and does so on her own accord. Indeed, she does satisfy her
traditional role as an Igbo wife and as such, is not afraid, even after an unprovoked beating from her
husband, to criticize Okonkwo. Through Ekwef alone that we see some glimpse into Okonkwo’s own
history and the origins and causes of the passion he feels for her which at tmes with an overwhehning white
heat that leaves them botl scorched in the wake of domestic combat.

Much of the family dynamic of the novel revolves around Okonkwo’s authority which instlls fear in
those arounc him, all except Ezimmna, Okonkwo’s daughter by Ekwefi. The parent-child bond is prevalent
throughout the novel and is not limited to Okonkwo and Ezinma. The conflict in this dyvnamic runs
throughout the novel between Okonkwo and his eldest son Nwoye, and begins with Okonkwo's
relationship with his own father, Unoka. It soon becomes apparent that Okonkwo’s preoccupation with
overt displays of mascuhinity stems for lis desire to be the epitome of evervthing his fadier was not in life:
brave, hard-working, dependable, proud. Okonkwo is hauntecdt by the memories of his father and the
resentment he bears for his gentle, idle nature, and penchant for nmusic and merriment over what Okonkwo
considers to be more appropriately masculine endeavors like war and working to pay off his many debts to
support his family. Okonkwo, was forced to be the man of the family, from an early age due to his father’s
neglect of finanaial security. Traces of Okonkwo’s inner rage and reactive sense of masculinity are evident
m the narrator’s reflection:

LEven as a hittle boy he hadl resented his father’s fatlures and weakness, ancd
even now he still remembered how he had suffered when a playmate had
told hmm that his father was agbala. That was how Okonkwo first came to
know that agbala was not only a name for a woman, it could also mean a
man who had taken no titte. (Achebe 13)
Kwando Osei-Nyame references Bakhtin’s theories on heteroglossia to analyze the ways in which
Okonkwo's language links women with the idea of weakness. The Igbo word for women according to
Achebe, also means “gentleness” or “idleness.” Such weakness is connected to Okonkwo’s bitter inemories
of his father and the fear he mwardly bears of losing his own strength (Nyame 148). While the Igho culture
m general 1s one that values strength, which Okonkwo equates with overt masculinity. But here, Achebe
makes it clear that while some elements of Igbo hfe m Umuofia fall under the wing of a patriarchat
structure, Qkonkwo’s feelings do not represent the broader Igho society presented in the novel. The
privileging of the masculine while denouncing anything peaceful or immeek as femmine, a word which serves
as a substitute for weakness, 1s specific to Okonkwo’s character.

Nyame reflects how Okonkwo’s nmultuous relatonship with Ekwefi and his loving relationship with
Ezinma represents the assertion of independence of women in the novel as they stand up to his dominant
nature and assume his power of decision making in key places inn the novel. This idea is further supported
by “companonship of equals” between with regard to Ezinma and Fkwefi. Itis easy to understand then that
when Okonkwo finally takes Ekwefi as his wife, it is not merely for the prestige of a second marriage. For
Okonkwo, it is 2 moment of accomphishiment in proving his worth as a man. Losing Ekwefi earlier in his life
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wounded his pride, as he had no father of honorable name or communal respect to bid for her hand on his
behalf. Looking at Ekwefi 1s a reminder to Okonkwo of not only his true love for her, but of the uphill
climb to high respect in society that he earned only through his strength and will. In doing so, he steps out
of his father’s shadow and carves a nasme for himself that commands respect and represents honor m the
nine tribes. Having a daughter is not the ideal bearer of a legacy of masculinity for a man with such inner
torment. Yet, a daughter is the perfect lens through which Okonkwo’s humanity is revealed to his soctety
and to himself.

Ezinma is her father’s daugliter, an only child, and the center of her mother’s workd:

Ezinma did not call her mother NVne like all of the other children. Instead
she called her by her name, Ekwefi, as her father and other grown up
people did. The relationship between them was not only that of mother
and child. There was something m it like the companionship of equals,
which was strengthened by such conspiracies as eating eggs in the
bedroom. (Achebe 76-77)
It is clear that Ezinma is the center of her mother’s world, and that center 1s comprised of love and a mutual
protective bond they share with one another. The mention of their secret penchant for eggs, as children
were not permitted to have them for fear they would encourage them to steal (76), 1s significant in the fact
that Qkonkwo has prior knowledge of thewr habit. Thougl he threatens to beat Ekwefi, she and Ezinma
continue and Ezinma’s appetite for the eggs, and perhaps the quiet subversive quality of eating them m
secret, grows keener as tine goes on. Even though there is a bond between Qkonkwo's three wives, there
does exist a hierarchical structure in terms of duty granted to each, depending on their rank as it were,
within the household. With Ezinma, we see an equal born into a family, as a woman and as the daughter of
her father’s second wife. She may be an unlikely person to be the equal in the patrnarchal structure of her
father’s house, but she is one nonetheless. Ezinma’s assertion of independence as a character and her
father’s aversion to feminine weakness sets the initial terms for masculine and feminmne discourse in the
novel.

At the heart of this discourse 1s Okonkwo’s inner struggle over the fact that Ezinma is a woman, a
daughter and not a son. Flis closeness to Ezinma contrasts with his stramed relationship with his eldest son,
Nwoye. He has high expectations for his boy, who 1s the obvious heir to the legacy his father worked so
hard to build. Okonkwo did not wish lis children the same childhood shame he experienced with lus own
father. His touglt exterior and status as one of the greatest warriors gives his children a sense of pride in
their father, which he hopes they will both respect and move to emulate m their lives. As one can magine,
having a son who reminds Okonkwo of his own father, is a source of regrer and rage and puts a knife
through his desire to escape lis past and create a present and future of sons to carry on his feared and
revered name. Okonkwo wants for Nwoye a tuture hife that validates his masculinity:

He wanted him to be a prosperous man, having enouglt in his bamn to feed
the ancestors with regular sacrifices. And so he was always happy when he
heard grumbling about women. That showed that in time lie would be
able to control his women-folk. No matter how prosperous a man was, if
he was mnable to rule his women and his children (and especially his
women) he was not really a man. (Achebe 53)
Okonkwo’s preoccupation with his son’s future is linked to his defensive masculinity. A man who can
control his wife can control himself and those around him and those who cannot are not real men. Control,
power, and prosperity, are the values that motivate Okonkwo and he hopes to see that sane fire in his son.
But as the novel shows, Okonkwo fails in this precisely due to his hyperbolic immasculinity, which is rooted in
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his desire to dissociate from the feminine qualities of his father. In doing so he neglects the tenderness and
coimimnuitication recessary to forge a relationship with his young, nmpressionable son, Nwoye.

Nwoye, for his part, knew that it was right for 2 man, according to his father, to be masculine, strong, and
violent, but he couldnot help but feel more at ease with himself when at honie with his mother and the
women and children of the family. His gruinbling about women 1s in fact niot his own, but of the influence
of Tkemefuna, the young man sent from a neighboring village as payment for a debt that was owed over the
murder of an Unwofia man’s wife. The boy is sent to live with Okonkwo and his family unal the Council of
Elders decides what is fit to do with hini. The boy stays with the family for three years, and in that time
grows out of his initial shock and homesickness to become a beloved member of the family. He even grew
in high esteem in Okonkwo’s eyes, though his presence would unnerve Okonkwo, who he referred to as
facher. Okonkwo’s emotions are usually kept inward unless they are displays of violence or anger, but his
pleasure in the development of his son in Ikemefuna’s presence is made clear. Tkemefuna is the son
Okonkwo wished he had; he is a hard worker and mature beyond his years. Despite the hking Okonkwo
takes i him, Tkemefuna’s presence highlights, by contrast, Nwoye’s gentle disposidon and character, and
the more Okonkwo shows pride in Ikemefuna, the more he feels the intense disappoinunent over the plight
of his own son by blood.

Having a suitable heir is a problem early on for Okonkwo and persists throughout his emotional
Journey in the novel. Okonkwo’s pleasure over at least the prospect of a son to match his potential 1s swiftly
taken from him when the Elders of Umuofia decide to kill him. Here were see Okonkwo amd his
preoccupation with masculine displays set apart when he beats Nwoye heavily for breaking into tears when
he hears Ikemefuna will “be taken home the next day” (57). The fate of the boy is obvious to all those in the
household and his impending death inwardly devastates Okonkwo. He is losing the son of his heart. True
to form, not wanting to appear weak, Okonkwo goes so far as to accompany the men holding Ikemefuna
into the heart of the forest. As one of the men in the group raises and fires his machete, Ikemefuna runs
toward Okonkwo shouting “My father, they have killed me!” (61) and “dazed with fear Okonkwo drew his
machete and cut him down” (61). The fear the narrator speaks of is Okonkwo’s fear of his own weakness,
which can be interpreted as femininity and tack of masculinity. His fear runs deep enough within his
tormented soul to move him to be the one to strike down the boy who called him father, whonr he loved
and wished was his own.

It is through Tkemefuna’s death that Ezinma emerges as a force in the narrative through her relationship
with her father and Okonkwo’s growing admiration and nostalgia over the reahzation that the best of him s
secure I her. Though he admires her strength and wisdom beyond her years, he 1s further tormented by the
fact thae in lis mnd, as a woman, she cannot tulfill his legacy. The dynamic between Okonkwo and Ezinma
is one of comfort and deep mutual understanding as seen through the few exchanges they share throughout
the narrative:

“You have not eaten for two days,” said his daughter Ezinma
when she brought the food to him. “So you must finish dus.” She
sat cdown and stretched her legs m front of her. Okonkwo ate the
food absent-mindecly. ‘She should have been a boy” he thought as
he looked at his ten year old daughter. He passed her a piece of
fish. (Achebe 63-64)
As he sits contemplating what he has done, he repeats the words once again to himself, “She should have
been a boy” (64). Such statements along with the tone of Ezinma’s speech serve as examples of what
Irigaray would refer to as “the path”, the one historically assigned to the feminine: that of mimicry” (Irigaray
795). The direct feminine challenge to the condition of a purely feminine voice is to speak as masculine, in
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order to exlibit qualities more associated with maleness. Irigaray points out the tradition of women needing
to assumie masculine qualities in terms of voice and action in order to be deemed strong, or even relevant in
the eyes of the reader. Her reftection on the distinction between the masculine and the feminine and the
collective preference for the masculine in literature reflects Ukonkwo’s admiration and pride in Ezinma’s
strength as he sees 1t as mirroring his own.

