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Corrections

In the Volume 5, Issue 2 of Aisthesis, the cover image was by Zolboo Tsogbayar from 
the College of St. Scholastica. The staff of Aisthesis apologize for the mistake.



Influenza Pandemic of 1918-1919

Brenda Chandler, Kent State University

The Spanish Flu pandemic swept the world in 1918-1919, killing 600,000 Americans 
and an estimated 50 million people worldwide. This paper explores the origins of 
the pandemic and how it spread. It presents the immediate effects of the disease in 
the United States during the outbreak, such as treatments, interventions, human re
actions, and the impact on social interaction. It looks at the aftereffects over the last 
century, including recent scientific findings and how they affect the way influenza 
is treated today.

The influenza virus is not new to mankind. The first recorded incidence of influ
enza infection in humans took place in Europe in the 16th century, but may date back 
as far as 2000 B.C.E. This is about the time that humans began to domesticate animals 
and the influenza virus has been found to be of animal origin. Hippocrates and Livy 
reported "Flu-like" epidemics in in ancient Greece and Rome. Even Charlemagne's 
army was decimated by a similar disease.1 The virus has struck humankind at dif
ferent times throughout history varying in its virulence, but none struck with quite 
the ferocity of the 1918-1919 pandemic. More people died during that one year than 
died during the four years of the Black Death in Europe from 1347-1351.2 Even AIDS 
claimed fewer victims during the 24 years between 1981 and 2005?

Influenza viruses fall into four general types—A, B, C, and thogotovirus, which is 
tick-borne.4 Type B usually causes local epidemics and Type C causes a mild disease 
most common in children. It is the Type A influenza virus that causes pandemics? 
Type A viruses have avian lineages. They usually originate in wild aquatic birds 
such as ducks and shore birds. These birds rarely become sick, but they can trans
port the virus in their feces which contaminates water sources used by some do
mestic animals. Swine usually serve as the "mixing vessels" for avian, porcine and 
human forms of the disease because they have receptors for both the human and 
avian viruses. Analysis of lung tissue samples taken from victims of the 1918 pan
demic have shown the virus to be avian in origin, but closely related to a strain that 
is known to infect swine? It is worth pointing out that in Haskell County, Kansas 
people and livestock lived in fairly close quarters. Epidemiological evidence suggests 
that a new form of the influenza virus originated in Haskell County and spread from 
there to Camp Funston and to the world.7 One major danger of the influenza virus is 
its extreme ability to mutate and genetically adapt to new environments. The name 
"Spanish Flu" came about because Spain, due to its neutrality in the war, did not 
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censor its news reports, and therefore reports of the heavy outbreak in Spain were 
read worldwide.8

The pandemic of 1918-1919 took place in a series of three waves. The outbreaks 
that occurred in early 1918 are considered the first wave. They were relatively mild 
and did not cause widespread concern but set the stage for what was to come. In 
March and April, several military camps reported influenza epidemics around the 
country. Few reports were made in the civilian sector, resulting in little attention be
ing paid to the possibility of an epidemic. As the disease died out in the United States 
and soldiers were transported overseas, the disease spread. U.S. troops sent off to Eu
rope to fight in the war carried more than just ammunition. In March, a pneumonia 
epidemic struck the 15th U.S. Cavalry on its voyage to Europe. 36 cases were reported 
with six deaths. Once overseas the disease spread rapidly. In April the British Expe
ditionary Force was affected. By May, French troops were so affected that the French 
military health service issued a directive calling for reports of all outbreaks. Spain, 
though not involved in the war, was affected by May, with an estimated eight million 
cases reported by June. They claimed it had come over the Pyrenees from the battle
fields in France. German forces were so afflicted that Germany's leading general, 
Erich von Ludendorff, blamed the failure of his July offensive, which almost won 
the war for Germany, on poor morale and the weakened state of his troops. As the 
disease spread throughout Europe, it continued to change and become more danger
ous. As Crosby states, "We don't even have impressionistic remarks about how the 
character of the Spanish influenza may have been changing in the rest of the world. 
The situation was dangerous because it was such as to maximize the exchange and 
propagation of different strains of flu viruses by people who were radically different 
immunologically."9

In August 1918, the influenza reappeared in the United States, arriving at the Re
ceiving Ship at Commonwealth Pier in Boston, Massachusetts. The Receiving Ship 
was a sleeping and eating area on the big pier that housed men in transit from one 
assignment to another. On August 27, two or three men reported to sick bay with the 
usual influenza symptoms. There were 66 new cases by August 30. As the numbers 
of infected increased, the overflow of sick men was sent to Chelsea Naval Hospital. 
Back at Commonwealth Pier new cases continued to mount, reaching a peak of 119 
only seven days after the original case had been reported. Within two weeks, 2,000 
men of the First Naval District had been infected. On September 3 the first civilian 
case was admitted to Boston City Hospital and 4,000 men, including 1,000 sailors 
from Commonwealth Pier and 2,000 civilian navy and shipyard workers marched 
through Boston in a "Win-the-War-for-Freedom" parade which most certainly helped 
to propagate the influenza virus. By September 4 the infection had spread across the 
river to Cambridge, Massachusetts and the Navy Radio School at Harvard which 
housed 5,000 young sailors. On September 5 the state Department of Health released 
news of the epidemic to newspapers. On September 8 the first three deaths attrib
uted to influenza rather than pneumonia occurred and the first case was reported at 
Camp Devens, just 30 miles west of Boston.10 In a letter dated September 29, a doctor 
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named Roy, who was stationed at Camp Devens, wrote to his friend about the hor
rifying situation there:

This epidemic started about four weeks ago, and has developed so rapidly that 
the camp is demoralized and all ordinary work is held up till it has passed. . . . 
These men start with what appears to be an attack of la grippe or influenza, and 
when brought to the hospital they very rapidly develop the most vicious type of 
pneumonia that has ever been seen. Two hours after admission they have the ma
hogany spots over the cheek bones, and a few hours later you can begin to see the 
cyanosis extending from their ears and spreading all over the face, until it is hard 
to distinguish the coloured men from the white. It is only a matter of a few hours 
then until death comes, and it is simply a struggle for air until they suffocated

Camp Devens became a camp of the dead. Special trains were required to carry them 
away and a shortage of coffins caused bodies to pile up beyond the capacity of the 
hospital morgue. "An extra long barracks has been vacated for the use of the morgue, 
and it would make any man sit up and take notice to walk down the long lines of 
dead soldiers all dressed up and laid out in double rows." For Roy, the sight of the 
rows of dead "beats any sight they ever had in France after a battle."’2 The second 
wave had begun.

Onset of illness in the new wave occurred fairly quickly, usually taking only one 
to two hours from health to near prostration.13 About 20 percent experienced only 
a mild case and recovered fairly quickly. For the rest there seemed to be two cours
es the disease could take. In the first course, victims became almost immediately 
deathly ill, delirious with a high fever and gasping to try to get air into their fluid- 
filled lungs. Eventually they would lapse into unconsciousness and die within days, 
though sometimes it only took hours. The second course began much like an ordi
nary case of the flu with the usual symptoms, but by the fourth or fifth day a bacte
rial infection would take hold of the lungs, causing pneumonia and often death, or at 
least a long recovery period.14

As the disease continued its rapid spread, many Americans looked for a place to 
lay blame. Some blamed the Germans, wanting the disease to be named the "German 
plague," rather than the Spanish flu, so that children could "learn to associate what is 
accursed with the word German not in the spirit of hate but in the spirit of contempt 
born of the hateful truth which Germany has proved herself to be."15 Anti-German 
fanaticism was so fierce in the fall of 1918 that the United States Public Health Ser
vice felt it necessary to test Bayer Aspirin tablets to counteract the rumors that Bayer 
was poisoning customers with tablets infected with flu germs. The cause of the ru
mors was the fact that Bayer was producing aspirin under what had originally been 
a German patent. The tests proved the tablets to be clean.16 Still other Americans 
blamed the pandemic on the war itself, from the use of poison gases; to the number 
of decomposing dead bodies; to the consequences of poor diet, poverty, and lack of 
sanitation brought about by the war.17 None of these theories are plausible when 
other factors are taken into account, such as the connection between morbidity and 
mortality rates, and the proximity to combat and/or neutrality status of countries 
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involved in the war. Statistics show that neutral and prosperous countries were just 
as affected as those that did not fall into the same categories.18 Other possible causes 
proposed were air stagnation, coal dust, fleas, the distemper of cats and dogs, and 
dirty dishwater.19 There were those who blamed the outbreak on that source which 
has been blamed for plagues and pandemics for centuries: the wrath of God.20 At his 
tent meetings evangelist Billy Sunday declared, "We can meet here tonight and pray 
down the epidemic," even as members of the audience collapsed with the flu.21

By mid-september, the disease had been reported at military bases in places as 
far away from Boston as Louisiana, Georgia, Washington, and California. The num
ber of civilian cases is not known, but they were scattered all across the country 
with a concentration from New Hampshire to the Virginia Capes. On September 26, 
the Provost Marshall of the United States Army cancelled an October draft call for 
142,000 men.22

This new wave of influenza had some unique characteristics. The most promi
nent was the exceptionally high death rate, at least five to twenty times higher than 
would be expected. The second was the age of those dying. Typically, influenza and 
pneumonia cause death in the young and the old. In the 1918 pandemic nearly half of 
the influenza-related deaths occurred in those in the twenty to forty age range, with 
the death rates of those aged fifteen to thirty-four sitting at over twenty times higher 
than in previous years. It is not entirely clear why this age group experienced such a 
high mortality rate. One theory is that people over age thirty-five would have been 
alive during the influenza outbreak of 1889. This would have allowed those who had 
been infected in that outbreak to develop some partial immunity which would have 
protected them from infection during the pandemic in 1918. This theory, however, 
does not take into account all available data. Taubenberger presents that "epidemio
logic data on rates of clinical influenza by age, collected between 1900 and 1918, pro
vide good evidence for the emergence of an anitgenically novel influenza virus in 
1918." The 1918 virus was, in all likelihood, a new strain of influenza. It is also worth 
mentioning that sex may have played a role in determining who became infected in 
the United States, as women showed a greater rate of infection than men.23

Autopsies showed more of the unique qualities of this influenza. For one, it af
fected nearly every internal organ. The brain showed a marked flooding of blood, 
probably due to an "out-of-control inflammatory response." A distinguished pathol
ogist noted, "the convolutions of the brain were flattened and the brain tissues were 
noticeably dry." The heart and the sac of fluid surrounding it were often found to be 
inflamed and the heart itself was often found to be "relaxed and flabby" in contrast 
to the usual condition of the post-mortem heart of a pneumonia victim. The level 
of damage to the kidneys varied, but some damage occurred in nearly every case. 
Damage to the adrenal glands included, "necrotic areas, frank hemorrhage, and oc
casionally abscesses.... When not involved in the hemorrhagic process, they usually 
showed considerable congestion." Muscles along the rib cage were torn apart by both 
the internal toxic processes and the external effects of excessive coughing. Other 
muscles of the body were often noted to show "necrosis" or "waxy degeneration." 
Even the testes were affected showing "toxic lesions."24
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The lungs, however, suffered the most devastating damage. Autopsies showed the 
alveoli, or air cells, of the lungs to be coarsened, transforming the lungs from "living 
sponges filled with air to sacks brimming with thin, bloody fluid." An eyewitness 
to autopsies performed on victims at Camp Devens reported "blue swollen lungs," 
covered with "wet foamy surfaces with little real consolidation." According to John 
Barry, the lungs were "ripped apart." The lungs of two soldiers stationed at bases 
hundreds of miles apart were found to be filled with up to as much as 1 Vi cups of 
fluid and a "bloody froth."25 The victims of the flu were literally drowning in their 
own fluids. Specimens from these autopsies would come into play over seventy-five 
years later. In the meantime, doctors had only seen lungs in this condition under two 
other circumstances. As one Army physician noted, "The only comparable findings 
are those of pneumonic plague and those seen in acute death from toxic gas."26

As the disease spread, the first reaction of authorities was denial that anything se
rious was happening. The Health Commissioner of New York City announced, "The 
city is in no danger of an epidemic. No need for our people to worry." Soon, how
ever, denial would not be a plausible option. As the number of people ill and dying 
from the flu continued to climb, even children were becoming aware of the situation. 
A new rhyme became popular for skipping rope, "I had a little bird, its name was 
Enza, I opened up the window, and in flew Enza."27 In October of 1918, some of the 
highest mortality rates ever recorded in the United States occurred in various cities 
across the country. In Philadelphia on October 10, 528 people died. On October 23, 
851 people died in New York City, the highest daily death toll ever recorded in that 
city. During that same week, 21,000 people died from influenza across the country, 
the highest weekly mortality rate ever recorded in the United States, from any cause 
at any time.28 It was obviously time for some measures to be taken.

In Philadelphia on October 3, all schools, churches, theatres, and other places of 
public amusement were declared closed. Throughout the rest of the state, Acting 
State Commissioner of Health, Doctor B. F. Royer, closed all places of public amuse
ment and all saloons, leaving the closing of schools and churches to the discretion 
of local authorities. The Surgeon General of the United States strongly recommend
ed the same policy to the rest of the country stating, "I hope that those having the 
proper authority will close all public gathering places if the community is threatened 
with the epidemic. This will do much toward checking the spread of the disease."29 In 
addition to the closing of public gathering places, other interventions implemented 
included isolation and quarantine, altered work schedules, limited closure or regula
tions of businesses, restrictions on public transportation, issuing public health risk 
announcements, and the mandatory wearing of face masks combined with the pos
sibility of fines or even time in jail for those who did not comply. Of worthy mention 
is the fact that the closing of public gathering places did not always include outdoor 
gatherings, such as Liberty bond parades, and no record of bans on shopping in gro
cery and drug stores has been found.30

According to Markel et al, these interventions were somewhat effective, especially 
in cities where two or more were used in conjunction with each other.31 However, 
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regardless of the findings, the reality of the pandemic was horrific and paralyzing to 
many essential public services.

Though the effects of the pandemic were not in any way unique to Philadelphia, 
the city provides a good example of the chaos caused by the virus. On October 7, 
eight hundred and fifty employees of the Bell Telephone Company of Philadelphia 
stayed home from work. The company was forced to issue a statement in the news
papers stating that it could not handle any calls "other than absolutely necessary ... 
compelled by the epidemic or by war necessity." The next day the Department of 
Health and Charities authorized the company to deny service to any persons mak
ing unessential calls. In addition to the telephone company, the police and fire de
partments, sanitation workers, transportation services, postal services, food supply 
networks, and scores of other vital public services were severely disrupted by the 
pandemic.32 However, none of these institutions was as acutely affected as the medi
cal services, morgues, and funeral homes.

Hospitals all over the country overflowed with the sick. Special wards separate 
from the rest of the patients were created to treat those with influenza, in an attempt 
to prevent the spread of the virus. Alternating heads of beds alternated and hanging 
sheets between beds tried to create small isolated units for each patient and limit 
the virus spreading through breathing, coughing, and sneezing. Hospital workers 
wore gauze masks for protection and strict disinfection and sterilization guidelines 
were enforced.33 In spite of the many precautions, medical professionals were not im
mune to the virus and a shortage due to a combination of the number of them who 
had fallen ill and the overwhelming number of civilian patients contributed to the 
crisis. Available doctors and nurses worked extended hours and student doctors and 
nurses were assigned full duties. Those measures were not sufficient to compensate 
for the shortage of medical personnel. In a desperate response, many medical school 
graduations and board exams were expedited, and dentists were authorized to work 
as physicians. Patient overflow extended into hallways, offices, porches and tents. 
When the hospitals themselves ran out of room, gymnasiums, state armories, parish 
halls, and other large public facilities became makeshift treatment centers.34

Like Roy, the doctor from Camp Devens, these men and women were over
whelmed with the chaos with which they were faced. Dorothy Deming, a student 
nurse at Presbyterian Hospital in New York City wrote of her experience:

A night without death became exceptional and our heartbreaking report one 
morning was seven deaths in eight hours. It was a baptism of fire for a young 
nurse and made the deepest impression on me of anything in my nursing career... 
How hard for us to maintain faith in a merciful God, harder to talk comfortingly 
to heartbroken families and to answer the persistent question: "Can't something 
be done?"35

In truth, there was not much that could be done by the medical community beyond 
supportive care. In the absence of effective drugs and equipment, the extent of avail
able treatment was limited to the use of respiratory stimulants or sedatives; various 
cough medicines, expectorants, and drugs used to expel gas from the body; pushing 
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or withholding fluids depending on dehydration from fever or edema from the over
taxing of internal organs; and poulticing, cupping and enemas.36

There was, in fact, a variety of flu vaccines developed during this time. The first 
and probably most publicized was the one created by Doctor Timothy Leary of Tufts 
Medial College, just outside of Boston. Doctor Leary's vaccine was sent in small quan
tities to cities such as San Francisco, where it was duplicated and manufactured in 
local laboratories. It was then distributed to local doctors or administered directly to 
citizens at medical centers. In San Francisco, almost immediately upon widespread 
administration of the vaccine, the number of new cases and deaths began to decline, 
often being attributed more to the extensive use of gauze masks rather than to Doc
tor Leary's creation.37 The vaccines, based on the idea that the influenza was caused 
by bacteria and made primarily of filtered blood and mucus from flu patients, ulti
mately proved to be useless. No one knew yet that influenza is caused by a virus, an 
organism so small that scientists would not be able to detect it until the invention of 
the electron microscope several decades later.38

As time went by and the solutions offered by the government and scientific com
munity proved fruitless, people began to frantically concoct their own home reme
dies. Camphor balls worn in a little sack around the neck and turpentine or kerosene 
on sugar are just two examples. Some people even created mixtures in their kitchens 
and shared them with friends and neighbors: ". . . in our kitchen, on our cookstove, 
Dad stewed up about five gallons. It wasn't real medicine, but it smelled like medi
cine and it tasted like medicine . . . and we passed it out to everyone who wanted 
medicine.... It didn't do any harm. Most of them thought it did good."39 These rem
edies were useless and the onslaught of the virus continued.

As the number of deaths from influenza continued to rise along came another 
problem: what to do with the dead. In any pandemic, disposal of the dead is essential 
for reasons pertaining to both physical and emotional health. Decomposing bod
ies create an atmosphere conducive to more illness as well as having a detrimental 
psychological effect on the surviving community. People become wary of the sick 
through fear or superstition, and it is not unusual for many to begin to abandon 
those who are ill, making an already unbearable situation even worse. In Philadel
phia the city morgue experienced times when bodies outnumbered available caskets, 
sometimes by as many as ten times. The city government ultimately had to secure 
five large buildings equipped with cold storage to serve as supplementary morgues. 
People were instructed to put those who died at home in wooden boxes and to place 
them on the front porch. "Death carts" would then drive through the neighborhoods 
and pick up the bodies. Survivors recall funeral homes with row upon row of bod
ies laid out in the living and dining areas—rooms never intended to serve such a 
purpose. Children played on pine boxes piled high on the undertaker's sidewalk as 
if they were on a playground, until they were told that those boxes contained the 
bodies of people who had died from the flu. Sometimes the number of dead was so 
great that bodies could be found abandoned in gutters. Men were sent from various 
city departments, including the House of Detention, to assist the usual number of 
gravediggers in providing graves for the staggering number of the dead. When even 
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this did not provide enough manpower, the Bureau of Highways donated a steam 
shovel to dig trenches for mass graves at Potter's Field.40

All told, during the thirty-one days of October 1918, the flu killed over 195,000 
Americans, leaving countless numbers of widows, widowers, and orphans. Society 
nearly broke down under the strain of coping with the pandemic. People were afraid 
to be around each other for fear of becoming ill. A health department worker shot a 
man for refusing to wear a mask. In Chicago, a man cut the throats of his wife and 
four children after shouting, "I'll cure them my own way!"41 Then suddenly in early 
November, the virus seemed to just disappear. New cases and death rates declined. A 
third wave appeared at the end of November through the early part of 1919. Though 
not as nearly as deadly as the second wave, this third winter wave was still danger
ous, enough so to create new panic in cities such as San Francisco, where re-masking 
was vehemently opposed and another 1,435 deaths occurred between November 30, 
1918 and January 25,1919. Lower illness and death rates may be attributed to the fact 
that the virus simply ran out of susceptible victims. Those who had been exposed in 
the first and second waves developed a level of immunity to the virus that protected 
them. Finally in February 1919, this wave too subsided. Life began to return to some 
semblance of normal.42

As Americans tried to pick up the pieces of what was left of their lives, they strug
gled to come to grips with the magnitude of the toll the virus had taken. Families 
strove to carry on without mothers or fathers; sisters or brothers. Children tried to 
understand what had happened to their playmates:

And then when we got out again and I went back to school, I was shocked to see 
that my friends were not around, they weren't home. I wotdd knock on their door 
and they would open the door just a little bit and says, "No, Jimmy's not here" or 
"Frankie's not here" or, and, “Where is he?" "Let your mother tell you." They 
wouldn't tell me.... I was a pretty lonely little kid at the time because these were 
my friends that I played with all those years, and went to school with and when I 
lost them, why, my whole world changed.43

The effects of the virus did not end with the living trying to cope with the absence of 
the dead. It continued to claim victims long after the end of the third wave.

An outbreak of the brain disease encephalitis lethargic, also known as "sleepy 
sickness," from 1919-1928 is believed to have been a delayed complication from the 
influenza virus of 1918-1919. In addition, many problems not directly associated with 
influenza, some often fatal, such as encephalitis, Parkinson's disease, cardiovascular 
disease, kidney problems, and pulmonary disease may have been long-term com
plications of the virus.44 The influenza virus has also been attributed to the mental 
incapacity of President Woodrow Wilson at the Paris Peace Conference. At six p.m. 
on April 3, Wilson was "seized with violent paroxysms of coughing, which were so 
severe and frequent that it interfered with his breathing." The president's physician, 
Dr. Grayson, wired news of his illness to Chief of Staff Joseph Tumulty and followed 
up with a handwritten letter detailing the president's symptoms, "The President was 
taken violently sick last Thursday. He had a fever of over 103 and profuse diarrhea. 
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... [It was] the beginning of an attack of influenza. That night was one of the worst 
through which I have ever passed."45 The President recovered and returned to the 
conference, but some of those close to him believed he never fully recovered. In addi
tion to persistent headaches and increased cardiac symptoms, the possibility that the 
President suffered from persistent viral encephalitis caused by the flu was also con
sidered. President Wilson also seemed to experience a distinct personality change 
after his bout with influenza. He became increasingly suspicious of spies in the em
bassy at Paris, often sneaking downstairs and rearranging the furniture. He also 
became highly agitated when another car passed his on the highway, demanding the 
arrest and punishment of the other motorist for speeding. Herbert Hoover believed 
that Wilson's mind had lost "resiliency."46

The flu infected twenty eight percent of Americans in 1918-1919 and killed at least 
2.5 percent of its victims. So many Americans died during the pandemic that the 
life expectancy in the United States declined from fifty-one years in 1917 to thirty- 
nine years in 1918. According to Kolata, if a similar plague were to hit the United 
States today, killing a comparable fraction of the population, 1.5 million Americans 
would die, more than the number killed in a single year by heart disease, cancers, 
strokes, chronic pulmonary disease, AIDS, and Alzheimer's disease combined.47 Yet 
the event is largely forgotten in American History.

Alfred Crosby writes that the average college graduate born since 1918 literally 
knows more about the Black Death of the fourteenth century than the influenza pan
demic of 1918, and that of all the best selling college history texts of U.S. history, only 
one even mentions the pandemic and it is given one sentence which understates the 
total number of deaths attributed to it by one-half.48 Historians of the flu have offered 
several possible reasons for history's lack of memory. Perhaps the most obvious is 
World War I. The war occurred in conjunction with the flu and, as a result, deaths of 
young men overseas who died of the flu became mixed with the deaths of those who 
died in combat, blurring the actual figure attributable to influenza. Perhaps too the 
pandemic has been largely forgotten because it did not leave lasting visible effects 
such as paralysis or disfigurement on its victims, nor did it have any lasting social, 
economic, political, or intellectual effects. It did not kill any famous national or world 
figures. There has also been speculation that previous deadly epidemics such as ty
phoid, yellow fever, diphtheria, and cholera had inured Americans against the shock 
of another lethal epidemic. Finally, it could be as simple as the mental blocking of a 
horrific experience, too terrible to remember so it must be put away and forgotten.49

Since the pandemic in 1918-1919, the world has experienced several subsequent 
outbreaks of influenza including two pandemics, one in 1957-1958 and one in 1968- 
1969, neither of which were as severe as the former. The two most common types of 
influenza today are the H1N1 strain (Swine Flu) and the H5N1 strain (Bird Flu). Both 
are Type A viruses.50 Research done on lung tissue samples taken from the two previ
ously mentioned soldiers who died of influenza in 1918 has shown a relationship be
tween that virus and today's modern strains. In fact, all influenza A pandemics since 
1918, and nearly all cases of influenza A worldwide have been caused by descendants 
of the 1918 virus.51 In spite of this knowledge and the benefit of the many scientific 
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advances that have taken place in the ninety-three years since the pandemic, the 
medical community has been unable to create an effective virus to cure influenza. A 
major part of the problem is that the influenza virus is extremely changeable. Small, 
continuous changes, known as antigenic drift, occur as the virus makes copies of 
itself. Because of this, the human immune system is often unable to recognize the 
virus causing the production of a new vaccine every year. Large changes known as 
antigenic shift occur suddenly and infrequently. These changes are caused when 
two different flu strains infect the same cell and exchange genetic material to create 
a new influenza A subtype. Since a new strain is created, people have little or no im
munity and severe epidemics or pandemics occur.52
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Phoenix Revival

Allison Gallagher, University of Indianapolis

With disappointment I'm strong
In my catatonic state I'm gorgeous.
I should be trying to heal, 
Get away from the darkness... 
But why would I want to do that?

Once again I created a dream world, 
Turned a stranger into my answer. 
But reality slapped me across the face, 
Reminding me of a daydream's danger and 
I fell into the abyss.

So in this sadness I'll recuperate.
In mourning I'll become born again. Tonight I'm bawling my eyes out,
I'll have enough of this and Staining mascara on my fresh pillowcase.
Renew my faith. Tomorrow I'll wake up blissful

Renewal etching the features on my face.

Tonight my heart will stop beating, 
My eyes will be blinded by tears. 

Phone hidden so the sight won't torment me 
As I let go of all my fears.

Tonight my body will shut down 
Tomorrow morning I'm reborn In this lonely bed I lie
No memory of my misery anywhere near me. Self-immolating like a phoenix 
™ . T, i. Letting everything in me die.This morning I m reborn in b j

A state of bliss
Thanks to my fall into the abyss.

Today I am reborn,
Back to being gorgeous
In my previous state of prideful
Confidence.

Like I never died the other night, 
I'm renewed and alive.
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Howling Without Raised Voices: 
Reconsidering Graffiti as a Strategy for 
Political Action in Divested Urban Spaces

Colleen Foran, DePaul University

To my freedom fighters and the graffiti writers 
And the people like us - come forward!

-Brother Ali, from "Victory! (Come Forward)"

Graffiti is not a new phenomenon—the personal inscribing of words, symbols, or im
ages onto public or private places has existed since humans first began to live within 
enclosed spaces. However, only recently did it gain its status as a criminalized act 
of vandalism.1 This new strain of graffiti writing emerged during and in response 
to a moment of increasing physical and social controls being instituted in American 
cities, whether through infrastructural projects, major housing teardowns, or police 
crackdowns on "undesirables." These authoritarian measures, far from reinvigorat
ing and refortifying cities, had the opposite effect of making these spaces lifeless and 
isolating. The young, marginalized practitioners of this very specific sort of graffiti 
were impounded by their physical surroundings and by the lack of resources pro
vided there.2 They were wholly shut out of the power structure in the United States 
and, as such, had to find a new way to make their voices heard.3

1. Jeff Ferrell, Crimes of Style: Urban Graffiti and the Politics of Criminality (New York and London: 
Garland Publishing, Inc., 1993), 133-134.

2. Douglas S. Massey, "America's Apartheid and the Urban Underclass: The Social Service Re
view Lecture," The Social Service Review 68, no. 4 (December 1994): 480.

3. The paper title is a paraphrase of Michel de Certeau's words; Michel de Certeau, The Practice 
of Everyday Life (Berkeley and Los Angeles: University of California Press, 1984), 102.

4. Jeff Ferrell and Robert D. Weide, "Spot Theory," City 14, nos. 1-2 (February-April 2010): 48.

"Graffiti" has thus come to mean something much more specific—and much more 
problematic—in just the last few decades. In the late 1970s, spray-painted "tags" be
gan showing up in the fringes of New York City and Philadelphia.4 The tags, ap
pearing on public and private property, were understood as vandalism by the vast 
majority of viewers. The practice soon was commonplace throughout divested slums 
of major metropolitan areas throughout the United States, and it wouldn't be long be
fore illegally spray-painted words, phrases, and scenes would appear in Europe. The 
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practice grew concurrently with that of hip-hop in general, a much broader cultural 
movement that included under its umbrella the contemporary innovations of sam
pling and "scratching," breakdancing, and rapping.5 Hip-hop was also, it's important 
to note, a cultural movement dominated (almost exclusively) by young, black males 
from poor urban settings, most often the inhabitants of major metropolises hit hard 
by urban decay and by the trend of divestment in cities.6

5. Ferrell, Crimes of Style, 6.
6. This trend was quintessentially illustrated in the infamous Daily News headline declaring 

then-President Ford's refusal to bail New York City out of its fiscal crisis: "Ford to City: Drop 
Dead"; Neil Smith, "New Globalism, New Urbanism: Gentrification as Global Urban Strategy," 
Antipode (2002): 434.

7. John T. Metzger, "Planned Abandonment: The Neighborhood Life-Cycle Theory and National 
Urban Policy." Housing Policy Debate 11, no. 1 (2000): 7.

8. James Q. Wilson and George L. Kelling, "Broken Windows: The Police and Neighborhood 
Safety,"A tlantic 249, no. 3 (March 1982): 33.

9. Ferrell, Crimes of Style, 145.
10. Wilson and Kelling, "Broken Windows": 32.
11. Ibid: 30.
12. Neil Smith, "New York City and the Revanchist 1990s," in The Urban Moment: Cosmopolitan Es

says on the Late 20th-Century City, ed. Robert A. Beauregard and Sophie Body-Gendrot. (Thou
sand Oaks, California: Sage Publications, Inc., 1999), 187-189.

Almost as rapidly, graffiti was also demonized as one just more sign of post-World 
War II urban decay, in which the decay was understood as an inside-out process of 
failing cities and "natural" neighborhood decline. The decomposition of formerly 
great American cities (both in their physical and fiscal foundation) post-World War II 
has long been understood as proof positive of the "neighborhood life-cycle theory," a 
legitimizing theory that assumes that all neighborhoods eventually head toward de
cline and this is, again, a "natural," not necessarily manipulated process.7 This pro
cess was understood to affect both the inhabitants of failing neighborhoods and its 
tangible built environment. The invisible decomposition of the social ties of a neigh
borhood supposedly would be signaled by the visible decomposition of the city's 
infrastructure.8 The colorful, creative, and wholly new visual language of graffiti, 
then, was processed as a harbinger, a clear signal that the neighborhood it marked 
was unhealthy.9 Like a painted 'X' on the door, graffiti was a warning against a con
tagious disease.

Spray-painted graffiti was pointed out to be a poignant example of the "broken 
windows" theory. This theory assumed that signs of urban decay (of which graffiti 
was assumed to be one) set in motion "the process whereby one broken window 
becomes many."10 In essence, signs of supposed neglect in the urban space signals to 
others that "no one cares"11 about the surrounding neighborhood, hence lowering the 
cost and the risk of committing other acts of crime nearby. These crimes then perpet
uate, snowball, and move from minor disrespects of property and to violent crime.

This theory was picked up and utilized by many desperate law-makers, but none 
quite so famous as New York City mayor Rudy Giuliani (1994-2001).12 Giuliani in
stituted the policy as a centerpiece in his plan to clean up New York and, specifi
cally, translated it into a policy of "zero tolerance"—perhaps not the theory's intended 
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message, but one that was nonetheless extrapolated from it. While many have point
ed out that many other factors occurred during this same time period that probably 
have much more to do with New York's turnaround,13 when New York did indeed 
have a revival, many heralded Giuliani's tough-minded policies as the answer to all 
cities' crime and ghettoization woes.14

13. Ibid, 192-193.
14. Ibid, 191-192.
15. Le Corbusier, The Radiant City: Elements of a Doctrine of Urbanism to be Used as the Basis of Our 

Machine-Age Civilization, 2nd ed., trans, by Pamela Knight, Eleanor Levieux, and Derek Colt
man (New York: The Orion Press, 1964), i.

16. Mark Bradford cited by Michele Y. Washington, "Shaping the New Language of Visual Cul
ture," The International Review of African American Art 20, no. 2 (2005): 15.

17. De Certeau, The Practice of Everyday Life, xxiv.

Under this theory, graffiti was demonized as a degradation, a devaluation, a bla
tant attempt to erode the cultural and economic worth of the city spaces onto which 
it was sprayed. This understanding, I argue, misses the point entirely. Indeed, spray
ing graffiti, tagging places, creating “pieces"—these are direct reinvestments in urban 
spaces. Graffitiing is an attempt to counteract the fiscal and cultural divestment of 
the post-World War II "modern" city, dictated and constructed en bloc by an over
arching authority (to whom Le Corbusier dedicated his tract on the ideal, "radiant" 
city15). Contemporary artist Mark Bradford describes graffiti works as "about some
thing that is abandoned. . . . You learn quickly walking by these urban abstractions 
that within the walls of these abandoned buildings lie the accumulated stories, half
forgotten but retaining an energy-in-waiting."16 Contrary, then, to what many city 
authorities suggest, graffiti and the act of graffitiing are practices imbue spaces with 
real, cultural value—with narratives.

In Michel de Certeau's book The Practice of Everyday Life, de Certeau puts forward 
the theory that the ordinary, everyday operations of people commonly act to coun
teract the hegemonic, atomized, stereotyped understanding of people and of life in 
modernity. Particularly, he argues that by reintroducing personal, individual narra
tives into the rationally sterilized modern world, people can (and do) work against 
the permeation of overarching state power throughout the world. Most of the time, 
de Certeau suggests, people act out these revolutionary practices without even being 
conscious of what they are doing. Nonetheless, such tactics have the potential to be 
actively politicized.17

I argue that graffiti and the act of graffiti have the potential to be fulfill de Cer
teau's charge. Not only do these markers return a narrative to the city, but they also 
serve as a silent but potent way to express otherwise marginalized voices. Their dis
ruptions within city spaces are actively working tactics to remind people of the his
tory that have been forcibly removed from the urban fabric by authoritarian policies 
of urban renewal. The essential ephemerality of graffiti allows this history to act as 
in a specifically narrative form, a representative of the way in which firsthand expe
riences of spaces is always subject to change. But I also think that the act of graffitiing 
takes these tactics of de Certeau one step further and moves them into the political 
realm. Graffitiing is not a simple, everyday task. Rather, it is an adrenaline-charged, 
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criminalized act that is a risk to undertake.18 19 To graffiti is to engage directly with the 
physical space of the city,” and the politics of the post-modernist era implied therein. 
To graffiti is, thus, a political action, and its results are more than just disruptions in 
the urban fabric: they are utilizations of an intimate, non-empirical, flexible knowl
edge of city spaces to broadcast political opposition to totalizing power.

18. Ferrell, Crimes of Style, 148.
19. Ferrell and Weide, "Spot Theory": 59.
20. De Certeau, The Practice of Ei’eryday Life, 91-92.
21. Ibid, 119-121.
22. Ibid, 119.
23. Ibid, 119-121.