Next, a discussion between Okonkwo and his friend Obierika shows that Okonkwo s aware of his
daughter’s strength and character, and his pride in her independent spirit. Okonkwo vents to him about the
worry he feels for his son Nwove, saying that “a bowl of yams can throw him in a wresding match (66)” and
that he sees nothing of himself in his son or any of his children except Ezinma. He goes on to say, “Where
are the young suckers that will grow when the old banana tree dies? If Ezinma had been a boy I would have
been happier. She has the right spirit”(66). These lines directly link Ezinma with the idea of preserving his
legacy. When he, the banana tree in question dies, his sons are to grow in his stead. However, he feels the
chill of a man who knows he will wither away, and that his tree @s it were will bear no leaves for the future
generations to acdmire thetr origins. He would have been happier if Ezinma had been a boy, because he sces
in her a spirit of determination that he feels he possesses. The more he ties to compliment the nature of
Ezinma’s character, the more he feels nostalgie over his perfect child being rapped in the confines of her
gender. We also see another important revelation in this scene in Obiertka’s point of view on the death of
Ikemehma. Okonkwo questions his friends’ reasons for not being there at the execution, to which he 1s met
with firmn resolve in Oblerika’s unwavering position on Okonkwo's actions. He feels that though it was part
of tradition, the act of killing the boy s not something the Earth Goddess will reward, and even if Obierika
himself had been in the same position, he declares that “if the Oracle said my son should be killed I would
neither dispute it nor be the one to do it” (67). His views are another way in which the discourse proves that
Okonkwo’s penchant for violence ts not an mherent tradition for the Igbo, but rather the manifestation of
his own rage. Obierika’s character acts as both a mirror and a source of conscience for Okonkwo.

His trust in Obiertka reveals the inward emotions Okonkwo feels toward the subject of his children, and
his son’s lack of potential, whicl is boiling up inside him after the deads of Ikemefuna and the spark he sees
in Ezinma. Soon after this exchange, Obierika’s son Maduka enters the room, who we know from a
previous scene, is an accomplished wrestler and intimidating figure for his young age. Through the msertion
of this subtle detail, we see what could be a pang of envy in Okonkwo for the fortune of his best friend to
have such a promising son. Despite his hard work for everything that he has, hie does not see the ultunate
reward of a son to bear his name. While these scenes between Okonkwo and Obierika may seem to be
peripheral moments in the richness of the story, the interaction between the two friends serves to emphasize
the beginnig of Okonkwo’s 1solation and ahenation from the culture and community lie loves the most. It
is apparent that while he outwardly justifies the kiling of Ikemefuna, the fact that he takes the matter up
with Obierika reveals the pamn m his heart rather than the strength of his fist. The revelation of lis heart
comes to the surface even more through the exertion of his protective nature for Exinna.

Despite Okonkwo’s chauvinisin, there is a subliminal privileging of the women n Igbo life as depicted
in the novel. Ezinma shares common ground with her father, not just in her sharp sense of necessity and
rather brief way with words. The two share the identity of an ostracized chuld, alienated from others do to
the circumstances of their birth. While Okonkwo feels a sense of alienation for his father’s failures, Ezinma
feels the pressure and stapte of being the only child among her mother’s several miscarriages. For this
reason, she Is a miracle to her parents, but also a source of concern as her health 1s precarious throughout
her childhood. She is thought to be what the Igbo call an oghasye, or a changeling; a child who repeatedly
dies and returns to its mother’s womb and is then reborn in what is often an unending cycle. The only way
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for an ogbanje to survive 1s for a special kind of stone which forms the link between an ogbanye and the
spint world, known as the -z to be broken:
Evervbody knew she was an ogbarnje. These sudden bouts of
sickness and health were typical of her kind. But she had livedso
long that perhaps she had decided to stay. Some of them did
become tired of thewr evil rounds of birth and death, or ook pity
on their mothers, and stayed. Ekwefl believed deep inside her that
Ezinma had come to stay.
(Achebe 80).
One can easily imagme the terror Ekwefr feels when Chielo, the Priestess of Agbala comes to call on her
daughter to present her 1o her God. As a wonian and priestess, Chielo commands the respect of those
around her, who dare not oftend her. To offend Chicelo s to offend Agbala, and no manner of protestations
can maich the will of the Goddess. When she arrives at Okonkwo’s compound unexpectedly, she asks
Ekwefi, “Where ts my daughter Ezinma? Agbala wants to see her” (101), There is a level of sisterhood
imbedded mn her words and a level of wust between the discourse of the women. Chielo’s tone  speaking
with Ekweti is far more gental then her tone with Okonkwo. As he tries to plead for his dauglter, saying that
she is il and still asleep, the priestess screams, “Beware, Okonkwo!” she warned. “Beware of exchanging
words with Agbala. Does a man speak when a God speaks? Beware!”(101) Here, we see Okonkwo in his
first moment of vulnerability in the novel when he feels helpless desperation to protect the daughter he
admires and loves, He sees so much of himsell in her, that though her gender is problematic for his manly
persona, her will to survive is a match for her father’s own.

But there is something far more revealing in this discourse, as it is just as plavful as it is profound. The
discourse between Chielo and Okonkwo marks a subliminal turning point in the novel that manifests itself
i the final chapters of Qkonkwo and Ezinma’s narrative. She warns him not to exchange words with
Agbala, her Goddess. If we remember from earlier on in the text, Agbala is a word which has humbled
Okonkwo before, as agbala is the word that was once used to describe his father. Agbala is the Igbo word
for woman. He must beware not to exchange words with the Agbala, a woman, as mere men do not speak
or challenge the words of a God, mn s case being the spiritual personification of women. Biodon Jeyifo
describes this episode between Ezinma, Ekwefi, Chielo, and Okonkwo as a subplot of the novel that
showcases the determination of Okonkwo to protect his davghter and the feature of swrength exhibited by
the female characters at this turnmg point in the narrative (Jeyifo 874). For the first time, the feminine is not
subordmated m the discourse but rather elevated to the dynannc of equals between Ekwefi and Chielo, and
the assertion of the superiority of the feminine over Okonkwo by both Chielo and Aghala.

The elevation of the feminine discourse comes at a time when Okonkwo and his famtly are exiled after
he nadvertently shoots and kills the son of a prominent Elder. When faced with immediately having to
leave the Jand and Life he built, he retreats 1o his mother’s homeland of Mbanta, as 1s Igbo tradigon under
such circumstances. Jeyifo examimes the importance and significance of the absence of QOkonkwo’s mother
from the narrative. There are very few details given about her life, and little if’ any outward mention of her
impact on her son’s life. However, it s inportant to note that when he is humbled by his exile from the
home where he holds prominence in society, he retreats to the home of his mother’s people for asylum
(Jevifo 874). While the motherland is a source of spiritual healing and nurturing from his mother’s
kinsmen, it 1s also a living reminder of his shame. It is here in Mbanta that he is greeted by his mother’s
kinsmen, and it is here where he ultimately learns of the arrival of colontal forces.

‘White men had only previously been described once earlier in the text, when we get the first hint at
their arrival, back when Okonkwo hact his place i Umuofia:
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“And have you seen them?” asked Machi.
“Have you?” asked Obierka.
“One of them passes here frequently,” said Machi.
“His name 1s Amach.”
Those who knew Amach taughed. He was a leper, and the polite
name for leprosy was “the white skin” (74).
Later when they are said to arrive on “iron horses” (138) we know immediately of the opimons of the Igho
on the impending settdement of the uninvited guests. As depicted in the novel, especially for Okonkwo, they
are exactly that; uninvited guests who carry with them unwanted offerings of mquisitton. For Okonkwo,
there is truth i jest of the reference to the whites as tepers. He sees the influence of the colonists as a
disease which will flourish throughout the Igbo if they do not fight to mark what is theirs. His feelings run
deeper as he loses Nwoye to the Christian religion and the seemingly kind nature of the colonists. Nwoye’s
renouncing of his identity as Okonkwo’s son is due largely in part to Okonkwo repeatedly expressing his
disappointment over Nwoye’s rejection of his values. He is not born a suitable herr to lus father’s legacy but
he is his eldest sonm and his Joss is a personal strike against Qkonkwo’s masculinity, as Nwoye opts for a life
of acceptance among the colonists rather than the pitiless endeavor of oying to live up to his father’s
expectations. The loss of his son represents a permanent loss of masculinity and power it his home life and
in the Igho community at large through the impact of the colonists, who Okonkwo fmds effemimate and
weak,

It is important that Okonkwo reestablish himself on his return from his seven year exile in order to
secure the protection and freedom he has in being the ruler of his houschold. Now that Nwoye 15 an
abomination in his eyes, Okonkwo suddenty finds himself in a fortunate position as he 1s lucky to have
beautiful, desirable daughters, especially Ezinma. “He never stopped regretting that Ezinma was a gul. Of
all his children she alone understood his every mood. A bond of sympathy had grown between them as the
years passed”{172). During their exile, Ezinma grows from the frail child with a fighter’s personality to one
of the most beautful girls in Mbanta. While the hardships of exile led to her own bouts of depression, she
could bear the company of no other person but her father. Known as the Crystal of Beauty, she comes into
her own in the land of her grandmother, and many men express a desire to marry her;

But she refused them all, because her father had called her in one evening

and said to her: “There are many good and prosperous people here, but 1

shall be happy if you marry in Umuofia when we return home.” That was

all he said. But Ezinma had seen clearly all the thought and hidden

meaning behind the few words. And she agreed.”

(Achebe 173)
Her obedience to her father’s wishes is not a mark of subordination, but rather an example of her intuitive
perception of her father’s situation. She is the one to refuse these men, who would provide her with a stable
life, because of her understanding of her father’s intentions. She knows that marrying m Umuofia will
reopen the door of their old life and she is eager to be the key to their return. Her eagerness to do what her
father wishes 1s not a sign of her being a subject to his dominance, but instead reveals her awareness of the
power of her own beauty and position as a woman which will give her fanuly their hfe back. Her presence
this portion of the text solidifies her as Okonkwo’s only heir. History speaks of the plight of the women in
Igbo life in the lower part of Nigena during the time in which the story takes place. We know that the one
economic resource that women did not own was land, but that Igbo society was flexible when it came to the
gender system, and women did own their own livestock, rich fields in farm and garden crops, and the
“presents” from their wealthy in-laws upon marrying influential sons (Amadiume 31-32). Ezinma alone can
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bring herself and her family stability, prominence, and fulfill the promise of redemption Okonkwo
envisions on their return.

A common critique of the novel by Stratton and others is that while Ezinma is presented as a promising
character for action—she seems to disappear from the pages at the end of the story. Throughout this paper,
I have sought to dismiss such claims through the clear evidence within the discourse of the novel. I would
argue that it 1s in the final pages of the novel that Ezimma fully comes into her own, not simply from the
perspective of her father, but from the reflection of the narrator, whose observations represent those of the
other characters 1 the story, and subsequently our own. Ato Quayson points out the fact that women are
important, active, and revered in Igbo society and that we see this m Ezinma as she 1s represented as a
“tough-minded andt questioning personality (Quavson 125).” Given the importance of her marriage upon
her return to Umuofia, perhaps the greatest display of bravery and love comes when Okonkwo is arrested
by the local colonial magistrate and is facing his impending death. It is Ezinma who rises to the occasion and
does not accept or subinit to the rule of any force, even one as great or as masculine as the British imperial
roops. When facing the bitter end, 1t is Ezinma who boldly abandons her engagement and makes a call to
action on behalf of her father:

Okonkwo’s compound was like a deserted homestead. It was as if cold water had been poured on it. His
family was all there, but everyone spoke in whispers. His daughter Ezinma had broken her oventy-eight day
visit to the family of her future husband, and retmrned home when she heard that her father had been
mprisoned, and was going to be hanged. As soon as she got home she went to Obierika to ask what the
men of Umuofia were going to do about it.

{Achebe 197).

This is not a woman governed by any sense of imposed propriety, but by the call of her own conscience and
the need for action in defending the father she loves. In doing so, she postpones the expected display of
proving her worth to her inlaws, and instead safeguards her identity as an Igbo woman through action. True
to history, when facing colonial rule women played a vital role in their direct participation in the resistance
of colonial domination, and Ezinma is a literary testament to the true spirit of Igbo women of the time. In
1900, when all other ethnic peoples of Nigeria accepted British colonial rule, the Igho of southeastern
Nigeria continued their war of independence until 1906, payving a heavy price for their struggle. While the
Igbo warriors of Okonkwo’s era did not win then, their descendants led to the souggle and victory for
mdependence in 1960 (Crowder 72).For Okonkwo, the mtrusion of colonialism and losing his grip on his
family and place mn the world places him in a child-like position, where as an Igbo son he must be
subinissive to the rule of the colonists, who n his eyes are an outside version of his own effeminate father.
He takes his own life only when he realizes that there is no place left for him in his old world, as the best of
who he once was 1s secured in Ezinma. He is not disappointed i seeing himself and his legacy handed
down 1o his daughter, but he camnot help but equate his legacy and being delivered to the hands of women,
as a sign of the Igbo culture being enveloped by the weak, effeminite, but overwhelming power of colonial
rule. It is clear that Okonkwo’s reservations about his legacy being secured mn Ezinma, is not a product but a
symptom of the effects of his own demons as an Igbo son. Ezinma comes to represent a fusion of
discourses, both masculine and feminine, as her character Is a marker of wansitdon between the spiritual,
indigenous world of her father, and the occupation of colonial Nigeria. Through Ezinma, Achebe
establishes one true discourse in which we are left witlt a woman of dignity and guile, tradition and power,
who 1s not defined by her father but by the love she bears him and the imnate wisdom, audacity, and sense
of her own identity as she is a woman, a daughter, an Igbo—she is Agbala. «6
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Mary Helen Truglia
Labyrinth, Labourinth, Labor mitus:
Inner Work and Female Subjectuvity in Lady Mary Wroth's Paunpfulia to Amphilanthus

In Lady Mary Wroth’s Pamphilia to Amphifantiuis, the labyrinth can be seen as representative of
internal and private space, both constructed and confusing. In a time where a woman was seen to be good if
she remained “chaste, silent, and obedient,” the labyrinth serves as an excellent metaphor for the internal
struggle that “inner work” can cause. Adhering to the Petrarchan symbolic, Pamphilia simultaneously has to
articulate her desire and be the sexualized object. As a result, Pamphilia suffers more than her male
counterpart. The significance of Panphilia to Amphilanthis is identifiect by Natasha Distiller: “Wroth is the
first woman to enter the amorous sequence as its other, and to begin to speak back” (96). Subjectivity in this
sequence is all about perception: woman as subject, viewing and being viewed, seeing and seenng, eyes and
“I's”, internal and external, and most significantly public versus private perceptions and personas.
Labyrinthine themes run throughout the sequence, evoking associations with the myth of Ariadne, who
rescued Theseus only to later be betrayed by him. This reinforces the connection between the labyrinth and
tragically frustrated love. In the corona, Pamphilia wanders through a maze of repeated efforts to pay
homage to her captor, Cupid (she is “all-loving”, after all) but emerges with a renewed feeling of entrapment
in an understanding of the relagion of love and the self. Her strategies involve mverting modes of cultural
regulation in order to construct and legitimate certain conceptual, psychological, and physical spaces for her
narrative. The Jabyrinthine theme that runs through the sequence serves to remind the reader of the
struggle with female subjectivity as it is displayed through the depiction of the pain of having to self-
represent and the self-representation of pain.

Lady Mary (Sidney) Wroth is best known today as the first English woman writer to have pubhshed an
original work of prose fiction during her lifeame. For her contemporaries, her primary identity was as a
member of the itlustrious and learned Sidney family. As the elaborately decoratect title-page of 7The
Countesse of Moungoumerse’s Urania announced to the world in 1621, she was, after all, “Daughter to the
right Noble Robert Emte of Leicester, and Neece to the ever famous, anc renowned Sr Philip Sidney
knight, and to the most excllet Lady Mary Countesse of Pembroke, Late deceasecd” (Fitzmaurice 110). It
was an 1dentty which left a decided mark on all her writing. Because of her relation to these two famous
authors, Wroth followed not only in the tradition of a writer, but as a Srdney writer.

The foremost literary precedents m Lady Mary’s life were, as noted above, two - her illustrious uncle,
Sir Phihp Sidney, and her aunt, the Countess of Pembroke. The Countess was a noted literary patron, and a
poet and translator in her own right. In choosing to edit Sidney’s Arcadia and continue his translations of
the Psalms after her brother’s death, she had in a way appropriated the authority which had been
posthumously vested in Sir Philip Sidney as the ideal Protestant patron and author, while still conforming to
the established and acceptable genres of feminine writing. Breaking with dus powerful precedent, Wroth
ventured into a totally different hterary arena in which men had always been the creators and women the
passive recipients. This was the world of romance, love, and Petrarchan lyrics.

In the case of Wroth's sonnets, the issue of gendered address is problematic because Pamphihia avoids
speaking to Amphitanthus directly. Although he 1s named m the title, he 1s never exphcitly mentioned in the
103-sonnet sequence. The sonnets tend far more often towards apostrophizing abstractions such as Night,
Hope, and Time. Part of this evasiveness on the part of Pamphilia ntay be Wroth’s nod to the context in
which she was writmg. There were a great deal of socral constraints on an Elizabethan/Jacobean woman
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writer dealing frankly with the subject of desire. Through Punphilia to Amphifanthus, Wroth revises the
somnet form, removing it from the pubhc and even ‘pohitical” arena and placing it within a more private, self-
created, psychological space. In doing so, she resists the performative aspect of other sonnet sequences
(“blest be these sonnets, source of all my fame”). Consequently, while the writing itself imay not engender
the kind of intrngue suggested by other sonnets, it does represent the trials of female authorship and
Wroth’s transformation of the Petrarchan sonnet. Wroth develops subtle techniques to circnmivent these
obstacles, as in the following sonnet: “Dear famish not what you vourself gave food/destroy not what your
glory 1s to save/kill not that soul to which you spirit gave” (P15 1-3). The lines can be read as an open
confession to her beloved, but can just as easily be mterpreted as an address to Cupid. The mythological
vell allows the speaker to speak with the same bluntess as Astrophil in Sir Philip Sidney’s Astarophil ro
Stellz: “Your sight is all the food I do desire.” Qccasionally one of the sonnets will have an internal turn, a
subtle shift of address, as in Sonnet PA7 begimmyg with “You blessed stars” and which moves from a
description of the celestial heavens to refer to the “light of my joy, fixed steadfast, nor will move”(10).
Rather than blatantly attacking or admonishing Amphilanthus for his infidelity, Pamphilia ac mes links him
to the mischievous actions of Cupid, and describes the various punishiments the ‘child” undergoes, as in
P58, 64, and 70.

One of the most significant tropes in the sequence is when Pamphilia reveals herself to be a woman
lover writing about her male beloved, rather than solely a disembodied lover. One factor is how she
frequently assigns a feminme gendering to the abstractions that she addresses. In sonnet P13, she speaks of
Night as a female companion and fellow love-sufferer: “My thoughts are sad; her face as sad does seern/My
pains are long; her hours tedious are.” (9-10) This bonding with a female Night recurs agaim 1y Sonnet P17
when Pamphilia sees herself as part of a larger body of “oppressed” lovers, emphasizing the female
perspective of the speaker i1 contrast to “men’s phant’sies” (Miller “Rewriting” 297). Pamphilia’s fellowship
with feminized Night reappears when she invokes the name of darkness, which “does truly suit with [she]
oppressed” (P22 8), as it covers a carpet woven together from dead leaves: “If trees and leaves for absence,
mourners be/ No marvel that I grieve, who like want see” (P22 13-14). Wroth’s most ‘graphic’ reference to
the female body comes in Sonnet P40:

False hope which feeds but to destroy, and spili
What it first breeds; uniatural to the birth

Of thine own woinb; conceiving but to kil

And plenty gives to make the greater dearth. (1-4)

Wroth perceives the kind of display associated with birth (as a metaphor for creation) as dangerous. To
“birth” the sonnets would be to leave them vulnerable (o the betrayals of the public world of the court. The
contrast between birth as a metaphor for creation, so prominent in male-authored sequences, versus birth as
an mmage of silent betrayal demonstrates how, for the male author, the reader may observe both the public
and private spaces he inhabits -~ the inner self may be revealed to the public eye. On the other hand, the
reader of Pamphilia to Amphilanthus must intrude upon the private experience of miscarriage and
ultimately find his or her own way out of this private domain, just as Pamphilia must attempt to work her
way out of her inmer labyrmth. She describes false hope in a distinetly female image of miscarriage, and
links it In the next stanza to an example of the political ruler who rewards and advances his subjects only to
betray them. By transitionmg from the natural body to the “body politic”, she hints towards love’s tyrammmcal
power to employ false hope to ensnare the lover. Up to this point all is faunihar enough from trachtional
hterature of unrequited love; but there s a shift in the seventh sonnet, addressed to Cupid, signaling the
presence of a “resolved soul”™

I do confess, ‘twas thy will made me choose,
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And thy fair shows made me a lover prove,

When I my freedom did for pain refuse.

Yet this Sir god, your Boy=ship I despise;

Your charms 1 obey, but love not want of eyes. (10-14)
Cupid’s famous blindness does not impress her. She admits her powerlessness before his charms but will
not allow this as an excuse for not taking responsibility for her own actions. Although, like darkness i the
opening somet, Cupid has caused her a “want of eves” {read “I’s”), she will still retain enough of her inner
self to remain constant. This ethic is the basis for her honor and is the ethic she is recommending to
Amphilanthus. In P24, she makes this recommendation explicit:

Then, smce my faith 1s such, so kind my sleep,

That gladly thee presents into my thought,

And sdll true fover-like thy face does keep,

So as some pleasure shadow-like is wrought.