De Certeau extends his definition of a fractured, fragmented modern life into the 
very spaces we exist in. Power, he says, is expressed by the very walls of the modern 
city where the majority of people live. Thus, he begins his famous chapter "Walking 
in the City" with the subject looking down on Manhattan from the top of the World 
Trade Center, looking down and analyzing the gridded city as a city planner would. 
Patterns of streets and terrain are analyzed, but the subject is far removed from the 
actual reality, the crowds, of the city.20 De Certeau calls this understanding of the city 
that of the "map."21

This totalizing, Euclidian-plane collection of empirical, concrete geographical 
knowledge has become the main mode of understanding spaces. The result has been 
the erasure of a narrative understanding of the place, which was enacted through 
"tours," or narrative descriptions of operations ("You come in through a low door"22) 
that allows you to direct people from one place to the next only through a firsthand 
prior knowledge of those places.23 Maps allow the walker in the city to navigate the 
spaces of the city without an intimate prior knowledge of that space and/or without 
ever consulting someone else with that intimate knowledge. Narratives have been 
made obsolete in the city.

Of course, this privileges expert knowledge—unchanging testimonies that, once 
published, are permanent. And to get them published, so-called experts need a cer
tain level of expertise, to be gained only through traditional, conservative channels 
that are inaccessible to many. Privileged testimonies can only come from the privi
leged. Narratives, on the other hand, are inherently personal, biased, and unveri- 
fiable. They are unfixed, constantly shifting, and informed only by individual ex
perience of spaces. They privilege only the individual. Most importantly, they are 
impossible to pin down. In their claim to truth and to knowledge through indefinite 
firsthand experience, personal experiences manifested as knowledge challenges a 
modernist conception of complete knowledge. In their ephemerality and willingness 
to shift and change with time, narratives challenge the very project of totalizing and 
finalizing modernity that was enacted on American cities post-World War II.

After 1945 in the United States, there was a massive institutional push toward 
home ownership. Specifically, this was accomplished by the U.S. government's cre
ation of the Federal Housing Administration (FHA), a body created to insure the 
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mortgage industry.24 It allowed mortgages to be extended from their typical 11-year 
terms to 20- and 30-years terms and made mortgage lenders much more likely to take 
a risk on middle-class homebuyers.25 Suddenly, buying a private home was a viable 
option for many, to the detriment of the shared, renter-friendly, very dense urban 
fabric. The real estate market necessitated the building of more single-family homes 
and fewer multi-family dwellings with shared public spaces. This massive shift to
ward private ownership created "more and more walls, turning formerly accessible 
spaces into private property and dividing the world into inside and outside. . .. The 
concrete structure of cities constrains not only our movement but our behavior as 
well."26

24. Sylvia C. Martinez, "The Housing Act of 1949: Its Place in the Realization of the American 
Dream of Homeownership," Housing Policy Debate 11, no. 2 (2000): 467-468.

25. Ibid: 470.
26. Axel Thiel, "Graffiti and Global Culture," Graffiti and Global Culture 17, no. 1 (Fall/Winter 2005): 

36.
27. Ibid: 38.
28. Miles L. Colean, Renewing Our Cities (New York: The Twentieth Century Fund, Inc., 1953), 52, 

112.
29. Ibid, 10.
30. De Certeau, The Practice of Everyday Life, 95.
31. Ibid, 95-96.
32. Nicholas Alden Riggle, "Street Art: The Transfiguration of the Commonplace," The journal of 

Aestheticsand Art Criticism 68, no. 3 (Summer 2010): 251.
33. Ibid: 243.
34. De Certeau, The Practice of Everyday Life, 122.

This move toward private property and away from public spaces has been instru
mental in the impetus to find a new way of expression for those continually shut out 
of the capitalism-based power structures privatization always entails.27 It also simply 
created more walls to write on. These smooth, concrete walls replaced the historical 
walls of the city at a time when slum clearance and massive demolition for inner-city 
highway systems were considered imperatives to remaking and renewing the messy, 
ugly, dirty, chaotic American city.28

Graffiti emerged from the wake of this so-called "city renewal."29 Its historical 
moment was one of failed modernist ideals, the death of the city utopia. De Certeau 
called it a decay of the "Concept-city,"30 but scoffed at the idea that it was a decay 
of the city in general, in its reality.31 In his discussion of specifically "street art" (an 
intersecting but not always overlapping category of graffiti32), Nicholas Alden Riggle 
suggests that graffiti's appearance in the late 1970s was "the other response to the 
Modern separation of art and life."331 believe that graffiti in general acts even beyond 
just the realm of art. Its presence on our everyday streets works to eliminate or at 
least somewhat permeate the modern barriers that have atomized our lives, ordered 
and rationalized the places we inhabit to the point that they have been sterilized 
them into a series of compartmentalized spaces.

De Certeau called such totalizing processes "marking out boundaries,"34 an al
ways inadequate exercise undertaken by authorities to take fragments of narratives 
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and turn it into a permanent whole.35 This is the project of modernity: to formalize, 
rationalize, and order lives and spaces.36 It is a project to solidify empirical knowl
edge and privilege verifiable data that is collectively applied to all applicable types. 
Passage of time is not taken into account, for understanding is fixed and permanent. 
Personal experiences of events and of places are considered unreliable—narratives 
are written out of any proper, published record of the world. The world that emerged 
from this project was one that held in it, for the individual walker in the city, "noth
ing 'special': nothing that is marked, opened up by a memory or a story, signed by 
something or someone else."37

35. Ibid, 122-123.
36. Le Corbusier, The Radiant City, 104-109.
37. De Certeau, The Practice of Everyday Life, 106.
38. Ferrell and Weide, "Spot Theory": 49-50.
39. Ibid: 57.
40. De Certeau, The Practice of Everyday Life, 130.
41. Ferrell and Weide, "Spot Theory": 49-50.
42. De Certeau, The Practice of Everyday Life, xxiv.

Graffiti writers are the signers, marking memories, stories, and these spaces as 
something special. With their necessary intensely intimate knowledge of urban spac
es and their characteristics38 (not just their Euclidian dimensions), graffiti writers are 
the very definition of tour guides, acting opposed to mapmakers. Their creation of an 
"array of urban graffiti spots remains a liquid process, a slippery subaltern diagram 
of the city made and remade by writers who are as much peripatetic urban flaneurs 
as careful urban cartographers."39 They are social delinquents to be sure, but only in 
the sense that they challenge the existing order of a society that has come to privi
lege the concrete knowledge of experts over the real knowledge of those who inhabit 
the ever-shifting city spaces every day.40 Graffiti writers wish to correct this order, 
to reassert their true engagement with the spaces of their neighborhoods, to prove, 
once again, they are the true experts when it comes to understanding the nature of 
their city.41

The act of graffitiing works in various ways, giving a voice both to its often mar
ginalized practitioner and to the city itself. It is a revelation of the ephemeral stories 
and narratives that imbue specific neighborhoods with meaning, but which have 
long gone underground in favor of more "appealing," uniform facades (either the 
technocratic facades of the modernist era or the historicist facades new urbanism 
favors). De Certeau noted that "the fragmentation of the social fabric today lends a 
political dimension to the problem of the subject."42 Graffiti writing, then, in its social 
"delinquency," is an everyday practice that has been transformed into political ac
tion. It is a pointed act of dissension and a way for those on the fringes (neighbor
hoods and people) to make obvious the reality that has otherwise been whitewashed, 
literally and figuratively. It is a way to make the individual subject again a presence 
in the city space. Through graffiti and its utilization of the uniquely dense and vari
ant infrastructure of the city, the traditional order of actively political power can be 
inverted.
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Contrary to mid-century models for idealized, utopic cities of order and rational
ity, large contemporary cities have resisted ordering and uniformness through its 
potential for politically active spaces. Despite all attempts to the contrary, cities and 
their spaces have remained the creation of the cities' inhabitants.43 Saskia Sassen, in 
her discussion of contemporary global cities, says that today "the space of the city is a 
far more concrete space for politics than that of the national state system. It becomes a 
place where nonformal political actors can be part of the political scene in a way that 
is much easier than at the national level. Nationally, politics needs to run through ex
isting formal structures. . . . Nonformal political actors are rendered invisible at the 
national level."44 City spaces, then, can also be politicized spaces. The high density, 
large size, and forced close proximity of people within large cities resists complete, 
formal control. This allows for the emergence of other voices, shut out of traditional 
modes of power and otherwise unable to express individualistic opinions.

43. Sasskia Sassen, "Globalization and the Formation of New Claims," in The Urban Moment: Cos
mopolitan Essays on the Late 20th-Century City, ed. Robert A. Beauregard and Sophie Body-Gen- 
drot (Thousand Oaks, California: Sage Publications, Inc., 1999), 113.

44. Saskia Sassen, Cities in a World Economy, 3rd ed. (Thousand Oaks, California: Pine Forge Press, 
2006), 76.

45. Neil Smith, "New York City and the Revanchist 1990s," 188.
46. Sassen, Cities in a World Economy, 72.

In some ways, this does, in fact, prove the "broken windows" theory correct; the 
fact that "no one is watching" can allow for practices of active resistance to occur out
side of a traditional, formal, and authoritarian-controlled system. This outside occur
rence often takes the form of illegal activity. It is important to note that not all illegal 
activity is a form of resistance or political activity. Crime certainly still exists, but I 
argue that not all illegal activities are crimes. Often, they have been criminalized for 
their existence outside of traditional power structures, blamed for urban decay that 
was really the result of authoritarian policies.45 This subtle difference also illumi
nates the subtle difference between the understanding that "no one is watching" and 
"no one cares." To graffiti is to make a political statement, to care very much, in fact— 
so much that one is willing to undertake the risk contemporary graffitiing entails.

The complicated, multivalent systems that make up a true metropolis—what Sas
sen calls "thick enabling environments"46 —defy totalitarian observation and ratio
nalization and make spaces for subversive action. These overlapping, intricately in
teracting networks of the social and the infrastructural are what allows for extralegal 
actions to occur. More specifically, it is what allows such actions to gain tangible 
presence. Traditional politics is most often enacted through discussion or reportage. 
Those outside of these structures cannot take political action in such a way because 
the have no channels to do so. Outsiders must make physical, make visible, their 
politics, or their voices will not be heard:

The city accommodates a broad range of political activities. . . . Much of this 
becomes visible on the street. Much of urban politics is concrete, enacted by people 
rather than dependent on massive media technologies. Street-level politics make 
possible the formation of new types of political subjects that do not have to go 
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through the formal political system. . . . The city also enables the operation of il
legal networks.47

47. Ibid, 76.
48. De Certeau, The Practice of Everyday Life, xvii.

Graffiti writers make urban politics concrete by altering the very concrete of the city.
These spaces where politics can become concrete are the opportunities of the con

temporary city. Sassen suggests that major metropolises (and I would further extrap
olate to all large, dense cities not necessarily "global" in Sassen's economic sense) can 
allow and support the necessarily tangible, visual nature of these sorts of individual 
political actions. Further, this means that voices can be given to the voiceless, the 
invisible can be rendered visible in a modern world where de Certeau says "margin
ality has become universal. A marginal group has now become a silent majority."48 
Political action of this sort is thus a revelation of lost narratives as well as an acutely 
active working addition of new narratives. This is testament to the changing, unfixed 
reality of narratives, in urban spaces, but also in all spaces. Graffiti and its natural 
ephemerality are uniquely suited to illustrating this task.

Undertaken by those willing to take risks and to show their knowledge and, in
deed, love for the spaces they live in, graffitiing is not criminal, "delinquent" act. It is 
a way to break authoritarian power, reinvest in ignored urban spaces, and alert all to 
the fact that people still live here. Ignored and white-washed from the very concep
tion of a positive urban space, graffiti writers refused to forgotten as real, knowledge
able actors. Instead, they took action and filled the walls in with color, howling their 
opinions, their capacities, and their existence, all without ever raising their voices.
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Bittersweet Memory

Bethany Gorman, Fairmont State University

Darling, do you remember the boulevard?
I was clothed in lavender
And you had dressed yourself in the familiar threads of opulence and pride
Both of which struck me as enticing
You were the caricature of decadence in human form
With eyes like a celestial being
And a cadence of speech that hampered my more dubious inclinations
Rendering me incapable of escaping the alchemy of love
We were the perfect scandal
Nonetheless, the propinquity of your departure was imminent
And the stars, in their luminescent gaze,
Tried to warn me of my fate
1 could not acquiesce
Choosing instead to relish our clandestine encounters
And squander my innocence in exchange for your touch
Despite the cumbersome remnants of reality that dared to persist
In a foolish burst of confidence
I uttered words which detailed my affection
You did not reciprocate
My heart was a maelstrom
Monstrous and weathered by your steadfast stoicism
And newfound lack of appeal
It was then that I learned the truth
Visceral properties were endearing
But skewed by the senses
Creating a luscious silhouette
Made of flesh
But void of substance
Aesthetics alone does not make a good man
It only breeds shadows
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ANOTHER

Ian Williams, Fairmont State University

her mission was sabotage, 
slicing slowly through, sighing 
only when convenience told her 

to wait.

she entered lightly— 
slightly centered—on the right 
side of left.

i don’t suppose she sought 
the answer rather a cop-out 
and according to an old acquaintance 
complacency never factored 
in her method carefully measured 

out
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The Inescapable Blue of Shannons

Craig Pearson, Michigan State University

There was a mirror on the wall of the office, and that's where he saw her. Her dark 
hair was pulled back, and she held onto a clipboard as she opened the glass door, 
leaned into the room, and said, "Riley Walker?"

He pushed himself up from the chair and turned around to face her. She looked 
up from the clipboard. "Oh, it's you!"

"Shannon, hey," he said, walking to the door.
"You remember. I'm impressed."
"Yeah?"
"I always forget names, especially if I've only heard it one time, and especially if 

that time was very early in the morning." She smiled and made a mark on the paper. 
"I do remember your scar of shame, though. That's a bit easier."

Riley smiled and touched the line etched into his lip.
"I figured it out," she said as they stepped into the hallway. "You got in a fight and 

lost, that's what happened. That's why you keep trying to laugh it off."
He shook his head at her. "You've really thought this through."
The lab at the end of the hall was just a small, dim room with a computer. Riley 

sat down.
"It's so funny seeing you here." Shannon slipped on a pair of gloves. "I really didn't 

expect to run into you again after that party. If you want, you can start the program 
on the computer there. It'll have you input some information before we get started."

"So this seeing-letters-in-color thing is called synesthesia?"
"It's more than just that, but yeah." Shannon came behind him with a tube of gel. 

"People with the condition have a few extra neurological pathways open. So, in your 
case, the brain makes an automatic connection between a letter and a color. We're 
trying to see which regions of the brain are causing that to happen. Hold still."

She parted his hair with two fingers and applied a dab of pale blue gel to his scalp. 
He clicked through a menu on the computer screen. "You can actually measure brain 
activity with that stuff?"

"Crazy, right?" Her hands wandered through his hair. "Don't worry; it washes 
out."

"I feel like I'm getting a haircut or something."
"Don't say that. You wouldn't want me cutting your hair."
He cocked an eyebrow and craned his neck to look at her.
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"I'm a scientist, okay," she said, "not a stylist. One of my guy friends asked me to 
cut his hair last year, and—well, I thought it looked all right. But he wore a baseball 
cap around for a while."

"I'm not sure if I trust you with this."
"Relax. We can't have you worrying about anything like that. Seriously—it'll mess 

with your brain waves."
"Alright, well, you'll have to get my mind on something else, then. Do you live on 

campus?"
"Yeah, I actually have a top floor room in The Oaks with a view of the river."
"Nice."
"Not really. The heater suffers from chronic mood swings. Makes me miserable."
"But you can see the river path, though. I jog through there three or four times a 

week."
"So you're a runner? Do you do it on your own, or are you with a team or a club?"
"I go by myself. It's what I do to unwind."
"Me too." She lowered the handheld device she'd been holding up. "We should go 

running together sometime."
"Yeah, sure. Just give me a call. You can copy my number from that information 

sheet."
Shannon laughed. "Because that's not weird at all." She walked over to the table 

and set the device down next to her clipboard.
Riley had reached the end of the program. "Are we ready to get started?"
"We're finished. That was the test."
"For real? But I was just selecting colors for each letter. And you were distracting 

me."
Her fingers were in his hair again, pulling out the dots of blue gel. "That was the 

point. People who have synesthesia can match a specific color to letters and words 
without concentrating. It's supposed to be automatic."

"So that was it?"
"That was it." She stepped back and peeled her gloves off. "Um," she said, "you 

might want to take a shower before you go to your next class."
Riley stood up and grinned at her. "Nah," he said. "I'll just wear a baseball cap."
"Before you go, I'm curious. What color is my name?"
He put his hand on the back of the chair. "It's really pretty, actually," he said, look

ing over her shoulder at the door. "Kind of hard to pin down, though. I guess I'd call 
it a pale, pale blue, almost gray."

She nodded slowly, her eyes drifting from his face to his hair, then back to his face 
again. He leaned on the chair, his elbow locked, which pushed one shoulder a little 
higher than the other. "That is a nice color," she said. "Thanks."

Riley laughed and let go of the chair. "I didn't choose it," he said, walking toward 
the door. "Automatic, remember?"

***
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He was sitting on a set of stone steps by the frozen river. Shannon came up behind 
him. "There you are," she said.

Riley got up. "That's what I should be saying."
"I tried to call you and let you know I was running late, but you didn't answer."
"I don't bring my cell with me on runs."
Shannon smiled. "Clearly."
They were standing opposite each other, and a line had appeared between Riley's 

eyebrows. "What are you wearing?"
"What?" Her lips parted, still curled in a smile. Her running clothes were a gradi

ent of blue-gray, from the powder blue knit cap down to the dark gray of her spandex 
pants.

Riley looked down, then smiled at her and shook his head. "I don't know. You look 
like you're trying to be a cloud or something."

"Says the guy with the scars of a mob boss. Come on," she said, jogging up the 
steps toward the path. "Let's go."

Their misty breath left a vapor trail behind them. There were still slick patches on 
the pavement, and they dodged occasionally down the bike paths along the side, al
ways in sight of the frosty river. The sky shifted in tones of gray between the spindly 
branches above them.

"You really are the worst with phones," Shannon said as they were heading back. 
"I should just expect it by now, to have to call you a hundred times before I have any 
chance of hearing back."

"I'm always in class or at work, so I have to let it go and then I forget."
"Seriously, you're the only person I know who refuses to text in class."
He laughed. "Can't have any distractions."
"I have to say, distracting is one of my many talents."
"Clearly."
She gave him a light shove in the shoulder, and he lurched off the path, stumbled 

animatedly for a few steps, and crumpled to the melting snow, panting. The skin 
exposed by his running clothes steamed a little.

"Look at you," Shannon said, standing over him. She prodded him with the toe 
of her shoe. He rolled over, lying on his back. She knelt down next to him, her chest 
rising and falling, their breath mingling. "Look at us. We're like a pair of smokers."

He shook his head and sat up. "Not a good image."
She shrugged.
Riley bent his leg at the knee and hugged it toward him. "We'd better stretch a 

little if this is where we're stopping."
"Who said we're stopping?" She darted down the slope toward the river.
He rested his chin on his knee. "You're ridiculous."
"It's still frozen. I swear." Shannon stood three footprints from the bank, brushing 

a layer of snow off the ice with her shoe. "Come on. What are you so afraid of?"
"I'm not afraid of anything," Riley said. "Except maybe falling through thin ice 

and getting sucked under by the current."
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"That's why I'm here. I have quick reflexes." Shannon bent down to scoop up some 
snow with her blue mittens. "Anyway, you can see how thick the ice is."

Riley pushed himself up and stooped to wipe his shorts. "What happened to 
stretching after our workout?"

A snowball splashed into the side of his head, and Shannon's hands flew to her 
mouth. "Oh my gosh, I'm so sorry. Normally I have terrible aim." She scampered to
ward him as he squeezed his eyes shut and shook his hair out. "Here, let me."

"I got it." He traced a finger along one eyebrow and flicked water at her. "All good."
"Are you ready now?" Shannon grasped his elbow.
He looked at her through the vapor that was escaping their mouths.
She pulled. "What are you so afraid of?"

***

Shannon unzipped her jacket. "What a day," she said, squinting from the sun's 
glare on the panels of the flapping white tents. She tied the arms of her fleece around 
her waist as they crossed into the shadow of a building. "These artisans lucked out."

Riley watched one of the fuzzy sleeves bounce against her knee. "Artisans?"
"What do you want me to call them?" Shannon laughed. "It's an art fair"
He shook his head. "No, I know. It's just funny the way you say it."
Banners strung between lampposts spanned the streets, which were fenced in 

with wooden barricades to protect the flock of tents. Glassy dead bulbs bounced back 
the sun on cords that crept over everything like ivy.

"I love how the traffic lights are still on," Riley said.
Shannon tugged on her jacket knot. "This probably looks really cool at night."
"Do you want to stop for dinner somewhere? We're right by the cafe."
"You're telling me you want to eat at the cafe when we're surrounded by an army 

of artisans? We should go to one of these regional food tents. Try something new."
They found a Polish booth in the shade.
"You know," Riley said as they sat on the curb, "you never told me the results of 

that study from your lab. How did I do?"
"Oh." Shannon covered her mouth to swallow. "I'm still compiling the data. I've 

been really bad about working on that, lately. My poster presentation is on Friday, so 
I'd better pick it up."

Riley balled up an oily wrapper, watching people pass by in the street. "How 
much more do you have to do?"

"Not a whole lot, I guess," Shannon said. "The problem is, there's been so much 
drama in the lab lately."

"Drama in the lab?" Riley turned to grin at her.
She smiled back. "Not like that. One of the other girls got a job out of state, and she 

has to move out there by the end of the week. The university is letting her take her 
exams and graduate early."

"So you have to help her pack all her stuff, or what?"
"Actually, I'm taking over her lease."
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"You're moving out of The Oaks?"
"Yeah, finally. She told me I could move in as soon as she leaves and just give her 

the money for the rest of the lease payments."
"Is that legal?"
"No, but I'd rather live in hiding for a couple months than pay the fee for a lease 

transfer. Besides, the heater in this apartment actually behaves like a normal appli
ance. And it has air conditioning."

"Yeah, but how's the view?"
Shannon shrugged. "Urban."
The blocks of sunlight on the bricks were turning orange and receding up the 

walls. Riley and Shannon started walking back toward campus.
"Hold on," said Shannon, grabbing his sleeve as they were passing a tent on the 

outskirts of the herd.
"What?"
"I want to get you something." She picked up a pair of sunglasses.
"What are you talking about? You don't need to get me anything."
"You paid for dinner," Shannon said, putting on the glasses and looking at her 

reflection in a small mirror. "You have no right to refuse."
"Come on," Riley said, laughing. He glanced at the woman standing behind the 

display, then looked at Shannon through the mirror. "Are those aviators? I always 
feel like the curve of the lenses makes me look sad when I wear them."

"Not sad. Cool." She took them off. "These would look great on you. Here, try 
them on."

"I really don't need them. I have sunglasses already."
"This can be your backup. You can just wear them when you're with me."
"Shannon, seriously."
Her hand hung in the air.
Riley took the glasses and folded the arms back. Outside the tent, the dead lights 

shivered to life along their corded spines. Shannon watched as Riley took a step 
toward the display. "Like I said—" He looked at her for a moment, her face now il
luminated on one side. "I think these look better on you." He handed the sunglasses 
across the counter. "I'll take these."

Shannon wore the aviators as they walked back through campus.
"You look ridiculous," Riley said, "wearing sunglasses at night."
She smiled and untied the jacket from around her waist. "It's getting cold again," 

she said, slipping into the fleece as they approached the bridge over the river. A 
breeze was slithering against the flow of the water, brushing the leaves of the trees 
on either bank and lifting Shannon's dark hair.

"Can you see anything at all?"
"Sure. I can see you just fine. I can even see that mystery scar on your lip." She 

stopped partway across the bridge and leaned over the stone railing. "The river looks 
weird, though. It's like a strip of black silk or something."

"Like your hair." Riley stared down and saw their silhouettes in the water.
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"Will you come to my poster presentation?" Shannon was looking at him. "It's on 
Friday. Maybe you could help me practice while I'm setting up or something."

"Yeah, sure." Riley nodded. "Well, I'd have to make sure I don't have class."
"It's in the evening."
"Then, yeah. I should be able to go."
"I think it'll be fun. You can get the full educational experience. Context and re

sults and everything."
"Sounds awesome."
Shannon turned her face into the wind. "If you want, you could help me start put

ting the poster together. If you have time tonight."
"I don't know. I have an early exam tomorrow."
"Tomorrow? Then what are you doing out here with me? Have you studied at all?" 
Riley smiled. "It's not going to be all that hard. I just need to go to bed early." 
Shannon nodded. "Before I started working in this lab, I was with a professor who 

did sleep studies. It's a pretty important activity."
"Trust me, I know."
"Well," Shannon said, slowly removing the aviators, "I guess we should start 

heading back."
"Too dark for you?" Riley said, cocking his eyebrow.
"See for yourself." She turned the glasses around and held them up. "Like I said 

before, these are supposed to be for you."
He watched as she took a step toward him and lifted the sunglasses to his face.
"Don't move."
Riley stood still. The wiry arms pushed his hair back and slid behind his ears. 

Shannon's finger brushed past his cheekbone as she rested the glasses on his nose.
She stepped back. "You know, you're right," she said. "These lenses do kind of 

make you look sad."
Riley stared down at the water. "You were right too," he said. "It's just like a piece 

of black fabric. Like sheets being pulled over a mattress." He faced her again and 
leaned with his palm on the railing.

Shannon's eyes searched him. "Where are you looking right now?" She let out a 
half laugh. "I feel like you're looking right through me."

***

They ducked into a bus shelter as the storm shook itself out. The flecks of rain, 
which had just begun to fall a few minutes ago as they were walking out of the build
ing, had turned to hail. White pebbles bounced off the roof and burst on the sidewalk 
like cigarette sparks.

"Your poster got all wet," Riley said.
"Oh well." Shannon leaned the slightly soggy, rolled-up paper against the wall. "It 

served its purpose."
He sat down next to her on the bench, resting his elbows on his knees. "Yeah, I 

thought you did a good job."
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"Did you like the color scheme I did with the background and the graphics on the 
poster?"

"All the blues, you mean." He picked up a hailstone off the ground and rolled it 
between his fingers. "Why'd you pick those?"

"Because of you, silly. That's my color, isn't it?"
"It's the color of your name."
She shrugged. "Same thing."
Cars sprayed past in the road. A million tiny droplets dotted the glass walls of the 

bus shelter; a drumbeat of approaching thunder made them shiver.
"You seem kind of brooding today," Shannon said.
"Brooding? You and your goofy words. What kind of person broods?"
"You, apparently."
Riley stood up, giving her shoulder a push as he turned his face toward the road, 

smiling a little. "Apparently." He pressed his palms against the glass and leaned for
ward to stretch his calves.

"I know what would cheer you up."
"What?"
"You should come to my move-in party. I'm taking the bus back to my apartment, 

and later tonight some of my friends were planning to stop by. It'll be fun."
"Yeah, sure." Riley caught one ankle behind his back and stretched his thigh.
"Don't worry, my friends won't be there too long. I can just tell them I have to fin

ish organizing my stuff, and they'll leave." Shannon watched the veins in his hand as 
he gripped the toe of his shoe. "Maybe we can break out the bottle of wine my friend 
left me as a gift for taking over the lease."

Riley switched legs and looked at her reflection on the wall, obscured by the fog 
left by his breath. "She gave you a gift? That's pretty nice."

"I know." Shannon was still watching him. "Maybe some wine will help get you 
out of this brooding mood."

He smiled and shook his head.
Shannon kicked an empty cigarette box out from the space beneath her. She turned 

it over carefully with the tip of her shoe. Riley glanced at it, then tilted his head back 
toward the street. The gusty wind outside threw the hail down fitfully, drowning out 
the sound of the damp carton scratching against the cement. Riley closed his eyes 
and shifted to another position.

"Don't laugh," Shannon said, "but smoke is one of my favorite smells."
"Cigarette smoke?"
"Candle smoke too, I guess. And exhaust, sometimes. But, yeah, I was thinking 

cigarettes."
"Why?"
"I don't know. It's sort of a memory trigger for me. Whenever I'm around someone 

who's smoking, I automatically think of the family trips my parents used to take 
us on, all the amusement parks and fairs we went to. I don't even remember seeing 
anyone with cigarettes, but they must have always been there in the background. 
Whenever I smell it now, it's like I'm being yanked back in time—like I'm right there 
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again, right in the shadow of the rollercoaster." She slid the empty box back under 
the bench. "My brain must be wired that way."

Riley sat down and pulled one leg toward him.
"What about you?" Shannon said. "Do you have anything that sparks memories 

like that?"
"I don't know." He looked up at her as he reached for his toe. "Color, I guess."
"That makes sense."
The walls of the bus shelter didn't touch the concrete, and beads of ice tumbled 

under them and melted into Riley's sweatpants.
"My plan is failing." Shannon kicked his heel. "The cloud over your head doesn't 

seem to be lifting."
He gave her a sideways glance. "I guess you're just not doing that great of a job."
"But you're smiling. You just smiled. That's what I call doing a good job."
He glanced outside. The sky was darkening, and cars had their headlights on as 

they drove by. Across four wet lanes, a row of apartments was dotted with glowing 
windows. "Is your new place close by?" he said.

"Not really. It's too far to walk, anyway. We have to wait for the bus." Shannon 
ran a hand through her hair, which had been dampened by the rain. "That's why I 
thought we could do a little memory game, but you're just not having it."

"I'm bad at memory games."
"Yeah, right. I bet you're really good. Why don't you try?" She pulled her legs 

back under the bench. "I went first with the cigarettes; now you go. Pick a color or 
something."

Riley looked up at the sky, and down at the sidewalk, and through the sheets of 
rain and hail to the other side of the road, where everything was blurred as if painted 
in bleeding watercolor: all the same, only one option, a pale blue-gray.

He took in a breath. "There's the bus."
The hail had become mostly rain again, and Shannon's eyes moved to follow 

the headlights coming through it. "Interesting timing," she said, standing up. "You 
ready?"

Riley was still sitting on the wet pavement. "I don't know."
Shannon laughed and reached for his hand. "I'll take that as a yes. Come on."
He let her help him to his feet as the bus pulled over to the side of the road. "Hang 

on," he said, putting his foot on the bench and bending over to retie the wet laces of 
his shoe. He looked over his shoulder. A few splattering feet separated the shelter 
from the automatic doors that had folded open above the curb.

Shannon waited for him to straighten up, then took a step outside.
"Wait."
They stood looking at each other, separated by a cloud of misty, silent breath. 

Shannon's hair was getting wet again from the water dripping down off the roof.
"I think I'm going to have to pass on this for today."
"What for?"
"I don't know, your friends will be there, and I don't want to make you have to 

kick them out early or anything, and, well, I shouldn't drink anyway. I mean, I'll be 
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coming back to the dorm by myself." He watched as her eyelashes collected a spray 
of droplets. "Sorry. I just don't feel up to it, with everything that's going on—"

"What?" Shannon looked at her poster, which she'd left leaning against the wall. 
"What's going on, Riley?"

"Nothing. I don't know." He glanced over her shoulder at the bus. "A lot of things. 
I guess this has just been sort of distracting lately, and,... I don't know."

She wiped the water running down her nose. "Why didn't you say something? I 
never meant to be a distraction."

"It's not like that," Riley said.
"What's it like, then?" Shannon looked at him. "Seriously, I want to know."
"I can't—" He licked his lips. "I can't really put it into words right now."
The bus driver said something under the sound of the engine, and Shannon 

turned her head, then glanced back at Riley. "Okay," she said. "No big deal. You don't 
have to come if you don't want to." She hesitated, put her hand on the door frame, and 
then went to get on the bus.

The doors hissed shut, and he stood quietly in the shelter. As the brakes released 
with a sigh, Riley could see a breath of blue exhaust spill out from the tailpipe and 
fill the air. It lingered there as he stepped back and the bus, dripping, pulled away.

***

All he could think about was last December. He'd held the girl's hand as she tried 
to walk the curb like a balance beam, in heels. Her other hand clenched a bottle of 
wine from the corner store. She grasped it tightly around the neck like a dead goose, 
spread both arms out, and wobbled a little.

"This is a bad idea," he said.
"Shut up," she said. She pressed her lips together and narrowed her eyes. Riley 

could see the colors of the Christmas lights, which were strung up on both sides of 
the street, dangling from shop fronts and between lampposts, shining in blotches on 
her pale face, which was framed between the curtains of her red hair. "We're under 
the spotlight in the center ring of the fucking circus here, kid. Don't make me fall."

"Nobody's watching." He looked around. "No one cares." A group of girls clutched 
each other as they went by on the other side of the road, crying or laughing. "Come 
on. Aren't you cold?"

He pulled her toward him and caught her around the waist, his hand sliding on 
her slippery dress. She hugged the bottle to her chest, bent over in laughter, and he 
held her up, stumbling a little, which made him laugh a little too.

They came in through the backyard. "I'm tired," she said, sitting down on the 
porch steps.

Music was playing in the house, but there were a few people standing outside, 
smoking cigarettes. A blue haze had settled over the yard and clung there, like a low 
cloud. Riley sat on the bottom step.

She set the bottle beside her and ran her fingers through his hair. "Riley," she said. 
"Riley, Riley, Rhinoceros."
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He leaned back, resting his head in her lap. He looked into her upside-down eyes. 
"You're ridiculous, Shannon."

She lowered her face, and they kissed awkwardly.
He reached for the wine. "Is this a screw-open?" He sat up and tugged on the cap.
She slipped it out of his hands. "Maybe it's frozen." She banged the neck against 

the porch rail, breaking the glass and sending a weak spurt of foam into the snow. 
"There."

He leaned back into her lap again. "I can already tell this is a bad idea," he said, 
watching her.

"I'm a professional," she said. She lifted the bottle and directed a rivulet of the 
alcohol into her mouth. Then she leaned over him and rested the bottle on his chest. 
He took it from her and opened his mouth. "Don't be a baby," she said, pushing up 
the bottom as he tilted it toward him. The bottle slipped out of his hands and gashed 
into his lip.

He covered his mouth and curled up as wine spilled down his shirt. Its deep red 
mixed with the blood that had smeared his chin. He was on his knees on the porch 
steps, and she grabbed him under the arm.

"Nice job," she said, pulling him to his feet. "You need to get cleaned up. Come 
on."

They went inside, where everything was hot and loud and dripping. Shannon 
led him through the bodies by the hand, up the stairs and into a tiny bathroom that 
overlooked the yard, which was still bathed in a fog.

He sat down on the covered toilet, and she wiped his face with a towel in the dark. 
"What a mess," she kept saying. "Look at you."

He looked down at the otherworldly glow through the window, which someone 
had left open. "I'm freezing."

"Then take your shirt off. It's all wet and gross."
She sat across from him on the edge of the sink while they waited for the bleeding 

to stop. She kept letting out little bursts of laughter, and he said, "Stop. You're making 
me laugh too, and it hurts."

"Poor baby," she said, brushing the backs of her fingers over his hair.
Then they were quiet for a while, and she got up to close the window, touched 

his neck, and said, "Are you ready?" and he said, "Are you?" And then they were in 
someone else's bedroom, on someone else's slick black sheets, and it was just their 
names, and the slippery dress, and the blue light from the window.

And when she looked at him in the morning, it was, "God. This was a bad idea." 
And, "You should go."

Downstairs, a group of girls were hugging each other as they parted ways at the 
front door. There was a bottle of frozen wine on the porch steps. Somebody was 
laughing in another room. Riley walked past them all without saying anything to 
anyone.

The lights were all dead between the lampposts. He looked down at the curb as 
he walked, aware of the stains of blood and wine on his shirt, and when he glanced 
up, there was a girl ahead of him. He had trailed her all the way from the apartment 
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and across the street to the bus stop, where she turned around and folded her arms 
to watch him approach. "Are you following me?"

Riley laughed. "Of course not. I was just letting you lead the way."
"That was nice of you," the girl said. "So, what happened to you last night? Did 

you kill someone?"
He touched his lip, which had broken open with the laugh. "Maybe."
There were only a few cars in the road, and he scanned the gray horizon for the 

campus bus. The girl sat on the bench to wait. She looked up at him. "You came from 
the party, right?"