Pity my loving, nay, of conscience give

Reward to me in whom thy self does live. (9-14)

Wroth uses the Petrarchan convention that an act of fealty must be recognized and rewarded by the
betoved. Masculine voices use the argument to gain sexual access—-the woman, if she consents to “ease his
pam,” consents to being treated as an objective and as an object. Pamphilia’s objective, however, ts not
Amphilanthus himself (whom she has atready awained) but rvather his constancy. She is so faithful that she
dreams of hin: “my faith is such.” The dreant image, however, is not the Amphilanthus of experience but
the Neo-platonic potential she sees in hin (“true Lover-like”). She will not objectify, for to do so would
deprive her beloved of the only example available to him of a non-objectifying love, and so seal lus fate. In
like manmer the remainder of the sonnet sequence turns inward, with many poems meditative and
contemplative In character, or self-exhortatory: “Yet Faith still cries, Love will not falsify” (P68 14). The
echo (and reversal) here of Philip Sidney’s “But ah, Destire still cries, give me some food!” (Astrophil to
Stella 72 14) 1s mstructive: where Astrophil seeks escape from virtue through the voice of personified
Desire, Panphilia seeks to hold to the virtue of constancy through the personified voice of Love.

In prior male-authored sonnet sequences, 1t was through the mecdiating figure of the female beloved that
the division between public and private space could be imagined. Peter Stallybrass notes that it is through
this “sonnet mistress” that “it 1s possible to envision a retreat from the claustrophobic court...into a world of
private desire” (67). Similarly, Willtun Shullenburger describes sonnets as the only pure space, a space
away fron: the “persistent sense of social mtrusiveness” (49). Although for women private space was not
necessarily representative of freedom, Wroth nonetheless uses he emergent division between public and
private to construct a textual space for Pamphilia - one that could resist the social stigmas attached to
female speech and writing.

With no female predecessors to model her new Petrarchan-style poet upon, Wroth constructs a textual
space that favors Pamphilia’s voice, simultaneously repressing the social constraints that would interfere with
her speech and showing the labyrinthine internat struggle of self-representation. Pamphilia to Amphilanthus
traces the shadowy boundaries of Pamphihia’s psyche, and Wroth’s emphasis on her imner emotion avoids
depicting her mn ways that might transgress soctetal norms. Jeff Masten describes the text of Pamphilia ro
Amphitinthus as an “almost inscrutable private language” (67), noting the extreme lack of social referents
that would tie the reader back into the public world. Pamphilia, and therefore Wroth, desires that the
reader remove him or herself from the constant view of eyes (society) and instead focus in on the mternal
gaze, self-construction and the search for self-knowledge within a maze that seems to be inescapable.
Pamphili’s “inscription of absence as the central force i the sequence indicates that Wroth transforims the
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restrictions of poetic discourse into its very theme” (Wall 335),

The textual space of the sonnets, located in Pamphilia’s labyrinthine thought, effectively eliminates the
pressing social constramts and referents that would compete within the sequence with Pamphilia’s position
as lover-poet and Wroth’s as female writer. This distancing begins with the mward rurn of the-first sonnet in
the sequence, which is initiated under the cover of darkness: “When night’s black mante could most
darkness prove,/And sleep, death’s image did my senses hire/From knowledge of myself” (P1 1-3). During
her dream vision, Pamiphilia 1s separated from her “self.” No longer attached to her physical body that
causes such problems for her representation in the physical and social world, she 1s ransformed into a
“lover” (14). Her transformation 1s a wholly private experience that excludes even Amphilanthus. The
concluding lines confirm Pamphilia’s deliberate entrance into this private space: “I, waking hoped as
dreams it would depar/ Yet since, oh me, a lover I have been” (13-14). Wroth does not present Pamphilia
as a writer struggling to find the best words to describe her beloved, but rather as one literally caught in the
private dilemma of love  a lover unable to free herself from the flames that are now burnmg within her.
The dream mtiates a form of agency by creating a secure textual space. By distancing Pamphilia from her
physical and mherently social body, by taking the heart and thrusting it further inward, Wroth opens a
textual arena located beyond the social and public realm. The speaker in the initial sonnet is not specifically
gendered, but the title of the sequence itself reminds the reader of the speaker’s voice: Pamiphilia’s.

Throughout the sequence the reader remams within Pamplilia’s private space, within her mind. In
direct opposition to the typical female persona present i a sonnet sequence, nothing is known about her
exteral appearance. Sonnet P48 epitomizes Pamphilia’s distance from her physical body: “Then look on
me, I am to these addressed,/I am the soul that feels the greatest smart,/I am that heartless trunk of heart’s
depart” (5-7). In these more assertive lines, Pamphilia exposes herself as a “soul” compared to her
“heartless trunk” (trunk glossed as human body). Masten reads Pamphilia’s “heartless trunk™ as embodying
the potential for a female subject rather than object  the gutied body 1s therefore representative of her
“refusal to crculate as a Petrarchan sign” (74-75). The contrast beeawveen Pamplilia’s gutted body and her
spirtt suggests the importance of Pamnphilia’s psyche rather than her body. Wroth proposes that Pamphilia
is essentially bodiless, leaving the reader with the impression that Pamphilia’s emotion, and the text that is a
product of this emotion, are located in her “soul”. Nonetheless, the conclusion of the somnet reveals
Wroth’s pamful awareness of the impossibility of constructing a wholly private space: “I should not have
been made this stage of woe/Where sad disasters have their open show” (12-13). Although Wroth
recognizes that a written manuscript is an inherently public gesture  once the words are written down they
become much more difficult to keep contaned - she demonstrates her resistance to the text being a part of
the public spectacle. Pamphilia is a spirttual essence and “should not” be understood as a pat of the
spectacle of the stage.

Wroth’s emiphasis on Pamphilia’s soul allows her to distance hersell from the social anplications of the
act of writing and focus instead on expressing inner emotion. Thronghout the sequence, Wroth promotes
the truth and sincerity of what remains unseen. Sonnet P54 begins with this theme: “Ol stay mine eyes,
shed not these fruitless tears” (1). The eyes, a symbol for the visible world, are “stayed”, turned mward upon
themselves, upon the self, and Pamphilia reveals that “true sorrow” 1s kept widun:

True sorrow never outward wailing bears,
Be ruled by me, keep all the rest i store,
Till no room 1s that may contain one more,
Then m that sea of tears, drown helpless me (8-11).
This sonnet echoes the inward momentum of the opening sonnet. By keeping her grief private, Pamphilia
effectively mternally drowns herself. By drowning herself in her tears, Wroth implies that Pamplulia 1s
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separate from the “me” of the sonnet. The conclusion proposes that if Pamphilia can successfully come to a
type of self-actualization, she will then be free, stating, “[this] done, we shall from torments freed be” (14).
Wroth uses emotion to define Pamphilia as a Petrarchan subject rather than object and simultaneously
suppresses her “social” body. Tlis is demonstrated again in Sonnet P55, which uses fire as a metaphor to
suggest Pamphilia’s interior passion. Again Wroth notes the fallibility of the eyes in fully affirming her
affection: “Mine eyes can scarce sustain the flames, my heart/ does trust in them my passions to
iinpart,/And languishingly strive to show my love” (9-11). Paniphilia’s eyes are unable to fully demonstrate
the passionate emotions of her burning heart; consequently, the true emotion Is contained and the
conclusion of the sonnet reinforces this image: “My breath not able to breathe least part/ Of that increasing
fuel of my smart,/ Yet love I will dll I hut ashes prove” (12-14). She is breathless, and therefore speechless.
The fire that burns inside of her is part of her private expertence and cannot escape through her mouth or
eyes it must be written. The reference to “eyes” can also be read as “I's”. Line 9 implies that even her
writing cannot sustain her emotion, in spite of the fact that Pamphilia trusts them (her “I’s”) to show her
love. Her overwhehning passion finally causes the dissolution of her physical body. Pamphilia’s body is
burnt to ashes, but love triumphs and remains.

Pamphilia’s thoughts are the immutable landmarks of the private space that Wroth constructs - the
indelible markers of her psyche. In Pamphilia’s sleep of the initial sonnet “thoughts did move/ Swifter than
most swiftness need require” (3-4), Within the darkness present in her vision of Venus and Cupid,
Pamphilia’s thoughts take precedence over her physical location. This stress 1s also depicted in another
somnet, showing Wroth’s comparison of Pamphilia and a traveler “who tired sought/ in places distant far,
vet found no end/ Of pain or labor” (P11 103). While the traveler suffers from physical exhaustion,
Pamphilia is tired within her “mind” (9). The traveler finds happiness through “case of limbs” (10), where
Pamphilia’s content is internal: “I, greatest happiness that I do find/ Belief for faith, while hope i pleasure

“

swims” (11-12). Wroth suggests that Pamphitia voyages in her mind and that the destination, the way “out”
of the labyrinth, is to find her burning heart, also internal. Even when the world of the court is evoked, as in
sonnet P26, Pamphilia’s reflections focus on lier internal pursuits. She is in a space that has been created
“free from eyes” (5} and characterized by “daylike night” (6). There, Pamphilia can leave courtly activities to
“poor vanities” {8) and continue to prize her thoughts above those worldly activities. Pamphilia eschews
public pursuits of pleasure in order to discourse with her “spirit” {11) and chase her “thoughts” (9). For
each of the public activities of the court Wroth provides a comparable private pursuit for Pamplilia.
Fienberg sees this comparison as gendered and suggests that Pamplulia “redefines the terms that allow her
to create her own subjectivity” {186). Masten also attributes masculine qualities to the activities, arguing that
Wroth repudiates the “rhetorical trappings and metaphorical suits of male Petrarchan discourse” (73).
While it 1s evident that Wroth avoids placing Panphilia within a social context in order to repress the
contradictions associated with a female Petrarchan speaker, this refusal should not be understood as merely
negative. Rather, Pamphilia’s private space in opposition to the court maybe understood as food in itself.
The final couplet, written in the form of two questions, serves 1o stress Pamphilia’s self-reflective nature as
representative of her created private space. In distancing Pamphila from the activities of the court, Wroth
effectively rejects “public” displays of tove. The image of the court is presented as characterized by
deception and external spectacle as opposed to Pamphilia’s internal pathos. ““Tis not a show of sighs or
tears can prove/ Who loves indeed” (P46 9-10), Pamiphilia notes, citing the deceptive quality of publicly
displayed “fained love” (10). Instead, she argues, it is in “the soul” where “true love in safety lies” (12).
Sonnet P9 clarifies the separation between Pamphilia’s interior space and any written representation of her
pain. She seeks “for some small ease by lines, which bought/ Increase the pain; grief is not cured by art” (3-
4), indicating the distance between the public and unsatisfactory act of wiiting and what is in Pamphilia’s
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heart, which is “true, and free from changing thought” (P9 6). This sentiment is confirmed i sonnet P45
wherein Pamphiha states, “[for] where most feeling is, words are more scant” (10). For Wroth the act of
writing 1s too closely connected at times to the “fained love” and “outward shows” of the court to prove fully
satisfactory.