"Yeah." He scratched his scalp. "Yeah, how did you like it? Did you have a fun 
night?"

She shrugged. "It was okay."
The bus appeared around a corner, and Riley waved it down.
"I have to say," the girl continued, "I wasn't a fan of the music. I'm pretty sure they 

kept repeating the same playlist every hour."
He laughed again. "Yeah, they do that."
She stood up and stepped past him to stand on the curb. "Back to campus?" she 

said over the noise of the bus as it came to a stop. He nodded. "What's your name?"
"Riley," he said, reaching to shake her hand. "And you?"



Don’t Be Too Late

Jennifer Eggebraaten, University of South Dakota

I've lost my map, 
Can't find my way. 
Headed nowhere fast, 
Don't know where to go.

Stuck in this trap 
That we call life.
I will try to outlast 
This vicious game.

Been so many places, 
Yet haven't seen your face.
I can only have hope 
That I'm led by this road.

I know you don't know 
What you're looking for. 
I wonder if you feel 
As out of place as me.

I'm getting close now, 
Starting to feel right. 
Won't rest 'til I have 
What's real in my grasp.

I feel you're getting near, 
But I'm starting to fade. 
Please hurry here fast, 
Don't be too late.
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“Der Lindenbaum”: Ironic Dualism 
in Schubert’s Winterreise

Sean Geizer, Youngstown State University

Die scheme Mullerin and Winterreise are the two complete song cycles composed by 
Franz Schubert (1797-1828), the latter composed mostly in 1827 and finished during 
the final weeks of his life. Josef von Spaun, a close friend of Schubert, writes that

One day [Schubert] said to me "Come to Schober's to-day and I will sing you 
a cycle of [ghastly] songs.... They have affected me more than has been the case 
with any other songs." So, in a voice wrought with emotion, he sang the whole of 
the "Winterreise" through to us. We were quite dumbfounded by the gloomy mood 
of these songs and Schober said he had only liked one song, "Der Lindenbaum". 
To which Schubert only said, "I like these songs more than all the others and you 
will get to like them too"; he was right, soon we were enthusiastic over the effect of 
these melancholy songs. . . . More beautiful German songs probably do not exist 
and they were his real swansongd

The songs set text by Wilhelm Muller (1794-1827), whose poetry contains a cycle of 
twenty-four psychological snapshots of a scorned lover trekking alone through a 
wintery wilderness. Muller published the poems in two collections during the course 
of several years in the early 1820s, years before Schubert would set them to music.

Many scholars have written about Schubert's music, and "Der Lindenbaum" is 
no exception. Walter Everett is the first to notice a musical theme uniting the songs 
of Die Winterreise in his article "Grief in Winterreise: A Schenkerian Perspective." In 
the article Everett argues that grief is treated with similar compositional techniques 
throughout the song cycle. One important technique is the use of a semitone upper
neighbor to 5. Everett only makes a passing reference to the importance of C-B mo
tion in "Der Lindenbaum," and does not trace the motive throughout the entire song. 
This paper argues that the simple upper-neighbor motive, scale degrees 5-6-5, used 
throughout "Der Lindenbaum," embodies the mood—somehow both changing and 
static simultaneously—at different points in the song.

Everett writes about the grief motive (scale degrees 5- flat 6- 5) being used by 
Schubert as a unifying thread in Winterreise and focuses on the songs in which grief 
is most prominent, such as "Einsamkeit" and "Der Wegweiser." In "Einsamkeit"

1. Josef von Spaun, "Notes on my association with Franz Schubert (1858)," Schubert: Memoirs by 
his Friends, collected and edited by Otto Erich Deutsch (The MacMillan Company: New York, 
1958): 138.

Aisthesis, Volume 6, Issue 1, Spring 2013, 42-53
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the grief motive is present across multiple structural levels. Sometimes scale degree 
flat 6 is used to decorate "empty" fifths, showing the monotony of loneliness for the 
Wanderer. In the A section the motive appears in a quarter-note "walking" rhythm 
suggestive of the Wanderer "dragging" his feet. It is used in the B section as a pro
longation of the structural V. Irony is also present is "Einsamkeit" as the alternating 
"serene A major triads" and "dynamic tremolos" on diminished harmonies show 
that the outer world is not currently as dark and stormy as the Wanderer so desper
ately wants it to be. This climatic point of the song is accompanied by the semitone 
motive in the bass, just as in "Der Lindenbaum." Schubert hides this on the fore
ground by making it initially sound like an applied dominant to the Neapolitan, but 
in hindsight the astute listener hears it retroactively as a clever rouse—yet another 
parallel with the B section of "Der Lindenbaum." Scale degrees flat 6-5 also plays a 
structural role in the "introspective middle sections of 'Tauschung' and 'Die Neben- 
sonnen' [and, as described below, in "Der Lindenbaum"]".2

2. Walter Everett, "Grief in Winterreise: A Schenkerian Perspective," Music Analysis (July, 1990): 
157-175. "Der Lindenbaum" is mentioned only once, on page 166.

3. Susan Youens, Retracing a Winter's Journey: Schubert's "Winterreise," (Cornell University Press: 
Ithaca, 1991): 153.

4. Youens, Retracing, 59.
5. Ibid., 84.
6. See Richard Taruskin, Music in the Nineteenth Century:The Oxford History of Western Music, (Ox

ford University Press: New York, 2010), Ch. 2, "The Music Trance: The I and the We," accessed 
online July 25, 2012.

Susan Youens writes also about "Der Lindenbaum" in her Retracing a Winter’s Jour
ney: Seubert's "Winterreise." Youens explains that "the linden has a long history his
tory in German literature as the traditional lovers' rendezvous and a symbol of all 
that is gentle and beneficent in Nature, beginning with the songs of the thirteenth
century minnesingers," including the well-known minnesinger Walther von der Vo- 
gelweide (ca. 1170-1220).3 However, in Muller's Winterreise the "fairy tale, supernatu
ral elements" common to German writers such as Uhland, Hoffmann and Tieck are 
not used in order to show "the Wanderer's denial of any possibility of transcendence, 
whether through mysticism, allegory, symbolism, enchantment, magic, God, regres
sion to childhood, or any of the myriad ways in which personal experience is seen 
as belonging to a larger order."4 This denial of transcendence is embodied in "Der 
Lindenbaum" when the Wanderer refuses to succumb to blissful death under the 
tree. Youens also writes of the importance of memory and time. During the first 
four songs of the cycle the Wanderer has learned the effects of time on (reshaping 
memory. And in Winterreise, the present holds the trump card—or as Youen writes, 
"remembrance is more shaped by the moment than the moment by remembrance."5

Europeans, especially artists, during the nineteenth century cultivated an ob
session with dualistic concepts of self and other. In reaction against the Enlight
enment ideal of external objectivity ("the Truth") Romantics turned their attention 
towards inward subjectivity ("Truth"). Richard Taruskin writes that one possible 
reason for this pivot of ideology is a loss of faith in the search for the single, objec
tive Truth because this was used as an excuse for imperialism and the French "Ter
ror" at the end of the eighteenth century.6 This fascination with inward perception, 
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and subjectivity—which would later become hallmarks of the Romantic artist—are 
clearly present in Muller and Schubert, artists who were riding the first waves of the 
irrational Romantic tide.

The subjective examination of personal experience of self and other unsurpris
ingly appears in the vast majority of scores penned by Schubert. The first strophe of 
"Der Lindenbaum" could be mistaken for a simple song for amateur performers at a 
quick first glance. However the introduction that precedes it clearly requires consid
erable skill to perform well. This irony of Schubert attempting to "hide" his artistic 
gift and mimic (on the surface) his perception of a simple composer of meager skill 
arises repeatedly in his music. Taruskin writes, "that master of irony, coupled with 
an umparalleled capacity to find the psychological 'interior' dimension in the poems 
he put to music, set Schubert apart from his songwriting contemporaries from the 
very beginning of his songwriting career."7 Schubert's ability to write original music 
of great depth while utilizing what were considered lower, folk-structures makes 
him a wonderful match for Muller, who does precisely the same with poetry—which 
earned Muller the praise of a young Heine.8

7. Taruskin, Music, Ch. 3, "Volkstumlichkeit: Schubert and Romantic Irony."
8. Youens, Retracing, 19.
9. Remember that schenkerian theory describes how music functions, not necessarily the way it 

was composed, by which I mean the temporal stages of drafting that the composer through in 
the writing process.

10. For explication, see Charles Burkhart, "Schenker's 'Motivic Parallelisms'," Journal of Music 
Theory (Vol. 22, No. 2): 145-75.

As this paper builds upon a graphical (or "schenkerian") analysis by Everett, it 
naturally contains elements of Schenker's theoretical approach. Schenker developed 
over the course of his career a methodology for analyzing tonal music as a series 
of levels. Following a platonic concept of Form, Schenker labeled the musical fore
ground (aka score) as the lowest level, and the deepest skeletal level that supports the 
entire work as the highest level. Each level in the between is constructed by adding 
ornamentation to the level above it.9 This system allows for a nuanced examination of 
the structure of a piece of music, for these elements that are normally hidden below 
the surface jump off the page in the "middleground" levels. Of course this is painting 
a picture with the wide strokes, and leaves out many of its implications.

Without relying on schenkerian techniques, the thesis presented here would be 
next to impossible for the very notion that a upper-neighbor diminution can be la
beled a motive—let alone an integral feature of the overall structure of a piece—is 
unique to Schenker's theory.10 This said, I will not be using a strict, traditional schen
kerian approach for the sake of accessibility to the widest possible audience. The 
majority of this paper will deal with the foreground level only, and does not examine 
the traditional interest of middleground levels properly. There is only one example 
that uses graphical technique to show a motive that is slightly below the surface, and 
was included in an attempt to quickly and intuitively show this motive, hopefully 
even to those with little familiarity to this approach.
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Brief Overview

"Der Lindenbaum" is the fifth song in Winterreise, the same ordering as Muller's final 
collection. The poem begins by describing a linden tree under which the Wanderer 
created many fond memories of time spent with his beloved. Walking past it on his 
winter trek is so emotionally difficult that he must close his eyes even though it is 
dark. The wind whistling in the branches calls out to the Wanderer, inviting him to 
find eternal rest with the tree.11

11. See the Appendix for text and translation.
12. "The associations of E major with joy, nature, and innocence and of E minor with melancholia 

are affirmed in the internal trio [of]... "Der Lindenbaum," "Wasserflut," and "Auf dem Flusse 
..." Youens, Retracing, 100.

The poem is divided into several sections: stanzas one and two provide the set
ting and hint at the nostalgic memories that the Wanderer had under the tree. The 
middle section, encompassing stanzas three, four and five, describe the more recent 
past: his earlier passing by the tree during his lonely journey. The sixth and final 
stanza reveals that the Wanderer is now "many hours" past the tree, and represents 
the present in which the Wanderer sings his lament. Schubert's setting of the poem 
uses a similar formal structure: the song is strophic, with the first strophe encom
passing the first two stanzas (section/strophe A), the second strophe uses the third 
and fourth stanzas (strophe A'), and the final stanza gets its own strophe (strophe A"). 
These three strophes are consistent with the division of the text as stated above—ex
cept for the intrusion of stanza five, which will be discussed later. The main body of 
the song is bookended by a theme used as an introduction, codetta, and as a connect
ing link/miniature introduction to each strophe. This Lied, in the key of E, is the first 
of the half dozen in this cycle of twenty-four that are in the major mode.12

Scale Degrees (5) 6-5 Motive

From the very outset of the piece, it is unclear whether it is more appropriate to use 
the label scale degrees 5-6-5 or 6-5. For example, the first time the motive is heard 
(m. 2), it may be described either as an upper-neighbor motive with a register shift 
or as an incomplete upper-neighbor by separating the C sharp.-B4 from the B3 on the 
downbeat (Ex. 1). Schubert heightens the ambiguity during the second occurrence 
by inserting a sixteenth-note rest between the initial B and the following C sharp-B 
in m. 4 (see Ex. 2). I refer to the motive using the label that most accurately describes 
its setting at that particular place in the score: scale degrees 5-6-5, 6-5, 5- flat 6- 5, 
flat 6-5. Heard prominently in its first appearance in m. 2, the motive is used in ev
ery section of "Der Lindenbaum" as a snap shot of the temperament of the section. 
Depending on the context, an appropriate variation is selected by Schubert from the 
motivic realm.

The introductory theme—mm. 1 through 8—consists of a triplet pattern in the 
right hand of the piano and a sustained E and B in the left hand (Ex. 1). A tonic 
harmony is prolonged throughout the first phrase with neighbor—and passing-tone 
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ornamentation with sixteenth-note triplets in the right hand, creating a serene atmo
sphere suggestive of a gentle breeze rustling through tree branches. The triplet fig
ure disappears in m. 2, and only three notes—a dotted eighth, a sixteenth and a half 
note—are heard in the right hand. Indeed the only moving tones in the measure spell 
out the scale degrees 5-6-5 motive—B-C sharp-B in E major—with scale degrees 6-5 
leaping up an octave from the first scale degree 5. If the opening measure evokes the 
feeling of a pleasant summer breeze floating through trees, then m. 2 complements 
this gentle rhythmic activity with a short, rhythmic pause—a lull in the breeze.13 14 The 
sparse second measure stands out from the other measures of the introduction; the 
playful leap up into the middle of the staff makes 6-5 the highest sounding pitches so 
far—but still within a comfortable register.

13. Youens argues that the upper-neighbor motion in m. 2 is evocative of a distant horn call (heard 
during a lull in the breeze), hinting at "idealized Romatic memories of the past" and of Nature. 
Youens, Retracting, 161.

14. Franz Schubert, "Der Lindenbaum" from Winterreise. Ein Cyclus von Liedern von Wilhelm Muller, 
op. 89, collected in Franz Schuberts Werke, Erste kritisch durchgesehene Gesamnitausgabe, Serie XX, 
No. 517-540, Lieder und Gesdnge, Neunter Band (Breitkopf & Hartel, Leipzig: 1895).

Example 1. "Der Lindenbaum," mm. 1-2.M In all examples, boxes 
and brackets show scale degrees 5-6-5 motive.

The first measure is transposed up an octave to create m. 3, and the triplet pattern 
in the right hand continues across the bar line, extending the original idea for an 
additional four measures. A mere two measures after the first appearance, the scale 
degrees 5-6-5 motive appears again, which is the first time that the left hand is given 
a melody (Ex. 2). The phrase moves to C sharp through a chromatic passing tone. B 
sharp appears on the final eighth-note of m. 4, and is twice heard in m. 5, leading to 
a downward, scalar bass line that cadences on B. The B sharp, heard here in the low
est voice, undercuts the diatonic stability of the previous measures, and foreshadows 
later development. Schubert uses chromaticism to poke holes in the stability of "Der 
Lindenbaum." He sneaks in only a couple of chromatic tones at first—B sharp, which 
will become C later—seem harmless at first, but are really preparation for what is to 
come. As the song progresses and tension builds, more and more chromatic pitches 
are used. In hindsight, these notes may be understood to be hints of the highly chro
matic, miserable reality piercing the veil of an idyllic dream-scape.
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Example 2. "Der Lindenbaum," mm. 3-8.

The second appearance of the scale degrees 5-6-5 motive (m. 4) is less pronounced 
than the first (m. 2). Here in m. 4 it is transposed down into the bass register giving 
the left hand a melody and contrasting the perfect-fifth drone of the first three bars, 
which sets it roughly an octave below the second-lowest voice—the inverse of m. 2, 
where the motive was an octave above the second-highest voice (Compare Ex. 1 and 
2). Immediately after the first three notes of the left hand in m. 4, the fourth (and 
anacrusis to m. 5) is the first chromatically altered pitch of the song: B sharp. This B 
sharp, as mentioned above, is used to connect the motive in m. 4 with the following 
bar, making it clear that the second appearance of scale degrees 5-6-5 is the seed of a 
larger phrase, and not another isolated cell. The B sharp sounds twice in m. 5 before 
B natural is reestablished at the end of the bar, beginning a stepwise descent to Br15 
If mm. 4-8 are examined on a deeper structural level, then a larger scale degrees 
5-6-5 motive becomes apparent; stretching from the downbeat of m. 4 to the end of 
m.5 (Ex. 3). After this development, over a dozen measures pass before the motive 
reappears.

15. Octave designations are in the "Scientific Pitch Notation" format, where middle C = C4~ 256- 
64 Hz.
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Example 3. "Der Lindenbaum," Graphical reduction of mm. 4-7.

The next time a scale degrees 5-6-5 motive is heard, it is embedded into the middle 
of the vocal phrase in strophe A (Ex. 4a). Strophe A begins with the voice entering on 
the anacrusis to m. 9 and the piano assuming a conservative accompanimental role 
in contrast to the rhythmically-active introduction. As this section gives the setting 
and some background information about the Wanderer's past and the warm, com
forting meaning of the tree to him, Schubert writes calm, diatonic music consisting 
of mostly tonic harmonies with a few intervening dominant chords. The pure dia
tonicism of strophe A (mm. 9-24) is not disrupted until m. 17 by a tritone leap in the 
lowest sounding voice from E to A sharp—the only chromatically-altered pitch of the 
strophe.

Example 4b. "Der Lindenbaum," Anacrusis to m. 24.
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In strophe A the scale degrees 5-6-5 motive is unobtrusive, manifesting as simple 
decoration in the middle of a vocal phrase. Upper-neighbor motion is routine in the 
common-practice era tonal language, but in m. 19 Schubert draws attention to the 
upper-neighbor by placing it on the downbeat of m. 19, doubling the motion in both 
hands of the piano, and adding a fortepiano (fp). After the half-cadence on the down
beat of m. 20 the piano quickly imitates the voice by playing the same motive in the 
same octave (doubled an octave below in the left hand, as well). After the perfect- 
authentic cadence that closes strophe A, the piano sounds the motive: C sharp-B (Ex. 
4b). In m. 24 the motive is modified by substituting a leap for the initial step up to 
6, giving a very subtle sense that the closure is not complete, that there is still unre
solved tension.

The opening theme is used as an introduction to each of the strophes, each time 
modified to suite the mood of the following passage. Instead of quoting the first three 
measures of the Lied exactly, Schubert transforms them into the parallel-minor mode 
in mm. 25-27. By transforming them Schubert offers a few moments for the listener to 
become accustomed to the minor mode before the start of the strophe proper. Setting 
the first half of strophe A1 (mm. 29-36) in minor yields a stark, forlorn aesthetic to the 
music that complements the imagery of wandering with closed eyes even though it 
is "the dead of [a wintery] night."

Using the minor mode also causes the scale degrees 6-5 motive to become scale 
degrees flat 6-5, as in m. 26: Schubert has now merged two of the most prominent 
features of the opening theme—the scale degrees 6-5 call of m. 2 and the scale degree 
sharp 5 of m. 4.The now familiar 5-6-5 motive no longer has the reassuring nature 
it did in m. 2 and has taken on a more ominous quality due to the chromatic up
per neighbor transformation.16 Schubert abruptly ends the shortened version of the 
opening theme with scale degrees flat 6-5transposed down three octaves giving the 
motive emphasis to show the importance of this change of mood in the scale degrees 
flat 6-5gesture, and recalling the same register as at the end of the opening theme in 
m. 8.

16. See Everett, "Grief in Winterreise," for an explication of tone painting grief with scale degrees 
flat 6-5.

Strophe A (mm. 29-44) has a similar vocal melodic contour to strophe A, but be
gins in E minor. In addition to setting the first half of strophe A in minor, Schubert 
also weaves in a subtle scale degrees 5- flat 6- 5 into the penultimate measure of the 
first two phrases. The piano plays a V-chord arpeggio with 4-3 suspension in octaves 
during these two measures. One might expect to find the pitch class B on each beat 
of the measure, but instead Schubert writes C on beat two of the bar, creating a scale 
degrees 5- flat 6- 5 motive on beats one, two and three respectively (Ex. 5). Now the 
motive is woven into the music in new ways, building further tension.

Halfway through, strophe A reverts to the tonic major (m. 37) just as abruptly 
as the shift to minor occurred. Parallel minor was an appropriate fit for the third 
stanza, which hints at the Wanderer's pain and isolation. The switch back to the 
original mode—usually a solid, comfortable sensation—now has an oddly suspect 
air to it. The latter half of strophe A contains the first appearance of the supernatural 
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in the poem: the tree seems to talk to the 
Wanderer. By returning to the major mode 
of strophe A, Schubert associates E major 
with a sensibility of dreams and memo
ries, of occurring only in the mind and 
not the corporeal world. The linden tree 
says to the Wanderer, "Here you will find 
your peace!," and on the surface the major 
mode is a natural fit for an image of tran
quility. But looking a little deeper yields a 
darker reading. "Der Lindenbaum" is in 
the middle of a cycle of songs depicting se
vere, Romantic grief through psychologi
cal meditations rather than narrative plot. 
Strophe A' informs the listener of the pain 
the Wanderer feels recalling the happy 
memories he made under the linden tree.

a) Score

b) Reduction showing scale 
degrees 5- flat 6- 5 in bass

Example 5. "Der Lindenbaum,' 
piano only, mm. 31 and 35.

Their contrast to his miserable present is so 
extreme that he cannot bear even to look at 
the linden tree. Thus, the turn to E major 
should be seen as ironic.

The B section, mm. 46-58, is the most 
chromatic section of the entire song. All 
twelve pitch classes of the chromatic scale 
appear in these dozen measures. Just as 
the previous strophes are introduced by a 
shortened version of the opening motive, 
so too is the B section. Whereas A begins 
with a sudden shift to the parallel minor 
mode in the introductory passage, the B 
section's introduction begins with an even 
more striking forzando (fz) on a chord retroactively understood as a Gr+6. The bass 
motion in this section consists almost exclusively of the flat 6-5motive, with two mea
sures of arpeggio of the B major triad. The bass arpeggios are prolonging the B that 
is part of a larger scale degrees flat 6-5, and even these decorations contain an orna
mental C (see first and last bars of Ex. 6, left hand).

The introduction to strophe A is four measures long, and closely resembles the 
opening few measures. In m. 45, the right hand has a similar contour to the first mea
sure of the song, but the outlined Gr+6 chord lacks the stability of a tonic triad and 
the forzando is the antithesis of the opening pianissimo. Also unusual is the fact that 
the voice enters after only two-and-a-half beats, blurring the distinction between 
introduction and section proper. In fact, the introductory theme is expanded and 
developed until it becomes the B section: the right-hand triplets continue throughout 
even as the voice sings, there is heavy emphasis on C-B, stark dynamic differences, 
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highly chromaticized phrases giving virtually no stable tonal sensation, and an 
unpredictable, fragmented vocal melody that has little regard for melodic fluency. 
These factors combine to make an incredibly tension-filled section in the middle of 
an otherwise peaceful-sounding song.

Section B contrasts the Ax sections almost to the point of becoming its own song. 
By using the introductory theme as the foundation, however, Schubert firmly ties 
the volatile B section to the rest of the song. By extensively using the triplet "wind" 
motive of the right hand in the piano, Schubert confirms the reading of the triplets— 
stanza five, the text of the B section, is the only time the poem directly mentions the 
wind; and this is the only section where the triplet rhythms are used throughout. 
The tension has been building in strophes A and A up to the B section by alternating 
between the serene and melancholic moods, demonstrated musically in part by con
trasting E major with the subversive chromaticism, respectively. Roughly two-thirds 
into "Der Lindenbaum," the tension explodes into the climatic B section, giving a 
powerful reminder that the pleasant moods are no more than impermanent halluci
nations, and the tortuous reality cannot be bottled-up for long.

A quick analysis of the B section yields a profusion of the scale degrees 5- flat 6- 5 
motive. Indeed, save the last two measures, which quote the end of the opening 
theme verbatim, there is not a single measure without scale degrees 5- flat 6- 5 motion. 
Often there are several occurrences of scale degrees 5- flat 6- 5 doubled and even 
overlapping in the different voices of the piano and voice (Ex. 6). The heavy emphasis 
on C-B adds to the tension of this section that seems to have materialized ex nihilo 
when compared to the lullaby sensibility of the other sections. The first lines of the 
stanza invoke a harsh winter wind blowing directly into the Narrator's face. During 
winter in a northern climate, a freezing wind can appear quite suddenly and have a 
stunning or arresting effect. Schubert invokes this musically by having a dramatic B 
section that is connected with the rest of the song in only two significant ways: first, 
the use of the triplet rhythms from the opening theme that we are accustomed to 
hearing as wind; and second, the scale degrees 5- flat 6- 5 motive, also distilled from 
the opening theme.

Example 6. "Der Lindenbaum," mm. 46-48.

The last line of text before the dramatic change is the tree offering peace to the 
Wanderer; and the music is oddly calm, with the reassuring lullaby-quality of stro
phes Ax invoking the Romantic image of the deep sleep of the dead. By the very fact 
that the poem does not end here, we understand that the Wanderer has not stopped 
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to find his peace with the tree but has continued on. The contrast between the Ax 
strophes and B section drives home the ironic usage of modality. Normally major is 
used to depict life, and minor to depict death or nightmares. In "Der Lindenbaum" 
Schubert uses major to paint illusory memories and the personified linden tree's en
ticing call for suicide, and minor for the harsh, suffering reality, and perhaps the 
failure to commit suicide—and continuing to live is generally not seen as more lam
entable than death. This "artful modal mixture" is of course now known to be "abso
lutely basic to Schubert's harmonic idiom."17

17. Taruskin, Music, Ch. 3, "Volkstunilichkeit: Schubert and Romantic Irony."

If the irony of strophes A and A is not blatantly obvious, strophe A" (mm. 59-76) 
surely is. Following the B section, the diatonic harmony feels even more serene than 
it did in the first two strophes. Strophe A" confirms that the Wanderer is now "many 
hours | Away from that spot," still alive because he still hears the tree calling to 
him. Although alive, the section seems unnaturally calm after the agitated reality 
has just been revealed in the B section. The last strophe gives the sensation of numb
ness of the Wanderer, both physically as hypothermia from the freezing wind, and 
emotionally resigned as he realizes that the happy memories of strophe A are long 
past and no longer give him a reason to live, and must continue his trek without their 
comfort. To accentuate the contrast with section B even more, Schubert writes not one 
chromatically-altered pitch in the entire strophe—the only section in the song that 
has zero chromaticism. Measures 67 and 71 have been sanitized of the A sharp in 
mm. 17 and 21. The scale degrees 5-6-5 motives occur in the same respective places 
as in strophe A, in the same forms. Strophe A" also contains a two-bar extension of 
the final vocal phrase, as though the Wanderer cannot seem to let go of the fact that 
under the linden tree he "would have found peace!"

"Der Lindenbaum" is infused with irony in a remarkable number of ways. On a 
large scale, there are the contrasts of modality, which Schubert uses in an unexpected 
manner, such as depicting death with major and life with heavy minor. The similar 
beginning and ending give a sense of stasis, that even though the Wanderer experi
ences an emotional roller coaster during these eighty measures, that he has not truly 
progressed anywhere. This could be literal, with the last stanza revealing that the 
Wanderer is retelling what happened to him earlier, thus not even physically pro
gressing from point A to B. Less literally, it could be that he has felt these emotions, 
but is still no closer to relieving his suffering. The opening theme, which is closely 
associated with the linden tree, is almost rewritten as the closing theme, suggesting 
that the tree is truly just a tree, and of course does not act in the anthropomorphic 
manner that the Wanderer imagines.

On a smaller scale, Schubert uses chromaticism and the scale degrees 5-6-5 mo
tive as clues of the irony. These subtle compositional techniques are microcosms of 
the larger climate of the piece. It is as if Schubert were able to distill the atmospheric 
essence into only a few notes, and then from them grow larger structures once again. 
The small scale hints may seem quite subtle or insignificant at first, but as "Der Lin
denbaum" continues, they demand more and more attention until the scale degrees 
5-6-5 motive and chromaticism explode in the B section, only to fade once more into 



“Der Lindenbaum”: Ironic Dualism in Schubert’s Winterreise | 53

the background. It is as if in the closing moments of the Lied, Schubert is providing 
us an opportunity to hear and understand just how important these seemingly tiny 
compositional practices really were even in the opening sections with newly found 
appreciation gained in the freezing whirlwind that is the B section.

Appendix

"Der Lindenbaum" "The Linden Tree"
Am Brunnen vor dem Thore By the fountain, near the gate,
da steht ein Lindenbaum; There stands a linden tree;
ich trdunit' in seineni Schatten I have dreamt in its shadows
so manchen siissen Trauni. So many sweet dreams.
Ich schnitt in seine Rinde I carved on its bark
so munches Hebe Wort; So many loving words;
es zog in Freud' und Leide I was always drawn to it,
zu ihm mich immerfort. Whether in joy or in sorrow.
Ich musst' auch heute wandern Today, too, I had to pass it
vorbei in tiefer nacht, In the dead of night.
da hab’ ich noch ini Dunkel And even in the darkness
die Augen zugemacht. I had to close my eyes.
Und seine Zweige rauschten, And its branches rustled
als riefen sie mir zu: As if calling to me:
komm her zu mir, Geselle, "Come here, to me; friend,
hier find’st du deine Ruh! Here you will find your peace!"
Die kalten Winde bliesen The frigid wind blew
mir grad' in's Angesicht, Straight in my face,
der Hut flog mir voni Kopfe, My hat flew from my head,
ich wendete mich nicht. I did not turn back.
Nun bin ich nianche Stunde Now I am many hours
entfernt von jenem Ort, Away from that spot,
und immer hor’ ich's rauschen: And still I hear the rustling:
du fondest Ruhe dort! There vou would have found neace!

All German text as set by Schubert and as appears in the score (see fn 5). English translation 
of "The Linden Tree" by Arthur Rishi, www.recmusic.com, (accessed 10/31/2011).

http://www.recmusic.com


The Moon and Her Lover

Teresa Heck, University of Minnesota Duluth

T
he ancient, jagged, bristling range
Glistens with its hoary frost,

Staring down the drifting clouds

Fr' Whence glittering snow is sparkling tossed. The weary sun

Soars high ahead

As the chalky-white moon

Remembers with dread

The years and the tears

Of grim human War;

The leers and cold sneers

Which angrily tore

Away, whole sweet lives,

From good body's core,

Consumed in Harsh Fires

And smashed into gore.

The whispery winds as they soar high above,

Call out to the Moon, "It's over, my love;

The raging black maelstroms of buzzing-fierce flies; The flashes of Bomb-Light that 

closed such young eyes; That cruel human race which created such pain,
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Our Mightiest Creator hath swept down the drain.

Look now and laugh for the peace of the Sea,

The creaking old Pines as they bow down to me,

The groaning deep rumbles of Earth as it glides

Through light-spans of dark space. And Great Moon, BESIDES The echoing cities of 

bare steel and bone,

For what long-dead cause do you constantly moan?"

The moon sailed in silence and, thinking, looked down,

At the twisting white cloud-stripes

That formed Old Earth's crown.

"I weep for the Satellites that, glittering, flew

Like Angels of Steel Life, o'er Earth we once knew.

I yearn for the desperate, searching sharp gaze

Of the huge-built Observ'tries, which scanned through the haze At the far-off hot reaches 

of radiant fire. ...

For life they did search, with most desperate desire."

The wind he did howl as he arced through the sky.

He felt with surprise the weak tears in his eye.

"Great Moon, can't you see, though! The humans were Fools! They burned up their trees 

and cut poore Earth for jewels! They killed for deep lust of their Papery Gold, 

They wasted whole fieldloads of food that they'd sowed.

They chopped and they dinner'd on poore kinsbeasts' heads, Then prolongued their 

lifespans with sickly-thick Meds!
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A dastardly lot they all goddamned were!

Now look and see Earth, AS IT IS, clean and pure!"

The angry Ione wind

Switched to bellowing yell,

And Shrieked through the land

Like a bat out of Hell.

He toppled the trees and pelted the rain

And blasted the cities like he was insane.

As the thick, gloppy mud obscured from her view

The skeletal buildings of humans she knew,

Her thoughts sadly turned to her life in the sky.

"How sorrowful, how! That the Moon cannot die...."

The sun, mean and red now, with flames trailing far,

Said soft to the Moon, "Your life cannot mar?

Your beauty is perfect? Your loneliness grim ... ?

. .. Say, here! I will send ye,

Bache'lor from the Rim ..."

A racing, swift comet flew swiftly beside

The bulk of Cold Pluto, and then, turning wide,

Slammed a full impact 'to Great Moon's pocked hide.

The Moon, then, she splintered, with deathly-sharp scream, And toppled from Orbit, as 

though in a Dream;

And Plunged into the Earth, and smashed, and a grumble Growled through the hills as 

Old Earth he did mumble. The wind saw it happen and cried to the Sun,

"You cruel man! You bastard! JUST LOOK WHAT YOU'VE DONE!" And the Sun said, 

"Be happy.... For now you are one."



Gossamer Skyscrapers Cannot Stand

Ian Williams, Fairmont State University

in the back of my mind, imbued 
by sage and brewed earl grey 
strolled the spider as it twirled 
idly up the velvet curtains 
by some cruelly contrived twist of fate

tndy, i supposed, truly i doubted 
its success in weaving its web 
i doubted its ascent into the heavens 
by treading up such a sticky tower 
babel never ended well 
indeed, babel only ended

more likely, i thought, more likely 
the spider would stop stock-still 
and in an instant would begin 
an odd construction
a house without walls like
a cloth without thread 
cut and measured for 
some morbid purpose

yet, as i watched and as i waited 
the spider plodded ever onward 
kept along and forward pressed 
by some inward gumption, sometimes 
he would pause, as if to think 
he woidd mire motionless and pretend 
that he had become fused 
to the fabric, alas!
he hadn't.
so still he wanders:
the architect without a home.
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Government Censorship against the 
Utilization of Social Media to Organize

Dannie Fountain, Albion College

Introduction

In Egypt, social media rapidly became a tool in the multitude of anti-Mubarak move
ments that existed until late 2011. In fact, "some observers deem social media [to be] 
the main force behind the popular movement against authoritarian regimes in the 
Middle East..(Lim 231). However, with the advent of internet censorship as a tool 
at the Mubarak regime's disposal, those anti-Mubarak and other oppositional move
ments struggled momentarily. They lost some ground and some of their means for 
organizing and distributing unified information.

Through an ethical analysis of the Egyptian government's decision to censor the 
internet, a clear outcome and consensus is determined. From an ends-based and a 
rule-based perspective, the government's decision to censor (or turn off) access to the 
internet is immoral.

Diverse Movements Produce Results

Protesting and opposition movements in Egypt sprang up as early as 2004, but the 
strongest movements were Kefaya, the April 6th Youth, and "We are all Khaled Said", 
as well as the protests in early 2011.

Kefaya is "the movement that started it all". Started in late 2004, Kefaya was the 
first street protest that demanded only that Mubarak step down. Just under 1,000 ac
tivists gathered at the High Court building, demanding his resignation, wearing yel
low stickers reading "Kefaya" over their mouths. Kefaya, literally translated, means 
"enough" and that simple message appealed to a diverse group, including judges, 
lawyers, journalists, writers, workers, farmers, women, the youth, and even children 
(Lim 236). It united various political parties and was actually inspired by the Or
ange Revolution in Ukraine. The initial success of Kefaya resulted not only from the 
simple message but also from the strategic use of information and communication 
technologies - including social media. The advent of Kefaya also signaled the begin
ning of the Blogging Era in Egypt. By 2005, a year after the initial Kefaya protest, the 
number of bloggers had gone from 40 to 400, aiding the spread of the Kefaya move
ment (Lim 237).
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We Are All Khaled Said began in June of 2010. Khaled Said, the face of the move
ment, was a handsome, educated, middle-class Egyptian who was seized by police 
in an internet cafe on June 6lh, 2010. He was beaten to death in the street, as the police 
claimed that his arrest was due to drug-related charges. However, when videos sur
faced on YouTube showing his beating, another story came to light - that he was in 
possession of a video showing a police officer sharing in the items collected from a 
drug bust. The movement called on followers to go to Alexandria and Cairo to pro
test Said's murder and the Facebook page rapidly became the most followed dissident 
group in Egypt. The protesting went on for three months and included thousands 
of Egyptians, including a Nobel Peace Prize laureate (Lim 241-242). The We Are All 
Khaled Said movement also saw an increase in blog use, as the story of Said found 
itself woven into the longstanding online campaign against torture waged through 
blogs such as Nael Atef's Torture in Egypt (Lim 241).