Not only is the language of the court suspect, but Pamphilia’s as well:

Nor can I, as those pleasant wits, enjoy

My own framed words, which 1 account the dross

Of purer thoughts, or reckon them as moss

While they, wit sick, themselves to breath employ. (P45 5-8)
This suspicion regarding writing and public activity in general serves to emphasize the inherent truthfulness
of Pamphilia’s “thoughts” m comparison to the words of the “pleasant wits” of the court who are, according
to Wroth, “wit sick” (8). Later, Wroth compares “ancient fictions” to the “disguised pleasures” of the stage:
“To me it seems as ancient fictions make/ The stars all fashions, and all shapes partake/ While in my
thoughts true form of love shall Iive” (P100 12-14). The prominence remains on the sincerity and truth
ntrinsic to Pamphilia’s private thoughts.

Wroth’s emphasis on the private nature of the text of Pamplulia to Amphilanthus altows her to promote
Pamphilia as a sincere and constant character. It 1s not unusual for sonnet sequences to emphasize the
author’s mner and consequently more truthful emotion, especially here were there are essentially two
authors: Wroth penning Pamphilia and Pamphilia penning the sonnets themselves. Wroth 1s thereby not
only writing as a Renaissance woman but also n7iting a Renaissance woman. In her discussion of the literary
practices of the Renaissance, Wendy Wall notes that “the truth of what is said is grounded m the intimate
and the private, i that which is hidden from public view” (384). However, Wroth’s text is distinctive in the
way that she uses textual space and syntax to create the emotional feeling within the reader of Pamphihia’s
authenticity. Textual clues that link the sonnets to the outside world, the attributes that make other sonnet
sequences political and public, are noticeably absent in Pamphilia to Amphilanthus, tying the poetry’s
existence more closely to the private sphere of Pamphilia’s psyche.

The labyrinth referenced explicitly in the corona is evident here  how does one escape the words one
has created to express feelings when the only escape is through the self? The disorientation of the steadfast
lover brought to the edge of despair 1s expressed by the randommess of the early poems of the second
section, and then becomes the focus of a highly organized analysis in a fourteen-sonnet corona, a “crown” of
sonnets, in which each poem begins with the last line of the preceding one. The problem is stated i the
first stanza of the first sonnet of the corona:

In this strange Labyrinth how shall T rarn?

Ways are on all sides while the way I miss:

If to the right hand, there, in love 1 burn,

Let me go forward, therein danger is (P 77 1-4).
And it is resolved in the eighth:

He that shuns Love, does love himself the less,

And cursed he whose spiit, not admires

The worth of Love, where endless blessedness

Reigns, & commands, maintained by heav'nly fires (P84 1-4).
While the mode of this poem in its settng 1s soliloquy, the pronoun with which it begins reminds us that
Pamphilia’s advice 1s not to herself alone but to all. The love that here is “shunned” 1s the non-objectifying
love Pamphilia has herself embraced, and she argues to herself that she must not now waver; at the same
time she universalizes the argument, and suggests that the grace of honor is accorded only to perseverance
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in constancy. Remembering in her crisis that constancy is for everyone, she achieves a spirttualization of
love that, unlike the spiritualization of earthly love by Petrarch and so many of his masculine followers, does
not depend upon dressing up the beloved as God. Instead, the beloved ts pointed the way to become like
Pamphilia herself, who in her constancy has found a way to union with the divine. She attains a costly clarity
in so doing: she sees she must be prepared to give up her pursuit of Amphilanthus if her constancy 1s to
remain exemplary.

The corona also serves to further emphasize the mteriority of the sonnet space that Wroth has created.
Wroth’s corona of sonnets represents perplexity even as it perplexes. Wroth achieves this effect through
syntax and poetic forms that mimic two traits of labyrinths: enclosure and complexity. Like mazes i
classical literature, the sonnet is identfied through poetic tropes in English as enclosed space and lighly
crafted form. Wroth magnifies the conlines of the sonnet through contracted syntax, suggesting the difficult
fit of her meaning to the poetic form. The corona formally embodies enclosure through reiterative opening
and closing lines, creating a closed poetic crown, thus dramatically engaging the reader mt the female sense
of self that Wroth depicts. Wroth’s labyrinth echoes and alludes to those of her predecessors, but she also
voices new meanings through the figure’s influence on style and its relevance to gender. In poems by
women  whether the author is the fictive poet, Pamphilia, or Wroth herselfl  the tension between form
and syntax suggests the difliculty of fitting female experience into forms created to suit the shapes of male
erotic desire.

The labyrinth’s enclosure reinforces another trait of Wroth’s work: that it is private. Pamphilia’s
fictional privacy allows her to blur her transgressive expression of erotic deswe. Far from denying female
subjectivity, Wroth depicts a female sense of self through the labyrinth-presenting a self that 1s 1solated,
enclosed, difficult, and complex. The labyrinth’s several nieanings are inherent to its three-dinensional
form, which makes possible two positions: inside and outside. Seen from inside, the labyrinth confuses the
wanderer, as it does Pamphilia. Seen from the outside, the perspective the reader takes, the labyrinth
reveals its complexity and artstry. Labyrinthine images can thus simultaneously amaze and please.

Wroth's use of darkness and solitude throughout Panphilia to Amplilanthus is particolarly significant
in Sonnet 1 of the 103-sonnet sequence. Allusions to Petrarch and Dante are wnderstood in the chariot of
Venus and the image of the speaker’s heart as food, and they serve to validate Pamphilia’s tand Wroth's)
poetic credentials. Love’s appearance during sleep creates isolation, which contrasts with the mtial
experience of love in most Petrarchan sequences. In Sir Philip Sidney’s and Pewarch’s second sonnets, for
example, love strikes through the beloved’s sun/eyes, their light beams becoming arrows. By contrast,
encapsulating Pamphilia’s experience in the dream vision isolates and encloses her experience of love.
Further, love itself, as personified in Venus and Cupid rather than the sight of the beloved, creates
Pamphilia as both love poet and lover: “Yet since, O me: a lover I have been” (line 14). The dream vision’s
isolation introduces an element of Wroth’s sequence related to the labyrinth-intense enclosure. The absent
beloved is, of course, a central topic of Petrarchism, but the physical beloved, conventionally depicted in
ways explored by many scholars, appears as tinage, imagined or remembered.

Wroth's absent beloved occupies a more substantial gap. He is never physically described, as the female
beloved is in the imagery of male sonneteers. This absence further isolates and encloses Pamphilia in her
own complexity, While her treaunent of the beloved disunguishes Wroth’s from other Petrarchan
sequences, Pamphilia presents herself as a typical Petrarchan poet, evoking labyrinthine themes of
blindness and desire. Her assertion, for example, that might and sleep “dicd my senses hire / From
knowledge of myself” represents the unconsciousness of sleep as loss of self-knowledge (2-3). Further, the
absence of light, emphasized through the physicality of the “black nrantle”, and the repetition in night and
“most darkness” (1) creates a sense of peril.
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The poem’s contracted syntax creates a labyrinthine texture that supports these meanings. Sonnet |
mantfests both Pamphilia’s trouble being able to know herself and the author’s trouble containing her
experience in literary form. The lack of certain articles and personal pronouns, for example, create gaps in
meaning: “thoughts” in line 3 most likely means “my thoughts,” hut it also may mean all thought; likewise,
the phrase “Swifter than those [who] most swiftness need require” lacks the pronoun “who” and inverts
word order in a Shakespeartan manner, complicating understanding. An intricate phrase like “When mght’s
black mante did most darkness prove” suggests several meanings: when night could test degrees of
darkness, or when this might proved the darkest of nights, or when night proved the darkest of all things.

The corona of sonnets, poems P77-90 of Panpliiia to Amphifanthus, names the Iabyrinth explicitly.
Here, spiritualized diction evokes the labyrinth’s theological meanings, while distinctly gendered imagery of
reproduction suggests female poetic production. The line “In this strange labyrinth how shall I urm?” opens
and closes the corona, whose intetlocking paths, like the repetitions, pauses, “turns”, and “retumns” of the
first poem, styhistically mimic the tabyrinth. Once again, this line has many possible meanings: it may refer
to the poem itself (line 1)-the most immediate “this™-or the word may refer to the poet, her life, her
amorous experience, even to all of these. Brief clauses and repetitive diction (“Ways are . . . the way” [line
2]; “If to the right hand, there ... / ... / If to the left” [lines 3-5]; and : Let me go forward . .. /. ./ Let me
nun back” [lines 4-6]) enact labyrinthine tnns and returns, dead ends, and restarts. This reflects the
sameness of paths when no path is ever truly “the way.” The omitted word in the phrase, “shame cries 1
ought [to] return” (line 6), like other omissions, enhances an impression of contracted energy, of forced
contamment Just as there would be within a physical labyrinth. Further, the phrase “Stand still is harder,
although sure to mourn™ imphes that standstill itself mourns (line 8), purposely confusing the poetic subject
and her feelings with the action of negotiating the labyrinth.

This fusion of place, action, and speaker, however, exactly represents the labyrinth as subjectivity, as the
speaker’s own self, a self whose enclosure constrains as well as contains. Like the difficult syntax, the corona
form plays off the labyrinth'’s classical associations with artistic intricacy while imitating its enclosure, The
corona links individual poems together: the first poeny’s last line becomes the second poem’s first line, and
so on, concluding with the final poem’s last line repeating the first poem’s first line. These echomg lines
bring the corona poems into a complete circle, a fitting poet’s laurel crown. Between poeins, reiterated
opening and closing lines paralle! other reversals and imitate echoing voices in enclosed spaces, giving the
reader an aural image of the labyrinth. Wroth’s corona of sonnets represents perplexity even as it perplexes.

The concluding sonnet of Pamphilia to Aniphifanthus veiterates Wroth's positioning of Pamphilia in an
mterior space. The first line, “My muse now happy, lay thyself to rest” (P103 1), seems to be an appropriate
counterpoint to the dream vision that induced these poems at the beginning of the sequence. Pamphilia’s
private vision has sustained her throughout and now she may return, to sleep possibly, in the outer public
world. She will not “wake to new unrest” (4), leaving the dream and the labynnth of sonnets behind. When
she does choose to reflect upon love, those thoughts will be “addressed/ to truth” (5-6). The writng itself
may be happily left, as it is a painful process to self-fashion one’s own words about one’s own passion, but it
ts Pamphilia’s thoughts that will be a source of “true joy” (7).

This clarity stays with Pamplilia as she pens her parting sonnet. Though it is ostensibly a “farewell to
love” addressed to her muse, it is a farewell not to love but to tmmaturity in love. The poem shifts in
address until it ends in advice not only to herself but to Amphilanthus, to whom the sequence as a whole is
addressed:

My Muse now happy lay thy self to rest,
Sleep in the quiet of a faithfut love,
Wiite you no more, but let these Phant’sies move
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Some other hearts, wake not to new unrest

But if vour study be those thoughts addressed

To truth, which shall eternal goodness prove;

Enjoying of true joy the most, and best

The endless gain which never will remove.

Leave the discourse of Venus, and her son

To young beginners, and their brains inspire

With stories of great Love, and from that fire,

Get heat to write the fortunes they have won.

And thus leave off; what’s past shows you can love,

Now let your Constancy your Honor prove. (P103 1-14) [Pamphilial
The concluding signature, found in the manuscript, strengthens the address. Only his conversion to the
“womanly” virtue of constancy will make Amphilanthus the man of honor Pamphilia knows he can be.
Assuming /us thoughts are addressed to truth, Wroth’s argument that a single standard of virtue precedes
gender proves to be an argument from a position of strength.

Pamphilia’s voice 1s determined by her “thoughts.” Wroth illustrates the importance of Pamphila’s
psychological landscape through her use of the Petrrachan conceit of the shipwrecked lover in sonnert P68,
In spite of the fact that within the physical realm she is “lost, shipwrecked, spoiled” (9), her mner realm,
where “thoughts have scope,/ Which wander may,” (10-11), provides considerably more hberty. Thus,
Pamphilia’s freedom  presumably her freedom to write  is connected to her ability to speak (and think)
within the circumscribed environment of her psyche. In Song 3 (P21), notably not a sonnet, she restates the
importance of her thoughts, as they are aligned with her freedom: “Let me thinking still be free,/ Nor leave
thy might until my deathy/ But let me thinking yield up breath” (22-24). The inability to think poses a threat
greater than death. While the act of writing is framed (the walls of the constructed labyrinth) in negative
terms throughout the sequence, inner emotion (self-knowledge) signals liberty.

Petrarchism fragments and displays the self in poems meant to be circulated. Isolation enables the
female poet to lay claim to a speaking part in the Pewrarchan drama of self-knowledge, creating her as
subject, not object, of speech, vision, and desire. Finally, Wroth’s labyrinth of style illuminates a
contradiction between Renaissance theology and cultural constraints on women. While the culture
controlled and inhibited a woman’s sense of self by defining her as owned by another and prohibiting her
access to “public language”  a primary aspect of subjectivity as Stephen Greenblatt and others have shown

self-knowledge 1s urged as a theological necessity. A theology of self- knowledge, further, miplies the
existence and value of a self. A woman creating a poetic labyrmth in a Petrarchan sonnet sequence speaks
from the very center of this contradiction, transforming public self-analysis into a spiritually respectable
private search for selt-knowledge. Wroth’s labyrinthine style dramuatizes this search, engaging her reader in
the very process she represents in this difficule but accomplished work of art.

In Pamphilia to Amplilantius, Wroth 1s not engaged m a complete repudiation of Petrarchan
discourse, but rather has chosen to reinvent Petrarchanism by removing transgressive elements to construct
a space for Pamphilia’s psyche. The text is therefore presented as a product of Pamphilia’s inner self, and in
this intensely private space the terms “master” and “nustress” are basically meaningless. Wroth describes
Pamphilia’s mner characteristics rather than giving references to her external beauty; her “thoughts,”
“mind,” and “spirit” are far more significant. The sequence illustrates Wroth's rejection of the body-as-sign
and instead proposes a space where Pamphilia’s “inner work” might signify. &
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Shelley Converse-Rath

Fiction as Truth as Ficton:
How Slaughterhouse-Five Troubles the Notion of Fictionality in Novels

Is Slaughterhouse-Five a work of fiction? While the obvious answer seems to be a resounding “yes,” as
the plot of the novel 1s an unusual, offbear tale of science fiction~ the bizarre story of a man’s mravel through
time and to a far off planet. However, while many dismiss it as fictional for the sheer mention of aliens and
time travel, those who know better understand the use of the story to reveat a complex discussion of a man’s
experience in war amidst a culture that glorifies it to satisfy their need for heroes.

While Vonnegut’s work 1s valuable in understanding the dark underbelly of American policies and
culture, it is often difficult to tell when—and if—he is being serious. His simple sentence structure belies the
mmportance of his message. In the beginning to Slaughterhouse-Five, in which he makes an appearance as
the narrator, he states, “All this happened, more or less. The war parts, anyway, are pretty much true. One
guy I knew really was shot i Dresden for taking a teapot that wasn’t his. Another guy 1 knew really did
threaten to have his personal enemies killed by hired gunmen after the war. And so on. I've changed the
names” (1). The conversatonal tone implies a casualness that runs in contrast to the themes of the novel
itself, which examines the complex effects and violence of war. It is this sensibility that perhaps influences
the feeling of fictionality the novel has—that, and of course the story of Billy Pilgrim, which serves to deliver
the experiences of war in a character that both is and 1s not Vonnegut himself, Vonnegut creates Billy with
intention as a separate character:

Billy was born in 1922 in Ihum, New York, the only child of a barber there. He was a
funny-looking chitd who became a funny-looking youth—tall and weak, and shaped like a
bottle of Coca-Cola. He graduated from Ilium High School in the upper third of his class,
and attended night sessions at the Iium School of Optometry for one semester before
being drafted for military service in the Second World War(30).
Vonnegut includes minor details that mirror his own life, such as birth year and marriage to a high-school
sweetheart, but mainly Billy represents an entirely plain, if rather unextraordinary, man who goes to war—
which is an important divergence from literature dominated by valiant men and heroes.

Vomnegut’s troubling of fiction, though intentional, is not a new conflict; fiction has often been in
conflict with truth and fact, it often seeks to mimic it, thus creating difficulty in determining proper
definitions of both fiction and truth. Though words within a language rely on the acceptance of a conmmon
definition it order for it to function properly, that does not mean that there is not room for debate. Even
for a word as seemingly clear-cut as fiction, which has an entire genre relying upon its definition, there has
been and 1s continued vacillation on the true meaning of fiction. Though it is thrown around in common
conversation with seemingly a common agreement on its meaning, it is important to find the definition of
fiction. According to Dot Cohn, “ “The word ‘fiction’ is subject to chaotic and perverse linguistic
usage...[the] only common denominator, it appears, is that they all designate ‘something invented’—a notion
no less vaguely denotative than (though oh not exacty 1dentical to) the word’s Latin root, fingere, ‘to make
or form’ (2).

The history of the connotation of the word plays into the blurring between fact and ficdon. Cohn writes,
““We may also comecture that it was 1ts pejorative meaning of untruth that delayed the lexical move of
calling novels fiction’ to a time when this genre had become a well—established, highly respected lierary
form...the pretense of factuality in the prefaces to first person novels hike Robinson Crusoe was clearly an
attempt to escape the charge of falsity by escaping the charge of fiction, or vice versa, or both at once.
Histortans of the novel have shown that, as the century advanced and as readers learned to accept the
norms of literary realism, novelists tended to drop claims to reality or factuality.” (3) Fiction initially sought
out to be truth—which leads to the blurring between truth and fiction. In many ways, fiction stll seeks to be
truth, even when acknowledging its own falsity.
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However, its falsity 1s often perceived as negative, and used mn a derogatory form to emphasize the
untruth of a statement or work. Ironically, perhaps, it has defined a whole genre of hterature that strives to
create a world that appears realistic. Cohn writes,

When, in our daily hves, we charge jowrnabsts or ramor mongers with having written or
told “a fiction,” we use the term in its derogatory meaning of a doubtdul or untrue
statement—alternately  attributing 1t to  deliberate  deception, faulty memory, or
misinformation. This meaning is, on occasion, specifically signified in works of hterary
criticism as well: thus a scholar, examining Mary McCarthy’s autobiographical writings for
the intentionat and wnintentional “lies” she tells, nforms us that, as we enter the private
world of the self, we inevitably “meeting the grinning face of lictdon at the door”; another
asks word-plaviully whether ‘the distinction between ficton and nonfiction is fiction or
nonfiction’ (3) v
The mention of the autobiography brings up an interesting point. In Slughterhouse-Five, Vonnegut tells
the reader that this book is about his experiences in Dresden, but then creates a world that, for the most
part, does not include him. In many ways, Vonnegut acknowledges “the grinning lace of fiction” as a past of
one’s memory by creating a fictional world to tell the story. He understands the unretfiability of human
memory, perhaps best outlined in his conversation with O’Hare, in which such a2 monumental event in both
their fines 1s outlined by meaningless stories about men they knew. Even so, if the two were to address the
experience of emerging into a charred, empty world outright, it is likely that it too, would be fuzzy front the
years ol trying to forget it—though, like Billy experiences, it never really goes away.

Cohn is relentless in the need for definttive clartfication, noting that

As we have seen, however, this standardization of fiction as a generic term has not resulted
in eliminating its other meanings. And this is true despite the fact that i all four of these
meanings it is used as synonyim for other, readily available words: untruth, abstraction,
literature, narrative. Though it is no doubt futile to campaign for lexical reform, one may
perhaps hope that a clearer awareness of the word’s semantic instabihity will prompt literary
critics 1o adhere to its restricted generic meaning (12)

To clarify the ambiguity Cohn claims fiction to be, she comes up with three primary criteria by which to
discern fiction, aptly named the “signposts” of fictionality (109). The first of the signposts is “cognitive
privilege” (Cravens 79), or what is more commonly known as omniscience—"a character who is known to
his narrator in a mamner no real person can be known to a real speaker” (Cohn 116). She differentiates
from historical, or “muthful” writing, by claming that “chis is not, at any rate, the manner in which historical
figures are known to historians,” (118) that any emotions known about the person by the narrator have been
properly documented based on fact. Clearly, Vonnegut violates this first rule throughout the entirety of
Skwghterhouse-Five with his mvolvement with Billy; there are countless statements wherem he provides
mtimate knowledge of Billy’s state of mind, such as “Billv was mystified. Billy wanted (o be fitendly, to help,
it he could, but his resources were meager. His fingers now held the two olyects from the hning of the coat.
Billy decided 10 show the surgeon what they were” (193). Additionally, as Craig Cravens states, “Not only
are we privy to a character’s mental hfe in certain types of fiction, but we often experience time and space
from a character’s perspective as well. Hence, only in ficion do we come across such grammatically odd
constructions as, ‘His plane left tomorrow,” where the past tense refers not to the past in relation to the
speaker (the narrator), but rather to the present of a fictional character looking forward to the following day
(24-25)" (79). Undoubtedly, readers have that experience with Billy Pilgriny as he bounces in and out of
time and they are witnesses to all of it.