The April 6th Youth movement was slightly different, but had a similar goal - make 
the Mubarak administration take notice. The movement was aptly named due to its 
call for a general strike on April 6th, 2008. It represented young Egyptians of differing 
political views. It was formed in response to the resurgence in the Egyptian Labor 
Movement. The Mubarak regime had repressed organized labor, but the April 6th 
Youth sought to expand the labor protest into a broader popular movement, making 
preparations for prodemocracy (Lim 239-241). The April 6th movement pulled some 
of its motivation from Kefaya, the renewal of the Emergency Law, and the escalation 
of police brutality. The April 6th movement carried on the strategy of Kefaya and 
We Are all Khaled Said through its effective use of blogs, Flickr, YouTube, and other 
forms of social media. In less than 8 months, the April 6th Facebook page had grown 
to 70,000 members, a remarkable figure given that the total number of Facebook us
ers in Egypt at the time was less than 900,000 (Lim 240).

What incited the latest uprising in Egypt was "a preposterously fraudulent 2010 
national election and a not uncommon act of unforgivable brutality by security 
agents" (Andersen 3). One journalist, Yuri Kozyrev, cited his experience in Egypt as 
follows:

"The protests were well under way when I got to Tahrir Square in late Janu
ary, and their size and scope took my breath away: in two decades of covering the 
Middle East, I had never encountered anything like this. There was huge fight
ing between the pro-government supports and revolutionaries. ... I saw a lot 
of families —not just young men or revolutionaries —and everyone was helping 
each other, praying together. . . . Everybody was waiting for Mubarak to make 
the right decision, and suddenly it happened. And it was so emotional: people 
crying, shouting, screaming ... it was incredible. The next morning, it was over. 
The army was kicking everyone out. They weren't friendly-there was a feeling of 
'You got what you wanted. Now, get out.’ Of all the revolutions I covered, Egypt 
was the most special" (Kozyrev 1).

The protest was the most emotional yet, however, it had the most lasting impact. 
Near the end of the 2011 protest, Mubarak finally stepped down.
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Online Activism in Egypt

The Egyptian uprising that transpired in early 2011 displayed a relationship between 
social media and political change that is new to the world of protest and censorship. 
Even before that specific political uprising, some of the most successful movements 
in Egypt, including Kefaya, the April 6lh Youth, and "We are all Khaled Said", used 
social media to reach a broader people group. Social media has allowed opposition 
leaders to create unifying symbols and take online activism into the real world. The 
use of the internet in Egypt was clear - it turned an issue once only discussed in 
online forums into a real, tangible protest. One CNN article makes this feeling clear

"When the Egyptian government shut down the internet for five days during 
the protests, people on the streets turned to word of mouth, or they just looked 
out windows to see what was happening. Perhaps the internet was a spark of the 
revolution. But much of the action was being lived out by real people in the real 
world (Sutter 2)."

When access to the internet was shut down, these protests momentarily suffered. 
In the case of the Egyptian uprising in early 2011, the Egyptian government turned 
off access to Twitter and other social media sites, severely hampering the protest 
movement and increasing the chaos within Tahrir Square. As one Cairo resident 
explained it,

"living in Egypt during this time of protest is scary. We lose internet one day 
and have it the next. Citizens have to patrol their own neighborhoods to make sure 
no one gets hurt. I'm not even a participant in the protests and yet I suffer the re
percussions of both sides. My fiance and I wanted nothing more than to head back 
to the United States. We gathered our passports and other necessary documents 
and my father booked us plane tickets from his home in the United States. Our 
friend drove us to the airport, because we couldn't use the internet to check the 
status of our flights. We got there and ended up having to wait just over two days 
to even get near our boarding gate (Cairo Citizen)."

The chaos was present for protestors and other citizens alike and the government's 
actions had a more widespread impact than initially intended.

Looking at the "We Are All Khaled Said" movement, internet censorship took on 
an interesting form. The movement's Facebook page was created by a user through 
a pseudonym, "ElShaheed" (the martyr). The page became the center for debate and 
helped unify and mobilize people throughout the uprising. The Facebook page and 
the pseudonymous account used to create it existed for four months before being 
deactivated in November, 2010 - just before the Egyptian elections. Facebook cited a 
violation of terms, not government action, as it's reasoning behind the shutdown, but 
the page was later officially relaunched (Youmans and York 317).

There is a scarier, darker side to this story, and one that does a good job of dis
playing the double-edged sword that internet activism has shown itself to be. The 
unrest in Egypt was getting overwhelming for Mubarak, and so the regime took 
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action. Wael Ghonim (the Greater of the first Khaled Said page) was abducted by the 
secret police and detained for over 12 days though he hadn't publically admitted that 
he was the creator of "We Are All Khaled Said" (he did so after he was released). The 
question then becomes - how did Mubarak know that Ghonim was responsible for 
the page (Teague 1)? However, regardless of his responsibility, progress was made. 
As the same CNN article explained,

“The young, anonymous, internet-powered dissidents behind the "We Are 
All Khaled Said" Facebook page would surge in popularity over coming months. 
Eventually, they would be credited with helping spark the 18-day revolution that 
began on January 25 and toppled Egyptian President Hosni Mubarak, in power 
for as long as some of them had been alive (Sutter 1)."

It's clear that while each movement may have been separate, the social media move
ment of each influenced the next.

Another case, although in Syria, raises more issues about internet censorship. For 
the "We Are All Khaled Said" movement, the April 6th movement, and the movement 
in early 2011, YouTube was a viral platform for organization. As a result, YouTube 
censorship hampers the protest efforts. In Jiza, Syria, YouTube removed a video of a 
boy who had been tortured and then killed by authorities. Anyone who sought out 
the video found a message saying "This video has been removed as a violation of 
YouTube's policy on shocking and disgusting content" instead. However, YouTube 
has a clause allowing for videos that are educational, documentary, or scientific in 
nature, which creates grey area on the acceptability of taking down videos from the 
protests in Egypt and Syria (Youmans and York 316).

The Ethics behind Internet Censorship

The issue of Internet Censorship and its impact on oppositional movements can be 
explored through the application of two ethical traditions: Ends-Based Ethics and 
Rule-Based Ethics. These two traditions allow for the government viewpoint and the 
opposition leader viewpoint to be explored, thus truly delving to the ethical roots of 
the issue.

Ends-Based Ethics, specifically Utilitarianism, argues that for an action to be mor
al, it must produce good (or favorable) results. Additionally, according to Anthony El
lis' ideas on utilitarianism, ends-based arguments typically argue that the only thing 
that is good is well-being, and the only factor that maters when discussing a critical 
issue such as this is the overall consequences (Ellis 158-161). The moral criterion is 
the overall outcome, involving goals, means, and results. Consequences of human 
choices are given priority. Combining these premises, it is clear that there is one 
moral goal: maximizing well-being or utility. If an action is immoral, but produces 
good results, then the action is considered moral.

Utilitarianism also states that an agent (whether an individual person or a gov
ernment) is only morally obligated to perform an action, in this case censoring or 
shutting off the internet, if it has the best consequences or maximizes the good (Ellis 
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158). “Good" is defined as being beneficial to more than just a simple majority of the 
people or things affected by the action that is morally in question.

Rule-Based Ethics, specifically Kantianism, does exactly what it suggests - evalu
ates an issue based on a rule that could be applied as a general principle that is 
always followed. A rule based approach to ethics will give priority to any stand
ing rules, regulations, and/or policies to determine ethical behavior. According to 
a definition used by the Canadian government, "The law is considered an absolute 
in determining what should or should not be done. A rule-based ethics will prefer 
programs that develop elaborate and comprehensive codes designed to deal with as 
many situations as possible and emphasize compliance with rules" (Canada).

Rule based ethics argues that an action isn't moral purely on the "goodness" of its 
consequences, rather that actions are judged by the "goodness" of the action itself. 
When looking at Thomas Donaldson's writings on Kant's Global Rationalism, both 
rule-based thinking and Kant's theology are based in deontological thought, mean
ing that they consider the "agent" and his motives, as well as the principles and 
precepts of the proposed ethical issue, not just the end results (Donaldson 136-140). 
Rule based ethics considers more than just an outcome. If immoral actions were used 
to achieve an outcome, even if the outcome was good, the entire decision would be 
immoral, because the initial action was.

Through the application of Ends-Based Ethics (specifically Utilitarianism) to the 
idea of government use of internet censorship as a tactic to repress opposition, one 
would find it unethical. In the case of Egypt, thousands of people poured into Tahrir 
Square to protest various issues, specifically the 2010 election. Hundreds of thou
sands more participated on online protests, whether it was one tweet or Facebook 
status or thousands of posts online. Considering that Egypt has a population of only 
83 million, "hundreds of thousands" of people is a significant impact. The moral 
criteria used to decide whether the action is moral include the overall outcome, in
volving goals, means, and results. The motivation behind the Mubarak regime's de
cision was to hamper the protest results through a lack of access to communication. 
However, the results were quite the opposite. While access to communication was 
hampered, by the time the Mubarak regime made the call to turn off the internet, 
protestors were already organized in Tahrir Square. His actions only inflamed them 
further, thus sparking more opposition and further unrest. Additionally, since a 
large portion of Egypt's population was involved in the protesting, by shutting off 
access to the internet, Mubarak's regime was inhibiting, not benefitting, the majority 
of his action's target audience.

From a rule-based perspective, shutting off access to the internet is not the moral 
thing to do. The action itself is the government using the power that was given to 
it by the people to censor the people's actions. Mubarak's decision to turn off access 
to the internet for five days was unethical because turning off access to a source of 
organization and information, even if it helped Mubarak personally, is wrong on a 
larger level. Mubarak also had poor motives behind his actions. He didn't turn off 
the internet to stifle great violence, as it was his police force inciting much of the vio
lence. He didn't turn off the internet to save lives either, as lives were still lost during
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that five-day period without internet. He turned off the internet purely in the hopes 
that the lack of organized communication would stifle the oppositional movement, 
solidify his place at the head of the Egyptian government, and allow for the protest
ers in Tahrir Square to be forced back to their homes and daily lives.

Conclusion

Considering the issue of internet censorship in Egypt from two different ethical tra
ditions allows for a clear and wholly rounded view of the issue. However, because 
both traditions indicate the decision to censor access to the internet as being immor
al, Mubarak should not have acted as he did. Utilitarianism showed that the outcome 
of the decision caused the censorship to be immoral, as the decision did not benefit 
more than a simple majority of the Egyptian people. Kantianism showed that the ac
tion itself was moral, because the motives behind it were tainted and it was not the 
best option available to promoting peace in Tahrir Square and in Egypt as a whole.
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The Fall

Amy Hinman, Grand Valley State University

Mostly I like to be forgotten. I don't care if someone I meet forgets my name as 
soon as I've said it. I don't mind, really. It'll be my job to remember you. That's why 
I never have any pets besides a goldfish; their memories are only a few seconds and 
you don't have to do much to impress a fish. They circle endlessly, glassy eyed and 
placid. They all look the same—that's another reason I like fish. Once one goes, I have 
no problem buying another swimming, golden bullet. They come and go, and I am 
memorable for a few seconds. I like it that way I think.

I bought my grandpa a goldfish. I brought it to his room last week; he can feed it 
and he can watch it and every Thursday I can come and change the water. Goldfish 
don't do well in bowls. They need bubbles and stuff, but if the water gets changed 
pretty often, they tend to live at least a month or so. I don't think grandpa would 
notice if his fish died, but I gave one of his nurses my number, just in case I needed to 
buy another. His fish would be, at least, immortal.

I try to stop by his nursing home at least twice a week. It's only ten minutes from 
school, and sometimes I can do homework, so it's no big deal, really. Most of the time, 
the visits are alright. He has good days and bad days, so I figure that if I come at least 
twice, he'll remember who I am for one of the visits. He usually does, but when he 
started calling me John it was a little strange even though people tell me I look like 
my dad. Even with the occasional mix-up, I like to see him. I brought my guitar a few 
weeks ago. He likes listening to me play. Grandpa used to be really good at guitar. 
Before his fingers started cracking with arthritis, I would sit on the front porch in the 
summer and listen to him play. The sun would set in the glossy mahogany body of 
the instrument, and I was convinced that he was the best person I could ever know. 
The setting sun would cast little shadows around the wrinkles surrounding his eyes, 
and he looked like he had spider webs all over his face. The map-work of gray would 
trace down his face and under his long nose. And when he smiled, more would form 
in the crevices around his cheeks, and under his chin.

"Gramps," I would say, in my little-girl voice, "will you please please please play 
the moon song?" I would pull my knees in close, and smile expectantly. He would 
smile down at me and say "sure, Cass." Plunk, plunk, plunk. He thumped the bass 
string and began to sing:

"Mister moon, mister moon, you're out too soon, the sun is still in the sky. Go back 
to bed, and cover up your head, and wait 'til the sun don't shine." Plunk, plunk, plunk. 
He was the world's best singer.
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Grandpa's wrinkles have gotten deeper, and there are more of them. I don't know 
why I didn't expect them to appear. I suppose that I assumed that he would never 
age, because I didn't know what I would do without him. Because he doesn't expect 
me to be anything I'm not, and even when all we do is play checkers, he smiles like 
I'm the only person in the world he wants to see. And he's still here. Not always 
though—sometimes his mind leaves for a little bit. It departs in the middle of the 
night to explore the deepest caves and loneliest plateaus of his dying mind. It's when 
he is exploring these far reaches of thought that he calls me John.

But I couldn't stop visiting. Not very many people do anymore; dad doesn't like 
seeing him tired all the time, and Aunt Eliza lives in Indiana. After school on Thurs
days, I go and hang out with him. Once in awhile I bring my guitar, but the last time 
I did the lady across the hall complained—really loudly. I felt real bad, but Sharon the 
nurse told me she complained about everything, and not to worry too much. I did 
worry though; I wouldn't want anyone to make my grandpa upset. The music wasn't 
fair to her, no matter how far gone she might have been. The lady across the hall died 
last week. Sometimes I wonder if the other families visiting their old people try to 
guess how long it'll be until grandpa kicks it. I know I would.

A young male nurse checked me in. He was new, and tired-looking. I haven't de
cided if I like when the college kids work here. They pretend to care about you and 
your family; they drop things and they try too hard to imagine that everything is 
fine, and it will always be fine. Well, I know that no, things won't be. I know that one 
of grandpa's bad days will eventually be a good day, and the bad days will be even 
worse. And I do my best to let him know that he is loved, and I do my best to be as 
real as I can. I grumbled silently at the nurse. He fished for the sign-in clipboard, and 
slid it across the counter to me. I scrawled my name in one of the little boxes. "You 
have an hour," he muttered, and I slid the board back. He was definitely new—my 
visits didn't have a time limit.

Grandpa was having a good day; his eyes were bright. "Hello handsome," I said, 
and gave him a kiss on the cheek. He grinned all huge and his smile melted my heart. 
"Hello Cassie." / will forever love this man. I plopped down onto his hospital bed and 
put my hands between my knees. His fish explored the contents of its watery home 
on the bed table next to me. "What do you want to do today grandpa? Checkers? 
Go for a walk?" He loved walking around the garden, especially since it was finally 
starting to be pretty out now that the snow had melted. He'd been in the home for all 
winter and most of the previous fall and I knew he missed being outside, even if it 
was just to get he mail.

"There's a game on Cass, Tigers and Indians. Second game in the series. Sound 
good?" I nodded.

"Perfect." I switched his little T.V. on and pulled the plastic blinds to keep the 
glare off the screen. As he settled into his recliner, I pulled my backpack toward me. 
I brought him lemon cookies.

"Want one?" I held out the bag.
"Don't mind if I do."
"Not too hard?" I usually over baked them.
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"Course not." He grinned and his blue eyes twinkled. It was the moments like this 
that made me want to walk out of the home with the fish and my old man and not 
come back—but only after the game finished.

I liked watching baseball with my gramps. He used to play when he was younger, 
and when I played softball for half a season, he came to every game. I quit after five 
games because I didn't like it when I would have to catch the ball. Catching was 
too much pressure. After I quit softball, mom put me in piano lessons because she 
needed something for me to do. She never thought that I'd actually enjoy music. I 
don't think she expected me to enjoy anything, really. After piano, I learned guitar, 
just for fun. I liked having something to do that I was actually good at. It helped that 
gramps was all excited that I had taken up something he used to do. After softball 
was ruled out, guitar became something we had in common, something that we 
could do together. We played together a few times, but then I wasn't very good, and 
his fingers were so arthritic that after a few bars they cramped up. Even still, for 
about 30 seconds, we were doing what we both loved at the exact same time. I don't 
think I want to forget that.

As the Tigers finished out the second inning, grandpa's top eyelashes began to dip 
toward his cheeks, brushing gently and rising again, only to fall and forget to get up. 
His half-eaten cookie lay unnoticed on his chest. I smiled a little—he hated falling 
asleep while I was here. I drew my knees up to my chest and hunched my shoul
ders. I could fall asleep too, if I tried. The receptionist would wander in to enforce 
the imaginary one-hour rule, and there we'd be—gramps asleep in his chair, mouth 
open, buzzing snores echoing in his throat. And I'd be curled up on the bed, quiet, 
small and altogether unnoticeable if you didn't look too closely. But I didn't. Instead, 
I let the Tigers score two more runs in silence before poking my old man gently in 
the shoulder.

"Hey you. You're sleeping again."
"Hmm?" He was groggy.
"Let's go for a walk. Or should we make some tea? It's a little chilly, let's move 

around and get warmed up, OK?"
"I..." he paused, and his eyes flicked sluggishly over the television, his wrinkled 

bed, my face.
"I... don't think I should move. I... my leg. I hurt it when I fell yesterday."
"You fell? Why didn't you tell me?"
"I forgot." He rubbed his eyes with the heel of his hand. The cookie fell to the floor 

and broke.
"Does it hurt? Is it your hip?"
"No. It was that, that other guy. The mean one. He pushed me down." I didn't 

know there was a new guy, unless he was talking about the desk worker. And he 
wouldn't have been in a position to help him at all. My mind was going in a dozen 
directions at once. I rubbed my forehead. I hesitantly touched his elbow.

"Are you sure?" It was probably not one I should have asked an elderly man who 
is, by most medical standards, losing his mind.
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"Never been so damn sure in my life." Gramps yanked his arm away from my 
hand and hurrumphed loudly. "Leave me alone." My shoulders dropped. This isn't how 
grandpa acts. In panic, my eyes searched the room for the emergency pull chord. Inter
vention. Get me an intervention. But I couldn't pull the string without him seeing, and 
I was afraid of what his dagger-eyes would do if they caught me panicking, caught 
me asking the mean aide for help.

"And you can take your damn cookies and get the hell out." His eyes were all 
clouded and his eyebrows were knit together is a fuzzy gray line across his forehead. 
This isn’t him at all.

Once when I was nine, David Robinson told me that you should say dammit every 
time you make a mistake because it meant you were really, really mad. I said it one 
time after that conversation with David, and gramps heard me. I'd dropped some
thing, I can't remember what, but grandpa had been behind me and I hadn't realized 
it. After making me stick my tongue out, he gently rubbed a bar of soap across my 
taste buds. I cried as he explained what a naughty word I'd said, and how there are 
much more important words that we should know how to say. The worst part wasn't 
that I had gotten a little soap on my tongue, or that I had been punished, but the 
feeling of having let my grandfather down. I had never sworn since, and his curses 
reverberated angrily between my ears, too irritated to settle.

My eyes blurred and I grabbed at my backpack, spilling most of its contents on 
the bed. I could hear him grumbling to himself behind me as I crammed the books 
and papers back inside. Spotting the fish out of the corner of my eye, I tossed in a few 
pellets on my way to the door. They sank slowly.

"Bye grandpa, I love—" My goodbye was cut-off by a loud grunt. Eyes glazing 
over, they were fixed on the flickering television screen. His chin had sunk to his 
chest and a thin stream of drool was weaving in and out of the stubble on his chin. 
I turned out of his room, and made to close the door, when a thin piece of sunlight 
caught something shiny and catapulted the light directly into my pupil. Stepping to 
the side, I could see what the sun had spring-boarded off of.

On the small table next to his recliner, grandpa kept a small collection of framed 
photographs. A picture of him and grandma at their wedding was in the middle 
and there were a few others around it. There were pictures of our whole family at 
Christmas a few years ago, one of him and grandma at dad and mom's wedding and 
even one of his old ball team that had been clipped from the paper 60 years prior. 
But behind them, kind of shoved between two larger photographs, was a small silver 
frame with a picture of grandpa and I last fall. It was taken a few weeks before we 
had to move him into the nursing home. The trees were dying, leaving all the leaves 
yellow and gold. It had just rained, and we were in the garden. Everything was the 
color of honey; the rain had pulled the fading leaves from their branches and it was 
my birthday. We were smiling on a carpet of soggy, sunshine leaves and his arm was 
around me. There was no hint of wandering in his eyes, nothing to suggest that he 
would ever be anyone except himself. And I would only ever be his girl.

"That's usually out front." Sharon the nurse materialized at my shoulder and I 
almost jumped out of my skin.
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"That picture of you two/' she pointed to the little silver frame, "it's usually in 
front of everything." I raised an eyebrow. "He must have bumped it, did he have 
another fit?" She grabbed a blanket from the foot of his bed and unfolded it. She'd 
stepped on his cookie.

"I guess." I put my hands in my pockets. "It wasn't too bad, I suppose. He just got 
really grumpy after I woke him up."

"Yeah, that's been happening." Sharon gently spread the afghan over grandpa's 
still body. He'd fallen asleep again.

"Did ... did he really fall? He told me someone pushed him."
"No, hun, he didn't fall—"
"Oh. But-"
"Cassie, your grandpa's not going to be as good as he was today for much longer." 

She gently put her hand on my arm. My eyebrows dove toward each other in concern, 
and I could feel my face hardening. No. Not this conversation. Not now. Not with you.

"It's just what happens. He still loves you. You can't forget that." I was very quiet.
"He swore today, and he never does that. He pushed me away."
"Hun. I know. It's hard. Are you alright?" Her hand found my elbow. "Cassie?" 

Sharon tipped her head a little and tried to make eye contact and I shook my head. I 
didn't want to talk about what kind of crazy he would become.

"You know he still loves you; it's all going to be alright. He's been doing really 
well, you know. He picked out all his own clothes today and.... Her words faded off 
and I stopped listening. She was demeanor was mild and her eyes were warm, but 
I didn't hear any of it. I didn't want to. I didn't know who to believe; the crazy man, 
or burgundy-lipped Sharon. Because even though she was standing there, telling me 
how wonderful a crazy man he was, and that his brain was wasting away, I knew 
he wasn't all gone. He couldn't be. He called me Cass today, not John. He remem
bered who was playing the Tigers. He remembered that I appreciated hearing that 
my cookies were perfect even though they were almost always black on the bottom. 
And he smiled like I was the only person in the world he wanted to see.

". . . it's painless really. I hope you don't think that you have to do everything by 
yourself. This can't be fun for you." I was dragged back to the present by the enor
mous weight Sharon had tied to her final phrase. Her large hazel eyes searched my 
face.

"Excuse me?"
"This just can't be fun for you. You don't have to do it all by yourself. And that's 

what we're here for. We know how to handle the emotional stress of taking care of 
loved ones with conditions like your grandfathers. It's a lot to take on yourself, es
pecially since you're so young. But you're being so strong, kiddo. There are a lot of 
adults that don't last as long as you have in coming" I could feel tears welling. Sharon 
rubbed my shoulder in a way I'm sure she imagined as comforting. Do not cry. Do not 
cry.

"I'm sorry, but I love my grandfather and—"
"I'm not saying you don't, no, just that you're so good to him
"If it wasn't me ,who else would it be?"
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"I'm not saying that, I—" I cut her off.
"I'm just leaving, if you don't mind." I cleared the lump from my throat. "If we 

could have some, you know, privacy." I folded my arms across my chest.
"Of course." Sharon slunk into the hall, pulling the door half closed behind her. I 

crossed the room quietly, and picked up the lemon crumbles. I could see a little square 
where Sharon's heel had ground the crumbs into the carpet. I threw the pieces in the 
trash by the television. They struck the bottom of the bin with thin, bouncing pings. 
I looked back and my grandfather—he looked so thin when he slept. I smoothed the 
orange and brown granny squares of the blanket over his arms and tucked the edges 
in a little. I didn't want him to be cold.

"Bye gramps." I kissed his grizzled cheek. His eyelids were cris-crossed with blue 
veins I'd never noticed before. "Love you." To my surprise, his eyes snapped open.

"Hey. Love you too kiddo."
"I had fun today." A lie. I lied.
"Me too. How are my Tigers doing?" He struggled to sit up.
"Hey, you just rest, OK? They're kicking butt."
"I hate sleeping when you're here," he grumbled. His eyes were clear.
"Don't worry about it, 'k?"
"Alright." He lay back down and I exaggeratedly tucked the edges of the blanket 

underneath his sides and legs like dad did to me when I was a little kid.
"Are you coming back soon?"
"Of course I am." I smiled. He was like a child, or a goldfish.
"Good." He snuggled down into the recliner, and I made my way to the door. 

"Hey." I turned. "I named the fish!"
"What's his name, old man?" I grinned in anticipation.
"Justin." His smile was enormous.
"As in Justin ..
"Verlander, Yes ma'am. Do ya like it?"
"Yeah, I do. You would name it after a ball player." I waved. "Bye gramps."
"Bye Johnny, see you Saturday."



Rigor Mortis

Garrett Trotter, University of Northern Iowa

When the unending strife of bitter life has drawn me to a close
And the rank smell of this abysmal hell hath thoroughly filled my nose 
From the dying flowers on the lonesome towers where destiny awaits 
Because my presence required in its bosom desired surely tempts the Fates

My body can no longer mend itself from its end thus doomed to die
And my sorrowed mind can't for reason find a way to skirt a self-told lie
Though 1 might have had stronger love now nestled above a fairy's wing
My depraved, unrighteous soul must now pay the toll as dirges sing

For it does not matter as memories scatter that I'm such this way
And regardless of those I've blessed now in a fiery rest must pay 
For a meager life ofcharms and subtle, known alarms I am due for pain 
Because I loved those without coming to blows against social disdain

If there is a God to put me under and thus sundered unto eternal hell 
The dark chasms of that place will be brighter with my grace so well 
And if there is a benevolent God, whom I find odd, that sends me down that plight 
Hell wotdd have gained an eternal pain of one like me of Light

To the ends of reality or heavenly principality I think beyond
That they are small and don’t matter at all like ripples on a pond
Yet if such noble as I are supernaturally spied and condemned to fire
Then I would be content and give my consent to be the first for pain so dire

And even if that result were a true tumult of an afterlife of truth
I would think so keen as though a field of green to be sought for sooth 
Because if the way purported and also exhorted by all holy men was reality 
Then God is malevolent, the Devil benevolent and serving the latter good enough for me
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Bike Pages

Amy Hinman, Grand Valley State University

When you ride your father's bike 
for five miles on a dirt road, 
calves wilt.
Thighs whither and die, 
like the farmer who buried himself in his pond, 
rubber boots slipping 
him down with the fish.
Pedal.
As hard as you can, pedal. 
And then, abandon 
them; hook your toes 
around the bike frame 
and then you fly, 
past arching rows 
of corn and beans and hay, 
old houses married to new barns, 
drooping hound dogs and sputtering tractors. 
Avoid the rabbits in the road, 
and pedal more—legs sighing—pray 
the lift-kit trucks that spit 
gravel and smoky vomit 
don't make a rabbit out of you.
Keep pedaling.
Smell dirt and sweat and blooming. 
They cut the hay. They spread manure. 
Coast.
Hold your breath.
Hold out your hands.
You are a bird. Handlebars 
are not needed in flight. 
Wobble.
Be brave. Hold them again.
Exhale.
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Survival

Jennifer Eggebraaten, University of South Dakota

This panic fills my thoughts; it's all I know. 
I've shallow breath and racing heart from fright. 
My footsteps pound, I cannot let them slow. 
This fear within me clouding up my sight. 
Run from the hideous thing, this hulking beast. 
Do not get caught by eye's demonic gleam. 
It's eager to make me his private feast. 
I'm still pursued by this nightmarish dream. 
I realize now the shortness of my time; 
My thoughts, they focus on preserving life. 
I drag my weary feet, yet still I climb.
I hide but still my fear cuts like a knife. 
But how will I survive this monster's lair? 
And how are screams to thrive if there's no air?
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Jade Edwards, University of Central Arkansas

I had found my release from this god-forsaken land. The tension seemed to dissolve 
with every placement of my foot against the earth. It soothed me. Running was my 
art, my therapy, and it was about to be taken away from me.

The outdoors struck me as a fascinating place from a young age. I was a curious 
child, and I was endlessly getting into mischief according to my elders. I remember 
one day when I was about five years of age, I spotted a hawk flying just above the 
ground nearby. It was gliding so gracefully. It was the first time I remember seeing 
beauty in another living thing. I began to imagine myself flying with the kind of 
freedom that can only be reached from an absolute release of self-consciousness. I 
already knew that I would one day get married to someone my father chose for me. 
It seemed to be such a distant dream to be able to escape from the constant input of 
everyone else's plans for my life.

My father always told me that nothing good could come out of a woman's stub
bornness, so I preferred to consider myself a woman with a strong sense of deter
mination. I felt that the sense of purpose I experienced through running was very 
similar to my father's passion for tending to his crops. Our passions gave us a shared 
hope that should have improved our relationship as father and daughter. Unfortu
nately, my father did not approve of my hobby. He often reminded me that sports are 
no place for a woman. He wanted me to focus my energy on activities that would 
attract a prosperous husband one day.

I took his advice. Each morning at sunrise, before I left to get water for washing, 
I would scratch a mark in the dust beside our home. I would trace the line of the 
shadow cast from the thatch roof, but I strategically placed it behind the hut where 
it would not be trampled over while I was away. I would then gather the water jugs, 
and run to the nearby stream. When I returned, I would place another mark in the 
dust, and each morning I would aim for a shorter distance between the two marks. 
One thing I knew for sure was that my future suitor would be the first man in the 
village to bathe each morning.

When I was young, my mother would always have breakfast prepared by the time 
I returned home with the water jugs. Although father made a decent living selling 
coffee beans at the market, there were certain times of the year when our family had 
to scrape by with whatever money we had been able to save up after the harvest. I 
never expected any special celebration for my birthday because it fell during one 
of those times of hardship. However, my mother devoted her life to her family. If 
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there was one thing mother had control over while she was alive, it was showing her 
love for children. She always made sure to somehow gather just enough shillings as 
were necessary to pull together my favorite meal on my birthday, a breakfast which 
consisted of boiled sweet potatoes and tea. Something about the way the soft potato 
melted on my palate made me feel comforted. It was as if the sweet fragrance from 
the potato balanced out the refreshing brisk scent of the tea, and it was woven to
gether to allow for an awakening in my nares. I began to realize that it was the simple 
things that could make all the difference.

My mother passed away giving birth to her only son shortly after my ninth birth
day. I have never felt quite so lost as I did that day. My whole world was being turned 
upside down. As the oldest capable child, I had to leave school in order to care for our 
home. I began to feel rage building inside of me as the days went by, and I continued 
to see my younger sisters cheerfully leaving for classes each morning. They were 
too young to fully understand the extent of the despair involved with the death of a 
loved one. I began to channel my rage into my chores. I found myself working from 
dawn until sunset in order to make sure no strand of cloth went unwashed. No floor 
went unswept. I had loved school. It had given me a dose of the big man's lifestyle. I 
had to contain the sins of jealousy that were flowing from my mind. I did not want to 
allow cause for even more misfortune to fall upon my family.

It was not long before drought overtook my father's crops. I suppose I had not 
done enough to contain my envy. I could see the pain in his eyes as he saw the crops 
he had so carefully cared for wither into nothingness. I could not help but feel guilty. 
I had always been taught that no sins go unnoticed by the omniscient eyes of the 
divine.

Father achingly decided that the only way to secure our family was to make a 
move into the capital city of Nairobi in order to search for another source of income. 
It would be a long journey, a week by foot. I would have been pleased to run the 
entire distance had I not been needed to watch over the little ones. We were worried 
about running out of drinking water during our travels, so Father exchanged what 
little furniture we had for a wheelbarrow and several jugs of clean water. Korey, the 
boy, had to be carried the entire distance. The two younger girls, Patience and Keeley, 
took turns riding in the wheelbarrow and walking alongside my father and I. In the 
evenings, we looked to friendly villagers to take us into their homes for protection 
from the carnivorous African nightlife.

We were fortunate to have welcoming hosts, but it was not an uncommon occur
rence in Kenya. It was expected courtesy, at least in the rural parts of the provinces, 
to place the creature comforts of guests above your own. When we became closer to 
the capital, the scenery began to change. Lush grass turned to trampled dust, and I 
received my first glimpse of the magnificent piece of machinery that was an auto
mobile. Although I knew the pavement was a sign of the opportunity we had hoped 
for in Nairobi, I immediately began yearning for fertile farmland beneath my feet. 
I missed the earthy smells and the relaxing sounds of my birthplace, my homeland.

The couple who opened their door for us on the last night before we reached Nai
robi was specifically memorable to me because it was the first time I had met someone 
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whose values were dramatically different from those of my parents. The dwelling we 
originally happened upon was one that looked similar to ours back home in Nyeri. It 
had swept dirt floors, a thatch roof and a large open space for sleeping. The residents 
informed us that we had not approached the head of the household, but instead, the 
caretakers' quarters. We were directed to the main house that was tucked just out of 
sight on the other side of the hill.

Richard and Valarie Wright did not live on a compound with their family, but they 
instead lived in an extravagant fashion. My first impression upon seeing the house 
was that Richard had to be a big man. I gazed upon the tall white building with the 
shingled roof. Sunbeams reflected off of the windows as if the house was too proud 
to allow such harmful rays to pass through to the interior.

Once inside, the glazed concrete floors felt cool against my strained feet. Most 
impressive of all was Richard's office. It contained more books than I had seen in all 
four years of my education combined.

One of the most surprising details I learned about the Wright's lifestyle was that 
they had no children, nor did they plan to have any. I expected that a big man like 
Richard would want a son to carry on his family title. He explained that children 
would take time away from his scholarly duties, and he enjoyed having his wife's 
sole attention. Mr. Wright's explanation took me completely aback. At first I simply 
attributed it to my observation that Valarie wore pants. She must have had quite a 
reputable history. I then began to realize that I had never before considered the pos
sibility of a husband who did not want me to bear his children, and that my original 
assumption about Valarie was most likely inaccurate. After all, the Wright's lifestyle 
had many differences from my own. I began to wonder if I would see more skirt-less 
women as I approached the city. I could feel the initial stages of the freedom that I 
had wished for as a young girl faintly materializing before me.

Possibility was a powerful concept. There was no hard and fast way that things 
must be. My analyses allowed me to stop yearning for home back in Nyeri. We were 
not going back. I could choose to learn about Nairobi and make it a place I could call 
home one day, I just needed to open my mind to possibility.

The first thing I noticed about Nairobi was the overcrowding. Every piece of open 
land was filled with temporary housing for refugees, similar to my father, that were 
in search of work. The unsanitary stench of sweat and fecal matter penetrated the 
air like creeping humidity on a sweltering summer afternoon. The commotion of the 
city was overwhelming. I was used to the peaceful farmland of Nyeri, and I began re
ceiving input by way of all five of my senses. It took all of my energy to keep little Ko
rey calm and my sisters nearby as my father tried his best to navigate the city streets.

I gathered from overheard conversations that there was unrest in the city involv
ing the election of a new Kenyan president. I did not yet fully understand politics, 
but I knew the tone of voice typically used in these discussions was anything other 
than calming. I began to feel very uneasy as I observed the political speak escalating 
into fights. There was talk of rioting, and my stomach began to churn. Was this the 
land of hope father had promised us? It seemed like quite the opposite at the time. I 
remember holding my beautiful baby brother in my arms for the last time that day.
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I saw the fear in my sisters' eyes as father grabbed Korey from my reach and de
manded me to run. I immediately obeyed, but I must have chosen the wrong route.

The next thing I remember is waking up in a panic. I had no idea where I was, 
what had happened to me, or if I would ever see my family again. Then, I saw the 
bandages. I realized I had no feeling in my right foot. I tried to move my leg, but 
the pain seared through my nerves like fire, and I began to shudder. That was the 
moment that the screaming ensued. As I began to become more aware of my sur
roundings, I saw a middle-aged woman dressed in a long black hooded garment 
embellished with white edging walking toward me. She introduced herself as Sister 
Margaret, and she went on to ask me how I was feeling. She would be my primary 
nurse for the entirety of my hospital stay. The only sound I could muster was a groan.

Sister Margaret was very kind. Her eyes shone with the warmness that proved 
her passion for helping those in need. The lines of distinction on Sister Margaret's 
forehead made me come to know that she had seen many a sad story play out in her 
lifetime. Her natural smile made me hope for a time where I too could come to see a 
light at the end of the tunnel.

Sister Margaret explained to me that I had been brought to the hospital along with 
many other refugees after the riot. I began to notice the others surrounding me. I had 
suffered a concussion and severe burns on my leg after an explosion erupted in the 
slums of Nairobi. Some of the other patients were worse off than I. The long room 
was surrounded by white walls, and filled with hospital beds that contrasted with 
the people who filled them. Every few feet I could see sun streaming through the 
open windows. I began to once again notice the pungent smell of the city. This time, 
the smell was mixed with remnants of ash. Could I really make this my new home? I 
had to once again remind myself of the promise the city held for my family. My fam
ily. I began to look around frantically for my father, but he was nowhere in sight. I 
felt the room begin to spin as I lifted my head, and my frustration led to exhaustion.

I kept wondering if my father or siblings would be brought into the hospital as 
well. My hope was that Father would come searching for me. After all, he was the 
one who had urged me to run. The thought that my injury was my father's fault left 
me with conflicted emotions. The next several months of my life would consist of 
painful days and sleepless nights in a muggy hospital bed. I wanted the comfort of 
my father's presence, but the fault I was holding against him caused anger to dwell 
inside of me until I decided that I no longer wanted him to find me. My decision was 
for the best because I would unfortunately never find out what became of my father 
or the rest of my siblings.

Two days after my arrival at the hospital, Sister Margaret strained to deliver the 
bad news to me. The scarring from the burns on my leg would make it difficult for 
me to even walk again, much less run. I would need extensive physical therapy, and 
I would most likely need to rely on a cane for support. I would never be able to run 
again.... I would never be able to run again.

I felt a lump forming in my throat. I had always believed that my purpose in life 
was to excel at running. I had placed all of my energy into it, and the thought of los
ing my one source of freedom sent my dreams spiraling to the ground. I could not 
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imagine a world without the possibility of running. I began to believe that maybe I 
had been wrong about my interpretation of possibility. Some situations could not be 
changed.

I began to reminisce about an old folk tale that was passed down through my fam
ily. In the story, a man was being chased by a lion when he encountered a wall. He 
struggled to climb the slippery wall to get to safety, but it was no use. The man had 
lacked vision, and it led to his demise. If he had taken a few seconds to step back, and 
assess the situation, he would have seen there was an unlocked gate just a few feet 
away that could have led him to safety. He needed a change in perspective. If I could 
not change my situation, I would have to change my perspective. Maybe possibility 
was dependent on the ability to see various viewpoints, and to then determine the 
practicality of the accessible options.

Although running had been a hobby I was passionate about, I was beginning 
to realize it might not be my true purpose in life. You can love something without 
dedicating your life to it. As disheartening as my injury was, I came to believe it hap
pened for a reason. My legs had taken me to the place I needed to go to find my true 
purpose. My place was not to run away from the heartache in my country; it was to 
help mend it. I had not yet determined how I would help mend my country, but it was 
not long before I found out.

On my first day of physical therapy, I took my first baby steps toward healing. 
The doctors said the feeling in my foot might never return. When they removed the 
bandages for the first time, I was shocked. My leg was completely disfigured. My foot 
was swollen and raw, and the back of my leg was tight with scar tissue all the way 
from my ankle to just above my knee. It was unfeasible for my atrophied muscles to 
allow my leg to fully extend.

It took at least a week of physical therapy before my muscles were strong enough 
to allow me to stand up on my own. When I finally managed to hold myself up, an
other patient by the name of Cherish was there to cheer me on. It had been quite a 
while since I had received any support by someone close to my age, and the idea of 
gaining a friend began to feel incredibly comforting.

I had seen Cherish around the hospital before. She was easy to spot because she 
was the only person I had ever come across with two different colored eyes, one blue 
and one brown. It was a rare kind of beauty, but it was mesmerizing. I could not 
imagine what brought Cherish to stay in the hospital. Her dewy skin and thick wavy 
hair made me think she was perfectly healthy.

One day, my curiosity got the best of me, and I inquired as to why Cherish was 
on an extended hospital stay. She blushed, and told me had been subjected to a tra
ditional ritualistic mutilation of her womanhood by the men in her village. She said 
I was lucky that I had been separated from my family before I was forced to marry 
and subjected to such painful degradation. Cherish's amateur operation had gone 
awry, and it led to an extraordinary loss of blood. Her new husband approved of the 
operation, and saw no need for her to seek additional medical care. Rather than allow 
herself to bleed to death, Cherish took it upon herself to sneak out of her husband's 
hut at night, and locate the nearest hospital. The missionary nuns at the hospital had 
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agreed to allow her to use a bed in their facility for as long as she needed because she 
felt no desire to return to her husband after that horrific first night with him.

I gained so much respect for Cherish that day. She had taken matters into her own 
hands like I had never seen another woman do before. It was heart wrenching that 
Cherish had to go through pain and humiliation simply because of a tradition. It was 
a man's world, but I was beginning to realize that women could take control of their 
lives just as well as any man could. I had always looked to my father for guidance, 
but now I was surviving without him by my side.

As I was contemplating the societal roles of men and women, I noticed a picture 
of a brunette man with clasped hands hanging on the wall. I knew little about the 
picture, but it peaked my interest. Sister Margaret saw my look of concentration, and 
she inquired as to whether or not I recognized the man. I shook my head, and she 
began to explain the story of the crucifixion of Jesus thoroughly. She said He was a 
man of love, forgiveness, and compassion. He had given his life because of His love 
for us, His children. If Sister Margaret's story was true, He was like no other man I 
had met before.

When Sister Margaret explained the Catholic belief that there was a Holy Trinity 
in which the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost are one entity, I began to wonder if I had 
been looking to the wrong father for guidance throughout my life. Prayer became my 
stronghold when I was weak or in pain. I thanked God each and every day for giving 
me the strength to get through my weakest moments. He had big plans for my life.

I began to channel the pain from my injury into positive energy. I started taking 
the time to say hello to the workers in the hospital each morning, and I tried to help 
them in any way possible to keep my mind off of my situation. It took a great deal of 
time for me to hobble from one part of the hospital to another, but endurance was one 
quality I had attained. Running had taught me so much more than physical agility 
alone.

One day Sister Margaret asked me if I could bring her a copy of the local newspa
per from the next room. I grabbed the paper, and as I was limping back into her office, 
I took the time to glance over some of the articles. Although I had not fully completed 
my education, I had mastered the art of reading, and I took every opportunity to re
inforce the education I had been afforded. This was one of those times. On the very 
first page there was mention of a Kenyan Olympic medalist who achieved worldwide 
recognition for her running skills. I turned to the continuation of the article inside 
the paper, and learned that this woman was living the life I had once dreamed for 
myself. She was from my village, and she was a woman of determination. She had 
never given up on her dreams, and I would never give up on mine. She was an inspi
ration. She planned to return to Kenya, and use the winnings from her sport to fight 
for the rights of young women like Cherish and myself. This woman knew of ways to 
fix what had been broken in my beloved, yet flawed, country of Kenya, and I hoped 
I could help her one day.

The day I was released from the hospital, I had no immediate plans for how to 
begin rebuilding my life from square one. As far as I knew, I had no family left, and 
no place to call home. I reluctantly said my goodbyes to Cherish and Sister Margaret.
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They had both been my source of support during the recovery process, and I would 
miss them dearly. As I got up to leave, Sister Margaret looked at me with those soft 
blue eyes, and offered me a parting gift. It was a rosary to remind me of the time I 
spent with her, and to help me remember to pray in times of need. I would hold it 
close to my heart for years to come.

When I dragged myself past the thick wooden doors into the city street for the 
first time in almost a year, I looked up at the vast blue sky and the first thing my eyes 
settled upon was a hawk soaring effortlessly into the unknown. It was a sign from 
above. I had finally reached the point of freedom I had hoped for six years ago when 
I had my first recognition of beauty. There was no one left to judge me or tell me what 
I must do with my life.

The streets were littered with the charred remains of nearby shanties. There were 
splinters of broken glass, bullet casings, and large stones littering the walkways. I 
spotted a little girl walking along the street with all alone. She looked lost, and I saw 
myself reflected in her eyes. Sadness overtook me because her innocent face remind
ed me of all of the young boys who were taught, unknowingly, to oppress women 
from a young age, and that girls like her would continue to accept their dreadful 
fates because they did not know there was any other way things could be done. I 
remembered my younger siblings, and if they were still out there, I promised myself 
I would find them and help them to see possibility for a different world. The cycle of 
oppression needed to be stopped. I now had the capability to help girls like her avoid 
the cruel rituals that had overtaken Kenyan culture for years.

On that very day, I would begin making a difference. I took it upon myself to walk 
up to the young girl and inquire about her name.

"Nia," she said.
Her name meant purpose, and maybe, just maybe, I had finally found mine.



Ode to the Alchemist

Teresa Heck, University of Minnesota Duluth

The alchemist wondered 
As the boiling-pot brewed, 
"Some-thing vast amiss 
Has this color all screwed. 
...Asi added the Nettle 
Did I forget, then, to stir? 
... Or is it this Kettle 
I bought from that cur? 
It'll go down real fast, aye, 
Down them prisoners' throats, 
And the effects should not last. 
For this I dare boast.
... For the toxic wolf's-bane 
Reacts with the blast 
Of the heat 
From the fire, 
And it boils at last.
... This silv'ry old kettle, aye, 
It aught do the trick." 
And he beat down the flames 
Which the kettle did lick.

The alchemist shut off then, 
The lights, and, behold! 
The broth in yon kettle, 
It beck'ninghy glow'd.

"Mine Gott," said the Chemist, 
"This ... pot... hath bestow'd.... 
A strange-glowing power 
To mine broth." And he bowed, 
And muttered a prayer, 
To the Kings of yon Oide.
"And now I must test
This strange liquid I've grow'd."

The crazy auld chemist, 
He grabbed with a Glove 
The kettle's hot handle.
. .. A nab and a shove, 
And he placed the hot cauldron 
Atop his Stone Pit.
"The prisoners, they wait!
For just a short bit!"
And he bellowed real loud, 
"Mon-sieur Gou-te, Y 
ou damn smart-ey git!
Get o'er 'ere fast,
... Bring a lamp that's well-lit!"
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The prisoners gasped 
With glee when they saw 
The glowing-green soup. 
... And a gasp the brew draw'd. 
"This stuff here is great! 
And strangely, it gleams! 
It makes our pore stomachs 
Want to bust at the seams!
... Delicious-great stuff! But oy, 
What the Heyl,
.. . What madness hath broiled 
This strange-lighted ale?" 
-They gulped it with fury, 
And quickly turn'd pale.

And the crazy auld Chemist, 
He laughingly watch'd. 
"Good sirs! That yon soup 
Hath been ser'ously bot'ched. 
. . . But hey! Since ye'r starvin’, 
Have another cup 'o tea!" 
And he ladled out soup 
With frantic-mad glee.

The prisoners laughed then 
And jostled for more.
And the tale, here, it ends, 
For the soup, it did draw, 
A ghastly-strange power 
To the limbs of them all. 
And they broke from their chain-holds, 
And bust through the walls, 
And chased that auld Chemist 
Through the darkened stone halls... . 
And did they e'er catch 'im? 
... I can't truly say.
But the ancient auld Chemist, 
'E must be okay, 
Since he teaches the lectures 
To them Grad Students, aye. 
.. . And that, friends, is all 
I can rightily say.



Deterrence in the 21st Century:
Dealing with the Iranian Threat

Joel Max, Colorado State University

Introduction

Nuclear deterrence will be one of most critical issues faced by the United States in 
the 21st century. The importance of deterrence cannot be overstated as it relates to the 
national security policy of the United States. For over 60 years the United States has 
had to orient its national defense to the threat of nuclear weapons. The next 60 years 
will be no different. Currently there are 136 possible nuclear relationships that the 
United States must take into account when formulating its national security policies 
with regards to deterrence.1 This is in stark contrast to 1961 when only four states, 
France, the UK, Russia, and the U.S. had nuclear capabilities and thus only six pos
sible strategic relationships. The number of states seeking nuclear capability is grow
ing, with Turkey, Saudi Arabia, Algeria, South Korea, Syria, and Japan poised for 
potential gains in nuclear technology.2 Therefore, it will be imperative in the coming 
years for the United States maintain a strong nuclear arsenal that remains pre- and 
post-launch invulnerable.

1. Sokolski, Henry. "The Next Arms Race." Colorado State University, Fort Collins, CO. 27 Jan. 
2012. Speech

2. Sokolski, "The Next Arms Race."

Unfortunately for the U.S., there are new states eager to obtain nuclear weapons, 
the most problematic state currently being Iran. Iran represents a unique threat to 
U.S. security interests due to its geographic location in the Middle East as well as its 
radical Islamic stance towards Israel, a vital U.S. ally in the region. Some analysts ar
gue that Iran is a rational actor and a state with which the United States must engage 
on nuclear policy. Other analysts are more pessimistic and see Iran as an irrational 
and dangerous state with which no dialogue is possible. With these competing views 
in mind it will be crucial that those people formulating U.S. deterrence policy evalu
ate whether or not methods and assumptions of classical deterrence will work with 
the Iranian threat. In this paper I will contend that Iran is a rational actor and that 
classical methods of deterrence will prove useful in countering Iran in the coming 
years.

To successfully counter this Iranian threat, the United States will also need to as
sess its nuclear arsenal's strengths and capabilities. In 1961, at the height of the Berlin 
confrontation with the Soviet Union, the United States had over 24,000 "operationally 
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deployed nuclear weapons. Fast forward to 2011 and the United States nuclear opera
tional nuclear arsenal stands at about 1,800? Additionally, the Obama Administra
tion is considering the lowering of this number even further, to as low as 300.3 4 Either 
way, the trend seems to be an expanding number of potential strategic relationships 
and commitments coupled with reductions in the total amount of U.S. operational 
warheads. In light of this, the United States must seek to ensure security of its war
heads and also ensure pre- and post-launch invulnerability of its delivery systems. 
These assurances will allow the U.S. to deal with Iran appropriately, while also meet
ing warhead reduction goals.

3. Sokolski, "The Next Arms Race."
4. Burns, Robert. "U.S. Eyes Big Cuts in Nuke Arsenal." Denver Post 15 Feb. 2012: 4A. Print.
5. "August 6, 1945: A-bomb Dropped on Hiroshima." CNN.com. Cable News Network, 10 Mar. 

2003. Web. 19 Mar. 2012.
6. Burr, William. "U.S. Intelligence and the Detection of the First Soviet Nuclear Test, September 

1949." The National Security Archive. George Washington University, 22 Sept. 2009. Web. 19 Mar. 
2012.

7. U.S. Congressional Research Service, Nuclear Weapons in U.S. National Security Policy: Past, 
Present, and Prospects (RL34226; Jan 26, 2010), by Amy F. Woolf. Accessed: March 19, 2012, 6

Historical Perspective

In order to fully assess how to deter the Iranian threat in the coming years, it is im
portant to note the evolution of U.S. deterrence policy since its advent in 1946. Just 
as the United States had to tailor its deterrence methods to defeat the Soviet Union 
during the Cold War, so also will the United States need to adapt its policies to suc
cessfully defeat the threat of a nuclear Iran.

At 8:15AM on the morning of August 6,1945, the United States ushered in a new 
era of warfare with the dropping of the atomic bomb on Hiroshima, Japan.5 The way 
in which the world viewed conventional warfare was altered and the advent of such 
a powerful weapon left many asking, what will happen next? The answer came in 
on August 29, 1949, when the Soviet Union successfully exploded a nuclear bomb 
at Semipalatinsk, Kazakhstan.6 This development forced the U.S. to reconsider how 
it would remain the world's foremost superpower while deterring the new Soviet 
threat.

From 1949 until the end of the Cold War in 1991, the United States adopted a policy 
of strategic deterrence with the Soviet Union by building up its nuclear arsenal. Ini
tially, in the 1950s, the United States developed a doctrine of "massive retaliation" 
which entailed threatening massive nuclear strikes simultaneously on multiple tar
gets in the Soviet Union. This idea was modified in the 1960s by then Secretary of De
fense Robert McNamara who outlined a "counterforce" strategy which coordinated 
attacks meant to "impede the Soviet Union's war fighting capability."7 This strategy 
was developed to limit civilian causalities as much as possible. These doctrines gave 
way to the 1970s when a "Countervailing Strategy" was employed to again limit the 
potential for widespread destruction and causalities in the event of a strike. This 
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strategy focused on retaliatory strikes against Soviet industrial and military sites, 
thus limiting the potential for civilian casualties.

The evolution of deterrence policy during the Cold War shows that while the fo
cus of retaliatory strikes changed, the basic concept of strategic deterrence did not. 
By the late 1980s, the United States had deployed nearly 12,000 warheads on ICBMs, 
SLBMs, and heavy bombers.8 The strength of the U.S. Triad provided the strongest 
deterrent to the Soviet Union. Fortunately, the Soviet Union collapsed and the United 
States' nuclear deterrence policies had prevailed from 1950 to 1991. Until 1991, the 
U.S. focused this deterrence policy primarily on the Soviet Union, but following the 
dissolution of the Soviet Union, U.S. policymakers began a debate over what role 
nuclear weapons would play in the coming years. Would nuclear weapons be used 
only as a measure of last resort? Or would the United States continue to build up 
its arsenal to deter any potential aggressors? The Clinton Administration sought to 
adopt the latter approach and argued in its 1999 National Security Strategy that "the 
United States must continue to maintain a robust triad of strategic forces sufficient 
to deter an hostile foreign leaderships with access to nuclear forces and to convince 
it that seeking a nuclear advantage would be futile."9 Thus, deterrence policy con
tinued to be built on the premise of a strong nuclear arsenal that is both superior in 
number and force, as well as pre- and post-launch invulnerable.

8. U.S. Congressional Research Service, Nuclear Weapons in U.S. National Security Policy: Past, 
Present, and Prospects, 7

9. U.S. Congressional Research Service, Nuclear Weapons in U.S. National Security Policy: Past, 
Present, and Prospects, 2

10. U.S. Congressional Research Service, Nuclear Weapons in U.S. National Security Policy: Past, 
Present, and Prospects, 10

11. U.S. Congressional Research Service, Nuclear Weapons in U.S. National Security Policy: Past, 
Present, and Prospects, 10

12. U.S. Congressional Research Service, Nuclear Weapons in U.S. National Security Policy: Past, 
Present, and Prospects 1

The 21st century began with a new administration under George W. Bush whose 
deterrence policy revolved around the idea of "tailored deterrence" which assumes 
much of the same methods used during the previous 50 years, but seeks to build 
on these methods by "seeking an understanding of the opponents' intentions and 
the flexibility to tailor deterrence to specific requirements of foe, time, and place."10 
Essentially tailored deterrence entails identifying "what assets an adversary holds 
dear and wants to protect... and destroy them."11 While this approach to deterrence 
appears different on the surface, the United States still relies on the strength of its 
Triad and the assumption that rational adversaries will think twice before attacking 
such a formidable state as the U.S. According to former Secretary of Defense Caspar 
Weinberger in his report to Congress in 1985, the core of the United States' deterrence 
policy must revolve around the United States possessing "nuclear and conventional 
capabilities sufficient to convince any potential aggressor that the costs of aggression 
would exceed any potential gains that he might achieve."12 This was and still is the 
mindset that guides U.S. deterrence policy.
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Currently, the United States finds itself in a world "characterized by uncertainty 
and surprise and it must transform its national security strategy in response to this 
new environment."13 This assessment was espoused by the Department of Defense 
in its Report of the Quadrennial Defense Review and summarizes the challenge faced by 
the current Obama Administration in 2012. The Obama Administration has made it 
clear that weapons reductions will be a priority as long as it remains in the White 
House. An article on February 15, 2012 by the Associated Press reported that the 
Administration is seeking to reduce the number of deployed nuclear weapons by as 
much as 80 percent.14 Such a reduction will need to be evaluated in light of a nuclear 
Iran. The world is much more complex and unpredictable than in the past; therefore, 
the big question that must be answered is how does the United States handle Iran?

13. Department of Defense United States of America, Quadrennial Defense Review Report, Feb. 
6, 2006, vi

14. Burns, "U.S. Eyes Big Cuts in Nuke Arsenal."
15. Kuperman, Alan J. "A Nuclear Iran Is Too Much to Risk." Los Angeles Times. Los Angeles Times, 

01 Apr. 2012. Web. 02 Apr. 2012. <http://articles.latimes.com/2012/apr/01/opinion/la-oe-ku- 
perman-iran-nuclear-threat-20120401>.

16. Lindsay, James M., and Ray Takeyh. "After Iran Gets the Bomb." Foreign Affairs. Council on 
Foreign Relations, Mar.-Apr. 2010. Web. 19 Mar. 2012.

17. Lindsay, "After Iran Gets the Bomb."

Assessing the Iranian Threat: Rational Actor?

The prospect of a nuclear Iran presents a unique challenge for U.S. deterrence policy. 
More importantly, it must be assessed whether or not Iran is a "rational" actor or per
haps something more dangerous and unpredictable. How the United States answers 
this question will determine the stance it will take when dealing with the Iranian 
government. At this point the United States should operate under the belief that Iran 
is a rational actor and that there is a high probability Iran will develop a nuclear 
weapon, or at the least nuclear breakout capability.

U.S. policy makers seem to believe Iran is a rational actor who will use pru
dence when making nuclear decisions in the future. According to General Martin 
Dempsey, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Iran is a "rational" actor.15 James 
Lindsay, Senior Vice President of the Council on Foreign Relations, shares this view, 
arguing that "ideological purity, it seems, has been less important" than maintain
ing and growing Iranian power.16 As a case in point, Iran has established strong 
economic ties to China while cultivating diplomatic ties with Russia. Both China and 
Russia are not Islamic and therefore one would surmise that if Iran was truly bent 
on instituting a global caliphate, they would not compromise with foreign "infidel" 
countries. Additionally, Iran, while supporting Hamas, Hezbollah, and insurgents 
in Iraq, has avoided direct confrontation with the United States and refrained from 
supplying Hezbollah with chemical or biological weapons.17 This level of restraint 
implies a more calculated Iran, making rational decisions based on its national in
terests. In its pursuit of nuclear weapons, Iran is no different from any other state 
wishing to join the nuclear club. By developing a successful nuclear program, Iran 
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will essentially buy itself a seat at the table with nuclear powers around the globe. A 
successful nuclear program will force nations like the United States to acknowledge 
Iranian power and adjust accordingly. It will be crucial to show Iran that the United 
States will not tolerate nuclear aggression and that ultimately, U.S. nuclear capabili
ties far outweigh Iranian capabilities.

The United States must also assume Iran intends to and is already in the process 
of building nuclear capabilities for more than purely domestic purposes. There is 
substantial evidence to support this notion. According to testimony by Director of 
National Intelligence Dennis Blair on February 2, 2010, Iran is exhibiting signs of 
pursuing a nuclear capability beyond simple civilian purposes. For example, Iran has 
increased the number of centrifuges for enriching U-235 from 3,000 in 2007 to more 
than 8,000 today. Additionally, Iran has been building a secret uranium enrichment 
plant at Qom that is too small for civilian uses, but large enough to make nuclear 
warheads.18 Iran has also been found guilty of purposefully misleading the Inter
national Atomic Energy Agency by concealing nuclear activity and giving mislead
ing statements to inspectors. Further investigations by the IAEA revealed that Iran 
had been engaging in "plutonium separation experiments, uranium enrichment and 
conversion experiments, and importing various uranium compounds."19 These two 
signs taken with the fact that Iran has the Middle East's largest arsenal of ballistic 
missiles demonstrate the expansionist intentions of Iran.

18. U.S. Congressional Research Service, Iran: U.S. Concerns and Policy Options (RL32048; March 
4, 2011), by Kenneth Katzman. Accessed: March 19, 2012,13

19. U.S. Congressional Research Service. Iran's Nuclear Program: Status (RL34544; Aug. 11, 2009), 
by Paul K. Kerr. Accessed: March 19, 2012, 4

In light of these alarming trends, there has been growing support for economic 
sanctions to punish Iran for pursuing nuclear technology. Unfortunately, these sanc
tions have done little or nothing to deter or halt the work of Iran to go nuclear. What 
is the best option in light of sanction failure? The best option will be to treat Iran as a 
serious security threat not only to the United States but also to its allies in the region 
such as Israel and Saudi Arabia. The only way forward is by acknowledging the dan
ger posed by Iran and implementing policies that will successfully deter any future 
nuclear aggression by Iran.

Handling Iran

Given Iran's rational intentions, the United States must respond accordingly. It has 
been argued that Iran is a rational actor and that U.S. deterrence policy must be 
tailored to fit this assessment. Before delineating potential policy options that the 
United States might choose to employ, it must be noted that Iran may not be devel
oping nuclear technology for a bomb. Iran could potentially just be seeking to build 
nuclear infrastructure for domestic purposes. Similarly, it could be argued that Iran's 
long history of being oppressed by Western powers has lead not only to deep mis
trust of the United States and other Western countries, but also a firm commitment to 
pursuing their ambitions apart from Western demands and expectations. Therefore, 
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the United States must continue to assess this possibility and seek to explore the 
potential benefits of working with Iran diplomatically, rather than seeking to coerce 
Iran into Western demands.

Unfortunately, the United States has limited intelligence pertaining to the true 
intentions of Iran; therefore, the U.S. must be prepared to address the worst case 
scenario in which Iran does pursue and obtain a nuclear weapon. In the event of 
such a development, the U.S. response to Iran must be clear, credible, and firm, with 
a commitment to retaliate against any Iranian nuclear aggression in the future. The 
evidence indicates that Iran is continuing to pursue nuclear capability, so this leaves 
the United States with several options.

First, the United States could decide to carry out a preemptive strike on Iranian 
nuclear facilities to ensure Iran does not acquire a bomb. Unfortunately, as James 
Lindsay points out, "even a successful military strike against Iran's nuclear facilities 
would delay Iran's program by only a few years and it would almost certainly hard
en Tehran's determination to go nuclear."20 This decision would also need to be made 
fairly soon due to Israel's desire to strike Iran sooner rather than later. U.S. officials 
would plausibly weigh the outcomes in the event they do or do not choose to bomb 
Iran. Deciding not to bomb Iran could potentially have unintended consequences. 
For instance, a nuclear Iran could act as a catalyst for further nuclear proliferation by 
surrounding countries and throughout the Middle East. Iranian rivals in the Middle 
East such as Turkey, Egypt, and Saudi Arabia could potentially seek their own nucle
ar weapons as a counterbalance to Iran's new weapon.21 Once Iran gains the ability 
to make a nuclear weapon, these rivals will seek to re-establish the balance of power 
in the region by building their own nuclear warheads. This nuclear proliferation 
could change the military and political landscape of the Middle East by increasing 
the number of nuclear relationships and possible chances for confrontation. Such a 
possibility could have chilling consequences in the event of a regional nuclear war. 
Additionally, if the U.S. were to strike then it would need to be a comprehensive 
plan meant to completely obliterate Iranian nuclear capability. Such a comprehensive 
strike could include using nuclear weapons that would lead to civilian causalities. In 
view of these ideas, this option remains the most unlikely.

20. Lindsay, "After Iran Gets the Bomb."
21. Edelman, Eric S., Andrew F. Krepinevich, and Evan B. Montgomery. "The Dangers of a Nuclear 

Iran." Foreign Affairs. Council on Foreign Relations, Jan.-Feb. 2011. Web. 19 Mar. 2012.
22. Mousavian, Hossein. "How to Engage Iran." Foreign Affairs. Council on Foreign Relations, 9 

Feb. 2012. Web. 19 Mar. 2012.

Second, the United States could decide to engage in new diplomatic dialogue with 
Iran to halt its nuclear ambitions, or at the least to establish clear lines of communica
tion. Advocating this position, former spokesman for Iran's nuclear program, Hos
sein Mousavian, argues that it is possible for the United States and Iran to "reach a 
compromise based on mutual respect, noninterference in domestic affairs, and the 
advancement of shared interests."22 Those who share Mousavian's sentiments be
lieve that the U.S. and Iran could reset diplomatic relations and start over. This is 
wishful thinking. The United States and Iran will never have the cordial relationship 
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espoused by Mousavian due to the complicated U.S. relationship with Israel. Every 
U.S. president since Truman has held fast to the idea that Israel is a firm U.S. ally. 
This alliance is simply unacceptable to an Islamic leadership in Iran which espouses 
sharp Jew-annihilationist jihadism. For example, Supreme Leader of Iran Ayatollah 
Ali Khomeini has explicitly advocated for the complete annihilation of Israel and the 
Jewish people. A 2006 statement from a representative of Khomeini states that "the 
Jew is the most obstinate enemy of the devout."23 This hate rhetoric reaches beyond 
the Supreme Leader to the President of Iran, Mahmoud Ahmadinejad. Ahmadinejad 
has stated that "the Jews must suffer a violent death, to the last one."24 In light of these 
statements, it is hard to envision a situation where the U.S. would divorce itself from 
Israel to seek Iranian approval. Therefore, while the United States remains firm in its 
commitment to Israel, meaningful relations with Iran are unrealistic.

23. Bostam, Andrew. "Iran's Final Solution for Israel." National Review Online. National Review, 10 
Feb. 2012. Web. 19 Mar. 2012.

24. Bostam, "Iran's Final Solution for Israel."

The third and most likely option for the United States is to operate under the as
sumption that Iran will obtain a nuclear weapon within several years. Due to the fact 
that the recent attempts at sabotaging the Iranian nuclear program are predicted, 
at best, to set back Iran from obtaining a bomb until 2015, U.S. deterrence policy 
makers could pursue a policy of continued economic sanctions coupled with actions 
reinforcing American security commitments. This would come in the form of strong 
diplomatic messages that the United States will not tolerate any measure of nuclear 
war initiated by Iran. Additionally, it would involve delineating clear redlines; defin
ing what Iranian behavior the U.S. would interpret as a violation of those redlines. 
Another aspect of this option would include extending the U.S. defense umbrella 
over U.S. allies in the Middle East such as Israel and Saudi Arabia in the event of a 
nuclear confrontation with Iran. These scenarios will be explored in more depth in 
the following section.

Conclusions

Under the assumption that Iran will soon have a nuclear weapon, it is imperative 
that the United States clearly define what its policies are towards a nuclear Iran. It 
has been established that throughout the past century, the United States has adapted 
its policies of deterrence for emerging nuclear threats. These threats were few at the 
outset, but have multiplied since and it is because of this the U.S. currently faces 
unpredictability and uncertainty regarding nuclear scenarios. One of the most im
portant threats facing the United States is a nuclear Iran; an adversary that is both 
rational and dangerous. It has become obvious that Iran has no intentions ofceasing 
its nuclear ambitions, therefore creating the question over how to handle a nuclear 
Iran in the 21st century is paramount.

In the coming years, it is crucial that the United States take several steps to ensure 
its security and successfully deter Iran from nuclear aggression. First, the United 
States must set clear "redlines" to delineate what actions by Iran are unacceptable.
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Likewise, the United States must be willing to use military force if these redlines are 
violated. This means the United States must be explicit in its demands of Tehran. For 
instance, the United States should forbid Iran from initiating conventional warfare 
against its neighbors and the transfer of nuclear weapons or technologies to terrorist 
organizations. Additionally, the United States should reassure Israel of U.S. commit
ment to them and warn Iran that any nuclear strike against Israel is an explicit provo
cation of the United States.25 By clearly delineating expectations to Iran, the United 
States assumes Iran's rationality as well as reminding Iran of potential consequences.

25. Lindsay, "After Iran Gets the Bomb."
26. Edelman, "The Dangers of a Nuclear Iran."
27. Edelman, "The Dangers of a Nuclear Iran."
28. Lieber, Keir A., and Daryl G. Press. "The Nukes We Need." Foreign Affairs. Council on Foreign 

Relations, Nov.-Dec. 2009. Web. 19 Mar. 2012.

Second, the United States must be willing to retaliate in the event of Iranian ag
gression or clear violations of delineated redlines. The U.S. must put its force where 
its mouth is and back up any promises to deter Iranian aggression through military 
use. Iran is a way from obtaining a missile which could be armed with a nuclear 
warhead and hit the United States. Therefore, Iran is already at a disadvantage and 
will not risk war with the U.S. which would be a massive loss. Essentially, the United 
States will deter Iran with the fear of a full-fledged military strike should Iran choose 
to take aggressive measures.

Third, the United States must bring allies in the Middle East under an extended 
umbrella of deterrence. In July 2009, Secretary of State Hillary Clinton suggested this 
idea saying that the United States would "extend a defense umbrella over the region" 
to counteract Iranian influence.26 This strategy could entail working with countries 
like Saudi Arabia, Egypt, and Israel to strengthen U.S. military presence in the region 
by potentially positioning "stockpiles of precision-guided munitions, electronic war
fare systems and undersea strike assets.27 This type of aggressive move by the U.S. 
would prove the U.S. commitment to use force if the redlines are violated by Iran. 
It could also ease the urge of Middle Eastern countries to pursue nuclear weapons 
because of the United States' commitment to deterring Iran. One potential drawback 
of this option is that possibility that Iran views such actions as escalatory and seeks 
to match such aggression by arming terrorist groups or funneling money to anti- 
American interests in the region. Ultimately, tone and conviction matter; therefore, 
the United States will have no choice but to back up its words with actions and a 
commitment to strike Iran if they continue to act belligerently.

Lastly, the United States must modernize its nuclear arsenal and keep enough 
low and high-yield warheads to adequately meet the demands of a full-fledge nu
clear conflict. Unfortunately, due to the unpredictability and uncertainty facing the 
United States, keeping a strong arsenal that is ready for war at any moment is a 
necessity. More specifically, the U.S. must ensure that while it scales back the total 
number of nuclear warheads in conjunction with comparable reductions by Russia, it 
must retain accurate low-yield weapons capable of hitting smaller counterforce tar
gets.28 By preserving a good amount of low-yield warheads, the United States retains 
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the flexibility to hit smaller targets and save civilian life. For example, according to 
a U.S. Department of Defense computer model, called the Hazard Prediction and 
Assessment Capability (HPAC), using a high-yield warhead in a nuclear confronta
tion with China in the Chinese countryside would claim 3-4 million civilian lives.29 
Thus, retaining primarily high-yield warheads forces the U.S. into making difficult 
decisions during wartime. Employing some low-yield warheads would drastically 
lower the number of civilian lives claimed by a U.S. nuclear attack. One program 
that seeks to meet these goals is the Stockpile Stewardship Program which aims 
to "assess stockpile reliability, safety, and performance" through continued stock
pile evaluation and testing in the absence of actual nuclear explosion testing.30 The 
United States must continue this program to ensure that its nuclear arsenal is fully 
reliable and sufficient if a nuclear conflict does indeed arise in the future.