Cohn determines the second signpost of ficdonality as dual vocal origin. She writes, “I will assume,
then, that the reader of a nonfictional narrative understands it to have a stable univocal origin, that s
narrator 1s identical to a real person: the author named on its title age. The notion of a cleavage of this vocal
unity in fiction is actually of fairly recent vintage, having entered the mainstream ol narrative poetics [that]....
‘the narrator is a created character into which the author has tansformed himsel” (124). Again,
Vonnegut’s novel has no choice but to fall under the category of fiction. Cohn explains the differentiation
between historical writing and ficuon further:




First of all, it must be emphasized that there 1s a world of difference between the two vocal
domains of Action n respect to the explicitness of the author/marrator distinction...the
nominal differentiation between narators and authors of fictional autobiographies is, as
Philippe Lejeune has extensively demonstrated, a decisive signal for the reader’s
recognition of thelr novelistic status: a status that is determined by the presence of an
maginary speaker incamated as a character within the fictional world (125).
Though there are allusions to the connection between Vonnegut and Billy, according to Cohn'’s assertion,
Billy 1s maginary, and, consequently, that makes the novel fiction. However, Vonnegut seems to beat her to
her own label, making the transition from “non-fiction,” or, autobiography, to his book, which he concedes
is the end of a long process of his mabihity to write about Dresden.

Cohn’s third and fimal signpost of fictionality is the referential nature of historical writing versus the lack

thereof m fiction. She states,
What most mimediately jumps nto view is, of course, the presence of an entire
‘perigraphic’ apparatus (foot- or end-noted, prefatory or appended) that constitutes a
textual zone intermediating between the narrative text itsell and its extratextual
documentary base. But this base also penetrates mto the textual terraim itself, which, as
Michel de Certeau puts it, ‘combines the phairal of quoted documents into the singular of
quoting cognition’...there is, as a rule, nothing that corresponds to this testimonial stratum
in fictional narrative (115)
According to Cohin, in order for sometiung to not be fiction, it must have a constant stream of quotations in
one form or another that reference documents and thouglits that have properly been recorded by someone
else. Though she says, as there are for most rules, exceptions, her example 1s the historical novel, which
undoubtedly has a whole other set of qualifications that Slaughterbouse-Five does not meet. And yet,
according to Croswaithe, i1 some ways, it does. He writes, “What makes Vonnegut[’s]... writings of this
period particularly striking—what distinguishes them as ‘postmodern’...is the way mn which they state the
dislocation and dispersal of the moment of origmary rupture through an eerie intertwining of thenr own
historical moment with that of the war. Not only is the referent projected by these novels often shrouded or
obscure, it is rarely singular, so that the works enact the separability, in psychic temporality, of
chronologically divergent historical moments” (6). According to Crosthwaite, Vonnegut’s writing about the
war, which includes Slaughterhouse-Five, possesses referential moments to World War 11, not only n the
general sense but also in the personal experience of it. While Cohn’s point is well taken with the majority of
the novel wherein Billy is the primary character, and the story supports hin as he makes his way through
time, Slaughterbouse-Five cannot be purely ried a work of fiction because it possesses the factual and
autobiographical aspects Cohn marks are not being those of ficiton. While Colin looks to find a thorougl,
clear-cut answer to the trouble of fiction and truth, the postmodern novel, in daring to melude elements of
both, woubles the Iine she so carefully drew in the sand.

While Cohn seeks to answer the problem that, “Narratologists themselves have, to a quite astonishing
degree, ignored the question of demarcation between fiction and nonfiction” (3) by defining fiction in a
clear way that determines what it is and is not, Percy Lubbock focuses on the narrative strategies used by the
author and the effects on the reader’s perception of the text. Lubbock agrees with Cohin that fiction should
be properly analyzed, but has not because of a sentimentality one seems to have for it, questioning, “It
spoils the fun of a novel to know how 1t is made—is this a reflection that lurks at the back of our mmds?”
(90) He continues his assertion that the mability to properly discern between fiction and nonfiction 1s not
the difficultly in clarifving the two, but the atachment we have, “...We are haunted by a sense that a novel is
a piece of life, and that to take it to pieces would be to destroy it” (90). Despite this, however, Lubbock
believes one can and should pay attention to the form, stating, “The impressions that succeed one another,
as the pages of the book are turned are to be built into a structure, and the critic 1s missing his opportunity
unless he can proceed i a workmanlike manner. It is not to be supposed that an artist who carves or paints
1s so filled with emotion by the meaning of his work—the story in it—that he forgets the abstract beauty of
form and colour...in the art of literature, stll the man of letters is a eraftsinan, and the critic cannot be less”
(89). However, 1t 1s, according to Lubbock, not the reader’s task to determime how the author has created
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the story, but to analyze the story as it 1s presented. He writes, “How a novelist finds Iis subject, in a human
being or in a situation or in a turn of thought, this indeed 1s beyond us; we might look long at the very world
that Tolstoy saw, we should never detect the unwritten book he found there...For this reason we judge the
novelist’s eye for a subject to be his cardinal gift, and we have nothing to say, whether by way of exhortatton
or of warning, tll his subject is announced...From pomt to point we follow the writer, always looking back to
the subject itself in order to understand the logic of the course he pursues” (90). Lubbock appears to think
the ability of the author to sweep the readers into a believable story 1s crucial, as that is his mission. As a
result, he views the ability to create a narrator that the readers can trust as important:
“The whole intricate question of methoc, in the craft of fiction, I take to be governed by
the question of the point of view—the question of the relation i which the narrator stands
to the story. He tells it as he sees it, in the frst place; the reader faces the story-teller and
listens, and the story my be told so vivaciousby that the presence of the minstrel 1s forgotten,
and the scene becomes visible, peopled with the characters of the tale..If the spell is
weakened at any moment, the listener is recalled from the scene to the mere author before
him, and the story rests only upon the author’s direct assertion... [The author’s| assertions
gain in weight, for they are backed up by the presence of the narrator in the pictured scene.
It is advantage scored; the author has shifted his responsibility, and it now falls where the
reader can see and measure it; the arbitrary quality which may at any time be detected in
the author’s voice is disguised in the voice of his spokesman. Nothing 1s now imported into
the story from without; it is self-contained, it has no assoctations with anyone beyond its
arcle” (91)

Lubbock seems to be speaking about verisimilitude, an important quality—no, a necessary quality when
creating fiction. According to Beckson and Ganz, veristmilitude is “A quality possessed by a work the action
and characters of which seem to the reader sufficiently probable to constitute an acceptable representation
of reality. What degree of probability, or Hkeness to fact, is necessary to achieve verisimilitude has never
been finally ascertained...for some, a close depiction of actuahty...for others, a degree of imaginative power
sufficient to capture the reader’s life” (295) Vomnegut does both, in the moments where Billy is ordinary:
“Billy dozed, awakened in the prison hospital again. The sun was high...Englishmen were building
themselves a new latrine” (175) and when he is not:: “Billy, with his memories of the future, knew that the
city woulkd be smashed to smithereens and then burned—in about thirty more days” (192). Vonnegut uses
the fantastical moments in a secondary form as well; to build a “depiction” of trauma suffered from wartime
experiences.
In his analysis, Lubbock also stresses the importance of a steady, if not reliable narrator within fiction,
stating “Now if he speaks in the first person there can, of course, be uncertainty inn the point of view; he has
his fixed position, he cannot leave it. His description will represent the fact that the facts in their sequence
turned towards /rin...it is rounded by the bounds of the narrator’s own personal experience” (93). Lubbock
implies that readers must have one or the other; they desire the author as narator, or a secondary character
that may reflect the author’s views, but do so in a way that is masked. Vonnegut violates this rule, like he
does with so many of Cohn’s, and leaves the reader to decide what to make of his multiple narrators.
However, Lubbock argues that even in a secondary narrator, there are seemingly two narrators:
Nobaody netices, but in fact there are now two brains behind that eye; and one of them is
the author’s, who adopts and shares the posigon of his creature, and at the same tome
supplements his wit...there are touches m it that go beyond any sensation of lus, and
indicate that someone else is booking over his shoulder—seeing things form the same angle,
but seeing more, bringing another mind to bear upon the scene. It 1s an easy and natural
extension of the personage’s power of observation. The mipression of the scene may be
depended as much as need be; 1t is not confined to the scope of one mind, and yet there 1s
no blurring of the focus by a double point of view (94).

While Cohn and Lubbock seem to agree that this is a primary aspect of fictional writing, it is precisely what

allows Vonnegut to tell his story about his war experiences. Vonnegut has the creative hicense to do with
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Billy’s character as he pleases; however, he can use Billy as a means to portray lus own thoughts. While it is
not stated or known that Billy is supposed to be relating the thoughts of the author, Billy is an aninated
version of the emotions Vonnegut lays out in the outset of the novel regarding the reality of war: “ *If I ever
do finish {the book] though, T give you my word of honor: # ¢ ¢ won’t be a part for Frank Sinatra or John
Wayne...I tell you what,” I said. ‘Tll call it “The Children’s Crusade™” (19) Billy stumbles around in war-
tme, described as having a “feeble will to swvive” (193) and “his daughter faccusesl him of acting like a
child” when lie begins reporting lis oime travel. Billy goes to war a child, and cannot process the events of
Dresden like the “man” he s supposed to be.

While this is a seemingly roundabout way for Vonnegut to relay lus feeling about war to the readers, as
Thomas Marvin says, “Conventonal storytelling techniques encourage writers to  glorify war by
concentrating on the heroic exploits of their characters. Experience taught Vonnegut that real wars rob
people of the ability to act heroically. He could not make the people he knew during the war into
conventional hterary characters and sall be true to lis own experience” (114). The creation of Billy Pilgrim,
which cements the novel’s status as a story of “fiction,” allows Vonnegut to tell hiis own personal story; in the
begimning of the novel, he relates to his readers the difficulty he has 1 telling his story, even phoning an okl
war buddy to recall members that will nspire his ability to write about his experiences in Dresden. Marvin
addresses this conflict, “Having discarded traditional ways of telling a story, Vonnegut has to invent a new
way that will allow him to overcome another obstacle: the fallibility of human memory. When he and
O’Hare sit down to reminisce about the war, they discover that they recall only msignificant detail. If he
cannot clearly recall an event as important as the fire bombing of Dresden, how can Vonnegut hope to give
readers an accurate impression of his wartime experiences?” (115). “I think of low useless the Dresden part
of my memory lias been, and yet how tempting Dresden has been to write about” (3) Vonnegut confesses.
Though Vonnegut never outrightly makes the connection between the mvention of Billy and lis mability to
tell the story himself, he says,

And Lot’s wife, of course was told not to look back where all those people and their homes
had been. But she did lock back, and I love her for that, because it was so human. So she
was turned to a pillar of salt...I've finished my war book now...This one is a failure, and had
to be, since it was written by a pillar of salt(28).
He acknowledges thie story as his own, looking back at the massacre e wimessed., Vonnegut seeks to stress
the fragility of human memory, particularly when shaken by trauma—as Vonnegut says, the war has pushed
the characters, and mmaginably, the people he knew in the war to be so weakened and weary that they are
“the listless playthings of enormous forces” (208). Ironically, however, he emphasizes human trauma to the
Inghest degree in most unreal aspects of s story.