29. Lieber, "The Nukes We Need"
30. United States Department of State, "Key Accomplishments of the Stockpile Stewardship Pro

gram," April 11, 2012

Overall, the prospect of Iran becoming fully nuclear is a chilling thought with 
serious implications for the future of U.S. nuclear policy. How the United States en
gages and deters Iran will determine whether or not nuclear war becomes a reality. 
More specifically, the United States will have to show just how serious the conse
quences would be should Iran choose to launch a nuclear warhead at either Israel 
or any U.S. ally in the Middle East. If history is any indicator, the United States will 
continue to adapt to new threats and demands and find a way to ensure the safety of 
its people. Just as the Soviet Union was defeated over time with determination and 
clear deterrence policies, so also will Iran be defeated if the United States continues 
to successfully implement deterrence policies tailored for the current threat. Ulti
mately, the strength and conviction of American deterrence policy will remain the 
dominant force for years to come.
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Social Growing Pains

Garrett Trotter, University of Northern Iowa

It is a shame, world, you grew up 
We hardly understood you 
We like to think we grow up 
And that everything around stays the same 
Hearken to the centuries of trial and conflict 
Where, eventually, a man could express his mind 
And women and children joined them 
To become free through trial and pain 
We were willing to suffer for our ideals 
In the end, we look back with storied honor 
At that time and land we herald as a Golden Age 
It was apparent that in that time, those moments 
Nothing appeared to anything of precious metal made 
The monotonous complacency of our modern life 
Overwhelms us with the grand malaise of static worlds 
Where was this land of hardship and truth?
They ask, when was this time of struggle and reality? 
Let it be known that that reality is in you 
From death and life we emerge to claim 
All that was once gilded or golden
To plate the drab metal of history and reality 
Requires the most extreme human electroplating 
When you connect the dull, positive current reality 
And the golden metal of the brilliant negative ideal 
Through the solution of blood and sweat 
Electrified by the human endurance 
We once put ideal over what reality was
Now we put reality over ideal and wonder the occurrence 
The world grew up 
Damn shame
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Trapped

Jennifer Eggebraaten, University of South Dakota

There are days I wish I was a bird, 
That way I could fly away from 
All the people dragging me down.

But you've clipped my wings so I can't fly, 
Locked me in a cage so I can't run, 
Wrapped me in chains so I can't move.

You've hurt me in ways I can't explain, 
And I just can't figure out why 
You have tethered me down.

There are times I can't get you off my mind, 
You're haunting me and there is no escape, 
And I want so bad to change our fates.

I no longer feel your sisterly love, 
Cannot find the reason we were so close, 
All I know is that we're separating.

You may not mean it, but your ghost won't let me go. 
The memory of the good times we had remains. 
And I'm doing my best to make an escape.
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Leviathan: Tracing the Beast
THROUGH THE BIBLICAL CANON

Robert Book, Malone University

Fear of the unknown is a theme with which all of humanity can identify. Through 
the ages, this fear has taken on various forms, depending upon the culture of those 
in fear. In the ancient Near East, however, "the terror of the unknown is often seen as 
the raging sea, the great sea which appears to go on for ever, the watery chaos which 
threatens the ordered and good creation."1 The unknown sea therefore is a symbol 
for chaos throughout the Old Testament2, and fear—both of the sea itself and of what 
resides within it—is a theme easily located within its pages. Ancient myth provides 
many stories in which a colossal sea-monster—a god or ruler of chaos—does battle 
with a deity who ultimately conquers the beast, thus bringing order to creation.

1. Fyall, Robert S., Now My Eyes have Seen You: Images of Creation and Evil in the Book of job (Down
ers Grove, IL: InterVarsity, 2002), 83.

2. Though words such as "chaos" and "cosmos" are distinctly Greek in nature, they will be em
ployed here, as the heart of what the words connote is applicable.

3. Day, John, "God and Leviathan in Isaiah 27:1," Bibliotheca Sacra 155 (1998), 436.
4. Uehlinger, C., "Leviathan," Dictionary of Deities and Demons in the Bible. Edited by Karl van der 

Toorn. Leiden, NL: 1995. 957.
5. Day, "Isaiah," 425.

The Old Testament, though, differs from much ancient writing in that it purposely 
steers clear of mythological language, instead "emphasizing the historical nature of 
events."3 Numerous passages in the Old Testament, however, borrow imagery from 
pagan mythology in order to draw conclusions about the superiority of the God Yah
weh. One such mythological creature is Leviathan. "Appearing in only one pre-Bibli- 
cal text and mentioned six times in the Bible, Leviathan could seem to be a figure of 
minor importance. However, as a paradigmatic monster and enemy of considerable 
mythological attire, he outweighs other representatives of chaos and evil."4 In this 
study, we will examine the roles Leviathan plays throughout the Bible, drawing spe
cifically on its part in creation, a character in the morality play of Job, and a player in 
the eschaton as described in Isaiah 27.

Leviathan, the creature, has its roots in the mythology of many ancient Near East
ern countries. As aforementioned, Leviathan is a generally a character in narratives 
describing the ascent of "the local deity to active headship of the pantheon by de
feating the power of chaos—represented by the dual picture of the raging sea or a 
fearsome Dragon—at the creation of the ordered world."5 Indeed, the name Leviathan 
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means "the twisting one" or "the wreath-like," due to its depiction as a serpentine 
creature.6 Often dismissed as mere hyperbole in describing a crocodile, this creature 
represents much more in ancient myth: "... when Leviathan fills the picture he is no 
newcomer, nor is he simply an inflated picture of the crocodile. Rather, along with 
Behemoth, he is the embodiment of cosmic evil itself, that power ceaselessly opposed 
to God and his purposes."7 8

6. Uehlinger, 956.
7. Fyall, 157.
8. Many scholars hold that the language used to describe Leviathan is mythologized description 

of the crocodile. While a discussion of whether the biblical writers, particularly in Job 41, had 
the crocodile in mind, is not fitting for this paper, I agree with Parsons that the description fits 
partly the crocodile and is also meant to convey another, more sinister creature. For further 
discussion, see Driver and Gray, 352; Wakeman, 65; Parsons, 345; all cited in Day, 429.

9. Uehlinger, 958.
10. Ibid.
11. Ibid, 959.
12. Ibid.
13. Finegan, Jack, Myth and Mystery: An Introduction to the Pagan Religions of the Biblical World, 

(Grand Rapids: Baker, 1989), 140.
14. Walton, John H., Ancient Near Eastern Thought and the Old Testament, (Grand Rapids: Baker, 

2006), 49.
15. Day, "Isaiah," 426.
16. Ibid, 425.

Historically, the Leviathan figure appeared as early as the third millennium BCE 
in Mesopotamian iconography depicting a seven-headed snake monster "partly 
overcome by an anthropomorphic hero or god."9 Syrian artworks dating from the 
18,h-16,h centuries BCE show a weather-god slaying a serpent. These works are so 
prolific that there is little doubt they provide the prototype for this myth: "Although 
the weather-god was called at that time Haddu and his enemy Temtum, the roles of 
the conflict between the weather-god and the sea were then fixed for centuries to 
come."10 By the Middle Bronze Age, Egypt had adopted the myth, and portraits were 
produced of the sun-god Horus engaged in battle with a crocodile.11 The myth con
tinued to resurface in Egypt, even into the Early Bronze Age.12

More advanced mythology began to surround the Leviathan figure as written 
accounts of the earth's creation were recorded by the Canaanites and Babylonians. 
According to Ugaritic (Canaanite) texts, Baal, god of storm and fertility, conquered 
the sea-god Yamm and death-god Mot. Yamm, the chaotic ruler of the sea, is char
acterized as proud and arrogant, rising up to do battle against Baal, but is instead 
defeated. "Henceforward Yamm is evidently confined to his proper realm, the seas, 
while Baal is indeed the lord of the earth. In other words the forces of chaos typi
fied by the ocean have been brought under control and order [is] established in the 
world."13,14 As a result of his ordering of creation, Baal becomes an archetype for the 
sovereign deliverer we see in later myth: "Baal is viewed as one who gives life to the 
world; he is its savior and preserver."15 The important Babylonian text Enuma Elish 
depicts the great dragon Tiamat, representative of "sea and forces of disorder," as 
slain by the god Marduk before the creation of the world.16 Tiamat's body is then split 
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in two and used as the foundations of the earth, divided "into the waters above and 
the waters below."17,18

17. Gunkel, Hermann, "The Influence of Babylonian Mythology Upon the Biblical Creation Sto
ry," Creation in the Old Testament, edited by Bernhard W. Anderson (Philadelphia: Fortress, 
1984), 34.

18. Graves & Patai maintain that this defeat of a water-monster refers to the conquering of a fe
male fertility figure by a male deity, thus serving as the justification of a patriarchal society, 
which was then borrowed by the Israelites. See Graves, Robert, and Raphael Patai, Hebrew 
Myths: The Book of Genesis, (New York: McGraw Hill, 1963), 30.

19. Boyd, Gregory A., God at War: The Bible and Spiritual Conflict (Downers Grove: InterVarsity, 
1997), 85.

20. Day, "Isaiah," 436.
21. Ibid, 425.
22. Boyd, 84.

In the Old Testament, the most detailed account of creation is found in Genesis 1. 
The author of this passage may have had the Leviathan myth in mind when writ
ing: in fact, whether an earlier or later date is argued for Genesis' writing, the myth 
would have been well-known, as we have traced its history through the ancient Near 
East. However, this first creation narrative, according to Gregory Boyd, is intended 
to be a counter to the chaos mythology of surrounding countries, not a retelling of 
it.19 Indeed, Genesis seems purposely lacking in mythological language—another at
tempt at historical emphasis.20 Whereas many ancient texts personified water and 
chaos as "Leviathan," "the dragon," or "Rahab," the Genesis writer instead appears 
to purposely demythologize these creatures, ascribing them general names like "the 
Deep." In so doing, the author may have been making a statement: these supposed 
enemies of God are so inferior that they do not even deserve to be listed by name. As 
far as Israelite texts go,

",. . there is no convincing evidence that. . . pagan mythology was appropri
ated wholesale. Indeed, Israel's historical faith demanded a radical break with the 
patterns of pagan mythology and their metaphysical presuppositions. . . . What 
characterized Israelite worship was the remembrance and rehearsal of a real past. 
And when, under Canaanite or other influence, mythological forms were used, 
they were brought into the context of history and demythologized."21

While personification and explicit mythological language may be lacking in Gen
esis 1,1 would disagree with Boyd that traces of them are altogether absent. For in
stance, the biblical authors' view of the cosmos, which even Boyd acknowledges, 
contains influence from pagan myth: "Like all ancient Near Eastern peoples, the 
Israelites believed that the earth rested upon waters. . . . OT authors believed that, 
in some primordial chaotic form, the earth was originally completely engulfed by 
water—the "deep"—but that Yahweh pushed back the waters to make the dry land 
appear."22 In this way, Genesis is much closer to Babylonian and LJgaritic myth than 
many like to believe. These Babylonian myths "begin with the emergence of earth 
from a primeval watery chaos, and are all metaphorical of how dry land emerges an
nually from the winter floods of Tigris and Euphrates. Creation is thus represented 
as the world's first flowering after the primeval watery chaos: a Spring season, when 
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birds and beasts mate."23 Gunkel agrees with this position, stating that until Mar
duk—god of the sun—could slay Tiamat, "The powers of the deep were then in con
trol, with water and darkness everywhere."24

23. Graves & Patai, 25.
24. Gunkel, 34.
25. Day, "Isaiah," 432.
26. Ibid, 427.
27. Boyd, 85.
28. Boyd does offer a way to reconcile the creation account of Genesis 1 with the other creation 

accounts in the Old Testament by employing what he calls the "restoration theory." While I do 
not necessarily disagree with this theory, I took a stance against Boyd's statement that Genesis 
1 gives no indication of a battle with a Chaos monster. However, to argue semantics at such a 
level would not be fitting in this study. See Boyd, 104-113.

29. Day, "Isaiah," 429.
30. In 3:8 Job uses the term "Leviathan" in similar manner when referencing the notion of Chaos. 

Therefore, we can infer that Leviathan is synonymous with these other names (Day, "Isaiah," 
429). Indeed, "The concept of Leviathan is closely related to Rahab, insofar as the latter seems 
to be a late exilic adaptation of the former, possibly supplemented from Babylonian Marduk 
theology" (Uehlinger, 957).

31. Day, "Isaiah," 432.

In the same way, God's vanquishing of darkness and creation out of chaotic waters 
in Genesis 1 should be seen as his own triumph over the powers of chaos. "That state 
of darkness, confusion, and lifelessness is contrary to the nature of God in whom 
there is no darkness. He is called the God of light and life; the God of order."25 The 
language of Genesis may be metaphorical in nature, but it is undoubtedly borrowed 
from pagan mythology. However, it is important to remember that these myths were 
employed for the purpose of showing Yahweh's superiority to all other gods. "The 
Hebrews adapted the imagery of this triumph of Baal [or Marduk] to assert the sov
ereignty of Yahweh—expanding its application to history and morality."26 27 28

Turning from Genesis 1, we will now focus on other Old Testament accounts of 
creation. As opposed to Genesis, these accounts do not use Leviathan simply as a 
way of metaphorically implying chaos; rather, they contain explicit references to the 
beast. Even Boyd, who maintains the lack of a chaos monster in Genesis 1, agrees 
that "[s]ome texts follow the pagan Near Eastern traditions more closely and express 
the conviction that while the creation itself is good, something in the foundational 
structure of the cosmos exhibits hostility toward Yahweh."27,28 In particular, we shall 
examine the treatment of Leviathan in Job and Psalms, as far as these accounts per
tain to creation.

The book of Job contains numerous references to Leviathan, both explicitly (by 
name) and implicitly (through the use of "the sea," "Rahab," "the Serpent," etc.). Spe
cifically, in chapter 26, a portrait of creation is presented, and Job labels the Chaos 
monster with all three of these aforementioned names.29, 30 By using the language of 
ancient myth, Job is referencing "the express enemies of Yahweh, whom he defeats in 
the creative act."31 In agreement with our earlier discussion of the usage of pagan im
agery in Israelite texts, Day asserts that "Job, a strict monotheist, was not admitting 
the actual existence of such a monster-god; he was simply making use of the potent 
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imagery."32 This imagery is designed to refer to language similar to that of Genesis 
1—a formless, empty expanse of waters that became ordered by Yahweh. "[Genesis], 
in more literal language, is what Job 26:7-13 described in mythic language— 'that a 
hostile dragon symbolized that state of darkness and sea at the time of creation.'"33 
Job, like other Old Testament creation myths, is designed to ascribe superiority and 
sovereignty to Yahweh: "... together, the three entities [described in chapter 26] rep
resent the maritime chaos which once had endangered the earth but was then over
whelmed by the creator-god and given as food to wild beasts. Yahweh's victory was 
a necessary prelude to his subsequent organization of the cosmos: the opening of 
springs and the division of time in day and night, summer and winter."34

32. Ibid.
33. Ibid, quoting Waltke, 58.
34. Uehlinger, 960.
35. Ibid. "While this text (Ps. 74) alludes to a primeval battle appealed to in times of distress, an 

apocalyptic rejoinder in Isa. 27:1 announces such a battle for the future."
36. Day, "Isaiah," 436.
37. Ibid.
38. Rowold, Henry, "Mi-hu Li-hu: Leviathan and Job in Job 41:2-3," JBL 105.1 (1986), 108
39. Rowold, 108.

The Psalms make mention of Leviathan twice (74:14 and 104:26). In both instances, 
it becomes important to note that Leviathan has not been completely destroyed. The 
poetic books, in contrast to the language of Genesis, uniformly understand Levia
than to be a creature which God had subdued at creation, has control over within his 
dominion, and will finally eradicate at the end of time. "These hymns express the 
authors' perception that the cosmos is besieged at a structural level with forces of evil 
that God himself must battle."35

These creation accounts fundamentally differ from Genesis simply by employing 
mythic language, albeit "for sacred ends. Canaanite mythic imagery was the most 
impressive means in that ancient cultural milieu whereby to display the sovereignty 
and transcendence of Yahweh, along with His superiority over Baal and all other 
earthly contenders."36 The Israelites did not, however, implement pagan theology 
into their own; rather, they used imagery from these myths to paint their own pic
ture of Yahweh's greatness.37

We may now examine the second way in which Leviathan is portrayed in the Old 
Testament: a character in a morality play. In order to truly grasp this representation 
of the beast, we must again return to the book of Job. Leviathan is described at length 
in chapter 41, as part of God's second speech. However, this speech is in many ways a 
response to the words of Job and his comforters in the rest of the book. For instance, 
Job calls upon the monster in 3:8; this mention is part of a lament that Job may be 
return to an unborn, un-created state.38 The reason for this mention is the monster's 
representation of the chaos that reigned before creation—Job is making an allusion to 
ancient Near Eastern thought, but also applying the principle of un-creation to him
self. "When Job calls on Leviathan to be roused, his hope is that he can return to the 
realm of chaos, removed from Yahweh."39 Therefore, chapter 41 represents Yahweh's 
response to this request of Job, in which God is "attesting that Leviathan is indeed a 
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fierce power, although . . . this ferocious beast stands inside, not outside, the context 
of Yahweh's lordship."40

40. Ibid., 106.
41. Ibid., 107.
42. Ibid, 108.
43. Job 41:34
44. Job 38-40:2
45. Rowold, 108.
46. Day, John. “Leviathan,” The Anchor Bible Dictionary, Vol 4: K-N, edited by David Noel 

Freedman (New York: Doubleday, 1992), 296.
47. Rowold, 109.
48. Job 41:11
49. Fyall, 161.

Henry Rowold argues that this speech to Job in chapter 41 is often misread. Begin
ning in chapter 38, God asks "Who is this?" a rhetorical question implicating Job as 
one unworthy of standing before Yahweh to question his sovereignty. Whereas most 
readers would view Leviathan as a foil to Job, it appears that God is actually making 
a comparison between the arrogant actions of Leviathan and those of Job. The real 
battle being presented here is not Job vs. Leviathan, but the sinfulness of both Levia
than and Job as an affront to God. "Yahweh is placing in juxtaposition two creatures, 
each of whom have raised themselves up against God."41 In this view, Leviathan is 
presented to Job by God as "the example par excellence of the haughty and proud."42 
This is the creature that dares to stand against God, a notion that harkens back even 
to the haughty Yamm arrogantly challenging Baal; indeed, God describes Leviathan 
as "king of all the proud beasts"43 44 45.

God uses Leviathan as a moral lesson for Job, who questions Yahweh's integrity 
and morality throughout the book. "Yahweh's challenge is that Job begin his moral 
governance with this primal beast. Of course, Job can no more master this task than 
he can perform any of those tasks detailed in the first speech of Yahweh."44,45 Day 
agrees, concluding that "since Job cannot overcome Leviathan, how much less can he 
hope to overcome in argument the God who defeated him."46 Although Job is clearly 
incapable of besting the sea-monster, Yahweh is implying that He can—and indeed, 
has mastered Leviathan.47 Ultimately, this symbol serves as a reminder of God's sov
ereignty: though there is still evil in the created world, that evil is not outside the 
dominion of Yahweh. Job wished to go back to un-creation, a place without Yahweh, 
but is told that there is no such place: everything under heaven is under Yahweh's 
control, especially this Leviathan.48

Also important to note here is that Leviathan is being used as a dual symbol. In 
addition to what we have just discussed, Leviathan also symbolizes an evil being 
which goes before God arrogantly—namely, Satan. The early chapters of Job find 
Satan literally standing in the presence of God and requesting that he be allowed to 
afflict the human race. "Satan/Leviathan has indeed stood in the presence of God, 
imagining in his arrogance that he came of his own volition rather than under the 
control of the Lord's overarching providence."49 The role of Leviathan is therefore 
that of one who, presuming his independence, is actually under the control of Yah
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weh—as evidenced in the creation accounts—but will not be destroyed until the end 
of time. Therefore, in God's response, "Job was presented with the real cause of his 
sufferings—the existence in Yahweh's world of an evil power that only Yahweh can 
control.50" It is both Yahweh's apologia for his sovereignty and an explanation of the 
function of suffering: though it is permitted in the earth, it will someday be slain just 
like the great sea-creature.

50. Day, “Isaiah,” 430.
51. Day, “Leviathan,” 295.
52. Day, “Isaiah,” 435.
53. Ibid.
54. Ibid.
55. Ibid, 434.
56. Uehlinger 960-961
57. See Isa. 30:7, Ezekiel 29:3
58. Day, “Isaiah,” 435.
59. Uehlinger 960-61.

Finally, the Old Testament envisions the Leviathan monster as a key player in the 
eschaton—the end of time. "That a conflict originally associated with creation should 
become an element of eschatological imagery is explained by the principle urzeit wird 
Endzeit ["the primeval time becomes the end time"] which is attested elsewhere in 
apocalyptic literature, as in the notions of Paradise regained and a new heaven and a 
new earth."51 We must therefore examine the biblical apocalyptic literature pertain
ing to Leviathan, most explicitly referenced in Isaiah 27. The language of this pas
sage is a reworking of the Leviathan/Dragon/Serpent myth, and is clearly used in 
reference to Satan: "Isaiah, in anticipation of the eschatological climax of the conflict 
between God and Satan, described the archenemy of Yahweh in the most potent and 
explicit terms known in the ancient world."52 According to Isaiah, we will see the 
beast conquered again at the end, as it was at the beginning; however, chaos will no 
longer be just subdued, but utterly destroyed. "Isaiah, though loathe to borrow any 
of his neighbors' theology, made no apology for using this pagan mythic imagery to 
display the Lord's sovereignty and transcendence. The most terrifying of all crea
tures—the personification of Chaos—is fully and finally destroyed by Yahweh."53

Day points out that in the mind of the author, the language used conveys "the new 
exodus from Babylon," which was thought to be "coterminous" with the eschaton.54 
"The immediate referent of Leviathan in Isaiah 27:1 is Babylon, the earthly enemy 
of Yahweh."55 Indeed, the downfall of Leviathan is said to coincide with the restora
tion of the "vineyard Israel," implying that Leviathan is also being used to refer to a 
"historical-political entity."56 This is not an isolated incident; indeed, the Leviathan 
symbol is used to refer not just to chaos, but to other enemies of God—namely, Baby
lon and Egypt57—elsewhere in the Old Testament.58 However, "as the near and far 
contexts intimate, this enemy functions typologically, so that the principal locus of 
this prophecy is the eschaton and the enemy Satan."59

Since, then, the Scriptures of the Old Testament point forward to the eschaton, 
we would be remiss to not briefly touch upon the treatment of Leviathan beyond the 
Old Testament. Though Leviathan, as far as the biblical canon goes, is only explicitly 
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spoken of in the Old Testament, there are other mentions made in intertestamental 
writings, in both Jewish and Christian apocryphal literature, and implicitly in the 
New Testament. It is important to note that what the chaos monster signifies changes 
dramatically from the Old Testament to later literature; indeed, New Testament ref
erences seem reliant upon apocryphal and extra-biblical notions of Leviathan mo- 
reso than on the Old Testament understanding of it.

"In the intertestamental period dragons symbolized spiritual evils (evil spirits) 
that incite political unrest60. This is especially evident in the additions to Esther61. 
From this line of thinking, we will see that "[t]his use anticipated the dragon in Rev
elation, where the ancient serpent is the embodiment of evil, the enemy of God and 
foe of his angels62. The evil spirits that emanate from the dragon foment war and 
deceive the nations (20:3)."63, 64 Indeed, John's reference to the beast from the sea in 
Revelation 13 will prove to borrow both from this myth and the myth put forward by 
contemporary apocryphal literature.

60. “Mythical Animals.” Dictionary of Biblical Imagery, 578-580. Ryken, Leland, General Edi
tor. Inter Varsity Press, 1998.

61. 11:5-6, found only as part of the Apocrypha.
62. Rev 12: 7, 9.
63. Rev. 16:13, 20:3.
64. “Mythical Animals, 579.
65. Aune, David E. Revelation 6-16, World Biblical Commentary Vol 52B. Nashville: Thomas 

Nelson, 1998. 728.
66. 4 Ezra 6:47-52
67. Job 41:1-34; Ps. 104:25-26; 4 Ezra 6:52
68. Job 40:15-24; 4 Ezra 6:51
69. Aune, 728.
70. Klein, Ralph W. “Aspects of Intertestamental Messianism” Concordia Theological Monthly 

43 (1972). 515.

According to David Aune, "This myth is found in fragmentary form in short pas
sages in three Jewish apocalypses that originated late in the first century A.D., i.e., 
at a time roughly contemporary with Revelation: 1) 1 Enoch 60:7-11, 24; 2) 4 Ezra 6: 
49-52; and 3) 2 Baruch 29:4."65 At this point in Jewish history, the concept of a prime
val chaos monster was beginning to fade, and was being replaced and reinforced by 
the myth that both Leviathan and Behemoth were created by God. "Inspired by Gen 
1:21, which describes God's creation of the great sea monsters on the fifth creative 
day, this legend claims that God then separated the pair, appointing Leviathan to 
inhabit the sea and Behemoth the land."66-67-68, 69

Also at this point, Leviathan begins to play a role in Messianic writings, and takes 
on an eschatological role. 2 Baruch, a first-century CE Jewish writing, describes God's 
promise for the Messiah to slay Behemoth and Leviathan, "the two great monsters 
which I created on the fifth day of creation and which I shall have kept until that 
time." According to Klein, "After the messiah has been revealed he will provide food 
for all the survivors by serving them Behemoth and Leviathan . .. [n]ow at the mes
sianic banquet, the main course will be the chaotic monsters themselves. . . ."70 The 
passage concludes by saying that the flesh of these beasts will provide nourishment 
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for the redeemed.71,72 Likewise, 4 Ezra describes "God's creation of Leviathan and 
Behemoth and says that God has kept them to be eaten by those whom he chooses."73 74, 
74 As we progress in our study, these principles will be important to remember, espe
cially as they relate to the beast of Revelation.

71. 2 Baruch 29:3-4, see also 1 Enoch 60:7-8, 24; 2 Esdras 6:49-52
72. Day, “Isaiah,” 430.
73. 4:49-52
74. Murphy, Frederick J. Fallen is Babylon: The Revelation to John. Harrisburg, PA: Trinity 

Press International, 1998., 296.
75. Matt. 8:23-27, Mark 4:36-41, Luke 8:22-25
76. Gunkel, 40.
77. Matt. 14:22-32, Mark 6:47-52, John 6:15-21.
78. Exodus 20:4, see Wilson, 324.
79. Fyall, 84.
80. Murphy, 297.
81. Fyall, 84.
82. Ibid.

The Gospels provide a preview of Leviathan's later treatment in Revelation. For 
instance, in each of the Synoptic Gospels, we find Christ calming a raging sea by 
his word.75 The response of the disciples, "Who is this, that even the winds and the 
waves obey him?" bears an obvious parallel to even the earliest versions of the Le
viathan myths: the deity that is in control of the weather ultimately brings calm to 
chaotic waters. "The nature of Yahweh's lordship over the sea monster parallels Yah
weh's power over the waves of the tempestuous sea. Yahweh stills the waves."76 In the 
same manner, Jesus walks upon a stormy sea77. In performing this action, Christ is 
symbolically bringing order to chaos by trampling it underfoot. As the Messiah, he 
has dominion over the seas, and is the one who will ultimately eradicate the powers 
of disorder. In this way, the Gospels' treatment of Leviathan mirrors that of the Old 
Testament: Christ has subdued, indeed conquered, the forces of evil and chaos, but 
only upon his return will they be completely destroyed.

The book of Revelation marks the final biblical references to the Leviathan myth. 
Most notably, the connection can be made to the "beast of the sea" mentioned in 
chapter 13. John here clearly alludes to the "abyss," which Job 41:31 equates with the 
subterranean sea of ancient cosmology.78 This watery chaos, "the abode of evil, was 
often linked with Sheol,"79 and is the dwelling place of Leviathan. What, though, 
does this beast represent? First, we must take into consideration that the symbols 
employed by John are almost never "one-to-one correspondences," but usually refer 
to multiple signifiers at once.80 However, we can assert based on scholarly concensus, 
as well as tradition, that the beast of the sea "represents the Roman empire, and per
haps specific emperors within it."81 By employing language of the Leviathan myth, 
John places "historical entities into a cosmic context, so that they become more than 
just historical persons."82

In the context of Revelation, the beast of the sea rises from the water to meet 
the dragon of chapter 12, which is waiting on the shore. The connection drawn be
tween the two creatures becomes apparent in 13:2ff, where the dragon bestows its 
power and authority onto the beast. As a result, the whole world follows the beast, 
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proclaiming "Who is like the beast, and who can fight against it?" Historically, this 
has been interpreted as Satan giving authority to the Roman Empire to do as it pleas
es.83 Characterized by its excess, brutality, and persecution of Christians, the Roman 
Empire in Revelation is clearly portrayed as a servant of the devil. Its dominion over 
the known world and its military might are the symbols of 13:3-4. Therefore, Levia
than here represents an entire empire, and also the will of Satan.

83. Murphy, 298.
84. Aune, 728.
85. Ibid.
86. Revelation 15:2
87. Revelation 21:1
88. Barnabas 6:13.
89. Day, “Isaiah,” 436.

Returning to Aune's examination of the apocryphal treatment of Leviathan, we 
will remember that God created the two beasts, Leviathan and Behemoth, on the 
fifth day, and separated them to their respective realms of sea and earth. "Thus the 
separation of Leviathan from Behemoth, symbolizing the ordering of chaos by the 
separation of the sea from the land, was a protological act."84 In Revelation, though, we 
find just the opposite happening. "Their emergence from the realms to which they 
were appointed, the sea and the earth, is an eschatological action that signifies the 
emergence of chaos from order, i.e., the irruption of chaotic forces as the dying gasp 
of the old, worn-out creative order just before a period of restoration and renewal."85

Aune's astute observation finds its fulfillment in chapter 15, which describes a "sea 
of glass," a symbol that there is no more chaos. If the sea is made of glass, Leviathan 
is frozen within it permanently, and therefore cannot make war against God.86 Fur
ther, upon the establishment of the new heaven and the new earth in chapter 21, the 
sea is done away with altogether—chaos is dissolved completely by the conquering 
king seated on the throne.87

How can we draw a singular conclusion about Leviathan from sources as arrayed 
as these? Perhaps the best way of summarizing the link between the Old Testament 
treatment of Leviathan and its New Testament end is found, surprisingly, in an ex
tra-biblical source. Employing again the concept of urzeit wird endzeit, the Gospel of 
Barnabas records Jesus saying: "Behold, I will make the last as the first."88 Indeed, in 
the biblical canon, he is the last and the first, the Alpha and Omega, and only he is 
capable of restoring creation, reordering the last to mirror the first.89

In sum, we have traced the roots of the Leviathan myth from its inception in the 
third millennium BCE through to the early second century CE. Within this time 
frame, biblical authors borrowed the imagery of other peoples heavily, and though 
not adopting their theology, they adapted its language so as to better extol Yahweh. 
Leviathan served many roles for these writers: whether in the creation stories, as a 
moral (or, more accurately, an immoral) example, as a symbol for a political entity 
or a spiritual foe (Satan), or as a reminder of the final restoration of creation at the 
eschaton, this creature has much to say to the reader of the biblical canon.



Beacon of Light

Samantha Musick, Elmhurst College

Throughout the history of time, isms have divided people and established false 
chains of hierarchy. Racism made Caucasians of higher status in America through 
slavery, and Communism oppressed and divided people throughout Russia in the 
1960s. However, In Sandra Cisneros' novel, The House on Mango Street, sexism is used 
to divide the community and instill a warped sense of gender roles. The novel's cen
tral focus is on a girl named Esperanza, and how she is trapped within the confines 
of Mango Street, and through her viewpoint reveals other stories and truths hidden 
within her community. In The House on Mango Street, Cisneros shows how sexism 
divides the community and establishes ideals that entrap not only the spirits but the 
lives of its residents.

Every community is built on founding principles and beliefs. The people of Man
go Street think very little of women and have slim to no hope of ever getting out. 
Once Esperanza becomes immersed in the world of Mango Street, she quickly finds 
out how she, as a woman, should be. First off, she learns of the sharp division be
tween the sexes. "The boys and girls live in separate worlds" (Cisneros 8). The boys 
are thought of as higher beings and do not like to be told otherwise,"... the Mexicans 
don't like their women strong" (Cisneros 10). If in fact the men feel at all threatened 
about their place, they beat the women, ", .. he hit her with his hands just like a dog 
. . . like if I was an animal" (Cisneros 92). Yet after all of this injustice, it seems as 
though the women almost live for the men's attention. "What matters, is for the boys 
to see us and for us to see them" (Cisneros 27). However, Esperanza knows that the 
path of being owned by a man is not one she will sit down and take. She is deter
mined to get out of Mango Street and live in a house all her own in a place she wants 
to be. However, no one can ever truly escape Mango Street. "You will always be 
Mango Street. You can't erase what you know. You can't forget who you are. (Cisneros 
105). The past is a direct link to the future. Everything being done now will impact 
the times ahead. Esperanza's time in Mango Street will always have a connection to 
the person she is. She will always feel an obligation to the people of Mango Street that 
are not fortunate enough to escape. "You must remember to come back. For the ones 
who cannot leave as easily as you" (Cisneros 105). Cisneros uses a brilliant metaphor 
to describe how the ideals of the community spread; "this was a garden, a wonderful 
thing to look at in the spring. But bit by bit, after the monkey left, the garden began to 
take over itself. Flowers stopped obeying the little bricks that kept them from grow
ing beyond their paths. Weeds mixed in" (Cisneros 95). The monkey in the metaphor 
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refers to the innocence of being a child, but once exposed to the harsh and unforgiv
ing world of Mango Street, they too begin to transform and only add to the chain of 
twisted teachings and prejudice.

There is not much hope of escaping the world of Mango Street, especially not 
for a woman. Throughout the novel Esperanza tells many different accounts of the 
women of Mango Street. Four women in particular being her great-grandmother, a 
woman named Marin, her mother, and Sally. Esperanza's grandmother was taken 
away from her family by force, .. my great-grandfather threw a sack over her head 
and carried her off . . . she looked out the window her whole life, the way so many 
women sit their sadness on an elbow" (Cisneros 11). She was unhappy and bitter for 
the rest of her life. Another woman, Marin had a different story. She had high aspira
tions and dreams of a better place than Mango Street, "... she's going to get a real job 
downtown because that's where the best jobs are, since you always get to look beau
tiful and get to wear nice clothes and can meet someone in the subway who might 
marry you and take you to live in a big house far away" (Cisneros 26). She lived in her 
own little world separate from the reality of her situation. "Marin, under the street
light, dancing by herself, is singing the same song somewhere. I know. Is waiting for 
a car to stop, a star to fall, someone to change her life" (Cisneros 27). She lived in a 
fairytale and refused to accept the reality of the situation. Esperanza's own mother 
was oppressed in the society. She felt regret for ever conforming to the ideals of the 
people. "I could have been somebody, you know" (Cisneros 90)? She had a bright 
future ahead of her at a young age, but allowed the ways of the people around her to 
influence her. The final woman was Sally, who lived up to the ideal expectations of 
her society by marrying young. She was always portrayed as a fan of the boys, and 
this was something her father did not appreciate. "Her father says to be beautiful is 
trouble" (Cisneros 81). Although Sally had all of the boy's attention she longed from 
something more. She did not want only their attention, but their love; ". . . all you 
wanted, Sally, was to love and to love and to love and to love and no one could call 
that crazy" (Cisneros 83). Sally fulfilled her dream and married a man before she was 
in eighth grade. Unfortunately, he does not let her out of the house and is not allowed 
to see her friends. "She sits at home because she is afraid to go outside without his 
permission" (Cisneros 102). The ideal life she was expecting turned out to be wrong. 
Esperanza herself realizes that conforming was not something she wanted to do. "I 
don't want to inherit [their] place by the window" (Cisneros 11). She refused to give 
up on her dreams and allow them to dictate her life. All of the women on Mango 
Street suffered, whether they made it apparent or not. To be objectified by men and 
molded into a specific fashion is injustice of the worst kind.

In The House on Mango Street, Cisneros shows how sexism divides the community 
and establishes ideals that entrap not only the spirits but the lives of its residents. 
The people of Mango Street create a community where women are less than men and 
should not utilize their lives for greater potential. Esperanza realizes this, but breaks 
through the barriers and goes against the social norm. The very meaning of her 
name suggests a brighter day. She hopes of escaping a place of oppression and pain 
and fulfilling a higher purpose than being an object. There is no darkness without 
light, and Esperanza is a beacon of light on Mango Street.



Silk Stockings

Kate Willis, Grand Valley State University

Never in his life had Robert seen a more beautiful woman than Mac. She was never 
as put together as her older sister Elizabeth, with whom Robert had gone to school; 
her beauty had always been a little off-kilter. Mac had this way of chewing on her 
lip when she felt nervous that her mother deemed unladylike and unsanitary, while 
Robert stood at the edge of the mahogany dining room, wishing to say nothing con
trary to Mrs. Temple, though he deeply disagreed. Robert loved his little moth all 
the more for it, because it made her stand out from the rest of her Southern Baptist 
family.

Baby, you're the only light I ever saw.

As she came down the stairs, Robert couldn't take his eyes off her. She didn't float 
as a vision should, she stumbled in her new kitten heels, maintaining a sweet com
posure on her heavily made-up face. Her smile stood stiff in its place, as if drawn on, 
never faltering, though her worried eyes betrayed her.

"Congratulations," came a voice, drawing Robert from his fantasy. "She's a beauti
ful woman," Nick continued, unaware of the effort it took Robert to remember his 
name. The Temples had too many old family friends for him to keep track of.

"Ah," Robert replied. "Excuse me." He pushed past Nick, only to be caught by 
numerous members of the other prominent county families. Robert had nothing to 
say to any of them. Like his little moth, he kept a pasted smile in place as his only 
defense against the elitist crowd that surrounded him. He stood back and watched 
them mingle, champagne glass in hand, each one's finery a mere attempt to outdo 
everyone else in the room.

"Do you find teaching children to be a fulfilling occupation?" Tommy Varna asked 
Mac as Robert finally made it to her side.

"Of course I find it fulfilling. Children are the light of tomorrow. And it's much 
more important than what you do in your daddy's gun shop, that's for sure."

"Mac, hey, Elizabeth needs you at the refreshment table immediately," Robert cut 
in, sweeping his little moth away from the antagonist.

"I despise that closed minded little son of a bitch," Mac seethed. "I can be nice to 
every single other person at this party, but not him."

"You were eight. Let it go. Champagne?" Robert asked, plucking a glass from the 
table once they approached it.
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"But of course, darling/' Mac said, smoothly retreating back into her Southern 
Belle facade. "I thought you said Elizabeth needed something."

"Blatant lie."
Mac's dazzling laugh lilted across the room to her mother's keen ears, who then 

politely excused herself from her conversation, no doubt numbering her elder daugh
ter's charms and beauty.

"I couldn't get though this party without you, Rob. You make me comfortable with 
all these.... You know."

"Part of my fiance duties to attend the engagement party. But I'd be more than 
happy to leave if I knew I could esc— "

"Darling. There you are. The party has been so empty without you," Mrs. Temple 
informed her daughter in an ironic tone. "Robert," she added, "Your lovely fiancee 
would like to begin the toasts. She's by the staircase."

'You know that we’re doomed.

Knowing his duty, Robert made a beeline for the stairs, but moved slowly enough 
to hear his future mother-in-law scolding Mac under her breath.

"I needed you to be in the kitchen thirty minutes ago! We need more lemon bars 
cut immediately. You know people always snack after the toast!"

The women's argument got lost under the layers of conversation floating around 
the room. Robert didn't rush getting to the stairs, so he could take in the scenery. 
He left the dark dining room feeling as if the oppressive wood walls and ceiling 
were closing in on him, the carved pieces seeming sharper and more dangerous than 
usual. The lace tablecloths looked starker in contrast, despite being the ivory color 
Elizabeth had specifically requested. Robert only knew the difference between ivory 
and white for practical purposes, and knowing which desserts looked better framed 
by each color was not one of them. Those were the things Elizabeth understood.

"Your tie's crooked," Elizabeth greeted him, handing her champagne glass to 
Shane O'Connell to adjust it.

Though at her own engagement party, Elizabeth's admirers remained out in full
force. A typical man would be bothered by this, but Robert cared not, which irritated 
Elizabeth to no end. He pulled his little butterfly away from the collection of hand
some, well-dressed men she had attracted with her bubblegum smile, Bridgette Bar
dot eyes and perfect blonde ringlets. The usual suspects presided.

This is the deep and dying breath of the love that xve’ve been working on.

"Little butterfly, you are far too concerned with my appearance," Robert said to 
Elizabeth.

"Butterflies are all about appearance. Especially at their own engagement parties," 
she said sweetly, moving to adjust her own crimson cocktail dress and pearls, which 
had been a gift from her father on her eighteenth birthday. Robert suspected that Mr.
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Temple had given his younger daughter something more suited to her tastes, but had 
yet to prove his theory.

"Give me just one more minute before the toast, butterfly. I'm going to run through 
it again in the garden, away from all these prying eyes."

He gestured to the menagerie of men flanking his radiant fiancee.
"Nervous, babe?" she teased.
"Just want to be as prepared as I know you are. Don't want to look bad in front of 

all these people."
"I'm marrying such a smart boy. He always says all the right things."
He kissed her cheek as a reflex before slinking away to the solace of the freshly wa

tered garden, which had been romantically lit for the occasion. Sometimes he didn't 
know what Elizabeth saw in him, but it didn't matter as long as he was the only 
person who had those doubts. On the outside he seemed perfect like her, a butterfly 
among the county insects that had invaded the Temple's property. Inside he knew 
better, cursing his young man's promises to love her forever. In the fever he loved 
her, in the aftermath he loved her, in the thrill of keeping himself from her he feared 
her. His moth's heart beat fast, afraid he really was making a mistake. Robert lit a 
cigarette—his first in years—and smoked through two more by the time he heard the 
glass door open. He expected to see Elizabeth and began to walk toward the source 
of the sound instantly, tossing the evidence of his insecurity, hoping she wouldn't 
taste the deception in his kiss.

Can't seem to hold you like 1 want to.

"Ya commin'?"
He blinked a few more times before making out Mac's silhouette in the doorway, 

the lights and sounds of the party behind her. Robert felt all his blood rush to his 
heart and his love for her trying to tear its way out of his mouth. He held back as she 
approached, pulling out another cigarette.

"Eventually."
"You know how impatient my sister is."
"All too well," Robert snorted. Elizabeth would not have stood for such a sound 

escaping him in public.
"You never told me what you thought of my outfit. Did this dress look better on 

Elizabeth?" Mac prompted, closing the door behind herself.
The pale blue sheath accented his fiancee in all the right ways when she had worn 

it to a debutante ball the previous spring, but everything looked immaculate on 
Elizabeth. In Robert's eyes her perfect beauty dimmed when compared to his little 
moth. Everyone appreciates a butterfly, but not all know how to love a moth. They're 
mysterious creatures that hide insecurely in the dark, all their lives longing for the 
light. Both moths regarded one another in the moonlit garden, neither willing to ac
cept their fate. Mac came closer and the entire world faded into darkness and silence. 
Robert didn't know how long he could stay away.
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"Those stockings ..he began.
"They're silk. Borrowed them from Mother," Mac interrupted, hurrying him to 

make a point.
"They make your legs seem so ..." Robert fumbled for words, her perfume seep

ing into his nostrils, knowing what she wanted to hear but unable to produce the 
proper sounds.

"Perfect," she sighed.
"Tan," Robert overlapped. "Well, yes."
He wanted to tell her how perfect she already was to him, without the stockings, 

without the jewelry; none of it suited her. But Robert knew Mac would hear none of 
his humble praises. Everyone in the house could leave, and he wouldn't notice. Well, 
he would. Fewer interruptions.

"Tan," Mac repeated in disbelief. "Well."
"I mean.... You know what I mean."
This time her sigh was heavy with the knowledge that she would never be what 

she so deeply wished she was. Robert knew that sigh because he himself had sighed 
it many times, but it meant something different for Mac than it did for him. She 
wasn't the type to repeat the same action only to get the same results over and over 
again, and she had finally hit her wall. Robert was more tolerant of himself and the 
promises that bound him to Elizabeth and her lavish world. Mac chose this moment 
to laugh. She took his cigarette and sat on the brick sidewalk, and Robert instinctu- 
ally followed.

"How can you want this?"
Robert watched her take a drag from his cigarette, which was possibly the sexiest 

thing he had seen in all twenty-six years of his life. He debated telling her all of his 
reasons for staying, but decided to keep the most damaging from her.

"I made promises I had to keep," he said honestly. "Then, all I had was my word 
and a pretty girl who believed every one. And I've always had my little moth to get 
me through," Robert said, unthinkingly sweeping a loose curl off her shoulder.

Skin on skin.
Mac froze. Robert panicked.
He took a breath. 1 love you, I love you, I love you, his insides screamed. He kept 

those convicting words stifled. If Robert hadn't had so much practice restraining 
himself, his lips would have betrayed him by now one way or another.

"Don't you dare say a word," Mac hissed at him, roughly passing the cigarette 
back.

How dare ya say it's nothin' to me?

"I'm not as strong as you, little moth."
"I want to be the butterfly for once, Rob! Call me little butterfly!" Mac demanded, 

tears spilling out of her begging, honey-colored eyes. "Call me little butterfly."
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"But you're a moth/' Robert said gently, pulling her close and resting his cheek 
on the top of her head, unsure of whether physical contact would be comforting or 
tempting at this point. Mac tensed at his touch, so neither option was correct. "You 
are beautiful and gentle, but not in the way people understand," he soothed, feel
ing her relax into him. "You are rare and mysterious, like your namesake, and that 
makes people uncomfortable." As he spoke, he smelled her hair, almost intoxicating 
him to the point of confessing his love. They had never been this close for this long, 
which thrilled and terrified him.

"Not you."
Robert composed himself, but felt the anxious sweat seep through his undershirt. 

"I'm a moth that looks like a butterfly," he explained. "My only oddity is that I come 
out at night, but people are willing to put up with small eccentricities."

"I see."
Mac pulled away and wiped her tears with the back of her hand, smearing her 

mascara. No one thought waterproof would be required for anyone but the mother 
of the bride-to-be. The steadfast look on her face alerted Robert to the end of an era: 
the end of him and his little moth.

"Don't go," he pleaded.
"We can't both be trapped here," Mac said, looking at him sadly.
"Then go," Robert told her, his voice cracking painfully as he felt his heart tear in 

half.

My dear, we're slow dancing in a burning room....

Mac waited a moment before responding. She started by taking off her new kitten 
heels, stood up, removed the silk stockings, diamond drop earrings, all the excess, 
everything that made her look like the woman she wasn't. The more she shed, the 
more Robert loved her, the more every part of him ached for that freedom of a fresh 
start and for this woman in front of him who was close enough to touch, but not in 
the way he wanted. Already she looked more relaxed, much more in her element. 
Robert knew how their story ended: his little moth would flutter off into the world 
outside the county, change people everywhere she went, leaving a trail of broken 
hearts in her wake. Traditional county people didn't know what to make of Mac in 
the first place, but the city would love her fiercely until she left it. Laughter peeled out 
of Mac's mouth and echoed through the still garden when she tossed her head back 
in the bliss of the moment. Finally making eye contact with Robert, she placed a soft 
hand on his cheek, which he covered with his own, grasping at what he knew was 
his last chance with his little moth.

"Thanks for making my sister happy. And making my family proud," Mac whis
pered.

He pulled her close, fingers in her hair, eyes closed.
"Thanks for being you."
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Mac kissed Robert on the cheek before rising from the brick sidewalk, the noise of 
the party inside fading back into his awareness. Unable to form words, Robert nod
ded, standing up and following Mac back into the house, back into the whirlwind of 
the life he had chosen for himself. The lights of reality shocked his eyes. He located 
Elizabeth in the crowd and crossed to her, hand on her back like she liked, kiss on 
the cheek, a fraudulent smile masking the pain he knew he would carry for the re
mainder of his natural life.

I make the most of all the sadness.

Robert snagged two glasses of champagne from a passing waiter, one for himself 
and one for his lady, though he wished both were for himself so he could drown his 
sorrows. The elegant room began to reverberate with clinking glasses, the guests 
requesting the couple kiss. Out of the corner of his eye, Robert saw his little moth slip 
toward the heavy front door, every inch carved, serving as a reminder to him of the 
immovable and complicated barriers between him and everyone in his life. Robert 
knew once Mac closed that door, she would never return. With a look of resignation, 
she nodded at him briefly, once. Robert closed his eyes and kissed his little butterfly 
as his little moth disappeared into her native night.



Soldier On

Ian Williams, Fairmont State University

soldier on, you
with shoulders poised, tall 
and rippling, your pressed 
dress shirt stretched
across your beleaguered frame; it will 
wrinkle by morning.

press on, you of sound 
mind and little faith- 
soldier of the corporate 
war; your navy knuckles knot your tie 
again to revive the crease.

carry on, you—kindred
laborer—hurried hours suffixed 
by wilted punctuation, life: 
it seems a lingering ellipses.
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The Musician’s Prayer (Songwriter’s Ode)

Garrett Trotter, University of Northern Iowa

As I stand between the Four Winds
With instrument in hand
Let me play anew across this barren land 
And let me break free of the notes 
To see the universal chords beyond 
Allow me to play the ripples of a pond 
Or the fields of grass and wheat 
To icy mountainside and deep valley below 
To play a marveled feat, for which I can rightly show 
Let nothing, O' sky, overtake me 
Through the snow, lightning, and rain 
Take from me all of me that is surely vain 
Let my sharps be sharp and flats by flat
And may my scales reflect just where I am at 
If thou doesn't, what I've asked, make so 
Then grant me only one answer I can show 
From all I've seen in my years 
Grant me one request
That in all my behests, I play 
Play different from the rest

Aisthesis, Volume 6, Issue 1, Spring 2013, 114



What’s Behind Your Tear?

Jennifer Eggebraaten, University of South Dakota

Darling, what's behind your tear? 
How I hate to see you cry.
I want to make it all better for you 
But I honestly don't know how.
Sweet one, please tell me what is wrong 
How can I help you out?
What is the meaning of that one 
Single track down your cheek?
Please let me see what lies beneath 
That beautiful tortured smile.
Angel, remember that I'm here to help 
You don't always have to be so strong.
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Dirty Minds

Christopher Vance, Fairmont State University

Shining silver; interesting how inviting it looks.
The padlock serves as a deterrent, keeping out all 
who dare paint grime on that which bears no stigma. 
But there can be no epic hero without an epic flaw.

Unclean creatures have tried to walk these floors before, 
muddy touch instantly punished for enjoying the rain. 
World washed bare beyond the tyrannical padlock, 
down goes the dirt same as the juices of the brain.

Upward in disconnected bounds leap the flimsy stairs, 
and even the owner finds their disjoint unmanageable at times. 
Their service is neither aesthetic nor weight-bearing, 
but only to squeal and crack when bent toward cogent design.

Plateaued hallways initially seem a more inviting place to walk 
'til the supporting parts give way in disregarded, insignificant gaps. 
Scared, moving quickly to a sanctuary more comfortable, 
over a place that supports weighty truths as rare as carries facts.
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All secrets are guarded by the bedroom's covers;
the same covers where we hide from intangible monsters, 
like the demon in the closet, by day just a sweater, 
or uninvited muses, condemned horrific imposters.

There always comes the maid, tradition's governess, 
the one who comes with an old, torn rag to wipe each stain. 
Experience stains people like gentle hands stain wood, 
burning them to the color of wisdom if allowed to stay.

Even then the chance still remains that the recognition is there 
that legendary art comes from little more than rocks and eggs. 
Beauty carries not the marks of perfection and divinity, 
but scars and weather-wear on wide arms and steel legs.

No matter how clean the walls of the house seem to be, 
only the hurricane and the earthquake can attest the carpentry inside. 
Just the same, an idea is only as strong as the thoughts that have tested it, 
and a worn one spread proudly is worth more than an untouched one in mind.



Meridian: A Daughter, a 
Lover and an Activist

Paige Narins, Albion College

Alice Walker's Meridian chronicles the life of a fascinating black woman living in the 
South during the time of the Civil Rights movement of the 1960s and 1970s. The book 
walks the reader through Meridian Hill's life via a maze of flashbacks and memories. 
By the end of the novel, the reader has seen the majority of Meridian's life played 
out either from her perspective or the perspective of her on again, off again lover 
and friend, Truman Held. As the prompt states, Meridian is a mystifying person in 
many ways. The dictionary defines the word mystifying as "something that utterly 
bewilders or perplexes" and, in the case of Meridian Hill, this description fits very 
well. One of the reasons it fits so well in describing Meridian is that, throughout 
the story, she seems to bewilder even herself. Meridian spends most of the novel in 
a state of uncertainty, wraps up in one unfortunate situation after another. In fact, 
this book could be seen as a coming of age story in many ways because it is through 
the struggles and tribulations documented in this book that Meridian finally finds 
herself and is cured of her mysterious illness. Meridian plays many different roles 
in her life, but it is the roles of daughter, lover and activist that end up demystifying 
Meridian Hill, both to the reader and to herself.

The first role that Meridian takes on is that of daughter. In comparison to other 
roles, being a daughter might seem the smallest, but many could argue that it is the 
most deeply embedded in her character. Meridian spends much of the novel feeling 
inadequate and lost. From the first and most heart-breaking scene seen between her 
and her mother, the reader can see why. "It is death not to love one's mother. Or so it 
seemed to Meridian, and so, understanding her mother as a willing know-nothing, 
a woman of ignorance and—in her ignorance—of cruelty, she loved her more than 
anything" (30). It is one tragic scene from her past that leads to a better understand
ing of her entire future. Meridian's mother is a very religious woman and expects her 
daughter to accept Jesus as her savior when she is thirteen. But, in her first display of 
independent thought, Meridian cannot bring herself to do it. At that moment, Merid
ian's mother delivers a blow that will haunt Meridian for years to come. She proves 
her love to be conditional and withdraws from Meridian physically, in an act that 
mirrors what will become their relationship for the rest of the book: "Her mother's 
love was gone, withdrawn, and there were conditions to be met before it would be 
returned. Conditions Meridian was never able to meet" (30).
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This one instance exemplifies Meridian's entire strained relationship with her 
mother. Although Meridian's mother began her career as a schoolteacher, she was 
simply not fit for motherhood and took out her resentment on an unwitting Merid
ian: "Her mother was not a woman who should have had children. She was capable 
of thought and growth and action only if unfettered by the needs of dependants. 
.. . Her spirit was of such fragility that the slightest impact on it caused a shattering 
beyond restoration" (49). Since this resentment was completely unfounded, Merid
ian never understood it and, therefore, spent her entire young adult life wondering 
what exactly she had done wrong, unconsciously making for herself an existence of 
severely low-self esteem and perpetual culpability: "Meridian was conscious always 
a feeling of guilt, even as a child. Yet she did not know of what she might be guilty. 
... It was for stealing her mother's serenity, for shattering her mother's emerging self, 
that Meridian felt guilty from the very first, though she was unable to understand 
how this could possibly be her fault" (49-51). Without the support and unconditional 
love Meridian's mother should have given her, Meridian spent her life feeling inad
equate, hindering her true potential until she was able to let that burden go.

Another role that Meridian takes on in this book is that of lover. Although she 
marries and has a child with Eddie, her relationship with Truman, as fraught as it 
is with trial, defines her character more than her relationship with Eddie. But, it is 
through her experience with Eddie and others that the reader finds out that Meridian 
has no particular affinity for sex or a serious relationship with men: "This, then, was 
probably what sex meant to her; not pleasure, but a sanctuary in which her mind was 
freed from any consideration for all the other males in the universe who might want 
anything of her. It was resting from pursuit" (62). In this comment, Meridian clari
fies that she actually does not seem to want anything to do with men—sex is simply 
a way to escape from all the things men want from her. She further clarifies these 
feelings when, after a conversation with Eddie about her seeming disinterest in sex, 
she thinks: "She loved the warmth, the lying together, the peace. She endured the sex 
because it gave her these things. She would have been just as happy, happier, without 
it" (64-65). Meridian does have a very good reason for not enjoying her experience 
with men though. Her mother never told her anything about the ways of men and 
women (60) and so, from the beginning, she is taken completely unawares. An obese, 
pedophilic funeral home director tries to seduce her multiple times at the age of 15 
as does his assistant who forces her to watch his seduce and have sex with another 
16-year-old girl. These experiences, rightly so, cloud Meridian's judgment when it 
comes to men, leading her to believe that her life would be happier without sex.

The most important relationship Meridian has is with Truman Held, a relation
ship that lasts the entirety of the novel. Originally, Truman and Meridian's relation
ship is of a romantic and even sexual nature: "She loved being with Truman. She felt 
protected when she was with him. . . . He was, in any case, unlike any other black 
man she had ever know. . . . She also wanted to make quick, mindless love to him 
whenever he was near. . . . She had never felt faint with desire before and felt she 
had discovered a missing sense" (100). But their relationship leads her to a secret 
abortion, after which Meridian gets a tubal ligation. Although Meridian is hurt by
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Truman, especially when he asks her to have his babies (116), his actions and their 
relationship nonetheless prompt her to take control of her life in a way that she had 
not with Eddie. Throughout the rest of the novel, although Truman professes his 
love for her many times, even while he is married, Meridian continuously spurns his 
advances, asserting her right to control her own love life. From herinitial experiences 
with men, she knows that she is not cut out for a life of love and happiness with a 
man. And with the climactic event of her taking control of her own destiny and get
ting her tubes tied, she, like with her mother, takes a stand that affects the course of 
her life—this time in an overall positive way.

The final, and most emblematic, role that Meridian takes on in this novel is that 
of activist. Her activism in the civil rights movement is evident from the very first 
scene where she is shown leading black, poor children to see a mummified woman, 
despite the ridiculous, white tank trying to intimidate her (21-22). We see her efforts 
in the Civil Rights movement throughout the novel and these efforts reveal time and 
time again that Meridian's inner struggle is the focus of Walker's story. The two other 
aforementioned roles that Meridian plays in this story both begin and, in a way, start 
to end the struggle she plays out during his time as an activist. In the beginning of 
the story, Meridian is seen at a meeting of intellectuals, all pledging their loyalty to 
the "Revolution" , even if that loyalty involves murder. But Meridian hesitates and it 
is at that moment that the reader is introduced to her inner struggle, the struggle that 
began with her mother's withdrawn love all those years ago. From that point, she had 
struggled to find herself, gotten pregnant and then given her child up to go to school 
at Saxon College. But it is when she makes the decision to no longer be with Truman 
and to not give in to his advances that she really begins to realize her true potential.

This realization prompts her to see that the important thing is not whether or not 
she would kill for the Revolution, but in what ways she, Meridian Hill, can help the 
Revolution in a way with which she is comfortable and that would actually matter 
him. And so it is in this strangely early part of the novel that we get, what we later 
discover to be the climax, the heart of the novel. "'I know I want what is best for black 
people....'" (31) Meridian says at that meeting, and at this moment, the culmination 
of her life's experiences, she stands her ground and refuses to give in, to commit her
self to murder when "she could not think lightly of shedding blood" (28). Instead, she 
decides to "go back to the people, live among them, like Civil Rights workers used 
to do" (31). Her fellow revolutionaries see this choice as weak and indecisive when, 
in truth, Meridian has the most adult and compassion response of the whole group. 
She finds her own way to fight and because of that, she sets herself apart. As Truman 
states at the end of the novel: "'Your ambivalence will always be deplored by people 
who consider themselves revolutionists, and your unorthodox behavior will cause 
traditionalists to gnash their teeth,'... it was still amazing to him how deeply Merid
ian allowed an idea—no matter where it came from—to penetrate her life" (219-220). 
Meridian Hill was an activist, not only for the Civil Rights movement, but for herself.

The protagonist of Alice Walker's novel, Meridian, plays many roles throughout 
the book, but the roles of daughter, lover and activist work together to demystify 
her character both to the reader and to herself. Meridian's story, if nothing else, is a 
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beautifully crafted account of survival. Throughout the novel, the reader sees Me
ridian battle a mysterious illness, a mother who always criticizes her, and countless 
men and women who take advantage of her, both physically and mentally. And yet, 
by the end of the novel, Truman makes a gripping observation: "He would never see 
'his' Meridian again. The new part had grown out of the old though, and that was 
reassuring. This part of her, new, sure, and ready, even eager, for the world, he knew 
he must meet again and recognize for its true value at some future time" (219). But 
the greatest result of Meridian's struggles, the most inspiring part of the awareness 
she gains from the tragedy in her life is that she finally learns to not only accept but 
embrace an inevitable outcome of her independence: being alone. As she says to Tru
man when he comments that he hates to think of her as always alone: "But that is my 
value.... Besides, all of the people who are as alone as I am will one day gather at the 
river. We will watch the evening sun go down. And in the darkness maybe we will 
know the truth" (220). Meridian, now strong, can finally walk away from her unjusti
fied feelings of inadequacy into a new life of competent freedom
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I Have the Poems of the World’s Souls

Jillian Smith, Youngstown State University

I have the poems of the world's souls, welling up in my chest

Music and dancing and fiery muses caper through my mind's eye

I drive through the passed-by places

Magnificence lonely and untouched and alive

Into a shower of golden autumn sunset

Does this really happen every evening?

This symphony of creation?

Nature's magnum opus reveling before my eyes?

Fire and emerald, jasper and carnelian

Waves, little sighs of life-breath, green elegant swaying stalks

Food and sustenance

What a giddy thing

To be free and alive

To move and think and know

Amber and freest blue, brilliant blue!

Burgundy sings to my eyes

Little stark spidery white branches, containing the verdant stuff of life

Wave congenially as I pass by

I gaze on a little silver mirror, of placid eternal wisdom

My immortal spirit wrests within me

It faints, triumphant at the beauty

I fail,

Weeping and laughter roil within the deep of my flesh,

Rending apart the mortal from the little golden strands of the God-breath
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Explosion. Expanse.

I look out the window, and my weakening body becomes renewed. My soul reanimates.

I think of prison

If I were to be within such a dark cell,

Would but one glimpse, one little snapshot from memory

Would it be enough to sustain me?

Would the joy remain alive within me?

Is this what keeps me alive?

When torment threatens

I abscond with my thoughts to the palpable, pulsing, heady earth

Scrunch it warm between my toes

My mind, the wind, my breath, with one accord they sweep

My heart is a starburst

I sing Glory to God

The insanity, which creeps within me, is stilled

Blithe relief washes over, like biting into some sweet, clean fruit

Do they understand?

I look around

Does my heart transmute the joy I feel?

Does it send out little electric feelers of jubilation?

Do they feel them?

When they look out the window, do they rejoice as I do?

Do the rays of sunshine warm their bellies too?

I am in public solitude

I am a foreigner in my own country

I am held in rapture. In a passionate, fitful trance

I am still as everyone flies frenzied around me

Or do they?

Do I fly frenzied as they all stare dumfounded?

Or do we both see the vision and the rapture, and then waiver on the brink of flying or staring?

I have poems of the world's souls, welling up in my chest.



Memoir of a Seraph

Teresa Heck, University of Minnesota Duluth

The pyres of Heaven 
They burn with such glee 
And the fires, they beckon 
... They beckon to Me 
As I look at the cloud-waves 
Soft-drifting above.
The clouds are but one thing 
Of Earth that I love.

... My mind carries back 
Mem'ries of the Age 
When I haughtily strode free 
Of my gold-rimmed cruel cage, 
And begged of mine master, 
"Sir, please let me free." 
... With nod of his wise head, he 
Sent me to see
The Earth, cold and silent, 
With nary a tree.

"Good master," returning, 
I mockingly said, 
"That Earth down below!
... Now why is it dead?
You have all the power 
To fill it with life.
... Now please, mine good master, 
Why not fill it with strife?
... Go fill it with creatures 
To fight tooth-and-claw, 
And tread through lush forest, 
With sharp-fanged wide jaw! 
. .. Good master, your powers,

They won't go to waste, 
If you fill that dull Earth there 
With whatever your taste!"

My master, he glared then, 
With age-hardened Eye, 
and his gaze bor'd straight through me, 
And a dust-creaked auld sigh 
Shook his frail frame. Then: 
"Zeboran, you fool.
The Earth, once it's filled, 
Won't be peaceful—it'd be cruel. 
And brimming with black jealousy. . . . 
... Mine brother Below, 
He strikes in the heart of each creature I know, 
A dark spot of Evil.... And this, aye, is true 
.. . Zeboran, Winged Diety, 
You saw when you flew 
That burn-pocked Earth's surface ...
The humans did strew 
That damage you see there. 
And then, building new, 
They caught a quick virus 
And away their lives blew. 
The humans died off, aye, and I've seen no real need 
To bring them all back! I've let Earth go to seed.

See, Zeboran Seraphim, 
I kept you hard-caged 
To keep you from Terrors 
That roamed that foul age. 
The Earth, it is clean now, 
Though life, it hath gone ...
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I'll let you fly free now, 
With the coming fierce Dawn. 
By then my frail frame will 
Return back to Dust, 
And the Mantle of King, aye, 
Take it you must.
... For the Mantle does draw still 
My brother's dark lust."

My eyes close as soft memories 
Float through mine mind. 
That fiery First Dawn had 
Light-beams sublime....
And they struck my poore master 
And he shattered with rays 
With gold-twirling music 
Before mine shocked gaze.

And, sighing, I strode forth, 
And took on his Mantle 
Of embroidered-fine silk, 
Its ebony-covenantal 
Inscriptions cascading 
Past mine wings glimm'ring red. 
Then softly to Earth 
I carefully did tread... . 
And, catching the breeze, 
I tied-in a knot, 
And watched as a cloud 
Was softly begot.
Then, bending, I grabbed forth 
A handful of stone, 
And winding mine hand back, 
With roaring-loud groan, 
Whipped to the heavens 
A tow'ring-sharp spire 
Of Rock, which would serve 
As a bridge to the Higher 
Reaches of Air. Then carefully I set 
Gemstones and rubies, 
Which glimmering met 
My caressing breath, 
And they burst into bloom, 
Sending sparkles of lime-light 
Off petals—and gloom

Crept up on the land 
As I thoughtfully work'd. 
I heard a quick tapping 
And, quick then, I jerked 
Around, and I faced 
That Brother of Yore: 
He with the Shade-face 
From the Reaches of Core.

From Hell he had risen 
From his Ebony Throne 
To talk with the Risen 
New Master. "A bone 
You will need," 
He whispr'ingly said, 
And held forth in talons 
A tiny white shred.
"Now why do you hand this. .. 
Pale artifact to me?"
I loathed, aye, to take it, 
But he smiled, you see, 
And the smile had in it 
A Sadness. ... pity rose in me. 
"Eons I've lived in the Reaches Below, 
And naught once in those blank times 
A soul there did blow.
I must have some company.... My wife, 
She was, too....
A human . .. young soul.
.. . I.. . loved her ... you see....
.. . But the ghastly-dark blight 
Took my lover from me.
... Well, here is a bone 
From a human long past.. .. 
Take it, New Master, 
.. . and make that shard last." 
With rustling gale 
He faded away, 
Back to the Reaches 
To sullenly stay 
Near his Shining Auld Throne... . 
.. . He left me there—shocked— 
Clutching the bone.

... I sighed then, and thinking,
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Decided to try
To fill the dead earth and
The empty cool sky
With warm-pulsed bright creatures, 
Of feathers and fang, 
And fur-stripes and scales, aye. 
A melody I sang, 
And called into being 
The creatures of Yore
From the thin-pale old bone shard 
Which, shattering, bore 
Forth a thick stream
Of flitting young beasts.
They yelped with shrill joy and 
Ran off to the Easts, 
To play in the clear streams 
And Waves of the Sea.

... Just one small pale bone-shard 
Was left, then, with me.. . .

The momentous decision, 
It was now at hand.
... Revive the Dark Species, 
The Creation so grand? 
The One which destroyed 
So it could create, 
The One which employed 
Mass weapons of Hate?
... The Creature whose greed sent 
Its kinsbeasts Below?
... The Monster whose strange mind 
Knew things Not To Know?
... I gnawed at my lip 
As I stood on the plain 
Of glimm'ring-rich gem-flowers 
Which, softly, had came 
From the gemstones I'd planted. 
And up, high above, 
The winds carved the Spire 
Into dust, which the glove 
Of the wind carried far, 
Creating the rain 
Which I absently swept 
T'wards the ocean. In vain

I tried to envision 
A world clean and pure 
And free, with those Humans, 
Those Beasts. And I swore, 
And made my decision, 
And angrily threw, 
The bone-speck to Ocean, 
Where momentously grew 
A huge-mouthed fat whale. 
And it swam far away, 
To speak with its kinsbeasts 
Which happily play 
To this day, by the sweet shores 
Of the glittering sea, 
Under clear, windswept skies 
Which bow down to me 
And the Bogs and the Forests 
Of Moss and of Light, 
The lands thick with Seed-grass, 
Tell not of the Plight 
That the old Earth was in 
When the humans did roam. 
... In peace now I sit 
In my fresh-polished throne. 
I sit and I watch with 
The utmost deep pride 
And I laugh when I witness 
The moon soar beside 
The bulk of Mount Zebarest; 
The moon's great pocked hide 
Looms close now. The tides sweep 
Across the huge lands, 
The oceans are filled now 
With beasts of demands.
I laugh and I watch this, 
My Earth, 
And I think
That no human will ever, aye Ever, 
Will drink
From the Fountain of Knowledge 
That I keep by the Brink 
In the majestic-sweet Heavens 
That wrap Earth around.
. .. Full peace the Earth has now, 
Without human sound.



From Chaos to Community: Tutoring 
in the Cedar-Riverside Neighborhood

Theresa Chresand, University of Minnesota

It is five minutes to four on a windy Tuesday afternoon, and I am on my way to my 
weekly volunteer session (tutoring East African immigrants) at Trinity Lutheran, a 
small church located in the Cedar-Riverside neighborhood in Minneapolis. Walking 
up the tiny stairs in the back, I pull open the door, and am greeted with a warm blast 
of air and excited cries:

"THERESA!!!" Little feet come running from all directions, and I find myself in 
the middle of a big group hug, with everyone trying to talk at once. We spend the 
next two hours working on homework, doing crafts, laughing, talking, and reading. 
I get lots of presents—drawings and beads and notes. After clean-up time and a few 
more hugs, all of the kids have left for home, and I sit down for a meeting with my 
supervisor, Alyson, and the two other students who help run the program. We are 
planning a training session for new tutors: a time to get to know each other better, ex
change stories, and share advice. Alyson starts by asking us what we wish we would 
have known when we first started at Trinity.

I think back to that time, two years ago. Looking for somewhere to volunteer, I 
had found the small church and its tutoring program. I thought, since I work well 
with children and like teaching, that tutoring at Trinity would be straightforward, 
even easy.

I was wrong; I spent my first afternoon trying to stop the students I was supposed 
to be tutoring from running around the room, desperately trying to keep them inter
ested in things like spelling for more than thirty seconds, and accomplishing, in the 
end, very little. This continued over the following weeks. I remember one day being 
given the task of keeping three little girls with boundless energy confined to the 12 
by 20 foot cement patio outside, using nothing other than a few stubs of chalk and 
my own creative energies. When both of these had been used up, the girls thought 
it might be entertaining to cling to me like three little koala bears. "Aww! Is this a 
group hug?" I asked. "Yeahhh," they chorused. Then, without warning, one of them 
suddenly shrieked, "NO! It's a FIGHT!!" and I found myself engulfed in a mass of 
flailing arms and legs.