The most outlandish aspect of Billy’s story, which further detaches the novel from the conventions of

truthifulness of wartime expertence is, as Marvin says,
His surprising solution to this problen s to give his protagonist, Billy Pilgrim, the ability to
trave] m Time. Tune travel allows Vonnegut to create the impresston that readers are
looking at events as they happen, rather than through the mists of memory. But because
most readers do not believe in tme travel, the teclmique also Inghlights the artficiality of
any writing about the past. Wlile a conventional novel gives readers the illusion of a clear
and accurate depiction of events, Shughterfiouse-Frve constantly remmds us that we are
reaching fiction. Yet Vonnegut begins the book by claiming, “All this happened, more or
less,” and he often comments on his own presence at crucial moments in the story.
Slaughterhouse-Five 1s a curious hybnd of fact and ficton drat nststs on 1ts factual truth
even is 1t uses fantastic ficttonal techniques. (115)
While Vonnegut’s use of time travel adhieres to the overall themes within liis book, it is also a postmodern
convention. . As Steven Connor states, “Fiction has always subsisted upon the krger ideological fiction of
the reader’s continuous and unnterrupted attention, or the synchrontzation of the narranve time of the
novel and the reader’s actual reading time. In a post modern epoch, this normative link between reading
time and the individual subject begins to dissolve...” (77). Billy’s concept of time does not matelr that of tts
readers, which cliallenges the readers’ ability to remain interested m the novel. However, as Connor says,
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“Under these conditions, it 1s a matter for the novel no longer of keeping its reader m step wath it, or of
protecting itself against interruption, but of synchromzng with that can be called a ‘culture of
interruptions.”(78). In this particular situation, Billy’s life 1s a series of interruptions, as the war was on his
memory and his innocence—and Vonnegut writés his novel to be in conflict with his readers’ concept of
time so that they may understand Billy’s plight, The readers, like Billy, change time wathout any warning, for
example, “[Billy] got out of bed, said, ‘Excuse me,” went mto the darkness of the bathroom to take a leak.
He groped for the light, realized as he felt the rough walls that he had traveled back to 1944, to the prison
hospital again” (Vonnegut 157). The “unreal” elements of the novel, in many ways, discredit Vonnegut's
intention on writing “a book about Dresden” (Slaughterhouse-Five 4). However, it 1s the only way m wlnch
Vomiegut 1s accurately able to illustrate his feelings about war and the individuals who fight it. As Marvin
says, “Stories about anttheroes teach us about our limitations” (124), Without a doubt, Billy is the epitome
ol a antiswvar hero; as Marvin says, “|Billy] never learns to enjoy life, andl it often seents that he would rather
be dead. He has no strong preferences, so he is content to drift through Life wherever the winds of change
many blow him.. without a helmet or a single weapon, wearing cheap civilian shoes, he is more like an
innocent bystander than a participant in the war” (124), Billy’s weakness allows Vomzegut to point out to
readers the impact of the brutality of war has on an individual.

Therein lies the question of Slaughterhouse-Five's fictionality. Because Billy Pilgrun 1s not a real person,
aid the sequences of events his life follows are not real either, it is, in a very simple sense, ficdon. But
knowing Kurt Voimegut’s participation in the Dresden bombings and his struggle to write a story about i,
Billy exists only through Vonnegut's experiences. By sphcing himself mto his story, Vonnegut directly
acknowledges the author’s influence on a work of fiction, becoming a literal voice within the novel that
serves as a remincler. Through the lens of Slaughterhouse-Five, the artficiality of fiction is clear—though
other novels may not acknowledge the merging of truth and fiction with such honesty as does Vonnegut.
Even a plot oy a character that is not as deeply comnected to the author’s life as Billy is to Vonnegut requires
some sort of truth—the language an author uses, the visual they paint, is available only because of the
author’s understanding of the world, which has occurred through experiences,

However, an author’s fiction wields power only if the reader acknowledges it as having some relevance
to their own hfe, Even in the most outlandish stories—such as though with fantastical elements, such as
Slaughterhouse-Five—there must be some way for the reader to trace the character to themselves or their
life—or 1t becomes meanmgless. The author must use the conventions of fictional writing in order to
achieve the important connection with the reader.

Michael Riffaterre discusses the conventions author use in his attempt to distinguish the novel as an
effort of truth or fiction. While he notes that narratology has “emphasized narrative structures, plot
typology, and the functions embodied m the personae of narrator and characters, including the impact of
their viewpoints on the telling of the story rather than on the personae themselves” (xiii) he focuses on the
words themselves as a creation of {iction or fact. He seeks to resolve the dissension between the two by
claiming that, “The solution of the truth-in-fiction paradox evidently lies in redefining referentiality.
Whereas referentiality assumes an actual or potential relanonship between language and reality, we have to
hypothiesize that this assumption suffices only so long as it respects the rules of representation that exist in
any tanguage and with which all speakers of that language are familiar” (Riffaterre xiit), Riffaterre’s argument
relies on the basic concepts crafted by Ferdinand de Saussure, who determined that the sign is created from
the signifier—the phonetic components of an image identified and accepted by a culture, and the signified—
the idea that is paired with the sound (Rivkin & Ryan 333). According to the basic principles of the “sign,”
one must agree upon the accordance of the signifier and the signified for a word to mean anything in a
culture. Riffaterre argues that the reason truth seems to appear in fiction relies upon the code of signs the
readers agree upon, He states, “Rather, truth in ficdon rests on verisimilitude, a system of representations
that seems to reflect a reality external o the text, but only because 1t conforms to a grammar, Narrauve outh
1s an idea of truth created in accordance with the rules of that gramimar” (xiv) One can only understand a
character having car trouble, for example, if there is an accepted understanding of what a car 1s and how it
works. The signilicance of the event to the story relies on the readers’ understanding of the concept.
However, as Riflaterre points out, there are other factors that affect the way that an event or idea is
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understood. He provides a detailed example of how the idea of “having a drink” is dependent on not on
not only its implications as a sign:
The action having a drink or just the idea of a drink, in any narrative or indeed any
conceptualization, depends on the availability of a verbal sequence: ordering and obtaining
the drink (conflated into making oneself a drink, if the epic of thirst conquered is a private
quest); drinking the drink with the proairesis of slow sipping, fast bottoms-up, or spilling;
paying for it, and so on. Paratlel to this narrative unit are valorizations with their own ready-
made sequences, such as conviviality, including the option of the bartender as conscience-
director, versus solitary soaking-up, ete, ete. Such sequences are essentially unchangeable
orders of succession: action first, then consequences. They therefore form a syntax, a
gramnar of linear distribution with the before-afier rule basic to narrative, and appropriate
props like tense and conjunctions for retrograding from the end to the beginning, from the
present to the past (4).
There are grammatical and syntactical codes within kanguage that craft how one communicates with another.
Though Vonnegut’s grammar m targe part follows the wraditional pattern found in the English language, the
pattern in which he tells his story 1s skewed. Much like a sentence has a sequence, stories traditionally follow
a linear, often chronological sequence; because Billy has no control over his travel in time, the trajectory of
the story 1s uneven and rebukes the traditional story sequence.

Riffaterre states, “...verisimilitude can substitute an idea of truth for an actual experience of actuality”
(6). Because Vonnegut does not follow a tracitional layout for a story sequence, he uses other elements of
the story to entice and interest the reader, Billy, though an unusual character, possesses traits that make
him, m nany ways, a believable person according to the “code” we follow in terms of what a functioning
human being would be like. As Riffaterre writes, “Words may be lies yet stll telt a outh #f the rules are
followed” (xin). While Billy 1s not an existing member of American society, he feasibly could be—because,
for the most part, he adhieres to the “rules” of what readers percetve a person to be. Furthermore, he serves
as a means by which Vonnegut displays his true, human emotions and experience in war—which are both
very real. In general, though the scenarios in a novel of fiction that an author writes are not true in the sense
that they did not happen, the author writes them with the assumption that the reader will comprehend,
based on the code the two share—as Riffaterre writes, “[Fiction’s] very name declares its artificiality, and yet
it must somehow be true to hold the mterest of its readers, to tell them about experiences at once imaginary
and relevant to their own lives” (xi). However, the supporting characters that support Billy are largely
undeveloped and thus not relatable to the readers. Though it scems Vonnegut does this for a particular
purpose; Billy 1s the only one traveling in ame and with knowledge of the Tralfamadorians, and similarly,
he 1s the only one within his post-war world that understands the destructiveness of war. Vonnegut uses
characters like his wife, Valencia, to emphasize the vapidness and glamour with which Americans
comprehend battle. Billy thinks of his own marriage as, “at least bearable all the way” (153) and asks Billy
to tell her war stories. Though readers would not readily admit and in many instances, find it difficult to
relate to such a character, Vonnegut uses Valencia—among others—as a code for the darkness readers don’t
see in themselves and in their culture, However, in large part, the ability of a fictional story to resonate lies
primarily within the reader because “Narrative truth is thus a linguistic phenomenon; since it is experience
through enactment by reading, 1t 1s a performative event in which participation on the reader’s part can only
serve to hammer the text’s plausibility into his experience” Riffaterre xiv).

However, despite the author’s desire to make a story one that can occur within the human experience,
“Being a genre, [fiction] rests on conventions, of which the first and perbaps only one is that fiction
specifically, but not ahvays explicitly, excludes the intention to deceive. A novel always contains signs whaose
function is to remind reacters that the tate they are being told ts imaginary” (Riffaterre 1). Vonnegut seems to
do both in Slhwghterhouse-Five, taking the time and effort to create a fictional story with enough elements to
be somewhat plausible, but undoing his efforts by introducing himself as the first narrator of the book.

However, as Riffaterre reminds, “The woncder is that iction still managers to iterest, to convince, and
eventually to appear relevant to the reader’s own experience, despite containing so many reminders of its
artificiality” (1). While his argument is for fiction, Vonnegut’s hybrid text is blatant in its artificiality, aware of
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its “untruths,” as 1t were, and yet 1s considered an important text because 1t speaks to truths that readers can
understand. Ulimately, not just fiction, but all literary works in general fall to this problem: “In fact, exterior
referentiality is but an fllusion, for signs or sign systems refer to other sign systems: verbal representations in
the text refer to verbal givens borrowed from the sociolect, but such verbal givens are acrually presenting the
text, explicitty or nmplicitly, as presuppositions” (8) Ironically, Thomas Pavel says that “the convention of
fictionality warns the readers that the usual referential imechanisim are for the most part suspended” (123).
Sinufarly, Colin says that wuthful works are those with referentials. However, the referentials of which
narratologists seem to base their claims of “ficion” and “non-fiction” are merely another form of codes,
required i order for the reader to understand the work ahead of them. In an attempt to clarify, Cohn
merely confessed that fact and ficton are closer than they are separate. This is never clearer in
Staughterhouse-Five, wherein there is an obvious separatgon from what is widely accepted as wuth—the voice
of Vonnegut, a real person, and the world of Billy, which seenmingly epitomizes fiction. However, Vonnegut
relies on language codes and refers to his own memory to craft the story of Billy, which erther means that
the entire novel is real—or all of it is not, because the world that is so blatandy accepted as “fact,” relies
solely on the foundation of language. «&
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