I was completely overwhelmed. Not only was I having difficulty keeping these 
incredibly high-energy kids focused, I was also struggling to relate to them. This 
was particularly discouraging for me, since I am usually able to engage with children 
fairly quickly. I wondered if it was due to our cultural differences. Since basic aspects 
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of our lives were different, we didn't have the immediate access to discussion topics 
that comes with a shared context. There was a lot, I realized, I had to learn.

As time went on, though, I did start to settle in. I learned to be creative and think 
fast. When a little girl was deriving great pleasure one afternoon from hurling pine
cones at people, I suggested (with as much enthusiasm as I could muster) that we use 
the pinecones to build a "house" for the squirrels. Fifteen minutes later, when we 
went in to wash our hands, she was bubbling with excitement at the thought of the 
squirrels who might, even now, be flocking to inhabit the dwelling, and rushed back 
outside afterward to see if she could see any.

Working on homework became increasingly entertaining, as I never quite knew 
what ideas the kids would come up with. Once, I was helping one of the first graders 
with her science assignment. The topic was plants and their many uses. On learning 
that paper was made out of trees, her little eyes widened. She grabbed her piece of 
paper and held it to her nose, then eyed me suspiciously. "It doesn't smell like a tree."

Even cultural differences became less and less foreign: I got used to seeing little 
girls running around in hijabs, hearing shouts of "Hooyo!" (Mom!) and discussing 
references to the Hadith.... I also learned some phrases in Somali!

There were still, of course, challenges. Although I mostly tutored the kids, some
times I helped the adults as well. One particularly demanding job was working with 
them on their college papers. They often struggle with formulating arguments in 
English, since they are still fairly unfamiliar with the language. Basic grammar and 
spelling concepts are foreign to them; writing even a paragraph is an agonizingly 
long process. It is difficult to help them: How do you teach someone to construct 
an argument when he or she can hardly form a coherent sentence? There were also 
ethical dilemmas. Obviously, as the tutor, I couldn't simply give them the answers, 
but often giving the answers (i.e. examples to imitate) was actually the best way to 
help them, since they were unable to come up with them on their own. I decided 
that rather than focusing on the answer for any particular case, I would try to instill 
general skills that they could continue to use. I showed one woman when to use the 
phrase "for example," and she was able to start using it in the rest of her paper. For 
another woman, I made a list of various uses of prepositions that she could refer to 
as she was working.

I noticed another aspect of the challenges of language learning when I was help
ing one of the mothers practice her pronunciation. We began going through a list of 
words with short vowel sounds: "KIP... KEP... KAP... KOP... KUP" I said slowly. 
I soon realized how difficult this was going to be: with her accent, kap sounded just 
like kep, and kop like kup. We got creative. "When you say KAP," I told her, "bring 
the corners of your mouth up, like you are smiling!" "KAAAAAAP." It worked. But 
then she asked if A was a long vowel. I never realized how much I take my own Eng
lish pronunciation abilities for granted. We did make a lot of progress, though, and 
she was very grateful, thanking me over and over again as she got up to leave.

There were some who were not always so grateful to receive my help. I was work
ing with the high school boys a while ago ... one of them had already completed his 
assignment, and his friend was attempting to copy off him. I wouldn't allow it.
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"Come, on. We're Muslim brothers. We help each other out."
While I do respect the strength of their religious and cultural bonds, I still wasn't 

going to let them cheat. I snatched the paper.
"Heyyyy. You're meeaaaaaaan." the would-be miscreant moaned. The fact that I 

had stood my ground must have afforded me some respect, though, since a few min
utes later they both started telling me how much they liked me and that they hoped 
I'd come back.

This cycle of ups and downs, frustrations and victories, and generally not know
ing what to expect carried me through the first year and a half, at which time I expe
rienced a string of particularly bad days and seriously considered quitting. I stayed; 
not, I will admit, out of any heroic sense of commitment, but because I needed more 
volunteer hours. It was a good thing I did, because a few weeks later, I finally hit a 
turning point. At end of the school year, I started coming in every day (instead of 
once or twice a week as I usually did). Maybe it was because I was there more con
sistently, or because most of the other tutors had left for the summer; whatever the 
reason, I finally managed to connect with the kids. We had so much fun those last 
couple of weeks: playing inside and out, doing crafts, and just being silly. We even 
planned a "surprise party" for Alyson (although keeping it a secret was nearly im
possible).

Around the same time, I also had a turning point in the way I thought about my 
work at Trinity. I realized that ever since I had started volunteering, I had been think
ing about the experience in terms of how I felt, and what I wanted; how things were 
going for me. Perhaps, I thought, that was not what volunteering was about. Perhaps 
it was about providing a service for someone regardless of how he or she received it 
or how it made you feel. Perhaps I should stop thinking about me. I began to shift my 
focus, and to think more about the interests of the organization. I talked to Alyson 
about becoming more deeply involved with the program. "These are my skills." I told 
her, "How can I use them to benefit Homework Help?" We decided that there were 
several things I could start to work on, and I soon became the official "Communica
tions and Development Intern."

As I have continued to reflect on these experiences, I have gradually come to a 
more nuanced view. Yes, I was too focused on myself at first, but I wasn't able to 
shift this thinking until I became more connected within the program. Some level 
of personal fulfillment, it seems, facilitates a better experience for the volunteer and 
for the organization. The important thing, I think, is not to let this sense of personal 
fulfillment become the main focus, since volunteering is, fundamentally, providing a 
service for someone else. It is a delicate balance, and one that I now try to maintain in 
my work at Trinity. Most days, I feel perfectly connected and fulfilled, and the days 
I'm not, I try to remember the main reason I am here.

It was with this mindset that I began my third year of tutoring, and my responsi
bilities as an intern. One of my main tasks was to help with the new tutor orientation. 
Although I was prepared to present information at this, I wasn't expecting to learn 
anything new myself. Again, I was wrong. Alyson had arranged for two men who 
work with the East African community in the Twin Cities to come and talk to us; The 
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first, Gada, gave a talk about cultural awareness, giving us advice on sensitive topics 
like talking to the kids about where they come from. (Don't assume; always ask!). He 
also discussed the historical friction between different political and ethnic groups 
in East Africa, particularly the Ethiopians and the Oromo. The second speaker, Ta
hir, gave a slightly different presentation. First, he thanked us for the work we were 
doing and talked a little bit about his own experience with tutoring (at the Frank
lin library), and how important it had been for his success. What especially caught 
my attention was his statement that we were impacting the students in a way that 
went beyond helping them with homework: we were modeling our culture to them. 
He encouraged us to display the positive aspects of this culture. For some families, 
he said, their experience at Homework Help might be among their first interactions 
with Americans, and it could have a lasting influence on them.

These talks gave us a lot to think about. The multiplicity of the students' ethnic 
backgrounds, for example, was not something I was aware of when I first started at 
Trinity. They are Somali, Ethiopian, Oromo; some are Muslim, some are Christian; 
they speak a variety of different languages. After hearing Gada talk about historical 
and political issues, I was struck by how amazing it is that at Homework Help, these 
children are working and playing alongside each other, regardless of what historical 
tensions and cultural differences may have existed between their peoples. Of course, 
we sometimes see these tensions play out, but ultimately, they are learning how to 
coexist and even to have fun together.

We have been having a lot of fun this fall. After homework is done, the kids grab 
board games, do crafts, or run outside to play. One of my goals in my work as an in
tern this year is to make this outdoor play area safer. Trinity is located on the corner 
of two busy streets, bordered by a parking lot, and there is hardly any room for the 
kids to run around. Even worse, the soccer ball sometimes goes into the street, and 
they run after it. If we built a fence along the edge of the road, they would be able to 
play more safely. They could even help paint the fence! First, though, we'd need to 
apply for funding. I started thinking about my grant-writing pitch: why Homework 
Help is important and whom it is impacting. I broke it down into a few categories: the 
program's effect on the students, the tutors, and the community as a whole.

The program's impact on the community was not something that I'd thought a 
lot about until the orientation, when Alyson talked about the fact that it is a uniting 
force, bringing together families from various parts of the neighborhood, and tutors 
from several nearby colleges. These are people who probably would never have come 
into contact with each other if not for the program. I know I would never have in
teracted with students from Augsburg, the small college near the University of Min
nesota, let alone members of the Somali or Oromo community. Now, however, I am 
good friends with some of these Augsburg students, and I continue to feel connected 
with and learn more about the East African people and their culture.

When I used to see someone walking around wearing a hijab prior to volunteer
ing at Trinity, I wouldn't have even noticed. Now, I do notice. I know a bit about 
that person's culture; what religious holiday she probably just celebrated ... if she 
speaks Somali, I could even greet her. Surely the fact that my experience at Trinity 
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has made me more aware of my fellow human beings is the plainest testimony to its 
importance.

Because Trinity is starting to feel more and more like a family. My time at tutoring 
could not be more different now compared to when I started. Then, I was nervous 
talking to the students' parents. Now, we talk a lot. "Theresa! How are you?" they'll 
say when I come in. The other day, I even had a chat with one of the dads about 
fuel-efficient cars in London. I'm not as fazed by rambunctious behavior anymore, 
and can redirect negative situations, instead of helplessly wondering what to do. 
The other tutors are finding the work fulfilling too. One of them was talking re
cently about how touched he was when one of the students referred to him as "my 
friend." We still, of course, have our share of drama. The other day, when one of the 
tutors accidently started drawing on a piece of paper one of the little girls had been 
using, she was not happy. Being a girl of action, she decided to do something about 
it. The minute he walked out of the room, she started conducting interviews for his 
replacement. It was worked out soon enough, though; everyone had a good laugh, 
and things returned to normal.

And that is how it works. Together we do homework and play games. We learn 
about each other's backgrounds, and how to engage in cultural dialogue. Yes, some
times we get overwhelmed and frustrated, or we disagree. We have our good days, 
and we have our not-so-good days.... What family doesn't?



The Dream Sequence

Allison Mengel, Northern Illionis University

A small town is in the shadows of the season of autumn. It's the time of year that 
most of the citizens look forward to. They dress warm, the environment starts look
ing prettier, and the feeling of comfort comes along. School starts back up again, so 
children can be seen running about day and night, before and after school. Love is in 
the air for young ones, as they can be spotted walking around holding hands. While 
most girls are admired by boys and are given flowers and chocolates as gifts, other 
girls enjoy life as it is now while they're young and free.

A beautiful young lady walks graciously within the leaves in the local park. The 
leaves make a crunching noise under her winter boots. Every so often, she would 
bend down, pick up a leaf, and examine it in the sunlight. How she sees the veins of 
the leaf fascinates her greatly. When she was done with a leaf, she would gently let it 
go as she walked on.

The lady decides to rest underneath a big, shady oak tree. She leans back and 
slowly slides down to the ground. The sunlight hits her gentle, soft face. She closes 
her eyes and takes it all in, feeling like she was somewhere relaxing and there was 
nothing else around. When she opened her eyes, the sunlight and the branches of the 
oak tree intertwined so majestically, it created a beautiful pattern. The lady turns her 
head this way and that way, just staring at the pattern.

It was time to move on from the oak tree. So the young lady stands up and starts 
walking on, but before she could, she turns around and takes one last look at this 
magnificent tree she grew to love very much. She wished to stay with it longer to 
know more of it, but she already knows that she got to know it more than she real
izes.

A rustle from behind startles her. She quickly turns around to find a little, white 
bunny rabbit wondering around in the fallen leaves. What a cute little rabbit, the lady 
thought to herself. She bends down to get a closer look. Up close, she can clearly see 
each little white hair that is a part of the rabbit's fur. Its eyes were a dark, beautiful 
color, where she can see a perfect reflection of herself. The tail had a small poof that 
looked like a cotton ball. With its dark eyes, the rabbit stared at the lady, able to see 
goodness within her. The rabbit placed itself under the hovering hand of the lady. 
She felt a chill down her spine, as a result of feeling a softness like no other. A soft
ness that speaks on how this rabbit would not dare harm another being. How this 
rabbit is just as small, quiet, and nice like the lady. This rabbit speaks of innocence.
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Another rustle comes from the distance. This rustle is different. It's heavier and 
more disturbing. The rabbit, not thinking of where it was going, quickly bounced 
toward the rustle. Surprised, the lady almost went after the rabbit, wanting to keep 
it away from the danger that might come. But she become too worried for herself 
and started backing away. As the rustle came closer, the lady's heart started beating 
faster, unaware that this rustle had no ordinary creature within it.

Out of the bushes comes a handsome man, young like her. In his arms was the 
bunny. The lady stops where she's at and just stars at him. She admires how well he 
handles the small creature. He holds the bunny on his arms and just so gently caress
es its back with just a small, smooth touch. The bunny slowly fell asleep where it was.

The lady smiled at this unlikely sight. She admires how this man, someone tall 
and dark, takes care of a small and fragile creature such as a baby rabbit. The man 
looks up from the bunny to the lady, giving her a gentle grin. This gives the lady a 
shiver in her chest and makes her heart skip a beat. The man taking a few steps to
ward her freezes her up even more.

Up close, the details of this man became clearer to the lady. With a perfect com
plexion, a white smile, and the perfect dark blue eyes, the man seems to be interested 
in the lady's own details. With his free hand, the man places his hand on her cheek, 
offering her a warm sensation that gives her a special pleasure.

Taking his hand off her face, the man takes his focus back to the bunny. He takes 
both hands under the bunny's body and slowly places it on the ground on a spot free 
of dirt and leaves. As he bends back up, his eyes stayed upon the bunny, appreciat
ing his work. When his eyes came off, they went straight to the lady, still keeping a 
gentle smile.

He zips up his leather jacket and puts his hands inside the pockets. He gives the 
lady one last smile and a nod, heading off in a different direction. As he walks away, 
the lady notices the way he walks has a confidence stride. Before he could disappear 
into the bushes, he turned around and gave her a wink. She almost felt a faint com
ing on but managed to hold herself together, causing her heart to skip more than it 
did before.

After this miraculous encounter, the lady continues her walk. Her thoughts of this 
young man are endless. How his looks are intriguing and how just holding a bunny 
has shown his personality fascinates her much.

Ahead of her a shadow can be seen, but the lady was not afraid of this shadow, for 
she had a feeling that she would not be harmed. She was right. This shadow turns 
out to be her father, walking slowly up to his wonderful daughter. He gave her the 
biggest smile she has ever seen him make. He gives her a soft kiss on the forehead. 
The lady was happy to see her father, but the look in his eyes showed sadness that 
made her very concerned.

One last exchange of looks and her father turned back to where he came from. His 
slow walk became even slower, and his head became heavy and hung low. Slowly 
and sadly, his figure disintegrates into nothing but emptiness. The lady sees this and 
tries to move to where her father was. But holding her back is the feeling that noth
ing can be done to bring him back now. All that can really be done is to plop on the 
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ground and cry her eyes until they were dry. Losing her father makes the lady empty 
as the space where her father once stood. Sadness consumes her mind and heart.

Feeling depressed, the lady just sat there on the ground, not caring about every
thing else around her. The tears rolling down her face burn like fire. Her hands were 
uncontrollable and clamping her arms so hard, she was giving herself bruises. The 
thought of her father being gone forever gives her the feeling of not wanting to exist. 
How can she get through her life without the comfort of her father's arms? Without 
his deep, soothing voice that can put her asleep?

She suddenly felt an arm on her shoulder. She springs her head up, hoping for the 
best. She was hoping for her father, but instead is looking at the young man from 
before. He looks different. It seemed like it was only a few minutes ago that the lady 
first laid eyes on him, and now, this man seems more mature, which causes the lady 
to find him more attractive.

He offers her his hand, which she slowly but gladly accepts. When upon her feet, 
the lady still feels depressed, looking down at the ground with tears still streaming 
down her face. The man gently lefts her head up, giving her the same gentle smile 
from before. This cheers the lady up a small bit, showing a toothless smile.

As she wipes her eyes and face, she hears a small crunch from behind the man. 
She just notices that the man is either missing his left arm or has it behind him.

He reveals that he does have his arm, but in that hand was a bunch of colorful 
flowers. Seeing this, the lady's eyes widened, her mouth slowly opens, and her hands 
come up to the mouth, showing surprise. He hands them to her. The lady's eyes 
stayed on the flowers, admiring how beautiful the colors, the different types of flow
ers work together to create such a thing like this.

With a big smile, the lady looks to the presenter, seeing how happy he made this 
lady. He leans forward to her and gives her a soft kiss on the forehead. The lady is 
frozen in place with glee. A kiss from a handsome man like him is something to 
be joyful about. With one last gentle smile and a wink, the man turns to a different 
direction and starts walking off. The lady wished to scream something back at him, 
but she already knows this moment is special enough, that she doesn't need to ruin 
it with words that might not even mean a thing.

With flowers in one hand, the lady continues her walk. With the one main man in 
her life gone and a new one entering it, the lady can't help but see the surrounding 
world in a different view. At first, it seems like everything has a beautiful, dark tone 
that makes it all look sad but wonderful. Chills would run down your spine but it 
doesn't stop because you know deep down inside all this gloom, the happiness will 
appear. This is how the lady is seeing the world. Under her certain circumstances, 
the world seems to be showing the beauty of life. When all is down, the good will 
eventually be released and show you what life is all about.

One look at the flowers the man gave her, and she sees that life will have hap
py moments that can cover the bad. As she looks up, the lady notices color on the 
ground, in the trees, in the sky, and everywhere else in-between. She smiled, for this 
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beauty is certainly something to be happy about. Laughter may be the best medicine 
for when you're down, but happiness is the best cure to fully pick you back up.

Just as she is starting to keep her smile upon her face, not someone but something 
is seen ahead. It just sits where it's at. This thing does not seem to be alive. The more 
the lady approaches it, the more it becomes clearer. It appears to be a hat of some sort, 
but no ordinary hat by what the lady can see. At a few inches from the object, the 
identity of this questionable item is known: a graduation cap.

With the gold and red colors reflecting each other, the lady stood where she was 
and stared at the cap. It looked smooth with no creases, and the tassel's yarn inter
twined so that the colors were blended together. The lady did not even want to pick 
it up since it looked so picture perfect just lying there. But her resistance lasted very 
shortly, for she bent down and picked up the cap with her free hand. Looking at 
what's in both her hands, the lady starts tearing up in a good way. Both these items 
represent good, and she has good within her hands and doesn't wish to let them go.

Her happiness got the best of her, and she threw her hands up in the air, releasing 
the flowers and cap. When she realized this, the lady looked up in shock. She let go 
of what finally made her happy, but she knew that they had to come down and felt 
relieved. But she only saw the flowers come down, no cap. She caught the flowers 
but kept her eyes up for the cap. After a few minutes of looking here and there, she 
settled for what she already had.

But when she looked down, she got yet another surprise. These weren't the flow
ers she threw into the air. These flowers were white and perfectly aligned to make a 
sphere. It looked like a beautiful bouquet. The lady held it tightly in her hands.

After hearing another rustle, the lady looked up to find the man again. This time 
he was dressed up all fancy. A tuxedo with a small, pretty flower pinned to the 
pocket, and he had clean, smooth hair. Not a single thing was wrong with the way he 
looked. He smiled his gentle smile at the lady, who noticed one of his eyes starting to 
water up. He approached closer and the lady's stomach started to fill with butterflies. 
He got closer than he ever did before. Slowly leaning in, the man gave the lady a nice, 
slow, warm kiss on the lips. Chills ran down her spine and in the distance fireworks 
could be heard. After leaning out, both the man and the lady had huge smiles upon 
their faces, and both their hearts were beating rapidly. A feeling, but mostly a con
nection, has fully grown between these two lovers, and anyone on the outside look
ing in can see this.

The man gives his lady one last kiss on the lips and walked away. The lady's 
eyes were glued on him the whole time he walked until he was gone. But when she 
finally noticed her flowers were gone, she was surprised again. She didn't remember 
if she let go of them or if she had them this whole time. She looked on the ground, but 
the flowers were nowhere in sight. The flowers became the less of her concerns when 
she heard two different pitches of high screaming.
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Taking her attention away from the ground, the lady notices two young children 
running right toward her with open arms. Even though these children were unfa
miliar to her, she felt the need to get down on her knees and open her arms too. The 
children ran right into her, almost knocking her to the ground. She had another urge 
to squeeze them tight while embracing them.

Letting them go, she felt like she was losing a part of herself. These children 
looked happy and cheerful like she was when she was younger. Spinning, running, 
yelling as they were, they seemed to be having the time of their life. With two huge, 
toothy smiles, the children took each of her hands and started pulling her down the 
pathway. The lady followed along, hoping that they will lead her somewhere good.

They all stopped at a giant pile of leaves. With all the colors and textures 
shining clearly in the sunlight, the pile was just something to see. It seemed like 
the children aligned all the leaves perfectly before she got there. The children ran 
around the pile, pointing at it telling the lady to jump into it. The children were just 
so happy that she turned around, arms straight across, and fell right into the pile. 
The leaves flew all over the air like they were dancing. The children threw more 
leaves into the air until the leaves completely took over the ladies field of vision.

The lady finally became so happy with the situation that she never noticed the 
leaves stopped falling and no laughter could be heard. When she heard nothing, she 
struggled to escape the pile of leaves. As her head clears of leaf debris, she sees noth
ing but trees, branches, bushes, and more nature but no children. The lady felt lonely. 
She had company, and she wanted more of it, whether it was the man or the children. 
She has been alone before, but this time, it felt different. The man made her feel love 
again, and she feels as if that's gone. The children made her feel happy, and she feels 
as if that's gone now. With all people gone, the lady has only nature to turn to.

She feels as if nature has a good vibe, and she knows it might be rubbing off on 
her. She sits under a tree and decides to take a nap. When her eyes closed, the 
lady felt more relaxed. She heard nature telling her their secrets, but at the same time 
it is telling her that everything will be fine. Relaxation was the key for the lady to 
realize the same thing.

A voice is heard in the distance. The lady realized it was calling her name. She 
opens her eyes and jumps to her feet to find yet another man walking toward her. 
This was a different man than her father or the man. He was much older and dressed 
in what looked like a business suit. By the way he walked and the looks of that suit, he 
looked like someone important. He came close to the lady, took her hand, and started 
talking. All the lady heard was mumbling, but the only words she could make out 
were "big ideas." Was he talking about her or someone else and talking to her about 
it? She's not sure if she will ever find out. He quickly gives her a hug and walks away. 
He was gone before the lady could turn around to see where he was going.

As weird as she thought that was, the lady shook her head and walked on. This 
walk has been interesting for the lady. She has met people, she lost people, she has 



The Dream Sequence | 137

had weird events following her, and she's not sure if she's losing herself or if she's in 
a dream. She knows for sure that it all is not over.

More walking down the path the lady did. But as she walked on, she heard crying 
and it got louder as she continued. She looked around and saw no one but the trees 
and the skies. Louder and louder the crying became and continued. It became its 
loudest when the lady was right next to a bush.

The lady poked her head slowly around the bush, and there was the source: a 
woman that was very familiar to the lady. She smiled when she saw her mother sit
ting on a bench, but that smile didn't stay very long. She realized that it really was 
her mother that was crying. The lady wanted so badly to go over to the bench and 
comfort her mother with whatever was bothering her. But the lady did not move an 
inch. She couldn't even say a word. She notices that her mother is holding a yellow 
rose. Yellow roses are her favorite flowers, the lady thought.

Her mother looked up from the ground, with tears all over her face. She slowly 
rose from the bench and placed the flower on the bench. The lady saw the sadness 
upon her mother's face. She has never seen her mother this sad before, and she won
dered why she was so sad. With her teary face and whimpering voice, the mother 
walked off toward the path. But the lady noticed that the way her mother walked 
was the same exact style that she saw when her father walked off. And that's what 
happened. Her mother walked slowly while limping, with her head down, and she 
disappeared into thin air.

The lady finally came around the bush but never made it to her mother. She never 
yelled anything out, for her throat was too dry from breathing so heavy after seeing 
what she just saw. First her father, and now her mother is gone. Her heart now feels 
destroyed. The two most important people in her life have disappeared right in front 
of her eyes, and she feels that there is nothing she can do now.

Feeling helpless, the lady dropped to her knees. Her hands were shaking, her 
breathing was heavier, her heart was racing, but the lady had no idea what to do 
with herself now. Tears started forming in her eyes and it burned. Everything was 
ruined and there was nothing that could fix it ever. It's like what she was always told: 
you don't know what you really have until it's gone. And the lady just found out. 
She never knew how much she actually loved her family, but she feels it's too late to 
admit anything now.

The lady remembered that her mother laid her rose on the bench. She turned her 
head to see if it was still there, and it was. She got to her feet and walked towards the 
bench. As she walked, she became more nervous. She wasn't sure if she was to expect 
something to happen. She was scared that if she picked up the rose, something might 
occur that will change everything. But she got to the bench and nothing seemed 
to happen. Suddenly, she noticed something wrap upon the rose's stem. When she 
picked it up, she saw that it was a necklace, but it was her mother's topaz charm neck
lace that she always wore. This broke the lady down even more. She realizes that she 
stills has a part of her mother and she doesn't ever want to ever let this go.
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When she hears a crunching sound just a few yards away, the lady raises her eyes 
to find the young man standing in front of her. He bends down to see what the mat
ter seems to be. He sees the tears coming down the lady's face and he sits next to her, 
placing his arm around her for comfort. She places her head on his shoulder since 
she will need all the comfort she can get. They both sat on the bench for what felt like 
hours. Nothing was said or done. This moment was not ready to be ruined.

The man gave the lady a kiss on the top of her head. He got up, gave the lady a 
small, gentle smile, took her hand, and brought her to her feet. He took the necklace 
from her hand and clipped it around her neck. She turned to him. She gave him a 
big hug, where they both squeezed each other tight. He let her go and took a good 
look at her. He smiled even bigger just looking at her. He grabbed her arms gently 
and pulled her in. He gave her a kiss on the forehead. He gave her one last look and 
whispered in her ear that everything is great and all will be fine. With one last kiss 
on the lips, the man walked away. The lady, with a small smile and a little bit of hap
piness, followed him with her eyes until he was gone.

She looked down at her neck, seeing her mother's necklace. She touched it 
with her fingertips, and it gave her chills. All she could think about was love. She 
only thought of love and her family. In her head, she was saying, "I love you" to her 
parents.

She looked up and saw a couple young boys walking towards her. Even though 
their familiarity is foggy, the lady welcomed them both with open arms. When they 
were close, she took them both and hugged them. She looked at them both and no
ticed a difference. They may look alike, but the look on their faces says it all. The boy 
on her left had a smile on his face. He seemed cheerful and peppy. His eyes were 
bright and he seemed to be the intelligent kind of guy. The boy on her right looked 
gloomy. He was struggling to keep a smile on his face. It is definitely noticeable that 
he was depressed. The lady kept going back and forth between the boys and she 
didn't know if she should act the same way towards both or not.

Their presence lasted for a short time. They each turned toward a different direc
tion and walked away. The boy on the left skipped happily away. He can be seen 
skipping even from ten yards away. But the boy on the right was a struggler. He 
slowly walked with his head down. He then started limping and coughing. He fell to 
his knees and was sitting on the ground. He coughed hard and fell to his stomach. 
The sight of this pulls at the lady's heart. She wanted to go help him, but she couldn't 
move. She sees that he's going through the same process her parents are. But this boy 
seems to be having it worse. The lady knows that nothing can be done to save him, 
like there was nothing for her parents. He finally stops moving and disintegrates. At 
least his misery is done, the lady thought.

With nothing left for her to grieve, the lady placed her eyes upon the path and 
walked on. She looked around her, thinking that life for all will eventually end. But 
the beauty of life is too lovely to rid of. If it did go away, sadness would rule the 
world. Death is closer than we all think, and we always take advantage of life, as we 
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know it. The lady sees that she has been looking past all those little things that have 
been important to her, and now she can't get them back.

She finally sees that she has reached the end of the path. The end is a sad one. The 
lady finds herself in the town graveyard. She sees and feels death all around. It feels 
weird but she knows it's coming. As she walks through, she sees all the stones and 
reads them. All the wonderful quotes and the flowers decorating the graves make the 
sight seem beautiful. The spirits would be pleased with how their loved ones honor 
them.

The lady stops when she saw the graves of her parents. She stood right in front of 
them, just standing. She turned back to the path and went to the bush near the open
ing. This was a rose bush with yellow roses. She picked a few and went back to the 
graves. She placed two roses on her father's grave and two on her mother's grave. She 
touched the necklace. She thought of putting it on her mother's grave. But she didn't 
because she knew her mother would want her to keep it. Besides, it was the only 
thing she had that was related to her mother that she wanted to have close to her.

Leaving them behind, the lady kept walking through the graveyard. She feels 
better now that she got to see her parents one last time and gave her respect to them. 
Now she feels better about moving on, and she knows her parents will always be 
right there with her.

There was one thing that stopped the lady in her tracks, and it blew her mind 
that she even sees this. She notices the gravestone of the young man she has seen 
throughout the journey. Seeing this brings the lady to her knees yet again. She has 
only known him for what really was a few hours, but she feels the connection with 
this man has become more than something special. It was now gone, like her family. 
But she feels that this journey and this man have shown her that her life was swell. 
If she were given the opportunity to redo everything, she would not change one 
little thing. All she could do now was lie right next to the man's grave, thanking him 
for showing her real life and love. She wishes she could've done more with him, but 
knows that what they have already done together was enough, and more would've 
been too much.

As she lies next to him, the lady feels very relaxed and comfortable. She reflects on 
her life and sees that it was good. She closed her eyes, imagining a place where hap
piness would never end and the world's beauty would forever be the way it is. She 
closed her eyes, knowing that she will never wake again.

Hearing birds chirping, the lady opened her eyes to find herself sitting under the 
big oak tree at the park. It was just a dream, she thought. Life-like it really was. It was 
much to think of, but she feels ready for all of it.

She turned her head to look on the other side of the tree. She saw many children 
playing on the playground equipment, being happy and cheerful. She can't wait to 
have her own children. She expects that they will be like those children; having the 
time of their lives anywhere they go. She's excited about her whole life ahead of her.
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The lady hears a rustle right next to her. She turns her head to find a little, white 
bunny rabbit right next to her. It wasn't afraid of her at all. She pets the soft rabbit. 
The rabbit seemed to appreciate the attention, and the lady enjoyed the softness of 
the rabbit's fur.

More crunching noise is heard above her, and from the source came the word, 
"Hello!" She lifts her eyes to find a handsome, young man right in front of her. He 
stood there and gave the lady a gentle smile.

THE END



Priority of Phonological Awareness 
in Head Start Classrooms 
Based on Teacher Report

Laura Aughenbaugh, Southern Illinois University

Abstract

Results from a survey of Head Start teachers regarding priority of phonological 
awareness development are reported. Results indicate teachers are promoting PA in 
their classrooms through rhyming activities, but that PA may not be a strong priority 
relative to other types of learning.

Learning Objectives

(1) Describe class activities that could be done with children from head start class
rooms to expose them to phonological awareness (2) Discuss priorities of Head Start 
teachers that are related to language and literacy. (3) Explain significance of phono
logical awareness exposure in early childhood classrooms.

Summary

Intro: Phonological awareness (PA) is the understanding of how sounds are com
bined to make words. PA includes the ability to engage in tasks such as rhyming, 
segmentation, isolation, deletion, substitution, blending, and decoding. All of these 
skills are important components of PA that need to be developed in order for chil
dren to be successful in language and literacy later on in their educational careers. 
Teachers can facilitate the development of this pre-literacy skill set by promoting it 
in early childhood classrooms through many daily activities. The purpose of this re
search was to acquire information about phonological awareness opportunities and 
priorities in Head Start classrooms.

Rationale: Phonological awareness is listed in the Head Start curriculum as a goal for 
literacy knowledge and skill development.

Phonological awareness is a pre-literacy skill which includes breaking words into 
syllables, rhyming and alliteration. (Schuele & Boudreau, 2008)
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Children learn language and pre-literacy skills through interactions with adults 
and peers. (Wasik, Bond & Hindman, 2006)

Phonological awareness is key for pre-literacy. A large body of research links de
ficient PA skills to poor reading achievement. (Blachman, 1997)

Methods: Undergraduate students studying Communication Disorders and Sciences 
created an 18-question survey which was distributed via mail to area Head Start 
teachers following Human Subjects' Committee approval. The survey questions 
were constructed based on readings and observations of Head Start classrooms

The survey was a mix of open ended questions and questions requiring priority 
ratings all focused on language and pre-literacy activities in the classroom.

Sample Question:

Are structured language activities, such as songs or rhyming activities used in 
the classroom? If yes, name the activities used in your room.

Head Start centers were contacted by phone after obtaining a list of Illinois Head 
Start programs. Head Start coordinators were informed the purpose was to learn 
more about language and literacy in Head Start classrooms and all surveys were con
fidential. Four Head Start centers agreed to participate and one declined, resulting in 
a geographical area from Highway 64 south as the area represented.

Results

Data was analyzed for frequency of responses and percentage of respondents that 
rated specific phonological awareness skills as high vs. low priority. SPSS was used 
to analyze data quantitatively and qualitative responses were analyzed by the pri
mary investigator.

Sixty participants responded to the survey. The majority of the participants (56%) 
had more than ten years of experience. Approximately half of the participants re
ported having continuing education within the last year (46%), but the majority of the 
continued education did not relate to phonological awareness.

Thirty-five of the participants (58%) reported including structured language activ
ities related to phonological awareness. Fifty-nine of the participants (98%) reported 
using rhyming activities in the classroom.

Eighteen out of 60 participants (30%) reported that phonological awareness was 
an overall priority in the classroom. When asked to make a forced choice on what 
activities they do to promote phonological awareness two percent ranked rhyming 
as a top priority. Six percent of participants reported syllable counting as a top pri
ority. Letter-sound correspondence was a top priority for twenty-five percent of the 
participants.

When given forced choice half of the teachers ranked listening to a story as a top 
priority for a classroom activity to promote PA.
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Discussion

Head start teachers report using rhyming activities to promote PA more than they 
report using syllable counting or alliteration.

Twelve percent of the head start teachers reported continuing education that in
volved PA within the last year. Findings have shown that Head Start teachers can 
be trained to implement strategies that have a positive effect on children's literacy 
development. (Wasik, Bond & Hindman, 2006)

Overall phonological awareness was not a high priority among head start teachers 
relative to other skills. Letter-sound knowledge was a higher priority over PA skills. 
Including letter-sound relationships before segmenting and blending skills are es
tablished can lead to confusion. (Schuele & Boudreau, 2008)

Listening to a story was ranked as more important than other activities which 
would require more child involvement such as, pointing out words and responding 
to questions.

Limitations to this project were as follows: (1) This was a pilot survey. (2) The 
survey was in a self-report format. (3) The surveys were delivered to a small region

The majority of the Head Start teachers reported using rhyming in the classroom 
which is one activity that may help promote phonological awareness. Collaboration 
with speech language pathologist and Head Start teachers could lead to more PA ac
tivities for the students. Gaining knowledge of phonological awareness could facili
tate student-teacher interactions in the classroom. A possibility for future research 
would be to implement pre-literacy training with Head Start teachers to examine if 
this increases their priority for phonological awareness in the classrooms.
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Winter Moon

Garrett Trotter, University of Northern Iowa

For want of reason I found myself aloft,

Upon the gates of the starry sky,

And those stars whispered, "Oh, but soft,"

And their voices carried upon the Moon nearby.

So I asked the Moon from which it came, it told me, "The same as you, 

But I came first to light the night, and now you see it too." 

Moon continued, "I came from Earth, and the Earth came from the sky. 

We've been here for eons and will remain until we die."

"But do we die?" I asked the Moon, unsatisfied in its reply.

"Well what do you think," It spoke again. "Do you think that we die?" 

I said, "The science says we're all just parts and constantly reused, 

Drifting upon the voids of space until again we're fused."

"You have the answer," said the Moon. "The truth you rightly spy, 

While our forms may change our bodies continue and never will quite die." 

I thanked the Moon for its time and then continued my questions by and by 

I sat there under the winter Moon and gazed upon the sky.
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